
          

 



 



  
TIFFANY CRYSTAL 

Candlesticks of unusual beauty, hand-blown and hand-cut, made in Europe 

especially for Tiffany. Nine and three fourths to 

eleven and three fourths inches high. Prices for the pair, from left: 

eighty seven dollars, one hundred eleven dollars, ninety six dollars. 
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GOINGS 
THE THEATRE 

(This week, some theatres, as indicated below. 
have rearranged their schedules because of Me- 
morial Day, May 30. There may be further 
changes, so it would he wise to check with the 
newspapers before making plans. .. 4 E. and 
W. mean East and West of Broadway.) 

PLAYS 
Buue Deniv—A well staged account, by James 

Leo Herlihy and William Noble, of the emo- 
tional confusions of the younger set. June 
Walker and Chester Morris are abetted by a 
number of attractive younger people. (Play- 
house, 48th St., E. CI g-606u. Nightly, except 
Sundays, at 8:50. Matinées Wednesdays and 
Saturdays at 2:40; special matinée Memorial 
Day.) 

THe Dark a1 The Tor oF THE Staws—William 
Tnge's play about the small tragedies and 
comedies that beset an Oklahoma family in 
the nineteen-twentics. It probably tries to 
cover too much ground, but it is often very 
funny and touching. Teresa Wright, Pat 
Hingle, and Eileen Heckart are superlative in 
leading roles. (Music Box, 45th St, W. CI 6- 
4636. Nightly, except Sundays, at 8:40. Mat- 
inées Wednesdays and Saturdays at 2:40.) 

    

    
    

  

  

   

  

about Moses’ liberation of the 
Scholarly, dignified, and perhaps a 
Some. Katharine Cornell heads a ca 
cludes Anthony Quayle, Mildred Natwick, 
Torin Thatcher, and Michael Wager. Mr. 
Quayle directed, and Boris Aronson has de- 
signed two stunning sets. (Coronet, 40th St., 
W. CI 6-8870. Nightly at 8:40. Matinée Sat- 
urday at 2:40. Closes Saturday, May 31.) 

Jane Evre—A profoundly silly adaptation of the 
Charlotte Bront¢ classic, though there is a 
lively conflagration in it, and, of course, that 
lunatic in the attic. With Eric Portman, 

   

            

14.) 
Look BAck in Anger—]John Osborne's play about 

a young Englishman in rebellion against his 
world is moving, sardonic, and superbly per- 
formed. The cast is composed of Kenneth 
Haigh, Mary Ure, Alan Bates, Vivienne 
Drummond, and Jack Livesey. (Golden. 45th 
St, W. CI 6-6740. Nightly, except Sundays, 
at 8:30. Matinées Wednesdays and Saturdays 
at 2:30; special matinée Memorial Day.) 

Look Homewam, Ance—Ketti Frings has 
worked something of a miracle in reducing 
Thomas Wolfe's monumental novel to a co- 
herent and frequently compelling play. With 
Anthony Perkins, Jo Van Fleet, Victor Kil- 
fan, Arthur Hill, and Florence Sundstrom. 
(Ethel Barrymore, 47th St, W. CI 6-0390 
Nightly, except Sundays, at 8:40. Matinées 
Wednesdays and Saturdays at 2:40.) 

Romanos an Juter—Romance and assorted 
uproars in a mythical kingdom dreamed up 
by Peter Ustinov, who also portrays the hero 
of the play. Mr. Ustinov is both funny and 
energetic, and he will probably make you con- 
done an occasional torpid moment.” (Plym- 
outh, 4sth St., W. CI 6-156. Nightly, except 
Sundays, at 8:40. Matinées Wednesdays and 
Saturdays at 2:40; special matinée Memorial 
Day.) 

Sav, Darune—This very successful backstage 
comedy is partly the work of Richard Bissell, 
who also wrote the novel on which it is based. 
Betty Comden, Adolph Green, and Jule 
Styne contributed nine songs, and David 
Wayne, Vivian Blaine, and Johnny Desmond 
head the large and generally very gifted 
cast. (ANTA Theatre, 52nd St, W. CI 6- 
6270. Nightly, except Sundays, at 8:40. Mat- 
ines Wednesdays and Saturdays at 2:40.) 

Sunise AT CampoBeLLo—Ralph Bellamy gives a 
wonderfully strong performance as Frank- 
lin D. Roosevelt in Dore Schary’s restrained 
and eloquent play about three crucial years 
in the late President's life. The admirable 
supporting cast includes Mary Fickett, Hen- 
ry Jones, Anne Seymour, and Alan Bunce. 
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(Cort, 48th St., E. CI 5-428. Nightly, ex- 
cept Sundays, at 8:40. Matinées Wednesdays 
and Saturdays at 2:40.) 

Time Rememsereo—Helen Hayes once more shows 
herself to be incomparable in this transla- 
tion of Jean Anouilh’s delightful comedy 
about an eccentric old duchess, a melan- 
choly prince, and a pretty little milliner. 
Among the others in the cast are Susan 
Strasberg, Richard Burton, and Glenn An- 
ders. (Moroso, 45th St, W. CI 6-620. 
Nightly, except Sundays, at 8:40. Matines 
Wednesdays and Saturdays at 2:40. Closes 
Saturday, June 14.) 

Two ror THE Seesaw—Henry Fonda and Anne 
Bancroft do brilliantly as the whole cast vf 
William Gibson's stenographically exact play 
about a couple of lonely people in New York 
(Booth, asth St., W. Cl 6-5069. Nightly, 
except Sundays, at 8:40. Matinées Wednes- 
days and Saturdays at 2:40.) 

THe Visn—Friedrich Duerrenmatt’s play, in a 
translation by Maurice Valency, which tells, 
with frightening impact, of the corruption of 

a village by a vengeful woman who wants a 
‘man murdered who seduced her in her youth, 
and gets the residents of the place to cos 
operate with her. Alfred Lunt and Lymm 
Fontanne are extraordinarily effective as the 
unfortunate mouse and_the ferocious cat 
(Lunt-Fontanne, 46th St, W. JU 6-5555 
Nightly, except Sundays, at 8/40. Matinées 
Wednesdays and Saturdays at 2:40. Through 
Saturday, July 5.) 
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TOWN 
WHo Was THAT Laoy 1 Saw You WitH?2—Some 

droll doings involving Peter Lind Hayes, as a 
professor who gets mixed up with the F.B.L; 
Mary Healy, who plays his wife; and Larry 
Blyden (temporarily batting for Ray Wai- 
ston), who is cast as a clumsy Mr. Fixit. The 
play was written by Norman Krasna, an old 
hand at this sort of comedy. (Martin Beck, 
ssth St., W. CI 6-6363. Nightly, except Sun- 
days, at 8:40. Matinées Wednesdays and Sat- 
urda; 0.) 

Lone RUNs—AUNTIE MAME: Greer Garson now is 
the heroine of this comedy taken from Patrick 
Dennis's novel. She will be replaced on Mon- 
day, June 2, by Beatrice Lillic. (Broadhurst 
44th St, W. CI 6-G6go, Nightly, except Sun- 
days, af 830. Matinées Wednesdays and 
Saturdays at 2:30.) 

MUSICALS 
Jamaica—A tale of old West India, featuring 

the very personable Lena Horne, who sings 
Some superior ballads but is defeated in the 
Tong pull by a witless book. Harold Arlen 
composed the music and E. ¥. Harburg the 
lyrics. Appearing along with Miss Horne 
are Ricardo Montalban, Josephine Premi 
Ossie Davis, and Adelaide Hall. (Imperial 
45th St, W. 0 5-24: Nightly, except 
Sundays, at 8:30. Matinées Wednesdays and 
Saturdays at 2:30; special matinée Memorial 
Day.) 

Tue Music Man—Meredith Willson wrote the 
hook, the music, and the Iyrics for this excel- 
lent piece about an Iowa con man who falls 
in love with a librarian. Robert Preston is 
splendid in the leading role, and his capable 
supporters include Barbara Cook. David 
Burns, and Pert Kelton. (Majestic, 44th St., 
W. CI 6-0730. Nightly, except Sundays, at 

30. Matinces Wednesdays and Saturdays 
0.) 

On Carrain—An adaptation of an Alec Guin- 
ness film that isn’t very subtle in its humor 
but is still genial. Directed by José Ferrer, 
who collaborated with Al Morgan on the 
book, it has songs by Jay Livingston and 
Ray Evans, and a worthy cast that includ 
Tony Randall, Abbe Lane, Jacquelyn Me 
Keever, Susan Johnson, and Alexandra Dani- 
lova. (Alvin, 52nd St, W. CI 5-5226. Night- 
ly, except Sundays, at 8:30. Matinées 
Wednesdays and Saturdays at 2:30.) 

‘West Soe Stom—This story of love and violence 
among uptown teen-agers vaguely follows the 
pattern of “Romeo and Juliet,” and even if it 
is not especially moving or always plausible, 
it still makes a lively evening. Arthur Lau’ 
rents provided the bool; Leonard Bernstein 
and Stephen Sondheim the music and lyrics, 
respectively; and Jerome Robbins the gen’ 
erally successful dances. With Larry Kert, 
Carmen Alvarez, and Carol Lawrence, (Win® 
ter Garden, Broadway at soth St. CI s 
Nightly, except Sundays, at 8:30, Matinées 
Wednesdays and Saturdays at 2:30.) 

Lone Runs—seus Are minGine: Judy Holliday 
as a_telephone-answering-service girl who 
is dedicated to her job. Sydney Chaplin is also 
in the cast. (Shubert, 44th St, W. CI 6-090. 
Nightly, except Sundays, at 8:30. Matinées 
Wednesdays and Saturdays at 2:30; special 
matinée Memorial Day.)...u'L ASNeR: An 
adaptation of the Al Capp comic strip. With 
Wynne Miller, Peter Palmer, Howard St. 
John, Stubby Kaye, and Billie Hayes. (St 
James, agth St, W. LA 43-4664, Tuesdays 
through Saturdays at 8:30, and Sundays at 
7:30. Matinées Saturdays and Sundays at 
2:30.). ... MY FAIR LADY: Shaw's “Pygmalion,” 
turned into a musical by Alan Jay Lerner, 
who wrote the book and lyrics, and Frederick 
Loewe, who wrote the music. Edward Mul- 
hare and Sally Ann Howes now head the 
cast. (Mark Hellinger, sist St, W. PL 7- 
7064. Nightly, xcept Sundays, at &:30. Mat 
inées’ Wednesdays and Saturdays at 2:30.) 

OFF BROADWAY 
(Confirmation of dates, curtain times, and casts 
is generally advisable.) 
Amaro Oren TheatRe—Friday through Sunday, 

May 30-June 1: “Aida.” ...9 Starting Fri. 
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GOINGS ON ABOUT TOWN 
day, June 6: “Rigoletto” (Amato Opera 
Theatre, 150 Bleecker St. GR 7-2844. Fri- 
days through Sundays at 8:15. Admission is 
free, but seats should be reserved in advance.) 

Biooo Weopine—Federico Garcia Lorca’s 
drama, with Dina Paisner, Adele Lamont, 
and Daniel Ades. (Actors Playhouse, 100 
Seventh Ave. S., at Sheridan Sq. OR 5-1036. 
Tuesdays through Fridays at 8:40; Saturdays 
at 7 and 0:45; and Sundays at 3 and 8:40. 
Special matinée Memorial Day ‘at 3.) 

Te Bor Fmeno—A revival of Sandy Wilson's 
musical. Ellen McCown and Gerianne Ra- 
phael are among those in it. (Cherry Lane 
Theatre, 38 Commerce St. CH 2-468. Tues- 
days through Fridays at 8:45; Saturdays at 
7:30 and 10:30; and Sundays at 3 and 7:30.) 

Crioren oF Darkness—Jack Cannon and Arthur 
Malet in a revival of a play by Edwin Justus 
Mayer. (Circle in the Square, 5 Sheridan 
Sq. east of Seventh Ave, OR 5-0437. Tues- 
days through Fridays at 8:40; Saturdays at 
6:40 and :40; and Sundays at 2:40 and 8:40.) 

Comic Stmir—A comedy by George Panetta, 
with Peter Falk, Tom Pedi, Michael Con 
stantine, and Loretta Fury. (Barbizon-Plaza 
Theatre, Sixth Ave. at 58th St. CI 7-1143. 
Nightly, except Mondays, at 8:30. Matinées 
Saturdays and Sundays at 2:40; special mat- 
inée Memorial Day.) 

Tue Chucise—A revival of Arthur Miller's 
play. Michael Higgins and Ford Rainey head 
the cast. (Martinique Theatre, Broadway 
at gend St. PE 6-3056. Tuesdays through 
Fridays at 8:30; Saturdays at 6:30 and 10; 
and Sundays at 2:30 and 7:30.) 

Garver Distaict—Tywo plays—*Something Un- 
Spoken” and “Suddenly Last Summer’— 
make up this Tennessee Williams double bill. 
The cast includes Ann Harding and Anne 

Meacham. (York Playhouse, First Ave. at 
64th St. TR 9-4130. Tuesdays through Fr 
days at 8:40; Saturdays at 6:30 and 9:30; 
and Sundays at 2:40 and 8:40.) 

Tue PriLanoerer—Shaw, with William Landis 

and Del Tenney. (Downtown Theatre, 85 
E. 4th St. GR 3-412. Tuesdays through 
Fridays at Sig) Saturdays at 7:30 and 
10130; and Sundays at 2:30 and 7:30.) 

THe Praveoy of THE Western Worto—The Irish 
Players presenting J. M. Synge’s play, with 

Dermot McNamara, Helena Carroll, and 

Elspeth March. (Tara Theatre, 120 Madison 
Ave., at_soth St. MU 6-050. Tuesdays 
through Fridays at 8:40; Saturdays at 7 and 
10; and Sundays at 2:40 and 8:40.) 

Sion oF Winter—Ettore Rella’s verse play, with 
Flizabeth Farrar and Jay Barney. (Theatre 
74, 334 E. 74th St. TR 9-4830. Tuesdays 
through Fridays at 8:40; Saturdays at 6 and 
10; and Sundays at 7:30.) 

The Trmeepenny Opera—The Kurt Weill opus, 
with an English libretto by Marc Blitzstein 
Tn the cast are Katherine Sergava and Made- 
fine Lee. (Theatre de Lys, rz1 Christopher 
St. WA 4-8782. Nightly, except Mondays, at 
8:40. Matinées Saturdays and Sundays at 
2:40.) 

Utrsses in Nichrrown—An adaptation, by Pad- 
raic Colum, of James Joyce's novel “Ulys- 
ses.” The cast, directed by Burgess Meredith, 
includes Zero Mostel and Beatrice Arthur. 
Previews Monday through Wednesday, June 
2-4, at 8:30. Opens officially on Thursday, 
June 5. (Rooftop Theatre, Second Ave. at 
Houston St. AL 4-5475. Opening-night cur- 
tain at 8 thereaiter Tuesdays through Fri- 
days at 8:30; Saturdays at 6:30 and 0:30; 
and Sundays at 2:30 and 8:30.) 

  

  

  

  

  

   

  

  

  

BALLET AND DANCE PROGRAMS 
The Broken Date—The Ballet-Theatre Francais 

in Francoise Sagan’s ballet, with Toni Lan- 
der, Adolfo Andrade, and Noglle Adam. 
(Adelphi, 54th St, E. JU 6-3787. Nightly 
at 8:40. Matinée Saturday at 2:40. Closes 
Saturday, May 31.) 

DaNce Drama Company—A. company headed by 
Mark Ryder and Emily Frankel, in a pro- 
gram of ballet and modern, ethnic, jazz, and 
comic dance. (St. Marks Playhouse, 133 
Second Ave., at St Marks PL GR 5-123. 
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Tuesdays through Fridays at 8:40; Satur- 
days at 6:40 and 9:40; and Sundays at 2:30 
and 8:40.) 

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

DINNER, SUPPER, AND DANCING 
EL Morocco, 154 E. sath St. (EL 5-8769)— 

Not very often is it so quiet that you can 
hear a name drop, and more’s the pity, for 
experts at this brand of gamesmanship are 
rife. Freddy Alonso's Latin band and Joe 
D'Orsi’s orchestra are the dance musicians. 

Pience, Fifth Ave, at 61st St. (TE 8-8000)— 
The Cotillion Room is where you can easily 
become a leisure class, for the main dis- 
turbances are Joseph Ricardel’s happy but 
muted little dance band, and a vast covey of 
violinists slowly winging their way hither and 
yon. The sole touch of glitter is the song re- 
cital by Betty Benee, a breath of old Broad- 
way. Closed Mondays. . .. 9 Stanley Worth's 
quartet, or a reasonable facsimile, goes on 
humming music for cocktail, dinner, and 
supper dancing every evening in the Café 
Pierre, a fairly deluxe operation. 

Puaza, Fifth Ave. at s8th St. (PL 0-3000)— 
"Ted Stracter, one of the seven sartorial won 
ders of this world, presents his richly en- 
graved piano style, his offhand tenor, and his 
virtuoso dance band from dinnertime on in 
the Persian Room. He gets an assist from 
Mark Montes bouncy quintet. Twice a night, 
at dinner and supper, the ambient Celeste 
Holm, who not only keeps her wits about her 
but maintains them in perfect order, purrs 
‘meaningfully at the audience. Closed Sundays. 
...G The Rendez-Vous, an excellent setting 
for affairs of state, has Maximilian Bergere's 
and Gunnar Hansen's orchestras after eight- 
thirty... Leo LeFleur's orchestra pla 
from four until seven every day in the Palm 
Court, and then in the Edwardian Room dur- 
ing dinner. No dancing in either pasture. 

Roosevewr, Madison Ave. at gsth St. (MU 6- 
0200)—In the Grill, there's music by Sammy 
Kaye's orchestra, which, in its enthusiasm for 
audience participation, tries to lure the cus- 
tomers right up onto the bandstand. Closed 
Sunday 

St. Rees, Fifth Ave. at ssth St. (PL 3-4500)— 
The Maisonette, where, every night but Sun- 
day, Milt Shaw's and Ray Bari's minute dance 
bands prance from one end of the evening to 
the other and Patricia Wilson, one of the sea- 
son’s likeliest débutantes, has her say in a 
very young voice at dinner and supper, goes 
on its summer sabbatical at close of busi- 
ness on Wednesday, June 4. Next evening, 
the Shaws and the Baris climb to the hand. 
some old Roof, where they will estivate 

    

   

  

  

  

(Sundays excepted) until much further notice. 
Savor-Puaza, Fifth Ave. at soth St. (EL s- 
2600)—Seven days 5 week, Irvitig Con's 
cohorts play in the Café Lounge for dinner 
and supper, not to mention tea, dancing. 

SHEraToN-East, Park Ave, at sist St. (PL s- 
1000)—You'd swear, from the looks of the 
place, that it's really the cherished old 
Ambassador Hotel, and (in everything but 
name) it is. The Embassy Club, which hasn't 
so far been recaptioned, still murmurs calm 
dinner music until nine; then it’s on with the 
dance, led by Chauncey Gray's orchestra and 
a rumba band. Closed Sundays and Mondays. 

Watoors-Astonia, Park Ave. at qoth St. (EL 5- 
3000)—The Starlight Roof, dim and beaut; 
Tul, is just getting its eyes open for the sum- 
mer, when the temperature will be kept well 
above average by the orchestras of Xavier 
Cugat and Tito Guizar, about as Latin as 
they come in this country. After the theatre, 
Abbe Lane, a Latin explanation of why men 
leave home, starts singing. Dancing. Closed 
Sundays... € In an amiable clearing in the 
tangled thicket of Peacock Alley, there's 
dance music by Jozsi Ribari’s group (neo- 
Viennese) from eight until one. They're away 
Sundays, when the Béla Babai orchestra does 
the job from eight to twelve. 

