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‘ﬁ THETHER your day has been filled
'Y with work or fun, how you look
forward to quiet relaxation at home.

And how much more pleasant it is with
a smooth drink made with Bellows
Partners Choice.

Here is a whiskey gentle and mild, light

in body. yet with a generous and satis-
fving flavor. Because Bellows Partners
Choice contains more aged-base whis-
kies than any other nationally sold
blended whiskey at its price.

Try it—and serve it. It marks you as a
host of good taste., and your home as a
place of warm welcome.

Bellows Partners Choice

Only the best is labeled Bellows

BELLOWS & COMPANY, NEW YORK, N.Y. « DISTRIBUTED BY: NATIONAL DISTILLERS PRODUCTS COMPANY
PARTNERS CHOICE. WHISKEY —A BLEND - 40% STRAIGHT WHISKIES, 4 YEARS OR MORE OLD — 60% GRAIN NEUTRAL SPIRITS « 86 FROOF

WHISKLY - A BLEN?
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Mew direction Pringle...Bonwit's own Scotch cashmere

with tiny turned-over collar, m our own wonderful colors:
mink, gray, blue, and of course, black That lock, a signpost of a certain kind

of life. Sizes 34 to 40, Full-Fashioned, 31.95 Sports Floor

New York White Plains Manhasset Chicago Cleveland Boston



GOINGS
ON

A CONSCIENTIOUS CALENDAR OF EVENTS OF INTEREST

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

Auntie Mame—Rosalind Russell is entrancing
as the unorthodox heroine of this comedy, but
it 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 novel by Patrick Dennis, the play
also has Polly Rowles, Ann Summers, James
Hickman, and Peggy Cass in its cast. (Broad-
hurst, 44th 5t., W. CI 6-660g. Nightly, ex-
cept éundays, at 8:30. Matinées Wednesdays
and Saturdays at 2:30.)

Lone Dav's JourMey Into Nieur—Reopens Mon-
day, Aug. 19, after a seven-week summer
breather. Fredric March and Florence Eld-
ridge will again be in it. (Helen Hayes, 46th
St., W. Cl 6-6380. Nightly, except gunda}fs,
at 7:30.)

Simpry Heaventy—DMelvin Stewart in a Negro
folk comedy by Langston Hughes, based on
his novel “Simple Takes a Wife,” with inci-
dental music by David Martin, A recent
offering on 8sth Street, the play will now be
presented downtown, starting Tuesday, Aug,
20. (Playhouse, 48th St., E. CI 3-6060,
Nightly, except Sundays, at 8:40:; opening-
night curtain at 8. Matinées Wednesdays, ex-
cept Aug. 21, and Saturdays at z2:40.)

THe Tunner ofF Love—Tom Ewell gives a very
nice performance in this gag-ridden but occa-
sionally diverting comedy, by Peter De
Vries and Joseph Fields, about sexual carry-
ings on in Westport. Kaye Lyder, Darren
McGavin, and Elizabeth Wilson support him
attractively. (Royale, 45th St., W. gl 5-5760.
Nightly, except Sundays, at 8:40. Matinées
Wednesdays and Saturdays at 2:40.)

A YisiT 1o & Smaw PLaner—A funny account of
the adventures of a Spaceman who drops out
of the beyond into a home in Virginia. Cyril
Ritchard, as the astral visitor, is endlessly
amusing, and so, for that matter, are Philip
Coolidge, Sarah Marshall, Conrad Janis,
Sibyl Bowan, and Edward Andrews, who
give him a hand. Mr. Ritchard is also respon-
sible for the astute direction. (Booth, 45th
St., W. CI 6-506¢. Nightly, except Sundays,
at 8:40. Matinées Wednesdays and Satur-
days at 2:40.)

LoMe Ruwns—noO mIME rOR sercEANTS: 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 Hoh-
man has the part of the hillbilly hero, and Rex
Everhart and Tucker Ashworth fill subsidi-
ary roles. (Alvin, s2nd St., W. CI 3z-5z26.
Nightly, except Sundays, at 8:40. Matinées
Wednesdays and Saturdays at 2:40. Closes
Saturday, Sept. 14.)

MUSICALS

Berus Are Rineine—Judy Holliday does prac-
tically everything but play a musical saw
in this comedy about a telephone-answering-
service girl who is dedicated to her job. The
book, by Betty Comden and Adolph Green, is
a bit cluttered, but their lyrics are good, and
so is the score by Jule Styne. Besides Miss
Holliday, the cast includes Sydney Chaplin,
Jean Stapleton, Eddie Lawrence, and Dort
Clark. (Shubert, g4th St.,, W. CI 6-5990.
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Nightly, except Sundays, at 8:30. Matinées
Wednesdays and Saturdays at 2:30.)

Happy Hunmine—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 book is by Howard Lindsay and Russel
Crouse, the songs are by Harold Karr and
Matt Dubey, and Fernando Lamas is visible
as Miss Merman's fellow-principal. (Ma-
jestic, 44th St., W. CI 6-0730. Nightly, ex-
cept Sundays, at 8:30. Matinées Wednesdays
and Saturdays at z:30.)

New Girr 1N Town—Thelma Ritter is enor-
mously funny and Gwen Verdon is remark-
ably agile and lyrical in this musical version
of O'Neill’s “Anna Christie,” put together by
George Abbott. The songs, most of which are
admirable, are the work of Bob Merrill.
(46th Street Theatre, 46th St., W. CI &-
4271. Nightly, except Sundays, at 8:30.
Matir}lées Wednesdays and Saturdays at
2:30.

Lone Runs—pamn Yankees: Just now, Devra Kor-
win plays a demon, Howard Caine her em-
ployer, and Allen Case her earth-bound suitor
in this musical derived from the novel “The
Year the Yankees Lost the Pennant,” ( Adel-
phi, 54th 5t., E. JU 6-3787. Nightly, except
Sundays, at 8:30. Matinées Wednesdays and
Saturdays at 2:30.). .. u'L ABNER: A reproduc-
tion of the odd folkways of Al Capp’s comic-
strip hero and his playmates. Peter Palmer
and Edith Adams head the cast. (St. James,
44th St., W. LA 4-4664. Nightly, except
sundays, at 8:30. Matinées Wednesdays and
caturdays at 2:30.)...THE MOST HAPPY FELLA:
Frank Loesser wrote the music and the lyrics
and adapted the book for this operatic
treatment of Sidney Howard’s “They Knew

2 ~)~ %

Page
BOOKS 107
LETTER FROM LONDON BB
MUSICAL EVENTS:
JAZZ RECORDS 79
ON AND OFF THE AVENUE:

ABOUT THE HOUSE g2
THE RACE TRACK 105
THE WNEW YORKER
25 WEST 430D STREET
TELEFHONE

ADVENTISING & SUBSCRIPTIONS, OXFORD S=~1313
EDITOMIAL OFFICES, OXFORD S=1414

=2 v

CHANGE OF ADDRESS

It is essential that subscribers ordering a change of

address give four weeks' nouce and provide their

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

h_

What They Wanted.” With Robert Weede
(Richard Torigi substitutes for him at the
matinée performances), Jo Sullivan, Art
Lund, and Helon Blount. (Imperial, 45th St.,
W. CO 5-z412, Nightly, except Sundays, at
8:30. Maﬁniea Wednesdays and Saturdavs at
2:30.). .. MY FaIr tapy: Edward Mulhare (tem-
porarily) and Julie Andrews in an adapta-
tion of Shaw's “*Pygrmalion.” The cast also in-
cludes Viola Roache and Reginald Denny.
(Mark Hellinger, s1st St., W. PL 7-7064.
Nightly,*except Sundays, at 8 30, Matinees
Wednesdays and Saturdays at 2:30.)

OFF EROADWAY

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

Acrtors Prarnouse—Charles Aidman in “Ca-
reer,” a play by James Lee, (Actors Play-
house, 100 Seventh Ave. S., at Sheridan Sq.
OR s5-1036. Tuesdays through Fridays at
8:40; Saturdays at 6:30 and 9:30; and Sun-
days at 2:40 and 8:40.)

Amato Orera TheatrRe—Friday through Sunday,
Aug. 16-18 (after which the theatre will be
closed for three weeks): “Die Fledermaus”
in English. (Amato Opera Theatre. 150
Bleecker St. GR 7-2844. Evenings at 8:15.
Admission is free, but seats should be re-
served in advance,)

CHerrY Lane THEaTRE—Sean O'Casey’s comedy
“Purple Dust,” with Humphrey Davis, Roger
Boxill, and Patricia Peardon. (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 18 THE Square—l.eo Penn and Farrell
Pelly in a revival of Eugene O'Neill’'s “The
Iceman Cometh,” directed by José Quintero.
(Circle in the Square, 5 Sheridan Sq. OR s-
9437. Nightly, except Mondays. at 7:30.)

Downtown THEATRE—(;eorge Bernard Shaw's
“In Good King Charles's Golden Days.”
(Downtown Theatre, 85 E. a4th 5t. GR 3-
4412, Tuesdays through Fridays at 8:40;
Saturdays at 7:30 and 10:30; and Sundays
at 2:40 and 8:40.)

Remata THearre—Ieon Jannevy and Frances
Sternhagen in “The Country Wife,” William
Wrycherley's Restoration farce. (Renata
Theatre, 144 Bleecker 5t. OR 4-3210. Night-
‘Idy, except Mondays, at 8:q0. Matinées Sun-

ays at z2:40.)

Treatre pE Lys—Kurt Weill's *“The Threepenny
Opera,” with an English libretto by Marc
Blitzstein. In the cast are Katherine Sergava,
Scott Merrill, and Pert Kelton, (Theatre de
Lys, 121 Christopher St. WA 4-8782, Night-
ly, except Mondays, at 8:40. Matinées Satur-
dayvs and Sundavs at z:40.)

THeatre East—The Irish Playvers 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, z11
E. 60oth St. TE 8-8930. Tuesdavs through
Fridays at 8:40, Saturdays at 7:30 and 10:15;
and Sundays at 2:40 and 8:40.)

MISCELLANY

THeatrRe Uwnper THE Stars—A concert by the
Hi-Io's, Lurlean Hunter, Slim Gaillard,
Maynard Ferguson's band, Les Paul and
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GOINGS ON ABOUT TOWN

Mary Ford, and a number of others.

(Wollman Memorial Theatre, Central Park.

kE 5—7&;!3. Nightly at 8:30. Through Sunday,
ug. 1

New York SuMMER SHAKESPEARE FestivaL—Free
performances of “Macheth,” with Colleen
Dewhurst, Roy FPoole, and John MeLiam,
presented on a trailer truck converted into an
Elizabethan stage. The final production of the
season. (Belvedere Tower, Central Farlk at
about Si1st 5t. Nightly, except Mondays, at
8:30. Through Wednesday, Sept. 3.)

Jones BeacH MariNE THeaTRE—Guy Lombardo’s
water-borne revival of “Show Boat,” with
Andy Devine, Helena Bliss, David Atkinson,
and the lLombarde orchestra. (Nightly at
8:30; through Monday, Sept. 2. For tickets,
call CI 7-7092.)

THE SUMMER CIRCUIT

(A more or less arbitrary licting of summer
theatres and their program schedules. Dates
and billings are subject to frequent revision.)

Anpover—Through Saturday, Aug. 17: Joan
Bennett and Donald Cock in “Janus.” Mon-
day through Saturday, Aug. 19-24: Groucho
Marx in his own play, “Time for Elizabeth.”
(Grist Mill Playhouse, Andover, N.J. Mon-
days through Fridays at 8:40, and Saturdays
at 6 and o. Matinées Wednesdays at 2:40.)

BeverLy—Through Saturday, Aug. 24: “The
Fajama Game” (North Shore Music-Thea-
tre, Beverly, Mass, Mondays through Fridays
at 2:30, and Saturdays at 5 and ¢. Gerry
Mulligan will give a jazz coneert on Sunday,
Aug. 18.)

Cunton—Through Sunday, Aug 18: “Inherit
the Wind.” Starting Tuesday, Aug. =20:
“Wedding Night~ (Clinton Plavhouse, Clin-
ton, Conn. Tuesdays through Saturdays at
8:30, and Sundays at 7:30. Matinées Wednes-
days and Saturdays at 2:30.)

Conasser—Through Saturday, Aug. 17: “Briga-
doon.” Monday through Saturday, Aug. 19-
24: “5ilk Stockings.” (South Shore Music
Circus, Cohasset, Mass. Nightly, except Sun-
days, at 8:30. Matinées Wednesdays at 2:30.)

Cracsmoor— Through Monday, Aug. 19: “The
Reluctant Debutante.” Wednesday through
Monday, Aug. zi-26: “The Fifth Season.”
(Cragsmoor Playhouse, Cragsmoor, N.Y.
Nightly, except Tuesdays, at 8:15. Matinées
Sundays at 3.)

Denmis—Through Saturday, Aug. 17: Viveca
Lindfors and Cathleen Neshitt in “The Chalk
Garden.,” Monday through Saturday, Aug.
19-24: To be announced. (Cape Playhouse,
Dennis, Mass. Nightly, except Sundays, at
£:30. Matinées Wednesdays and Thursdays
at 2:30:)

East Hampron—Through Saturday, Aug. 17:
Orson Bean in “Simon and Laura,” a new
play. Monday through Saturday, Aug. 19-24
(final performances of the season): Roddy
McDowall in “A Pound in Your Pocket,” a
new musical, (John Drew Theatre, Kast
Hampton, L.I. Mondays through Fridays at
8:40; Saturday, Aug. 17, at 6 and o; and
Saturday, Aug. 24, at 8:40. Matinées
Wednesdays at z:40. For tickets, call CI 7-
1381.)

Faimourn—Through Saturday, Aug. 17: Basil
Rathbone in “Witness for the Prosecution.”
Monday through Saturday, Aug. 19-z24: Ed
Begley in “Inherit the Wind.” (Falmouth
Playhouse, Falmouth, Mass. Nightly, except
Sundays, at 8:30. Matinées Wednesdays and
Fridays at 2:30.)

Fisnkil—Through Sunday, Aug. 18: “A Hat-
ful of Rain.” Tuesday through Sunday, Aug.
20-25: ““The Hasty Heart,”” (Cecilwood Thea-
tre, ?‘"ishki]l, N.Y. Tuesdays through Satur-
days at B:30, and Sundays at 7:30. Matinées
Thursdays at z:30.)

Fircieure—Through Sunday, Aug. 18: Henry
Morgan in “Father of the Bride.” Tuesday
through Sunday, Aug. 20-25: “The Desk
Set.” (Lake Whalom Plavhouse, Fitchburg,
Mass. Nightly, except Mondays, at 8:30.
Matinees Wednesdays, as well as Thursday,
Aug. 15, and Saturday, Aug. 17, at 2:30.)

Hyanwmis—Through Saturday, Aug. z4: “South
Pacific.” (Cape Cod Melody Tent, Hyannis,
Mass. Nightly, except Sundays, at 8:30.
Matinées Thursdays at 2:30.)

Hyoe Park—Through Saturday, Aug. 17: Bus-
ter Keaton in “Merton of the Movies.” Mon-
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day through Saturday, Aug. 19-24: “The
Seven Year Itch” (Hyde Park Playhouse,
Hyvde Park, N.Y. Mondays through Fridays
at 8:30, and Saturdays at 6 and ¢.)

Ivoryron—Through Saturday, Aug. 17: Ger-
trude Berg in “The Matchmaker.” Monday
through Saturday, Aug. 19-2z4: Eartha Kitt
in “‘Mrs. Patterson.” (lvoryvton Plavhouse,
Ivoryton, Conn,. Nightly, except Sundays, at
8:45. Matinées Wednesdays and Saturdays at
2:30.)

Kennesunkporm—Through Saturday, Aug. 17:
“The Vagabond King." Wednesday through
Saturday, Aug. 21-24: To be announced.
( Arundel Opera Theatre, Kennshunkport,
Maine. Wednesdays through Saturdayvs at
8:30.)

Lameertvitte—Through Sunday, Aug. z5: Dick
Button in “On the Town." (Lambertville
Music Circus, Lambertville, N.J. Tuesdays
through Fridays at 8:40; Saturdays at 6 and
0:30; and Sundays at 8.)

Manorac—Through Sunday, Aug. 18 “On the
Town.” Tuesday through Sunday, Auvg. 20-
25: "“The Teahouse of the August Moon,”
( Putnamm Musical Theatre, Mahopac, N.Y.
Tuesdays through Thursdays at 8:40; Fridays
at y, Saturdays at 6:15 and 9:30; and Sun-
davsat 8.)

Matunuck—Through Saturday, Aug. 17: Ruth
Hussey in “The Desk Set.” Monday through
Saturday, Aug. 19-24: Celeste Holm in “Back
to Methuselah.” (Theatre-by-the-Sea, Matu-
anuck, R.I. Nightly, except Sundays, at 8:40.
T'I.-Iatir;éf-s Wednesdays and Saturdays at
2:40.

MiLLeurn—Through Sunday, Aug. 25 (after
which the theatre will be closed for two
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STATUES OF CENTRAL PARK

William Shakespeare

weeks): Ruth Chatterton and Arthur Treach-
er in “The Reluctant Debutante,” (Paper
Mill Playhouse, Millburn, N.J. Tuesdays
through Saturdays at 8:30, and Sundays at &.
Matinées Thursdays and Saturdays at z:30.)
MonmoutTH—The American Savoyards in a ten-
week repertory. Throueh Saturday, Aue. 17¢

“Ruddigore.” Monday through Saturday,
Aug. 19-24: “Trial by Jury” and “The
Sorcerer.” (Gilbert and Sullivan Festival

Theatre, Monmouth. Maine Nightly, except
Sundays, at 8:30. Matinées Wednesdavs and
Saturdays at z:30.)

Mountainnome—Through Saturday, Aug. 17:
Carol Stone in “Janus.” Monday through
Saturday, Aug. 19-24: Chester Morris in " A
View from the Bridge.” (Pocono Playhouse.
Mountainhome, Pa. Nightly, except Sundays,
at 8:40. Matinées Wednesdays and Saturdays
at 2:40.)

New Hope—Through Saturday, Aug. 17: Fran-
ces Farmer in “The Chalk Garden.” Starting
Monday, Aug. 19: Frances Farmer in “The
Jamison Affair,” a new play. (Bucks County
Playhouse, New Hope, Pa. Nightly, except
Sundays, at 8:30. Matinées Wednesdays and
Saturdays at 2.)

Oeunouit—Through Saturday, Aug. 17: Ed
Begley i “Inherit the Wind.” Moenday
through Saturday, Aug. 19-24: Viveca Lind-
fors and Cathleen Neshitt in “The Chalk
Garden.” (Ogunquit Playhouse, Ogunquit,
Maine. Nightly, except Sundays, at 8:jo.
Matinees Wednesdays and Fridays at 2:45.)

Pawune—Through Sunday, Aug. 18: “The
Pursuit of Happiness.” Tuesday through
Sunday, Aug. zo-25: “The Happiest Days of
Your Life)'" (Starlight Theatre, Pawling,
N.Y. Nightly, except Mondays, at 8:30. Mat-
inées Wednesdays at 2:30.)

Petereoroven— Through Saturday, Aug. 24:
“The Devil and Daniel Webster.” (FPeter-
borough  Players, DPeterborough, N.H.
Wednesdays through Saturdays at B:40.)

Rye—Through Sunday, Aug, 18: “The Pajama
Game." Starting Tuesday, Aug. zo: “South
Pacific.” (Music Theatre, Rye, N.¥. Tues-
days through Fridays, and Sundays, at 8:30,
and Saturdays at 5:30 and g.)

Saratoca Serings—Through Saturday, Aug. 17:
“The Bov Friend.” Monday through Satur-
day, Aug. 19-24: Basil Rathbone in “Witness
for the Prosecution.” (Spa Summer Theatre,
Saratoga Springs, N.Y. Nightly, except Sun-
days, at B8:30. Matinées Wednesdays and
Saturdays at 2:30.)

SkowHesaNn—Through Saturday, Aug. 17: Jan
Sterling and Jerome Cowan in “Here To-
day!” Monday through Saturday, Aug.
1g-24: “The Pajama Game.” (Lakewood
Theatre, Skowhegan, Maine. Nightly, except
Sundays, at 8:15. Matinées Wednesdays and
Saturdays at z:30.)

Strockeringe—Through Saturday Ang 157
“King of Hearts." Monday through Satur-
day. Aug. 1g-24: Paul Hartman in “Oh, Men !
Oh, Women ! ( Berkshire Playhouse, Stock-
bridge, Mass. Nightly, except Sundays, at
B:4: Matinées Wednesdays and Saturdays at
2:30.)

Stratroro— "Much Ado About Nothing,” with
Katharine Hepburn and Alfred Drake:
Thursday and Friday evenings, Aug. 15-16;
Sunday matinée, Aug. 18; Tuesday evening,
Aug. zo; Wednesday matinee, Aug. 21; Fri-
day evening, Aug. 23; and Saturday matinee,
Aug. 24....9"The Merchant of Venice,”
with Katharine Hepburn and Morns Carnov-
sky: Saturday matinée, Aug. 17; Thursday
evening, Aug. 22; and Saturday evening,
Aug. 24....9"0thello,” with Alfred Drake,
Earle Hyman, and Jacqueline Brookes:
Saturday evening, Aug. 17, and Wednesday
evening, Aug. 21. (American Shakespeare
Festival Theatre, Stratford, Conn. Evenings
at 8:30. Matinees at 3. The New York Pro
Musica will present the last in a series of
programs, this one consisting of court and
chapel music of the English Renaissance, on
Monday, Aug. 19, at &:40. For tickets, call
WA g-1378.)

WatLineroro—Through  Saturday, Aug. 17:
Walter Slezak in “My 3 Angels.” Monday
through Saturday, Aug. 19-24: "The Boy
Friend.” (Oakdale Musical Theatre, Wal-
lingford, Conn. Mondays through Fridays at
B:30, and Saturdays at 5 and g¢:20.)

Westeury—Through Sunday, Aug. 18 Jane
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Matched Classics:BRféﬁgR Shetlands and Peckmates

Braemar shetlands are knitted only of pure wool from the
Shetland Isles, with well-fitting saddle shoulders and shape-
holding double-ribbed neck. Red, yellow, charcoal, natural,
white, Sandringham green®, gray™, navy™. 34-40; 16.95.

Cardigan, 36-40; 18.95. Peckmate wool skirt, dyed to
6(?1( and

match three shades, as starred. 10-18; 17.95.

Of course, both are also in our Campus Shops at Smith, Vassar, Wellesley,

601( Bryn Mawr and Northwestern.

MARIA MARTEL
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Our Suburban
Classie

For smart country living . . .
our Scotch tweed coat that
goes everywhere, looks
handsome for years to come.
It’s just one of our finely
tailored fashions for Fall!
Checks of blue and red, blue
and navy; or in blue lovat,
medium gray, blue. Sizes 10
tol8. . . . . $65.00

ABERCROMBIE & FITCH

NEW YORK—360 MADISON AVENUE
SUMMER SHOP, HYANNIS, MASS.
CHICAGO—VLE&A—9 NO. WABASH
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GOINGS ON ABOUT TOWN

Morgan and David Brooks in “Can-Can.”
Starting Tuesday, Aug. zo: “Mr. Wonder-
ful.” (Westbury Music Fair, Westbury, L.L.
Tuesdays through Fridays at 8:30; Saturdays
at 6 and ¢:30; and Sundays at 8.)
Westrorr—Through Saturday, Aug. 17: Fay
Bainter in “Fever for Life,” a new play.
Monday through Saturday, Aug. 10-z24:
George Jessel in “Showtime,” a new revue.
{Westport Country Playhouse, Westport,
Conn. Mondays through Fridays at 8:40, and
Saturdays at 6 and o. Matinées Wednesdays
at 2:30. Thursday, Aug, 22, at 4, the lastin a
series of readings, this one by Katherine
Anne Porter. For tickets, call CO 5-6170.)

Woobpstock—Through Sunday, Aug. 18: “Wit-
ness for the Prosecution.” Tuesday through
Sunday, Aug. zo-25: “A View from the
Bridge.” (Woodstock Plavhouse, Woodstock,
N.¥. Tuesdays through Saturdays at R:10,
and Sundays at 7:30.)

NOTE—JACOE'S PILLOW DANCE FESTIVAL: The twen-
ty-fifth season of ballet and modern and eth-
nic dancing. Friday and Saturday, Aug. 16-
17: The Miami Civic Ballet, Ruth 5t. Denis,
and Antonia Morales. Friday and Saturday,
Aug. 23-24: Gemze De Lappe and Glen Tet-
ley, Kurt and Grace Graff, Jean Cebron, and
Josefina Garcia. (Lee, Mass. Performances
at 4 and ¢. For tickets, call PE 6-6400.). ..
AMERICANM DANCE FEsTIVAL: Thursday, Aug. IEE':
at 8:30: José Limon and his company, wit
Pauline Koner....9Friday, Aug. 16, at
#2:30: José Limon and his company, the
Henry Street Plavhouse Dance Company,
and Daniel Nagrin. . ., € Saturday, Aug. 17,
at 3: The Doris Humphrey Repertory Group
{with Lola Huth and Glen Tetley), Pauline
Koner, Daniel Nagrin, and the Henry Street
Playhouse Dance Company....%9 Saturday,
Aug. 17, at 8:30: José Limon and his com-
pany, with Pauline Koner. . . .9 Sunday, Aug.
18, at 3: Dore Hoyer, the Mary Anthony
Dance Theatre, Ruth Currier, José¢ Limon
and his company, and Pauline Koner. ( Pal-
mer Auditorium, Connecticut College, New
London, Conn.)

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

EL Morocco, 154 E. 54th St. (EL 5-8760)—
The collection of waxwork figures in the ex-
hibition hall is kept thoroughly up-to-date by
the news-conscious management. Closed Sat-
urdays and Sundays.

Pierre, Fifth Ave. at 61st St. (TE 8-8c00)—
There’'s dancing in the Café Pierre, from
cocltails through supper, to a small orches-
tra, which is generally Stanley Worth's.
From time to time, Renato Rossini strums a
guitar that whispers hotly of moonlight in
Venice. He takes Sundays off.

Puaza, Fifth Ave. at 58th St. (PL g-3000)—
A life of luxury and ease is within grasp at
the Rendez-Vous, a dining room of long
standing, where the dance tunes of Maxi-
millian Bergere and Gunnar Hansen start
at eight-thirty. Clesed Sundays.

Rooseverr, Madison Ave at 45th 5t. (MU 6-
gzo0)—In the Grill, Eddie Lane’s orchestra,
a hunk of standard equipment, serves up the
mgredients for mass movement at dinner and
supper. Closed Sundays.

S1. Recis Roor, Fifth Ave at s5th 5t (PL 3-
j500)—Just about the best of the Elysian
fields, with a built-in dance floor, built-in

good weather, and the gossamer music of the
small bands of Milt Shaw and Ray Ban.
Closed Sundays.

Savor-PLaza, Fifth Ave. at soth S5t (EL 3-
2600)—Every day of the week in the Café
Lounge, from cocktails to dinner and supper,
Irving Conn’s orchestra takes care of any-
one in a mood for motion,

Tavern-on-THE-GreeN, Central Park W, at 67th
St. (SC 4-8100)—Plant life and ant life in
the open-air garden, Weather Bureau per-
mitting, after eight on weekdays and after
seven on Sundays, to say nothing of dance
music by North and South American hands.
Closed Mondays.

WaLbors-Astoria, Park Ave. at g4oth St. (EL 5-
z000)—The Starlight Roof has been recon-
structed as an island in the West Indies so
large and leafy that Count Basie's big band,
which usually sounds like cats on a hot tin
roof, seems to be going about on tiptoe most
of the time. The singer of the evening is
Sarah Vaughan, who can mop, bop, or just
break into simple plainsong without change
of pace. The Béla Babai gypsy orchestra
plays for dancing. Closed Sundays....%1In
an estuary of the voluminous Peacock Alley,
Jozsi Ribari's hoys plunk down dance music
from eight until one. On Sundays, from eight
to twelve, the Babai band does the plunking.

Nore—The Rainbow Room, a well-known hill,
presents hushed non-dance tunes with cock-
tails from four-thirty to nine every evening
except Sunday. The choice seats, of course,
are up near the windows. The address is 30
Rockefeller Plaza, the telephone CI 6-5800.

SMALL AND CHEERFUL
( No dancing, unless noted.)

prake Room, 71 E. 56th St. (PL s-0fi00):
A green pasture maintained in spic-and-span
order by the very best greenkeepers. Joel
Forbes, now in charge of the concert grand
during cocktails, dinner, and supper, bows
out on Saturday, Aug. 17, Paul Morse will,
as usual, be the Sunday operator., and on
Monday, Aug. 19, Addison Bailey will begin
what must be his hundredth season here. ...
LiTTLE cLue, 7o E. s5th 5t. (PL 3-9425): Cuite
a few owls who are in the public do-
main see the night through on these prem-
ises. The accompaniment is Kurt Maler’s
piano, Closed Mondays. . . . GOLDIE'S NEW YORK,
23z E. s3rd St. {PL 9-7245): Louwis (or
Goldie) Hawkins' combination civie cen-
ter and canteen, where good neighbors gather
for an evening's pastime. The counterpoint
to the chatter is the piano (chipper) of the
owner and of Bill Taylor (romantic) The
sound begins at cocktail time. Closed Fridays
through Sundays....wmsve, 145 E. 55th 5t
(EL 5-0250): A new setting, small and casual,
for the songs of Mabel Mercer, who looks
down, a sadder but a wiser woman, upon
mankind's unequal struggle with that lamen-
table affair called love. Sam Hamilton, who
puts miusic to her words, also is at the piano
whenever Don Ewvans, a drawing-room tech-
nician who resorts to none of the customary
parlor tricks, takes a breather. Miss Mercer
arrives around ten-thirty. Closed Sundays
...GATSEY's, 873 First Ave, at 40th 5t. (PL
s-1067): Few of the East Side antique shops
can match it in antiquarian splendor, and
none of them set the same sort of table. The
man at the piano is Fred Witmer, who keeps
fairly late hours. Closed Sundays. . . . WevLIN,
40 E. 54th St. (PL 3-4907): The hands of Cy
Walter, professor emeritus of the Steinway,
are as light-fingered as ever, his portfolio as
selective. He's around this miniature Vamty
Fair from five-thirty to eight and again from
ten to one-thirty, or even later. Closed Sun-
days. .. . EL cHico, 8o Grove St., at Sheridan
Sq. (CH 2-4646): Possibly the oldest, and
certainlv one of the happiest, of the Spanish
settlements on this continent. The inhabit-




H. C.’s wite wears B. H.Wragge

Wrapped with care and ever so
fair in a handsome dress of
link tweed, attached Rebosa

8 stole. Graphite grey, woodbrook
brown, serpentine blue,

taffy gold. Sizes 8 to 16. 59.95.

At all Bonewit Teller stores;
Scruggs-Vandervoort

& Barney, St. Louis;
Frederick & Nelson, Seattle,
® Prices shightly higher

west of the Rockies.

Too great to be kept under glass o
—a Guinea hen print
in a shirt cut in the best
B. H. Wragge tradition. The
skirt of flannel, nice and easy
with its panel-pleat front.
Mr. Wragge suggests the shirt
in woodbrook brown with |

rock grey skirt or grasshopper
green shirt with graphite [‘u_____
grey skirt. Sizes 8 to 16.] =
Costume, 59.95. 8
Shirt alone, 25.00.

: Under the influence of St. Joan, a back
"% buttoned suit with B. H, Wragge’s gentle
§ brand of elegance. Westport flannel in rock
¥ grey, woodbrook brown. Sizes 8 to 16. g5.00.



BEST & CO.

Fifth Ave., at 51 §t.,, N. Y. 22, N. Y.

Our Black Watch
‘Shirtmaker

... in Lanella, an exquisite blend of
washable wool and cotton imported
from Switzerland. Here, darkly
elegant, exhibiting the uncluttered
lines and quiet refinement that make
Shirtmakers one of the most
significant fashions on the American
scene. Sizes 10 to 20, 38 and 40.
(N-5) 59.95
Mail and phone orders filled—PLaza 9-2000
Order by Style Number
Please include postage beyond
our motor delivery sreos.

AND 17 CONVENIENT BRANCHES
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GOINGS ON ABOUT TOWN

ants hew faithfully to the line of their
ancient customs, principally singing and
dancing. The warm-weather schedule is
Wednesday through Saturday every week.
.. . CHATEAU HENR! tv, 37 E. 64th St (RE 7-
8818): The Crusaders’ National Guard must
once have used it as an armory. 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. . . . LeFr Bank, 300 W.
soth St. (CO 5-8ys6): Until ten, the amuse-
ment is the roguish art gallery of damsels in
distress, all figments of the imagination; after
that, it is the out-of-the-way songs and piano
of Hubhbell Pierce, man of the world, and the
crackling jive of the Lee Evans trio, which
has Denzil Best at the drums. Closed Sun-
days. ...casanova, 1528 Second Ave., at
zoth St. (TR ¢-8113): Three candelabra
grow where only one grew before, and plush
Hows like water. FPiano, violin, and voice are
among the many tondiments. All this is
available every evening but Sunday....
cHaroas, 307 E, 7oth 5t (RH 4-9382): One
of those wayside inns that exist only in post-
card albums. The music, the singing, the
cuisine, and the cheerfulness, all of them
Danubian, are very real, though., Danc-
mg. Closed Mondays.... wAvERLY LOUNGE,
103 Waverly Pl. (AL 4-0776): In the faintly
bleak bar of the Hotel Earle, after nine every
night but Monday, Laurie Brewis is reviving
the melodies you thought everyone but you
had forgotten....CHAMPAGNE GALLERY, 135
Macdougal St. (GR  5-gz221): Harmless
antics, largely piano and small talk, in an ex-
tremely relaxed household.

SUPPER CLUBS
(No dancing, unless noted.)

ELUE ANGEL, 152 E. s55th St. (PL 3-5008):

Among the dramatis personae are Mae
Barnes and Carol Burnett, two ladies in wait-
mg (or lying in wait) for their favorite bétes
notres. Miss Barnes' béte is the homilies of
songwriters; Miss Burnett’s is the contents of
television's little pointed head. The gentle-
men in the cast are T. C. Jones. whose trans-
vestite parodies of all too familiar characters
can, when they are less than a vard wide, be
funny, and Bohb Ritterbush, a swinging, sing-
ing, Jawn Henry sort of chap. The new-era
Jimmy Lyons trio and the piano of Bart How-
ard and Otis Clements are the background.
Closed Sundays. .. .9 1In the lounge, except
Sundays, there's cocktail and dinner piano
by Alex Fogarty; Mondays through Fridays,
there's progressive music by the Lyons trio
from 2 to 4 A M....UPSTAIRS AT THE DOWN-
stalrs, Sixth Ave. at sist St. (CI 5-g465):
A minute Garden of Eden inhabited, just for
the hell of it, by two imps of Satan—Blossom
Dearie and Annie Ross—who put on angelic
expressions as they trifle with the ditties that
won them a small but definite renown on
the east side of the Atlantic. Julius Monk,
the inventor of the G. of E. brand of educated
merriment, plays piano, and there's more mu-
sic by Francy Boland and Eddie De Hass.
Closed Sundays. ... soN soir, g0 W. 8th St
(OR 4-0531): Summer vacation starts on
Sunday, Aug. 18 Through that evening, the
principal pleasures will be Anita Ellis, whose
dramatic soprano could easily set the world
on fire, and Charlie Manna, deviser of jokes
with surprise endings The rear will be
commendably brought up by Jimmie Daniels’
boulevardier ditties .'3.11({1 tﬁe Three Flames'
manic music. . .. RED CARPET, 130 E. 56th St.
{PL 5-4718): The songs are by Othella Dal-

e Ty
- {J
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las, a changed woman since her long stay
abroad—slick. soignée, and sibilant, and in a
variety of tongues. Not as much can be said
for her fellow-musicians. Dancing, on a dime.
Closed Sundays....one rirtH avenuve, Fifth
Ave. at 8th St. (SP 7-7000): The permanent
party in the bar is Bob Downey and Harold
Fonville, who have been playing piano since
the Year 1. The transients are presently Clara
Cedrone and Damian Mitchell, who work
hand in hand and tongue in cheek. Sundays,
when Miss Cedrone and Mr. Mitchell are
away, there are silent movies.

MOSTLY FOR MUSIC
(No dancing, unless noted.)

EDDIE conpon's, 47 W. ard St. (GR 5-8630):

Exactly the right kind of music for muskrats
to ramble to is being made by Wild Bill
Davison, Cutty Cutshall, Gene Schroeder,
Bob Wilber, George Wettling, Leonard Gas-
kin, and the perpetual guest artist, Mr. Con-
don, a talking guitarist, who always has a
ood table down front, Between sets, Cliff
iickscrn keeps the piano as warm as toast,
Tuesdays, which are visiting days, are often
real hurricanes. Closed Sundavs. . .. viLLAcE
vANGUARD, 1578 Seventh Ave 5., at 11th St
(CH 2-¢9355): Ruby Braff, trumpeting at last
in a band of his own (Pee Wee Russell,
Walter Paige, and Steve Jordan are among
his aceolytes), does some very pretty scroll-
work against a light-bodied background.
There is also the tric of Jean Hoffman, a new
girl in town, who has chosen to devote her
talents to an electric piano, which sounds like
a mixture of albatross and ancient mariner
On Sundays, at 4:30 P.M.. a jazz concert by
the same musicians, plus another session in
the evening; the place is closed Mondays, A
rearrangement will be effected on Tuesday,
Ang. zo: Chriz Connor, a large and deftly
flavored order of jazz singer, and the Hamp-
ton Hawes trio, which may easily improve with
a bit more age. ... THE EmBERS, 161 E, 54th St
(PL 9-3228): This temple of the lively arts
has reverted to form at last by putting George
Shearing's quintet back on the stand, and
the sigh is one of relief. Jack Kelly's efficient
tric takes up any slack moments. This
music begins at nine, and there is also
cocktail and dinner piano every day; on Sun-
day nights, guest musicians hold the fort. ...
mick's, Seventh Ave. 5. at 1oth St. (CH 2-
6683 ): The Empire City Six, a group of fire-
brands from the wide-open spaces of little
old Trenton, N.J., is making the noise in
here now. Jam sessions on Sunday after-
noons. Closed Mondays. . .. JiMMY RYAN'S, 53
W. 52nd St. (JU 6-g8c00): Wilbur de Paris,
Sidney de Paris, Omer Simeon, Lee Blair,
Benny Moten, and others of the faith turning
time back to the days when jazz was plain,
simple, unaffected jazz. Don Frye is the in-
termission pianist. Closed Sundays; jam ses-
sions Monday nights, . .. THE composer, 68
W. s8th St. (PL 9-6683): You'd be wise
to skip the non-listeners at the primeval bar
and join the listeners in the back room, where
an absorbing music festival is being con-
ducted by two honor exchange students—
Marian McPartland, of London. and Bernard
Peiffer, of Paris. Both are eguipped with
trios, pianos, and a considerable insight into
present-day currents of thought about music.
The Peiffers hide out en Sunday, and the
McPartlands on Monday. Wednesday, Aug.
21, is the last night for the Parisian contin-
gent. Next evening, Mary Lou Williams—an
Einstein and Edison of modern piano—re-
turns from hibernation in (naturally) the
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CORVETTE BY DON ALLEM

The scene 1s America; the fabric is Chatham! The man in the picture 18
John Weitz, sports car racer and talented American designer. He has the Chatham
idea—clothes for the young way of living. The idea is illustrated to perfection in this
country outfit coordinating leather and fleece. Only a great American mill can make
fabric as luxurious as this Winter King fleece and make it in great quantity so thatit
adds up to an easy price for you. Coat about $90; sizes 7-15; at Lord & Taylor,Young
New Yorker Coats; Marshall Field, Chicago; Neiman-Marcus, Dallas; J.W. Robinson,
Los Angeles; or write Chatham Fabrics, Inc, 112 W. 34th St., New York 1, N. Y.