Nore—The Rainbow Room is far enough up in 
the world to be above the smog belt. Languid 
non-dance music by Joseph Sudy’s small 
assemblage burbles row and then. This 
goes on from four-thirty to nine. The ad- 
dress: 30 Rockefeller Plaza. The phone: CI 
6-5800. Closed Sundays. 

SMALL AND CHEERFUL 
(No dancing, unless noted.) 

oraxe oom, 71 E. 56th St. (PL 5-0600): Addi- 
son Bailey runs the piano quietly and efi 
ciently for cocktails, dinner, and after the 
theatre. Joel Forbes is the Sunday driver, 
The mise en scéne is practically House of 
Lords... utrie ctus, 70 E. ssth St, (PL 3- 
9425): Real people, “and people invented 
by Damon Runyon and Elsa Maxwell, all 
democratically rubbing shoulde: 
a new hand at the game, s 
the piano at eight. Closed Mondays. 
GoLole's NEW York, 232 E. 53rd St. (PL 6° 
7245): Everybody seems to know cvery- 
body, his sisters, his cousins, and his 
aunt; some of the late-cvening guests also 
know” the newest show tunes, and prove 
it. Goldie Hawkins and his confrere, Wayne 
Sanders, play double as well as single 
piano until curfew rings the night out. Five 
is the new opening hour for both bar and 
music. Closed Thursday through Sunday, May 
20-JUNC 1... . MONSIGNORE, 61 E. 55th St. (EL 
5-2070): A Roman holiday for strings and for 
Sybarites alike The strings, Teo Fanidi’s 
corps of fiddlers, are local color; the sybarites 
just drop in for dinner or supper. Closed Sun- 
days. . .. sARaERRY Room, 10 E. sand St. (PL 
53-5800): Renato Rossini, whose guitar takesa 
Mediterranean honeymoon cruise all the way 
from Seville to Sorrento, holds sway from 
nine to onc every evening. Closed Sundays. ... 
wsve, 145 E. 55th St. (EL 5-0250): Love, in 
he wily words of Mabel Mercer's salomnizre 
ballads, is a potion to be taken with a grain 
of salt or a quarter grain of Equanil. She's 
one of our best after-dinner condiments; 
there's also piano from the cocktail hour on, 
some of it by Sam Hamilton, her faithful 
amanuensis. Closed Sundays.’..IN sosoti, 
1501 Second Ave., at 82nd St. (TR 0-3777)" 
‘The stage set, though enchanting, is too up-to- 
date to call to mind that adjunct to the Pitti 
Palace known as the Boboli Gardens, but the 
cuisine, mood, and management (Arturo Sac- 
co, for fifteen years a mainstay of the Blue 
Angel) couldn't be more Florentine. A piano 
discourses decorously from eight until ten- 
thirty; a tiny revue (only four occupants) 
lets loose just before midnight. Closed Mon- 
days. . .. WEYLIN, 40 E. sath St. (PL 3-3007): 
Cy Walier, administrator of the law of emi 
nent domain in the world of drawing-room 
pianism, is back of the Steinway from six to 
eight and from ten to one or two. The scenery 
is subdued without being moody. Closed 
Sundays. ... . CHATEAU HENRI IV, 37 E. 64th 
St. (RE 7-8818): Armor that’s a perfect 
fit for a King (Henry IV, of course), and 

      

   
  

  

  

  

   

     

  

  



      a ESS 

  

nplete your cos 
Sos ox cums 

‘What a beautiful difference they make . . . the new stockings that pay compliments 
to your costume. Fashion loves this head-to-toe look—and proves it with a rainbow of tints in 

different sheers for different times of day. This summer, discover the 

tints and their flattering, leg-slimming ways. True! There's just a hint of a tint 

«.. but it makes all the fashionable difference. 

Ad! puroNt NITY TON 
BETTER THINGS FOR BETTER LIVING . . . THROUGH CHEMISTRY 

   



To see Mexico best, see American Express first.   
“Todo el mundo reconocen American Express Travelers Cheques!” 

*“Everybody knows American Express Travelers Cheques!” the man who sells pottery in 
Mexico’s San Ildefonso tells us. Small wonder—they’re spendable anywhere with a 
prompt refund if lost or stolen. Gel them at your bank—charges, only a penny a 
dollar. Remember, never carry more cash than you can afford to lose—always 
American Express Travelers Cheques. P. S. American Express is the world’s No. 1 
Travel Planner. For the office nearest you, call Western Union Operator No. 25. 
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GOINGS ON ABOUT TOWN 
lots more engines of war. Wandering un- 
awed from table to table, Norbert Faconi 
and his what-are-we-waiting-for violin make 
Chateau Yquem music from dinner through 
supper every night but Sunday. . . . LEFT BANK, 
300 W. soth St. (CI 7-3470): The pictures 
on the walls are a show in themselyes; the 
aural amusement comes from Cecil Young's 
duo (up-and-at-'em) and Johnnie LaSalle’s 
quartet (lovelorn). One musician or another 
is crooning a good part of the night. Closed 
Sundays. . . . & cmico, 80 Grove St., at Sher- 
idan Sq. (CH 2-4646): The natives, all Te: 
lutely Spanish, are restless at night, which 
leads to outbreaks of song, dance, and music, 
mostly furious. Dancing for the visitors, as 
well, Closed Sundays. .., LA ZAMBSA, 14 E. Goth 
St. (EL 5-4774): An old Spanish custom in 
an elegant new flowering, and offering an old 
Spanish mixture—proyender and wine of the 
country all evening; piano, violin, guitar, and 
song from seven-thirty on, Closed Sundays. 
..cuaroas, 307 E. 7oth St. (RH 40382): 
The blue Danube, drifting as gently as the 
sweet Afton through neat and largely sedate 
surroundings. The instrumentation runs to 
zimbalons and violins and sopranos, the 
nourishment to Vienna. Dancing. Closed 
Mondays. . .. WAVERLY LOUNGE, 103 Waverly 
PL (AL 4-0776): Laurie Brewis, whose file 
case bulges with good old musical-comedy 
tunes, is at the piano after nine in the faintly 
rumpled bar of the Hotel Earle. No music 
Mondays. . . . CHAMPAGNE GALLERY, 135 Mac- 
dougal St. (GR 7-0221): A not too public and 
not too formal lounge, always pulsating to an 
ample supply of casual piano... cAFE CARLYLE, 
Madison Ave. at 76th St. (RH 4-1600): 
George Fever. the social lion of the premises, 
does kitten-on-the-keys piano at intervals be’ 
tween cight-thirty and one-thirty or two. The 
room, a luxurious landscape, is closed Sun- 
days... . NINO's TEN east, 10 E. sand St. (PL, 
1-085): Jules Kuti, who inhabits the bar of 
an enterprise devoted to making life easy for 
bon-vivants, rambles over the piano in a 
manner indicating that he’s now veering from 
Old World toward a more 1958 concept. He 
operates from five to eleven. All is dark Sun- 
days, . . . canton House, Madison Ave, at 61st 
St (TE 8-3000): Amid a fine exhibition of 
oak panelling, there's desultory, easy-to-talk- 
above piano from five-thirty to eight, and 
from nine to twelve-thirty, every day but 
Sunday. . .. casanova, 1528 Second Ave, at 
7oth St.” (TR 0-8113): What is probably a 
tiny Italian opera company that has lost its 
way strolls down the aisles in mid-evening. 
and violins flow like wine from dinnertime on. 
The setting could be carnival in Venice. 
Closed Sundays. . . . STANHOPE GATE, Fifth Ave, 
at Bist St. (BU 8-580): The thimble 
bar of the Stanhope Hotel, and a study in 
cool modern décor. From mine to twelve 
every night but Monday, the guitar of Fer- 
nando Sirvent, which is yearning, burning 
Andalusian, is in charge. 

BIG AND BRASSY 

LaTin Quarter, Bway at 48th St. (CI 6-1737): 
Johnnie Ray, evangelist plenipotentiary, is a 
versatile boy, either walking his baby back 
home or walking and talking with his (and 
presumably our) Lord. It's hypnotic stuff, 
like the showgirls, the clowns, the tumblers, 
the dancers, the homemade rainstorm, the 
fying bird cages, and the whatnot of a 
gallimaufry that takes two hours to pass a 
given point. Dancing. 

SUPPER CLUBS 
(No dancing, unless noted.) 

se ancet, 152 E. ssth St. (PL 3-5008): 
A pair of jokers good enough to open any 
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game—George Matson, whose pantomime 
commentary on womanhood (present company 
excepted) is outrageous and funny in approx- 
imately equal measure, and Shelley Berman, 
whose conversational duels with a wholly 
imaginary mouthpiece prove that a telephone 
line is not the shortest distance between two 
points. Michelle Laura, willowy and French, 
gives native tongue to a few ballads; Randy 
Sparks, a newcomer from the West Coast, 
sings songs of the hills and the backwoods. 
Jimmy Lyons’ progressive trio (Jim Raney, 
who's a Down Beat medallist, and Beverly 
Peer are his colleagues) and the piano of 
Bart Howard are a comfortable cushion for 
all concerned. . . . Except on Sundays, Alex 
Fogarty is again conducting his cocktail and 
dinner piano sessions in the lounge, where. 
every night except Saturday, from 2 to 4 An, 
there's also a catch-as-catch-can session by 
the Lyons group. . . . DOWNSTAIRS RooM, Sixth 
Ave. at sist St. (CI 5-0465): The revue, an 
art form lately smothered to death by the 
sheer weight of its own trappings, has here 
been revived by a new miracle drug—humor. 
It involves a quartet of engaging but not 
altogether innocent little lambs (Ceil Cabot, 
Jenny Lou Law, Gerry Matthews, and Jean 
Arnold) and a new but nevertheless very 
knowing big bad wolf (Mickey Deems). 
The architect of this project is Julius Monk; 
its rascally words and music come from 
Ronny Graham, Michael Brown, Sheldon 
Harnick, Steven Vinaver, Bart Howard, Mr 
Deems, and Bud Redding; the orchestration 
comes from the twin pianos of Arthur Siegel 
and Carl Norman. Nine-thirty and twelve 
are the zero hours; Sunday is the holiday. 
UPSTAIRS AT THE DOWNSTAIRS, Sixth Ave. at 51st 
St. (CI 5-0465): The anteroom of the Down- 
stairs Room, and also within the domain of 
Julius Monk. Its design—the whiling away 
of idle hours—is served by Isobel Robins, 
a pale-gold troupial whose evensong is laden 
with pique, piquancy, and a couple of tender 
passions; Ralph Strain, playing piano that 
is well versed in the Romance languages; 
and Warren Vaughn, a keyboard man who 
ranges from sentiment fo jump-for-joy. 
Closed Sundays. ...ONE FIFTH AVENUE, Fifth 
Ave. at 8th St. (SP 7-7000): [n the bar, 
Joey Carter, who finds ‘jokes everywhere, 
even under spreading chestnut trees, is re- 
tailing them in bland fashion. There's 
also lots of piano by Bob Downey and 
Harold Fonville, lifetime keepers of the 
inn. Mr. Carter is off Sundays, when old 
movies are added; Mondays, amateur tal- 
ent has its brief moment... .5A0 RooM, 
1362 Sixth Ave, at ssth St. (CI 7-0107): 
The whole . thing, ticked away’ behaad 
the sort of jaunty Midtown Café, is prob- 
ably something out of a dream, but the 
amusement—the straightforward, healthy 
ditties of a waif named Janice Mars and the 
piano of the composer Baldwin Bergerson— 
is as real as can be. All quiet Sundays. ... 
sHowpLACE, 146 W. 4th St. (AL 4-5648): 
sibly the smallest theatrical enterprise in 
town, pigeonholed up a flight of stairs 
but large enough to house a revue in which 
four young people are involved. The words 
don’t always distinguish between satire 
and cliche, but the average is well above 
the passing mark, and in Fia Karin the 
establishment owns a balladeer of distinc- 

  

  

    

  

  

  

   

       

  

  

     

tion. Tuesdays through Thursdays at eleven- 
thirty. Fridays and Saturdays at ten and 
twelve, Sundays at five-thirty and ten; closed 
Mondays. 

MOSTLY FOR MUSIC 
(No dancing, unless noted.) 

EDDIE conpon's, 330 E. s6th St. (PL s-0550) 
Arrayed on the bandstand of Mr. Condon’s 
new and handsome place of business are Rex 
Stewart, Cutty Cutshall, Gene Schroeder, 
Herb Hall, George Wettling, Leonard Gas- 
kin, and (whenever the moon is in the right 
quarter) Mr. Condon himself. In between 
sets, Bud Freeman, saxophone emeritus of 
the Condon hierarchy, leads his trio (in which 
Mousie Alexander operates) into action. The 
speech pattern is distinctly Early American 
Closed Sundays. ... VILLAGE VANGUARD, 178 
Seventh Ave. S., at 11th St. (CH 2-355) 
Anita O'Day, an incredibly glib freehand 
singer, and the trio of Mose Allison, a young 
and resolute futurist, have the floor. There 
are matinées Sundays as well as evening 
performances, and the place is closed 
Mondays. . . . ROUNDTABLE, fst E. soth St 
(PL 80310): The quartet run by Joe 
Bushkin and the trio run by Teddy Wilson, 
who are both stylists in their own right, 
finish up on Saturday, May 31; the quartet 
belonging to Tyree Glenn, a puissant winder 
of homs, arrives on Monday, June 2, and so 
does Steve Allen, a television pianist who's 
courageously moving up into pretty fast com- 
pany; ie, the quintet operated by Terry 
Gibbs and including Mundell Lowe. Their 
base of operations is a hyperthyroid King 
Arthur's court. On Sundays, by the way, 
when the regulars take a holiday, other 
musicians move in... JIMMY RYAN's, 53 W. 
sand St. (JU 6-0800): Wilbur and Sidney 
de Paris, for whom the world stopped back 
around 113, are reproducing as faithfully 
as possible the music of that long-ago sphere 
They are assisted in this memory course 
by Omer Simeon, Lee Blair, and Wilber 
Kirk. Don Frye is the intermission pian- 
ist. The place is shut Sundays. Monday, June 
2, a jazz band from Franklin and Marshall 
College will be among the house guests. . . . 
THE composer, 68 W. s&th St. (PL 09-6683) 
Billy Taylor, whose twenty fingers (no 
thumbs) can do a four-minute mile with ease, 
dominates his trio, the back room, and one or 
two annals of modern music. He occasionally 
eases off with a solo in the left hand. John 
Bunch, a pianist who specializes in the right 
hand and the upper reaches of the treble clef, 
has a threesome on duty, too. The Bunches 
areaway on Sundays; the Taylors are off Mon- 
days. Every night except Sunday, Johnny 
Mehegan plays truly introspective piano from 
the cocktail hour until nine. . . . BIRDLAND, 1678 
Broadway, at sand St. (JU 6-7333): The 
forest primeval, alive at night with sounds 
that are not always identifiable. In a byway, 
Chico Hamilton's muscular quintet, J. 
Johnson's eurythmic fivesome, and Johnny 
Smith's close-order quartet think up episodes 
not tobe found in any ordinary book of dreams. 
There are jam sessions Mondays, when the 
regulars are home in the clouds. . .. Hickory 
House, 144 W. sand St. (CI 7-0524): Inside 
the oval bar, after nine-thirty, there’s music 
every night but Monday. You need a swizzle 
stick to get all the bubbles out of the dithy- 
rambs of Don Shirley, an incredibly dexter- 
ous keyboard technician, who, flanked by two 
bassists, plays rhapsodies in blue, cerise, ma- 
genta, and pistachio. . . . Nick's, Seventh Ave 
S. at roth St. (CH 2-683): The anvil chorus 
is provided by Billy Maxted’s band, which 
has great respect for tradition. Jam sessions 

    

  

  

  

  

  

  

    
    

  

 



  

Fitting out 

for summer 

At A&F you will find everything to 
make your life aboard a season of 

smooth sailing. 

  

Thermal “On-the-Rocks” Glasses. Drinks 
stay cold longer when you serve them in our 
smart Thermal Double Old Fashioneds, Be- 
tween the double walls of these clear, plas- 
tic glasses are colorful designs of knots, ship 
models, fishing flies. In bulkhead rack of 
solid mahogany for shipboard or bar. 
Setofdinrack. . . . . . . 
Set of 4 Thermal Glasses only. . 

$22.50 
$12.00 

  

  

Thermal Highball Glasses. Companions 
to the Old Fashioneds, these double-walled 
Highball Glasses, with choice of same de- 
signs. 
Set of 4 in mahogany bulkhead rack. $22.50 
Set of 4 Thermal Highball Classes. $12.00 

ABERCROMBIE & FITCH 
NEW YORK—360 MADISON AVENUE 
CHICAGO—VL&A—9 NO. WABASH 

SAN FRANCISCO —220 POST STREET 
SUMMER SHOP—HYANNIS, MASS. 
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GOINGS ON ABOUT TOWN 
on Sunday afternoons. Closed Mondays. 
MeTRoPOLE, Seventh Ave. at 48th St. 
5-0088): The hurricane warning is always 
prominently displayed, and with reaso 
Among the players in a just about continuo: 
performance are such Dixiecrats as Vic Dick- 
enson, Tony Parenti, Sol Yaged, Cozy Cole, 
Red Allen, Buster Bailey, Claude Hopkins, 
and Marty Napoleon, The row begins at 3 

M., Mondays through Fridays, and ends at 
3 AM. On Saturdays and Sundays, when it 
begins at 1:30 P.M., the Messrs, Parenti, El- 
dridge, and Napoleon play host to Charlie 
Shavers, Zutty Singleton, and Pee Wee Er- 
win. ... CENTRAL PLAZA, 111 Second Ave, at 
6th St. (AL 4-9800): Music to shiver timbers. 
by, done in primordial style. On Friday and 
Saturday, May 3o-31, the housewreckers 
should include Tyree Glenn, Wild Bill Davi- 
son, Willie the Lion Smith, Eddie Barefield, 
Pee Wee Erwin, Herb Fleming, Dick Wel 
stood, Freddie Moore, and Panama Fran 
HE empens, 161 E. 54th St. (PL o-3. 
If people would only stop talking, they'd dis 
cover that the trios of Dorothy Dorcgan and 
Stan Freeman are in residence. Both leaders 
are pianists, she in the manner of a champion 
lady wrestler, he in the manner of a concert 
musician turned progressive. The music be- 
gins around nine. The Freeman outfit goes 
on furlough as of Saturday, May 31; a three- 
some headed by Eugene Smith, on whose apti- 
tudes there are no advance reports, reports for 
duty on Monday, June 2. Sundays are devoted 
to the work of visiting practitioners. There's 
cocktail and dinner piatio every night, too. 
CAFE BOHEMIA, 15 Barrow St. (CH 3-0274 
Any resemblance between this small planet 
and the one the rest of us live in is coinci- 
dental, At the moment, Gigi Gryce’s quintet 
and Eddie Costa’s trio, which can function 
in its rarefied atmosphere, should be around. 
The Costas move out on Sunday, June 1 
Bobby Scott, fourth-dimensional pianist and 
Aith-dimensional conversationalist, checks in 
on Monday, June 2. Sundays, the doors open 
at five; nothing doing Tuesdays. . . . HaLF NoTE, 
289 Hudson St. near Spring St. (AL 5- 
0752): The quintet of Charlie Mingus, a 
man with unfixed ideas about many aspect 
of the music of tomorrow, is wending i 
experimental way through many a flatted 
fifth and diminished ninth, This difficult 
assignment will be assumed on Thursday, 
June s, by a quartet in which Lee Konitz and 
his old co-worker and tenor-sax man Warne 
Marsh are concerned. Sundays, the wending 
runs from six until twelve. Closed Mondays. 
...ave spor, 5 Cooper Sa. (GR 7-9650): 
The seething Romany Marie days in’ the 
Village—all except the music, which comes 
from a new world not yet completely explored. 
Randy Weston's quintet turns it out (or inside 
out) every night but Monday, when Mal Wal- 
dron’s band does the housework. ...comic 
®oOM, 237 Madison Ave., at 37th St. (OR o- 
2782): A tiny bit of dance floor and a tiny 
group of musicians beside it to urge on an 
one inclined toward footwork. Helen Streiff’ 
voice sometimes joins in. Closed Friday 
through Sunday, May go-June 1. 