Mills at Elkin, Charlotte, Spray in North Carolina, and Springficld, Tenn. Chatham Fashion Fabrics are made by the makers of famous Chatham Blankets




AIR LINES

MHA WAII .-=0n a low-cost V.I. P. Vacation!

Enjoy a holiday in Hawaii the easy, new way—on one of United’s
V.I.P. Vacations! Theyre Vacations Individually Planned for
you, but yours at bargain prices. Leave New York on United
just before midnight, be at Waikiki by afternoon! Go First Class
on DC-7s. nation’s fastest airliners, featuring de luxe meals, other
“extras.” Or fly big Air Coach Mainliners, with a hot meal over
the Pacific included in your fare. Either way you travel, United
offers the finest service available, each on separate planes.

Select from 9 V.I.P. Vacations in Hawaii. For example:
7 DAYS, 6 NIGHTS at Waikiki as low as $449.50%*
15 DAYS, including inter-island air cruises as low as $597.02%
22 DAYS of sunshine fun and tours as low as $705.79%
Or try an air-sea tour. Fly out by United, return by ship. Ask
about United’s §5 other V.I.P. Vacations in the most popular
resort areas. For reservations, see your travel agent, or call the
V.I.P. Vacation Center at your nearest United office,

*Prices include hotel (double occupancy, per persen), round-trip &ir fare from New York based on 30-day round-trip excursion rate, Mon.-Thurs., New York-California. 1096 tax does not apply-on over-water portion of your trip.
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Land of Qobladee with her new trio, Johnny
Mehegan, the eminent Juilliard pedagogue,
and his thoughtful piano études are on tap

from six to around nine every evening but
Saturday; Sutdays and Mondays, he's there
all night. ... emorano, 1678 Broadway, at

2nd St. (JU 6-7333): Bud Powell’s trio and

?ﬂhnny Richards’ orchestra are having it out
in Broadway's oldest monument to progres-
sive music, Mondays are guest nights....
HICKORY HOUSE, 144 W, s2nd St. (CI 7-9524):
Toshiko Akiyoshi, probably the only girl
pianist Sand certainly the only Japanese
musician) who has ever sat in with the
Duke Ellington band, is brightening the oval
bar and sparking her latter-day trio after ten
every evening but Monday. ... LOWER BASIN
streer, go Seventh Ave, S., at Sheridan Sq.
(WA 3-6060): Music to calm savage
breasts, turned out by two groups that have
given a great deal of thought to making
progress without making enemies. They are
the Stan Getz quartet and the Mitchell-Ruff
duo, and they pack up on Sunday, Aug. 18.
Closed Mondays. . .. BourRBON STREET, 330 E.
56th St. (EL 5-8865): The music that comes
out of the woodwork (brand-new and kind of
pretty woodwork, too) is well aged, since it
is made by Turk Murphy’s septet, which,
though domiciled in San Francisco, sounds as
if it had been born and bred in Dixie, Closed
Sundays. . .. MeTropoLe, Seventh Ave. at 48th
St. (CI 3-0088): Some old-line musicians,
worthily engaged in painting the town red,
hot, and blue. They are Tony Parenti, Marty
gapoli{:nﬂ T. C'é{i‘ggin%ﬂﬂm% F@d P&ll{@:rll. S!-i::] .

aged, Buster Bailey, Cozy Lole, an aude | | (®
Hopkins. Reveille ig at ;:;:1:3:} F.M.dw_eekgays. OUR BOYS DEPARTMENT
It's at 1:30 P.M. Saturdays and Sundays, ]
i fhih Chadie Sheves () ) suits, topcoats, sporitwear and outerwear
Roy Eldridge, Pee Wee Erwin, Zutty Single- _ . = - -
ton, and Russell Moore join forces with the N with our quullty and exclusive E'YIII'Ig
Messrs. Parenti and Napoleon. . .. CENTRAL

\

\
\
Y,
pLaza, 111 Second Ave., at 6th 5t. (AL 4- : ; ,
JEay A e study hall for anyone who | | N Starting with Eton suits, polo coats and Loden cloth
clieves that jazz had a very happy childhood. \

Friday and Saturday, Aug. 16-17, helpful - 1
hints will be dropped by Charlie Shavers, the D'Llﬁ:lf: coats EUI‘ Sma]l bD}fS ...to gDDd lDOklﬂg new

Conrad Janis Tailgaters, Tony Parenti, Gene
Sedric, Dick Wellstood, Freddie Moore, Art
e s el C clusive new outerwear for older boys...our Fall se-
indeed, operating on a timetable subject to
change without notice, Buddy Rich’s quar-
tet should arrive on Friday, Aug. 16, and it's
worth a listen. Two facts, though, are in-
controvertible—the room is closed Tuesdays,

and the musicians, basically modernists, hold highly personal service are other advantages you
that the end justifies the means.

DINNER IN THE COUNTRY

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

panksviLLe, N.¥.: La Crémaillére (Bedford Vil- - (Sh(}Wﬂ) BG}’J’ Cheviot Sﬁfﬁ, 14 to 20, $50
lage g'3306§;‘CIDSE?.‘%$r:IECiI]]da}-'S.. : .jnem;m;e& \
L.l.: Beau Sejour s 1-00g1); close ;
Tuesdays. . .. CONGERS, N.v.: Jean's (Con- Eon Tweed Suits, $26; Rugby, $31.50

gers 8-6178); closed Mondays. ... pANBURY, ¥ :

s

cheviot or flannel suits, tweed sport jackets and ex-

o

lections of clothing and furnishings are outstanding.
Our long experience in outfitting boys and our

s

will find at Brooks Brothers. If you are not already

o T e

o

o
s v

conn.: White Turkey Inn (Spring s-g125). N .

... EAST NORWICH, L.I.: Rothmann's Inn (OY- \ BEJ}’.F’ Fﬂﬂﬂﬂ&f Sﬂﬁ.‘i, § 1o 12, $39, 12 to 20, $4750 \

ster Bay 6-0266). . . . FISHKILL, N.Y.: Boni’s Inn :

( Beacon 9-?3::1943; closed Mondays. ... GARRI-

SON, E.T%Bird and Bottle (Garrison 4-3342); ”.:: \

close uesdavs. ... 6LEN cove, L.d.: Villa

Pierre, formerly Villa Victor (GLen Cove ESTABLISHED 1818

4-2800); Thursdays through Saturdays, the N\

songs and piano of Hugh Shannon; closed 5 A

Tm:sda}-s(.j.i.t;i.lznwnmi LENI:ING, Li.: Swan \

Club (ROslyn z-c037); dancing on Friday / ¢

and Saturday evenings; closed Mondays. ... ) W ' y W

HARTSDALE, N.Y.: Tordo's (WHite Plains 8- \ = e e e e 4 t

0507). . . . LAKE success, L..: André (HUnter s =

z-7717); piano on Friday and Saturday eve- ; @ L @ ?% E ﬁ @

%ingﬁ; closed I\riond(affs. .. - HORWALK, COMNM.: Q — e~ ~——— ———— N
ilvermine Tavern (Victor 7-4558).. .. PORT 2 R . s . A

WASHINGTON, L.I.: Nino's Continental (FPOrt EECNS ylll'mﬁhlngﬁ, Hﬁtﬁ &ghﬂgg .H

Washington 7-7644); dancing; closed Mon- N

days....9Riviera (POrt Washington 7-|| \ 346 MADISON AVENUE, COR. 44TH ST, NEW YORK 17, N. Y. N

6500); dancing every evening except Mon- \

day. ...pouUND RIDGE, N.Y.: Emily Shaw's Inn ' BOSTON * CHICAGO * LOS ANGELES * SAN FRANCISCO
(Pound Ridge 4-8873); piano; closed Mon-
davs. . .. riDGEFIELD, cOoNN.: Fox Hill, on Route
» between Ridgefield and Danbury (Idle-
wood 8-2628); planc every evening except
Monday. ... 9 Stonehenge, on Route 7 (Idle-
wood 8-53:1}; dancing on Thursday eve-
nings, and piano every other evening....
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SMITHTOWN, L.1.: Frank Friede's Riverside Inn
(5mithtown =2-1016); closed Tuesdays. ...
gMont d'Or Inn (Smithtown 2-1997);
closed Mondays. .. .SOUTH HUNTINGTON, L.1.:
Round Hill (Hamilton 3-0859); closed Mon-
davs. . .. svosser, L.i.: Villa Vietor (WAInut
1-4000); closed Mondays. . . WESTBURY, L.I.:
Westbury Manor (EDgewood 3-2184) ; plano
every evening except Sunday. ... WESTPORT,
conMl.: Red Barn (Capitol 7-6z04).

ART

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

GALLERIES

AntoINE Boumrpelte—Bronze sculptures, water
colors, and ink drawings; through Aug. 0.
g'r“v;nrld House, 987 Madison Ave., at 77th

t.

AMERICANS; Grour SHows—At the eaecock, 8og
Madison Ave., at 68th St.: Albert P. Ryder,
George Luks, Gladys Rockmore Davwis, Sol
Wilson, and other nineteenth- and twentieth-
century artists; through Aug. 30....CON-
TEMPORARY ArTS, B0z Lexington Ave., at 62nd
St.: Paintings and sculptures by (for in-
stance) Stuart J. Dawvis, William Chaiken,
and Stanley Twardowicz; through Sept. =.
{ Mondays through Fridays. 10 to 5:30; Mon-
day evenings, 8:30 to 10.),.. GRAND CENTRAL,
15 Vanderbilt Ave,, at 43rd S5t.: Nancy Craig,
Hobart Nichols, Gordon Grant, and others in
a showing of portraits, landscapes, water col-
ors, and sculptures; through Aug. 3o....
GRAND CENTRAL MoDERNS, 1018 Madison Ave.,
at 7gth 5t.; Paintings and sculptures by gal-
lery members, including Arthur Osver, Victor
Candell, and Seong Moy; through Aug. 3o.
... BERTHA SCHAEFER, 32 E. g7th St.: Cameron

S f Booth, Balcomb Greene, and Manolo Pascual
« T Q. are three of the participants in this year's S. f. a.
s ' i p ~s bl “F?Ct aild Fanta:]:.-_l}'” ]rruﬁeutalticm of paintings
and sculptures; through Friday, Aug, 23. .
. AMERICANS AND EuroPEANS; Grour SHows—At the k ee P s sister
- | h 1r II' HERVE, 611 M_a.di:~'ﬂn Ave,, at 58th St.: Paint-
f o r b r' o t h e r :ﬁﬁifb}‘ tri"fl?ﬁ”e !.La'“'nurmm]n’ Buﬁc:;.:ﬂ]&cuﬁf‘: E:R;Ei f r o m
TS ugh Aug. 30....MELTZER, 38 W.
s7th 5t.: Water colors and drawings by—to b L. .
o thﬂ b St}*}.E "i-'\?'lth tiame a few of the artists—Jankel Adler, orrowin g ¥
ouis Bunce, and George Constant; through
Sept. 30, ... ROseNBERG, 20 E. 7oth St.: Nine- :
button-down collar. teenth- and twentieth-century paintings and b}" mﬂklﬂg one for
= sculptures by American and French artists, . * .
In white cotton Oxford iﬁcluding Knaths, Leger, and Maldarelli; her ]uSt like his!
. ‘ through Aug. 3o....wILDEnsTEIN, 19 E. 64th x
StTIP'Ed with red} blue St.: American and French paintings and In white cotton Oxford
oF gTE}" ages 8.34 and (I;?x-.'mgshhy H]ﬂmir. Courbet, Pissarro, and Etl'ipﬂd with I'Ed
M - others; through Aug. 30....WORLD HOUSE, ’
= g87 Madison Ave., at y7th St.: An exhibition ‘
13}%'15 neck 81Zes, 4.50. of painiiings, drawings, sculptures, water col- blue or greys
. ) . ors, and prints, with examples by Afro, Lynn i .
thﬂﬁ hrnther o] 3'6 S1ZEs, 3.95 Ehadwick. Stuart Davis, and others; through i? 36 S1ZES, 450'
(1130 ittle sister’ i
SECUHd FIDDI', NEW YDI‘k Pre-CoLumelan  Art—A show entitled “Pre- e sister’s 3 to 6 iy 3.95.

Columbian Abstractionists;"” through Aug. SECD]]d Floor, New York
30. ( Widdifield, 818 Madison Ave., at 6gth gl 0
St. Tuesdays through Fridays, 2z to 6.)

BOYS® SHIRT ORDER BLANK MUSEUMS GIRLS" SHIRT ORDER BLANK
SAKS FIFTH AVENUE MeTtroroLitan Museum, Fifth Ave. at 82nd St— SAKS FIFTH AVENUE
New York, White Plains, Springfield, N. J., Detroit, Sculptures and drawings by Rodin and a set New York, White Plaing, Springfield, N.J., Detroit,
Chicago, Beverly Hills, New Haven. of seventy-three sculptures by Degas, plus Chicago, Beverly Hills, New Haven.
works by Maillol, Brancusi, and others.. ..
Quantity Size Color Peion ¥ “Faces in American Art,” an exhibit made Quantity Size Color Price

up of more than a hundred photographs of
artists, art critics, and collectors, taken by
such cameramen as Edward Steichen, Alfred
Stieglitz, and Arnold Newman. . . . 9 Impres-
sionist and modern paintings, on loan from
private collections, by Gauguin, Renoir, Mo-

digliani, and so on; through Sept. 2. (Week-
Total days, 10 to 5; Sundays, 1 to 5,) Hotad
Ch Check or M Orde Museum of Mopern Art, 11 W. 53rd St—An | Cha Check or M
arge O] ; sk 0 exhibition in honor of Picasso's seventy-fifth ree [ e Epme e
Please include sales tax where necessary birthday, containing more than three hundred Flease include sales tax where necessary
of his oils, sculptures, collages, water colors,
SEND TO: pastels, and drawings. Works done up to 1925 | SEND TO:
Advian will be shown through Aug. 25; prints and | Address
: drawings through Sept. 2; and the rest of the |
City Zone___State exhibit will close on Sept. 8, (Mondays | Gt Zone___State
CHARGE TO: through Fridays, 11 to 6, and Thursday eve- | CHARGE TO:
Adirae 1:::15; 31111’:1[ 10; Saturdays, 11 to 7; Sundays, A Ahens
City. Zone_State | Brooxuyn Museum, Eastern Parkway—Modern | SitY Zone__State



European d;‘awings and prints by van Gogh,
Matisse, Mird, and others; through Sept. 2.
(Weekdays, 10 to 5; Sundays, 1 to 5.)

SoLomMoN R. GueeeNHEIM Museum, 7 E. 7znd |

St—The Museum will be closed until
Wednesday, Aug. 21, when the second part of
a show of recent acquisitions and works on
loan will open. (Tuesdays through Saturdays,
10 to 6; Sundays, noon to 6.)

Writner Museum, zz W. s4th St—Paintings,
sculptures, and drawings from the Museum’s
permanent collection; through Sept. zz.
(Daily, 1 to 5.)

IN THE COUNTRY

gssex, cONN. Essex Art Association: The yearly
members’ show, consisting of works in all
mediums; starting Saturday, Aug. 17. (Daily,
1 to 6.) ...MANCHESTER, N.H. Currier Gallery
of Art: “Twentieth-Century Sculpture,” in-
cluding objects by Picasso, Brancusi, Manzu,
and others: through Sept. 1. (Weekdays, 10
to s; Sundays, 2 t0 5.) ...MANCHESTER, VT.
Southern Vermont Art Center: A loan ex-
hibit of paintings by Winslow Homer;
through Sept. 2....%9 The twenty-eighth an-
nual display by southern Vermont artists;
starting Saturday, Aug. 24. (Daily, except
Mondays, 10 to 6.)... NEWPORT, R.l. Art As-
sociation of Newport: Water colors by Bernt
Balchen and selections from the Boissevain
Gallery, in New York City; through Aug. 2s.
(Weekdays, 10 to 5; Sundays, 2 to L
ocuNoUIT, MAINE. Museum of Art of Ogun-
quit: Paintings by Morris Graves and Mark
Tobey and sculptures by Tom Hardy and
Philip McCracken comprise a show devoted
to artists of the Pacific Northwest, which
runs concurrently with an exhibition of
Paiutmgs, drawings, and sculptures entitled
‘Americans of Our Times;" through Sept. ¢.
(Weekdays, 10:30 to §; Sundays, 1:30 to 8.)
... 9 0gunquit Art Center: The thirty-sev-
enth national annual, containing oils, water
colors, caseins, and pastels by, among others,
Aldro Hibbard and Gordon Grant; through
Sept. z. (Weekdays, 10 to 5; Sundays, 2z to
g.)...PROVINCETOWN, wmass. HCE Gallery:
Gandy Brodie, Jan Miiller, Richard Stankie-
wicz, and others; through Sunday, Aug. 18.
(Weekdays, 11 to 6 and 8 to 10; Sundays, 2
to 6 and & to 10.). . . SOUTHAMPTON, L.1. Parrish
Art Museum: Famous Polish artists; through
Wednesday, Aug. 21. (Weekdays, 10 to §;
Sundays, z to §.)

MUSIC

GoLoman Bano—Richard Franko Goldman con-
ducting the last in this summer’s series of
Guggenheim Memorial Concerts. (Central
Park Mall. Friday, Aug. 16, at 8:30.)

WasHingToN Seuare Park Concerts—Frederique
Petrides conducting a chamber orchestra,
with Michael Rosenker, violin. The third in
a series of four free concerts. (Monday, Aug.
1g, at . In the event of rain, the concert will
take place in the Judson Memorial Church,
Washington Sq. S.)

Mew York Jazz Fesmval—Count Basie and his
orchestra, Joe Williams, Dave Brubeck’s
quartet, Stan Getz, Carmen McRae, Miles
Davis's and Horace Silver's quintets, Sarah
Vaughan, Maynard Ferguson's orchestra,
Coleman Hawkins, and others are scheduled
to appear on Friday, Aug. 23 ...9 Dizzy
(rillespie’s orchestra, Gerry Mulligan’s quar-
tet, Bobby Hackett's All-Stars, Bud Powell,
Billie Holiday, Max Roach's quintet, Anita
(’'Day, and others are expected on Saturday,
Aug. 24. (Downing Stadium, Randalls Is-
land. Curtain raisers at 7: main events at
8:15. For tickets, call CI 5-1380.)

IN THE COUNTRY

BerksHire Music Barn—Jazz and folk concerts—
Thursday, Aug. 15: Mahalia Jackson....
q Sunday, Aug. 18 Wilbur de Paris and his
New Orleans jazz band. ...% Sunday. Aug.
25: Oscar Peterson's trio, Dizzy Gillespie,
End E;’.[ax Roach. (Lenox, Mass, Evenings at

140.

CastLe Hili—Geoffrey Holder and his Trinidad
dancers in the final performances of the
season. (Ipswich, Mass. Friday and Satur-
day, Aug. 16-17, at 8:30.)

CHautaupua—Final performances of the sea-
son—Saturday, Aug. 17, at B:zo: Walter
Hendl conducting the Chautaugua Symphony
Orchestra, with Lilian Kallir, piano....
¢ Sunday, Aug. 18, at 3. Walter Hend! con-
ducting, with Muriel Kilby, piano....
€ Tuesday, Aug. 2o, at 8:30: Walter Hendl

On the turn or in the stretch...

this new Catalina cardigan is smartly timed! With up-or-down collar...

brass buttons...bold knit of 100% virgin wool!
$25.00

GEW&@

SWEATERS Ne

——

Catalina, Inc., Dept. F5-2, Los Angeles 13
Creators of fine Swimwear, Sweaters and Play-Abouts® A division of Julius Kayser & Co.

13




..take a camera...and a

Mat S On liner

ssMariposa..ssMonterey

L

Get set to spap an albumful of South Pacific dream shots...
in Tahiti, New Zealand, Australia, Fiji, Samoa and Hawaii.

Matson’s modern liners, the MARIPOSA or MONTEREY,
visit these exotic lands every 3 weeks. You and your camera
can be aboard for the complete, glamorous 42-day cruise.
If you prefer, stop off at any of the ports, and continue your
voyage 3 weeks later. Or, arrange a sea-air itinerary to just
about anywhere in the world. However you plan it, Matson
will add to the fun. Cuisine and service are superb. Decks
and lounges are spacious, inviting. All accommodations in
First Class, all with private bath. Air-conditioned
throughout. Start your Travel Agent planning today.

(The Tiki—or idol—on the left, has held that pose for several cen-
turies. New Zealand's original inhabitants, the Maoris, carve a
smaller version you can bring home for about 15 shillings.)

®
m THE SMART WAY
T0 THE SOUTH PACIFIC AND HAWAII

MATSON NAVIGATION COMPANY - THE OCEANIC STEAMSHIP COMPANY

OFFICES: New York - Chicago - San Francisco - Seattle
Portland - Los Angeles - San Diego - Honolulu
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GOINGS ON
ABOUT TOWN

conducting a pop concert. ... %9 Wednesday,
Aug. 21, at 8:30: Walter Hendl conducting;
no soloists. . ..% Saturday, Aug. 24, at 8:30: —

A recital by the First Piano Quartet. //WMWVVVWWVW

( Chautauqua, N.Y.)

Music Mountain—The Berkshire Quartet in an
all-Beethoven program, with Natasha Magg, ‘ the
piano. (Falls Village, Conn. Sunday, Aug.

18, at 4.)
SPORTS O?nfl:g?:n Of

Basegall—At the roLe erounos: (Giants vs.
Dodgers, Thursday, Aug. 15, at 1:30....
g Giants vs. St. LﬂuiﬁhTudasda}r, f:_iug} :::lﬂ, at .
5:30 (twi-night doubleheader), and Wednes- th p
day, Aug. 21, at 1:30....9Giants vs. Chi- e S mes
cago, Thursday, Aug. 2z, at 1:30; Friday,

Aug. 23, at 8; and Saturday, Aug. 24, at 2. =
... ROOSEVELT sTapium, Jersey City: Dodgers et @ N
vs, Pittsburgh, Friday, Aug. 16, at 8....

YAMKEE STADIUM: Yankees vs. Baltimore, Fri-
day, Aug. 16, at 8:15; Saturday, Aug. 17, at
2: and Sunday, Aug. 18, at 2 (doubleheader).
... EBBETs FiELD: Dodgers vs. Pittsburgh, Sat-
urday, Aug. 17, at 2, and Sunday, Aug. 18, at
z (doubleheader). ... ¥ Dodgers vs. Cincin-
nati, Tuesday, Aug. zo, at 6 (twi-night
doubleheader), and Wednesday, Aug. 21, at
1:30. . ..9 Dodgers vs. Milwaukee, Thursday
and Friday, Aug. 22-23, both at 8, and Satur-
day, Aug. 24, at 2

Got—Metropolitan Golf Association Amateur
Championship. (Nassau Country Club, Glen
Cove, L..I. Thursday through Sunday, Aug.
15-18.). .. 9 Westchester County Golf Asso-
ciation Mixed Foursomes Championship.
(Innis Arden Country Club, Old Greenwich,
Conn, Friday, Aug. 16.)

Poro—Sundays at 3:30—At MEADOW BROOK CLUB,
Jericho. . .. BLiND BROOK POLO cLue, Purchase.

Racine—At saratoGa spriNGS: Weekdays at z;
through Saturday, Aug. 31. The Travers and
the Grand Union Hotel, Saturday, Aug. 17,
and the Saratoga Handicap, Saturday, Aug.
24....ATLanNTic city, Mays Landing, N.J.:
Weekdays at 2; through Saturday, Oct. s.
(A train leaves Penn Station at 10:30 and
connects with a train for the track at North
Philadelphia.)

Srorts-Car Racine—At Montgomery Air Force
Base, Montgomery, N.Y.: Saturday, Aug. 1%,
at 2:30, and Sunday, Aug. 1E, at 10.

Temmis—Men's Invitation Tournament. (New-
port Lawn Tenmis Club, Newport, R.I.
Through Sunday, Aug. 18.)... 9 US.L.T.A.
Doubles Championships. (Longwood Cricket
Club, Chestnut Hill, Mass. Monday through
Sunday, Aug. 10-25.)...9Tournament of
Champions. (Westchester Country Club,
Rye. Starting Saturday, Aug. 24.)

Tromning—At ROOSEVELT RaceEway, Westbury:
Weekdays at 2:30; through Saturday, Nov.

-~
30, ( Special trains leave Penn Station for the
track weekdays at 6:51; additional trains
Fridays agd Saturd;ys at ?':-.); ! sahEhTOG-A william,
RACEWAY, Saratoga Springs: Weekdays at T ?
B:15; through Saturday, Aug. 24. "‘ INKLER S
OTHER EVENTS oma

Uniter Mamions—The organization’s activities

will h? otk B ileﬁs t‘:uiﬁﬁﬁt'nt for the Hex Darwin may have had the last word on the survival of the species
SevVeral weeks, thnere are, OWEVEL, DPETHCOIC y i i ’

mectings of the Security Council and regular but that’s because he never heard of William Winkler’s Vocama.
RE8510118 O VAarious COomiiissions an COIm- - .3 h * () b = o
mittees that the public may attend, A limited This fabulous William Winkler blend of Celanese® Arnel® Triace
number of tickets are available, but only tate with Nylon never had a predecessor at all. To see its quiet
to those applying for them in person at the A 3 £
admissions desk in the public lobby no ear- elegance, you're sure that Vocama is a family merger of precious
lizr than thirty minutes before the start of h . -

fﬂ'iﬂh 111{‘4;‘1'11’!1:,", h-'lﬂeting_E usua]l}r convene at vicuna H.I'I.d pure EamE] halr. And——WhEH F‘DU fE'El l.trs lﬂﬂﬂmparahlﬁ
10:30 or 11 and at z:30 or 3, Mondays ' . ' o
through Fridays. (General Assembly Build- softness ... why, you're certain of the fact th.at here’s never hefofe
ing, First Ave. at 4s5th St.) ...% Hour-long Iuxury. Vocama, of course, traces its fine quality and craftsmanship
tours leave the lobby of the General Assem- s 4 :

bly Building every ten minutes or so from ¢ back to the expert know-how of the William Winkler famﬂy — for

to around 4:30 daily.

Elasorn Pliseshmini. Central Park W. at Sist generations, masters in the creation of new and wonderful fabrics
St. (TR 3-1300)—The current show, “Earth, for your pleasure. Naturally, one of the country’s finest men’s
Air, and Space,” explains the part astron- . z A
omers are playing indthe Int::rnatiouiil Geo- shirtmakers . . . Izod . . . chooses Vocama. And — in men’s fine
physical Year, (Mondays at 1, 2, and 3:30; . L) : :
o atuda throvch Pridovaats. » 4956 oad sports jackets—it’s M. Jackman & Sons. See Vocama in matching
B:30; Saturdays at 11, 1, 2, 3, 4, 5, and 8:30; caps too— by Better-Made. It's sure to be your first choice, too!

and Sundays at 1, 2, 3, 4, 5, and 8:30.) ...
¢ Every night except Monday, a half-hour

conducted tour of the Planetarium starts at 8. | WM, WINKLER, INC., NEW YORK + LOS ANGELES + CHICAGO
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GOINGS ON ABOUT TOWN

FILMS OF MORE THAN ROUTINE INTEREST ARE DESCRIBED

Arounp THE Wortp 1N 80 Davys—A hig, splashy,
funny run-through of the Jules Verne fan-
tasy. The film has a huge cast, headed by
David Niven and the Mexican comedian
Cantinflas, all of whom are first-rate. As for
the scenic effects, they're tremendous.
(Rivoli, B'way at goth, CI 7-1633. Nightly
at 8:30. Matinées Wednesdays, Saturdays,
and Sundays at 2:30. Extra performances
Saturday mornings at ro:30. Reserved seats
only.)

A Face v THE Crowp—Something about a TV
entertainer who i1s mentally, morally, spirit-
ually, and commercially dubiocus but never-
theless a hell of a man with a guitar, Andy
Griffith is expert as the no-account strummer.
(8th St., Playhouse, 52 W. 8th. GR 7-7874;
through Aug. 17, tentative....9¥ Beekman,
zind Ave. at 66th, RE 7-2622; Aug. 18-z0,
tentative. ., . . 9 Gramercy, Lexington at z3rd,
GR 5-1660; starting Aug. 21, tentative.)

Fummy Face—An amiable excursion into the
world of fashion, which presents Fred As-
taire as a photographer and Audrey Hepburn
as a girl who serves as his model, even
though she wants to be an intellectual and
above the modish battle. Kay Thompson, as
the editor of a high-toned dress magazine. is
helpful, and there are many stimulating views
of Paris. (Waverly, 6th Ave. at 3rd, WA
o-8038; Aug. 20-21.)

THEe GreeN Man—An English film that gives
Alastair Sim an opportunity to make the most
of his enormous comic powers. It has to do
with a man who discovers early in life that
he should dedicate himself to homicide. Mr.
Sim makes murder in all the film’s lethal mo-
ments quite effective. (Guild, 33 W. soth, PL
7-24060; through Aug. 18.)

A Harrur oF Rain—Under Fred Zinnemann's
forceful direction, this adaptation of the play
about drug addiction that was presented here-
abouts a couple of years ago proves to be a
pretty exciting melodrama. In the cast are
Don Murray, as a war hero who has taken to
narcotics after being badly shot HP in Korea;
Eva Marie Saint, as his long-suffering wife;
Anthony Franciosa, as his sympathetic broth-
er; and Lloyd Nolan, as his selfish father. All
of them give fine performances. {Victoria,
B'way at 46th, JU 6-0540.)

SiLk Stockings—Fred Astaire and Cyd Charisse
leap about exuberantly in this movie version
of the Broadway version of the old film called
“Ninotchka,” which had to do, as you'll re-
member, with a susceptible lady commissar
on a mission to Paris. The hook by now is old
hat, but there are some good songs by Cole
Porter, and quite a few funny scenes, in
which Janis Paige, Jules Munshin, Peter
Lorre, Joseph Buloff, and George Tobias
figure happily. (Music Hall, 6th Ave. at soth,
Cl 6-4600.)

La Strapa—A topflight Italian film, whose direc-
tor, Federico Fellini, demonstrates an ability
to see the Italian scene steadily and whole.
The leading actors—Anthony Quinn and
Richard Baschart—do well by the enterprise;

FILMS OF MORE THAN ROUTINE

Astor, B'way at g4s5th. (JU 6-2240)
“Fire Down Below,” Rita Hayworth, Robert
Mitchum.

Caritor, B'way atd5 ist. (JU 2-5060)
“The Pride and the Passion,” Cary Grant,
Frank Sinatra, Sophia Loren

Criterion, B'way at 44th. (JU 2-1796)
THE TEN COMMANDMENTS.

Music Hawt, 6th Ave. at soth. (CI 6-4600)
SILKE STOCHKINGS.

MOTION PICTURE S

the only difficulty, in fact, is that Giulietta
Masina, the hercine, is a rather limited ac-
tress. With English dialogue. (Trans-Lux
Colony, 2nd Ave, at 7oth, BU 8-g468; and
Terrace, oth Ave, at 23rd, CH =2-g280, start-
ing Aug. 21; tentative.)

Sweer SmewL oF Success—Another contribution
to the current movie vogue for kicking heel-
ish characters around. The low specimen on
exhibit here is a Broadway gossip columnist
who is so convinced of his importance that
he behaves like a madhouse Napoleon. The
theme of the piece has to do with his attempts
to keep his young sister from marrying a
guitar player, an undertaking in which he is
assisted by a press agent as amoral as he is.
Written by Clifford Odets and Ernest Leh-
man, and directed by Alexander Macken-
drick, the picture has a worthy cast headed by
Burt Lancaster and Tony Curtis. (State,
B'way at 4sth, JU =2-s5070; through Aug.
21.)

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, which lasts for almost four hours.
Included in the cast are Charlton Heston,
who plays Moses; Sir Cedric Hardwicke,
who plays a Pharach; Yul Brynner, who
plays the Pharaoh’s son; and about a million
other performers. (Criterion, B'way at
a4th, JU z-1796. Mondays through Fridays
at z and 8; Saturdays at g:30, 2:30, and ¥;
and Sundays at 2:30 and 8. Reserved seats
only.)

12 Anerr MEn—A lively explanation of how an
oddly assorted group of jurors stumble to a
verdict in a murder trial involving an eight-
cen-year-old boy who is accused of doing in
his father. Henry Fonda, Lee J. Cobb, and

THE BROADWAY AREA

Parace, B'way at 47th. (PL 7-2626)
“Man of a Thousand Faces,” James Cagney,
Dorothy Malone.
Paramount, B'way at 43rd. (LO 3-1100)
“The Curse of Frankenstein,” Peter Cushing,
Rivoul, B'way at g4oth. (CI 7-1633)
AROUND THE WORLD IN 80 DAYS.
Roxy, 7th Ave. at soth. (CI ?—ﬁnﬂc%
“An Affair to Remember,” Caryv Grant,
Deborah Kerr.
State, B'way at 45th. (JU z-50%0)
Through Aug. 21: SWEET SMELL OF SUCCESS.

IN THIS SECTION

Jack Warden are included in a very strong
cast. (sth Ave. Cinema, sth Ave. at 1zth,
WA 4-8330.)

REVIV ALS

ANiMaL Farm (1954)—An English cartoon film
derived from George Orwell's acid allegory
about totalitarian ways. (Thalia, B'way at
osth, AC 2-3370; Aug. 21.)

AnTtHONY Apverse (10936)—Fredric March as the
peripatetic Anthony. (Terrace, gth Ave. at
2z3rd, CH 2z-9=z80; Aug. 19-20.)

Bamel (1g4q2)—Walt Disney's deer. (Trans-
Lux N?::rmandic, 110 W. s57th, JU 6-2448;
through Aug, 19....9 Academy of Music,
126 E. 14th, GR 3-2277; and Nemo, B'way
at 11oth, MO 6-8z210; starting Aug. 19.)

Roeert BencHiey One-Reeters—The master bum-
bler in “A Night at the Movies” (1937),
“How to Sleep” (1933), and four other sfmri
films. (Thalia, B'way at gsth, AC 2-3370;
Aug. 21.)

CasasLancA (1942)—Intrigue in North Africa.
With Humphrey Bogart, Ingrid Bergman,
and Claude Rains. (Waverly, 6th Ave. at 3rd,
WA 9-8038; Aug. 18-1¢.)

Devit 1N THE FLesH ( 1940)—The trials and eruel-
ties of adolescent love, as explorsd in a
French picture With Gérard Philipe and
Micheline Presle. (Thalia, B'way at gsth, AC
2-3370; Aug. 17.)

For WHowm THE Bewr Towws (1943)—The Heming-
way book in Technicolor, Gary Cooper and
Ingrid Bergman. (Lexington, Lexington at
sist, PL 3-0336; Loew’s 72nd St., 3rd Ave.
at 72nd, BU 8-7222: Orpheum, 3rd Ave. at
86th, AT g-4607; Sheridan, 7th Ave. at 1zth,
WA 9-2166; Loew's 83rd St., B'way at 83rd,
TR 7-3190; and Olympia, B'way at 107th,
UN 5-8128; starting Aug. 20.)

Hicn Sierra (1041 )—Humphrey Bogart and
[da Lupino as a mean killer and his moll.
(Greenwich, Greenwich Ave. at 12th, WA
6-3330; Aug. 18-20.)

RHapsopy iN Blue (10945)—Joan Leslie, Robert
Alda, and Alexis Smith in a musical bicgra-
phy of George Gershwin. (Terrace, goth Ave.
at 2ard, CH 2-9280: Aug. 19-20.)

To Have anp Have Not (1944 )—Vichy viclence
and intrigue in the West Indies, With Hum-
phrey Bogart, Lauren Bacall, and Walter
Brennan. (Greenwich, Greenwich Ave. at
1zth. WA ¢-3350; Aug. 18-20.)

Museum oF Mopern Art Fium Lisrary—Two pro-
grams in a series entitled “Sixty Years of
French Films." Through Aug. 17: “Voca-
tion” (circa 1g36), directed by Jean-Yves de
la Cour; and “"Un Partie de Campagne”
(1936), directzd by Jean Renoir....9 Aug.
18-21: “Le Jour Se Léve" (1939), with
Jean Gabin. (Showings every afternoon
at 3 and 5:30, and Thursday evenings at 8.
A limited number of reservations are avail-
able, 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 2 Sun-
day, after 1.)

INTEREST APPEAR IN HEAVY TYPE AND ARE DESCRIBED IN THE SECTION ABOVE

Yicroria, B'way at 46th. (JU 6-0540)
A HATFUL OF RAIN.

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

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

Wontp, 153 W. 4oth. (CI 7-5747)
“It Happened in the Park™ (in French),
Gérard Philipe, Micheline Presle, Vittorio
De Sica.



EAST SIDE

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

Through Aug. 21 (tentative): “The French
They Are a Funny Race,” Martine Carcol,
Jack Buchanan; and “Love Lottery,” David
Niven, Peggy Cummins.

Acapemy oF Music, 126 E, 14th. (GR 3-2277)
Through Aug. 18 “The Prince and the
Showgirl,”” Marilyn Monroe, Laurence
Olivier, and “The Oklahoman,” Joel Me-
Crea, Barbara Hale.
From Aug. 19: Bamel, revival; and “Glory,”
Margaret Q'Brien, Walter Brennan.

Gramercy, Lexington at 23rd. (GR 5-1660)
Through Aug. zo (tentative): “The French
They Are a Funny Race,” Martine Carol,
Jack Buchanan; and “Love Lottery,” David
Niven, Peggy Cummins
From Aug. 21 (tentative):
CROWD.

LexineTon, Lexington at sist. (PL 3-0336)
Through Aug. 19: “The Delicate Delin-
quent,” Jerry Lewis, Martha Hyer; and
“The Lonely Man,"” Jack Palance, Anthony
FPerkins.
From Aug. 20! FOR WHOM THE BELL TOLLS, Te-
vival; and “Affair in Reno,” John Lund

Trans-Lux52n05T., Lexingtonatsznd. (PL 3-2434)
“Escapade,” Alastair Sim, John Mills.
Sutron, srd Ave, at s7th. (PL g-1411) )
“Doctor at lLarge,” Dirk Bogarde, Muriel
Pavlow.

R.K.O. 581h S7., 3rd Ave. at 58th. (EL 5-3577)
Through Aug. 2o0: “The Prince and the
Showgirl,”” Marilyn Monroe, Laurence
Olivier; and “The Oklahoman™ Joel Mc-
Crea, Barbara Hale.
From Aug. z1: “Night Passage,” James
Stewart, Audie Murphy; and “The Brave
One,”’ Michel Ray, Rodolfo Hoyos

Fine Arts, 130 E. 58th, (PL 5-6030)
“The Light Across the Street” (in French),
Brigitte Bardot, Raymond Pellegrin,

Praza, 42 E. 58th. (EL 5-3320) ]
“The Constant Husband,” Rex Harrison, Kay
Kendall.

Baroner, 3rd Ave. at soth. (EL 5-1663)
“Maid in Paris” (in French), Dany Robin,
Daniel Gelin

Beekman, znd Ave at 66th. (RE 7-2622)

Through Aug. 17 (tentative): “The French
They Are a Funny Race,” Martine Carol,
Jack Buchanan; and “Love Lottery,” David
Miven, Pegey Cummins,

Aug. 18-z0 (tentative). A FACE IN THE CROWD.

From Aug. 21 (tentative): “The Devil's
General” (in German), Curt Jurgens,
Marianne Cook; and 3 Feet in a Bed” (in
French), Fernandel.

687H St. PLavHouse, 3rd Ave at 68th. (RE 4-0302)
Through Aug. 21: “Designing Woman,”
Gregory Peck, Lauren Bacall.

Loew's 72np S1., 3rd Ave. at 72nd. (BU 8-7222)
Through Aug. 19: “The Delicate Delin-
quent,” Jerry Lewis, Martha Hyer; and
“The Lonely Man.” Jack Palance, Anthony
Perkins.
From Aug. 20: FOR WHOM THE BELL TOLLS, Te-
vival: and “Affair in Reno,” John Lund

Trans-Lux CoLony, 2nd Ave. at yoth. (BLT 8-9468)
Through Aug. zo (tentative): “Somethmng of
Value,” Rock Hudson, Dana Wynter; and
“The Seventh Sin,” Eleanor Parker, Bill
Travers. :
From Aug. 21 (tentative): La SsTrRADA; and
“The Quiet Gun,” Forrest Tucker.

Trans-Lux B5tH S7., Madison at 85th. (BU 8-3180)
Through Aug. 2o (tentative): “The French
They Are a Funny Race,” Martine Carol,
Jack Buchanan; and “Love Lottery,” David
Niven, Peggy Cummins.
From Aug. =21 (tentative): “Desigming
Woman,” Gregory Peck, Lauren Bacall
R.K.O. 861H 5t., Lexington at 86th, (AT ¢-8goo)
Through Aug. 20: “The Prince and the
Showgirl,” Marilyn Monroe, Laurence
Olivier: and “The Oklahoman,” Joel Me-
Crea, Barbara Hale
From Aug. z1: “Night Passage,” James
Stewart, Audie Murphy; and “The Brave
One,” Michel Ray, Rodolioc Hoyos.

OrpHEuM, 31d Ave. at 86th. (AT g-4607)
Through Aug. 1g: “The Delicate Delin-
quent,” Jerry Lewis, Martha Hyer, and
“The Lonely Man,” Jack Palance, Anthony
Perkins.

A FACE IN THE

NEIGHBORHOOD
HOUSES

SeMeTeWeTeFes
15 | le | 17

18 | 19 | 20 | 21

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

From Aug. 20. FOR WHOM THE BELL TOLLS, Te-
vival; and “Affair in Reno.” John Lund.

WEST SIDE

WaverLy, 6th Ave. at 3rd. (WA ¢-Bo38)
Through Aug. 17: “Something of Value,"”
Rock Hudson, Dana ‘Wynter; and “The
Seventh Sin,” Eleanor Parker, Bill
Travers
Aug. 18-1g. casastanca, revival; and “"No
Time for Comedy,” revival, Rosalind Rus-
sell, James Stewart
Aug. 20-21: reunny rack; and “The Court
Jester,” revival, Danny Kaye, Glynis
Johns.
811 S7. PLavnouse, 52 W. 8th. (GR 7-7874)
Through Aug. 17 (tentative): A FACE IN THE
CROWD.
Aug. 18-z0 (rentative): “Something of
Value,” Rock Hudson, Dana Wynter.
From Aug 21 (tentative): “Island in the
Sun,” James Mason, Joan Fontaine.

EtH AvE, CiNEMA, sth Ave. at 12th. (WA 4-8330)

12 anGrY MEN: and “The Naked Eye,” a docu-

mentary film on photography, narrated by
Raymond Massey

SHERIDAN, 7th Ave. at 12th (WA 9-2166)
Through Aug. 19: "The Delicate Delin-
quent,” Jerry lLewis, Martha Hyer; and
“The Lonely Man,” Jack Palance, An-
thony Perkins.
From Aug. zo: FoR WHOM THE -BELL TOLLS, Te-
vival, and “Affair in Reno,” John Lund.

GreenwicH, Greenwich Ave.at 1 2th.(WAg-3350)
Through Aug. 17: “La Sorciére” (in French),
Marina Vlady, and “Rosanna’ revival,
Rossana Podesta.
Aug. 18-20: TO HAYE AND HAYE NoOT, revival;
and HIGH SIERRA, Tevival.
From Aug. z21: “Too Bad She's Bad” (in
Italian), revival, Sophia Loren, Vittorio
De Sica:; and “On the Bowery,” a semi-
documentary film.

R.K.O. 23rp S7., &th Ave. at 23rd. (CH 2-3440)

Through Aug. 20: “The Prince and the
B
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Showgirl,” Marilyn Monroe, Laurence
Olivier, and “The Oklahoman,” Joel Mec-
Crea, Barbara Hale,

From Aug. 21: “Night Passage,” James
Stewart, Audie Murphy; and “The Brave
One,"” Michel Ray. Rodolfo Hoyos.

Terrace, oth Ave. at z3rd. (CH 2-9280)

Through Aug. 17: “Something of Value"
Rock Hudson, Dana Wrynter; and ‘“The
Seventh Sin,” Eleanor Parker, Bill Trav-
ers.

Aug. 18 “Blowing Wild,” revival, Gary
Cooper, Barbara Stanwyck; and “Crime in
the Streets,” revival, James Whitmore,
John Cassavetes.

Aug. 19-20: RHAPSODY IN BLUE, revival, and
AMTHONY ADVERSE, revival.

From Aug. z1: La strapa; and “Dance Little
Lady,” revival, Terence Morgan, Mai Zet-
terling,

GuiLp, 33 W. soth. (PL 7-2406)
Through Aug. 18: THE GREEN MAN.
From Aug. 1g: “Brothers in Law,” Richard
Attenborough, Ian Carmichael.

55tH S1. Pravnouse, 154 W. ssth. (JU 6-g500)

“The Rising of the Moon,” with Cyril Cusak

and other Abhey Theatre players.
Trans-Lux Normanoig, 110 W, 57th. (JU 6-3445)

Through Aug. 1%: samel, revival,

From Aug. 19, at 8 “The Last Bridge," an
Austrian-Yugoslay picture, with Mana
Schell. (Opening night by invitation only.)

LirtLe Carnecte, 136 W. syth. (CI 6-3454)

“Lover's Net” (in French), Frangoise Ar-

noul, Daniel Gelin.

Paris, 4 W. 58th. (MU B-0134)

“Passionate Summer” (in French), Made-
leine Robinson, Raf Vallone; and “The
Tragic Pursuit of Perfection,” a short
film on Leonardo da Vinei.

Losw's 83rp S7., B'way at 83rd. (TR 7-3190)

Through Aug. 19: “The Delicate Delin-
quent,” Jerry Lewis, Martha Hyer; and
“The Lonely Man,” Jack Palance, An-
thony Perkins.

From Aug. 20: FOR WHOM THE BELL TOLLS, Te-
vival: and “Affair in Reno,” John Lund.

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

Aug. 15: “The Inspector General,” “Mar-
riage,” and “Jubilee” (all in Russian and
all revivals),

Aug. 16: “The Naked Night" (in Swedish),
revival, Harriet Andersson; and “The Doce-
tors’” (in French), revival, Raymond Pelle-
grin,

Ang. 17; pevik 14 THE FLESH (in French), re-
vival: and “The Golden Coach,” revival,
Anna Magnani.

Aug. 18: “The Barber of Seville” (in Ital-
ian), revival, Ferruccio Tagliavini; and
“Ta Bohéme”" (in English). revival, Jan
Kiepura, Marta Eggerth.

Aug. 19: "“Kind Hearts and Coronets,” re-
vival, Alec Guinness, Valerie Hobson; and
“Hoboes in Paradise” (in French), revival,
Raimu, Fernandel

Ang. zo: “Dirty Hands"” (in French), revival,
Daniel Gelin: and "“The Earrings of
Madame De..." (in French), revival,
Charles Bover, Danielle Darrieux.

Aug. 21: ANIMAL FARM, tevival, and rosemt
EENCHLEY ONE-REELERS, revivals

Riversiog, B'way at o6th. (MO 3-4530)

Through Aug. zo: “Island in the Sun,”

James Mason, Joan Fontaine; and “Foot-
steps in the Night,” Bill Elliott
From Aug. 21: To be announced.

Ourmria, B'way at 1o7th. (UN s5-8128) ;

Through Aug. 10: “The Delicate Delin-
quent,” Jerry Lewis, Martha Hyer; and
“The Lonely Man,” Jack Palance, An-
thomy Perkins

From Aug. 20: FOR WHOM THE BELL TOLLS, re-
vival; and “Affair in Reno,” John Lund.

MNemo, B'way at 110th (MO 6-8210)

Through Aug. 18: “The Prince and the
Showgirl,”” Marilyn Monroe, Laurence
Olivier; and “The Oklahoman,” Joel Me-
Crea, Barbara Hale, .

From Aug. 19: Bamel, revival; and “Glory,"”
Margaret O'Brien, Walter Brennan

Couiseum, B'way at 1815t (WA 7-7200)
Through Aug. 2o: “The Prince and the
Showgirl,” Marilyn Monroe, Laurence
Olivier: and “The Oklahoman,” Joel Me-
Crea, Barbara Hale.
From Aug. 21: “Night Passage,”” James
Stewart, Audie Murphy; and “The Brave
One,” Michel Ray, Rodolfo Hoyos.
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THE TALK OF THE TOWN

Notes and Comment

HE unitedness of the United Na-

tions may sometimes seem doubt-

ful in the Security Council, but
never in the U.N. Gift Center. This
festive and tnkly shop, for which we
have long had an affection, now oc-
cupies expanded quarters in the base-
ment of the General Assembly Building,
and we have been over there on a mid-
summer visit. We found the place

hopping, and all hands looking generally

pleased. The visitors, when we arrived,
included almost two dozen children be-
tween the ages of two and twelve, and
about the same number of parents. The
clerks, who were devoting most of their
time and energy to answering questions
and dislodging small fists from merchan-
dise, were ladies of impeccably inter-
national aspect—the trace of unplace-
able accent, the indefinable air of
mystery. Among the items of chief
interest on the counters were those
labelled “Book Marks from Yugoslavia,
65¢ Each,” “Chicken Pickers from
Sweden, $1 Each,” “Native Timber
Pencil Boxes from New Zealand, $1.75
Each,” “Balancing Devils from Somali-
land, $6.50,” “From Africa—Ebony
Swallows, $1 Each,” and an item
with the catchy trade name “Please
Don’t Blow Shepherd’s Flutes from
Yugoslavia, $3 Double, $1.50 Sin-
gle.” A number of the smaller chil-
dren were busy blowing these. We
thought we could use a sct of chicken
pickers, whatever they were, so we
pressed toward that label, only to find
that the pickers were a toy with a swing-
ing weight capable of causing half a
dozen wooden chickens to pick at a
round board.

After buying a particularly animated

chicken picker, we devoted ourself to
eavesdropping.

“Do you sell cribbage boards?” we
heard.

“Cribbage boards from New Zea-
land, two dollars each,” came the crisp
reply.

“Cigarette holders?”

“From Turkey, thirty inches long,
two dollars.”

“Small lamps?

“T'wo lamps from Holland, very,
very small. Hand-painted, very cute.
Three fifty.”

“They had much more stuff here last
time. What happencd to all the stuff?”

“Well, we’re all sold out of small-
size elephant seeds onmly—six carved
elephants in a seed a quarter of an inch
in diameter, from India. Twenty-five
cents a sced. We order five thousand
seeds at a time, but they sell out.”

“Do you have souvenirs that say
‘United Nations'r”’

“Next door, in the Souvenir Shop.
‘The Gift Center has nothing to do with
the Souvenir Shop” (archly).

“These hand-carved dogs from Italy,
what kind of dogs are they?”

“Terriers, poodles, shepherds, all a
dollar twenty-five each.”

“Why do I need a camel saddle from
Lebanon, please?”

“You watch television, you sit down
on it.”’

iioh.j:l

On the lower levels of the throng,
physically and diplomatically, sub-sum-
mit negotiations were going on among
the children. ( The air-conditioning was
working best close to the floor, making
the two-to-four-year-old area a little
Antarctica. )

“Want a chicken picker?” asked a
friendly girl of five or so.

‘“No, I want chewing gum,” said the
addressee, a stolid small boy.

“These are Japanese puzzles,” the
girl persisted. “Want some of those?”

“No. I want chewing gum.”

“What did you buy?” we heard from
another quarter.

And then: “Nothing.”

On the invitation of one of the clerks,
we followed her into an office in the
rear of the shop, where, in military-
headquarters style, there hung a large
world map decorated with colored
pins. QOur guide explained that the
pins showed the places from which
the shop had things for sale. She
also explained that the United Na-
tions Gift Center is operated and
managed by the United Nations
Codiperative, a closed corporation of sev-
enteen hundred stockholders, all of
whom are officially associated with the
United Nations. We asked her what the
best-selling items were, apart from ele-
phant seeds. Chicken pickers are one,
she said; there are three cases to a crate,
seven hundred and twenty pickers to a
case, and twenty crates move out per
year, on the average. Shepherd’s flutes
are another—twelve hundred singles
and seven hundred doubles were sold
in the past two weeks. “There was a
run on New Zealand rulers one week
not long ago—for what reason, I
haven’t the slightest idea,” she told us.
“Mail-order business is spotty but inter-
esting. An order for a camel saddle
from the American Middle West. An
order for an American Indian beaded
belt from Ghana. An order, which
haunts me, from Paris, for one elephant
seed and one New Zealand ruler.”

Soctable Game
RIES of “Cut the grass, Jimmy!,”

“Straight as a die!,” and “You’re
d layer!” reached
a grand wee player!” reached our ears

T

over an outcropping of NManhattan
schist up in Central Park the other
Sunday morning, and thus, not entirely
by accident, we found our way to the
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greens where the New York Lawn
Bowling Club (organized April, 1926;
club colors blue, white, orange; present
membership forty-seven) was holding
an open doubles competition. The
playing area, which we discovered after
scrambling over the outcropping, con-
sists of two greens, each a hundred and
twenty feet square and cropped and
curried to bilhard-table smoothness,
that nestle in a tree-ringed depression
along the western side of the Park, near
Seventy-second Street. When we ar-
rived at the closed gate of a fence that
encircles the greens, we found one of
them empty except for a whirling
sprinkler, and the other occupied by two
dozen players deployed at opposite
edges, bowling and uttering incantatory
cries. On a shaded bench at one side sat
five lady spectators, and one of them,
who immediately invited us inside the
enclosure, proved to be as thorough and
spirited a guide as we could possibly
have wanted.

“The idea of the game is to get the
bowls—those are the large balls—as
near as possible to the jack, the small
white ball that’s thrown out first,” she
explained. “The bowls have a bias on
them, to make things more interesting.
It’s a very ancient game; some say it
began in Holland, some say in Scotland,
and some say in Germany. Most of our
members say Scotland. Bowling Green,
downtown, is named after it, though
only the good Lord knows when there
was last a green down there. Very so-
ciable game, too. They claim it’s for old
men, but look at that laddie nght out
there—twenty-five years old, and he
won the club doubles earlier this year.
He’s Howard Chisholm, son of John
Chisholm, the club secretary. Now,
over beyond Howard, with the white
hair and the white cap and the cigarette
dangling, that’s my husband, Ike Bal-
main. Seventy-five years old, and he
won the Kelly Cup this year.” Mrs.
Balmain proudly watched the Kelly
Cup winner bowl, and we asked her
about the Cup. “Gift of Thomas Kelly,
proprietor of Kelly Brothers’ restaurant
and bar, on Columbus Avenue north of
Seventy-second,” she said. “Kelly him-
sclf 1s an Irishman and no bowler, but
we’re his customers, and that’s how he
came to put up the Cup. After he’s
bowled a certain number of ends, a
bowler gets hungry, and dry as well,
and Kelly’s is where the members are
likely to go to talk things over—those
that don’t go down to the clubhouse.
Like to see the clubhouse?”

We said we certainly would, and
Mrs. Balmain led us out of the enclo-
sure and into the basement of a Parks

Department building, where we found
lockers, benches, and walls festooned
with score cards and group pictures.
“Members keep their bowls in the lock-
ers,” she said. “You buy your own—
forty dollars a set. The groundskeepers
have their equipment down here, too.
Each c¢lub member pays the city two
dollars a year for a greens permit. [n
exchange, the city providestwo grounds-
keepers, and a good job they do.” Ask-
ing us to look at one of the group
pictures, Mrs. Balmain said that all the
club members are men, as provided 1n
the bylaws, but that there is a women’s
auxiliary, consisting largely of mem-
bers’ wives, and that she had been a
member of it for fifteen years. ““The
wee one in the second row, that’s me,”
she pointed out.

Back at the greens, we found the
morning’s play finished, and Mrs, Bal-
main, continuing her exemplary guid-
ing, offered to introduce us to a club
officer. “Walter C. Hill, the president,
i on vacation right now, but here’s
John Chisholm,” she said, presenting a
sharp-faced man with clear blue eyes
and light hair. “What kind of game
did you have, John?”

Mr. Chisholm said he’d had a good
one. Then he glanced at s watch,
remarked that Kelly’s would be open
now, and asked us if we’d like to mosey
over there. As we moseyed toward
Kelly’s, accompanied by Mr. Chisholm
and half a dozen other club and auxil-
iary members, he told us that the club
is part of the American Lawn Bowl-
ing Association, a coast-to-coast affair,
and that the most active states are
Florida and California. “In Florida,
they play mostly on marl, because
the sun’s too hot for good greens,” he
said. “A much faster game, but not
quite the same thing.”

Inside Kelly’s, a comfortable retreat
with panels and chandeliers, bowling

gossip from a couple of tables at the
back mingled uneasily with baseball gos-
sip from the bar. We sat down with
the bowling contuingent and, being dry
as a bowler, downed a pint or so. “Our
local membership has fallen off from a
peak of sixty, five years ago,” Mr. Chis-
holm said. “Members die off every
year, and we’re not getting enough
young recruits. "The young want physi-
cal contact in their games. Never mind,
laddie, there’ll always be a New York
Lawn Bowling Club, you can bet on
that.”

Deal

HE camping scason being in full

swing, we have received our usual
bagful of juvenile correspondence, for-
warded to us by parents of children
out-of-doors. One letter that we like,
from a first-time camper, aged twelve,
runs this way:

DEeAR MoOTHER:

You gave me no money because the
camp said we didn’t need money. But we
do need money. I am happy here.

Love,
JivmiE
P. §8. Could you send me a deck of cards?

The Tawenties Kick

E have here the rousing, cheer-

ful tale of a freakish business suc-
cess involving three young people from
Greenwich Village who find them-
selves, quite unexpectedly, key figures
in the latest college fad—wearing an-
cient raccoon coats. T his revival has, we
gather, been smoldering for some time,
first at men’s colleges and then among
the girls, as leaders of campus fashion
have discovered the shock value in the
battered majesty of a thirty-year-old
raccoon coat. The fad has been kept
from spreading more rapidly only by the
limited supply of coats. Just a few
have been available on the racks of cam-
pus second-hand stores. The majority
of the coats appearing on the campus
have been dug out of attics by their pres-
ent owners. Now, suddenly, thanks to
a number of fortuitous circumstances,
the fad has burst into full flame. Lord &
Tavlor’s College Shop 1s selling four-
teen hundred used raccoon coats at
twenty-five dollars each. The coats are
in what the store proudly advertises as
“a state of magnificent disrepair.” This
particular collection, we learned, was
assembled by the three young Green-
wich Villagers mentioned above—an
architect named Stanley Salzman, his
wife Sue, and a lawyer friend of theirs
named Benjamin Bejan. When we tele-
phoned Mr. Salzman, he told us that his



wife and Bejan were so frazzled by sud-
den success as to be temporarily incom-
municado, but that he would receive us
in his back yard, on West Tenth Street.
Having repaired there, we found Mr.
Salzman, a good-looking fellow clad in
a fashionably ancient T shirt and duck
pants, who installed us under an ailan-
thus, handed us a drink, and said, “The
truth is we stumbled into the raccoon-
coat business. It all started— Well, it
all started in the Jazz Age, but this phase
of it started at a party my wife and I
gave last December. Sue was complain-
ing about how she’d seen a beautiful old
raccoon coat in a junk shop but hadn’t
had the nerve to buy it until too late—it
was gone. Up spoke a young fellow
named Gene Futterman, who used to be
an architecture student of mine at Pratt
Institute. Gene said that his brother’s

father-in-law was in the boys’-clothing
business, and that at the time of the
Davy Crockett craze, a couple of years
ago, he’d offered Gene a job cutting up
old raccoon coats to be made into Davy
Crockett hats. Excuse me for wincing
when I say that name. You'll find out
later why I do it.”

Mr. Salzman wiped his brow and
went on, “Gene declined the job, but he
told us that he recalled hearing that
when the Crockett craze died down, his
brother’s father-in-law had had bales of
old raccoon coats left over. Well, a few
days after the party, Sue wasstill mourn-
ing over the junk-shop coat she’d missed,
so we lined up our friend Bejan—I for-
got to tell you Benjy wanted a raccoon
coat, too—and went over to Gene’s rel-
ative’s warehouse. Bales of coats there,
dirt cheap! We each bought ourself one,

Al

and then, since we were feeling manic,
we bought one for everybody who had
been at the party. Thirteen coats in
all. The recipients immediately began
to talk the coats up, and their friends
asked where they could get some. Sue
was a walking ad herself. She was on
a real twenties kick—blue-black lip-
stick and her raccoon coat. The phone
began to ring all the time—people want-
ing coats. Finally, Sue and Benjy de-
cided to go into business. I'm an un-
official partner.”

The business prospered from the
first, Mr. Salzman said, refreshing our
drink; it was a classic case of demand
exceeding supply. Mrs. Salzman and
Bejan devoted themselves to canvass-
ing used-fur dealers for more coats,
which were snapped up by customers as
soon as they appeared. By late spring,
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the partners had sold about four hun-
dred coats, and were getting tired of the
business. “We’d outfitted the entire
cast of a couple of Broadway shows.
We'd sold a coat to Farley Granger.
We'd had it,” Salzman said. ““T'hen, in
June, Glemour published a picture of a
raccoon coat, crediting us as supplier.
Three hundred letters and phone calls,
including an urgent inquiry from Lord
& Taylor. We scraped up two hun-
dred coats for them, and then another
two hundred, and now we’re getting
them another thousand. Apparently,
anything that Lord & Tavlor does in
college fashions is copied, because before
we knew 1t we had practically every re-
tail buyer in the country on our necks. I
understand that this 1s driving some of
the regular furriers crazy. Other furri-
ers miss the point completely; they think
that if old raccoon coats are good, new
coats should be better—but try and sell
that idea to the college people! For us,
the last two weeks have been hell—
phone ringing all day, buyers traipsing in
day and night. We say, ‘All right, all
right, we'll give you coats as soon as we
can find them.” Then we go to the deal-

“But why, why is there no Miss Pabst, no Miss Schlitz, no Miss Budweser?”

ers, and they give us the old story: most
of the raccoon coats they had were cut
up for those damn hats. Before the
Crockett boom, there was belicved to be
a supply of about two million old rac-
coon coats in the country. But the boom
practically decimated the supply. We’ve
agreed to send coats to stores in Tulsa,
Los Angeles, Boston, Indianapolis, and
Chicago, but where are they coming
from? We could sell fifty thousand
coats right now, if we could locate
them. That Crockett!”

INCIDENTAL INTELLIGENCE: Doing
a brisk business in front of the Fun-
cade, on Atlantic City’s Boardwalk, is a
white-jacketed attendant with a sphyg-
momanometer and a sign reading,

“Check your blood pressure, 25¢.”

Beat

AT eight-forty-five one cool, bril-
liantly moonlit evening last week,
Acting Police Commissioner James
Robert Kennedy picked us up in mid-
town to take us with him on one of the
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checkup tours of troubled areas that he
has been making nightly during the cur-
rent police drive against juvenile crime.
The Acting Commissioner, who became
a cop in 1918 at the age of twenty-four
and has since been in almost every
branch of police work and held almost
every rank—he is no relation of the
temporarily absent Police Commission-
er Stephen P. Kennedy—is a square-
jawed, crew-cut bachelor with a fixed
look of innocence. He was wearing a
blue serge suit, a cream-colored tie, an
old-fashioned boater stuck jauntily on
one side of his head, and a revolver at
his hip. Kennedy invited us to take a
place beside him in the back seat of his
car, an unmarked black sedan contain-
ing radio equipment tuned to monitor
all five borough channels. The driver
was a tall, baby-faced detective whom
the Acting Commissioner addressed as
Johnny. “I want to hit the areas satu-
rated with the rookie cops,” he said as
we headed uptown on Lexington Ave-
nue. “It’s been rough, with Steve away
on vacation,” Kennedy told us, after
Johnny had acknowledged the order.
“I got hit with everything but the
bucket. Crime is on the rise
in the city, as it is all over
the country, but actually we
had seven fewer homicides
committed by juveniles in
the first eight months of
this year than we had dur-
ing the same period in
1956—twenty-two against
twenty-nine. It runs in
spells. From a purely per-
sonal point of view, I don’t
mind a spell like this. I al-
ways average three hours
sleep a nmight anyway. I’m
an old, experienced cop.”
As we breezed along past
Eighty-sixth Street, Kenne-
dy stuck his head out the
window and sniffed the air.
“Full moon tonight,” he
said, 1n a matter-of-fact
tone. “A full moon means
trouble. Whyvr Who
knows? Stirs people up.
We're in the Twenty-third
Precinct now. It’s a hot
area. 1 ought to know. I
was inspector here for six
years, beginning in 1945.”
He pointed to a couple of
gray-uniformed patrolmen
on the street. “Ah, there’s
some of the rookies,” he
said, in a satisfied way. “As
you've seen n the papers,
we’ve taken more than five
hundred of our rookies out
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of the classrooms and put
them out walking the beats,
and we haven’t had a major
juvenile crime since. It's
good for the rookies, too. 1
don’t have to tell you there’s
nothing like experience. It's
the difference between read-
ing a cookbook and having a
stove right in front of you to
learn on. Before we put the
rookies out on the street, we
told them to be tactful and
to remember that most of
our people here are decent
citizens, but that violence
would not be tolerated and
force would be returned
with force. We've got ev-
erybody out working to-
night—detectives in prowl
cars, even the inspectors.
We got a rumor there might
be a rumble—one of those
gang fights—over in the
Twenty-fourth, on the up-
per West Side. If anything
like that breaks, we’ll hit the
Twenty-fourth, and hit it
quick.”

We moved above 100th
Street, and Kennedy point-
ed to knots of boys loiter-
ing uncertainly on corners.
“Look at them,” he said.
“T was born and raised
in East Harlem myself, and we had a
gang of kids, but we never shot and
stabbed. We had block fights, but we
only used fists, When we saw a cop, he
gave us a touch of the night stick, and
our feet couldn’t carry us away far
enough. The loafer or the bum was al-
ways the odd one, and he’d be shunned.
I blame a lot of the situation on the
parents, but, personally, I blame some
of the violent shows on television, too.
Johnny, pull in here at the Twenty-
third.”

At the Twenty-third Precinct sta-
tion, on East 104th Street, Kennedy
hopped out of the car and, with a police-
man’s characteristic half swagger, half
run, went inside, with us following, A
stocky, round-faced lieutenant behind
the high wooden desk jumped to his feet
and called “Attention!” to a couple of
other officers. Kennedy put them at
ease, and asked how conditions were.
“Very quiet, Commissioner,” said the
lieutenant.

“T'hat’s the way to keep it,” Kennedy
said. “How’s the Missis?”’

“0.K. now,” said the licutenant. “It
seems her trouble was caused by the
heat, and her being in a family way.”

“Well, take it easy,” said the Com-

“Were in ferment, it says.”

missioner, and led the way back to the
car,

We pressed on to the Twenty-ffth
Precinct, on East 126th Street, where
everything was quiet and where Kenne-
dy had some more homely exchanges
with old colleagues on the force. ““John-
ny,” he said to the driver, when we were
back in the car, “pick up a Hundred and
Tenth Street and then go up Fifth. I
want to hit the two blocks from there to
a Hundred and Twelfth. See how the
rookies are doing over there.” At the
appointed area, we found two rookies
on patrol. Kennedy asked Johnny to
stop, climbed out, and walked up to the
rookies. “How are you?” he asked.

“0.K.,” said one of them, looking
puzzled and suspicious.

“0.K., Commissioner,” said the oth-
er rookie, giving his companion a telling
glance,

“How you like the outside work?”
Kennedy asked.

The rookies agreed that it was more
educational than school.

“Keep up the good work, boys,” said
Kennedy, climbing back into the car.

At the Twenty-eighth Precinct, on
West 123rd Street, a phone call for
Kennedy came while he was talking to

the officer on duty. It was from the
Twenty-fourth, and the gist of it was
that the rumble rumor had been un-
founded. Kennedy said he was glad of
that and hung up. “Well, I'm going
over there before the night’s over,
just in case,” he said. “Funny, it’s
so quiet tonight, even the radio in the
car is quiet.”” He left the station, and on
the way to the car he glanced up again
at the huge, troublesome moon.

Delicate

NE warm afternoon last weck, we
paused at the site of the new
Time & Life Building, on West Fifticth
Street, to watch a huge steam shovel
that was scooping up dynamited rock
from the foundation and then swinging
around to deposit it in a truck. When
the truck was full, the operator used the
head of the shovel to tap the load in
place, and waited for the truck to move
along. However, the driver had dozed
off in his cab. Gently, the shovel head
swung around again, moved in upon
the driver, and tapped him on one arm.
He awoke with a start, reached out of
his cab, patted the steel underlip of the
shovel appreciatively, and drove off.
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THE BLUSH

HEY were the same age—MTrs.
Allen and the woman who came

every day to do the housework.
“I shall never have children now,”
Mrs. Allen had begun to tell herself.
Something had not come true—the es-
sential part of her life. She had always
imagined her children in fleeting scenes
and intimations; that was how they had
come to her, like snatches of a film. She
had seen them plainly, their chins tilted
up as she tied on their bibs at mealtimes.
Their naked bodies had darted in and
out of the water sprinkler on the lawn,
and she had listened to their voices in
the garden and, in the mornings, from
their beds. She had even cried a little,
dreaming of the day when the eldest boy
would go off to boarding school. She
pictured the train going out of the sta-
tion; she raised her hand and her throat
contracted and her lips trembled as she
smiled. The years passing by had slowly
filched from her the reality of these
scenes—the gay sounds, the grave peace
she had longed for, even the pride of
grief.

She listened—as they worked togeth-
er in the kitchen—to Mrs, Lacey’s
troubles with her family, her grum-
blings about her grown-up son, who
would not get up tll dinnertime on
Sundays and then expected his mother
to have cleaned his shoes for him; about
the girl of eighteen, who was a hair-
dresser and too full of dainty ways,
which she picked up from the wom-
en’s magazines; and the adolescent girl,
who moped and glowered and answered
back.

My children wouldn’t have turned
out like that, Mrs. Allen thought as
she made her murmured replies. “The
more you do for some, the more you
may,” said Mrs, Lacey. But from gossip
that Mrs. Allen heard in the village,
she had done all too little. The
children, one night after anoth-
er, for years and years, had had
to run out for parcels of fish
and chips for their supper while
their mother sat in The Horse
and Jockey drinking brown ale.
On summer evenings, when
they were younger, they had
hung about outside the pub.
When they were bored, they
pressed their foreheads to the
window and looked in at the
dark little bar, hearing the jol-
ly laughter, their mother’s the
loudest of all. Seeing their faces,
she would swing at once from
the violence of hilarity to that
of extreme annoyance, and al-
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though ginger beer and packets of po-
tato crisps would be handed out through
the window, her anger went out with
them and threatened the children as
they ate and drank.

“And she doesn’t always care who
she goes there with,” Mrs. Allen’s gar-
dener told her.

“She works hard and deserves a little
pleasure. She has her anxieties,” said
Mrs. Allen, who, alas, had none.

She had never been inside The Horse
and Jockey, although it was nearer to
her house than The Chequers, at the
other end of the village, to which she
and her husband went sometimes for
a glass of sherry on Sunday mornings.
The Horse and Jockey attracted a dif-
ferent set of customers—for instance,
people who sat down and drank, at
tables all round the wall. At The
Chequers no one ever sat down, but
people stood and sipped and chatted as
at a cocktail party, and luncheons and
dinners were served, which made it so
much more respectable. No children
hung about outside, because they were
all at home with their nannies.

Sometimes in the evenings—so many
of them—when her husband was kept
late in London, Mrs. Allen wished that
she could go down to The Chequers and
drink a glass of sherry and exchange a
Iittle conversation with someone, but she
was too shy to open the door and go in
alone. She imagined heads turning, a
surprised welcome from her friends,
who would all be safely in married pairs,
and then, when she left, eyes meeting,
with unspoken messages and conjecture
in the air,

Mrs. Lacey went home at midday,
and then there was gardening to do and
the dog to be taken for a walk. After
six o’clock, she began to pace restlessly
about the house, glancing at the clocks
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in one room after another, listening for
her husband’s car—the sound she knew
so well because she had awaited it for
such a large part of her married life.
She would hear, at last, the tires turning
on the soft gravel, the door being
slammed, then his footsteps hurrying
toward the porch. She knew that it was
a wasteful way of spending her years—
and, looking back, she was unable to tell
one of them from another—but she
could not think what clse she might do.
Humphrey went on earning more and
more money, and there was no stopping
him now. Her acquaintances, in wretch-
ed quandaries about where the next
term’s school fees were to come from,
would turn to her and say cruelly, “Oh,
yow're all right, Ruth. You’ve no idea
what you are spared.”

And Mrs: Lacey would be glad when
Maureen could leave school and “get
out earning.” “ ‘Pve got my geometry
to do,” she says when it’s time to wash
up the tea things. ‘T’ll geometry you,
my girl,” I said. “When I was your
age, I was out earning.” ”

Mrs. Allen was fascinated by the life
going on in that house, and the children
were very real to her, although she had
never seen them. Only Mr. Lacey re-
mained blurred and unimaginable. No
one knew him. He worked in the town
in the valley, six miles away, and he
kept himself to himself; had never been
known to show his face in The Horse
and Jockey. “I’'ve got my own set,”
Mrs. Lacey said airily. “After all, he’s
nearly twenty years older than me. T’ll
make sure neither of my girls follow
my mistake. ‘I’d rather see you dead
at my feet,” I said to Vera.” Ron’s
young lady was lucky—having Ron,
she added. Mrs. Allen found this
strange, for Ron had always been paint-
ed so black; was, she had been led to
believe, oafish, ungrateful, greedy, and
slow to put his hands in his pockets if
there was any paying out to do.
There was also the matter of his
shoe-cleaning, for no young
women would do what his moth-
er did for him—or said she did.
Always, Mrs. Lacey would sigh
and say, “Goodness me, if only
I was their age and knew what [
know now.”

She was an envious woman.
She envied Mrs. Allen her pret-
ty house and her clothes, and
she envied her own daughters
their youth. “If T had your fig-
ure,” she would say to Mrs.
Allen. Her own had gone. What
else could be expected, she asked,
when she had had three chil-
dren? Mrs. Allen thought, too,
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of all the brown ale Mrs. Lacey drank
at The Horse and Jockey and of the
reminiscences of meals past, which came
so much into her conversations. W hat-
ever the cause was, her flesh, slackly
corseted, shook as she trod heavily about
the kitchen. In summer, with bare
arms and legs, she looked larger than
ever. Although her skin was very
white, the impression she gave was at
once colorful—from her orange hair
and bright lips and the floral patterns
that she always wore. Her red-painted
toenails poked through the straps of
her fancy sandals. Turquoise-blue
beads were wound around her throat.

Humphrey Allen had never seen
her—he had always left for the sta-
tion before she arrived—and that was
a good thing, his wife thought. When
she spoke of Mrs. Lacey, she won-
dered if he visualized a neat, homely
woman in a clean white overall. She
did not deliberately mislead him, but
she took advantage of his indifference.
Her relationship with Mrs. Lacey and
the intimacy of their conversations in
the kitchen he would not have approved
of, and the sight of those callused feet,
with their chipped nail varnish and yel-
lowing heels, would have sickened him.

NE Monday morning, Mrs. Lacey
was later than usual. She was
never very punctual and had many
excuses about flat bicycle tires or Mau-
reen being poorly. Mrs. Allen, waiting
for her, sorted out all the washing.
When she took another look at the
clock, she decided that it was far too
late for her to be expected at all. For
some time lately, Mrs. Lacey had
secemed ill and depressed. Her eyelids,
which were chronically rather inflamed,
had been more angrily red than ever,
and, at the sink or ironing board, she
would fall into unusual silences. She
was absent-minded and full of sighs.
She had always liked to talk about the
“change” and now she did so more than
ever, as if with a desperate hopefulness.
“I’m sorry, but I was ever so sick,”
she told Mrs. Allen when she arrived
the next morning. “I still feel queerish.
Such heartburn. I don’t like the signs,
I can tell you. All 1 crave is pickled
walnuts, just the same as [ did with
Maurcen. I don’t like the signs one
bit. I feel I'll throw myself into the
river if I’m taken that way again.”