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

GALLERIES 
Chantes Demurh—Water colors mostly; through 

Friday, June 6. (Downtown, 32 E. sist St. 
Closed’ Saturdays and Memorial Day.) 

Lee Garcw—Recent oils; through June 14 
(World House, 08; Madison Ave, at 77th 
St. Closed Memorial Day.) 

Ausexto Giacomem—Sculptures, paintings, and 
drawings by a noted Swiss-Italian artist; 
through Saturday, May 31. (Matisse, 41 E. 
57th St. Closed Memorial Day.) 

Ruth Giow—Circus subjects and other paint- 
ings; through Friday, June 6. (Rehn, 683 
Fifth Ave, at 54th Sf. Weekdays, except 

  

   

  

    

  

    

    

  

  

    
      

    

   

  

  

   

  

Memorial Day and Saturday, May 31, from 
10:30 to 5:30.) 

Xavien Gonzarez—Abstract oils and drawings; 
through Saturday, May sz, (Widdifield, 818 
Madison Ave,, at 69th St. Tuesdays through 
Saturdays. 10/30 to 6.) 

Roger Kasax—Neatly patterned abstract paint- 
ings, many of them nocturnal in mood; 
through Thursday, May zo. (Salpeter, 42 E. 
57th St. Weekdays, 11 to 5:30.) 

Franz Kune—New Abstract Expressionist paint- 
ings; through June 14. (Janis, 15 E. 57th St. 
Closed Memorial Day.) 

Watrer Meies—Abstract oil 
day, May 20. (\ 
at 62nd St.) 

Bernard Penuin—Street crowds and other city 
scenes, done in soft, shadowy tonalities; 
through Saturday, May a1. (Viviano, 42 E 
57th St. Closed Memorial Day.) 

The Three Urnitios— Paintings by Maurice Utril- 
lo; his mother, Suzanne Valadon; and his 
widow, Lucie Valore. Through June jo. 
(Hammer, 51 E. 57th St. Closed Memorial 
Day.) 

AMERICAN ACADEMY AND NATIONAL INSTITUTE OF Arts 
No Lerress—Paintings, sculptures, etchings, 
and architectural photographs and models by 
newly elected members of the Institute and 
by winners of this year's Academy and Insti- 
tute awards, including Abraham Rattner, 
Raphael Soyer, Seymour Lipton, Jean de 
Marco, Henry R. Shepley, and Edyard D. 
Stone; through June 22. (American Academy 
of Arts and Letters, Broadway at 1ssth St. 
Daily, except Mondays, 2 to 5.) 

OutpooR Scuterure Snows—At the erat, £ E. 
10th St.: Rhys Caparn, Sidney Gordin, Ibram 
Lassaw, and others of the New Sculpture 
Group; ‘through June 20. (Weekdays, noon 
to 6; Sundays, 110 6.). ..48 W, 107 st.: The 
third biennial showing in this Village garden. 
The dozen participants include Jacques Lip 
chitz, Hugo Robus, and Helena Simkhovitch; 
through June 8. (Daily, 2 to 6.) 

ENGLish SORTING Paintings — Works by J. N Sar- 
torius, John Wooton, Alfred Munnings, and 
others; “through June 13. (Knoedler, 14 E. 
spth St Closed” Saturdays and Memorial 
Day.) 

Te Dawn oF History: 1500-200 B.C.—An exhi 
tion of some of the earliest sculptures found 
in the Americas, chiefly in Mexico; through 
Saturday, May 31. (Emmerich, 17 E. 64th 
St Closed Memorial Day.) 

Americans; Group Shows—At the a.c.a., 63 E. 
57th St: Paintings by Philip Evergood, 
Robert Gwathmey, Alton Pickens, Herman 
Rose, and Moses ‘Soyer; through June 14. 
(Closed Memorial Day.). .. sarong, 1018 
Madison Ave., at 7oth St: A painting 
apiece by a number of artists, including 
Harold Baumbach, Geoffrey Holder, and 
Ralph Rosenborg, through June 28. (Week- 
days, 11 to 5:30)... mien, 40 E. 68th St. 
Oils by Landes Lewitin, Michael Loew, Es 
ban Vicente, and Adja Yunkers; through 
Thursday, May 20... . item, 21 E. 67th St. 
1865-1025 paintings by (for instance) Wins- 
low Homer, Childe Hassam, and George Bel- 
lows; through Thursday, May 2o.... New 
York CITY Center GALLERY, 131 W. 55th St. 
The May offering consists of about ity-ve 
paintings selected by John Koch, Sidney 
Laufman, and Henry Botkin; through Thurs- 
day, May 20. (Mondays through Friday: 
G.)...seRHA schagrer, 32 E. 57th St.: John 
Grillo, Boris Aronson, Joseph’ Konzal, and 
others, each represented by a single paint- 
ing or sculpture; through Aug. zo. (Closed 
Saturdays and Memorial Day.). . . wittaRo, 23 
W. 56th St.: Lyonel Feininger, Mark Tobey, 
and Richard Lippold are three of the painte 
and sculptors in this gallery-group show; 
through Saturday, June 7. (Closed Memo: 
rial Day.) 

AMERICANS AND EUROPEANS; Grou SHows—At the 
casteLl, 4 E. 77th St.: Eleven Europeans (in- 
cluding’ Jean Arp and Giorgio de Chirico) 

through Thurs- 
rdness, 700 Madison Ave.,    
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AND ISN'T IT ABOUT TIME? Of all men’s clothes, what is more taken 
for granted, more utterly Babbitt, than his underwear! Custom Quality 
Hanes changes all that. . . creates underwear that’s truly posh. 

EACH PIECE is designed especially for the man who appreciates fine things, 

and for the woman who likes to give him the best. Shorts, T-shirts, under- 

shirts, briefs, all come in splendrous, rajah-rich cotton. It’s the grandest 

feeling underwear ever. And a very savvy gift idea. $1.25 to $3.50 

UN 

  

CUSTOM QUALITY HANES ...THE ULTIMATE IN MEN'S UNDERWEAR 

A fine stores including: J. P. Carey, Grand Central Terminal; Bamberger's, all stores; AJLANTA: Rich's; BOSTON: Jordan Marsh: MIAMI: Burdine’s; PITTSBURGH: Kaufman's; 
PROVIDENCE: The Shepard Company; WASHINGTON: Woodward & Lothrop. For further information write to P. H. Hanes Knitting Co., Winston-Salem 1, N. C.
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for men 

Deep, soft, gentle—an 

impenetrable cloud of 

lather that makes balky 

beards surrender pain- 

lessly to the razor’s edge. 

Soothing, healing. ..al- 

ways as considerate to 

the skin as you would 

expect an Arden product 

to be. And as discreetly 

fragranced. Moreover, so 

little does so much. $1.50 

First Place for Performance 

  

GOINGS ON ABOUT TOWN 
and one American (Jackson Pollock) in 
a showing of paintings dated 1910-50; 
through June 14. (Thursday, May 2o, from 
11 10 6. Closed Memorial Day and Saturday, 
May 31; thereafter weekdays, 2 to 6.) 
ouniacker, 11 E. sth St: Paintings by 
Hyman Bloom, Leonid, Ben Nicholson, 
and others; through July 25. (Closed Satur. 
days and Memorial Day.)... FINE ARTS Asso- 
cites, 41 E. syth St: Henry Botkin, An 
dré Lanskoy, David Smith, and other painters 
and sculptors; through June 14. (Closed Me- 
morial Day.) ...sckson, 32 E. both St: 
Drawings by, among others, Harold Altman, 
Marsden Hartley, Karel Appel, and Picasso; 
through Thursday, May 2o.... rests, 1016 

* Madison Ave., at 78th St: Paintings and 
sculptures by Utrillo, Viaminck, Archipenko, 
and other modern masters; through June 13. 
(Closed Saturdays and Memorial Day.) 

Europeans; Group SHows—At the KLEEMANN, 11 
E. 68th St.: Such German artists as Willi 
Baumeister, Emil Nolde, and Hans Uhlmann 
in a showing of paintings, sculptures, and 
drawings; through June 30. (Closed Thurs- 
day through Monday, May 20-June 2.)... 
xoo1z, 1018 Madison Ave, at 70th St: Four 
Paris painters—Serpan, Sugai, Dubuffet, and 
Zao Wouki; through Thursday, May 20. 
saioensers, 10 E. 77th St: A review of the 
season, consisting of paintings by Klee, Mird, 
Léger, and others; through June 28... mer. 
YAKOY, 11 E. 57th St.: Large academic paint- 
ings by a group of Russians, mostly of the 
nincteenth century and interesting for the 
view they give of life under the Crars; 
through June 20. (Weekdays, except Memo’ 
rial Day, 11 to 5:30.) 

Some or Next Week's Openines—At the VAN 
DiEMEN-LILIENFELD, 21 E. s7th St. Katherine 
Baricau; starting Monday, June 2....9 
Group shows at the Ata, 766 Madison Ave., 
at 66th St.; starting Tuesday, June 3. (Closed 
Saturdays.) ASSOCIATED AMERIGAN ARTISTS, 712 
Fifth Ave, at ssth St; starting Tucsday, 
June 3. (Closed Saturdays) oe nacy, 24 
E. 67th St; starting Tuesday, June 3, (Week: 
days, 11 fo 5.) emmemcn, 17 E. 64th St; 
starting Tuesday, June 3. GRAND CENTRAL, 
is Vanderbilt Ave, at 43rd St; starting 
Monday, June 2. (Closed Saturdays.) new, 
29 E. 65th St; starting Tuesday, June 3. 
(Closed Saturdays.) sackso, 32 E. Goth St. 
starting Tuesday, June 3. (Closed Satur: 
days.) Matisse, 41 E. sth St; starting Mon- 
day, June 2. Mecrzen, 38 W. s7th St; starting 
Wednesday, June 4. (Weekdays, 1 to 5.) 
wiLcw, 21 E, 67th St; starting Tuesday, June 
3. (Closed Saturdays.) NoroNess, 700 Madison 
Ave., at 62nd St; starting Tuesday, June 3. 

Nore—The semiannual Washington Square 
Outdoor Art Exhibit is on view daily, from 
noon until dark; through June zo. 

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

Panoramic views of European and Near 
Eastern cities, as they appeared in the six- 
teenth and seventeenth centuries, make up a 
travelling exhibition of prints from the Swed- 
ish Royal Library, in Stockholm; through 
June 15. (Weekdays, 10 to 5; Sundays and 
Memorial Day, 1 to 5.) 

Museum oF Mobern Arr, 11 W. sard St—A 
retrospective of the works of the Cubist artist 
Juan Gris; through Sunday, June 1. (Week- 
days, 11 to 10; Sundays, 1 to 7; Memorial 
Day, 11 to 6.) 

Brookurn Museum, Eastern Parkway—The 
eleventh national print exhibition; through 
June zo....d Paintings, drawings, prints, 
and photographs of the Brooklyn Bridge by 
Childe Hassam, Joseph Stella, Lyonel and 
Andreas Feininger, and others; through July 
27... 4 Paintings, sculptures, and graphics 
by artists living or teaching in Brooklyn and 
Long Island (John von Wicht, Sidney Gor- 
din, and Aubrey Schwartz, to mention a few); 
through Sept. 1. (Weekdays, 10 to 5; Sun” 
days and Memorial Day, 1 to 5.) 

Soomon R. GuecenHEM Museu, 7 E. yznd 
St—About twenty recently acquired paint- 
ings, sculptures, and drawings by Léger, 
Brancusi, Giacometti, and others; through 
July 6. (Tuesdays through Saturdays, 10 to 
6; Sundays, noon to 6.) 

Jewisn_Musum, Fifth Ave. at gznd St—An 
exhibit of the works of Zvi Gali, an Israeli 
artist, Included are oil and encaustic paint- 

  

  

  

    

  

      

   

        

   

   

  

   

  

  

  

  

ings (Biblical themes, Isracli scenes, and ab- 
stractions), ceramics, and tiles. Through 
June 30. (Mondays through Thursdays, 1 to 
5; Sundays, 11 t06.) 

Museum oF Contemporary Crarts, 20 W. sard 
St.—Approximately two hundred items (fur- 
niture, textiles, tapestries, silver, ceramics, 
stained glass, and so forth) by young Amer- 
ican designers and craftsmen who have stud- 
ied abroad on Fulbright awards during the 
past ten years. After Sunday, June 1, the 
Museum will be closed until Friday, June 13, 
when there will be a new show. (Weekdays, 
except Memorial Day, noon to 6; Sundays, 
2106.) 

Museum of Primitive Arr, 15 W. sath St—“Afri- 
can Sculpture Lent by New York Collectors,” 
a show containing some sixty figures, masks, 
and ceremonial objects, in bronze, wood, and 
so on; through Oct. 10. (Daily, except Mon- 
days, 1 to 5.) 

WHITNEY Museum, 22 W. 54th St.—A loan exhi- 
bition of more than a hundred and eighty 
twentieth-century American paintings, draw- 
ings, and sculptures (by, among others, 
George Bellows, Stuart Davis, Hans Hof- 
mann, Alexander Calder, and William Zo- 
rach) from the private collections of the 
Friends of the Whitney Museum; through 
June 15. (Daily, except Memorial Day, 1 
to 5.) 

MUSIC 
NaumsurG  SympHONY ORcHestRA—Maximilian 

Pilzer conducting, with Beatrice Krebs, con- 
tralto, (Central Park Mall. Friday, May 30, 
at 8:30.) 

SPORTS 
Basssau—At Yankee Stadium—Yankees vs. 

Washington, Friday, May 30, at 1:30 (dou- 
bicheader). |. . Yankees vs. Chicago, Mon- 
day and Tuesday, June 2-3, at 8; Wednesday, 
June 4, at 2; and Thursday, June 5, at 1:30 
doubléheadér). . . . 4 Yankees vs. Cleveland, 
Friday, June 6, at 8, and Saturday, June 7, 

at 2. 
Doc_Sow—Greenwich Kennel Club. (Green- 

wich, Conn. Saturday, June 7.) 
Gour—Scctional qualifying rounds for the 
U.S.G.A. Open Championship. (Canoe Brook 
Country Club, Summit, N.J., and Westchester 
Country Club, Rye. Monday, June 2.)... 
q United States Seniors’ Golf “Association 
Championship. (Apawamis Club, Rye. Tues- 
day through Friday, June 3-6.) 

Horse Sows—Devon Horse Show. (Devon, Pa 
Thursday through Saturday, May 29-31.) 
... 9 Fairfield-Westchester P.H. A. Show. 
(Stamford, Conn. Sunday, June 1) 
4 Sands Point Horse Show. (Port Washing 
ton, L.I. Friday through Sunday, June 6-8.) 

INTERNATIONAL SEAMEN's Liresoar Race—Around 
a dozen crews from American, Swedish, Nor- 
wegian, and other ships, racing over a one- 
mile course in the Narrows, between 100th 
and 8oth Streets, Brooklyn. (Friday, May 30. 
First heat at 12:30.) 

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

Racine—AL setont park: Weekdays at 1: 
through Saturday, July 5. The Carter Hand; 
cap, Friday, May 30; the Peter Pan Handicap, 
Saturday, May 31; the Juvenile, Monday, 
Tune 2; ihe Top Flight Handicap, Wednesday, 
Tune 4; and the Belmont, Saturday, June 7. 
(Frequent trains leave Penn Station for the 
track Mondays through Fridays, except Me- 
morial Day, between 10:45 and 1, and Satur- 
days and Memorial Day between 10:30 and 
1:25.) ...GARDEN STATE pam, Camden, N.J.: 
Daily at 2:30; through Saiurday, May 31. 
(A train leaves Penn Station at 11:15 and 
connects with a train for the track at North 
Philadelphia.)  .. NEW WOODBINE PARK, Toron- 
to: The Queen's Plate, Saturday, June 7. 

Sroms-Car Racine—At Bridgehampton Road 
Race Center, Bridgehampton, L.L: Saturday 
and Sunday, May 31-June 1, at 2. 

TorriNG—At ROOSEVELT RACEWAY, Westbury: 
Weekdays at 8:30; through Thursday, July 
31. (Special trains leave Penn Station for 
the track Mondays through Thursdays at 
6:50; Fridays, except Memorial Day, at 6:50 
and 7:10; and Saturdays and Memorial Day 
at 6:35 and 7:10.). . - SARATOGA RACEWAY, Sara- 

    

  

   

  

 



  

toga Springs: Weekdays at 8:15, from Thurs- 
day, June 5, through Saturday, Aug. 23. 

FOR CHILDREN 
Musica Puay—“Sleeping Beauty.” (Cricket 

Theatre, Second Ave. at roth St. GR 7-0640. 
Saturdays at 11, 1, and 3.) 

Puppers—The Victoria Puppet Players present- 
ing “Barney, the Forgetful Pirate,” plus 
two puppet films. (New-York Historical So- 
ciety, 170 Central Park W., at 77th St. Sat- 
urday, May 31, at 11 and 2. Admission is 
free, but adults will be admitted only if ac- 
companied by a child.) 

Chitoren's Zoo—A new crop of lambs, ducks, 
piglets, kittens, rabbits, and such 'are on 
hand to be petted and admired by the little 
ones. (Bronx Zoo. Open, weather permitting, 
weekdays 10:30 to 4:30 and Sundays 10:30 t0 
5. Adults are admitted only if accompanied 
by a child.) 

Junior Museum, Metropolitan Museum, Fifth 
Ave. at 81¢t St—An exhibition entitled 
“The Age of Discovery—by Caravan and 
Caravel,” equipped with maps, ship models 
peepholé and push-button displays, and ob- 
jects from the Museum's collections of medi- 
eval, Renaissance, pre-Columbian, and Near 
and ‘Far Eastern art; through June zo. 
GA display of more than fifty paintings au 
drawings by European children, ranging in 
age from cight to seventeen; through Sept. 
14. (Weekdays, 10 to 5; Sundays and Memo- 
rial Day, 1 to 5.) 

Haven Pianeramum, Central Park W. at 8rst 
St. (TR 3-1300)—The current show, “A Trip 
to Palomar,” visits the famous observatory 
in California. (Mondays at 2 and 3:30; Tues- 
days through Fridays, except Memorial Day, 
at 2, 3:30, and 8:30; and Saturdays, Sundays, 
and Memorial Day at 1, 2. 3, 4, 5, and 8:30. 
Extra performances Saturday mornings at 
11)... 9 Every night except Monday, a half- 
hotir conducted tour of the Planctarium starts 
at 8. 