Mrs. Allen felt stunned and an-
tagonistic. “Surely not at your age,” she
said crossly.

“You can’t be more astonished than
me,” Mrs. Lacey said, belching loudly.
“Oh, pardon. I’'m afraid I can’t help
myself.”

“Too much purple”

Not being able to help herself, she
continued to belch and hiccup as she
turned on taps and shook scap powder
into the washing-up bowl. It was be-
cause of this that Mrs. Allen decided
to take the dog for a walk. Feeling con-
sciously fastidious and aloof, she made
her way across the fields, trying to dis-
engage her thoughts from Mrs. Lacey
and her troubles, but unable to.

“Poor woman,” she thought again
and again, with bitter animosity.

She turned back when she noticed
how the sky had darkened with racing,
sharp-edged clouds. Before she could
reach home, the rain began. Her har,
soaking wet, shrank into tight curls
against her head. Her woollen suit
smelled like a damp animal. “Oh, T am
drenched!” she called out as she threw
open the kitchen door.

She knew at once that the house was
empty, that Mrs. Lacey must have put
on her coat and left almost as soon as
she started out on her walk. For noth-
ing was done; the washing up was
hardly started, and the floor was un-
swept. Among the stacked-up crockery
a note was propped. She had come over
funny, felt dizzy, and, leaving her
apologies and respects, had gone.

Angrily, but methodically, Mrs.
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Allen set about making good the wasted
morning. By afternoon, the grim look
was fixed upon her face. “How dare
she?” she found herself whispering,
without allowing herself to wonder
what it was the woman had dared.

She had her own hittle ways of cos-
seting herself through the lonely hours,
comforts that were growing more im-
portant to her as she grew older, so that
the time would come when not to
have her cup of tea at four-thirty would
seem a prelude to disaster. This after-
noon, disorganized as it already was, she
fell out of her usual habit, and instead
of carrying the tray to the low table by
the fire, she poured out her tea in the
kitchen and drank 1t there, leaning
tiredly against the dresser. Then she
went upstairs to make herself tidy. She
was trying to brush her frizzed hair
smooth again when she heard the door-
bell ringing.

When she opened the door, she saw
quite plainly a look of astonishment take
the place of anxiety on the face of the
man standing there. Something about
her surprised him, was not what he had
expected. “Mrs. Allent” he asked un-
certainly, and the astonishment re-
mained when she had answered him.

“Well, 'm calling about the wife,”
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he said. “Mrs. Lacey that works here.”

“lI was worried about her,” said
Mrs. Allen.

She knew that she must face the em-
barrassment of hearing about Mrs.
Lacey’s condition, and invited the man
into her husband’s study, where she
theught he might look less out of place
than in her brocade-smothered draw-
ing reom. He looked about him resent-
fully and glared down at the floor that
his wife had polished. With this thought
in his mind, he said abruptly, “It’s all
taken its toll.”

He sat down on a leather couch, with
his cap and his bicycle clips beside him.

“I came home to my tea and found
her in bed, crying,” he said. This was
true. Mrs. Lacey had succumbed to
despair and gone to lie down. Feeling
better at four o’clock, she went to the
kitchen to find some food to comfort
herself with, but the slice of dough cake
was ill-chosen and brought on more
heartburn and floods of bitter tears.

“If she carries on here for a while,
it’s all got to be very different,” Mr.
Lacey said threateningly. He was nerv-
ous at saying what he must, and could
bring out the words only with the im-
petus of anger. “You may or may not
know that she’s expecting.”

“Yes,” said Mrs. Allen humbly.
“This morning she told me that she
thought—"

“There’s no ‘thought’ about it. It’s as
plain as a pikestaff.”” Yet in his eyes she
could see disbelief and baflement, and
he frowned and looked down again at
the polished floor.

Twenty years older than his wife—
or so his wife had said—he really, to
Mrs. Allen, locked quite ageless, a
crooked, bowlegged little man who
might have been a jockey once. The ex-
pression about his blue eyes was like a
child’s. He was both stubborn and
pathetc.

Mrs. Allen’s fat spaniel came into the
room and went straight to the stranger’s
chair and began to sniff at his corduroy
trousers.

“It’s too much for her,” Mr. Lacey
said. “It’s too much to expect.”

To Mrs. Allen’s horror, she saw the
blue eyes filling with tears. Hoping to
hide his emotion, he bent down and
fondled the dog, making playful thrusts
at 1t with his fist closed.

He was a man utterly, bewilderedly
at sea. His married hife had been too
much for him, with so much in 1t that
he could not understand.

“Now I know, I will do what I can,”
Mrs. Allen told him. “I will try to get
someone else in to do the rough.”

“It’s the late nights that arc the trou-

TWO VOICES IN A MEADOW

A MILKWEED

Anenymous as cherubs
Over the crib of God,
White seeds are floating
Out of my burst pod.
What power had I
Before I learned to yield?
Shatter me, great wind:
I shall possess the field.

A STONE

As casual as cow-dung
Under the crib of God,
I lie where chance would have me,
Up to the ears in sod.
Why should I move? To move
Befits a light desire.
The gill of Heaven would founder
Did such as I aspire.

—Ri1caarp WiILBUR

ble,” he said. “She comes in dog-tired.
Night after night. It’s not good enough.
‘Let them stay at home and mind their
own children once in a while,” T told
her. “We don’t need the money.” ”

“I can’t understand . . .”” Mrs. Allen
began. She was at sea herself now, but
felt perilously near a barbarous, un-
known shore and was afraid to make
any movement toward it.

“I earn good money. For her to come
out at all was only for extras. She likes
new clothes. In the daytime I never
had any objection. Then all these cock-
tail parties begin. It beats me how peo-
ple can drink like it night after night
and pay out for someone else to mind
their kids. Perhaps you’re thinking that
it’s not my business, but I’m the one
who has to sit at home alone tll all
hours and get my own supper and see
next to nothing of my wife. I’m boiling
over some nights. Once I nearly rushed
out when I heard the car stop down
the road. I wanted to tell your husband
what I thought of you both.”

“My husband?” murmured Mrs,
Allen,

“ “What am [ supposed to have?’ I
would have asked him. ‘Is she my wife
or your sitter-inf Bringing her back at

this time of night.” And 1t’s no use say-
ing she could have refused. She never
would.”

Mrs. Allen’s quietness at last defeat-
ed him and dispelled the anger he had
tried to rouse in himself. The look of
her, too, filled him with doubts—her
grave, uncertain demeanor and the
shock her age had been to him. He had
imagined someone so much younger,
and—because of the cocktail parties—
flighty. Instead, he recognized some-
thing of himself in her, a yearning dis-
appointment. He picked up his cap and
his bicycle clips and sat looking down
at them, turning them round in his
hands. “I had to come,” he said.

“Yes,” said Mrs. Allen.

“So you won’t ask her again?” he
pleaded. “It isn’t right for her. Not
now. Not as things are.”

“No, I won’t,”” Mrs. Allen promised,
and she stood up as he did, and walked
over to the door. He stooped and gave
the spaniel a final pat. “You'll excuse
my coming, I hope.”

“Of course.”

“It was no usc saying any more to
her. Whatever she’s asked, she won’t
refuse. It’s her way.”

MRS. ALLEN shut the front door
after him and stood in the hall,
listening to him wheel his bicycle across
the gravel. Then she felt herself be-
ginnming to blush. She was glad that she
was alone, for she could feel her face,
her throat, even the tops of her arms
burning, and she went over to a look-
ing glass and studied with great inter-
est this strange phenomenon,
—FEL1ZABETH TAYLOR
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POWDER RIVER IN THE OLD DAYS

HEN my children come home
from the movies, where they

have been watching Randolph
Scott or Sterling Hayden keep their
vigil on our old frontiers, I like to tell
them that I, too, was once a cow-
puncher, and in one of the most select
areas for that line of work—the Pow-
der. River country, in Wyoming. I
usually begin, “Once upon a time, I
became a cowpuncher through the
machinations of a wicked uncle. . . .”
The fairy-tale beginning quiets them,
and they find it plausible that I should
have had a wicked uncle, and never ask
about him. They imagine him quite
easily as the crooked-sheriff type with
the broad-brimmed, flat-crowned hat,
the string tie, the handle-bar mustache.
I know they do, because 1 asked them
once, and I have never corrected this
image, although it could hardly be more
false. My real uncle wore Borsalino
hats and used to send to Alexander &
Opviatt’s every six months for neckties
and French lisle socks. He had a set of
Shaw’s plays, and I believe he had read
them. He was a childless banker, and
the only reason I call him my wicked
uncle is that when he died leaving a
considerable fortune he left none of it
to me,

I use the word “machinations” only
to arouse my children’s interest. Actual-
ly, there weren’t any. When I was
seventeen, he wrote me and asked if
I would like to spend the summer at
his home in Wyoming.
My father and mother
decided to let me, and
as soon as school was
out, I went.

The town where
my uncle lived was so
close to the Big Horn
Mountains that you
could not see them for
the foothills. The coun-
try round about had
gone through a cycle
of cattle, sheep, and
dry farming, and now
it was devoting itself
mainly to raising horses
for cavalry remounts,
and entertaining the
first dudes. It was an
mnteresting town, but
what chiefly concerned
me was the fact that it
was thirty-eight hun-
dred feet above sea
level. I had never hived
so high. I couldn’t stay
awake. I slept a solid

twelve hours a night, and, as a rule, I
took a little nap from eleven in the
morning until lunch. Lunch always
knocked me out, and my siesta after-
ward lasted unul three or four, I was
fairly alert until dinner, but the period
between dinner and bedtime was a
struggle.

My torpidity annoyed my aunt.
Marooned on those bleak slopes, with
only the snow and the cottonwood trees
to look at most of the year, she yearned
for society—not the picayune galas of
church socials and the local Five-Hun-
dred Club but the impossibilities of Park
Avenue, Le Touquet, Paris. Copies of
Vogue, Spur, and the T'atler filled her
magazine rack. I don’t believe she wore
a stitch of clothing that didn’t come
from, at worst, New York. She couldn’t
stand me yawning around the house. I
represented a social opportunity. She
wanted me to have engagements. She
told me there were two boys she wanted
me to meet; the first was Henry Black-
adder, who came from a verv nice
family and was, she believed, a senior at
Yale. I looked at her appalled. I was
about to be a senior in high school. Then
I reflected that when you got to be as
old as she was, a difference of four or
five years in men’s ages was probably
not appreciable, so I said nothing.

One afternoon, she got out the
Cadillac and took me to pay a formal
call on Henry Blackadder. She had an
Indian chauffeur named Frank Takes,
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which was short for Takes-the-Gun. He
never spoke, on duty, but once I had
come across him washing the car and
he turned out to be very affable. When
we reached the Blackadder house, I
learned that Henry was upstairs packing
to go on a trip to Montana. His mother
thought it would be nice if I went up-
stairs to help him. I went upstairs,
Henry and I shook hands. I sat mute
on the bed while he folded his mar-
vellous clothes and laid them 1n his suit-
cases.

He said, “Spending the summer here,
eh?”

I said, “Yes.” Then I said, “You're
a scnior at Yale?”

He said, “In the fall.”

That was it with Henry Blackadder.

The next boy my aunt took me to
meet was St. John Creavy. She called
him Sinjun and told me to be sure and
do the same. The Creavys lived on a
ranch, and on the way out she told me
about them. Frederick Creavy, St.
John’s father, was really the Earl of
Tynemouth, although he didn’t use the
title in Wyoming. He had been a
younger brother, and he had come out
to the States to make his own way. To
everyone’s amusement, he had begun
as a simple English cowhand. He had
prospered, and had married a local
girl. Then a brother had died; then
the Earl died and the title had come to
Fred. He had hired an English butler,
but the butler couldn’t bear it so far
away from home, so now the Creavys
had only maids. I was to remember
to say “Lady Tyne-
mouth” when I was in-
troduced. St. John was
home from Jesus Col-
lege, Cambridge, for
the summer,

Lady Tynemouth
was seated in a rattan
chair on the lawn be-
side the ranch house.
She told me that St.
John was out at the
stables. After a quarter
of a mile’s walk, I saw
him sitting on the top
bar of a corral. His rid-
ing boots gleamed in
the sun, and as I went
up to him, I saw that
he was wearing whip-
cord breeches. I mut-
tered, “Your mother
sent me out here. My
name is Allan Seager.”

He said, “ dyoudo,”
and asked me if I rode,
saying he needed a
spare man for polo, on
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“IPs becoming very hard to get a rise out of people these days.”

a scratch team of dudes and cowhands
he had got together. [ thought I rode
rather well. I had covered dozens of
miles through the eroded gullies of my
father’s farm in Tennessee, in a Mec-
Clellan saddle on the back of a dapper
little single-footer named Prince, but I
knew what Creavy meant. He meant
in an Engligh saddle. I said, “No.”

“Hmm. Toughers,” he said.

After a while, I said, “I’m glad to’ve
met you.”

He waved his hand, gave me a genial
smile, and said, “Cheers.”

I went back to the ranch house.

FTER these failures, I was able to

snug in for two or three days, but

my aunt shook me out of it. She said she

had found me a girl. Ordinarily this

would have roused me from any

lethargy, but I was suspicious by then.
“What’s her name?”* I asked.

“Hilda Berryman. She’s Faustine
Berryman’s niece, and she just got here
yesterday. It’s all arranged. You're to
have tea with her tomorrow.”

I had never had tea with anyone.
“How old is she?” I asked.

“Why, how would T know!” my
aunt said. “I haven’t seen her. She’s
just a young girl. Her aunt says she’s
lovely.”

On the off-chance that Miss Berry-

man might be as lovely as her aunt had
said, I got up from my nap sharply at
three the next afternoon. I bathed,
shaved, and put on a whole suit of
clothes. I received my aunt’s last in-
structions, and I managed to duck the
Cadillac, because Frank Takes-the-
Gun was washing it again.

Hilda answered the door herself. I
thought she was lovely, but I could see
at my first glance that she was hopeless-
ly old. I was six feet one inch tall, and
in a crowd I could slyly pass into groups
of people twenty or even twenty-one,
But with one or two people I never pre-
tended, because under any kind of pres-
sure my coordination was bad; I had
only to approach certain pieces of furm-
ture to see them go crashing to the floor.
Following Hilda, I negotiated a passage
through what seemed to be a forest of
flimsy chairs and tabourets, and made
the living-room sofa, where I crouched
gingerly beside her, gathering myself
for the cup of tea and its saucer. I was
aware that she was talking brightly and
I was grateful. I got the sugar and the
lemon in the tea all right, and, having
achieved a precarious stability, was
ready to say something. I said, “Where
do you go to college?”

Well, it was Smith. She had just
come from Bar Harbor, and she had
once danced with the Prince of Wales.

When Siegfried Sassoon had come to
Northampton to give a reading of his
poetry, she had gone out afterward into
a sort of garden, where she could be
alone to review the experience, and
Sassoon himself had come up, mopping
his face and saying, “Good God, what
a mob! D’you mind if T talk just to
you?”

Trying to keep afloat on this wash of
sophistication, I said I had been reading
Chekhov. This was well received, and
we passed on to the stories in recent
issues of Vanmity Fawr. Her hair was
bobbed, a rich chestnut. Her eyes seemed
green and she smoked long cigarettes
of a pinkish color. I was beginning to
think her the most beautiful girl T had
ever seen, and I nerved myself to the
point of asking, “What kind of per-
fume do you use?”

Her eyes changed focus and she said,
“Black Narcissus. Why?”

“I think 1t’s wonderful.”

Now that she had noticed me, she
said, “How’s it come you’ve read
Chekhov?”

“What do you mean?”

“You're so young.” She smiled when
she said it.

“I read Chekhov all the time,” I
said sullenly. Beautiful as she was, I
knew I had to get vut of there.

I walked back to my uncle’s full of
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imaginings. My aunt pounced as I went
in the door, and asked, “How did you
like her?”

“Wonderful,” I said dreamily.

“When are you going to see her
again?”’

“I don’t know,” I said.

“What do you mean you don’t
know? Didn’t you even ask her?”

“Aunt Emily, she’s twenty-one years
old.” I said.

This struck a brief spark of compre-
hension from my aunt’s flintlike deter-
mination. “A great hulking thing like
you, anyone would take you for twenty-
one,” she said. “Now, you just phone
her and ask her to go to the dance up
at Piney tomorrow mght. We'll take
you.”

Piney was a store and a dance hall
thirty miles up in the mountains. Ev-
eryone went to the dances—ranchers,
townspeople, dudes, and cowhands—
and usually there were two or three
Indians, with pigtails and high black
sugar-loaf hats, looking solemnly in the
windows. I would have liked nothing
better than to drive the Cadillac up
there with Hilda Berryman alone, if I
had known how to drive, but I didn’t
want to appear chaperoned before all
those eyes, local, Eastern, and barbaric.
I knew this was a crisis, but I said,
“Uh-uh.”

“Why not?”

I couldn’t explain, so I made a help-
less great leap back into childhood. I
sort of glazed my eyes and said, “I don’t
want to.”

She really let me have it then. She
concocted a series of lavish visions of the
happiness I was rejecting because I was
too uncouth to appreciate it. If I had not
been such a lout with Henry Blackadder
and St. John Creavy, she would have
staged (I don’t know where) a series
of jolly little bachelor parties for me—
black tie, I gathered. She sketched out
a marital future for me. I could just as
well love a rich girl as a poor ong, and
she happened to know that the Berry-
man girl had money in her own night.
She quoted with stunning accuracy, and
somew hat less aptness, the passage from
“Lear” about how sharper than a ser-
pent’s tooth it was to have a thankless
child.

From my childhood retreat, I recog-
nized this as a purely adult crisis; you
waited it out and it would blow over,
When she subsided into a gloomy mut-
ter, I said, “I’m sorry, Aunt Emily,”
and went up to my room.

WAS able to resume my estivation
for a few days, drowsily pondering
ways of getting to see Hilda Berryman

alone, and then my un-
cle tonk a hand. He
said to me, one night
at dinner, “How’d you
like to go up on Pow-
der River?”

“Where’s Powder
Riverr” I asked.

Powder River was
to the north and east,
in the real cow coun-
try, he said; it was sev-
en hundred miles long,
a mile wide, and an
inch deep. I would
have a chance to see

the old West—there
weren’t any dudes up
there, he said, laughing.

“Sounds good,” T said. “When do
we start?

“You start tomorrow morning,”’ my
uncle said. “Some fellows are taking
some horses to Hargraves’ place, up
there. You can ride along with them,
if you want.”

“All right,” I said.

He woke me in what seemed like the
middle of the night, and we drove to a
ranch east of town where the horses
were. It was just getting light when we
arrived. I could see a corral with about
eight horses in it, kicking and biting
each other. Three more horses were
saddled and tied up outside the corral.
Sitting on two of them were two young
men, their knees around the saddle
horns, smoking cigarettes. The third
horse, a little black one, was mine.

I had thought maybe we were going
in a car; my uncle had said “ride.” I
was wearing a tweed cap, the jacket
of one of my old suits, a pair of my
uncle’s blue jeans, and high laced boots.
I looked more like a fin-de-siécle cyclist
than a horseman. However, I had
ridden horseback in Tennessee, and I
approached my mount fearlessly.

My uncle introduced me to the young
men and went back to town. Their
names were Jimmy Whitford and Pat
Einsleben and they weren’t much older
than I was. They had finished hgh
school in June and were picking up a
little money cowpunching during the
summer bhefore going down to Laramie
to the University. I didn’t get on my
horse at once, because I had heard there
was something tricky about mounting
Western horses, and I was hoping to
see one of them do it first.

“We better get started,” Jimmy
said. He shid off his horse and let down
the corral bars. A hush fell over the
horses inside. For two or three seconds,
thev stood perfectly still, trembling.
Then they all burst out of the corral at

once, and ran off over the countryside
every which way. Jimmy had his reins
in his left hand, and he put it on the
horse’s neck, his left foot in the stirrup,
took the saddle horn in his right, and he
was on. I untied the black horse and
did the same. He was moving before I
was seated. By then, Pat and Jimmy
were off in the middle distance round-
ing up the other horses.

They got them together and started
them down the road, the three of us
following at a slow trot. “How far is
this place we’re goingr” I asked.

“Hargraves’ About ninety miles,”
Pat said. “W¢’ll do it in two days.”

I didn’t know what a rate of forty-
five miles a day meant. Since then, I
have heard of cavalrymen killing their
horses by doing fifty miles in a nmight,
though they would have had a lot of
equipment, while all I had was a pack-
age of sandwiches tied on behind.

I don’t know whether the boys were
playing a joke on me or not, but the
little black horse was a pacer. I was glad,
at first, because a pacer or a single-
footer 1s easy to ride if you aren’t going
far, and I knew I couldn’t sit a trot the
way the cowpunchers did. However, if
you are going to ride all day, it is better
to take the bang-bang-bang of a trot
than to have one side of you pulled
forward and the other back at every
step.

For the first two hours, we were in
fairly civilized ranching country. There
were barbed-wire fences on both sides
of the road, which kept the horses from
darting off. They could go only for-
ward or back. Occasionally, one of them
would wheel slyly and come charging
straight at us, all flying mane and roll-
ing eyeballs, but Jimmy and Pat would
turn him and head him around. When
we got to open country, the horses
seemed to have used up their matutinal
zip and they drove like sheep.




By then, the sun was up and shining
in our eyes. Immediately around us
were vast plains of sagebrush, with no
trees except a few aspens and cotton-
woods in the creek bottoms, and in the
distance the long, suave lines of the
hills. It began to get hot, and we didn’t
talk much. When we did, Jimmy and
Pat were very civil. They knew they
had a dude, but they didn’t refer to my
costume or my horsemanship. When
the sun had passed over our heads, they
both took out bandanna handkerchiefs
and tied them to shield the backs of
their necks. I did the same with a clean
white handkerchief, Pat asked, “How’s
the little black horse ride?”

The little black horse had begun to
tear subtly at my abdominal muscles
some time before, but I said, “Fine.
Why!?”

They looked at each other, bleak,
deadpan. Then Pat said, “Ain’t neither
one of us ever rode him, that’s all.”

About seven o’clock that evening,
we pulled into a whistle stop of the
C. B. & Q. Railroad. There were three
trees, a water tower, some corrals, a
general store, and a frame house adjoin-
ing it that had a sign, “HOTEL,” on
it. Pat and Jimmy put the tired horses
into the corrals, and fed and watered
them. Then we all went to the store.

I walked wide between the legs, feel-
ing as though I were stll astride, but
not a horse—maybe a boiler full of
steam. My head was so hot that I was
sure I had a fever, and while the others
were arranging with the proprietor,
who was also the hotelkeeper, for beds
and supper, I noticed a mirror hanging
behind a counter piled with bolts of yard
goods, and went to look in it. I felt
changed. The mirror had “CHEW MAIL
POUCH” across it in frosted script, and,
peering between the letters, I saw that
my forchead and nose were dead white
under the dust but my cheeks and

DON'T
WALK

[
T

2

&W’

the sides of my neck were a deep, sore
red.

We went over to the hotel. Pat and
Jimmy ate a couple of pounds of the
local beef. I ate only a quart of vanilla
ice cream, and went straight to bed. It
got cold there at nmight, so there were
plenty of blankets. Draped over a wick-
er armchair in my room was a ratty
old red Paisley shawl with a hole in it,
and there was a large piece of Brussels
carpet on the floor. I put both of these
over the blankets on the bed and
crawled in. When they called me, at
four in the morning, the fever was gone
and 1 felt better—at least until I
climbed into the saddle.

Pat and Jimmy let the horses out of
the corrals. A lone Indian, in moccasins
and a blue serge suit, was sitting on one
of the struts of the water tower. The
horses broke out of the corral and tore
off over the plain beyond the C. B. & Q.
right of way. I saw the Indian laugh—
a spectacle of some rarity. The horses,
I had learned, had never had so much
as a hackamore on them. We were
taking them up to Hargraves’ to be
broken.

HE second day was much like the

first. The country didn’t seem to
change, except when I looked behind,
toward the mountains. The foothills
gradually shrank to a thin green line,
and bursting into the air above them
was the white massif of Cloud Peak. 1
had never been far enough away to see
it before.

It was just getting dark when we
reached Powder River. It was a raging
torrent five hundred yards wide. Pat
and Jimmy rode up to the bank and
stared down at it glumly.

“What’s this about it being an inch
deep?” T asked.

“It s, usually. I never seen it like this.
Ain’t been no rains,” Pat said.

“Must’ve had a heavy dew up the
river,” Jimmy said.

“I’'m laughing,” Pat said sourly.

He rode back a httle way, got off,
let out his cinch, and slid his saddle and
blanket to the ground. Jimmy did the
same. I got down and led my horse
back there. “What you doing?” I
asked.

“Going to sleep here tonight,” Pat
said. ““T’he river should be down in the
morning. We’ll just have to turn the
horses loose and catch "em then.”

We were standing in a gravelly
patch of sagebrush. It would be cold
with nothing over me but a saddle
blanket, and, as stiff as I had been that
morning, I didn’t know whether I
would ever rise again after a might ly-
ing on gravel and sharp chat. We had
talked about snakes, too. “What about
rattlesnakes? ” I asked.

“Why, they don’t just come up and
bite you. You got to bother ’em,” Jim-
my said.

I thought simple trespass might be a
bother to them, and I led my horse
back to the riverbank. I had won a cou-
ple of medals for swimming and I knew
I could make 1t across, but I didn’t think
the little black horse was in shape to
swim very far. I was trying to see how
deep the river was. A dead tree came
bobbing past. Its roots caught on the
bottom and it stood up straight for a
second before it was swept along, so I
gauged that the water was only four or
five feet deep. I went back to Pat and
Jimmy, who were gathering wood to
make a fire, and asked, “How far is it
to Hargraves’ after you get across?”

“Can you swim!” they both said.

“Sure,” I said, justifying civilization.

“We can’t swim a lick,” Pat said.

“Toughers,” T said. “Guess you’ll
have to sleep here, then.”

[ mounted and slid down the bank
into the current, Pat called, “If you
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make it, it ain’t but about a mile! Just
keep on the road!”

“Don’t you worry! I’ll make it!” I
called back.

The little black horse took the cur-
rent well. 'The water came up to my
calves, then to my thighs, and we still
had bottom. The horse instinctively
faced upstream, but, pushed by the cur-
rent, we crossed on a long downstream
slant. When the water reached my
armpits, I could feel him swimming,
and I tried to hold his head up with the
reins. Then I felt him touch bottom;
he had had to swim only eighteen or
twenty feet. In a minute, I rode up the
far bank, dripping. I turned and waved
to Pat and Jimmy, and yelled, “Come
on! You can make it!”

I saw them talk a minute, and then
they saddled up. They drove the tired
mustangs into the river ahead of them,
and the mustangs came out first and
stood dripping and shuddering with
their heads hanging down. I sat watch-
ing Patand Jimmy’s taut faces above the
brown water with real enjoyment. They
made it all right, and they talked about
it the rest of the way to Hargraves’.

W AS too tired and it was too dark
for me to pay much attention to the
ranch when we got there. Hargraves

was a big man of forty, who needed a
shave. His wife had that weather-
beaten, male look women get when
they have been lonely and overworked.
There was no one else there. The
kitchen had a clay floor that shone in
the lamplight. Mrs. Hargraves fed us
fat, thick bacon, beans, bread, and cof-
fee, and we went to bed. The Har-
graveses hadn’t expected me, so the
three of us had to sleep in the same bed,
but it didn’t matter.

In the morning, I was sure everyone
could hear me creak when I moved.
Mrs. Hargraves silently fed us bacon,
beans, and bread again. I thought that
afterward we would have nothing to do
but wait around until Pat’s brother
came to get us in a car. The horses we
had ridden were part of the lot that was
to be sold to Hargraves, provided he
liked the look of them. My interest in
horses was faint that day, but Har-
graves wanted to see this bunch, and
the four of us went to the corral they
were in to look at them. The others
talked about hocks and fetlocks, while
I, happy to be standing up, furtively
clenched certain muscles to see if they
still worked. Hargraves said he would
start breaking the mustangs the next
day. Later, he asked me if I had ever
been on Powder River before, and

when I said [ hadn’t, he took me to his
artesian well. Water was flowing out
of a four-inch pipe. Hargraves struck a
match and held it to the mouth of the
pipe, and [ had before me the enter-
taining spectacle of fire and water com-
ing from the same spout. The match Iit
a blue flame about a foot long that
whistled straight out of the pipe, like a
torch.

Then a little fat man with a gun on
his hip came riding up. I hadn’t seen a
gun on anyone’s hip since I came West,
He got down and forthrightly told
Hargraves he would have to dip all his
COWS.

“Why, for God’s sake?” Hargraves
asked.

“Tick,” the little man said.

Hargraves said, “Man, I can’t dip
any cows. I let all my hands go for the
summer.”

The little man only shrugged. He
got on his horse and went off down the
road at a walk.

“Who’s he?” I asked.

“Government man.” Hargraves
looked at us. “You got to stay and help
me dip my cows. It won’t take long.”

My seat and thighs cried out almost
audibly against this, but I could see that
a kind of unbrookable neighborliness
was involved.
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“How many you running now?”
Pat asked.

“T'wo thousand head, maybe,” Har-
graves told him.

After a while, we had dinner, and
then we all three mounted again. I
stood in my stirrups; I had seen real
cowpunchers do this. Hargraves said to
Pat, “Mile over that hill, you’ll see
some aspens. L'here’s a bunch of cows
there.” To Jimmy, he said, “Go down
there in those bottoms. They’ll be
strung out.” And to me, “Go straight
up that coulee. There’ll be a hundred
and fifty, two hundred up there.”

We rode a quarter of a mile down a
lane together before we split up. I asked,
“How do you drive cows?”

“Just get in behind ’em and holler,”
Pat said.

I rode up the coulee. T didn’t know
how far I’d have to go, but in ten min-
utes I saw my quarry—a couple of hun-
dred whiteface cows grazing peace-
fully. I rode slowly through them, and
when I had got behind them, I called,
“Come on! Get up! Let’s go!” in a
quiet, coaxing voice. Then I shouted.
Then I swore at them, riding nervously
back and forth. Nothing happened ex-
cept that a cow here and there glanced
up curiously at me and then went
back to eating. My throat gave out. I
waited and tried again. Not a cow
moved. I was sitting there baffled when
I heard the clippety-clip of a horse
coming fast. Hargraves was on it. He
shouted, “What in hell’re you doing
with them goddam cows? Bring ’em
on down.”

*“Lcan't,” I saxd.

Hargraves yelled at them once, and
they all lifted their heads and started
down the coulee. I thought, They know
him, but I doubted it even as I thought
it. There was some trick to it.

I didn’t find out what it was, though.
Hargraves sent me out again the next
morning. I found my cows grazing
in a swale. I rode around behind them
and began to holler, and they all
threw up their heads and started out of
the swale at a trot. I got them down to
the corral promptly, and Hargraves
sent me out for another
bunch.

I started these up
almost casually, and
then, about halfway
back to the ranch, they
came to a big coulee.
They trotted up to the
edge and looked down
into it. It was about
two hundred feet
deep—a long slope of

sand. No cow wanted

to try it. I shouted and cursed, but
they would not go down. I rode along
the bank a little way, but I couldn’t
see the end of it; we had to cross. I took
my horse back a hundred yards, kicked
him into a gallop, and rode straight at
them, shouting, expecting them to
scare. 1 hey parted to let me through,
and I nearly pitched down the slope
myself.

The beasts didn’t awe me as they had
the day before, but I didn’t know what
to do. I was sure that Powder River
cowpokes must have been in worse pre-
dicaments, and I tried to think of some-
thing easy and careless—something
frontier—that would start them down.
They were still standing in a line along
the edge of the coulee, bawling. I tried
running at them on foot, yelling and
waving my cap. They didn’t even look
around. I booted a couple of them in
the tail. They gave me hurt looks, I
picked a small one, and charged her
hind legs as I would a tackle, trying to
make her stumble forward. It was like
running full tlt into a wire fence. I
bounced back, and the cow mooed re-
proachfully. At last, I picked up a weck-
old calf and tossed it down the slope. It
rolled over and over, and the mother
followed it, bellowing. The others fol-
lowed the mother, and I had no more
problems. That night, I asked Pat to
show me how to roll a cigarette with
one hand.

OR three more days we rode the

range. (I stll rather like the
phrase.) At last, we had all the cattle
penned in the corrals, objecting. By
government order, we had to immerse
each one in a concrete vat full of a solu-
tion of warm water and nicotine sul-
phate, to kill the ticks. The vat was
about thirty feet long, eight feet deep,
and the width of a cow. A chute of cot-
tonwood logs ran up to one end of it,
and a ramp led down into the fluid,
Hargraves said we would begin with
the bulls.

Hargraves himself cut out his head
bull and drove him into the chute. He
was one of those enormous Herefords,
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with long, down-sweeping horns and a
back as broad as a sidewalk. He was
wary, and he walked stiff-legged the
length of the chute, showing the whites
of his eyes. He came to the edge of the
ramp and stopped. He looked the setup
over and started to back up the chute
in a stately fashion. Hargraves went
behind him, slipped a four-by-four
between the cottonwood logs and
against two uprights, and stopped him.
“Now, come along, sir. Come on, old
fellow,” he murmured warmly. “Noth-
ing to scare you.” The bull lifted his
chin and breathed fast, but he didn’t
move.,

“Gimme that pitchfork,” Hargraves
said.

Pat handed 1t to him,

Hargraves thrust it between the logs
and jabbed the bull in the ham. “Now,
git along there, you old bastard!” he
shouted. The bull blew all his breath
out roughly, and we could hear his
horns knock against the wood.

“He ain’t going to move for that,”
Pat said. |

“TI know he ain’t. I know what he
will move for, though,” Hargraves said,
and he went into the barn.

He came back with a broomstick and
a couple of dry-cell batteries. He had
driven two nails into one end of the
stick, and he wound some copper wire
around the nails. He ran the wire up
the stick, fixed a push button to the wire,
taped it down, and attached 1t to the
batteries. He went up to the chute and
touched the nails to the bull’s flank.
Then he pressed the button.

It may well have been the most mag-
nificent sight I will ever see. The bull
had room for a little run and he went
down the chute as fast as he could go.
He soared and, like Nijinsky, paused a
moment against the blue sky, rampant,
the sun glinting off his coppery flanks,
one foreleg daintily bent, and his eyes
as big and round as pool balls. Then he
fell, and the water choked his bellow.
A tremendous splash rose, and we all
cheered.

Nothing exciting happened after
that. The young bulls docilely followed
the old one, and the
cows the bulls.

The dipping took
several days, and then
Pat’s brother came to
get usin a car. The trip
back to town took us
only four hours.

I got out of the car
at my uncle’s house. It
was the middle of the
afternoon, and my
aunt saw me from the

T
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front porch. “Don’t you come this
way!” she called. “Go around to the
back.”

“What’s the matter?” [ said.

“Pah! Look at you.”

I must have been pretty dirty. I
hadn’t shaved, or even bathed, except
once in Powder River, and 1t was so
muddy I must have put on more than
I took off. I went to take a bath and I
heard my aunt telling Frank Takes-the-
Gun to burn everything I had worn—
everything. When I was clean, I put on
some dude clothes and went out on the
front porch. My uncle had come home.
He was asking me what kind of time I’d
had, and I was telling him, when my
aunt broke in, squinting at me. “What’s
the matter with you? You're fat.”

I didn’t believe that. 1 felt lean and
rangy. Bacon, beans, and bread make
a weary meal three times a day, and
after the first day or so [ had eaten only
enough to keep going on. I went and
looked in the mirror over the hall table.
She was right. I wasn’t lean at all. My
face was as round as the moon, and my
skin was tight and shiny. I looked
pumped up.

I went back out on the porch. My
uncle said offhandedly, “It’s just that
water.”

“What do you mean? What water?”
my aunt asked.

“T'he water they drink up there,” he
said. “It’s full of gas. He’ll deflate in a
day or two.”

WAITED a few days untl I went

down. Then I felt like a cowpunch-
er. With my red hands and red neck, I
looked rather like one, and I behieved
that a natural way to ingratiate myself
with Hilda Berryman would be to call on
her and tell her all about Powder River.
There was a livery stable in town,
Later, I could rent some horses, and she
and I would go riding. I gave myself
two hours of stern sartorial preparation.

My aunt caught me slipping out of
the door and asked where I was going.
When I told her, she said, “You missed
your chance there, all right, all right.
Henry Blackadder’s back from Mon-
tana.”

I went on in spite of this. During the
short mights on Powder River, lying
three in the bed with the coyotes yowl-

ing, 1 had built up Hilda’s beauty grain
by gramn untl, if she had been mine to
swap, I wouldn’t have swapped her for
Corinne Gniffith, or Norma Talmadge
as Moonyeen.

When I saw her in the flesh, she held
up very well. But it was her advantage
every time we met, and I had to wrestle
for twenty minutes with ““T’he Forsyte
Saga” (which I had not read) before
I could get on to Powder River. I en-
larged the lone Indian in the blue serge
suit into a surly tribe of Sioux; I whipped
the head off a rattlesnake with a quirt
(which was quite true: he had been sun-
nming himself on the log that served as
the Hargraveses’ front stoop); and I
posed as William S. Hart imperturbably
guiding a stampede. Then I asked if she
would go riding with me.

“Not here,” she said, dismissing
everything west of the Appalachians. “I
ride only an English saddle.”

I wasn’t surprised at all. This was
merely one more penalty for being too
young. And since when evening came,
so would Henry Blackadder, I thought
of getting away. Stll, I had to plot my
exit, make myself look good. I said that
if she wouldn’t ride with me, I would
ride alone (“into the sunset” went un-
spoken ); I said restlessly that I wanted
to get back into boots and jeans, imply-
ing that my present muscles made dude
clothes constricting. In fact, [ said, it
had put me to quite a lot of trouble to
get ready to see her.

She sniffed, smiling. “And you even
shined your shoes, didn’t your” she
said.

That ejected me. I wrote to her
halfway through my senior year in high
school, but T never mentioned Pow-
der River to her again.

—ALLAN SEAGER

THE PARTING

A subtle yet disruptive stir

Surrounds the girl, surrounds the man,
As other eyes become aware

These lovers are not what they were,
And doves drop hungry through the air,
Down past the green, unsecing leaf,
T'o watch this pair so bleakly scan

T'he panorama of their grief.

A murmur from the weeping tree,

Tall belvedere of every dove,

Invades the landscape of these two,

Mourning their mute inconstancy;

But there is nothing doves can do

And nothing man and girl would hear.

Poor late cartographers of love,

They leave the grieving belvedere.
—HAarRRrRY BrOWN
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CREATING AN ATMOSPHERE

ETTING out for France on the
Liberté one morning a few weeks
ago, I went aboard a couple

of hours ahead of the scheduled eleven-
thirty sailing time, because I wanted
to drop in on an old friend—Robert
Bellet, the ship’s commissaire principal,
or chief purser—before he became sub-
merged in the customary deluge of
last-minute details. In the hierarchy of
the French Line—known more formal-
ly as the Compagnie Générale Trans-
atlantique, which, in turn, 1s known less
formally as Transat—Bcdllet’s title
carries considerably more weight than
the English translation suggests, All the
company’s ships have pursers, of course,
but they range in rank from seventh-
grade on up; at the moment there are
only twenty-six first-grade comanis-
saires, and only four of these have been
further honored by the designation
principal. Since Bellet 1s the senior
member of that tiny group, and since
he has been decorated by his govern-
ment as a Chevalier du Meérite Mari-
time, he is unquestionably a five-star
man in his profession. [n fact, it is
largely because of Bellet that many
travellers choose the Liberté; experience
has taught them that he i1s unsurpassed
in his ability to create an indefinable
(but highly agreeable) something that
old French Line hands call Patmosphére
Transat. I am partial to the Liberté for
the same reason, and also because Bellet
and I have known each other since the
spring of 1928, when he was an ap-
prentice purser on the Ile-de-France,
making his first Atlantic crossing, and
I was second violinist in the ship’s seven-
piece orchestra. Part of his job in those
days was to persuade us musicians to
forgo such shipboard distractions as the
bar long enough to play our instruments
for at least a couple of hours out of every
twenty-four, and to prevent us from
abstracting bottles of wine from the
passengers’ tables with the idea of dis-
posing of them profitably on the parched
American mainland. [ can’t say that
Bellet was very successful in these ef-
forts, but his superiors must have under-
stood that the assignment was hopeless.
At any rate, his present position suggests
that no black mark was entered against
his name.

After locating my stateroom and
making my presence known to the
steward, I headed for Bellet’s office,
which is situated at the end of a nar-
row cornidor on the pertside of A Deck
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amidships. As usual, the
entrance to the corri-
dor was flanked by two
mousses, or bellboys,
dressed in red livery,
who stood at attention
as they waited to run
crrands for the com-
nussaire principal. The
office itself 1s a nine-by-
twelve-foot stateroom,
with  two portholes,
walls of polished dark
wood panelling, a thick
brown carpet, a few
leather chairs, and a
highly polished desk,
whose surface was bare
except for a fountain
pen, a small reading
lamp, and a few neatly
stacked papers. As I
entered, Bellet rose
from behind the desk
and welcomed me with a characteristi-
cally vigorous handshake. In the nearly
three decades since our first joint At-
lantic crossing, we have occasionally
met while travelling on French Line
ships—nhe as a purser and I as a passen-
ger—and each time I have marvelled at
hew little he has changed. Five feet
nine, and now fifty-one years old, he
has managed over the years to hold his
weight down to about a hundred and
seventy-five pounds, notwithstanding
the gastronomically supercharged qual-
ity of latmosphére Transat. He has
chestnut hair that is always neatly
trimmed and brushed, a high forchead,
blue-green eyes, a prominent, straight-
bridged nose, thin lips, and a decisive
jaw, and his face 1s capable, especially
when he compresses his lips to the van-
ishing point, of expressing an enormous
amount of skepticism—a traditional
Norman trait that he comes by naturally
as a native of Le Havre. A certain fas-
tidiousness about his posture and his
dress aboard ship (he was wearing a
splendidly tailored white uniform that
morning, with a white shirt and a black
four-in-hand) makes many passengers
take him for a German or an Anglo-
Saxon, and except for the cigarette that
usually dangles from the left corner of
his mouth, he has none of the manner-
1isms commonly considered French. An
unsentimental, imperturbable, and un-
communicative man who rarely raises
his voice, he presents a front of what
seems to be calculated aloofness. This

Robert Bellet
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gives some people the
idea that his nature is
a cold one, but in that,
I have come to believe,
they are mistaken.

As I had expected,
Bellet and I did not
have much time to chat
before the interruptions
began—novice passcn-
gers who were con-
vinced that their lug-
gage had been lost,
French Line officials
with papers to be signed,
anxious assistants with
problems of all sorts to
present. While Bellet
dealt with these callers,
bricfly but courtcous-
ly, I examined the fa-
miliar #mise
On one wall of the
stateroom hung three
gouaches of Paris street
scenes by Bernard La-
motte, a friend of Bel-
let’'s, and on another,
alongside a telephone,
there were a colored diagram of the
interior of the Liberté and a lst of
the ship’s sailing dates, with a capital
“B” pencilled in next to some of them—
not for “Bellet,”” I knew, but for
“Beatitude,”’ signifying that he would
be on vacation. The Liberté annual-
ly makes about twenty round trips
across the Atlantic, carrying a thou-
sand or so passengers at each sailing, and
Bellet goes along on about fifteen of
them. For every thirty days aboard,
whether at sea or in port, he gets eight
days off, which amounts to about two
and a half months of béatitude a year,
and these he spends at his home in Le
Havre, resting up from his labors.

Bellet’s labors—although he is skilled
at concealing the fact from his passen-
gers—are tremendously taxing, and not
the least taxing of them is to sce to it
that latmosphére Transat pervades the
ship at all times. It took me a good
many voyages on French Line ships to
realize that, far from bcing just a spon-
taneous Gallic phenomenon, this atmos-
phere—as intangible yct as unmistak-
able as the tang of salt in the air—is the
product of careful strategy, incessant
watchfulness, and arduous training,
spiced with tradition, imagination, and
good taste. The master strategist is the
purser, who ranks just below the captain
and who supervises practically all aspects
of the voyage that are not strictly nauti-
cal. On the Liberté, the purser’s domain
comprises staterooms, kitchens, aining
rooms, night clubs, bars, swimming

En Scene.
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pools, and other recrea-
tion areas, and his staff
numbers seven hundred
and forty-two, includ-
ing chefs (a hundred
and sixty-five of them),
bakers, butchers, con-
fectioners, cafetiers
(coffee-makers), head-
waiters, waiters, bus-
boys, wine stewards,
barmen, cavistes (wine-
cellar workers), state-
room stewards, bath
stewards, deck stew-
ards, smoking-room
stewards, musicians,
mechanics, laundry-
men, telephone opera-
tors, bellhops, elevator
operators, night watch-
men,carpenters, plumb-
ers, secretaries, typists,
barbers, hairdressers,
manicurists, florists, and
salesgirls. The purser’s
success In generating
and preserving the
fragile atmosphere de-
pends largely on his
skill in directing this
horde of subordinates,
and although he must
on occasion be a severe
disciplinarian, he must
not be so severe that the
staff becomes spiritless
or disgruntled. More-
over, awesome as his administrative
duties are, the purser—of a French
Line ship, at least—can never be merely
an administrator. He must also display
the talents of a hotel manager, a social
arbiter, an impresario, and a linguist,
prepared to converse with half a dozen
people in half a dozen languages on
half a dozen subjects, all pretty much
at the same time.

Bellet seems admirably suited to this
protean job. His subordinates appear
to regard him with just the right mix-
ture of respect and affection, he knows
how to handle even the balkiest passen-
gers, and he has a knack for clearing up
ticklish situations—a knack that must
certainly be appreciated by the captains
under whom he has served. The cap-
tain relies on him to act as a go-between
in dealing with customs and harbor of-
ficials and with all the people who
feel an ungovernable urge to tell the
captain how to run his ship. During a
westward crossing in late December of
1950, Bellet acquitted himself with
typical distinction in handling two
touchy groups of passengers—the Rus-
sian and the Yugoslavian delegates to
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the United Natons, who were on their
way to a meeting in New York. Rela-
tions between their countries were
particularly strained just then, and
Bellet could have wished that the two
delegations had had the delicacy to take
different ships. But since they hadn’t, he
did his best to ease the tension, and after
four days of cautious but masterly
diplomacy he succeeded in bringing the
hostile factions together at—of all im-
probable occasions—a midnmight Christ-
mas service in the Liberté’s theatre.
Having once got them under one
roof, Bellet rushed in a buffer state
in the form of a children’s choir,
called Les Peuts Chanteurs 2 la Croix
de Bois, that happened to be aboard,
and had the tots sing both a Russian
and a Yugoslavian carol. L’atmosphére

Transat glowed like a Christmas can-
dle.

S the hour of our departure ap-
proached, nervous passengers and
harried assistants popped into Bellet’s
office with increasing frequency, and he
answered their questions in the same
unrufled manner—patient with the

was just beginning to find
himself when he was displaced by automation.”

passengers, decisive but polite with his
staff. Whenever he had a moment to
himself, he leafed through a document
that, he told me, listed passagers de
marque—voyagers who, in the opinion
of the French Line office in New York,
merited special attention during the
crossing. “Here, this will give you an
idea of what I’'m up against,” he said,
showing me a page. A notation after one
name read, “Grand ami de notre Com-
pagnie,” and after another, “T'rés
fidéele client,” while a third pointed out
that the traveller had been “highly
recommended by our Freight Depart-
ment’’—bits of information that would,
I gathered, be translated into preferred
dining-room locations, invitations to
select shiphoard parties, and other forms
of flattery. Studying this list, Bellet
from time to time jotted a notation of
his own beside a name, based on his
personal knowledge of the passen-
ger concerned. “Now here’s a man,”
he said as he made one such jotting,
“who absolutely detests cocktail par-
ties.”

Presently, a whistle sounded and a
voice began chanting the familiar
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bilingual request over the ship’s loud-
speaker system: “Towus les wisiteurs a
terre, s'il vous plait. All visitors ashore,
please.” Just then, a tired-looking gray-
haired man with thick-lensed spectacles
came into the room and slumped into
a chair. Bellet introduced him to me
as Léon Douspis, the Liberté’s chief
radio officer, and I soon learned why
he seemed so exhausted. This was to
be his final crossing—he was almost
fifty-five, the retirement age fixed by
French law for all salaried employees
who earn their living on the sea—and
during the ship’s stopover in New York
he had been the guest of honor at a
round of farewell parties, climaxed by
one the night before at the Waldorf that
had clearly been a great success. Dous-
pis had dropped in to show Bellet a pho-
tograph of*this grand finale—a lot of
animated men and women at tables
adorned with flowers, glasses, and bot-
tles, and, in the smoke-filled back-
ground, the sardonic face of the chief
purser. “Ah, tu as toujours Uair d'un
M ephastopheles,” Douspis told Bellet,
and rose wearily and left,

As the final all-visitors-ashore warn-
ing sounded, Guy de Berc, the French
Line’s general manager for this side of
the ocean, hurried in to sign some pa-
pers having to do with the Liberté’s
expenses while in port. Then, wish-
ing us a good trip, he departed. Two
minutes later, right on the dot of
eleven-thirty, the Liberté began to
move out into the river, and Bellet,
after glancing out of a porthole at the
dirty-gray water of the harbor, resumed
his paperwork.

HE next morning, Bellet was at
his desk at the customary hour—
seven-forty-five. No sooner had he
seated himself than his first caller of the
day appeared. This was the ship’s chief
printer, who had brought along proofs
of all the menus for the day—the reg-
ular menus and the special ones for chil-
dren, private parties, and officers, as well
as a bill of fare for dogs, who were
offered a choice of “La Gatene
‘Liberté’ ” (Haricots Verts, Poulet
Haché, Riz Nature arrosé de Jus de
Viande, et des Biscottes en Poudre) or
“La Préférence du Danois” (Os de
Céoté de Beuf, de Jambon, et de
Veau). Bellet read the menus through
carefully, pointing out one or two
typographical errors, and then, with
a nod, handed them back to the
printer.
Next, Bellet picked up the telephone,
asked to be connected with the ship’s
theatre, and told the person at the other
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| end that the movie for that afternoon

would be ““T'he Barretts of Wimpole
Street.” Films are supplied to the
Liberté by the French Line’s New York
and Paris offices, but it 1s up to Bellet to
decide when they are to be shown, and
if he doesn’t think a particular film suit-
able, he refuses to show it at all. “Our
pictures must please Frenchmen and
Americans, young and old, priests and
atheists, radicals and conservatives,” he
told me. “On a ship, people have no
choice about what picture they will see,
and we try to make sure that no one 1s
offended. I turned down “War and
Peace,’ for instance, because I felt that
a lot of Frenchmen wouldn’t have liked
its portrait of Napoleon. To give you
an idea, three films that have gone over
well with practically all our passengers
are ‘Moby Dick,” “The Solid-Gold
Cadillac,” and a Fernandel picture
called ‘Sénéchal le Magnifique.” Now,
“T'he Barretts of Wimpole Street’—
that shouldn’t rub anybody the wrong
Wa}?_,’

At eight, Claude Ranchon, who, as
commissaire administratif, 15 Bellet’s
top personnel officer, called on his chief
to report, among other things, that the
barber was in sick bay with a stomach
ache and that the ship’s restaurant em-
ployees had elected a man named
Moulin to represent them in their deal-
ings with the ship’s officers.

“Moulin?” Bellet repeated vaguely.

“Pére Moulin,” said Ranchon. “The
old chef buffetier.”

“Oh, yes,” Bellet said. “A fine fel-
low. He probably had the chefs,
cafetiers, and cavistes on his side, and
the barmen, waiters, headwaiters, and
wine stewards against him.”

After Ranchon came the cabin-class
and tourist-class pursers, who report to
Bellet every morning—their reports on
this occasion were brief and presented
no problems—and then came Henri
Kernoa, the ship’s maitre d’ hotel prin-
cipal, or chief steward, and Pierre
Ollagnier, the chef de réception, who
functions as the liaison man between the
chief purser and the passengers. These
high-ranking assistants had come to help
Bellet plan how to initiate atmosphére
T'ransat on this particular crossing, and
the three men settled down to what
promised to be a fairly lengthy discus-
sion. Kernoa—gray-haired and dap-
per—had already got things started by
assigning the passengers their places in
the dining room. “It’s a tricky business,
deciding who sits at what table and with
whom, and the way it’s handled may
make the difference between a happy

| and a not-so-happy voyage,” Bellet re-
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marked, for my benefit. “Some people
want to be alone and others want com-
pany, but often neither kind will say so.
M. Kernoa must therefore do a lot of
guessing. Some people like to sit in the
middle of the dining room and some
want to hide out behind pillars. Old
ladies may want to be seated with gay
young people, but, unfortunately, as
a usual thing gay young people
don’t want to sit with old ladies. So
where are you going to put your old
ladies? ”’

Kernoa told me that he had learned
everything he knew about gracefully
disposing of old ladies from Olivier
Naffrechoux, a maitre d’hitel principal,
now retired and living quetly in his
home in southwestern France, who in
his day was to the French Line what
César Ritz had been to the world of
luxury hotels. Serving, at one time or
another, on all the company’s best-
known ships—the Normandie, the Ile-
de-France, and the Libert¢e among
them—Naffrechoux, who was called
“Monseigneur” by those who worked
under him, became famous for his al-
most overwhelmingly elegant hauteur.
He was also celebrated for his powers of
persuasion, and is said to have achieved
the impossible by now and then mak-
ing even the most finicky passengers
believe that dining at the unfashion-
able and generally despised first sit-
ting could be fun. “Ah, Naffrechoux
was formidable,”” Kernoa said. “That
first-sitting problem is as bad as ever—
if not worse. Some people would rather
have a table right beside the kitchen
during the second sitting than a good
table during the first. At home, no
doubt, quite a few of them eat their din-
ner at six, but on a ship they feel they
must wait unul half past nine. I expect
that I'll spend most of the afternoon
dealing with people who want to trans-
fer to the second sitting. But that’s
only one of our problems. What do
you suppose happened at the second
sitting last night? I assigned a honey-
moon couple to a beautifully isolated
table for two. Couldn’t be more ideal,
you might think. But no. They obvi-
ously didn’t have a word to say to
each other.”

“Already!” said Bellet, puffing up
his cheeks and then suddenly expelling
the air—a favorite mannerism of his.

“Of course, a lot of people have their
hearts set on sitting at the captain’s
table,” Kernoa went on. “But even if
they are invited to, there’s a good chance
they won’t be happy about it. There
are really only two seats of honor at a
captain’s table—the one at his right and



"~ AVISCO

RAYOMN FIBERS

-'.-'f \

it
3 ::"' hd . =
Fah g =
Eer e h
* AL a - .

Windsor in Frankly Fabrics’ “Cobblestone,” textured Avisco rayon and cotton, Black. navy or brown with paisley cotton sash. Sizes 10-20, about $13.

Dress: Designed by Grace Norman for Kay

With never a wrinkle to show for the busy life it leads, this modern

\visco. ravon and cotton fabric washes by machine, irons m a trice.

el )
l.{"' - g
F s

\ Kay Windsor design in a fabric qualified for the tag you

i{II() \\ Irlcan& [_pé {( d {] Ll (lllt} * AMERICAN VISCOSE CORPORATION, NEW YORK 1. N Y. ‘lﬂls .I

Mew York City, B. Altman « New Orleans, Maison Blanche « Los Angeles, The May Co. « Philadelphia, John Wanamaker & oF



Mﬁﬂ@. . . the new lightweight champion!

WOLLENSAK 1500

HI-FIDELITY DUAL-SPEED TAPE RECORDER

DISTINGUISHED APPEARANCE!
Superbly elegant when open or closed.
Handsome, modern styling in rich
salin-chrome and off-white harmonizes
with every decor.

EASY OPERATION!
Simplified key-board
controls. Handy,
slrikingly beautiful
operaling panel
provides the ulmost
in operaling ease.

THE most magnificent, lichtweight and compact tape recorder
available—achieved with top-quality miniaturized components and all-metal
airplane type construction. Measuring only 614"x1014"x1134" and weighing
a scant 18 lbs.. it accepts 7" reels with playing time of three hours using long-
play tape. Provides finest “Balanced-Tone’ high fidelity with enough power
to accommodate LARGE auditorium speakers. In addition to the outstanding
features illustrated here, it includes: tape speeds of 3.75 and 7.5 i.p.s.; ex-
clusive high speed rewind lever. .. two-level recording indicator . .. precision
index counter; streamlined retractable handle and a host of other advan-
tages. Complete with microphone, reels (one with tape) and cords. $189.50

ULTRA-POWERFUL!
10 watts push-pull
audio output—{four
limes greater than
larger, less portable
recorders. Ideal for
auditorium use,

Collapsible Slip-Over Traveling Cover with pockel for reels, cords, $7.50

FREE DEMONSTRATION — Your authorized Wollensak Dealer will be glad to show

CONSOLE
you the “1500"" and other fine woLLENsAKk Cameras and Projectors. See him now!

PERFORMANCE!
Frequency response:
40-15,000 cps. & 3 db.
al 713 i.p.s.; 40-7500
cps. = 3 db. ar 33f
ips; WOW and
flutter less than 0.37%.

WOLLENSAK OPTICAL CO. - CHICAGO 16, ILL.
WORLD RENOWNED FOR FINE OPTICAL EQUIPMENT SINCE 1899

wirt MM MOVIE
CAMERA — 13mm
/1.9 Lens. Built-
in filter dial system;
“WEATHER-EYE"
exposure dial; film-
spool lead; "Pic-
ture-Window" op-
tical wview-finder,
F.E.T. inc. $69.50

“43" SMM TURRET
MOVIE CAMERA—
Same features as
A2 with sensa-
tienal 13mm /1.9
3-lens system
turret for normal,
wide-angle and
telephoto shots.
F.E.T. inc...$99.50

w5 MM MOVIE
PROJECTOR=—
Push button con-
trols; forward, re-
verse and still;
AGC/DC: rheostat;
removable splicer;
500-750 watts;
three 400-ft. resis,
case .. . $162.50

ig15*" 2x2 SLIDE
PROJECTOR-—
Shows 35mm, ban-
tam or 115"x115"
ciides automati-
callyl 5 F/3.5 lens.
Case, extra con-
denser lens, cord
and 7 magazine
trays ... %149.50




the one directly opposite him. Well, |,

when we are trying to please two passen-
gers of almost equal importance, we
sometimes place the higher dignitary
opposite the captain, and assign the seat
on the captain’s right to the wife of the
lesser one. Sort of cvens things up—or
so we hope. But who can tell? Perhaps
the wife of the higher dignitary will be
resentful. No matter what we do, some
feelings are bound to be hurt, and the
next morning Ollagnier has to make
the rounds, apologizing to miffed dig-
nitaries and inviting them to cocktail
parties and receptions, and M. Bellet
has to send flowers and perfumes to the
wives,”

Bellet, Kernoa, and Ollagnier, [ dis-
covered, go to considerable lengths to
anticipate and forestall trouble in this
edgy field of social relations. They keep
dossiers on all regular passengers who
have some claim to recognition as im-
portant personages, listing the dining-
room tables to which they have been
assigned on previous crossings, the places
they have occupied at the captain’s table,
and the special functions they have been
invited to. Thus, if a favored passenger
on his previous crossing wound up sit-
ting on the captain’s extreme left (very
undesirable ), his humiliation—whether
he felt it or not—was recorded by MM.
Bellet, Kernoa, and Ollagnier, and they
try to arrange something better for him
this time.

Ollagnier, a man with graying tem-
ples and a Quai d’Orsay presence, had
brought along a tentative scating plan
for an after-dinner get-together party,
to be held that evening in the Liberté’s
Café de I’Atlantique, on the sun deck,
and now he laid it on Bellet’s desk. The
chief purser examined it thoughtfully,
checking the names against his list of
passagers de marque. “What was it [
heard about this one?” he asked, point-
ing to a name on the list. “Oh, yes. T
was told she was sitting alone at a table
in the bar last night, looking gloomy.”

Ollagnier leaned across the desk to
have a look. “Oh,” he said. “Don’t
worry about her. As you can see, we’ve
placed her at a very good table.”

“And how about this one?” Bellet
said, pointing to another name. “She’s
from Berlin, and I belicve she speaks
neither French nor English.”

“All’s well with her, too,” Ollagnicr
assured him. “We’ve placed her along-
side a Swiss businessman who speaks
German. And we’ve arranged for Mar-
tin, who also speaks German, to handle
that table.”

“And this man,” Bellet went on. “I

don’t think he speaks French, either,
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does he? No, I’m sure he doesn’t. So
he won’t do at the table you’ve assigned
him to. How about putting this lady
there, insteadr”

“With all those young people?” Ol-
lagnier said in a tone of mild reproach.

“Well, how old is she? ” Bellet asked.

“At a guess, around forty,” Olla-
gnier replied.

“Well, that’s not so old,” Bellet said.
“And if it comes to that, the others
aren’t so young, either.”

Half an hour later, everything had
been agreed on, and Kernoa and O]-
lagnier departed, prepared to carry out
a strategy that even the passengers who
benefited most would hardly be aware
of. The maitre d’hétel principal, the
chef de réception, and all the forces at
their command would see to it that the
company at every table was as congenial
as possible, that the old and the shy
were not neglected, and that the highly
extroverted were properly dispersed.
Bellet and his aides had taken into con-
sideration many things besides lan-
guage, nationality, and age—back-
ground, personality, character, likes,
and dislikes, for example—but still 1
found it surprising that so evanescent
a thing as Patmosphére Transat could
be brewed so methodically,

The next caller was André Papion, |,

the Liberté’s chef des cuisines, who—
for the moment, at any rate—was un-
beset by cares. He was there merely
to discuss a lunch that Bellet himself
was planning to have that day, and it
only then developed that I was to be one
of his guests. “Just the two of usand M.
and Mme. Robin,” Bellet told me.
“Pleasant and informal. Robin was a
pupil of mine back when he was starting
in as a purser. Right now, he is a
passenger. He and his wife have been
vacationing in the United States, and
now he’s returning to Paris to get his
next assignment.” Papion, a remarkably
even-tempered fellow for a man of his
calling, suggested that we start with
his gourmandise de homard Bonne-
Bouche. And he had a saddle of venison
aboard, so how about wnocisettes de
chevrewil Grand Veneur? 1 said that
sounded fine to me, Bellet rather in-
differently concurred, and Papion re-
turned to his kitchens. After giving
the matter some thought, Bellet phoned
the chief wine steward and ordered a
Geisweiler Réserve 49 and a Cham-
bolle-Musigny 49, to go with the sea
food and venison. Then—it was just
about ten—he set out to see the
captain, Jean Comilia, taking along a
sheaf of papers and inviting me to ac-
company him. We walked to an eleva-
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tor, and when we stepped into it, Bellet |
noticed that one of its fluorescent lights
was flickering. He looked disapproving-
ly at the operator, a tall youth, who
hastily volunteered the information that
he had already notified the electrician.

The elevator carried us to the sun
deck, we climbed a few steps to Cap-
tain Comilia’s office, just aft of the
bridge, and there on guard at the en-
trance we found the captain’s mascot—
Minette, a black cat, who, Bellet told
me, prefers olives to mice. The captain,
a sturdy, forthright Ardennass, and his
chief purser quickly disposed of the
business at hand—a few matters of
personnel (including the election of
Pére Moulin ), some papers to be signed,
and the question of which passengers
were to be invited to the Captain’s Din-
ner, to be held two nmights before the
Liberté reached Plymouth, e¢n route to
its home port of Le Havre. As we were
about to leave, Roger Thyebaut, the
second captain, came in, and Comilia,
with a slightly mischievous look, asked
him, “Do you think it is true that the
Normans have English blood in their
veins?” Both men smiled, as if at a
standing joke.

“On the contrary, mon comman-
dant,” Bellet put in, playing his part
deadpan. “It is the English who have
Norman blood in their veins. And not
only that. Some of them must have
Bellet blood in their veins. I have estab-
lished that one of the Domesday Books
mentions a Bellet who took part in the
conquest of England by William in
1066.” As we took our leave, Bellet’s
lips were compressed to the point of in-
visibility, but this time I thought his ex-
pression was less that of a skeptic than
that of a man pleased with himself at
having scored a point.

T one o’clock, I went to the bar,
where I was to meet Bellet and
the Robins. Bellet had not arrived yet,
but the barman pointed out the Robins,
who were having a drink at a table on
the other side of the room. I went over
and introduced myself to M. Robin, a
tall, alert-looking young man, and he
introduced me to his quiet and attractive
brunette wife.
While we were waiting for Bellet,
I asked Robin to tell me about his ap-
prenticeship as a purser, and he warmed
to the subject immediately. “I started
out in May, 1951, as a student purser
under M. Bellet here on the Liberté,”
he began. “When I reported for duty,
M. Bellet shook hands with me and said
‘Bonjour,” and that was about the only

thing he did say to me, all the way to
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New York. In fact, no one said much
to me, but I could tell that they were all
watching me closely. Now I know why.
No one can really teach you how to be
a purser. Of course, beginners have to
pass quite a few exams, and that takes a
lot of studying, but in the end the job
is essentially a blend of tact, manners,
instinct, and resourcefulness. They
throw you into the water, and it’s up
to you whether you sink or swim. It’s
also up to you what you make of the
job, especially in the higher echelons.
M. Bellet, now, keeps himself available
twenty-four hours a day during the
whole trip, while on some ships the
pursers keep regular office hours, quit-
ting at six o’clock like the cashiers and
clerks. M. Bellet knows everything that
is going on on this ship, from bow to
stern and from boat deck to F deck.
But to get back to my first trip. One
evening, M. Bellet broke his silence
long enough to invite me to have dinner
with him and some other people at his
table. He wanted to see what miy table
manners were like, I suspected; it was
some kind of social test, anyway. After-
ward I had no idea how I'd made out,
and, all in all, I was feeling pretty de-
pressed by the time we reached New
York. That night, though, M. Bellet
sent for me and told me to put on a
civiian suit—I was going out on the
town with him. We had dinner at the
home of some American friends of
his—very pleasant people—and then he
took me on a tour of Broadway. When
we got back to the ship, he said, “Robin,
I invited you to come along with me
tonight because I wanted you to get a
proper first impression of New York.
It’s a terrific city, and you must learn to
feel as much at ease here as in Paris.” ”

Robin paused, and then continued,
“From then on, everything went well.
I kept watching M. Bellet, and learned
how to be a purser. He raught me how
important it can be sometimes to make
quick decisions—even if it means an
occasional mistake. M. Bellet i1s 2 man
of deep intuition. He’s also a very pre-
cise man and a very uncompromising
man. Everybody automatically spruces
up when he walks by. And just watch
the way he lets people know what he
wants them to do. Mostly, he doesn’t
even have to speak. All he does is raise
an eyebrow or give a nod or a glance.
Just watch him at lunch.”

“M. Bellet also taught my husband
to be philosophical and not get home-
sick when he’s away on trips,” Mme.
Robin put in, with what I took to be
some Wryness.

“But he was right, ¢hérie,” Robin
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| assured her. Turning back to me, he

said, “M. Bellet once took me aside
and warned me, “You’ve chosen a pro-
fession that is going to keep you away
from your family a great deal. If
you're miserable whenever your ship
sails, you’d better change jobs.” But it
hasn’t turned out to be so bad, after all.
When you know you’ll be home only
two days between two-week journeys,
you make the most of those two days.
You make a point of being nice to your
wife, and cut out all those silly fights.
A seagoing man’s honeymoon lasts
longer.”

“What’s that?”’ said Bellet, who had
walked up behind Robin in time to catch
the last sentence or two. “You know,
Robin,” he went on, as he sat down, “a
purser can’t permit himself the luxury
of being sentimental.”

“But he 1sn’t on duty now!”” Mme.
Robin protested, 1n a voice of despair,
but Bellet, showing no pity, compressed
his lips firmly. In a moment, though,
he relented, and the line became a faint
smile. “A purser, Madame, 1s always
on duty,” he said, and then puffed his
cheeks and expelled the air.,

Bellet waved to a party of passengers
three tables away, nodded to a steward
(who immediately rushed out of the
room on some mysterious errand), and
made a note on the back of an en-
velope—all without seeming to divert
his attention from Mme. Robin. His
drink—tomato juice—was placed be-
fore him, and he took a swallow of it.
Then, sounding less didactic, he said,
“A purser must be prepared for any-
thing. To give you an example, as I
was coming to join you, I got a report
from the kitchen that we probably
wouldn’t have enough fish, and I had
to radiograph an order for more—a
hundred pounds of Dover sole, to be put
aboard at Plymouth.”

We went to the first-class dining |
room for lunch, and there, from a cor-
ner table, Bellet put on an amazing
demonstration of the fact that a purser
1s always on duty—a scarcely percepti-
ble demonstration that could only be
caught by someone on the alert for 1t, as
I was. Somehow, Bellet managed to
make the occasion a most agreeable and
informal one for his guests and at the
same time to direct the activities of a
dozen members of his staff by means of
signs and whispers so faint that if Robin
had not told me to look for them I
might not have detected a single one.
At one point, Kernoa came to our table
and bent over Bellet as if to ask if
everything was satisfactory, but ac-

not for
timid

souls...

tually, as I could barely make out, he
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You’ll take extra pride and
pleasure in the way it looks —
the way it acts — and the way
it’s put together. No other
low-priced car is quite so sweet,
smooth and sassy, or so solidly
and finely made as Chevrolet.

You'll feel a very special kind of pride
the day you park a new Chevrolet in
your driveway. Maybe you’ll even find
yourself looking out the window, now
and then, just for the pleasure of seeing
it there. It’s a beautiful sight to behold
—fresh and alert, with a certain ready-
to-go spirit written all over it.

And when the neighbors drop by to
“look ’er over,” you'll be prouder than
ever. They’ll see the fine construction
and finishing touches that put Chevrolet
head and shoulders above its field. For
instance, they’ll feel the extra solidity
of Body by Fisher, and they’ll see the
deeper luster of Chevy’s long-lasting
lacquer paint job.

Then they’ll want a ride around the
block to see if Chevrolet is as sweet,
smooth and sassy as it looks. That’s
how people become happy Chevy
owners. Stop by your Chevrolet dealer’s
and you’ll see what we mean. . . .
Chevrolet Division of General Motors,
Detroit 2, Michigan.

More beautifully built and shows it—the Bel Air Sport Coupe with Body by Fisher.

Meore people drive Chevrolets
than any other car.

CHEVROLET
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Good form comes naturally to a real
athlete. And the same is true with wool,

Wool’s well-groomed look is some-
thing a man never has to think about,
Whether you’re in class . . . at the
stadium . . . or dating your best girl,
you can be sure wool’s richness will
make an impressive appearance. You
can be confident that wool’s tailoring
will never let you down,

For staying in trim is second nature
to wool. Its unique resilience enables
your slacks and jackets to automatically
spring back in shape . . . actually
freshen themselves,

In style and wear-without-care, pure
wool 1s in a league by itself.

Campus athletes wear wool off the field as well as on. One
reason—wool gives leeway for action. It flexes like your own
muscle. Shown: jacquard-knit wool sweater, striped wool jacket.

I7’s right to be colorful—and this red wool flannel
shirt will stay bright all its life—for wool locks dye
deep into its very heart. Slacks are pure wool, too.

When there’s a girl to
impress, wool gives
you a great build-up.
The natural suppleness
of wool makes it tailor
more obediently, fit
more truly. Shown,

a natural-line grey
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El Morro Castle at sunset. Photograph by Tom Hollyman.

Entrance to Puerto Rico—no passport needed

HiIS 1S El Morro Castle in old San

Juan. The Conquistadores built it
to protect one of the loveliest harbors
in the world.

Sir Francis Drake tried to blast his
way past here—and failed. Today,
things are easier. Americans don’t even
need a passport. Do you know why?

Puerto Rico 1s now a free Common-
wealth avithin the American Union.

Though self-governing, it shares a
commeon citizenship and forms part of
the U. S. economic system. Hence, the
dollar is currency and you can move
goods to and fro without tariffs.

Many U. S. manufacturers with new
plants in Puerto Rico also stress another
important point. Their interests are
doubly protected. First, by Puerto
Rico’s own Constitution. Second, by

the Constitution of the United States.

What would Puerto Rico be like for
the family? Here are some facts, Medi-
cal care is excellent. The sun shines 360
days a year. There are country clubs
and supermarkets, English schools and
scout clubs. Ever see a land in renais-
sance? Now is your chance.

©@1957 —Commonwealth of Puerto Rico,
579 Fifth Avenue, New York 17, N. Y.



was receiving sotto-voce instructions
that had nothing to do with our little
group. It was a flawless performance
by both actors.

‘The lunch, of course, was excellent,
but Bellet ate only a little of the gour-
mandise de homard Bonne-Bouche, a
superior concoction of lobster, crayfish,
and shrimp, and he hardly touched the
chevreuil Grand Veneur, which came
with an exquisite chestnut purée. He
did take a bite of cheese—to bring out
the full bouquet of the Chambolle-
Musigny, he explained—but he ate no
other dessert. In fact, he said, he al-
lows himself only one real meal a day—
in the evening—and even then he
avolds the rich triumphs of the haute
cutsine, preferring the less exalted cuu-
sine bourgeoise. He often calls upon
Auguste, a chef who cooks for the pas-
sengers in third class, to make him a
simple pot-au-feu or cassoulet.

FTER lunch, Bellet and I stopped
in at the Café de I’Atlantique to
visit an old friend of ours—Tony
Prothes, the ship’s musical director, who
has three orchestras under his command
and who was at the moment listening
to one of them rehearse for a soirée de
gala that was to follow the Captain’s
Dinner, as a benefit for several French
seamen’s organizations, I have known
Prothes since my fiddle-playing days on
the Ile-de-France, when he was the
drummer in the orchestra and could
also, if necessary, take over on the
double bass. A big man with a long,
sad face and a prominent nose, he was
sitting alone at a small table as the
orchestra played Des Grieux’s aria
“Ah! fuyez, douce image,” from Mas-
senet’s “Manon,” and Bellet and I
walked through the large, empty café
to join him,

“What about talent for the gala?”
Bellet asked Prothes, after we had
greeted each other. Prothes replied that
he had discovered two first-rate at-
tractions in cabin class—a group of
American entertainers who would put
on a variety act, and a French-Canadi-
an tenor who was going to sing three
arias, including the “Ah! fuyez.”
Among the Liberté passengers, Bellet
told me, there is rarely a shortage—
but often an overabundance—of pro-
fessional entertainers eager to per-
form before their fellow-voyagers,
and one of his more difficult duties
is to tactfully break the news to some
of them that their services may not be
needed.

I asked Prothes if he was still playing
any of the numbers we used to play to-
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TRAVEL QUIZ

Going barefoot is unlawful in:
1 Lisbon [ 1 Manila [ Bangkok

It’s illegal to go barefoot in Lishon but
fishwives do. carrying shoes in baskets on
their heads. Come the police, on go the
shoes! Foolish, perhaps, but no more so
than failing to carry vacation funds in The
First National Bank of Chicago Travelers
Checks. Thev’re accepted quickly and
easily everywhere in the world.

World’s longest river is the:
[ Nile [0 Amazon [0 Mississippi

Rising in Ruanda Urundi and flowing
4,145 miles before it empties into the
Mediterranean in northern Egypt, the Nile
River is the world’s longest. In Khartoum
or in Alexandria your funds are safe in
The First National Bank of Chicago
Travelers Checks. Only you can cash
them; there’s full refund if lost or stolen.

Coins were first minted in:
[0 China [ Near East 1 Africa

Scholars think the first minted coins ap-
peared simultaneously around 700 B.C.
in both the Near East and China. When
you travel, carry your coin in The First
National Bank of Chicage Travelers
Checks. Fach denomination ($10, $20,
$50, $100) is a different color to prevent
errors in cashing. Get them at your bank.

The First National Bank

of Chicago
Travelers Checks

For All Business and

Vacation Travel

MEMBER FEDERAL DEFOSIT INSURAMCE CORFPORATION
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such things as “Singin’ in the
Rain,” “Valencia,” “I Can’t Give You
Anything But Love, Baby,” and “Ca
C’est Paris!”

“Sure, we play them all,” he said.
“It’s not just the people of our age who
like them, either. Kids who weren’t
even born in 1928 come around and
ask for them. But we also play the lat-
est hits. I’ve just shelled out a fortune
for orchestrations of the ‘My Fair Lady’
music. [ can get French music free
of charge, but that New York stuff
is expensive.”