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

OTHER EVENTS 
Unite Nations—The organization's activities 

will be more or less quiescent until June o, 
when the Trusteeship Council is scheduled 
to convene. In the meantime, there are still 
periodic meetings of the Security Council and 
regular sessions of various commissions and 
committees that the public may attend. A lim- 
ited number of tickets are available, but only 
to those applying for them in person at the 
admissions desk in the public lobby no earlier 
than thirty minutes before the start of each 
meeting. Meetings usually convene at 1 
or 11 and at 2:30 or 3, Mondays through F; 
days; no meetings on’ Memorial Day. (Gen= 
eral Assembly Building, First Ave. at 4sth 
St.). .. 4 Hour-long tours leave the lobby of 
the General Assembly Building every ten 
minutes of so from o:15 to 4:45 daily. 

Manuscripts No Books—Original manuscripts 
and related material by newly elected mem- 
bers of, and winners of this year's awards 
from, the American Academy and National 
Institute of Arts and Letters. Some of the 
authors represented are Edith Hamilton, Kay 
Boyle, Robert M. Coates, Arthur Miller, S.J. 
Perelman, Robert Graves, and William Max- 
well. Through June 22. (American Academy 
of Arts and Letters, Broadway at 1ssth St. 
Daily, except Mondays, 2 t0 5.) 

Morgan Lisrary, 20 E. 36th St—Recent acquisi- 
tions, including two leaves from the Spanish 
Antiphonary; a landscape drawing by Fra 
Bartolommed; an indulgence printed by 
William Caxton; and autograph letters and 
manuscripts by such authors as Christina 
Rossetti, Rudyard Kipling, and D. H. Law- 
rence. Through July 31. (Mondays through 
Fridays, except Memorial Day, 0:30 to 5.) 

Aucrions—At the Parke-Bernet Galleries, 980 
Madison Ave, at 76th St—Thursday and 
Friday, June 5-6, at 1:45: Garden and ter- 
race sculpture, furniture, and decorative 
objects; from the estate of Cornelius F. 
Kelley and from other sources. (Exhibition 
hours: Thursday, May 20, and Tuesday 
through Thursday, June 3-5, from 10 to 5.) 

Commencement Dares—Barnard and Columbia, 
Tuesday, June 3, and Annapolis, N.Y.U,, 
and West Point, Wednesday, June 4 
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prelude to a cool, comfortable Summer 

OUR LIGHTWEIGHT SPORTWEAR 
in many attractive designs and colo     gs 

(shown) Our exclusive Dacron'-and-cotton District 
Check Odd Jacker® that is unusually lightweight. 

Blue-and-black or tan-and-black checks on white, $37.50 

Striped or plaid India Madras Odd Jacket, $35 

Brooksweave (Dacron-and-cotton) Odd Jacker® in navy, 
21an, maize, oxford grey or bamboo, $37.50 

Natural silk Odd Jacket, $60; white Italian silk, $90 

Lightweight Dacron-and-worsted Odd Trousers in 
oxford or medium grey or brown, $2.5 

Washable Odd Trousers of soft, 5 ounce Orlont-and-cotton. 
Navy, white, tan or light yellow, $17.50 

Bermuda or Jamaica length shorts, from $11 

“washable, requires little or no pressing DuPont's fibers 

ESTABLISHED 1818 

Laks Hrs 
(BEL LL LOTHI TE THIN TNC eT) 
Mens Furnishings, Bats & Shoes 

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

BOSTON * CHICAGO * LOS ANGELES * SAN FRANCISCO   
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EAU DE LANVIN 

  
4 oz. $6.00 (plus tax) 

LANVIN 

GOINGS ON ABOUT TOWN 

MOTION 
FILMS OF MORE THAN ROUTINE INTE 

Arounp THE Wortp in 80 Davs—A Cook's tour, 
derived from the fantasy by Jules Verne. The 
picee Is both funny and colgeful, though per. 
aps a little too long. David Niven and the 

Mexican comedian Cantinflas head a worthy 
cast, (Rivoli, B'way at goth, CI 7-163. 
Nightly at_8:30. Matinces Wednesdays, 
Saturdays, Sundays, and Memorial Day at 
2:30. Extra performances Saturdays and 
mR Reserved seats 
only. 

The Broce on THe River Kwa—There’s a bit of 
practically everything in the emotional lire in 
this description of British military adventures 
in the Far East during the Second World 

but it holds together rather jmpressiv 
The direction, by David Lean, is brisk and 
ceptive, and the cast, led by Alec Guinnes 

William Holden, and’ Jack Hawkins, pe 
forms admirably. (Palace, B'way at 47th, PL 

626, Nightly at 8:30. Matinees Wednes- 
Saturdays, Sundays, and Memorial Day 

at 2:30. Reserved seats only.) 
Gares or Paris—René Clair’s funny and tender 

sketch of a denizen of a low area in Paris 
who discovers some sort of meaning to his 
life when he takes over the care and feeding 
of a criminal. Pierre Brasseur is wonderful 
in the leading role, and the support he gets 
from Henri Vidal and Dany Carrel is sub- 
stantial indeed. In French, (Thalia, B'way at 
05th, AC 2-3370; starting May 30.) 

Giei—All kinds of talent is represented in this 
musical revamp of Colette’s novel about a 
young lady, tutored by relatives in the wiles 
of the demimondaine, who eventually snares 
a fine rich fellow. Alan Jay Lerner con- 
tributed the book and lyrics, Frederick Loewe 
the music, and Cecil Beaton the costumes, 
Filmed in Paris, the film is a handsome affair, 
and has a solid cast that includes Lesli 
Caron, Maurice Chevalier, Hermione Gin- 
gold, Isabel Jeans, and Louis Jourdan. 
(Royale, 242 W. 45th, CI 5-5760. Nightly at 
8:40. Matinées Wednesdays, Saturdays, Suni 
days, and Memorial Day at 2:40. Reserved 
seats only.) 

Rou er Notn—A blurred version of the Sten- 

     
   

  

   
  

    

   

PICTURES 
REST ARE DESCRIBED IN THIS SECTION 

dhal novel, but enough of the Master's wit 
and acumen comes through to make it worth 
your while. Gerard Philipe is a charming 
Julien Sorel, and Danielle Darrieux and An- 
tonella Lualdi are delectable foils for him. In 
French, (Trans-Lux sand St, Lexington at 
sand, PL 3-2434.) 

Winness For THE Prosecution—Charles Laughton 
giving a gaudy and compelling performance 
as an English barrister defending a young 
man who is accused of knocking off an old 
lady. Based on the play by Agatha Christie, 
with Marlene Dietrich, Tyrone Power, Elsa 
Lanchester, and Una O'Connor in the cast. 
(Plaza, 42 E. 58th, EL 5-3320.) 

REVIVALS 

Bear tHe Devi (1954)—Humphrey Bogart in the 
hire of a gang of lunatic crooks out to get 
control of a uranium field, (Terrace, oth Ave. 
at 23rd, CH 2-280; starting June 4.) 

Te Brave Buus (1051)—Bullfighting in Mex- 
ico, with Mel Ferrer as a melancholy mata- 
do. (Terrace, oth Ave. at 23rd, CH 2-9280; 
starting June 4.) 

Kine_SoLomon's Mines (1930)—Derring-do in 
‘Africa. With Deborah Kerr, Stewart Gran: 
ger, and thousands of beasts. (Loew's 83rd 
St. B'way at 83rd, TR 7-3190; and Olympia, 
Bi at 107th, UN 5-8128; starting June 
+. 

Lust ror Lire (1056)—A review of the career 
of Vincent van Gogh, With Kirk Douglas 
and Anthony Quinn. (8th St. Playhouse, 52 
W. 8th, GR 7-7874; June 1-3, tentative.) 

Private's Progness (1056)—An English comedy 
dealing with some military incompetents in 
the Second World War. lan Carmichael, 
Richard Attenborough, and Dennis Price. 
(Greenwich, Greenwich Ave, at 12th. WA o- 
3350; through May 31.) 

Tue Sient Word (1056)—Life underwater, 
filmed by the cameras of Captain Jacques” 
Yves Cousteau. A French film, with an Eng- 
lish narration, (Terrace, oth Ave. at 23rd, 
CH 2-9280; May 20.) 

        

THE BROADWAY AREA 

FILMS OF MORE THAN ROUTINE INTEREST APPEAR IN HEAVY TYPE 

AND ARE DESCRIBED IN THE SECTION ABOVE 

Astor, B'way at asth. (JU 6-2240) 
“Paris Holiday,” Bob Hope, 

Anita Ekberg. 
Fernandel, 

Carrot, Bway at sist. (JU 2:5060) 
“Vertigo,” James Stewart, Kim Novak, Bar- 

bara Bel Geddes. 

Crirerion, B'way at sath. (JU 2-1706) 
“South Pacific,” Rossano Brazzi, Mitzi Gay- 

or, John Kerr, (Weekdays at 8:30 and 
Sundays at 7:30. Matinees Wednesdays, 
aturdays, Sundays, and Memorial Day at 
0. Extra performances Saturdays and 

Memorial Day at 10 Ax. Reserved seats 
only.) 

Maveair, 7th Ave. at 47th (CI 59800) 
“Horror of Dracula,” Peter Cushing, Michacl 

Gough. 

Music Hatt, 6th Ave. at soth. (CI 6-4600) 
“No Time for Sergeants,” Andy Griffith, 

Myron McCormick. 

   

   

  

   

Opon, Blway at 47th. (PL 7-8320) . 
Through June 4: “Too Much, Too Soon, 

Dorothy Malone, Errol Flynn. 

Patace, B'way at 47th. (PL 7-2626) 
THE BRIDGE ON THE RIVER KWAI. 

Paramount, Bway at 43rd. (LO 3-1100) 
“Ten North Frederick,” Gary Cooper, Diane 

Varsi, Suzy Parker 

Rivou, Bway at goth. (CI 7-1633) 
AROUND THE WORLD IN 80 DAYS. 

Roxy, 7th Ave. at soth. (CI 7-6000) 
“Windjammer,” the first Cinemiracle pro- 

duction. (Weekdays at 8:30 and Sundays 
at 8 Matinées Wednesdays, Saturdays, 
Sundays, and Memorial Day at 2:30. 
Reserved seats only. . .. 4 Extra perform- 
nees Saturday mornings at 10:30; no re- 
erved seats.) 

Rovate, 242 W. 45th. (CI 5-5760) 
GiGi 

State, B'way at asth. (JU 2-5070) 
May 20: “The High Cost of Loving,” José 

Ferrer, Gena Rowlands. 
From May go: “High School Confidential,” 

Russ Tamblyn, Jan Sterling. 
Victoria, B'way at 46th. (JU 6-0540) 

“Cry Terror 1,” James Mason, Inger Stevens, 
Rod Steiger. 

Wagner, Bway at 47th. (CO 5-571) 
“Cinerama,” revival. (Nightly at 8:40. Mat- 

inées Wednesdays, Saturdays, Sundays, 
and Memorial Day at 2:40. Reserved seats 
only.) 

Wortn, 153 W. 40th. (CI 7-5747) 
May 20: “The Game of Love” (in French), 

revival, Edwige Feuiliére, Nicole Berger; 
and “Nana” (in French), revival, Martine 
Carol, Charles Boyer. 

From May zo: “Diary of a Bad Girl” (in 
French), Danik Patisson, Anne Vernon. 

   

      

  

    

 



  

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

Through June 4 (tentative): “The Bride Ts 
Much Too Beautiful” (in French), Brigitte 
Bardot, Louis Jourdan; and “Time With- 
out Pify,” Michael Redgrave. Ann Todd 

Acaoemy oF Music, 126 E. 14th. (GR 3-2277) 
“The Long, Hot Summer,” Paul Newman, 
Joanne Woodward; and “Thundering Jets." 
Rex Reason, Audrey Dalton. 

Gramercy, Lexington at 23rd. (GR 5-1660) 
Through June 3 (tentative): “The Bride Is 

Much Too Beautiful” (in French), Brigitte 
Bardot, Louis Jourdan; and “Time With- 
out Pity,” Michael Redgrave, Ann Todd, 

From June 4 (tentative): “Merry Andrew,” 
Danny Kaye, Pier Angeli 

LeaneToN, Lexington at sist. (PL 30336) 
Through June 3: “Teacher's Pet,” Clark 

Gable, Doris Day; and “Short Cut to Hell,” 
Robert Ivers, 

From June 4: “The Sheepman,” Glenn Ford, 
Shifley MacLaine; and “The High Cost of 
Loving,” José Ferrer, Gena Rowlands. 

Trans-Lux52noSt., Lexingtonats znd. (PL3-2434) 
ROUGE Er NOIR (in French) 

sumow, 3rd Ave. at szth. (PL g-1411) 
Through June 4: “Too Much, Too Soon,’ 

Dorothy Malone, Errol Flynn 
RK.O. 581H Sr., 3rd Ave. at 8th. (EL 5-3577) 

Through June 3: “The Long, Hot Summer,” 
Paul Newman, Joanne Woodward; and 
“Thundering Jets,” Rex Reason, Audrey 
Dalton. 

From June 4: “From Hell to Texas,” Don 
Murray, Diane Varsi; and “God Is My 
Partner,” Walter Brennan. 

Fine Ars, 130 E. s8th. (PL 5-6030) 
“Folies Bergére” (in French and English), 

Jeanmaire, Eddie Constantine 
Puza, 42 E. 58th (EL 5-3320) 

WITNESS FOR THE PROSECUTION. 
Baronet, 3rd Ave. at soth. (EL 5-1663) 

“Blue Murder at St. Trinian’s.” Joyce Gren- 
fell, Terry-Thomas. 

Beekman, 2nd Ave. at 66th. (RE 7-2622) 
Through June 3 (tentative): “Run Silent, 

Run Deep,” Clark Gable, Burt Lancaster; 
and “Chase a Crooked Shadow,” Richard 
Todd, Anne Baxter. 

From June 4 (tentative): “Merry Andrew,” 
Dariny Kaye. Pier Angeli. 

681m St. PuavHouse, ard Ave at 68th. (RE 4-0302) 
Through June 4: “The Brothers Karamazov,” 

Yul Brynner, Maria Schell 
Logw's 72w0 S., 37d Ave. at 72nd. (BU 8-7222) 

Through June 3: “Teacher's Pet,” Clark 
Gable, Doris Day; and “Short Cut to Hell,” 
Robert Iver: 

From June 4: “The Sheepman,” Glenn Ford, 
Shirley MacLaine; and “The High Cost of 
Loving,” José Ferrer, Gena Rowlands. 

Trans-Lux Coton, znd Ave.at 70th, (BU 8-0468) 
Through May 31 (tentative): “The Brothers 

Karamazov,” Yul Brynner, Maria Schell 
From June 1: To be announced. 

Trans-Lux 85th St., Madison at 85th. (BU 8-3180) 
Through May 31 (tentative): “Bed of Grass” 

(in Greek), Anna Brazzou; and “08/15,” 
Joachim Fuchsberger. 

June 1-3 (tentative): “Run Silent, Run 
Deep,” Clark Gable, Burt Lancaster. 

From June 4 (tentative): “Merry Andrew.” 
Danny Kaye, Pier Angeli. 

R.K.O. 86H S1., Lexington at 86th. (AT 9-8900) 
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FILMS OF MORE THAN ROUTINE INTEREST 
APPEAR IN HEAVY TYPE AND ARE DESCRIBED 

ON THE OPPOSITE PAGE 

Through June 3: “The Long, Hot Summer,” 
Paul Newman, Joanne Woodward; and 
“Thundering Jets” Rex Reason, Audrey 
Dalton. 

From June 4: “From Hell to Texas,” Don 
Murray, Diane Varsi; and “God Ts My 
Partner,” Walter Brennan, 

Orereum, 3rd Ave. at 86th. (AT 9-4607) 
Through June 3: “Teacher's Pet,” Clark 

Gable, Doris Day; and “Short Cut to Hell,” 
Robert Ivers. 

From June 4: “The Sheepman,” Glenn Ford 
Shirley MacLaine; and “The High Cost of 
Loving,” José Ferrer, Gena Rowlands. 

WEST SIDE 

Waventy, 6th Ave. at 3rd. (WA o-8038) 
Through May ar: “Smiles of a Summer 

Night” Gin Swedish), Ulla Jacobson, Eva 
Dahlbeck; and “The Spanish Gardener,” 
Dirk Bogarde, Jon Whiteley. 

June 1-3: “Pursuit of the Graf Spee,” John 
Gregson, Anthony Quayle; and “Across 
the Bridge,” Rod Steiger. 

From June 4: “The Three Faces of Eve,” 
Joarine Woodward, David Wayne; and 
“Rebel Without a Cause,” revival, James 
Dean, Natalie Wood. 

8H St. Puavvoust, 52 W. Sth. (GR 7-7874) 
Through May 31 (tentative): “Run Silent. 

Run Deep,” Clark Gable, Burt Lancaster. 
June 1-3 (tentative): Lust FoR LiFe, revival. 
From June 4 (tentative): “Merry Andrew,” 

Danny Kaye, Pier Angeli 
51H AVE. CINEMA, sth Ave. at 12th. (WA 4-8339) 

Through June 4 (tentative): “The Bolshoi 
Ballet,” Galina Ulanova. 

Swerioan, 7th Ave. at 12th. (WA 90-2166) 
Through June 3: “Teacher's Pet,’ Clark 

Gable, Doris Day; and “Short Cut to Hell,” 
Robert Ivers. 

From June 4: “The Sheepman,” Glenn Ford, 
Shifley MacLaine; and “The High Cost of 
Loving,” José Ferrer, Gena Rowlands. 

Greenwich, Greenwich Ave. at 12th, (WAo-3350) 
Through May 31: PRVATE's procress, revival; 

and “Adorable Creatures” (in French), re: 
vival, Daniel Gelin, Martine Carol. 

June 1-3: “Pursuit of the Graf Spee,” John 
Gregson, Anthony Quayle; and “Aéross 
the Bridge,” Rod Steiger. 

From June 4: “The Brothers Karamazov, 
Yd Brynner, Maria Schell; and “Chase a 
Crooked Shadow,” Richard Todd, Anne 
Baxter. 

RK.O. 2380 Sr., 8th Ave. at 23rd. (CH 2-3440) 
Through June 3: “The Long, Hot Summer,” 

Paul Newman, Joanne Woodward; and 
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“Thundering Jets.” Rex Reason, Audrey 
Dalton. 

From June 4: “From Hell to Texas,” Don 
Murray, Diane Varsi; and “God Ts My 
Partner,” Walter Brennan, 

Terrace, oth Ave. at 23rd. (CH 29280) 
May 20: THE SILENT WORLD, revival; and “A Star 

Is Born,” revival, Judy Garland, James 

   
Mason. 

May 30-31: “Run Silent, Run Deep,” Clark 
Gable, Burt Lancaster; and “Valerie, 

  

Sterling Hayden, Anita Ekberg. 
June 1: “Rear Window,” revival, James 

Stewart, Grace Kelly; and “Apache,” re- 
vival, Burt Lancaster, Jean Peters, 

June 2-3: “Prince of Players,” revival, Rich 
ard Burton, Maggie McNamara; and “The 

  

Virgin Queen,” revival, Befte Davis, 
Richard Todd. : 

From June 4: seAT THE oevit, revival, and The 
BRAVE BULLS, Tevival 

Gun, 33 W. soth. (PL 7-2406) 
“Peter Pan,” revival a full-length Walt 

Disney cartoon. 
55m St. PLavhoust, 154 W. ssth. (JU 6-4500) 

“There's Always a Price Tag” (in French), 
Michéle Morgan, Daniel Gelin. 