“Please, Tony, no funny business to-
night,” Bellet said, and then explained
to me that a few weeks carlier he had
felt obliged to invite the wife of an in-
Auential passenger to dance. “I can
dance if I have to,” he said, “but I hate
it. Well, this lady was old enough to
make me think she might gratefully
turn me down—but no. Tony had al-
ready started to play “I'he Blue Dan-
ube’ when I went over to her, and she
said she’d be delighted. When Tony
had nearly finished playing the waltz,
I signalled him to give it up, for the
love of heaven. And what did he do?
He played it through again and then
he had his men stand up and join him in
a solemn bow to me and my partner.”

“You made the lady very happy,”
Prothes said gravely. “Later, she
thanked mc for playing such lovely
music for her, and she told me it was
the first time in twenty-two years that
anyvone had asked her to dance.”

H"TER proposing that I join him
at the bar for a drink before din-
ner, Bellet excused himself to return
to his office. Prothes and I talked some
more about the old davs, and then I
went to my stateroom to doze awhile
in preparation for what [ judged might
be a fairly strenuous evening. The
weather had turned bad, and the
Libert¢ had begun to roll noticeably—
enough to bring from my cabin steward
the reluctant admission “Ca bouge un
pew.” By the time I went to keep my
rendezvous with Bellet at the bar, the
ship was rolling so badly that stewards
were rigging up guide ropes for the
passengers and were advising women
to take off their high-heeled shoes, for
safety’s sake, and walk in their stocking
feet.

At the bar, I found Bellet surrounded
by a group of passengers who were de-
termined to draw him into a discussion
of the rough weather and the ship’s re-
sponse to it—subjects that he appeared
equally determined to ignore. Finally,
however, he obhquely acknowledged
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BEAUTIFUL EXCEEDINGLY.”
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People don’t seem to say “links’” any more when they mean a golf course.
But lots of them do say “Link” when they talk about golf. They mean
Lincoln A. Werden, golf reporter for The New York Times. His colorful
coverage of the “ancient and honorable” game is 19th hole comwversation
at clubs all over the country.

The “Link” comes, of course, from “Lincoln.” That comes from having
been born on Lincoln’s birthday. But it is an apt occupational appellation.
Link has trudged up a respectable mileage along U. S. links in 30 years
of reporting drives and putts, slices and hooks and chip shots.

He started soon after graduation from Columbia in 1925. His reportorial
interest had started even earlier. He was high school correspondent for
the New York Evening Mail. He was on the staff of the Columbia
Spectator. He worked briefly for a newspaper in Bridgeport, Conn.

Then he went to Pinehurst, N. C., to do resort publicity. He was soon
immersed in golf and its personalities. This led to his being assigned by
The New York Times to cover the 1928 U. S. Open playoff in which
Johnny Farrell beat Bobby Jones.

On The Times sports staff since then, Link has covered other sports as
well as golf. He started the “Wood, Field and Stream”™ column. He
now writes a golf column, “Along Local Fairways.” Since 1948 he has

- covered every major golf championship in the U. S.
Your Link

Link Werden’s ability to earry readers along with him as he covers every

shot in a tight and tense golf competition has won the plaudits of
h l o ks experts. Fellow golf reporters have twice elected him president of their

to t e ln national association. He is now in hig fifth term as president of the

Metropolitan Golf Writers Association.

Link Werden is a “pro.” On The Times you find many like him. Reporters,

editors, correspondents, they form an unmatchable team, bringing the

world to you every day in a newspaper that is bright and alive, colorful

and informing. Wake up to The Times. It’s much more interesting —
and you will be, too.

Che New ork Times

"ALL THE NEWS THAT'S FIT TQO PRINT"

bl ’ -

Arnold Newm
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For a superlative vacation
at any season

Cruise
with

Cunard offers yvou an unequalled
choice of magnificent cruise ships . . .
and fascinating cruise itineraries
covering the most colorful ports in
the whole world! You can spend two
enchanting weeks or months enjoy-
ing delightful shipboard living
. . . brilliant entertainment, stimu-
lating companionship, house-party
fun, sports . . . expertly planned
shore excursions. And you'll be pam-
pered all the way by Cunard’s superb
food and service.

1958 GREAT WORLD CRUISE
CARONIA

Fully air-conditioned
anuary 21
108 Days, 23 Ports, $3,200 up
T

ALL-MEDITERRANEAN CRUISE—1958

BRITANNIC
January 24

66 Days, 22 Ports, $1,275 up
1r
WEST INDIES & SOUTH AMERICA

MAURETANIA
Fully air-conditioned
. Sunshine Cruises—1958
Feb. 11, Mar. 5 and 22, Apr. 8
12 to 18 Days, from $315

b4

SYLVANIA

Christmas Cruise—1957
Dec. 21, 156 Days, b Ports, $375 up

CARONIA
Fully air-conditioned
Septem{rer Cruises—1957
Sept. 6, 13 Days, 6 Ports, $345 up
Sept. 21, 15 Days, 7 Ports, $375 up

See your local travel agent or
Cunard, 25 Broadway, or
441 Park Ave., New York, N. Y.

CUNARD

HNO GREATER NAME IN CRUISING'!

the rouldis by replying to the question of a
woman who wanted to know if he had
ever been seasick. “Only once,” he said.
“That was when I was a student purser
on the Ile-de-France, and it happened
one morning while I was shaving. All
of a sudden, as I was looking at myself
in the mirror, I saw my face turn green.
“Tiens!” 1 said. “What can this ber’
The next thing I knew, I was in bed
and someone was offering me a dry
Martini. I drank it, and I’ve never been
scasick since. Take alcohol—whiskey,
gin, cognac—straight or almost straight,
and you won’t have any trouble.”

Some of the passengers in the bar
looked uneasy, and when the time came
for dinner Bellet had to coax a few of
them to go into the dining room, urg-
ing them to order all sorts of unlisted
delicacies. This sort of persuasion was
going on in other parts of the ship, too,
I gathered, for by ten o’clock the din-
ing room was filled with a rich aroma—
a blend of ladies’ perfumes, the smoke
of expensive cigars, and heady fumes
from the crépes Suzette being prepared
beside many a table. As the passengers
left the dining room, Ollagnier and his
aides guided them to the Café de ’At-
lantique, where Prothes and his men
played “Wouldn’t Tt Be Loverly?”
and then “T’'ve Grown Accustomed to
Her Face,” which they followed with
our old favorite—“Ain’t She Sweet?”
Champagne corks were popping and
Bellet was at his table, dressed now
in his evening uniform—black e,
starched white collar, and a sort of
smoking jacket. It was certainly no ac-
cident that from where he sat he com-
manded a view of the entire room.
Kernoa stood in one corner, watching
Bellet for signals that he could pass on to
subordinates in the form of orders.
Soon the ship started to roll so violently
that Bellet ordered that a rug be spread
over the dance floor, but by then the
prevailing mood was one of mellow
detachment, and no one appeared dis-
posed to complain. At twelve-thirty
(one-thirty, really, for the clocks had
been pushed ahead, though it is doubtful
whether many of the passengers in the
café were aware of it), Bellet stood
up, wished the guests at his table a
pleasant night, and returned to his of-
fice. L’atmosphére Transat was in the
air. Now all he had to do was to keep
it there for five more days.

DESPITE his tight schedule and
the emergencies that a purser has
to contend with at all hours, Bellet
managed to find the time now and then
during the remainder of the crossing to

Waiting? Then write or phone for
S.F.A'snew maternity booklet
of fall and winter fashions. Here, one

from this remarkable exciusive collec-
tion—the jerkin costume with the Beau
Brummell air. The brass-butfoned suit
is 807 orfon, 20% wool. Med. grey,
black, 25.95. The blouse is polished
cofton. White, gold, red, 11.95. Both,
B to 16 sizes. Maternily Shop, Second
Floor. Mail and phone orders filfed. New
York, White Plains, Springfield, N. J.,
Chicago, Defroil, Beverly Hills.

DE BUSSCHERE OF BRUGES
SHOE ARTISANS FOR OVER 300 YEARS

. @

——— CLASSIQUE $47.50

BELGIAN SHOES., INC.,
60 EAST 56TH ST., NEW YORK
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GUARDIAN of tomorrow’s leisure

Guardian’s flexible-age retirement plan lets you retire when
you want — lets you decide when you know what you want.

When will your “R” day come?

When will you be able to shake
hands all around and say, “So long,
slaves. I'll be thinking of you when I
haul in the big ones.”

1t doesn’t have to be age 65. Your
future is in your own hands when
you buy one of GUARDIAN’S new Life
Income Endowments.

Would you like to start a new
life of leisure at age 55 or 60?7 Or

will you find, as the time approaches,
that you will want to defer your
retirement to age 65 or later?
GUARDIAN’s flexible-age retirement
plan gives you a choice of retirement
ages ranging from age 55 to age 70,
and you don’t have to make a final
decision now. You can change your
mind any time before you retire.

When you are ready to throw
away your worries and embark on a
life of carefree relaxation, (GUARDIAN

will send you a monthly check for
the rest of your life. With a guar-
anteed income that you can’t outlive,
you will be free to do all the things
you've dreamed about — move to a
delightful climate, devote your time
to your favorite sport or hobby, have
freedom to travel where you please.

Your local GUARDIAN representa-
tive or your own broker will be glad
to show you how GUARDIAN’S flexible-
age retirement can be adapted to
your own dreams. Call him today
and begin to plan for your leisurely
tomorrow.

The GUARDIAN Life Insurance Company OF AMERICA

A Mutual Company — Established 1860

50 UNION SQUARE, NEW YORK 3, N. Y.
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And because it sells over a million families

in metropolitan New York for advertisers
like Budweiser Beer . . .

NOTHING TAKES THE

PLACE OF WQXR

Fadio station of The New York Times

tell me a hittle something about himself.
His full name is Robert Charles Frédé-
ric Bellet, and he was born on June 15,
1906, in Le Havre. “Bellet,” as the |
chief purser had already made quite
clear in my presence, is an old Norman
name, and it is one that is widely known
in northern France. His paternal grand-
father, Celestin Bellet, was for twenty-
five years mayor of Goderville, a small
town near Le Havre, and was so ad-
mired by his constituents that they in-
stalled a statue of him in the center of
a square, which they named Place
Bellet; a fine figure of a man, he wore
a long beard, a stovepipe hat, and striped
trousers, carried an ehony cane with a
silver handle, rode in a caléche, ate

enormous meals, and dearly loved his |,

wines. His son Charles, father of the
Liberté’s chief purser, was a well-
known physician in Le Havre. Al-
though the French Line piers were
within walking distance of Charles
Bellet’s home, young Robert never
went down to the waterfront to see
the big ships come and go. As a youth,
he never set foot on a ship, and he was
not interested in medicine, either. What
he cared about was soccer, a game that
he played with furious concentration
both in grade school and at the local
lycée,

At the age of nineteen, Bellet volun-
teered for the Army, instead of waiting
to be called up. He did so not because
he felt any particular fondness for a
soldier’s life but because volunteers
could choose their branch of the service,
and he had an aversion to the infantry;
he could also have avoided the infantry
by joining the Navy, but he didn’t even
consider that. The branch of the Army
that Bellet chose, for reasons that elude
him now, was the Corps of Engineers.
He served in it uneventfully for the re-
quired eighteen months, rising to the
rank of sergeant, and then returned to
L« Havre, where, in the fall of 1927, he
went to work as a clerk for the French
Line. “EV{:I‘}'EID(IT in Le Havre wanted
to work for Transat, because it was the
biggest company in town,” he told me.
Before long, stll without having sct
foot on a ship, he was transferred to
the headquarters of the line, in Paris,
and was assigned to the accdunting de-
partment, where he checked on ships’
expenses in foreign harbors, Soon he be-
came, in his own phrase, “a master of
French bureaucracy,” corresponding
diligently with employees all over
the world in an effort to straighten
out two- or three-franc discrepancies
in their figures. He found the work mo-

AUGUST 17,1957

Shaggy Shetland Sweaters:
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brown. Sizes 234-40. $7.70.
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art, RCAF,BlackWatch, Dress
Campbell, Dress Gordon,
others. Walist sizes
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Add 50¢ per item for postage.
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1928, when one of his superiors asked
him if he’d like to become a purser, he
said he would be glad to. “I suppose
they just happened to be short of pursers
at the time,” he said. “As a matter of
fact, I had no idea what a purser’s job
was, but I was sure it couldn’t be any
worse than going over expense vouch-
ers. I was assigned to the Ile-de-France,
at a salary of twelve dollars a month,
and was told to report to Hensi Villar, a
famous chief purser. It was men like
Villar—and Roger Raulin, now the
head of the Transat offices in London,
was another—who began to develop the
present concept of the broad duties of a
French Line purser. I was lucky to get
in at a time when I could serve under
him.”

Bellet got in at 2 uime when the com-
pany was a good deal more casual than
it is now about selecting candidates
for the job of purser. Today, a candi-
date must have a university education.
He has to pass a series of examina-
tions, both oral and written, in French,
English, Spanish, law, commercial or-
ganization, mathematics, and account-
ing with sufficiently high grades, and
then he is called before a commission of
company officials (Bellet himself has
been amember of it on several occasions)
to prove his orientation professionnelle
et valeur générale. If he gets by the
commission, he is taken on as a student
purser, at ninety dollars a month, and
after three years at sea he is obliged to
take another series of examinations, giv-
en by the French Ministry of.the Mer-
chant Marine and dealing with such
subjects as history, geography, interna-
tional maritime law, and commerce. If
he passes these, he receives a brevet de
commissaire de la marine marchande
and becomes a full-fledged purser—
seventh-class, to be sure, but at least
with his foot on the bottom rung of the
ladder.

In the course of Bellet’s own climb up
the ladder, he has served on twenty-four
French Line ships. He has seen duty on
all the company’s routes, sailing from Le
Havre to the Gulf ports and the West
Indies (French, British, and Dutch);
from Marseille to Algiers, Oran, Bi-
zerte, Tunis, Béne, and Philippeville;
and from Bordeaux to Casablanca.
While he has never bothered to keep
track—feeling that he has enough
records to keep as it is—he believes he
has made well over seven hundred At-
lantic crossings.

In 1932, Bellet married a Chicago
girl he met on one of those crossings,

and by the time the Second World War
broke out, they had three children. He
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Ancient Ceylon abounds
. in historic buildings and
Lym art treasures. Statue be-
' low guards the entrance
o amons Circular
hrine at Polennarua.

Elephants are an everyday sight in
Ceylon, used for doing a variety
of chores.

Fish is plentiful in the waters
arcund Ceylou. Fishermen hardly
ever return empty-handed.

A favorite of Marco Polo who discovered it six cen-
turies ago, Ceylon today is a favorite holiday ground
of sophisticated travelers.

Come, discover this happy island where golden
beaches offer the joys of summer . . . where verdant
hills and imposing mountains are cool with soft
spring-like breezes . . . where lush tropical scenery is dotted with hlg game
and the magnificent plumage of rare birds.

You will love the easy-going tempo of Ceylon life, the quick, ready
smile of her people, the friendly, hospitable atmosphere in this land of
ancient civilization.

Fast giant planes bring you to Ceylon in luxurious comfort, and many
ships call at the fascinating cruise port of Colombo. Come soon!

Ask your travel agent or write to:

6211&?» GOVERNMENT TOURIST BUREAU

Dept. B, P. O. Box 1974, Grand Central Station, New York
or Colombo 1, Ceylon
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smart to dress right in the subtle
colorations and luxurious

weave of M. & W. Thomas cottons.

You'll find Superba-styled ties
and belts in these superior fabrics
at better retailers everywhere,

M.&W. Thomas Corp. 58 W. 40 St., N.Y.C.

was nevertheless mobilized, and was as-
signed, with his former rating of ser-
geant, to a signal battalion. Early in
the spring of 1940, with a seeming
stalemate at the front, the French Line
felt justified in seeing what it could do
to get Bellet out of his Army uniform
and back into its uniform—specifically,
as the purser of the Normandie, which
was about to be sent to New York for
safckeeping. The attempt almost suc-
ceceded. The Army approved his dis-
charge and Bellet was going through
the formalities of being mustered out
when, on May 10th, the Germans
opened their devastating attack. Bellet’s
field commander, suddenly finding him-
self in need of every available man, re-
fused to release him, and Bellet stoically
put aside thoughts of the New York
junket that might have been. Instead,
for the next few weeks, he laid tele-
phone lines along the eastern border of
France from Remonville to Tournon,
where his battalion arrived on June
20th. Two days later, the Vichy gov-
ernment signed its armistice agreement
with the Germans.

Bellet was demobilized five months
after the armistice, in Le Puy, a town
in south central France. He went back
to Le Havre, but he felt uncomfortable
there with so many Germansaround and
didn’t stay long. Making his way south
into Unoccupied France, he eventually
arrived in Marseille, where he reported
to the local offices of the French Line,
He was told that the company was con-
tinuing to operate ships between Mar-
seille and various North African ports,
and that a purser’s job could probably
be found for him aboard one of them.
He thereupon wangled permission for
his'wife and children to leave Le Havre
and join him in Marseille. A day or two
after they arrived, he was assigned as
purser on the Ville d’Oran, which sailed
at once for Algiers, and he saw hittle of
his family during the remaining years of
the war. His wife and children man-
aged to get over to Algiers, and Mme.
Bellet joined the American Red Cross,
leaving the children with friends while
she organized recreauon centers for
Allied troops in the North African hin-
terland, turning schools and other pub-
lic buildings into jukebox-and-dough-
nut El Dorados—a job she performed
so well that after the invasion of Italy
she was sent there to carry on in the
same fashion. Bellet, working as a
purser on a succession of French Line
ships in the Mediterranean, had an
increasingly precarious time of it, for
as it gradually dawned on the Germans
that they were losing the war, they

‘AR Y
Them Redskins
Just Got Maw !”

Maw shouldn’t a-been foolin® around out-
side this-here stockade. Kids don’t. Kids
have too much fun playing inside this 6-
by-6-feet sturdy wooden fort. Inside walls
are 4142 feet lgh, so that a whole passel of
pioneers can stand and peek out of the
corner lookout peep holes. Stockade is
rough and rugged spruce construction,
stained leather-brown like a weather-
baked cavalry scout. Assembled sides, eas-
ily hooked together at corners. $75.00,
F.0.B. store. Order A 61-81.
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745 Fifth Ave., at 58th St., New York
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At the General's party in The Hague. .. T hit
it off with him by observing that Relska Vodka,
renowned in Holland for centuries, is fast be-
coming THE drink of discerning Americans.
“My mmphmemq on their ]udgmcut‘ he said.
“Relska is a most dlpIUmaUL mixer in any
drink. It has no liquor taste.”

“Our fhplumatu, confréres certainly agree,” 1
noted. “Seems vou could sav that, hn::th ways,

Relska is the (I]plumd[u, drink.”

sk“THE DIFLOMATIC DRINK” (in Hol-
land and eve ryw}u re). In a dry martini, collins,
rickey, with juices . .. Relska is rmssmméﬁh

discreet —there is no .’ iquor taste.
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U.5.4.




bore down more and more harshly on
the French. Early in 1944, the Ger-
mans seized the vessel he was then
working on—the Ville d’Alger—as it
lay moored at Etang de Berre, near
Marseille, and, after chasing the crew
ashore, scuttled it. Bellet was at loose
ends until December, 1944, when he
got back his job as purser on the Ville
d’Oran, which the British Ministry of
War Transport had taken over for the
duration and was operating as a troop
transport. The ship, which was de-
signed for six hundred passengers, gen-
erally carried two thousand or more
soldiers, and Bellet’s principal task was
to see to it that they had plenty of food
and medical supplies.

After France was liberated, Bellet’s
wife collected the children and took
them back to Le Havre, while he
worked as purser on various ships that
were repatriating British troops from
all over the eastern Mediterranean. In
October, 1945, he fell ill at Alexandria,
and was sent home to Le Havre. By the
following spring, he had recovered sufhi-
ciently to return to peacctime service
with the French Line as purser of the
Oregon, plying between Le Havre and
New York. “It was rather pleasant to
be sailing once again with passengers
who didn’t scrape every last morsel off
their dinner plates,” Bellet remarked to
me, with one of his wan, sardonic smiles.

From the Oregon, Bellet went to the
de Grasse, and from there, in April,
1949, he went to the Liberté. Now the
flagship of the French Line arrd one of
the finest vessels engaged m the trans-
atlantic luxury trade, the Liberté was
then at the Penhoét Shipyards, at Saint-
Nazaire, being reconverted for civilian
use after having seen rough service as a
troopship. It had formerly been the Ger-
man liner Europa, which in 1945 was
captured at Bremerhaven by the Ameri-
cans. They turned its dining rooms into
sleeping quarters and its grand salon
into a basketball court, and assigned it
to troop-carrying duty. After the col-
lapse of Germany and the lifting of se-
curity on the ship’s movements, it be-
came famous for the thousands of
soldiers it brought home to the United
States. In the spring of 1946, upon com-
pleting its last crossing for the Army, it
was handed over to France, in recogni-
tion of the deprivations that the French
had suffered at the hands of the Nazis,
and became a part of the French Line
fleet. The ship’s name was officially
changed at a christening ceremony at
Cherbourg on July 27, 1946. Then the
job of rehabilitating it for peacetime
use began—a job so big that not until
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So called because he thinks his feet are killing him and groans accord-
ingly, the Big Noise is about to make a discovery: his woe is not the
feet but the humidity left unabsorbed by ineffectual stretch socks. In-
stantly he dons his newly acquired footwear of Tycora yarn, he experi-
ences uncanny contentment of toes—all ten. Dry, relaxed, unpressured,

they bear silent testimony to the eminent fitness of this one-size hose.

GENTLEMEN’S HOSE OF
TYCORA® byThomas Oliver

If you say yours fade or wear out we won’t believe it, but we’ll send a

new pair, Write: Poplar Textiles, 40 E. 34 Street, New York 16, N.Y.

Bloomingdale’s New York * J. L. Hudson Detroit
Kaufmann’s Pittsburgh * G. Fox Hartford * Gimbel's Philadelphia
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August, 1950, did it make its first
BOLDER transatlantic crossing as the Liberte,

with Bellet installed in the purser’s

SPORTSWEAR |=
NEWS ... oo ‘“’

uled to dock at Le Havre, Bellet

. suggested that I stay there for a few

Oregon comes pure virgin wool hours and have lunch with him and his

by it sweater ang bianiets wife at their home—an invitation I was
weave “Spectator” wraparound

skirt in bold new textures and

happy to accept. The next morning, I
i colors! “Spectator”, $17.95;

saw him only briefly before going
Bl nate sweater. S1ion ashore, for his office was jammed with
Worite us for name of

callers of all kinds—official, profession-

nearest store and HI, and social. We had ngﬁﬁd that I
more Pendleton would wait for him in the lobby of the
news, Write Hotel de Normandie, a modern struc-
Dept. N9 ture in Le Havre’s modern harbor dis-
trict, both of which are products of
postwar planning. Shortly after twelve,
I saw Bellet enter the lobby, but if I
hadn’t been expecting him I doubt

ﬁﬁ !ﬁhp?ﬁe& hasm gs?:,,,u hnids 1 ﬁ.
a,quuris a’f waten cocktalls or lemon-

whether I would have recognized him.
He had changed into informal, at-home
attire, consisting of baggy dark trousers,

l ade and nourishes a generous arm- -
ﬁﬁ of cut flowers. One of our own:

a lght-colored jacket, a bright-blue . $¥arr selections for. ﬁ"’p Wh’”sﬁiﬂl -

- 1!"'\... s VS L Ly e . ., _1‘ -..;.
shirt, and a crumpled cap—an ensemble || silver platedware. $15
that, together with the cigarette hang- | = faderal fox includec. Add 50c beyond area. 4
ing from his lips, gave him the appear-| """“@* or Phone ;J;Mn Im PL ‘ﬁg.tai:-

perfume...
toilet water

PENDLETON

sportswear

ance of a standard Le Havre waterfront
character. He sounded a little breathless
as he greeted me, and explained that
after he had got his car out of the ga-
rage, he had gone to say hello to his
mother, aged seventy-nine, whose house
is at the other end of town from his. The ) e Y
visit had not been motivated solely by : E
filial devotion, 1t developed; he had also Yod U N 27aY oty
picked up a few bottles of wine from a &@'M'F’@’R"’T
supply that he keeps in his mother’s e G T
cellar. Occasionally, when he miscal- {arrrlerlcentral a‘"'m"d"m"'"g )
culates his needs while ashore, this ar- el '"S_tEIIEd in -every ‘one. of
rangement makes it necessary for him the hotel's 600 rooms. Fiiered,
to drive all the way across Le Havre Nt il halcac Sumkilfy
and back just to have something suitable pl_“‘ 5”"“{"5“_ operation all con
to drink with his dinncr, but it is safer, | e fribute o quiet comfort.
he assured me, between tightly com-
pressed lips, than keeping his wine at HOTE}YR;?CH'SgﬁEEJUYgRE(
home, for he is not at all sure that his R e
own household has the proper respect
for it. I gathered from his tone that any
Frenchman would consider these pre-
cautions eminently reasonable.
We had a quick apéro in the bar of

the hotel, and then got into Bellet’s
car—a Mercury—and drove out to-
ward the suburb of Sainte-Adresse,
first stopping at a fish store to buy some
mussels. As we drove along, Bellet told
me that he and his wife had been lucky
| to get a house there on returning to
Le Havre after the Liberation, for they
had found the city struggling with an

, acute housing shortage. The house,

Bellet went on, had been occupied by

Belgian refugees during the war and
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later requisitioned by the Nazis, and it
was in a sorry state of repair. Never-
theless, he said, it had its attractive as-
pects—notably, a superior view, since it
stood on a promontory, with the harbor
in the foreground and the coast of
Deauyille out beyond. “At might, the
lights of Deauville look like a string
of blue diamonds,” Bellet told me, as he
swung the car into a lane leading to-
ward the house—an old Norman villa,
with peaked gables and rough-hewn
beams. Then, as if to disavow this rare
lapse into lyricism, he added gruffly,
“But you can’t see a thing if there’s a

33
fog.

EAVING the car in the lane, Bellet
and I walked through a small
garden, across a lawn, and into the
house. The chief purser was home

'\ again., We moved inte a living room

beautifully furnished with old French
pieces, where we were greeted by Mme,
Bellet, a friendly, easygoing woman
with a thoroughly American manner,
which somehow made her seem a visitor
herself in those surroundings.

A young maid, wearing a black uni-
form with a white apron, came in, and
Bellet advanced toward her, holding
out the package from the fish store. She
stared at 1t a moment, and then, snatch-
ing it from him with an air of panic,
fled from the room.

“As soon as Robert steps into the
house, Marguerite gets nervous,” Mme.
Bellet said, laughing. “The poor girl
has been almost hysterical all morning.”

“I hardly ever say a word to her,”
Bellet protested.

“It’s your formidable presence,”
Mme. Bellet said. “Always the com-
missaire principal, you know.”

Although Bellet’s lips tightened, he
gave the impression of being rather
pleased. A moment later, he stalked out
of the room, and returned shortly with
three Scotch highballs. After the couple
had briefly discussed the trip, as matter-
of-factly as if it had been a walk to the
corner grocery, I asked Mme. Bellet
how she and her husband had become
acquainted. She said it all began one
day in April, 1930, when she—Miss
Ethel Engstrom, at the time—and a
friend, another Chicago girl, embarked
on a Mediterranean cruise, cabin class,
aboard a since-demolished ship called
the France, having been persuaded to
make the trip by a French Line folder
that promised good food, vared enter-
tainment, and surroundings congenial
to romance. For Miss Engstrom, ro-
mance came early, in the person of
the slim, slow-spoken, self-contained
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cabin-class purser—M. Bellet—whom
she had to consult about a lost pair
of gloves. She had decided then and
there that no other man would do.
Being the kind of man he is, Bellet
probably did not decide quite then and
there, his wife told me, and she got off
to a bad start the very first day by ask-
ing him if he was an Italian. “I don’t
know why, but I imagined that he must
be Italian,” Mme. Bellet told me.
“Robert became very indignant and
said, ‘No, I am a German.” So then I
didn’t know what to think, but, any-
way, that evening he invited me to be
a guest at his table for the whole trip.
You should have seen my friend’s face
when I told her that! And then, on the
third day out of New York, he pro-
posed to me.”

““The fourth,” her husband said.

“Well, then, the fourth,” Mme.
Bellet agreed, and went on. “We were
walking down a stairway—1I can still
see it—and Robert was a little behind
me, and suddenly he asked, ‘Do you
want to marry me!’ I was so over-
whelmed that I didn’t answer right off,
and he misunderstood my silence and
said, quite formally, ‘Of course, you
don’t have to if you don’t want to.’
Then I found my tongue, and assured
him that I did want to—very much in-
deed.”

When the cruise was over, Miss
Engstrom returned to Chicago in a
state of bliss that survived even the
sharpest warnings of relatives who were
dead set agamst her marrying any
Frenchman, and especially a seagoing
Frenchman. Over the next two years
she and Bellet didn’t manage to see each
other once, but they did correspond fre-
quently, and when, at the end of that
time, both were quite sure they had not
been mistaken, Miss Engstrom went to
France. They were married in Le
Havre on July 28, 1932. The Bellets
now have four children: Freya, twenty-
four, who 1s the wife of an official of
the Courvoisier Company and lives in
Jarnac, near Cognac, with her husband
and their year-old daughter; Anita,
twenty-two, who works for the Ameri-
can Consulate in Le Havre; Peter, sev-
enteen, who is attending school 1n
England; and Robbie, ten, who is a stu-
dent at the local lycee.

“Some of my friends in Chicago, who
had romantic ideas about what it would
be like to be married to a dashing
Frenchman, would be surprised if they
could see us now,” Mme. Bellet said.
“When my dashing Frenchman gets
back from a trip, he hangs up his cap

and announces to the household at |

71

UNIVERSAL

with the FLAVOR-SELECTOR

Pours at more parties
than any other Coffeemaker!

Whether it’s for entertaining or for the family, more people choose the
Universal Coffeematic than any other coffeemaker. They enjoy its real
coffee made quickly and exactly to the strength they have selected. They
are proud of its graceful chrome-on-copper beauty. Next time serve
coffee at its best . . . make it in a Universal Coffeematic. »‘995

Chrome on solid copper from

Big family or small — there’s a Coffeematic for you!

S-cup chrome 8-cup chremea 8-cup chrome 10-eup chrome 10-cup copper
or copper




72

BEEFEATER

BEEFEATER

the imported
English Gin that

doubles your
martini pleasure

Beefeater—symbol
of integrity in
British tradition
and in the finest
English Gin.

Unequalled
since 1820

g

BURROUGH'S

BEEFEATER GIN

Imported by KOBRAND CORPORATION,
New York 1, N. Y. 94 Proof, Distilled from Grain

large, ‘Je suis fatigué et fauché. Tired
and broke—that’s the way he always
describes his condition. They’ll probably
inscribe that on his tombstone. ‘Here
lies Robert Bellet—Fatigué et Fauche.’
No matter how tired and broke he may
be, though, we're all very glad to see
him.”

“T'hank you,” Bellet said crisply.

“As for Robert’s French ways, my
Chicago friends would be downright
shocked by some of them, but they’'ve
come to seem perfectly natural to me,”
Mme. Bellet continued. “Things like
keeping his wine at his mother’s house,
because he doesn’t trust me to use it
properly. And then, there’s his car. I
was driving a car practically before the
people in Le Havre had ever seen one,
but do you think Robert will let me
drive his? Noindeed!”

“A man doesn’t lend his automobile,
his bicycle, or his wife,” Bellet remarked
complacently, finishing his drink and
going out to the kitchen, where he was
to cook our lunch himself.

HILE her husband was busy with

the lunch, Mme. Bellet enter-
tained me by describing some other
French ways that she had long ago
learned to take in her stride. To begin
with, she said, an American woman ac-
customed since childhood to a casually
hospitable acceptance of other people
has a hard time of it for a while after
she scttles in a French city. “In Chi-
cago, we always took it for granted
that a person was O.K. until the person
proved us wrong,” she said. “Here it’s
the other way around—in the provinces,
at lcast. If you’re a stranger, the French
are instinctively suspicious of you, and
it’s up to you to prove that you're O.K.
That certainly makes it difficult for a
newcomer to meet people. In spite of
automobiles and television, the insular
mood of the provinces doesn’t seem to
have changed much since Flaubert
wrote ‘Madame Bovary.” And then, of
course, there are the routine physical
discomforts. The heating, for instance.
Before the war, we were lucky with our
heating. We had a lovely little house—
a real jewel, a bit of Old France, with
fine white-and-gold wallpaper and mi-
raculously good heating and plumbing,
Well, it was gone when we got back.
This house, now, isn’t a bit modern. I
like to have my house warm, but Robert,
being a Norman, insists on plenty of
fresh air. So when he comes home in
winter, he opens all the windows and
then tries to keep the place warm by
throwing more wood on the fire. Well,
you know, a fireplace is lovely, provided
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you have some other source of heat, too,
so two years ago, while Robert was
away, I had a gas heater installed in my
bedroom. Now the whole family gath-
ers there on cold days—even Robert,
though he still won’t admit he likes it.”

Mme. Bellet paused, smiling at the
thought of this small triumph. Then
she shrugged, and said, “My one real
grievance, I suppose, is that we haven’t
got a telephone, but that’s a private,
special quirk of Robert’s, We did have
a phone years ago; then the girls began
growing up and getting calls from their
boy friends, and one day when Robert
was home it was ringing every minute,
so at last he said, “C’est assez, and
ripped the wires out. He had always
hated phones, anyway, and I can under-
stand that perfectly. It’s reasonable for
him to want to relax when he’s home,
and not feel that he is likely to be dis-
turbed at any moment. He’s convinced
that if we had a phone he’d be getting
calls from the ship at all hours, when-
ever something went wrong. Now peo-
ple who want to get in touch with him
have to call his distro, down the street,
and he picks up the messages and calls
them back. When he’s home, he leaves
the house at eleven every morning—
time for the first apéritif—and goes to
the bistro to get his messages and make
his calls. He comes home for lunch,
spends the afternovon reading, and nev-
er goes out after dinner. It makes a
pretty quict life for me, but I can’t
blame him. After all, he has more than
enough social life on his ship, and wants
to be left in peace when he’s ashore.”

Again Mme. Bellet paused and
smiled, this time with a sort of cheerful
resignation. “Robert loves his lustro,”
she continued. “A year or so ago,
Helen Stevenson, who has since mar-
ried Governor Meyner, of New Jersey,
came to visit us, Helen and her parents
are very good friends of ours. Her
father, Willlam Edwards Stevenson,
is president of Oberlin College. I got
to know him during the war, when he
was a Red Cross official in North Africa.
Well, we had no place in the house for
Helen to sleep, because the children
were all here at the time, so Robert put
her up in a room above the bistro. Real-
ly! And now Robbie, our youngest, is
beginning to love the place, too. One
night last week, he was late getting
home. It seems he’d been down at the
bistro looking at television, and I suppose
it’s only natural that a ten-year-old boy
who has a French father and an Ameri-
can mother should stop in at Papa’s
bistro to look at T'V. Not that I mind.
The people there are a fine lot, and
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they’re just as fond of Robert as Robert
18 of them. On the Liberté he’s the
purser, but in the distro he’s the cap-
tain.”

B ELLET came back to the living room
and told us that lunch was ready,
adding that he had put no onions or
carrots into the veal stew he had made.
We went into the dining room and
seated ourselves at the table, Bellet had
prepared moules a la mariniére, to start
off with, and they had the full fresh-
ness of mussels gathered only a few
hours earlier. As for the stew, it was
just the sort of dish I’d hoped for after
six days of Papion’s haute cuisine. It
was served with rice cooked to perfec-
tion—Ilight and dry. Afterward, we had
some cheese with a fine Chateau Bey-
chevelle.

When Marguerite served the coffee,
Bellet tasted it, shook his head, and de-
clared that it wasn’t the brand he had
bought during his previous stay at
home.

“Naturally not,” said Mme. Bellet.
“We ran out of your coffeec a week
after you left.”

Bellet shook his head again, and
turned sorrowfully to me. “Each time
I leave home, I see to it that everything
is in good working order—you know,
lights, plumbing, and all the rest of 1t—
and I also see to it that the pantry is
stocked. And when I get back, I find
that the lights won’t work and the pipes
are leaking and the pantry is full of
things I haven’t bought. It’s plain that
it takes a man to run a household.”

“We Red Cross women ran quite a
big operation during the war,” Mme.
Bellet observed.

Bellet refused to be sidetracked.
“What happened to all the stuff I
bought for the pantry?” he asked.

“If you ordered your ship’s supplies
the way you order ours, you’d run
out of coffee and sugar in mid-ocean,”
his wife replied. “Suppose Anita or
Robbie brings home some friends
and they get hungry. I can’t very
well refuse to feed them, can I As
a matter of fact, 1t’s fun to have a
lot of young things around, ¢njoying
themselves.”

Bellet drank the rest of his coffec in
disapproving silence,

ATER that afternoon, as the hour
for me to catch the Paris train
drew near, [ said goodbye to my hostess
and followed Bellet out of the house.
Fog was drifting in from the sea, en-
veloping the port in a white, salty

| shroud. Every few seconds, a foghorn
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sounded. At the head of the lane, Bel-|
let stopped to admire the ghostly scene,
and just then the fog lfted momen-
tarily from the harbor and we saw a

large ship heading out into the Channel,
Bellet stood there for some time, in-
haling the smell of the sea, When at
last we moved on, he told me we had
plenty of time to get to the station, and
proposed that we walk down to the
bistro for a beer. On our way, we saw
a young boy approaching, dressed in
blue jeans and a checked jacket. It was
the Bellets’ son Robbie, on his way
home from the lycée.

“How was school?” Bellet asked in
English, and the lad replied with a la-
conic “Pas mal.”

“All four children speak both French
and English, but at the moment Robbie
is going through one of his French
phases,” Bellet said to me. “Tw as du
travail? ” he asked, deferring to his son’s
preference in tongues.

“No, Papa,” Robbie said, perversely
shifting to English. “May I go down
to the bistro later on and look at the
television? ™

“We'll see when I get back,” Bellet
said, in a stern, ship’s-officer voice.
Then, suddenly, he bent over and
kissed the top of Robbie’s head. The
boy flushed and ran on past us.

The bistro proved to be a small, non-
descript establishment, with no name—
only the usual BAR-TABAC sign over
the doorway. It had fluorescent lights,
and its several marble-topped tables
were arranged around an ol stove. A
prominent fixture was the tclewision set,
which stood in one corner of the room
and was being worked over by a me-
chanic in blue overalls, Bellet and I
shook hands with the patron, who was
standing behind the bar in his shirt-
sleeves, and with two customers in
workmen’s clothes, who stood facing
him. One of the rear tables was occu-
pied by a family group that might have
come straight out of a Fernandel pic-
ture—a sad-faced woman, two sad-
faced little girls, and a sad-faced man
with a mustache, who had not bothered
to remove his hat and was sitting with
both palms resting on the handle of
an umbrella, staring straight ahead of
him, Bellet walked back and shook
hands with all of them, and the little
girls got up and curtsied.