Trans-Lux Normanoie, 110 W. 57th. (JU 6-4448) 
“Stage Struck.” Henry Fonda, Susan Stras- 

berg. 
Lire Carnecte, 146 W. 57th (CI 6-3454). 

“Mam'zelle Pigalle” (in French), Brigitte 
Bardot. 

Panis, 4 W. 58th. (MU 8-0134) 
“And God Created Woman” (in French), 

Brigitte Bardot, Curt Jurgens 
Loew's 830 Sr., B'way at 83rd. (TR 7-3190) 

Through June 3: “Teacher's Pet,” Clark 
Gable, Doris Day: and “Short Cut to Hell." 
Robert Ivers 

From June 43KING SOLOMON'S MINES, revival; 
and “Seven Brides for Seven Brothers,” 
revival, Jane Powell, Howard Keel 

Thaua, B'way at osth. (AC 2-3370) 
May 20: “Razzia” (in French), Jean Gabin 

Magali Noel; and “The Naked Night” (in 
Swedish), revival, Harriet Andersson. 

From May ‘30: Gates of paris (in French); 
and “Nights of Cabi (in Italian), 
Giulietta M is Perier. 

Ruversioe, B'way at o6th. (MO 3-4530) 
“The Long, Hot Summer.” Paul Newmas 
Joanne Woodward; and “Thundering Jets, 
Rex Reason, Audrey Dalton. 

Oumpia, Bway at 107th. (UN 5-8128) 
Through June 3: “Teacher's” Pet,” Clark 

Gable, Doris Day; and “Short Cut to Hell,” 
Robert Ivers. 

From June 4: KING SOLOMON'S Mins, revival; 
and “Seven Brides for Seven Brothers,” 
revival, Jane Powell, Howard Keel 

Nemo, B'way at r1oth. (MO 6-8210) 
Through June 3: “The Long, Hot Summer,” 

Paul Newman, Joanne Woodward; and 
“Thundering Jets,” Rex Reason, Audrey 
Dalton. 

From June 4: “From Hell to Texas,” Don 
Murray, Diane Varsi; and “God Ts My 
Partner,” Walter Brennan 

Cotiseum, Bway at 18st. (WA 7-7200) 
Through June 3: “The Long, Hot Summer,” 

Paul Newman, Joanne Woodward; and 
“Thundering Jets” Rex Reason, Audrey 
Dalton. 

From June 4: “From Hell to Texas” Don 
Murray, Diane Varsi; and “God Ts My 
Partner,” Walter Brennan 
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“At 60 miles an hour the loudest noise 

in this new Rolls-Royce comes from 
the electric clock” 

What makes Rolls-Royce the best car in the world? “There is really no magic about it— 

it is merely patient attention to detail,” says an eminent Rolls-Royce engineer. 

1. “At 60 miles an hour the loudest 
noise comes from the electric clock,” 
reports the Technical Editor of THE 
motor. The silence of the engine is 

uncanny. Three mufflers tune out 
sound frequencies—acoustically. 

2. Every Rolls-Royce engine is run for 
seven hours at full throttle before in- 

stallation, and each car is test-driven 

for hundreds of miles over varying 

road surfaces. - 

3. The Rolls-Royce is designed as an 
owner-driven car. It is eighteen inches 
shorter than the largest domestic cars. 

4. The car has power steering, power 

brakes and automatic gearshift. It is 
very easy to drive and to park. No 

chauffeur required. 

5. There is no metal-tometal contact 

between the body of the car and the 

chassis frame—except for the speed- 

ometer drive. The entire body is in- 

sulated and under-sealed. 

6. The finished car spends a week in 
the final test-shop, being fine-tuned. 
Here it is subjected to 98 separate or- 

deals. For example, the engineers use 

a stethoscope to listen for axlewhine. 

7. The Rolls-Royce is guaranteed for 

three years. With a new network of 

dealers and parts-depots from Coast 
to Coast, service is no problem. 

8. The Rolls-Royce radiator has never 

changed, except that when Sir Henry 
Royce died in 1933 the monogram RR 

was changed from red to black. 

9. The coachwork is given five coats 
of primer paint, and hand rubbed be- 
tween each coat, before fourteen coats 

of finishing paint go on. 

10. By moving a switch on the steering 

column, you can adjust the shock- 

absorbers to suit road conditions. (The 
lack of fatigue in driving this car is 
remarkable.) 

11. Another switch defrosts the rear 
window, by heating a network of 1360 

invisible wires in the glass. There are 
two separate ventilating systems, so 
that you can ride in comfort and 
silence with all the windows closed. 
Air conditioning is optional. 

12. The seats are upholstered with 
eight hides of English leather—enough 
to make 128 pairs of soft shoes. 

13. A picnic table, veneered in French 
walnut, slides out from under the 

dash. Two more swing out behind the 
front seats. The backrests on the front 
seats are individually adjustable. 

14. You can get such optional extras 
as an Espresso coffee making ‘machine, 

  

Jet Engines and the Future 

Certain airlines have chosen Rolls 
Royce turbo-ets for their Boeing 
707s and Douglas DC8's. Rolls 

Royce prop-ets are in the Vickers 
Viscount, the Fairchild F.27 and 

the Grumman Gulfstream. 

Rolls Boyce engines power more 
than half the turbojet and prop- 

jet airliners supplied to or on or- 
der for world airlines. 

Rolls-Royce now employ 42,000 
people and the company’s engi- 
neering experience does not stop 
at motor cars and jet engines. 
There are Rolls Royce diesel and 
gasoline engines for many other 
applications. 

The huge research and develop- 
ment resources of the company are 
now at work on many projects for 

the future, including nuclear and 

rocket propulsion.       

a dictating machine, a bed, hot and 

cold water for washing, an electric 

razor or a telephone. 

15. You can lubricate the entire chassis 
by simply pushing a pedal from the 
driver's seat. A gauge on the dash 
shows the level of oil in the crankcase. 

16. Gasoline consumption is remark- 
ably low and there is no need to use 
premium gas; a happy economy. 

17. There are two separate systems of 
power brakes, hydraulic and mechani- 

cal. The Rolls-Royce is a very safe car 
—and also a very lively car. It cruises 
serenely at eighty-five. Top speed is in 
excess of 100 m.p.h. 

18. Rolls-Royce engineers make peri- 
odic visits to inspect owners’ motor cars 
and advise on service. 

  

ROLLS-ROYCE AND BENTLEY 

19. The Bentley is made by Rolls- 
Royce. Except for the radiators, they 

are identical motor cars, manufactured 

by the same engineers in the same 
works. The Bentley costs $300 less, 
because its radiator is simpler to make. 
People who feel diffident about driv- 
ing a Rolls-Royce can buy a Bentley. 

PRICE. The car illustrated in this ad- 
vertisement —f.0.b. principal ports of 
entry —costs $13,550. 

If you would like the rewarding 
experience of driving a Rolls-Royce or 
Bentley, write or telephone to one of 
the dealers listed on page 54. 
Rolls-Royce Inc., 10 Rockefeller Plaza, 
New York 20, Clrcle 5-1144. 

 



  

 



    
    
  

NEW SINGLE PEDESTAL TABLES BY EERO SAARINEN. 

575 MADISON AVENUE, NEW YORK 22. 
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NEW YORK 
the discerning 

traveler heads 

straight for the 

HOTEL 
COMMODORE 
Travel-wise visitors to New York like the service, appoint- 

ments, and the midtown convenience of The Commodore. 

Like all Distinguished Hotels. The Commodore caters to 

the exacting requirements of distinguished travelers. These 

18 individually managed hotels, in the nation’s important 

business centers, offer the type of hospitality which cannot 

be mass-produced. At Distinguished Hotels, inn-keeping is 

still in keeping. 

   ANOTHER 

Did I Rnstant Reservation Service 

AT NO COST TO YOU, THROUGH ANY OF THESE HOTELS, 
or 

ROBERT F. WARNER, INC. Services Offices in New 

York, Boston, Chicago, Washington, Toronto, and 
London, England, or GLEN W. FAWCETT, INC. 

Offices in San Diego, Los Angeles, San Francisco, 
Portland, Seattle, and Vancouver. 

HOTEL COMMODORE IS A MEMBER OF THE DISTINGUISHED HOTELS 
NATIONAL CONVENTION NETWORK 

WRITE FOR BOOKLET 

Executive Offices, Distinguished Hotels, 17 E. 45th Street, New York 17 * MUrray Hill 2:4300 

*—Hotel Corporation of America cooperating with Distinguished Hotels 
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YY amas] Eureka! O Gemini! Etc.! Homo Sapiens 

has homered again. 

After years of toying with fission, Freud and filters, 
Man has finally put his noggin to the grindstone and 

cranked forth A Miracle. 

The genuine, money-back article. A successor to the 
Sacred Ibis. In the flesh. 

(Attention Fledgeling Ornithologists: Sacred Ibis, or 
Threskiornis Aethiopica; a feathered vertebrate of 
the Heron family. Worshipped by the Egyptians back 
when Anthony and Cleopatra were playing tag around 
the Sphinx.) 

Particulars of this phenomena? Both intriguing and 
absorbing. A new breed of Bird of Paradise known as 
the Bristol Britannia. (Otherwise venerated as the 
“Whispering Giant.”) First jet-age giant to serve the 
U.S. A mighty new jet-prop airliner—larger, faster, 
smoother, quieter, and other such unavoidable super- 
latives. Current deity of an overflow following through- 
out five continents. 

And no wonder. As a fy- 
ing vessel she’s quite unique, 
deserving of prolonged ora- 
tion. But not in The New 
Yorker. (They're quite tacky 
about drumbeating, horn- 
tooting and other such com- 
mercialistic clamor. Jolly 
well right, too. Not only bad 

form—strictly infra-dig.) 
Still, minimum claim our 

lawyers will allow is “Mag- 
nificent.” A bit threadbare 
perhaps, but as the grey- 
flannel set say, at least worth running up the flagpole... 
or dispatching for a trial-run via the Westport express. 

  

For one thing, you'll find the Britannia’s pace mag- 
nificent we're sure. Loafs along at seven-league speeds 
of seven miles a minute. Shows a fleet pair of heels to 
all other airliners.



  

Odzookens! A successor at 

last to the Sacred Ibis! 

From New York you can laze non-stop to sunny 
Mexico City, arrive over an hour quicker courtesy of 
Aeronaves de Mexico. Or pop over to your local Brit- 
ish pub for a quiet evening of darts and ale. BOAC 
Britannias cut hours off the transatlantic run . . . 
regaling you aloft with Elizabethan comforts, becfeater 
cuisine and other suitably blue-blooded delights. 

And of course you'll be going to The Fair. El Al 
Israel Britannias whisk you hours faster to Europe 
(shrinking the Atlantic by 20% en route to London) 

and also provide a magic carpet to Paris, Rome and 
the Middle East. 

Lastly, if you are fed with convention and crave the 
uncommon, salve your Id with a romantic excursion. 
(Remember Stanley & Livingstone, Marco Polo, Wal- 

ter Mitty.) Hasten to the Great Pacific Northwest, 
board a Canadian Pacific Britannia, traverse the exotic 
Polar Route to Europe. You'll feel right on top of the 
world, and comfy as can be. 

Prrer ‘Wherever your shoes are 
pointed, you're bound to put 
your best brogue forward 
by boarding a Britannia. It's 
such a peaceful, remarkably 
pleasant way to travel. 

No jarring propeller- 
throb. No frazzling piston- 
vibration. The engines purr, 
harmonizing a languid lulla- 
by (i.e., no rock "n roll). The 

total effect is esthetically soothing and church-like. 
Atmospherically perfect for soul-searching, brain- 
storming, contemplative soliloquizing and such. 

Smooth? The Britannia puts you on velvet. 1t’s more 
like soaring than flying. No pitch, sway or piston- 
roughness. No weather worries either. 

The Britannia glides high in the calm of the heavens. 
(Hard Sell: Over 10,000 feet higher than any other air- 

liner.) You avoid discomforts, detours or delays. And 
the Search-Radar system is positively psychic. 

Upon landing you'll feel light-years younger. (Soft 
Sell: Even gaffers have been known to gambol about 
like lambs.) No dried-out, fagged-out flight fatigue. A 
few brisk push-ups and you're in fine fettle for a 
chummy joust with Customs. 

A final word of friendly caution. The Britannia is 
remarkably luxurious. So much so that several passen- 
gers have refused to debark at journey’s end. 

  

Regrettably, only a show of force by the local con- 
stabulary has assured their removal. (Even this failed 
in the case of one elderly, and most irascible, Scottish 
lady whose knitting-needles wounded three constables 
in the course of a two-hour conflict centering on her 
eviction. She is orbiting to date and enjoying it hugely. 
The militia have been alerted for her next arrival.) 

  

Hence, please prepare yourself for the Britannia’s 
splendors. Among them, a wide, lofty, air conditioned 
cabin. Panoramic picture-windows. Thick-pile carpets 
and reclining airfoam seats. Stunning décor. Elegant 
trappings. Superb service. Banquet delicacies to titillate 
gourmet and gourmand. 

Even the ozone is pure nectar. A unique system of 
humidity-control keeps it sweet, fresh and crystal clear. 

A word to the worldly should be sufficient. But just 
in case, fortify your conclusions with this garnering of 
globular reaction to Britannia flights: 

Egyptian Ornithologist: “Flies rings around the 

Sacred Ibis!” Tea Taster: “Wonderful lift.” First Vio- 
linist: “A virtuoso!” Second Fiddle: “Magnificent 
tone.” Soap Executive: “It floats!” Field Marshal: 

“Room for an army.” Old Etonian: “Whacking good 
show!” Brigitt Bardoh: “36—24—36.” 

The World's Most Relaxing Way to Travel 

NEW JET-PROP 

BRISTOL _ 

Britannia 

  

Bristol Aircraft Ltd.—The Bristol Aeroplane Co. 
(USA) Inc., 400 Park Ave., N. Y. 22, N.Y.



Pour le Soleil—a new sun jelly which leaves a soft greaseless film on the skin as protection for 

a quick suntan. Packaged in a tube for easy carrying. 

Super-Sol—a subtly scented greaseless cream which disappears entirely into the skin, 

leaving a dry powdery surface for a more gradual tanning. 

Packaged in a tube for easy carrying. 

  

      
Liqui-Tan—a greaseless liquid film which helps you get a quick 

suntan without leaving any trace on the skin.



  

THE TALK OF THE TOWN 

Notes and Comment 

00L0GICAL NOTE: A correspond- 
ent of ours in Washington, a 
lover of wildlife, tells us that he 

has become particularly attached to two 
squirrels down there, one in the White 
House grounds, the other in the Treas- 
ury Department garden. The squirrel 
in" the White House grounds accepts 
peanut after peanut, shells each one, and 
cats it then and there. The squirrel in 
the Treasury garden invariably takes the 
first peanut, runs up a tree, and drops it 
down a hole before returning to accept, 
shell, and eat the rest. 

E were curiously heartened the 
other day to see in the Times that 

a so-called space-age clock, an instru= 
ment capable of measuring time to the 
nearest three-hundred-billionth of a sec- 
ond, and essential to our Army Signal 
Research and Development Labora- 
tory, in New Jersey, was “so delicate 
that a messenger had to carry it on his 
lap from London.” We read on, de- 
lighted, and learned that the messen- 
ger, a young man by the name of Roy 
Pook, had had to stay awake during 

  

his entire transatlantic flight to make 
sure that his indispensable Tap was keep- 
ing the space-age clock from being 
jarred, It was an account that left us 
with a sense of self-esteem. Perhaps, we 
thought as we put the newspaper aside, 
the human race is not destined to play 
second fiddle to its own cleverness after 
all. What a comedown for gadgetry, 
and how inspiring to all of us, for the 
space age, that concocted future of ours, 
to be compelled to find its safety in the 
same cushioned haven sought by sor- 
rowing children, and happy ones, too. 
Mr. Pook’s mission clearly demonstrates 

that the space age is our baby and not 
we its. 

E have never been able to com- 
prehend much of the talk about 

business cycles, but societal cycles are 
in our line, and we think maybe we 
can place the exact moment 4t which 
the country’s feverish rush to resurrect 
the nineteen-twenties reached its cli- 
max. It was not, we'd say, when Herbert 
Hoover repeated a speech he’d made 
thirty years ago, or when the raccoon 
coat had its flurry, or even when women 
on all sides turned up in the same clothes 
they were wearing in 1928—or, more 
accurately, in brand-new versions of the 
old glad rags. It was, rather, at three- 
fifteen last Friday afternoon, when we 
saw, strolling down Fifth Avenue in the 
Forties, a boulevardier whose attire was 
surmounted by a brown derby. No- 
body but us gave him a second glance. 

Stanley in Arkansas 

UR man Stanley, who has been 
spending a few days in Arkan- 

sas—only six hours from LaGuardia, 
including stops at Washington, Nash- 
ville, and Memphis, he says—showed up 
at the office the other morning, talking, 
as usual, but not about Governor Fau- 
bus, as we had expected he would. “I got 
interested in a new phase of the color 
problem,” he said. “Santa Gertrudis 
cattle are a deep cherry red, a color that 
is supposed to discourage flies and other 
stinging insects. Unstung, they remain 
placid, profit by their food, put on a 
hundred pounds a month, and can live 
on sticks and stones, drink the dew, and 
resist heat four degrees beyond boiling 
point, after which they grow their own 
horseradish sauce. They are immune to 
cattle fevers and can be easily halter- 
broken to be led about by any child their 
own size. They were developed from 
a three-eighths-Brahma, five-eighths- 
Shorthorn cross.” He pronounced the 
first breed “Brayma,” like a true tauro- 
phile. “They stand heat so well because 

they sweat. That's the Brahma in them. 
They and the Brahma are the only 
breeds that do. They go eleven hundred 
pounds at one year old. The reason the 
calves grow so fast is the cows give so 
much milk. That’s the Shorthorn in 
them. Saw a two-year-old bull went 
an even ton; would have brought one 
home, but it would have been too big 

  

  

for a New York apartment, even on 
the West Side. A fairly good bull sells 
for the price of a full-grown Cadillac.” 

We had never thought of Stanley as 
an aficionado, but there is a steady public 
for stories about toros, so we told him to 

sit down and type out his notes on this 
Arkansas corrida, or barbecue, or what- 
ever it was, where he had seen the bulls. 
Returning after the time it would take 
a Santa Gertrudis to put on three- 
quarters of a pound, he supplied us with 
the following narrative: 

“Have always been interested in 
stories about bulls, beginning with 
Theseus and the Minotaur, Europa, 
Reginald Front de Baeuf (in ‘Ivan- 
hoe’), Rudolph Valentino (in “Blood 
and Sand’), Geraldine Farrar (in ‘Car- 
men’), and then, as 1 matured, going 
on to ‘Death in the Afternoon,” “The 
Sun Also Rises,” “The Brave Bulls,” ‘Git 
Along, Little Dogie,’ and so on. Have 
no patience with writers like Honor 
Tracy, who once called bullfight scribes 
‘toreabores.” Also interested in rich peo- 
ple. So when informed in Little Rock 
by friend Harry Ashmore, the editor, 
that Winthrop Rockefeller was hold- 
ing first sale of homebred Santa Ger- 
trudis cattle at Winrock Farm, on top 
Petit Jean Mountain, Morrilton, Con- 
way County, Arkansas, was glad to go, 
on condition Ashmore drove. 

“Winrock sixty-five miles northwest 
of Little Rock and pretty drive; coun-
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try all the way except for main street of 
Perryville, ‘Pop. 674 (read it off 
sign), seat of Perry County. ‘Minnows 
for sale in Perryville,” read off next-big- 
gest sign. Couldn’t read more signs, 
because already out of Perryville. Land- 
scape hilly, piny, rising steadily but not 
fast. 

“Petit Jean Mountain is what would 
be called mesa farther west—only 
1,100 feet high but looks higher. Flat 
top, like pool table, now, but had bumps 
on it when Rockefeller engineers 
tackled it five years ago, Ashmore 
told me. Winrock Farm attractive little 
place—only a thousand acres but well 
equipped. More Rockefeller land in 
valley below, called Rockwin Farm. 
Grass in pastures by road high and 
green; this has been rainy spring in 
Arkansas. Petit Jean hot and dry in 
summer, though. At first, engineers had 
to pipe and pump water from river 
eight hundred and fifty feet below to 
keep grass growing, but now have con- 
structed two artificial lakes that hold 
moisture on mountaintop. Fields di- 
vided by fences of apparently silver 
rails; on closer look, proved to be oil 
pipes covered with silver paint. 

    

“Arkansans arriving by car from as 
far as El Dorado and Texarkana. Li- 
cense plates: “Arkansas—Land of Op- 
portunity.’ Heavy traffic on road up 
Petit Jean, mostly sightseers. Serious 
bidders already arrived by plane, Ash- 
more said; twelve planeloads supposed 
to have come into airport at foot of 
mountain, Master of Winrock built 
airport, then presented it to State of 
Arkansas. Had free beer at Winrock 
bunkhouse. Yellow cretonne bedspreads 
on bunks. Some bunkhouse! Got sale 
catalogue. Bulls and heifers listed by sale 
number, Winrock herd number, sex, 
birth date, sire, and breeder of dam; 
cover, rough paper decorated with 
brands of all breeders represented in 
Winrock strain; terms of sale, cash. 
Counted cash in pocket. Eighteen dol- 
lars and change. 

“Winrock official suggested I have 
look about. My guide was bullman 
who supplied breed information I im- 
parted earlier. Santa Gertrudis he 
showed me were deep red, all right; 
oblong side elevation, square rear and 
front. High in protein but lacked charm. 
Saw veterinary hospital with bovine op- 
erating table—tie patient down and then 
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raise table with hydraulic jack. Saw au- 
tomatic exerciser for bulls—long moving 
cable belt with chain hitches on side for 
twenty bulls. Leads them around and 
back, saves man-hours and danger, keeps 
bulls from developing sedentary habits. 

“Near sale time then, so went over 
to auction tent, big as main top of old- 
fashioned travelling circus, with rows of 
camp chairs arranged in semicircle at 
ground level and bleachers rising behind 
them. Auctioneer on high, solidly con- 
structed dais, like judge’s bench, to keep 
him off horns of merchandise. Auc- 
tioneer solidly constructed, too; square, 
honest face. Absolutely trustworthy. 
Sales ring in front of dais floodlighted 
and railed in by steel pipes. Barrier eight 
feet high. Ring floor covered with 
chopped green grass. More Texas mil- 
lionaires than you could shake a five- 
hundred-dollar bill at. 

“Got a seat in first row of camp 
chairs, between two men in big hats but 
not Texans. One from Brownsville, 
Tennessee, other from Muskogee, 
Oklahoma, both Santa Gertrudis breed- 
ers. “There are big bidders here from 
just about everywhere,” Oklahoma said. 
‘Florida, Texas—even one fella from 

Australia. Theres a bull 
here that if T can get him 
for thirty-nine-fifty I'll buy, 
but I won’t go four thou- 
sand.’ Asked him what he 
thought over-all average 
would be and he said thirty- 
two hundred. Tennessee 
more conservative, pre- 
dicted twenty-five hundred; 
thought cheapest beast 
would go seventeen-fifty. 
Decided my eighteen dol- 
lars no use. 

“Mr. Rockefeller wel- 
comed bidders and visitors 
from auctioneer’s stand. 
Tall, handsome cattleman, 
wearing white hat same 
diameter as fountain in 
Rockefeller Plaza. Has 
grown dashing deep-cherry- 
red mustache. Said he had 
tried to build a good farm, 
hoped they liked it. Ap- 
plause. Followed by Rob- 
ert J. Kleberg, Jr., of 
Texas, master of King 
Ranch, where Santa Ger- 
trudis breed was developed. 
Oklahoma told me Kleberg 
had sold Rockefeller his root 
stock. Kleberg said, ‘We're 
here because we’re interest- 
ed in beef cattle” More 
applause, and auctioneer 
took over. Mr. Rockefeller
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looked pretty anxious. 
‘He wants to make a 
good average his first 
time out, Oklahoma 
explained. “Then he'll 
know where he stands 
in the world.” 

“Auctioneer a Mr. 
Britten, full of earnest 
good will and sound 
commercial principles. 
‘Remember, folks,” he 
said. ‘It’s not what you 
pay that counts, but 
what you take home 
with you. . .. Remem- 
ber, boys, there are two 
ways of getting a good 
herd. Either you got to 
marry it or buy it. And 
if you marry it, it costs 
you more in the long 
run. ... Now, don’t 
tell me this bull’s not 
worth another bid. 
He's the kind of bull 
that can go out and get 
the job done for you’ 

““Sorriest bull been 
in th’ ring today,’ 
Oklahoma said during 
the sale of animal. ‘Look 
how he falls off be- 
hind—that’s a fault— 
and the legs. No bone 
in them. Got a head like a cow, too.” 

“‘Lotta white on his belly, said 
Tennessee. “That’s the Shorthorn com- 
ing out in him.’ 

“Bulls opposed to public appearance. 
Every bull chased attendant who led 
him into ring. Double utility of pipe rails 
then evident. Man would go up them 
like gym equipment. Heifers quieter. 
Florida man bought one heifer for 
$11,000—world record for female of 
the breed. 

“Mrs. Rockefeller sitting in front 
row with pencil and catalogue, making 
notations. Glum at first, began to smile 
later. Tall woman, shell-rimmed 
glasses, orange scarf, quict. 

“Auctioneer said heifer had been ‘ex- 
posed to a good bull, so the calf may pay 
for the cow.’ Tired of sale, accompanied 
Ashmore to Rockefeller main house, 
where bar. Took drinks and sat outside 
on rim of mountain, looking down at 
soaring buzzards. Noticed metal tablet 
affixed to rock and inscribed: 

And what doth the Lord 
Require of thee but to do justly 
And to love Mercy 
And to walk humbly with thy God— 

Mican 6-8 

“Was told Mr. Rockefeller had put it 
there himself. Time to start back for   
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«. ..and then, for some reason, right about 
here they always turn around and go back again.” 

Little Rock. Leaving main house, met 
Rockefellers coming from sale, now 
finished. Learned I had missed Gov- 
ernor Faubus, who came in time to be 
introduced after last heifer. Mr. Rocke- 
feller looked pleased as Punch, said he 
had sold thirty-nine head for $170, 
400—over-all average, $4,369. Likely 
to make his fortune.” 

| Ean INTELLIGENCE: The 
New England Pretzel Company, of 

Lincoln, Rhode Island, is in the pop- 
corn business and has not made a pretzel 
in nineteen years. 

One Language 

XCLUSIVE of dialects, two thou- 
sand seven hundred and ninety-six 

languages are in spoken use throughout 
the world, and, according to Mario Pei, 
professor of Romance philology at Co- 
lumbia, this has created a state of con- 
fusion that is becoming worse all the 
time. It’s becoming worse because the 
increasing ease and speed of transporta- 
tion encourage people to travel more 
than they used to, thus getting them into 
linguistically untenable situations, and 
because, in this day of growing inde- 

pendence, new countries have added 
their national tongues to the list of lan- 
guages that have to be taken seriously. 
“Look at the Philippines,” Dr. Pei said 
to us the other day. “They're still very 
friendly to the United States, but 
they’ve thrown out English as their offi- 
cial language and put in Tagalog. Why 
Tagalog I can’t imagine—there arc 
more Visayans than Tagalogs there— 
but we have to go along with it. Look 
at Indonesia. In the old days, an Ameri- 
can mining engineer sent out by Stand- 
ard Oil didn’t have to know Indonesian. 
He didn’t even have to know Dutch; 
everyone spoke English. Today, the 
official language is Indonesian, What 
was the official language at the Con- 
gress of Vienna? French. At Versailles? 
French and English. And what is it 
at the United Nations? Why, there 
arc five official languages—English, 
French, Spanish, Russian, and Chinese. 
‘What is happening to international re- 
lations? They're being hamstrung by 
the lack of a common linguistic me- 
dium.” 

Dr. Pei, who has a fluent command 
of French, Italian, Spanish, and Eng- 
lish, a working command (foreign ac- 
cent, occasional mistakes) of German, 
Portuguese, Russian, Dutch, and Ru-
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manian, and a smattering of two or 
three hundred other languages (“In 
Hungary, I can bring a big smile to the 
face of the elevator operator by calling 
out the floor, but I can’t deal with a 
taxi”), has just written a book, “One 
Language for the World,” in which he 
proposes to solve the linguistic dilem- 
ma by teaching children the world 
over a universal language in addition 
to their native tongue. “Any old lan- 
guage will do,” he told us. “Esperan- 
to, English, Turkish. It doesn’t matter 
what it is, but it should be selected by an 
intergovernmental linguistics commis- 
sion. All languages are equally easy for 
children. No language has ever been 
known to be difficult for its native 
speaker. The Russians all speak Rus- 
sian, the Chinese all speak Chinese. 
Any child, bright or dull, can learn two 
languages fluently. In thirty years, with 
an international language, you'd get 
easy communication between all people 
who had had access to education.” 

Dr. Pei, a man with a big smile, a 
bald head, a ruddy complexion, and 
gold-rimmed spectacles, had access to 
Italian in Rome, where he was born 
in 1901; to English in New York City, 
where he arrived when he was seven; 
and to French, along with Latin and 
Greek, at St. Francis Xavier High 
School. “My father had a drygoods store 
in Rome,” he told us, “but it failed, and 
he brought his family here and became 
director of room service at the Bucking- 
ham Hotel. The name Pei was original- 
ly Catalan, from the Vulgar Latin 
“pedinus) meaning ‘infantryman.’ I 
graduated from Xavier when I was sev- 
enteen, then taught at its grammar 
school and studied at City College nights 
for an A.B. degree. It took me seven 
years to get it. Around 1920, I spent a 
year in Cuba as private tutor to three 
nephews of the president, Mario Meno- 
cal. I taught them everything, and they 
taught me Spanish and jai alai. Won- 
derful game! Wonderful language! 
Well, later on I began to develop lit- 
erary tastes, and studied Russian so as 
to read Tolstoy and Dostoevski in the 
original, German so as to read Goethe, 
and so on. My interest in languages 
increased and my interest in literature 
diminished. I took up Arabic, Old 
Church Slavic, Gothic, Umbrian, and 
Sanskrit. Do you know what the Arabic 
for ‘United States” is? ‘Alwellat Almo- 
taheda’!” 

Upon returning from Cuba to Al- 
wellat Almotaheda, Dr. Pei taught 
French and Spanish at the Franklin 
School, on West Eighty-ninth Street, 
for a year, and then taught the same 
languages at City College while finish- 

ing up the work for his degree there. 
He stayed in that post fourteen years, 
during which he took a Ph.D. at Co- 
lumbia. In 1937, he began to teach at 
Columbia. “All graduate work,” he 
said. “I live on Hamilton Place, opposite 
City College, with my wife and my 
eighty-eight-year-old mother. I’ve 
written eight books about linguistics, in- 
cluding “The Story of Language, 
which fifty publishers turned down and 
which has sold over fifty thousand 
copies, and one historical novel, 
Swords of Anjou,” which twenty-five 
publishers turned down and which you 
can buy at subway stations in a paper 
edition, titled ‘Swords for Charle- 
magne.” Have you ever heard of Profes- 
sor Georges Gougenheim, of the Uni- 
versity of Strasbourg? Hes the father 
of Basic French, which never got off 
the ground. Not related to the Gug- 
genheims.” 

Problem 

EST timely one-sentence short 
story received in the mail this 

month is by an eight-year-old named 
Sandra, of Alexandria, Virginia, and 
goes as follows: 

Once upon a time there lived an old 
woman in a shaggy old house in which 
there was hardly enough room for her five 
little children and her husband and herself 
and they were poor because her husband’s 
job was to sell guided missiles and nobody 
was rich enough to buy them. 

Tribute 

M-Y and boy, we have been to a 
good many official lunches, but 

never one quite like that tendered last 
week, in the Empire Room of the Wal- 
dor, by the Honorable Robert F. Wag- 
ner to Van Cliburn, the Texas pianist 
who won you-know-what in you-know- 
where. For one thing, although the dais 
was crowded with the usual quota of 
music-loving city officials (the Honora- 
ble Abraham Beame, Director of the 
Budget; the Honorable James J. Lyons, 
President of the Borough of the Bronx; 
the Honorable Richard C. Patterson, 
Jr., Commissioner of Commerce and 
Public Events), we could not spot, 
either in the audience or on the dais, the 
Honorable Carmine DeSapio, the head 
of Tammany Hall. For another, off to 
one side of the dais stood a huge grand 
piano, a symbol of the art and the artist 
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being honored. The luncheon was 
scheduled for twelve-thirty, and about 
five hundred persons arrived with star- 
tling punctuality, seated themselves, and 
waited. Some guests, hungrier than 
others, began to dig into their halibut 
flakes Antoine. Harry Hirschfield 
glanced impatiently at his watch. Some- 
one must have gummed up the ticker- 
tape parade for Van Cliburn and the 
subsequent ceremonies at City Hall, for 
neither artist nor Mayor arrived until 
one-twenty, when they entered the 
room together briskly, to a thunderclap 
of applause. The Mayor is short and 
compact, the pianist extremely tall and 
thin, with immense hands, a great shock 
of orange-blond hair, a downy chin, and 
a boyish exuberance of mammoth pro- 
portions, and they made quite a pair 
mounting the dais. Following the na- 
tional anthem, hordes of people left 
their tables and rushed to the dais to 
receive bear hugs from Van. He also 
provided autographs for all who wanted 
them, and he bear-hugged and blew 
kisses with such ferocity that Commis- 
sioner Patterson asked the people to 
wait until after lunch, when Van would 
be delighted to take on all comers. Van 
then took on his halibut flakes Antoine, 
but not for long. While the rest of us 
were deep in tenderloin of beef, with 
broiled tomatoes (topped with mush- 
rooms) and braised Michigan celery, 
Van roamed up and down the dais, dis 
pensing bear hugs. A lady sat down be- 
side us and said she had just got her 
bear hug. “He’s so affectionate and 
wonderful,” she said. “I haven’t seen 
him in ten years—not since the days 
when he would come and sit very quiet- 
ly and listen to my husband’s piano pu- 
pils. Pve known his mother for years.” 
She pointed to a distinguished-looking 
woman, wearing a white orchid cor- 
sage, who was seated on the dais. 
“That’s his daddy beside her,” the lady 
said. “Van was a very fat little boy.” 

‘The Mayor rose to toast Van’s moth- 
er and daddy in Beaulieu Vineyard 
Georges de Latour Cabernet 48. 
Van joined with Vichy water. The 
Mayor then toasted Van. Van blew 
kisses, bobbed his head up and down, and 
made a stab at the beef. Speeches fol- 
lowed, by William Schuman, president 
of the Juilliard School (“Your alma 
mater is proud of you, Van”); by Rich- 
ard Rodgers (“This young, very old 
diplomat”); by Rosina Lhevinne, his 
piano teacher, who said that she was 
happy to be of service to the United 
States, the country that she and her hus- 
band had adopted and made their home; 
and by Kiril P. Kondrashin, the Rus- 
sian conductor, who spoke in Russian,



  

“Believe me, Garvey, the Port of New York Authority is not going to forget this” 

referred to Van Cliburn as “Wuan,” 
and said, according to his interpreter, a 
“Tass man, “You must be happy to have 
in this country such great piano player.” 
During the speeches, Van rested his chin 
on the palm of first one hand and then 
the other, ran his hands through his hair, 
blew kisses to friends, and nibbled at the 
beef. The Mayor rose to say that he was 
a frustrated violin player—had had a 
violin as a boy, and was an honorary 
member of Local 802. He greeted 
Van warmly and presented him with the 
medal of the city. Van shook his head 
incredulously, threw some kisses, and 
rose, quite shaken, to say that he wished 
all his friends would say an occasional 
prayer for him to enable him to live up 
to all that had happened. He knew, he 
said, that it could have happened to 
somebody else. “Ah appreciate every- 
thing,” he said. “You will never know. 
Ah love you.” He blew kisses to all, and 

strode to the piano. A hush fell over the 
Empire Room, the waiters stopped 
serving dessert, and Van Cliburn, trans- 
ported now, played two numbers. 

After he had finished, he rose from 
the piano and threw some more kisses. 
Men and women swarmed around him. 
Each received a bear hug. “Hello, 
sweetie,” he said. “How wonderful of 
you to come! .. . You here, honey! . ... 
Is this really me? Ah can’t believe it! 
... Polly! Oooccom! . . . It all seems 
like a dream. ...” 

“Get him home,” said one of his 
managers. “He’sknocking himself out.” 

“Where’s mah citation?” cried Van. 
“Ah want mah official citation!” 

“Weve got it,” said the manager. 
An old lady apologized for intruding 

for an autograph. 
“Ah know ah’m dead,” said Van, 

“but isn’t it wonderful to be dead!” He 
swept from the Empire Room. 

> 

We strolled out with the Mayor. 
“Remarkable lunch,” he said. “Every- 
body stayed right to the end.” 

We asked the Mayor what had be- 
come of his violin. 

“If'sin the attic at Gracie Mansion,” 
he said wistfully. 

Precisionist 

CoLLEAGUE tells us that he sent 
a telegram to a friend of his one 

evening last week, with instructions 
that it be delivered the following morn- 
ing at seven. “My pal is barely speak- 
ing to me now,” he says. Seems the 
Western Union lady called him up at 
2:30 am. and said, “Sir, I have 
a telegram for you to be delivered 
at 7 A.M., but our messenger boys do 
not report for work until 8 A.m., so 
would you like me to call you back at 
7 A.M. and read it to you?”



» 
«I ymust say, He certainly isn't making our job any easier.  



THE LETTER WRITERS 
T cleven o'clock, Emily went down 

A to the village to fetch the lob- 
sters. The heat unsteadied the 

air, light shimmered and glanced off 
leaves and telegraph wires, and the flag 
on the church tower, spreading out in a 
small breeze, then dropping, wavered 
against the sky, as if it were flapping 
under water. 

Emily wore an old cotton frock and 
meant to change it at the last mo- 
ment, when the food was all ready and 
the table laid. Over her bare arms the 
warm air flowed; the sun seemed to 
touch her bones—her spine, her shoul- 
der blades, her skull. In her thoughts, 
she walked nakedly, picking her way, 
over dry-as-dust cow dung, along the 
lane. All over the hedges, trumpets of 
large white convolvulus were turned 
upward toward the sky—the first flow- 
ers she could remember. Something 
about them had, in her early childhood, 
surprised her with astonishment and 
awe, a sense of magic that had lasted, 
like so little else, repeating itself again 
and again, most of the summers of her 
forty years. 