Returning to the bar, Bellet ordered
a couple of bocks, and the patron
told him that a man had called to re-
mind him that he was expected at the
Hotel Terminus at five-thirty that
afternoon.

“I know,” Bellet said. “A farewell
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party for three of my men who are
retiring.”

“What are you going to do when
you retire!” the sad-faced man unex-
pectedly called from his table.

“Nothing much,” Bellet said gruffly.
“I’ll just lic in a hammock and read,
and maybe work in the garden, and
now and then go hunting.”

“Then you won’t be moving to Chi-
cago, Commissaire?”’ asked the patromn,
looking pleased.

“Tu es fou!” said Bellet. “Certainly
not—not unless the distro moves there,
too.” —JosePH W ECHSBERG

CROSS WINDS ON CAPITOL HILL
[ From the Congressional Record |

VISIT TO THE SENATE BY ARTH UR (FODFREY

Mgr. Jounson of Texas. Mr. Presi-
dent, I am very proud and privileged to
observe that in the diplomatic gallery, just
behind us, there is seated one of our most
diplomatic Americans, the beloved and
patriotic entertainer, Arthur Godfrey,
who comes into our living rooms so often
and gives us so much pleasure. [ am
pleased that in recent months he has mani-
fested such an interest in the legislative
branch of the Government, particularly in
the United States Senate. I know all my
colleagues join me in extending to him a
cordial welcome.

Me. Kxowranp. Mr. President, will
the Senator from Texas yield to me?

Tae Presipine Orricir (MRr. Scort
in the chair). Does the Senator from
Texas vield to the Senator from Cali-
fornia?

MR. Jornson of Texas. 1 yield to the
able minority leader.

Mgr. KnowrLaxp. I should like to join
the majority leader in extending a bipar-
tisan welcome to the Senate gallery to
Arthur Godfrey, who does so much for
hoth the information and the entertain-
ment of the American people.

Me. JounsoN of Texas. I thank my
friend.

| Applause, Senators rising. |

UniTep STATES-LATIN AMERICAN
RELATIONS

Mg. CHAVEZ. Mr. President, will the
Senator from Texas yield to me?

Mg. JouxsoN of Texas. 1 yield to my
friend, the Senator from New Mexico.

Mgr. CaHAvEZ. Mr. President, the wel-
come and applause for our distinguished
friend, Arthur Godfrey, are excellent. All
of us love him.

But, Mr. President, what is the United
States doing for Latin America? Latin
America extends from Mexico to Pata-
gonid.

In Mexico an attempt was made to ob-
tain a trifling amount of money from
Petroleum Mexicana-Pemex. But. Mr.
President, I ask the Senate, what is the
United States doing not only for Mexico
but for all the other countries of Latin
America?

In referring to Latin America, Mr.
President, at this time I ask the Senate to
consider particularly the Inter-American
Highway.

FRANK L. SAVAGE INMC., 17 EAST 37 57., NEW YORK
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Jazz Records
NHAPPILY,

most admirers

of jazz still appear to
be governed either
by a short-winded
faddism that selects
its youthful heroes on a kind of musi-
cian-of-the-month basis or by an aca-
demic approach that sets up in bronze
and stone musicians who haven’t played
a fresh, honest note in fifteen years. As
a result, a steadily diminishing number
of middle-aged men, such as Ben
Webster, Jimmy Rushing, Coleman
Hawkins, Dickie Wells, Tke Quebec,
and Jimmy Crawford, have, caught in
the vacuum between these two groups,
gone largely unnoticed since the mid-
forties, although their faculties and in-
spiration remain demonstrably unim-
paired. (Crawford, one of the ablest
of all big-jazz-band drummers, has
been pumping away in Broadway pit
bands for years.) These melancholy
thoughts have been touched off by a
valuable new release, “Cootic & Rex
in the Big Challenge” (Jazztone J-
1268), which features Cootic Williams,
the masterly, forty-nine-year-old trum-
peter, in the first jazz recordings he
has made in nearly a decade. Williams,
of course, was one of the principal rea-
gons for the success, in the thirties, of
Duke Ellington and, in the early forties,
of Benny Goodman. He perfected,
under the influence of Bubber Miley,
a trumpeter whom he replaced in El-
lington’s band, a still unsurpassed han-
dling of the plunger mute (the plain
old plumbing utensil, minus its handle)
that results in some of the unique sounds
in music. Williams generally plays in
the middle registers and uses simple,
classic phrases, but magic occurs when
he applies the plunger, for then he
produces an inexhaustible variety of
sounds that include aching growls,
yearning, ghostly wahoos, and tight,
intimate effects that suggest a wordless
language of sharp consonants and
drawn-out vowels. By comparison,
hearing his open-horn style is like
emerging from a dense wood into a
bright meadow, for with it he gets an
enormous, pushing, majestic tone that
has the resonance of at least two trum-
pets and that moves with ease from a
gentle urgency to savage, shouting
statements that could propel an army.
In addition to Rex Stewart, who em-
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ploys a delightful, slightly diminished
version of Williams’ style—a thinner
tone, a less certain technique, and a
tendency to rely on a stock of cute
phrases—the ensemble includes the
tenor saxophonists Bud Freeman and
Coleman Hawkins, the trombonists
Lawrence Brown and J. C. Higgin-
botham, and a rhythm section made up
of Hank Jones on piano, Billy Bauer
on guitar, Milt Hinton on bass, and
Gus Johnson on drums. They play
five standard tunes, a composition by
Stewart, and a blues. There is a good
deal of unevenness in the record—the
choice of tempos occasionally seems in-
ept and both Higginbotham and Free-
man are somewhat uncertain—but
there are memorable things, too. One
is “Alphonse and Gaston,” in which
Williams, in alternating choruses with
Stewart, plays a muted chorus, a growl
chorus, a delirious chorus with the
trumpet valves half closed, and a full,
plunging open-horn chorus. Another
is the two wonderfully eloquent duets
between Hawkins and Williams—
in the opening and closing sections
of “Do Nothing Till You Hear from
Me,” and in the first chorus of
“I Got a Right to Sing the Blues”—
in which Hawkins noodles ferociously
in the background while Williams,
muted, plays the melody as if he were
serving tea. Another is a sheet-tearing
growl chorus by Williams in “I’m
Beginning to See the Light,” which
makes his long absence from records
seem unpardonable.

“BACK Country SUITE” (Prestige
LP-7091) is a graceful and high-
ly original first recording by Mose Alli-
son, a pianist and composer who is just
twenty-nine. It includes, in addition to
five unrelated selections, a long suite
that celebrates the innumerable moods
of the blues. Allison, who is competent-
ly accompanied by Taylor La Fargue
on bass, and Frank Isola on drums, has
a direct, clean manner of playing that
reminds one of Nat Cole. The suite is
ten brief descriptive sketches (“T'rain,”
“Warm Night,” “Saturday,” and so
forth), all of them straight blues or
derived from blues and all of them ap-
parently almost completely arranged
rather than improvised. In the course
of the work, Allison moves from the
sort of deep-dish blues piano usually as-
sociated with Jimmy Yancey to several
light, jigging up-tempo dances. He
even sings once, in a piping, skinny
fashion. The composition is, however,
more successful as a whole than in its

parts; some of the pieces (“Spring |
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Song” and “Highway 49”) seem un-
finished, and others (“Blues” and
“January”) might, if enlarged, allow

Allison some needed elbowroom for im- |

provisation. Nonetheless, this s a heart-
ening and honest distillation of an age-
less jazz form.

FasciNaTING new tour de force

from the Coast, “Sonny Rollins
Way Out West” (Contemporary
C-3530), involves Rollins’ tenor saxo-
phone, the bass of Ray Brown, and
the drums of Shelly Manne. Although
all six numbers run five minutes or more
(one runs over ten), Rollins performs
with a consistent inventiveness and
vigor that would leave most of his con-
temporaries (who, even though they
keep on playing, generally run out of
fuel after their first two solo choruses)
wheezing for breath. Rollins con-
structs, on such numbers as “I’m an
Old Cowhand” and “Wagon Wheels,”
choruses that are—regardless of his per-
sistently goatlike tone and his abrupt,
cantankerous phrasing—a clear indica-
tion of a striving toward an improvisa-
tional approach that is revolutionary,
for it is based on an astounding use of
polyrhythms and it wrestles continually
with a new, elastic phrasing that com-
pletely reshapes the accepted measure-
by-measure patterns of the thirty-two-
bar chorus, which Charlie Parker and
Lester Young were the first to break
down. Rollins will, for example, con-
coct a simple six-note figure, repeat it
insistently, like a broken record, then
suddenly catch the listener up with a
long moment of silence before he slides
off into a soft, dizzying run that may
be alarmingly capped by a raucous bass
note. Manne, who 1s a flawless drum-
mer, and Brown, a superior bassist,
more than fill the holes opened up by
such instrumentation, and, in their brief
solos, come close to equalling Rolling’
rolling inspiration and agility.

ERRDLL GARNER can be heard in
an 1nexplicable new recording,
“Other Voices: Erroll Garner with
Orchestra” (Columbia CL-1014), in
which, in ten selections (five his own),
he is pitted against such a soughing of
strings and mooning of woodwinds that
his spark and ingenuity are all but swad-
dled to death, —WHITNEY BALLIETT
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ON AND OFF THE AVENUE

IF you happen to

have ever made
a trip to Brooklyn,
at the very peak of a
heat wave, to see a
cake baked, I don’t
have to tell you that
the experience gives
one a sense of unlimited power. With
the temperature at ninety-five one day
last month, I paid a visit to the offices
of the Brooklyn Union Gas Company,
which are at 176 Remsen Street and
are not air-conditioned, to see one of
the company’s wares—the newest-
model Roper gas range—bake a cake
on a top burner, and I now feel (I now
darn well know) that anybody who is
equal to that can do anything. The cake
was baked in a top-of-the-stove roaster
and baker called Roast-0-Grill, which
is a built-in adjunct of the new range,
and the fact that I was so enthralled by
its performance that I forgot all about
the heat, when not the least of the
demonstrator-cook’s difficulties was
keeping the cake from starting to bake
before 1t hit the stove, was a triumph
of matter over mind that speaks more
eloquently for the Roper brain child
than the most luscious Madison Avenue
prose could. In addition to the Roast-
O-Grill, the range is equipped with
four top burners, and one of these is
regulated by a completely accurate
thermostatic heat control, called Tem-
Trol—but that was introduced a cou-
ple of years ago and may secem old hat
to ladies whose kitchens come right out
of the latest four-color advertising
pages. All the same, I am sure that the
rest of us will find this feature a marvel.
As for the Roast-O-Grill, it is so new
and convenient and efficient that I can’t
beheve even those cooks who live on
famibar terms with the household
equipment of tomorrow can fail to be
impressed. The unit fits over a large,
separate burner (also thermostatically
controlled ) on the left-hand side of the
stove, and consists of various cooking
pans and racks nested under an alumi-
num dome that looks like that most
pompous piece of table silver—the Vic-
torian dish cover. Roper’s cover, how-
ever, 18 constructed with an intricate
system of vents and an adjustable shut-
ter between the inner lining and the
outer dome, all of which insure the ex-
act ventilation and heat diffusion neces-
sary for such divers cooking processes
as baking, roasting, pan-broiling, and

ABOUT THE HOUSE

steaming. When the unit isn’t needed,
it is stowed away in a special compart-
ment (there is a drawer beneath that
one for the other pots and pans usually
cached inside a stove), and the burner
is covered with an aluminum plate that
15 flush with the top of the stove.

The cake that was baked for my edi-
fication—a two-layer white one—was
put under the dome with the thermostat
set at three hundred and seventy-five
degrees and left there for twenty-five
minutes. Then the cover was lifted, and
lo and behold! the layers were* beauti-
fully browned and had risen as nicely as
if they had been baked in a standard
oven. While Roper makes no particu-
lar point of the fact, I noticed that dur-
ing the entire cooking operation, the
dome never became too hot to touch,
and that when the burner was finally
turned off, both it and the enclosed area
had completely cooled within a matter
of minutes. It is as a second oven,
though, that the Roast-O-Grill really
shines; its convenience is hard to ex-
aggerate. I should also report that those

who have used 1t to cook meats say that
it imparts a remarkable succulence to
roasts and stews. The price of the new
range, which 1s thirty-six inches wide,
thirty-six inches high, and twenty-six
and three-quarters inches from front to

back, 1s $437.5(), installed.

T 1s my considered opinion, whatever

it is worth, and also my extravagant
statement for the month, that as far as
summertime apartment-house living is
concerned, a kitchen exhaust fan con-
tributes more to family comfort than
any other single piece of household
equipment. Obwviously, the blower does
most to alleviate the lot of the girl who
does the coéking, but the other members
of the family are only slightly less bene-
fited, because, now that almost every-
body except Brooklyn Union 1s air-con-
ditioned and has to keep the windows
carefully closed, the problem of morn-
ing bacon and evening fried chicken,
with their attendant smoke and odor,
becomes all the more pressing. The big
trouble in trying to ventilate a kitchen

i 2]
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“And the Haves, you might say, are divided
into the Gives and Give Nots.”?
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properly is that very few blowers sold
for the purpose are powerful enough to
do a really thorough job. A twelve-inch
fan is, for some reason; considered right
for the kitchen, and that's what you
get if you leave it to the salesmen in
most of the house-furnishings stores.
But now General Electric has faced up
squarely to the facts of kitchen life and
come out with a twenty-inch exhaust
fan that will fit any sash-type window
from twenty to thirty-eight inches wide,
and do a sensational job of clearing out
smoke and heat. It has a three-speed
control; it can be installed by any able-
bodied man or woman who can master
a screwdriver; the sash can be closed
when the fan isn’t operating; and, ac-
cording to General Electric, it is power-
ful enough to cool five rooms. It stands
twenty-three and three-eighths inches
high and is seven and a half inches from
front to back, and the price is $39.95,
at Altman, Bloomingdale, Macy, and
Stern. A considerably handsomer fan,
built along the same general lines but
simmer and more modern-looking, is
G.E.’s portable, which has a leather
carrying handle. It can be put to work
anywhere In a room, to keep the air
circulating, or it can be installed as a
window exhaust, by putting a metal
panel on each side. (I should mention
that you can’t close the sash with this
model in the window.) Like the other
fan, it has a three-speed control and
costs $39.95, at the same stores. The
metal panels are $5.95 a set.

HIS week’s report on the latest

things in household equipment has
entailed a lot of experimental house-
work on my part, and now I can’t help
wondering what it 1s that women have
been complaining about all these years.
Or is it only as of now, this summer of
1957, when most of these remarkable
contraptions have appeared, that house-
work has become the hght and fas-
cinating pastime I found it to be? Any-
way, it’s almost certain that we shall
never again hear a squawk from any
woman faced with the necessity of
polishing or scrubbing a floor—if, that
is, she is provided with the floor polisher
and scrubber that has recently been
brought out by the Hoover Company
of vacuum-cleaner fame. This may not
be the most essential cleaning appliance
that has come along lately, but it is easily
the most fun to operate, and its results
are the most immediately rewarding.
One minute you have a beat-up-looking
living-room floor that, with rugs taken
up for the summer, does nothing to hide
its imperfections, and then, after waltz-

ing around with the Hoover polisher|
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for a brief spell, there you are with a |
floor all dazzlingly shiny. In the case
of my own floors, which a month or so
previously had had the usual handyman
waxing, the gloss was restored by the
tremendous force of the two rotating
brushes and the buffer pads. However,
if a floor has gone longer than that with-
out a waxing, some kind of polish—
liquid or paste—must be applied first.
As for scrubbing tiles, linoleum, or bare
boards, all that’s necessary is to dribble
a little detergent mixed with water over
the surface to be scoured, and the same
brushes do a perfectly splendid job of
cleaning, often taking up old spots and
stains you may have thought were there
for life. Having had so much made easy
for me, I was perhaps unreasonably
disappointed that the scrubber didn’t
also wipe up the suds, but it seems there
is no other way than to mop them up
yourself. I shan’t attempt to explain
what makes the bristles of the machine’s
rotating brushes dry so quickly and
thoroughly that they can be used
alternately for waxing and scrubbing,
but any salesman at Hammacher

Schlemmer, Macy, or Gimbel, where
the appliance is for sale, will be delight-
ed to explain all that, as well as to tell
you that it weighs only twelve pounds
and costs $49.95.

INCE everybody gets a new car
every year anyhow, and since built-

in automobile air-conditioners do a
slightly better job than those that are
bought and installed, you may.ask what
earthly reason there could be for a car
owner to contemplate buying one of the
latter type, even though some new ones
have lately been developed. Well, 1
asked just that question myself, not only
of interested parties, such as the manu-
facturers of the machines, but of car
owners who have had them put in, and
the answers I got were so convincingly
in favor of hitching a ready-made air-
conditioner under the dashboard that I
pass along some of them for your con-
sideration. Moreover, the Chrysler
people, who have brought out their ad-
mirable Airtemp Room Conditioner in
a car-cooling form, recently took me
for a ride in a car (a Chrysler, of
course) in which the new unit had been
installed, and I can thus speak from
some slight first-hand observation. It’s
true that it was only a moderately hot
day when I took my demonstration spin
(I go watch cake-bakings when it gets
really hot), but, even so, the difference
between the outdoor temperature and
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the inside of the car, where we sat as
cool as cucumbers, gave cheerful prom-

ise that the motorist with an Airtemp
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working for him would stand a good
chance of survival while driving across
Kansas in a heat wave.

To get back to the advantages
claimed for installed units in general
over built-in air-conditioners, there is,
to start with, the question of price; the
installed one averages about a hundred
and fifty dollars less than the built-in.
Also, I am told that the extra trade-in
allowance for an air-conditioned car is
negligible, so there is another possible
saving in the fact that the installed
machine can also be uninstalled and
transferred to another automobile.
(Since the actual cooling power comes
from the automobile engine, by way of
a dingus that hooks onto the fan belt,
you might expect the inside tempera-
ture to shoot up when the car gets
caught in a traffic jam, but all the driver
has to do in that case is put the car in
neutral and accelerate the motor, and
the cooler will keep on functioning
satisfactorily. )

Chrysler’s Airtemp, which is ther-
mostatically controlled and has three
circulating vents for directing air to any
part of the car, is a smartly styled ma-
chine that fits in just below the dash-
board. It can be set up in 1957 Fords
and Chevrolets, and in 1956 and 1957
Chryslers, Dodges, De Sotos, and
Plymouths. It has a capacity of five
tons and costs $400, installed, at any
Chrysler dealer.

The Industrial Air Conditioning
Company, 224 East 38th Street, spe-
cializes in the Vornado automobile air-
conditioner, which is also thermostat-
ically controlled and can be installed in
all but two cars—the Cadillac Fleet-
wood (there’s a radio speaker up under
the dashboard of the Fleetwood, just
where the unit would go) and the
Chrysler Imperial (the drive shaft is set
so high there 1sn’t room). This one has
five air circulators that can be adjusted
to send air to any part of the car—back
or front—and its capacity is five tons. I
haven’t ridden in a Vornado-equipped
car myself, but a reliable citizen whose
Vornado has been functioning for more
than nine thousand miles assures me that
on an all-day drive through a truly siz-
zling heat wave he kept the temperature
of his car at an even sixty degrees, until
he began to get gooseflesh and turned
the thermostat up to a more moderate
seventy. Industrial’s price for the Vor-
nado 1s $370, installed. Both the Indus-
trial and the Chrysler conditioners can
be bought somewhat cheaper, by the
way, if installation isn’t included in the
price, but everyone I have talked to on
the subject has told me emphatically
that putting an air-conditioner into a
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car is not a do-it-yourself project; it is
something to be left entircly in the
hands eof experts, preferably factory-
trained ones—and so are repairs.

NOW pass from the entrancing
business of investigating new me-
chanical conveniences to something of
a very different nature, and my only
possible excuse for including it in this
report is that it, too, Is a convenience.
This apologetic preamble is by way of
nervously introducing a new formula,
brought out by the National Bird Con-
trol Laboratories, of Skokie, Illinos, to
discourage the visits of pigeons and
starlings. And before all you pigeon
lovers (as far as I know, starlings have
no friends) take pen in hand to voice
your indignation at what you will
doubtless claim amounts to discrimina-
tion against Columba lira, let me ex-
plain that this stuff (it’s called Roost
No More) doesn’t hurt the birds one
bit; they just happen not to like it. Ac-
tually, I’m not sure that I like it my-
self. It’s a sticky, jellylike substance,
and when it is spread on window sills
and cornices, it certainly does an effec-
tive job of keeping somebody else’s
feathered friends off the premises. Any-
way, neither the birds nor their de-
fenders have much to worry about, be-
cause the yellowish jelly is far too messy
to spread on park benches or even on
sidewalks. If, however, you want to
enjoy the privacy of your own window
sill again, you can get a ten-ounce pres-
surized spray can of Roost No More at
Vaughan’s Seed Store, 24 Vesey Street,

and at Gimbel, for around $2.75.
—3. H.

The Rt. Rev. Frederick L. Barry, Epis-
copal bishop of Albany. confined 22 candi-
dates in St. Paul's Church, Kinderhook,
recently —dAlbany Knickerbocker News.

Frederick, nicknamed the Furious
Bishop.

A dinner was given William J. Howard
of 30 Grace Avenue, at the Swan Club last
Saturday night by his parents in honor of
his graduation from Columbia Law

School, summer cum laude.—Great Neck
(L.1) News.

And laude sing cuccu.

17. Wilson, Sloan, “The Man in the
Gray Flannel Suit,” 1955, Simon and
Schuster, New York

(Also published in a cloth binding by
Simon and Schuster under the title “How
to Attain Financial Security and Self-
Confidence.”)—S8ales Management.

That Simon and that Schuster—
they know a trick or two.
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N common with
millions of other
workersover the just
finished Bank Holi-
day weekend, the
members of Parlia-
ment shut up shop
and departed for
their vacation—a
rather uncommonly
‘S‘G@}D long one in the politi-
cilans’ case, of course,
since, with luck, they do not expect
to reseat themselves on Westminster’s
green leather benches before October
29th. To the ordinary citizen, it has
sometimes been difficult during the last
few months to remember that they
were there at all, Possibly as a reaction
to the bitter, rending emotions of last
autumn’s Suez crisis, possibly because
of an absence of legislative red-hot po-
tatoes—with the exception of the highly
controversial Rent Act, which went
through this summer—it has been a
surprisingly quiet end to a session that
began so noisily. The Opposition bench-
es, as well as those of the Government,
seem to have been becalmed in the cu-
rious prevailing doldrums. Most Con-
servatives, it i1s true, consider that Prime
Minister Macmillan has done a superla-
tive job of steadying the ranks behind
him, making it hard to recall how dan-
gerously scattered his followers ap-
lpeartd to be when he took office. And
this is just what has apparently enraged
numbers of Labour supporters, who feel
critical of their leader, Mr. Gaitskell,
and, as they see it, the disappointing
moderation of his attack at a time when
the Government was so far off balance
and when the sound of monotonously
dropping Conservative by-clection ma-
jorities was echoing up and down the
country.
Thirty-two Labour M.P.s have
given the rank and file among the
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| leadership of their party a bit of ad-

vance study to digest before they meet
for their party conference at Brighton,
in October, by slapping down an open
letter (published in London’s weekly
Reynolds News, a journal sympathetic
to the Opposition) filled with sharp
criticism of the recent official Party
policy statement, “Industry and Soci-
ety,” which they regard as too cautious
by half on the subject of promises of
bigger and better nationalization when
Labour gets back into power next time,
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as it scems now to be cheerfully confi-
dent of doing. The M.P.s, and un-
doubtedly plenty of Labour voters in
their constituencies, want more vig=
orous socialism and more public owner-
ship, and will probably say so in no un-
certain tones aimed principally toward
the platform at Brighton. As lots of
Tories remember, with some cheer
themselves, in previous elections La-
hour’s stand on nationalization has never
rated as much of a new-vote catcher but,
rather, the reverse. Now, however, 1t
has been taken out from under the wrap-
pings again, to the accompaniment of a
blast of approval from the trade unions,
whose current belligerent mood seems
to indicate that, while the Government
has managed to secure a little easy
sledding for itself this past session, the
next session is going to be considerably

rougher.
& a hint of possible things to come,
the public has lately endured a
provincial bus strike, now called off,
from which it suffered grave mconven-
ience and violent exasperation, and a
strike of porters at Covent Garden and
Spitalfields markets, which after three
weeks is still going on and from which
no one but the strikers so far seems to
have suffered much. The shops are, as
usual, full of their late-summer still-
lifes of fruit and vegetables, brought in
past the picket lines under police convoy.
Prices have not soared, as they were
expected to, and four thousand London
greengrocers, out to show that they can
get tough, too, have just declared smart-
ly that since the strike they have been
getting quicker, cheaper service from
the markets and that they mean to press
strenuously for reform of the restricuve
union practices that help to bump up
price tags on housewives’ beans and let-
tuce.

Most citizens were startled and an-
gered by the unusual ugliness of mood
shown during the strike of the busmen,
who damaged buses that remained on
the roads, threatened children being
taken to school by lorry, and set some
lorries on fire. Such wiolence seems
symptomatic of the rising tension be-
tween the parties over the big economic
questions of the moment and between
organized labor and the employers—
all sides having taken up stated positions
from which it may be difficult to back
down. The Government has repeated
its belief that increased wages, unac-
companied by any increase in produc-
tion, are primarily responsible for the
inflation that is bedevilling the econ-

omy, whereas Labour and the trade
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unions insist that the only remedy for
this evil is a socialist government, plus
socialist controls and socialist taxation,
to stop the boss from getting too big a
slice of the cake, as well as most of the
icing. The agenda for the trade-
union conference in September is full
of resolutions breathing good old-
fashioned fire-eating sentiments on
wages and profits, and Mr. Frank
Cousins, the powerful leader of the
enormous T'ransport and General
Workers’ Union, has announced that
he is out to get all he can for his flock,
with no holds barred.

Somewhere out in the middle of the

| scrum—as plenty of worried Britons | &
realize, all right—is the British econ- |

omy, fighting for air, but the Govern-
ment seems undecided about how seri-
ously it wants the country to view the
situation. The Chancellor of the Ex-
chequer’s first warning speech on in-
flation, with his much quoted remark
“It would be better to disagree than
to drift”—that is, to disagree with the
trade unions over fresh wage increases
rather than to drift with all hands onto
the rocks—was rather toned down in
some of his later pronouncements,
though it will certainly be remembered
(maybe somewhat awkwardly) by the
more militant "Tory backbenchers when
the next lot of wage demands comes
rolling in and the time arrives for the
rumored showdown. The grave note
in the Chancellor’s original warning
was further blurred by an equally dis-
cussed but far more optimistic speech of
the Prime Minister’s, in which he said,
“They never had it so good.” He
meant, of course, that the bulk of the
population is now enjoying full employ-
ment and a steadily rising standard of
living, but his words caused consider-
able bitterness among pensioners and
other harassed people with battered
fixed incomes, who wanted to know
what was so good for them in the pres-
ent state of affairs. At the moment,
the only thing the fed-up public can see
clearly is that, as a result of the extra
money the Industrial Disputes T ribunal
awarded to the busmen, bus fares are
certain to go up before long, like many
other trimmings of everyday life.

EFORE Parliament went off to re-
fresh itself for future trials, the
House of Commons attempted unsuc-
cessfully to get some additional infor-
mation out of the Foreign Secretary on
the fighting in Oman. Information on
this subject is just what most other
citizens would be glad to have, too.
Few of them can disentangle what the
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Sultan of Muscat, the Imam of Oman,
Saudi Arabia (on the sidelines), and
the British Government are up to,
the official press releases having been
confined—amidst loud  journalistic
complaints—to denials of Cairo’s
propaganda fabrications and majestic
communiqués announcing that R.A.F.
Venom jets have again been dislodging
chunks of a mud fortress that might, as
far as the imagination of the man in
the street is concerned, be on the moon.
Apart from some criticism in the Labour
ranks, the general fecling seems to be
that the Government could not fail to
go to the assistance of an old friend who
had a treaty in his pocket—a treaty,
moreover, that was renewed in 1951—
for such a failure might convince other
tribal rulers, watching narrowly from
the rich Persian Gulf oil lands, that the
days of Briush protection were over and
that they must henceforth look to King
Saud for support. Should this happen,
“the consequences for the sterling area,”
said the New Statesman, which rarely
comes anywhere near approving a Con-
servative government’s action, ‘“‘could
be disastrous.”

The New Statesmnan was less ap-
proving as it went on to list some specific
anxieties, which are also worrying cit-
izens who do not happen to share its
political views. In short, the appre-
hension is over whether the British ac-
tion in aiding the Sultan will not stir
up the old imperialist accusations,
which, since Suez, have been gradually
dying down, and whether, before the
British are out of Oman, they will
not be forced to start shooting at some-
thing much more costly and danger-
ous than mud fortresses. So far, there
is little public emotion about the Oman
war, but to be once more packing
thoughts of oil and Middle East tensions
between the holiday sunglasses and de-
tective novel makes people uneasy. Even
Mr., Dulles’s brief presence here—it
was pretty generally believed that his
turning up so suddenly in London was
as much connected with Oman as with
his declared intention of getting a closer
look at the progress, or otherwise, of
the disarmament talks—scemed part of
an all too seasonable August program
for many.

EN DONERSs are traditionally faithful in
their devotion to their aging stage
favorites, and substanual public opinion
is therefore currently rallying to the
support of an aging London theatre,
the St. James’s, which is due to succumb
to the house wreckers at any moment

and give place to a big office block that
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the London County Council has au-
thorized to be buwlt on its site. The
St. James’s is a cozy little Victorian play-
house, buillt in 1835, that sits ke a com-
fortable old hen around the corner from
the elegant men’s shops (for wine,
bowler hats, sporung prints, fishing
rods, and chestnut-bright handmade
shoes) and clubs of the neighborhood.
It 1s nowhere near as beautiful as, for
instance, the scarlet-pillared Haymarket
Theatre, and the L.C.C. tartly pointed
out, when the uproar began, that it does
not meet the Council’s fire and sanitary
regulations, but it has a lot of nostalgic
theatrical history. Sir George Alexan-
der, the Edwardian actor-manager, and
his wife were long and triumphantly as-
sociated with it; Rachel acted there in
1850, and in recent years the Comédie
Frangaise has been a distinguished for-
eign visitor.

The campaign to save the St. James’s
has been vigorously led by Miss Vivien
Leigh and has had the support of Sir
Laurence Olivier and other stage peo-
ple. Miss Leigh’s activities have in-
cluded injecting a sharp, feminine inter-
ruption into the sacred, quivering air of
the House of Lords while its members
were engaged mn a debate on the subject,
parading with sandwich boards through
the streets, addressing an open-air meet-
ing (where one of the posters carried by
a supporter declared, “Cry ‘God for
England, Larry, and St. James!” ), in-
terviewing the Minister of Housing and
L.ocal Government and a financier who
has reportedly bought the theatre, and
receiving sackfuls of mail in support of
her position from the public. (“Two
American millionaires” who were said
to be gallantly coming to the aid of the
old theatre, as though to the assistance
of a maiden tied to a rock, dwindled to
one millionaire on closer inspection.)
The House of Lords, forgiving—and,
no doubt, admiring—Miss Leigh’s in-
trusion, took up the matter of whether
the demolition ought to be halted
pending a decision of both Houses of
Parliament, and voted, twenty-two to
eighteen, to halt. The Government,
however, has just unkindly stated that,
peers or no peers, it intends to allow the
St. James’s to vanish from London’s
theatrical map, but its champions say
that they have not given up the fight.

London’s theatrical map 1s, at best,
sadly inadequate to the needs of a city its
size and is already showing, or is about
to show, other sorry gaps. While the
tussle over the St. James’s is raging, the
demolition gangs are in the process of
flattening the Gaiety Theatre, in the
Strand (the peers should have worked

N
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up some heat over this one, since a siz-
able portion of the Edwardian aristoc-
racy found wives among the original
Gaiety beauties), and it has been an-
nounced that the Adelphi Theatre is
next on the hist. Though by no means
all theatregoers feel as strongly as Miss
Leigh about the merits of preserving the
St. James’s, it seems generally agreed
that the affair has turned into a battle
with the bureaucrats. Since it has just
been hinted by the Commussioner of
Crown Lands that the superb Nash
Terraces, in Regent’s Park, which of
late years have been mostly used as gov-
ernment offices, may come down in
1960 to make room for some nice big
blocks of flats, it is as well that indignant
Londoners are getting their hand in.

—MoLrLIiE PANTER-DOWNES

Many bird lovers write me and they
have missed my letters in your good paper.

It has been intensely warm, and I have
not felt fine. I envy my dear birds as they
sing beautifully this warm dry weather.

There are many brown thrushes, rube
robins, chipping sparrows. blue birds,
mockingbirds and others. Partridges visit
me in my yard. I miss the wrens fearfully
and do not understand why they have de-
serted me. Many other friends have said
they do not have any of these attractive
birds this year either.

At one time there were too many Eng-
lish sparrows and starlings at “Birdland
Farm.” Now they are not so numerous,
I am glad to say.

My birds do not seem to mind electrical
storms, and I wish they did not frighten
me.

The birds join me in extendling best
wishes to all of you, but most particularly
bird lovers. Be sure to drive carefully.

BirpiE May BAaucH.
Powhatan.
—Richmond Times-Dispatch.

Oh, we’ve sold the car.

]
TownicHT AT Pors
Woashington Post, March Sousa
Overture to “Mignon” Thomas
Minuet Bolzom
Double Concerto for Single Trumpet

Farberman
Soloist: ARMANDO GHITALIA
Concertino for Piano and Orchestra
McLain
Soloist: MARGARET STARR McLAIN
Capriccio Espagnol Rimsky-Korsakoff
Alborada — Variations — Alborado
— Gypsy Scene — Fandango of the
Asturias

Selection from ““The Most Happy

Fella” Loesser
Syncopated Clock Anderson
American Salute Gould

Give your family and friends a
treat, take them to the movies.
—Boston American.

Just give the news, please.

l
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Too much fun? The excitement aboard JAL...the beautiful kimonos and
““happi’” coats and dainty fans and ‘‘kokeshi’ dolls...all this can tucker
young travellers. So she reluctantly retires to dream of magic lands—Japan,
Hong Kong, Bangkok—now just gentle hours away. Make your own dreams
come true. See your travel agent and plan your tour via Japan Air Lines.

- JAPAN AIR LINES
w U.S. to the Orient via Hawaii

MNew York - Chicago - San Francisco - Los Angeles » Washington, D.C. « Seattle - Honolulu
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HERBERT BLOSSOM AND

THE COLORED
IT was a hot afternoon, and on the

outskirts of a Pennsylvania village

a small boy in a striped T shirt
was walking slowly homeward, scuffing
peevishly at the ground with his sneak-
ers. The heat rose from the yellow dirt
road to meet the heat rushing down
from the sky. The wild flowers beside
the road looked crushed and exhausted,
and the grass had been toasted into
brown scrub. Across a ditch, and be-
yond a low wooden fence, a long, well-
sprayed, and carefully tended green
lawn sloped upward to a cool white
house, fanned by trees, that looked im-
maculate and inviting in the sunshine.
“Gee, that place looks cool,” the boy
said to himself wearily. At this moment,
an old Negro came riding by, inside the
fence, on the seat of a large power
mower, and waved a wet handkerchief
at him,

“Hot barely describes it!” shouted
the colored man over the clatter of the
machine, and he swept away up the
lawn. Telling himself that this was just
the kind of high-toned phrase you would
expect from the Woolmans’ gardener,
the boy crossed the ditch and leaned
against the fence. Watching a man
mow a lawn wasn’t much, but 1t was
better than nothing. In a minute or
two, the mower came back, and this
time the driver stopped
and switched off the motor.
“Would you be scandalized
if I stopped working?”
asked the colored gardener.
He hopped off his high seat
and gestured at the lawn.
“Ain’t no use giving a bald
man a haircut.” He took off
his big sun hat and mopped
himself. “What can I do
for you, sonny?” he asked.

“Just  watching you
mow,  said the boy.

“Well, now you’re go-
ing to watch me rest.”

The boy turned away.
“I'll go watch somebody
else,” he said.

The Negro was already
lying on his back. “Ain’t
nobody else to watch,” he
said. “I’m the most active
thing in miles.”

“T’ll go home and watch
the flies fighting.”

“Well, if you crave ex-
citement, let’s go to my
place. We got plenty of
flies.”

The boy paused and

BALLPLAYERS

squinted at him. The old gardener
stood up and said, “Just you wait
until I get this machine put away.” He
started the mower and drove 1t off
toward a low garden shed surrounded
by lilac bushes. He reappeared a min-
ute or two later, pocketing a key,
recrossed the lawn, and then vaulted
lithely over the fence. “C’mon, kid,” he
said. “My house is just down the road.”

“I got to get home,” said the boy
nervously. “I’m expected.”

“Just come in for a minute and re-
fresh yourself for your journey.” The
gardener took the boy’s hand and
walked slowly with him along the road.
They passed beyond the estate and came
to a district of dirty wooden houses with
scraggy gardens, which looked hot and
untidy in contrast to the Woolmans’
place.

“What you call yourself, sonny?”

“Joe,” said the boy. His real name
was Herbert Blossom, but some defen-
sive instinct made him change it.

“Nice name—"*Joe.” My name 1s Joe
also.”

Herbert felt very uncomfortable at
having taken the man’s name for him-
self. He bent his head and scuffled his
feet.

“We got TV at my place,” said the
real Joe, “and you can have some cool

=
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lemonade and watch the ball game from
Philadelphia.”

“Won’t the Woolmans wonder
where you’ve gone?” Herbert asked.

“Woolmans got no curiosity. Wool-
mans never see the light of day. You
want to see the Woolmans, you go into
that big, dark house with a flashlight,
and you knock on all the closets, and
you holler ‘Come out, come out, wher-
ever you are!,” and if you’re extra
lucky, one of the butlers will step out of
one of the closets looking real embar-
rassed, and he’ll ask you what you
want.”

“It sounds very exciting,” said Her-
bert. “A whole family hiding out like
ghosts in that big house.”

Joe laughed. “I guess they come out
at night, Folks say they hear a funny
howling sound coming from the lawn. I
don’t know—that’s just what they say.”

“Ah, you're full of bull. They may
be peculiar, but nobody goes around
howling at night.”

“That’s just what they say. I haven’t
heard it myself.”

“What do they sound like?”