From the wide-open windows of the 
village school came the sound of a tinny 
piano. “We'll rant, and we’ll roar, like 
true British sailors,” sang all the little 
girls. 

Emily, smiling to herself as she passed 
by, had thoughts so delightful that she 
began to tidy them into sentences to put 
in a letter to Edmund. Her days were 
not full or busy, and the gathering in 
of little things to write to him about 
took up a large part of her time. She 
would have made a paragraph or two 
about the children sing- 
ing, the hot weather—so 
rare in England—the 
scent of the lime and 
privet blossom, the pieces 
of tin glinting among the 
branches of the cherry 
trees. But the impulse was 
at once checked by the re- 
alization that there would 
be no letter writing that 
evening after all. She stood 
before an alarming crisis, 
one that she had hoped to 
avoid for as long as ever 
she lived—the crisis of 
meeting for the first time 
the person whom she knew 
best in the world. 

“What will he be like?” 
did not worry her. She 
knew what he was like. If 
he turned out different, 

She would be getting a false impression 
of him, and she would know that it 
was temporary and would fade. She 
was more afraid of herself, and won- 
dered if he would know how to dis- 
count the temporary, and false, in her. 
Too much was at stake, and for her- 
self she would not have taken the 
risk. “I agree that we have gone be- 
yond meeting now. It would be retrac- 
ing our steps,” he had once written 
to her. “Although, perhaps, if we were 
ever in the same country, it would 
be absurd to make a point of 7o# meet- 
ing.” This, however, was what she had 
done when she went to Ttaly the next 
year. 

In Rome, some instinct of self-pres- 
ervation kept her from giving him her 
aunt’s address there. She would tele- 
phone, she thought; but each time she 
tried to—her heart banging erratically 
within a suddenly hollow breast—she 
was impeded by thoughts of the booby 
trap lying before her. In the end, she 
skirted it. She discovered the little street 
where he lived, and felt the strangeness 
of seeing on a wall its name, which she 
had written hundreds of times on en- 
velopes. Walking past his house on the 
opposite pavement, she had glanced tim- 
idly at the peeling apricot-colored plas- 
ter. The truth of the situation made 
her feel quite faint. Tt was frightening, 
like seeing a ghost in reverse—the in- 
substantial suddenly solidifying into a 
patchy and shabby reality. At the win- 
dow on the first floor, one of the shut- 
ters was open. There was the darkness 
of the room beyond, an edge of yellow 
curtain, and, hanging over the back of 
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a chair set near the window, what 
looked like a white shirt. Even if Ed- 
mund himself threw open the other 
shutter and came out onto the balcony, 
he would not know that the woman 
across the road was one of his dearest 
friends, but, all the same, she hastened 
away from the neighborhood. At din- 
ner, her aunt thought she might be ill. 
Her visitors from England so often 
were—from the heat and sightsecing 
and the change of diet. 

‘The odd thing to Emily about the 
escapade was its vanishing from her 
mind; the house became its own ghost 
again, the house of her imagination, 
lying on the other side of the road, 
where she had always pictured it, with 
its plaster unspoiled and Edmund in- 
side in his tidied-up room, writing to 
her. 

He had not chided her when she sent 
a letter from a safer place explaining 
her lack of courage—and explain it she 
could, so fluently, half touchingly, yet 
wholly amusingly, on paper. He teased 
her gently, understanding her decision. 
In him, curiosity and adventurousness 
would have overcome hesitation; dis- 
illusionment have deprived him of less 
than it might have deprived her: her 
letters were a relaxation to him; to her, 
his were an excitement, and her fingers 
often trembled as she tore open their 
envelopes. 

‘They had written to onc another for 
ten years. She had admired his novels 
since she was a young woman, but 
would not have thought of writing to 
tell him so; that he could conceivably 
be interested in the opinion of a com- 
plete stranger did not occur to her. Yet 
sometimes she felt that without her 

as their reader the novels 
~ could not have had a fair 

existence. She was so sen- 
sitive to what he wrote 
that she felt her own 
reading half created it. 
Her triumph at the end 
of each book had some- 
thing added of a sense of 
accomplishment on her 
part. She felt it, to a 
lesser degree, with some 
other writers, but they 
were dead; if they had 
been living, she would 
not have written to them, 
cither. Then one day she 
read in a magazine an 
essay by him about the 
boyhood of Tennyson. His 
conjecture on some point 
she could confirm, for she 
had letters from one of the 

  
    it would be a mistake.   poet's brothers. She looked
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for them among her grandfather’ pa- 
pers and (she was never impulsive save 

when the impulse was generosity) sent 
them to Edmund, with a little note to 

tell him that they were a present to re- 

pay some of the pleasure his books had 
given her. 

Edmund, who loved old letters and 
papers of every kind, found these espe- 
cially delightful. So the first of many 
letters from him came to her, beginning, 

in those days, “Dear Miss Fairchild.” 
His handwriting was very large and 
untidy and difficult to decipher, and this 

always pleased her, because his letters 
took longer to read; the enjoyment was 
drawn out, and often a word or two 
had to be puzzled over for days. Back, 
again and again, she would go to the 
letter, trying to take the problem by 
surprise—and that was usually how she 
solved it. 

Sometimes she wondered why he 
wrote to her—and was flattered when 

he asked for a letter to cheer him up 

when he was depressed, or to calm him 

“And Pd like a Bloody Mary, John. Tell Freddie it’s for me.” 

when he was unhappy. She guessed 
that although he could not any longer 
work well in England—for a dullness 

came over him, from the climate and 
old, vexatious associations—he still liked 

to have some foothold there, and her 
letters refreshed his memories. 

Once, he had chided her for being 
a novelist manqué, for diffusing her 
gift; then in another letter had re- 

tracted this opinion; he had forgotten, 

he explained, that letter writing is an 
art by itself, a different kind of skill, 

though with perhaps a similar motive— 
and one at which Englishwomen have 
excelled. 

As she wrote, the landscape, flowers, 
children, cats, and dogs sprang to life 
memorably. He knew her neighbors 
and her relation to them, and also knew 

people, who were dead now, whom she 
had loved. He called them by their 

Christian names when he wrote to her    
and reévoked them for her, so that, be- 
ing allowed at last to mention them, she 

felt that they became light and free 
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again in her mind, and not an intolera- 
ble suppression, as they had been for 
years. 

OMING to the village, on this hot 
morning, she was more agitated 

than she could ever remember being, 

and she began to blame Edmund for 
creating such an ordeal. She was angry 
with herself for acquiescing when he 
had suggested that he, being at last in 
England for a week or two, should 
come to see her. “For an hour, or three 
at most. I want to look at the flowers in 
the very garden, and stroke the cat, and 
peep between the curtains at Mrs. Wa- 
terlow going by.” 

He knows too much about me, so 
where can we begin, she wondered. 
She had confided such intimacies to him. 
At that distance, he was as safe as the 

confessional, with the added freedom 
from hearing any words said aloud. She 
had written to his mind only. He 
seemed to have no face, and certainly 
no voice. Although photographs had 

once passed between them, 

they had scemed meaningless. 
She had been so safe with 

him. In ten years, there had 

been no inadvertent hurts of 
rivalry, jealousy, or neglect. It 
had not occurred to either to 
wonder if the other would 
sometime cease to write; the 
letters would come, as surely 
as the sun. 

But will they now, Emily 
was wondering. 

She turned the familiar bend 
of the road and the sea lay 
glittering below, its wrinkled 
surface looking solid and with- 
out movement, like a great 
sheet of metal. Now and then 
a light breeze came off the 
water and rasped together the 
dried grasses on the banks; 
when it dropped, the late- 
morning silence held, drugging 
the brain and slowing the 
limbs. 

Fes years, Emily had 
looked into mirrors only to 

see if her hair was tidy or her 
petticoat showing below her 
dress. This morning, she tried 
to take herself by surprise, to 
sce herself as a stranger might, 

but failed. 
He would expect a younger 

woman, from the photograph 
of some years back. Since that 
was taken, wings of white hair 
at her temples had given her a 

different appearance. The pho-



THE NEW YORKER 

tograph would not, in any 
case, show how poor her 
complexion was, unevenly 
pitted from an illness when 
she was a child. As a girl she 
had looked at her reflection 
and thought, No one will 
ever want to marry me. . . . 
And no one had. 

When she went back to 
the living room, the cat was 
walking about, smelling lob- 
ster in the air; balked, 
troubled by desire, he went 
restlessly about the little 
room, the pupils of his eyes 
two thin lines of suspicion 
and contempt. But the 
lobster was high up on the 
dresser, above the Rocking- 
ham cups and covered with 
a piece of muslin. 

Emily went over to the 
table and touched the knives 
and forks, shook the salt 
in the cellar nicely level, 
lifted a wincglass to the 
light. She poured out a glass 
of sherry and stood, well 
back from the window, 
looking out between holly- 
hocks at the lane. 

Unless the train was 
late, he should be there. At 
any moment, the station 
taxi would come slowly 
along the lane and stop, 
with terrible inevitability, 
outside the cottage. She wondered how 
tall he was. How would he measure 
against the hollyhocks? Would he be 
obliged to stoop under the low oak 
beams? 

The sherry heartened her a lit- 
tle—at least, her hand stopped shak- 
ing—and she filled her glass again. The 
wine was cooling in a bucket down the 
well, and she thought that perhaps it 
was time to fetch it in or it might be too 
cold to taste. 

The well had pretty little ferns of a 
very bright green growing out of the 
bricks at its sides, and when she lifted 
the cover, the ice-cold air struck her. 
She was unused to drinking much, and 
the glasses of sherry had first steadied 
her, then almost numbed her. With dif- 
ficulty she drew up the bucket, but her 
movements were clumsy and uncer- 
tain, and greenish slime came off the 
rope onto her clean dress. Her hair fell 
forward untidily. Far, far below, as if 
at the wrong end of a telescope, she saw 
her own tiny face looking back at her. 
As she was taking the bottle of wine 
from the bucket, she heard a crash in- 
side the cottage. 

She knew what must have hap- 
pened, but she felt too muddled to act 
quickly. When she opened the door of 
the living room, she saw, as she ex- 
pected, the cat and the lobster and the 
Rockingham cups spread in disorder 
about the floor. 

She grabbed the cat first—though 
the damage was done now—and ran 
to the front door to throw him out in- 
to the garden; but, opening the door, 
was confronted by Edmund, whose 
arm was raised, just about to pull on 
the old iron bell. At the sight of the dis- 
traught woman with untidy hair and 
her eyes full of tears, he stepped a pace 
back. 

“There’s no lunch,” she said quickly. 
“Nothing.” The cat struggled against 
her shoulder, frantic for the remains of 
the lobster, and a long scratch slowly 
ripened across her cheek. Then the cat 
bounded from her and sat down behind 

the hollyhocks to wash his paws. 
“How do you do,” Emily said. She 

took her hand away from his almost as 
soon as she touched him, and put it up 
to her check, brushing blood across her 
face. 
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“I have it! They get to the moon, and then they run out of cigarettes” 

“Let us go in and bathe you,” he sug- 
gested. 

“Oh, no, please don’t bother. It is 
nothing at all. But, yes, of course, come 
in. Pm afraid . . .”” She was incoherent, 
and he could not follow what she was 
saying. 

At the sight of the lobster and the 
china on the floor, he understood a little. 
All the same, she seemed to him to be 
rather drunk. 

“Such wonderful cups and sau- 
cers,” he said, going down on his knees 
and filling his hands with fragments. “T 
don’t know how you can bear it.” 

“It’s nothing. It doesn’t matter. It’s 
the lobster that matters. There is noth- 
ing else in the house.” 

“Eggs?” he suggested. 
“I don’t get the eggs till Friday,” she 

said wildly. 
“Well, cheese.” 
“It’s gone hard and sweaty. The 

weather’s so...” 
“Not that it isn’t too hot to eat any- 

thing,” he said quickly. “Hotter than 
Rome. And I was longing for an Eng- 
lish drizzle.” 

“We had a little shower on Monday
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evening. Did you get that in London?” 
“Monday! No, Sunday we had a 

few spots.” 
“It was Monday here, I remember. 

The gardens needed it, but it didn’t do 
much good.” 

He looked around for somewhere to 
put the broken china. “No, I suppose 
not.” 

“It hardly penetrated. Do put that 
in the wastepaper basket.” 

“This cup is fairly neatly broken in 
half. It could be riveted. I can take it 
back to London with me.” 

“I won’t hear of it. But it is so 
kind. . . . I suppose the cat may as well 
have the remains of this—though not 
straight away. He must be shown that 
I am cross with him. Oh dear, and I 
fetched it last thing from the village 
so that it should be fresh. But that’s not 
much use to you, as it’s turned out.” 

She disappeared into the kitchen with 
her hands full of lobster shells. 

He looked around the room, and so 
much of it seemed familiar to him. A 

stout woman passing by in the lane and 
trying to see in through the window 
might be Mrs. Waterlow herself, who 
came so amusingly into Emily’s letters. 

He hoped things were soon going to 
get better, for he had never seen any- 
one so distracted as Emily when he ar- 
rived. He had been prepared for shy- 
ness, and had thought he could deal 
with that, but her frenzied look, with 
the blood on her face and the bits of 
Jobster in her hands, made him feel that 
he had done some damage that, like the 
china, was quite beyond his repairing. 

She was a long time gone, but 
shouted from the kitchen that he must 
take a glass of sherry—as he was glad 
to do. 

“May T bring some out to you?” he 
asked. 

“No, no, thank you. Just pour it out 
and I will come.” 

When she returned at last, he saw 

that she had washed her face and 
combed her hair. What the great stain 

all across her skirt was, he could not 
guess. She was carrying a little dish of 
sardines, all neatly wedged together as 
they had been lying in their tin. 

“It is so dreadful,” she began. “You 
will never forget being given a tin of 
sardines, but they will go better with 
the wine than the baked beans, which 
is the only other thing I can find.” 

“I am very fond of sardines,” he said. 

She put the dish on the table and 
then, for the first time, looked at him. 
He was of medium height after all, with 
broader shoulders than she had im- 
agined. His hair was a surprise to her. 
From his photograph, she had imagined 

SISYPHUS 

When Sisyphus was pushing the stone up the mountain, 
Always near the top 
As you remember, at the very tip of the height, 
Tt lapsed and fell back upon him, 
And he rolled to the bottom of the incline, exhausted. 

“Then he got up and pushed up the stone again, 
First over the grassy rise, then the declivity of Dead Man’s Gulch, 
“Then the outcroppings halfway, at which he took breath, 
Looking out over the rosy panorama of Helicon; 

Then finally the top 

Where the stone wobbled, trembled, and lapsed back upon him, 
And he rolled again down the whole long incline. 
Why? 
He said a man’s reach must exceed his grasp, 

Or what is Hades for? 

He said it’s not the goal that matters but the process 

Of reaching it, the breathing joy 
Of endeavor, and the labor along the way. 
“This belief damned him, and damned, what's harder, 
The heavy stone. 
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it white—he was, after all, ten years 

older than she—but, instead, it was 

blond and bleached by the sun. And I 

always thought I was writing to a white- 
haired man, she thought. 

Her look lasted only a second or two, 

and then she drank her sherry quickly, 
with her eyes cast down. 

“[ hope you forgive me for coming 
here,” he said gravely. Only by serious- 
ness could he hope to bring them back 

to the relationship in which they really 
stood. He approached her so carefully, 
but she shied away. 

“Of course,” she said. “It is so nice. 

After all these years. But I am sure you 
must be starving. Will you sit here?” 

How are we to continue, he won- 

dered. 
She was garrulous with small talk 

through lunch, pausing only to take up 
her wineglass. Then, at the end, when 
she had handed him his coffee, she 

failed. There was no more to say, not 
a word more to be wrung out of the 

weather, or the restaurant in Rome 

they found they had in common, or the 
annoyances of travel—the train that 
was late and the cabin that was stuffy. 

  

      

—JosEPHINE MILES 

Worn out, she still cast about her for a 

subject toembarkon. Thesilence was un- 
endurable. If it continued, might he not 
suddenly say “You are so different from 
all I had imagined,” or their glances 
might meet and they would see in one 
another’s eyes nakedness and total loss. 

“Y DID say Wednesday,” said Mrs. 
Woaterlow. 

“No, Thursday,” Emily insisted. If 
she could not bar the doorway with 
forbidding arms, she did so with ma- 
levolent thoughts. Gentle and patient 
neighbor she had always been, and Mrs. 
Waterlow, who had the sharp nose of 
the total abstainer and could distinctly 
smell alcohol on Emily’s breath, was 
quite astonished. 

The front door of the cottage opened 
straight into the living room, and Ed- 
mund was exposed to Mrs. Waterlow, 
sitting forward in his chair, staring into 
a coffee cup. 

“Pl just leave the poster for the 
Jumble Sale, then,” she said. “We 
shall have to talk about the refreshments 
another time. I think, don’t you, that 
half a pound of tea docs fifty people. 
Mrs. Harris will see to the slab cake. 
But if you're busy, I mustn’t keep you. 
Though since T am here, I wonder if 
I could look up something in your 
Encyclopedia. I won’t interrupt, I 
promise.” 

“May Tintroduce Mr. Fabry?” Em- 
ily said, for Mrs. Waterlow was some- 
how or other in the room. 

“Not Mr. Edmund Fabry?” 
Edmund, still holding his coffee cup



and saucer, managed to 
stand up quickly and 
shake hands. 

“The author? I 
could recognize you 
from your photo. Oh, 
my daughter will be so 
interested. I must write 
at once to tell her. I'm 
afraid Tve never read 
any of your books.” 

Edmund gave an 
apologetic murmur, 
and smiled  ingratiat- 
ingly. 

“But I always read 
the reviews of them in 
the Sunday papers,” 
Mrs. Waterlow went 
on. “Pm afraid we're 
rather a booky family.” 

So far, she had said 
nothing to which he 
could find any reply. 
Emily stood helplessly 
beside him, saying noth- 
ing. She was not wring- 
ing her hands, but he 
thought that if they had 
not been clasped so 
tightly together that 
was what would have 
happened. 

“You've really kept 
Mr. Fabry to yourself, Emily,” said 
Mrs. Waterlow. 

Not so you to me, Edmund thought. 
He had met her many times before, in 
Emily’s letters, already knew that her 
family was “booky,” and had had her 
preposterous opinions on many things. 

She was a woman of fifty-five, whose 
children had grown up and gone thank- 
fully away. They left their mother al- 
most permanently, it seemed to them, 
behind the tea urn at the village hall— 
and a good watching place it was. She 
had, as Emily had once put it, the over- 
alert look of a ventriloquist’s dummy. 
Her head, cocked slightly, turned to 
and fro between Emily and Edmund. 
Dyed hair, she thought, glancing away 
from him. She was often wrong about 
people. j 

“Now, don’t let me interrupt you. 
You get on with your coffee. T'll just 
sit quict in my corner and bury myself 
in the Encyclopaedia.” 

“Would you like some coffee?” Em- 
ily asked. “I’m afraid it may be rather 
cold.” 

“If there is some going begging, 
nothing would be nicer. ‘Shuva to 
Tom-Tom’—that’s the one I want.” 
She pulled out the Encyclopaedia and 
rather ostentatiously pretended to wipe 
dust from her fingers. 