“They wail like cats and they yip
like puppies.”

“Ah, you're crazy!”

“That’s just what folks say.”

HEY walked on in silence until

they came to a small, neat white
house set with precision in a small, neat
garden. Stll holding the
boy’s hand, Joe led him

through the gate.

“Why do the Woolmans
howl?” asked Herbert, at
last.

“It’s because of how they
came by their money. They
can’t stand thinking about

“ i Ny
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A fral colored woman
opened the screen door, and
looked at them without
expression. “I found a little
friend—another Joe,” the
gardener said. The woman
nodded. “Joe, this is Mabel.
We come to watch TV,
Mabel.” They walked past
Mabel into the living room,
and she walked soundless-
ly into the back of the
house. They sat down in a

pair of gaily striped arm-

chairs in front of the TV

set. Joe turned the set

on and switched channels,
and the screen flickered

Q. S5o0GLew

into life. Mabel came
back into the room, with a
tray that held a pitcher of
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Chedo Chuckovich

He’s one of the few who got a second chance

(44
I'M Cuepo CHUCKOVICH, lucky to live in
America.

“For I have also been Chedo Chucko-

vich, man without a country.

“I was born in Belgrade, Yugoslavia.
My father was co-owner of the Serbian-
American Natonal Bank. I had been
educated in schools in France and Swit-
zerland, and planned on a career in
diplomacy.

“When I was 17, the Germans invaded
my country. I fled with my family into
the hills, and joined the guerillas. My
father was killed. My brother was killed.
I was wounded and taken prisoner, and
starved for five years in a Nazi concen-
tration camp.

“Two weeks before the war’s end, the
Canadians freed me. My family was dead

CHEDO, AFTER CONCENTRATION CAMPS

confiscated. The Communists had taken

over Yugoslavia. [ was a man without a

country.

“But 1 was one of the lucky displaced

persons. Unlike so many of the others, I

got to America, and a new start.
“Today I am in business for myself, a

Union Oil dealer in Pacific Palisades,
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California. I have money in the bank, a
home, a car. I have the respect of my
neighbors. I have friends and a future
again. I will soon be an American citizen.

“I will work at my citizenship because
I learned the hard way you can’t take it
for granted. You have to earn it.

“I know, because I'm one of the few
who got a second chance at freedom.”

CHEDO CHUCKOVICH: “YOU CAN'T TAKE YOUR FREEDOM FOR GRANTED.”

Chedo’s life underlines a basic truth, we
believe: Wherever men would remain
free, they must remain alert.

For any concentration of power in the
hands of a few—whether thev be business
men, financiers, industrialists, govern-
ment officials or labor leaders—is, in-
evitably, at the expense of the majority.

YOUR COMMENTS ARE INVITED. Write:
The Chairman of the Board, Union Oil Co.,
Union Qil Bldg., Los Angeles 17, Calif.

Union Oil Companyw -

MANUFACTURERS OF ROYAL TRITON, THE AMAZING PURPLE MOTOR OIL
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She succeeded as hostess
Who served guests the mostes’
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 lemonade, two cans of beer, and two
glasses.

“How did the Woolmans get their
money?”’ asked Herbert, watching the
ball game.

“Sh-h-h,” said Joe, and he drew a
finger across his throat.

“If you’re scoring it, that’s six to
four to three,” said the television an-
nouncer. “Here at Connie Mack
Stadium, the score is three to one,
Brooklyn, in the bottom of the fifth.”
‘The crowd began to mumble as a hitter
stepped into the batter’s box. Herbert
sat on the edge of his chair. He had
never been in a colored man’s house be-
fore. His host was sprawled back in his
chair, languorously sipping his beer.
The Phillie batter popped out, and the
Brooklyn players trotted back to their
dugout,

“How old are you, Joe?” the Negro
asked.

Herbert started at the unfamiliar
name. “Huh? Oh, I'm thirteen—that
is, twelve.” He was a big boy for ten,
but he knew that thirteen was going too
far. He shrank back miserably in his
seat. His lies seemed to have made his
position more fragile. He was now no
more than a fictional character among
people he didn’t know.

“What does your daddy do?”

“He— he works on the railroad,”
said Herbert desperately. He felt a
twinge of uncertainty over his father,
who was a bank teller and a com-
muter—a vague sense that he ought to
cover up for him if he could.

“That’s nice,” said Joe. The
Dodgers came and went, then the
Phillies, then the Dodgers again, in re-
morseless progression. Herbert drank
his lemonade. He began to relax under
the kindly sway of the game,

“Man, that Snider can hit,” he said.

“Not a bad boy. But look at this
Campanella,” said Joe.

“Snider hits better than Campanel-
]_R,”

“Campanella is one of the all-time
greats, even if he is getting a little old,”
said Joe. “Sniders come and go.”

“Snider can do anything,” said Her-
bert, with sudden excitement.

At that moment, Campanella hit a
long home run into the left-field stands.
Joe sat back and laughed. “Look at
that, will you? And Willie Mays is bet-
ter than both of them!”

“Snider is better than Mays,” said
Herbert doggedly. “And so is Mantle,
And so 18 Musial.”

“You don’t think much of the col-
ored boys, do you, sonny?” said Joe,
with a big smile.

“It’s not that,” said Herbert, “It’s

'
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just that I think Mays is overrated.”

“A colored man has got to be good
to be overrated.”

Herbert was nervous again. He
didn’t want to discuss Negroes vs.
whites in a colored man’s house. He just
wanted to talk about ballplayers. Why
did the guy have to drag color into it?
“T think Banks is fine,” he said in a con-
ciliatory voice.

HEY watched in silence until the

half inning ended and the com-
mercial crashed into the room. Old
Joe turned to the boy and held out an
open pack of cigarettes. “You're old
enough to smoke, aren’t you?” he
asked.

“Sure,” said Herbert, taking a
cigarette. He held it stffly in his
mouth while he accepted a light from
Joe.

“What about some beer?”

Herbert’s heart fluttered at the chal-
lenge. “No, thanks,” he said. He
hoped he wouldn’t be asked again.

Old Joe leaned forward and spread
his hands. ‘“Now, sonny,” he said,
“you’ve certainly got to hand it to the
colored boys. Natural ballplayers.
Only been playing in the big leagues
since the war, and already they have
about four guys who absolutely have to
get into the Hall of Fame, whichever
way you look at it. There’s Banks, the
greatest shortstop who ever lived, Cam-
panella, the greatest catcher, Mays,
Robinson, Aaron, Doby—all natural
ballplayers.” -

“They’re all right,” said Herbert
sulkily.

“‘All right’? Listen, sonny, in a few
years, when they get all the white boys’
advantages, there won’t be more than
a handful of white boys left in the
league.”

Herbert looked steadily at the screen.
He held his cigarette well away from
him, to keep the smoke out of his eyes.
“Maybe,” he said.

Mabel came in with some more beer
for her husband. “The boy want some
beer?” she asked.

Herbert’s heart fluttered again. The
man and his wife were both looking at
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Have you heard
about Cora?

There’s a lot of talk about Cora these
days, for those “in the know” are tell-
ing their friends that Cora is the name
of a distinctly superior, imported ver-
mouth. You ought to try Cora Imported
Vermouth yourself. You will find that
its superb taste and blendability are

worth talking about. Imported by
Schieffelin & Co., New York.
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him. “Maybe just a little,” he said. His
tongue tasted awful from the cigarette
smoke, but he felt that he had to add
the finishing touches to his new and
outrageous self—the boy with a coarse
name who was the son of a railroad
worker,

“You sure your daddy don’t mind if
you have a little beer?” asked old JDE.
“I don’t want to make him mad at me.
Woke up this morning, never even
heard of him. Tonight [ go to bed and
he’s mad at me. What kind of progress
is thatr”

“It’s all right,” said Herbert. “He
doesn’t mind what I do.” He thought
miserably of his prim little father and
his little yapping voice, saying, as he had
said just the other day, “If ever I catch
you smoking again, I shall ... I don’t
know what I’ll do.”

“Those railroad men is a pretty wild
crowd,” said Joe. “You got a rail-
roading daddy, you grow up fast.”

The beer tasted terrible. Herbert
tensed his face to keep from showing
pain as the stuff swished down his
throat.

“It’s just like in boxing,” said his
host, leaning back again. “Just look at
how the colored man took over there.
Soon as he got a break from the white
promoters, he took right over. Jack
Johnson—I guess he was before your
time—Henry Armstrong, Sugar Ray,
Joe Louis. All the great ones.”

Herbert puffed on his cigarette and
blew the smoke out quicklv, and then
took a sip of beer to drive away the
tobacco, and then another puff to take
away the beer taste. His mouth felt
dusty and stale, and the beer scemed
to have lodged in the top of his
throat.

“The colored man just naturally has
finer codrdination. Take running, for
instance. Never was a man like Jesse
Owens. White boys get the training,
the good coaches, and the required
leisure to distinguish themselves. But
they can’t run with the Negroes all the
same.”

13

Herbert couldn’t think of any track |

stars of any color. His mouth was too

uncomfortable for conversation any- |.
He looked muserably around—at |

way.,
the pretty, crisp curtains fluttering next
to the windows, and at the photographs
of handsome brown faces hanging on
the walls. He looked at the ball game
and then looked away, and decided
that when you feel sick, everything you
look at makes you feel sicker.

“The white man has been getting
progressively softer for thousands of
years,” Joe went on, “while the col-
ored man has been keeping himself |
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round home. Waterview sites,
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m anew boucle-knit of DuPont Nylon

Ready for a winner? Here's one in a collared pullover that owes its light
weight and well-groomed look to Du Pont nylon in a new boucle knit. Nylon
touches off this fine knit with sleek softness thal conceals its shape-keeping
strength. Makes washing fast and easy . . . needs no blocking., Shop now

for the variety of styles in stunning, easy-to-care-for bouclé knits.
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Done...with the new Waring Coffee Mill

Your reputation s a host is made! With the new Waring Coffee Mill, dozens of exotie coffee brews are
yours. Friends will be delighted when you serve Italian Espresso, an ibrik of Turkish coffee, or a tall
glass of Cappuceino at your next party. No coffee can mateh coffee made from the freshly ground
bean, and that applics to flaming Café Brilot or the mouth-watering Russian recipe blending cocoa
with coffee. Only the absolute freshness of on-the-instant grind can do it—and that freshness is yours
with the Waring Coffec Mill, the mill that grinds your coffee when you want it, the way you want it.
Sixteen different grinds. Another smart attachment for every Waring Blendor.,

P.s.—Write for free Waring booklet on how to serve 33 different coffee recipes, the whole story of you and your Waring Coffee Mill.
Write Dept. N, Wariug Produets Corporation, 25 West 43rd Street, New York City 30. Bubsidiary of Dynamics Corp. of Ameries.




Done...in two shakes

of a Waring Blendor

Hundreds of different treats for the whole
family to enjoy! The gamut of goodies—from
drinks to dressings, soups to sauces—all yours
in jig-time with the ever handy Waring
Blendor. And remember this, there is only
one Blendor—Waring!

Done... quick as you
can say Waring Ice Jet

There are a hundred uses for crushed ice, but
only one way to produce all you want in a
jifftv—with the Ice Jet attachment for yvour
Waring Blendor. Crushes four trays of ice
cubes in ninety seconds. All you need for
drinks, chilled salads, buffets, hors d’oeuvres,
desserts. A remarkable device—and so easy
to use. Specify Ice Jet by name: Waring!

Done...with a spin
of the Waring Mixor

Recipes galore! And to make them with ease,
here is the gracefully arcing handle that
eliminates wrist f[atigue. Here is the three-
speed switch you've been looking for, right
on top within reach of either hand. Here is
joy in the kitchen: a beautiful Waring Mixor
to do the work. Make a note now, see the
‘Mixer of mixers—Waring!

fit. That’s the whole answer. We
been working while you been playing,
sonny. That’s bound to tell in the long
run.”

“What about Rocky Marcianor”
mumbled Herbert.

“I’'m glad you brought that up, boy.
It illustrates my point very well. There
was the flower of the white race, the
finest type of white man in sports. And
yet he wasn’t fit to tie Joe Louis’s
gloves. Even the white sportswriters
agree on that.”

“You're crazy,”’ said Herbert.

“And as for Jack Dempsey, the com-
parison would make you laugh. Joe had
the technique end the speed.” The old
man jabbed the air viciously with a left
and a right. “Like that, quick—pow/!
Left hook, right cross—pow, pow!”

“You’re crazy,” Herbert said again.
He squashed his cigarette against the
bottom of the ashtray and pushed his
beer to the far end of the hittle table
that stood between the two armchairs.
If he kept his mouth shut, he decided,
he could master the nausea. After all, it
was no worse than eating too much ice
cream and cake.,

BRDGK_LYN won the game, and Joe
snapped off the set. Mabel
shuffled in. “Boy staying for supper:”
she asked.

“Would you care to share a bite with
us, Joseph?” said old Joe.

Herbert kept his mouth vght shut
and shook his head. “Be going,” he
said indistincdy.

“The young gentleman and I have
been having a discussion about colored
athletes,” Joe said to his wife. “He
thinks the white boys are better, but I
told him that the colored man has the
cobrdination and the fitness that the
white man lacks. I told him about Jesse
Owens and Joe Louis and Sugar Ray
Robinson.” Mabel walked out of the
room, but Joe kept right on talking,
without raising his voice. “I told him
about our fine ballplayers and runners.
Inadentally, I forgot to mention the
Globetrotters or the other great basket-
ball players produced by the colored
race. I don’t know whether I made
any 1mpression on the young man, but
I think I gave him something to think
about.”

Herbert got up. If he was going to
be sick, he suddenly realized, he had
better leave right now, so he could be
well away from the neat little house
when 1t happened.

“I’m not taking anything away from
the white man,” said Joe. “He’s stll
pretty smart. We can beat him at sports,

| but he’s the one that pockets the money
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and owns the big white houses, so may-
be he’s the better man after all.”

“Boy didn’t have a hat?” Mabel said
from the kitchen.

“I really enjoy discussing ideas like
this with somebody—mnice, friendly dis-
cussion,” said Joe, getting up.

Herbert’s mouth felt safe for a sec-
ond. “I stll think white guys better,”
he said.

Joe laughed. “O.K., you stick to
your opinion, I'll stick to mine. Plenty
of room in this country for two opin-
ions.”’

Herbert pushed against the screen
door and walked stifly away, his mouth
still shut tight, Joe ran after him and
opened the low front gate. “You must
come and visit with us again,” he said.
Herbert walked through the gate with-
out answering. He turned to the rnght
and broke into a run. After a few
yards, he looked back over his shoulder
for a moment and saw the courteous
old face still thrust out over the gate.
He didn’t turn his head again. He
passed the last of the houses and raced
past the flat fields that lay between the
colored district and his own part of
town. He had a stitch in his side, but he
couldn’t stop for that, The dirt road
became macadam, and scon he was
whizzing past the houses of his neigh-
bors. He ran all the way to his own
house, and crashed full tlt into his
father, who was fidgeting with the front
gate. “‘Hello, Herbert,” Mr. Blossom
said. “My, my!” He put an arm over
his son’s shoulder, and they walked to-
gether toward the front porch. “You've
been running, Herbert. You’re all
hot.”

“Ran all the way back from the
Woolman estate,” panted Herbert. “I
was hungry.”

“You haven’t been smoking over
there, have your” said Mr. Blossom.

“No, Father.”

“Funny. Your breath smells of
tobacco. And something else peculiar.”
They stood in the doorway and looked
at each other.

“That’s strange, Father. I wasn’t
smoking.” His eyes were wide and
frightened. “I’ve given up smoking for
hife.”

“All right. Go and wash for dinner,
then.”

Herbert ran upstairs and locked the
bathroom door. Still panting, relieved
to be locked in the safest room mn the
house, he washed his face and neck and
hands, and brushed his teeth vigorously.
Tomorrow, he thought weakly, he
could tell his friends about how he
drank beer and smoked cigarettes in the
house of a strange Negro. That was a
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pretty good adventure, and he only |’

wished he felt better about it.

T dinner, he sat and listened to his
father dissecting, in a querulous
voice, the news of the day. “Strike,
strike, strike,” he chirped like a bird.
“The workers don’t know when
they’re well off.”” With staccato strokes,
Mr. Blossom chopped his meat into little
squares. ‘“Nobodyin Washington has the
courage to speak up to labor,” he said
as he looked his meat square in the eye.
Bored, Herbert stared around the
room, trying to resolve something in his
mind. All the Blossoms were small
people, and in their pictures on the
dining-room sideboard they looked
minute and fussy compared with old
Joe’s large, handsome relatives. As his
mother nervously refilled the plates, he
thought of the massive resignation of
Mabel. Well, Mabel was just stupid;
that was what made her so dignified.
And his small father was much smarter
than old Joe. He could certainly lick
him in an argument any day.

“Father,” he said.,

“Yes, Herbert. What is it?”

“Do you think that . . . T mean, do
you honestly believe—"" He strove to
boil his vague problem into a sensible
question. “Do you think that colored
men are better at games than white
men?” He waited anxiously for an
answer. His father might be small, but
he was fair and wise.

Mr. Blossom sat and chewed absent-

ly. “Yes,” he Sald after a moment, “I
believe they are.’
“Really? Are you sure, Father?”

His father didn’t notice the alarm in his
voice.

“Yes, I think so. Very fine speci-
mens, many Negroes. Agile—Ilike cats.
Better eyesight, too.”

Herbert’s eyes suddenly welled with
tears.

“The colored man will probably be
running the world by the time I’'m an
old man, the way things are going,”
Mr. Blossom said. “Why, what’s the
matter, Herbert?”

“T’he boy’s tired,” said Mrs. Blossom.

“He’s been very difficult lately,”
said Mr. Blossom to his wife. I think
he was smoking today, over near the
Woolman place.”

“You’d better go to bed, Herbert,”
said his mother. But Herbert sprang
up, burst out of the front door, and ran
down the street, wailing as he ran.

“l don’t understand ten-year-old
boys at all,” said Mrs. Blossom, with a
sad shake of the head.

“It’s just the evil of tobacco,” said
Mr. Blossom, with a smile. “Didn’t
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you notice how green he was during
dinner? I don’t think he’ll go smoking
again in a hurry.” He put his arm
around his wife, feeling full of tolerance
and kindly common sense. “I don’t
think I’ll punish the boy,” he said. “He
has probably been punished enough al-
ready. He’ll come sniffling back, and
we just won’t say anything.”
Herbert ran until he came to the flat
fields, where he sat down on a big stone.
He cried for a while, and then gradually
sniffed to a halt. He felt tired and, for
some reason, terribly confused. Speak-
ing aloud in a quavering voice, he said,
“I don’t care if Father beats me! He’s
not so much!”  —WrLFrID SHEED

A THANK~YOU NOTE
FOR IMAGINARY GIFTS

Thank you, Juliette Marglen
for your gift of lovelier
lips and fingertips
—Adv. in The New Yorker.

Thank you, Juliette Marglen,
For your gift of lovelier lips
And fingertips—
And whiskey sips,
And cocktail dips,
Also calyps-
o songs, and, zps-
o facto, tips
On horses, grips
We pack for trips,
The old Poughkeeps-
ie station, rips
In nylons, whips
In Senates, gyps-
y camps, ellips-
es, paper clips,
The Apocalypse,
And garden thrips.
Who are you, Juliette Marglen?

Who are you, Juliette Marglen?

With your gift of lovelier lips
And fingertips
And chops and chips
And slips and slops
And bops and quips
And skips and hops
And shops and ships
And hips and crops
And fops and drips
And pips and pops
And sops and scrips
And flips and flops
And tops and strips
And gyps and cops
And mops and props
And drops and snips
And nips of schnapps?

Thank you, Juliette Marglen.

—Howarp Moss
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Close but No Cigar
T seemed rather

/,J"/\\\ a pity that Dedi-
cate’s number had to

be taken down after

he came in first in

— :m the Atanoc Gy
\.::\ Handicap at Atdantic
City last weckend. He was so much the
best. He not only gave from four to
fourteen pounds to the seven other run-
ners, but he finished lengths ahead of
them and broke the track record for the
mile and three-sixteenths, Unfortu-
nately, Arcaro, who rode him, sent
him between horses when he began his
run on the far turn, and crowded Hel-
fast, who, in turn, slammed Wild Ride
against the rails. Then Dedicate went
on to win comfortably from Royal Bea-
con II, who had never been worse than
second, and Helfast recovered quickly
enough to be third. There had also been
a bit of bumping early in the race (in
which Dedicate had no part, as far as I
could see ), and the last horse had hardly
passed the winning post when the stew-
ards ordered an inquiry. They disquali-
fied Dedicate, placing Royal Beacon 11
first (he paid $60.60 in the mutuels),
Helfast second, and Third Brother
third. The customers didn’t like it, be-
cause Dedicate was the 3-5 favorite, and
they howled the way they did when
Nashua was withdrawn at the last mo-
ment from that race last year. Later, a
nice point was raised—whether Dedi-
cate’s ume of 1:5444, which is nearly
three seconds faster than the old mark,
should be allowed to stand as a record
for the distance. The stewards and the
Racing Commission will rule on it this
week. Until Dedicate won the Mon-
mouth Handicap last month, he had
had a series of disappointments, finishing
second 1n the Carter and the Metropoli-
tan and third in the Suburban. Appar-
ently, his luck hasn’t changed. Royal
Beacon II’s luck certainly has. He’s an
Irish-bred colt, and for the most part he
has been running in claiming races. In
fact, his present owner, Sylvester Rich,
a Pittsburgh businessman, got him out
of one at Monmouth Park less than two
months ago, for $12,000—the buy of
the season, I’d say, since his share of
the purse last Saturday was $65,000.

EITHER L{1 Fella nor Bolero

U. ran to expectations in the
Sapling Stakes, for two-year-olds,

ETw RN e TR
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A bullet for
Charlemasne

The thickset Caco
general got slowly
to his feet. Behind
him, in the dark-
ness, stood an ugly
backdrop of a hun-
dred Haitian out-
laws. At his feet, a
woman stirred a
small fire.

Confronting him,
the tattered young
man in blackface
disguise saw the fire gleam on his white silk
shirt and pear]l handled pistol and knew
this was the murderous chieftain, Charle-
magne Masena Peralte. The man he’d come
for, through a jungle and a 1200-man en-
campment, past six hostile outposts, risking
detection and certain death.

Charlemagne squinted across the fire.
“Who is it?” he challenged in Creole.

There was no alternative; Marine Ser-
geant Herman Hanneken dropped his dis-
guise, drew an automatic, and fired.

The night exploded into gunflame, most
of it from Hanneken’s second-in-command,
Marine Corporal Button, and his handful
of disguised Haitian gendarmes. But the
shot that killed Charlemagne was the one
which would finally end Caco terror and
bring peace to Haiti.

Sergeant Hanneken is retired now—as
Brigadier General Hanneken, USMC, with
a Silver Star for Guadalcanal, a Legion of
Merit for Peleliu, a Bronze Star for Cape
Gloucester, a Gold Star, and a Navy Cross.
And, for his incredible expedition against
Charlemagne, November 1, 1919, the Medal
of Homnor.

The Herman Hannekens are a rare breed,
it is true. Yet in all Americans there is
much of the courage and character which
they possess in such unusual abundance.
Richer than gold, greater, even, than our
material resources, it is the living wealth
behind one of the world’s soundest in-
vestments—United States Savings Bonds.
It backs our country’s guarantee: safety of
principal up to any amount, and an assured
rate of return. For real security, buy Bonds!

Now Savings Bonds are better than
ever! Every Series E Bond purchased
since February 1, 1957, pays 3% in-
terest when held to maturity. It earns
higher interest in the early years than
ever before, and matures in only 8 years
and 11 months. Hold your old E Bonds,
too. They earn more as they get older.

SAFE AS AMERICA...U. 8. SAVINGS BONDS

ASASARABARARABADA

which wound up the meeting at Mon-
mouth Park last week. The winner
turned up in one of the outsiders—Plion,
a colt by Greek Ship, who came through
with a great rush in the stretch and
beat Li’l Fella by inches. Bolero U.
was down the course; perhaps he has
had too much racing. By the way, the
season at Monmouth was the most suc-
cessful on record there, which 1sn’t sur-
prising, for Monmouth is a nice place
to go, and things are done in fine style.
Colonel Martingale wishes it were
nearer town.

ELL, it’s still the same old Sara-
toga. You can skip it for a year—
though who wants tof—and be sure
that when you get back everything will
seem just as it always was. Even the
favorites go on being beaten with the
same regularity; seven of them lost on
the first day. The most notable thing
about last week’s racing at the Spa was
the attendance. On the opening day,
the turnstile count was 16,408. Dear
me! That many visitors on the grounds
in the good old days would have sent
the directors of the Saratoga Associa-
tion dancing with joy down Union
Avenue. There was the usual sur-
prise in the Flash, when Wing Jet
brought off a 30—1 chance. Pocahon-
tas took the Schuylerville for fillies,
and Riley, who hasn’t won a race this
year, was favorite for the Whitney
Stakes and was beaten by Kingmaker.
There was a steeplechase, too, the first
on the New York tracks this season;
eight started and five finished—a fair
average. I'he winner, Independence, is
a full brother of Bold Ruler. As I sup-
pose you’ve heard, Bold Ruler won’t be
a starter in the T'ravers this weekend.
Mr. Fitz, who trains him, says the colt’s
condition doesn’t quite suit him. And
that’s that. Anyway, almost everyone
is accepting Gallant Man as the best
three-year-old. He ran and won so ef-
fortlessly the other day that he’s sure
to be odds-on for the Travers, even if
Field of Honor, who won almost as
impressively the same afternoon, goes
to the post, as I expect he will. The
T'ravers should be well worth sceing,
—AuDpAaxXx MiINoOR

Hutchins, who was president
of the University of Chicago for
22 years, regarded the univer-
sities as important in the protec-
tion of civil rights by providing
centers of independent thought.
mostly cloudy.—Buffalo Courter-
Express.
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BOOKS

BRIEFLY NOTED

FICTION

NAaTALIE, by Alexandra Orme (Si-
mon & Schuster). Miss Orme writes
with a kind of wry detachment about
her heroine, a fiery Polish aristocrat
of fourteen who adolesces up and
down the corridors and in everyone
else’s room at a tacky boarding house
in Budapest during the few months
before the Nazis marched

smoke and thunder they are caught
up in.

GENER AL

Russta 1~ Transrrion, by Isaac
Deutscher (Coward-McCann). A
collection of essays, originally pub-
lished in various periodicals, by one
of the best informed and least excit-
able of the critics of Soviet Russia.

Most of the pieces deal with

in. The other lodgers are
a mixed lot, many of them
already refugees, and their
lives inside the house,
which reflect the menacing
events outside, are filled
with fearful, mysterious
connivings. Natalie adds
a great deal to the confu-

post-Stalin Russia—there is
an illuminating commentary
on Stalin’s heritage, and an-
other on Khrushchev’s hatch-
et job on the Stalin icon—and
here Mr. Deutscher has
proved an uncannily accurate
prophet. He takes on some of
the more vocal ex-Commu-

sion, but for all her spirit

and pathos and downright peskiness,
she is no match in witality for the
wonderfully described milieu in
which we find her.

TaE OrbpEAL OF GILBERT PINFOLD,
by Evelyn Waugh (Little, Brown).
Gilbert Pinfold, a well-known Eng-
lish author, sets out from England
for Ceylon for his health and on the
ship becomes the prey of devilish
voices that heap abuse on him, tell
him that he is mad, and plot against
his life, before he realizes, with the
help of his wife, that they have all
been a hallucination brought on by an
unfortunate mixing of medicnes.
According to a note in the front of
the book, Mr. Waugh himself re-
cently had a similar experience.

O~ THE BEeacH, by Nevil Shute
(Morrow). This unnecessary tale,
delivered with sort of a forced smile,
deals with the last six months in the
lives of a small group of Australians
and Americans, who, in 1963, two
years after a short nuclear war has
wiped out life in the Northern
Hemisphere, wait—up-chinned and
clear-eyed—for the radioactive pall
to reach them. Mr. Shute’s writing
is very slow.

THE REp AND THE WHITE, by Henri
Troyat, translated from the French
by Anthony Hinton (Crowell). A
massive and meticulously old-fash-
ioned melodrama about the Russian
Revolution that centers largely on
a semi-aristocratic family, the Ara-
povs, who, despite NMr. Troyat’s
boundless energy, seem only to be
flattened, time and again, by all the

nists—Arthur Koestler, the
Fischers (Ruth and Louis), James
Burnham, and Whittaker Chambers
among them—who, in his opinion,
have strayed into an intellectual des-
ert, and he lights into George Or-
well’s “1984,” which he finds re-
flects a somewhat soiled world
outlook,

THEHUNGARIAN R EVoLUTION, edited
by Melvin J. Lasky (Praeger). This
book—a textual montage, made up
wholly of excerpts from foreign
correspondence, letters, interviews,
propaganda leaflets, radio broadcasts,
and the like—is the most comprehen-
sive account of the Hungarian up-
heaval of 1956 that we have yet had.
It is not easy to read, but the ghastly
story 1s all there.

SLANTED NEws, by Arthur Edward
Rowse (Beacon Press). A survey of
how a cross-section of the American
press handled one incidental phase of
the Presidential campaign of 1952—
the Nixon and Stevenson “fund”
storics. The author’s conclusion
comes as no surprise: “With the pos-
sible exception of the New York
Tumes, all papers—both Republican
and Democratic—showed evidence
of favoritism in their news columns in
violation of their own accepted rules
of conduct.” Mr. Rowse himself, a
copy editor for the Boston Traveler,
leans over backward to be fair, and
this is a valuable book. There are
photographic reproductions of a good
many front pages—every bit as re-
vealing as the text.

THE Brave Cowarp, by Art Buch-
wald (Harper). Mr. Buchwald is on
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“Mr. Teddy likes milk too...”

Frail little Heide is worried about her
teddy bear. She likes to pretend to
feed him but there is often not even
enough food for hungry Heide her-
self. Her delicate health is a result
of her mother’s malnutrition before
Heide’s birth, and a totally inadequate
diet ever since. After Heide’s father
was killed, life became so desperate
that she and her mother made a night-
mare escape from behind the Iron
Curtain into West Germany.

Heide’s courageous mother has
found work as a weaver, but her piti-
fully small wages cannot possibly
provide Heide with enough clothing
or the proper food. This woman’s
heart cries out for the help that only
someone like you can give.

What $10 a month can do for a child like Heide

There are 5,000 overseas children like Heide
who, thanks to the generosity of American
friends, are sponsored through Save the Chil-
dren Federation and receive a variety of food
benefits, clothing and many other essentials.
You can have a child of your own for only $10
a month—$120 a year. You receive a photo-
graph and story of your child and may corre-
spond with the child and the family. Won't
you please help?

SCF National Sponsors include: Mrs.
Dwight D. Eisenhower, Herbert Hoover,
Henry R. Luce, Rabbi Edgar F. Magnin,
Norman Rockwell, Dr. Ralph W. Sockman,

FOUNDED 1832 BX Rt

SAVE THE CHILDREN

FEDERATION
345 East 46th Street, New York, MN.Y.
Please send me my child's nome, story and picture.

| want 1o sponsor @ child in Greece ... Korea...
Finland . . . West Germany . . . France .. . Austrig . . . oF
where the need is greotest ... Enclosed is $10for 1 month...
$30 for Ist quarter , . . $120 for 1 year ...l connot be ¢
sponsor but enclosed isagift of § ...

Mame . oo viieiniiiiiaiiiccasasnsanss E—
[T L L T LT W e L e
RN ain s arae o b e e e 21T 7 S

CONTRIBUTIONS ARE DEDUCTIBLE FROM INCOME TAX
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The scientists of the Middle Ages
spent their lives trying to find
what they called a philosopher’s
stone, a magic agent that would
transform base metals into pre-
cious gold. Of course, they never
succeeded, even though genera-
tions of them kept trying for sev-
eral centuries.

Today there are plenty of peo-
ple still looking for a philoso-
pher’s stone, but they don’t call
it that any more. Now they call
it “something for nothing” or
“making a killing in the market”

r “getting rich quick.” But the
idea is the same, and the goal is
just about as unattainable as a
philosopher’s stone.

An investment program that is
guaranteed to lead to wealth sim-
ply doesn’t exist. It's like Alad-
din’s lamp, or Utopia, or the pot
of gold at the end of the rainbow
—nice to dream about, but not
to build your hopes on.

However, millions of Amer-
icans have invested profitably by
using good sense and good in-
formation. To make a start, you
might like a copy of our booklet
“How TO INVEST.” If you would,
just ask. No charge, no obliga-
tion.

Department SB-93

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 112 Cities

a permanent roving foreign assign-
ment, with Paris as his base. He op-
erates on the assumption that life in
Europe is a joke, and, by getting
leaders of the international set to
talk about themselves, almost proves
it. People say odd things to him—a
retired sausage manufacturer from
Oak Lawn, Illinois, who had seen a

bullfight in Madrid, told him, “For.

a sausage manufacturer, it’s not very
interesting”—and he sets them down
with the deadest of pans. The book,
of course, is composed wholly of
hors d’oeuvres, but for dipping into,
perhaps with a Martini in hand,
it is perfect. Drawings by Tomi
Ungerer.

MYSTERY AND CRIME

Poor HarrigeT, by Elizabeth Fenwick
(Harper). The heroine of this work
is a decayed English gentlewoman, as
addled as they come, but the trail of
destruction she leaves behind her is
impressive. Miss Fenwick’s point
seems to be that even the most ac-
complished criminals are doomed
when they include imbeciles in their
wicked plans, and she makes it with
chilly precision. Novel and stimulat-

ing,
WeaTt RoucH Beast, by John Trench
(Macmillan). Someone tries to

frame Canon Adamson for a series
of crimes ranging from pilfering
books to murdering his wife, and the
attempt might easily succeed but for
the intervention of an elegant ama-
teur sleuth, a type for some reason
always less irritating in British fiction
than in our own. Mr. Trench has
created an unusually picturesque as-
sortment of characters, including
several of the most vicious juvenile
delinquents you’ve ever met, and his
plot, though intricate, is lively and
original.

CLEAR DAYS ON THE DOMESTIC
SCENE
[ From W oods Hole Notes in the Fal-
mouth (Mass.) Enterprise|

Mrs. F. Markoe Rivinus of Chestnut
Hill, Pa., is at her house on Little Harbor
road, with children, Sally, Susy, Judy,
Mark, Mary and Michael. Mr. Rivinus is
on a trip around the world.

Senator Prescott Bush, Republican of
Connecticut, challenged Senator Ful-
bright’s attribution of the inflation to the

1954 rax bill. He called Senator Ful-
bright’s reasoning a “non sequiter”’—a fal-

lacy in logic of drawing a conclusion not

justified by a premise.—T he Times.
An’ dat ain’ all.
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PERSIAIN ROOM

Air-Conditioned—For Luncheon
“Around-The-World Favorites”
prepared by Béda, Chef de Table

OCAK ROONM

AND BAR

Air-Conditioned
For Luncheon, Dinner and Supper

BPAT M COURT
Salad Luncheons—Tea and Cocktails

RENDEZ-VOUS
Air-Conditioned—T heatre Dinner $4.50
served from 6:30 to 8§ (no entertainment tax)
Danner and Supper Dancing from §:30

THE PLAZA

A Hilton Hotel » PLaga 9-3000

: B The hilarious and nostal- R
UREY ot gic best seller that The 2
Hew Yorker calls “A by

classic evocation. .. of <

childhood . . ." 4th Large {}

Printing £2.95 ¢

&

“Where Did 2

You Go?” [

Hout.!l :§

“What Did 8}

You Do?” B
“Nothing.” P

By Robert Paul Smith g

oooss NORTON SR

Facing Lake Michigan I

on the Gold Coast

Enjoy air-conditioned luxury only five
minutes from downtown . . . steps from
famous restaurants and exclusive North
Michigan Avenue stores, Superb
appointments and friendly service.
Rooms, suites and apartments.

%dm "

HOTEL SUperior 7- Bﬁﬂﬂ
181 East Lake Shore Drwe #

Atlontic City’s Oldest Stenk House
AUGHST 17, 1057




W Aviothes adveniure in oné of the 87 Linde wha s
Canadian Club is “The Best In The House” "y

«**A mile a minute is cruising
::pfed for the hunting cheetahs still
used on the plaing west of Kolha-
pur,” writes Jules Gindraux, an
American friend of Canadian Cluh.
“These educated cats will run 80

miles an hour to bring

didn’t have much to do

3. “Hooded after the chase, my cheetah hardly
seemed winded, but he hadn’t had it easy. For all
hi..‘-:' speed, the cat n:ju?t catch his quarry by sur-
prise and overtake it in the first 50 yards or the
antelope can outmaneuver the cheetah.

Sure is a small world.”
Why this whisky'’s /

worldwide popularity?......Only /ﬂ /Mé” ?/ g/{}/ :has

a distinctive flavor that captures in one great whisky the lightness of

2 .“You can’t get kittenish with these
cats, I'd learned. They’re captured wild in
Africa and then trained for pursuit. The one
I released in the field took off as if he’d
been jet propelled. He really had to be fast.

scotch, the mellowness of rye, the smooth satisfaction of bourbon.
That’s why no other whisky in all the world tastes quite like it. You can
stay with it all evening long....in short ones before dinner,

tall ones after..........“The Best In The House” in 87 lands.
6 years old - 90.4 proof. Imported from Canada.

BY AFPOINTMENT
0 HEE MAJESTY CUEDY EuczaseTs i
EUPFLIERS OF UCANADUAN CLUE Wk
Hifke wWALHER & EOus LMFTED

Imported in bottle from Canada by Hiram Walker Importers Inc., Detroit, Michigan. Blended Canadian Whisky.

4Tt doesn’t last long,
but cheetah-hunting is excit-

ing. So is finding Canadian
ﬂl]b 8.000 miles from home.

.
THE wingey o5 4 vilakd 00
B4 LS PRCT

mted in India with %W%y en f Legs!/

down one

of the many antelopes that plague
India’s fuod erops. The chief of staff
of a local Maharajah initiated me
in the age-old sport, but T found I

but watch.




Strike up a friendship

with new PARLIAMENT

FISHERMAN: Wow! She’s hooked one!

MATE: Strike, huh? . . . told you we'd get one!
Mmm . . . good cigarette, this Parliament.

FISHERMAN: Now! Let him have some line, Hon!
MATE: Draws clean and easy—must be this recessed filter.
FISHERMAN: Boy, look at that baby jump! Did you ever . . .

MATE: Darn good smoke. You were right. More expensive tobaccos. You can tell.

More expensive tobaccos . . . you can tell by the flavor!
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The filter's right where it belongs

recessed to keep it away from your lips! ki