She has presence of mind, Edmund 
decided, watching her turn pages with 
speed, and authority. She has really 
thought of something to look up. He 
was sure that he could not have done 
so as quickly himself. He wondered 
what it was that she had hit upon. She 
had come to a page of photographs of 
tapestry and she began to study them 
intently. There appeared to be pages of 
close print on the subject. So clever, 
Edmund thought. 

She knew that he was staring at her, 
and looked up and smiled, her finger 
marking her place. “To settle an argu- 
ment,” she said. “Pm afraid we are 
a very argumentative family.” 

Edmund bowed. 
A silence fell. He and Emily looked 

at one another, but she looked away 
first. She sat on the arm of a chair, as 
if she were waiting to spring up to see 
Mrs. Waterlow out—as indeed she 
‘was. 

The hot afternoon was a spell they 
had fallen under. A bluebottle zig- 
zagged about the room, hit the window- 
pane, then went suddenly out of the 
door. A petal dropped off a geranium 
on the window sill. Occasionally—but 
not often enough for Edmund—a page 
was turned, the thin paper rustling 

silkily over. Edmund drew his wrist 
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“This country could use a little more of that kind of optimism.” 

out of his sleeve and glanced secretly at 
his watch, and Emily saw him do it. 
It was a long journey he had made to 
see her, and soon he must be returning. 

Mrs. Waterlow looked up again. She 
had an amused smile, as if they were a 
couple of shy children whom she had 
just introduced to one another. “Oh 
dear, why the silence? I’m not listen- 
ing, you know. You will make me feel 
that I am in the way.” 

You preposterous old trollop, Ed- 
mund thought viciously. He leaned 
back, put his fingertips together, and 
said, looking across at Emily, “Did I tell 
you that Cousin Joseph had a nasty acci- 
dent? Out bicycling. No heir, either. 
But Constance very soon consoled her- 
self. With one of the Army padres out 
there. They were discovered by Joseph’s 
batman in the most unusual circum- 
stances. The Orient’s insidious influ- 
ence, I suppose. So strangely exotic for 
Constance, though.” He guessed— 
though he did not look—that Mrs. 
Waterlow had flushed and, pretending 
not to be listening, was struggling hard 
not to flush. 

“Cousin Constance’s Thousand and 
One Nights,” he said. “The padre had 
courage. Like engaging with a boa 
constrictor, I'd have thought.” 

If only Emily had not looked so



alarmed. He began to warm to his in- 
ventions, which grew more macabre 
and outrageous—and as he did so, he 
could hear the pages turning quickly, 
and at last the book was closed with a 

loud thump. “That's clinched that 
argument,” said Mrs. Waterlow. “Hu- 

bert is so often inaccurate, but won’t 

have it that he can ever be wrong.” 
She tried to sound unconcerned, but her 
face was set in lines of disapproval. 

“You are triumphant, then?” Ed- 
mund asked, and he stood up and held 
out his hand. 

When she had gone, Emily closed 
the door and leaned against it. She 
looked exhausted. 

“Thank you,” she said. “She would 

never have gone otherwise. And now 
it is nearly time for you to go.” 

“I am sorry about Cousin Joseph. T 
could think of no other way.” 

In Emily’s letters, Mrs. Waterlow 

had been funny, but she was not in real 

life, and he wondered how Emily could 

suffer so much before transforming it. 
“My dear, if you are sorry I came, 

then I am sorry, too.” 
“Don’t say anything. Don’t talk of 

it,” she begged him, standing with her 
hands pressed hard against the door be- 

hind her. She shrank from words,   

Brose” 

“You had me worried. For one horrible 

moment I thought you were going to slide and soil your uniform.” 

thinking of the scars they leave, which 
she would be left to tend when he had 
gone. If he spoke the truth, she could 

not bear it; if he tried to muffle it with 

tenderness, she would look upon it as 
pity. He had made such an effort, she 
knew, but he could never have expected 
to protect her from her own behavior. 

He, facing her, turned his eves for a 
moment toward the window; then he 

looked back at her. He said nothing, 
but she knew that he had seen his taxi 

drawing to a standstill beyond the holly- 
hocks. 

“You have to go?” she asked. 
He nodded. 
Perhaps the worst has happened, she 

thought. I have fallen in love with 
him—the one thing from which I felt 
I was completely safe. 

Before she moved aside from the 

door, she said quickly, as if the words 

were red-hot coals over which she must 

pick her way, “If you write to me 
again, will you leave out today, and 
Jet it be as if you had not moved out 
of Rome?” 

“Perhaps I didn’t,” he said. 

At the door, he took her hand and 

held it against his check for a second— 

2 gesture both consoling and concilia- 
tory. 

When he had gone, 
she carried her grief 
decently upstairs to her 
little bedroom and there 
allowed herself some 
tears. When they were 
dried and over, she sat 
down by the open win- 
dow. 

She had not noticed 
how clouds had been 
crowding into the sky. 
A wind had sprung up, 
and bushes and branches 
were jigging and sway- 
ing. 

"The hollyhocks nod- 
ded together. A spot of 
rain as big as a half- 
penny dropped onto the 
stone sill, others fell 

over leaves down be- 

low, and a sharp cool 
smell began to rise at 
once from the earth. 

She put her head out 
of the window, her el- 
bows on the outside sill. 
The soft rain, falling 
steadily now, calmed 
her. Down below in 
the garden the cat 
wove his way through 
a flower bed. At the 

door, he began to cry 
piteously to be let in, and she shut the 

window a little and went downstairs. 

Tt was dark in the living room; the two 
windows were fringed with dripping 
leaves; there were shadows and silence. 

While she was washing up, the cat, 
turning a figure of eight around her feet, 
brushed her legs with his wet fur. She 

began to talk to him, as she often did, 

for they were alone so much together. 
“If you were a dog,” she said, “we 
could go for a nice walk in the rain.” 

As it was, she gave him his supper 
and took an apple for herself. Walking 
about, eating it, she tidied the room. 

“The sound of the rain in the garden was 
very peaceful. She carried her writing 
things to the table by the window, and 

there, in the last of the light, dipped her 

goose-quill pen in the ink and wrote, in 
her fine and flowing hand, her address, 
the date, and then, “Dear Edmund.” 

—EvrizageTH TAYLOR 

“We have something pretty big here, but 
we're not drum-beating our success,” com- 
ments a spokesman for Central Leduc. 

“Our business is to find oil, not publicity.” 
“The company has drilled 000 of the 000 

wells, and is producing and selling 000 
barrels daily.—The Wall Street Journal. 

Come on, wham that drum!



RAISINS 
\ TEGETARIAN liver sandwich- 

es, roasted-soy-bean crackers, 
goat-cheese salad, sunflower-ker= 

nel-oil dressing, and orange-and-carrot- 
juice cocktails arc not favored by 
everybody or found in any old restau- 
rant, but they do grace the menu of a 
place on Lexington Avenue I will call 
the Open Gateway to Health. T have 
been self-consciously patronizing the 
Open Gateway for a couple of years, but 
during that time I have never sampled 
goat cheese or any of the other strange 
foods sold there in packaged form—dic- 
tetic rice flakes, alfalfa seeds, sea salt, 
yeast flakes, blackstrap molasses, Hi- 
Protein Cookies, fig-tea bags, the con- 
tents of canslabelled “Vege-burgers,” or 
pills in bottles labelled “Liver-All” and 

“Bone-All” The most I have done has 
been to lunch regularly on a cottage- 
cheese salad with grated raw vegetables, 
and to make an occasional try at the 
handiwork of the Gateway bartender, 
whose job it is to squeeze the juices out 
of various fruits and vegetables. The 
bartender wears red rubber gloves and 
operates a machine that mangles carrots, 
parsley, celery, apples, oranges, lemons, 
grapefruit, radishes, watercress, spinach, 
and pineapple. These he serves up in a 
number of combinations as “cocktails” 
called by such names as Tom Collins 
(carrot, parsley, apple, and celery 
juices), Cuba Libre (spinach, radish, 
celery, and pineapple), and the Garbo 
(watercress, spinach, and celery ). 

‘The Open Gateway to Health can 
scat a dozen customers at a time—seven 
at a counter and five at tables—and has 
a staff of six to serve them. Besides the 
bartender—a thin, round-shouldered 
young man with a pale face, thick black 
hair sleecked back on his head, and 
burning black eyes—there are: the boss, 
a chubby, pink-cheeked, clear-cved, tou 
sle-haired, large-toothed gentleman 
with a vaguely fatherly but noncommit- 
tal manner of doling out his health 
foods; a counterman named Teddy, 
a serious young man who wears horn- 
rimmed glasses, has a five-o’clock shad- 
ow by noon, and maintains the sume 
degree of deep sun tan all year round, 
and who never seems to catch a cold; 

a counterlady named Betty, a tall, 
broad-shouldered young woman with 
an Irish broguc and the freckled face 
of a ten-year-old child; a buxom mid- 
dle-aged lady with a fluffy mop of pink 
hair, who sells packaged goods and 
tends to the cash register; and a dish- 
washer, who lurks behind the scenes and 
emerges every so often to hand a basket 
of carrots or a tub of watercress to the 

  

  

    

hartender for squeezing. All six wear 
crisp white uniforms. 

Conversation in the Open Gateway 
to Health is at a minimum. The bar- 
tender, the boss, Teddy, Betty, the 
cashier, and the dishwasher never seem 
to talk to each other except when tak- 
ing or giving orders. They are even 
less conversational with the customers, 
always looking blank and speaking in + 
condescending, slightly scornful tone. 
They do not indulge in any of the 
pleasantries characteristic of ordinary 
lunch-counter life, such as “So how 
goes it?” or “And what'll it be to- 
day?” or “The usual?” Although 1 
have been what I consider a regular cus- 
tomer, there has never been any recog- 
nition of my constancy. The other cus- 
tomers don’t scem to mind not being 
noticed. Either they are too absorbed in 
doing something about their health or 
they are themselves opposed to lunch- 
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counter banter. There is really no give- 
and-take at all across the counter of the 
Open Gateway to Health. 

The boss’s semi-fatherly attitude to- 
ward the customers is expressed in the 
vaguest possible nods or smiles, usual- 
ly delivered while looking over their 

heads. The cashier keeps her attention 
centered on the cash register. The dish- 
washer seems to have only dishes and 
baskets of carrots on his mind. But the 
bartender always seems to me the one 
who most conspicuously avoids contact 
with the customers. His red rubber 
gloves, the contemptuous sound his 
squeezing machine makes, and his col- 
lection of iced whole vegetables and 
fruits waiting to be squeezed combine to 
give him a remote and forbidding air. 

As a matter of fact, until quite r. 
cendy T was convinced that the entire 
staff of the Open Gateway, including 
the boss, felt superior to me and to the 
other customers: they seemed to be the 
kind of people who had no problems at 

  

  

   

  “Now, of course were all familiar with 
the story of how jazz came up the Don from Rostov ..
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all, and who therefore disapproved of 
anyone who made a fetish of what he 
ate. I might go as far as to say that the 
Gateway staff seemed united in consid- 
ering us all a bunch of nuts. T thought 
every now and then that by sticking to 
my cottage-cheese dish I was demon- 
strating that / was really on the con- 
servative side. But T might as well have 
been indulging myself in goat cheese or 
sunflower oil. 

The only customer T have ever heard 
talked to 1s the cop on the neighborhood 
beat. He has dropped in a few times 
when T was there. He is very handsome 
and normal-looking, but he seems to feel 
at home in the place anyway, ordering 
spinach-and-soy-bean sandwiches, and 
things like that. The one member of 
the staff who ever gives him as much as 
a look is Betty. She sometimes smiles at 
him briefly, and once I heard her actu- 
ally make a joke with him. 

“Let’s sce, what'll I stuff myself with 
today?” the cop asked, in the intimate 
way of a man accustomed to being fed 
well by a close friend. 

“Take Teddy on soy toast,” Betty 
replied. 

The cop and T were the only people 
in the place who laughed. 

PERSON can put up with just so 
much, and T was beginning to 

feel that affairs at the Open Gateway 
to Health had reached a point where 
not even the superior quality of the fresh 
cottage cheese and the fresh shredded 
vegetables washed down with a fresh, 
cool Garbo cocktail was enough to 
make up for all that scorn. Then some- 
thing happened to put all the members 
of the staff in perspective and show what 
they really are, the way a near crash of a 
transatlantic airliner can reveal the in- 
ner natures of passengers and crew. 

T arrived at the Open Gateway to 
Health the other day at the tail end 
of the luncheon rush, when the staff 
members take turns having their own 
midday meal. I sat down at the count- 
er and ordered my usual cottage-cheese 
salad. Except for the unfriendly crunch- 
ing of the bartender’s machine and the 
occasional “ping” and “pang” of the 
cash register, all was, as usual, quiet. 
The place thinned out further, and the 
bartender took off his rubber gloves, 
left his post, and sat down on the stool 
next to mine. 

Teddy came over and looked at him 
without expression. 

“The fruit,” the bartender said, as 
though it took all his strength to get 
the two words out. He gave me a quick, 
sad, disapproving sidelong glance as 
Teddy handed me my salad, then 

CALLING THE CHILD 

From the. third floor, T beckon to the child 
Flying over the grass. As if by chance, 
My signal catches her and stops her dance 
Under the lilac tree; 
And T have flung my net at something wild 
And brought it down in all its loveliness. 
She lifts her eyes to mine reluctantly, 
Measuring in my look our twin distress. 

‘Then, from the garden, she considers me 
And, gathering joy, breaks from the closing net 
And races off like one who would forget 
That there are nets and snares. 
But she returns and stands beneath the tree 
With great solemnity, with legs apart, 
And drops her head at last, and makes a start, 
And starts her dutiful marching up the stairs. 

looked away, toward the window and 
the street. 

Teddy filled a bowl with slices of 
orange, grapefruit, pineapple, apple, 
and pear, added a date, sprinkled a few 
raisins on top of the concoction, and 
splashed a thick layer of sour cream over 
it. He placed the bowl before the bar- 
tender, who gazed down at it glumly. 
He made no move to start cating. He 
just sat there. After a while, Teddy, 
who was preparing a dish of grapefruit, 
radishes, avocado, and goat cheese for a 
husky gentleman on the other side of 
me, paused, looked at the immobile bar- 
tender, and did a double take. 

“Matter?” Teddy asked. 
The bartender gave him a bitter look. 

“No raisins,” he said softly. 
“Forgot,” said Teddy. “So don’t cat 

the raisins.” He gave the husky man 
the goat-cheese dish, and set a small 
plate of soy crackers next to it. 

“You know I don’t eat raisins,” the 

  

—KarwL Suarro 

bartender said, raising his voice slightly. 
Betty came up and studied the bar- 

tender’s dish. “Eat the fruit,” she said. 
“Leave the raisins.” 

“He knows I hate raisins,” the bar- 
tender said, not making a move. “He 
knows 1 can’t eat raisins.” 

The cashier left her station and, 
fluffing out her hair, came over and 
put her face down close to the fruit 
bowl. “One, two, three—eight raisins,” 
she said, and went back to her cash 
register. 

“Leave the raisins, leave the raisins,” 
Betty said. 

A heavyset, intellectual-looking 
woman a few seats down the counter 
said to the place in general, “It’s bad to 
get excited and tense when you eat.” 

‘The dishwasher came out with a 
basket of carrots, which he placed on 
the cocktail bar. 

“No raisins!” the bartender said in 
a loud, firm, excited, and tense voice. 

At the front of the store, the boss, 
who had been stamping copies of a 
magazine called Nutrition Digest— 
New Hopes and New Horizons with 
the name and address of the Open Gate- 
way to Health, put down his work and 
started over. The dishwasher was in his 
way, and the boss nudged him to one 
side as he passed. 

“Squeeze the raisins,” the dishwasher 
muttered to the bartender. “Put the 
raisins in the machine, and they’ll dis- 
appear.” 

“No raisins,” the bartender said, 
looking as though he might start to cry. 

My husky neighbor waved a forkful 
of avocado in the air, and said, “Hell 
of a lot of people can’t eat raisins. They 
got raisin allergies.” 

“Squeeze the raisins, and poof—like 
that!” the dishwasher said, throwing
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“Well, folks, I see by the little ol clock on the wall that if’s come around to that time again’ 

out his arms to demonstrate how the 
raisins would disappear. 

“No raisins,” the bartender said 
again. 

Teddy slammed a bunch of celery 
down on the counter. “Don’t cat the 
raisins!” he yelled, pushing his glasses 
up on his nose. “Ignore the raisins!” 

“Don’t let it upset you,” the intellec- 
tual-looking woman said to Teddy. 

“No raisins,” the bartender said, al- 
most in a whisper. He got up abruptly 
from the counter, went behind the 
scenes, where the dishwasher was sta- 
tioned, and emerged in a few moments 
wearing, instead of his white uniform, 
a plaid jacket and matching cap. He 
started for the door of the Open Gate- 
way to Health. 

The boss went after him and stopped 
him just inside. “Sit down, sit down,” 
he said, in a gentle, placating voice. 
“Teddy will make a new bowl for you, 
without raisins,” 

The bartender hesitated, looking at 
the floor. 

“Go sit down,” the boss said loving- 
ly. “Here. See?” He went behind the 
counter and hugged Teddy around the 
shoulders. “See?” the boss said. “Teddy 
is making a new bowl of fruit, and 
Betty is helping him.” The boss hugged 

Betty. She gave a long, loud sigh, re- 
moved the offending bowl, and set it 
under the counter, out of sight. 

“See?” said the boss, going back 
to the bartender. “Take off your cap. 
Take off your coat. Sit down. By the 
time you sit down, well have a nice 
new bowl of fruit for you.” 

He gave Teddy a stern look. Teddy 
slowly threw some fresh slices of orange, 
grapefruit, pineapple, apple, and pear 
into a bowl, tossed in a date, and 
splashed the fruit heavily, and meanly, 
with sour cream. The bartender went 
backstage. He reappeared wearing his 
uniform, sat down at the counter with- 
out a word, and calmly started to eat. 

Everybody in the place looked happy 
and relieved. 

“When people can’t eat raisins, they 
can’t eat raisins,” said the husky gentle- 
man. “What you can’t eat, you can’t 
eat.” 

“When you work, you can’t let 
things bother you,” said the intellectual 
lady. “In business, when you work, you 
have to take everything.” 

Tue bartender gave no sign that he 
had heard the husky man or the 

intellectual lady. Neither did Teddy or 
Betty. The boss was busily stamping 

magazines again. There had been no 
bridging of the gap. Customers were 
customers. 

“You want some nice crackers with 
the fruit?” the boss asked the bartender, 
looking up from his work as though he 
had been hit by a sudden inspiration. 

The bartender shook his head and 
said nothing. 

“A few nice crackers?” the boss per- 
sisted. “Or something?” 

The bartender did not acknowledge 
the offer. 

For myself, I felt that things were 
going to be different at the Open Gate- 
way to Health; from now on, I would 
go in there and feel at home. I was 
just as good as they were. 

—LiLLian Ross 

‘These days a hit song can come from the 
most unexpected of sources. Example: one 
of the workers installing a swimming pool 
on Al Hibbler's New Jersey property 
hummed an original composition for Al, 
Al flipped over it and it will be part of his 
act at the Apollo as soon as he can get an 
arrangement on it. The song is called “My 
‘Widow Weeps Too.” (That's Window, 
Mr. Typesetter, not Widow.)—Sherman 
(Texas) Democrat. 

Don’t go pushing a = typesetter 
around:
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OUR FAR~FLUNG CORRESPONDENTS 

SEVEN CENTURIES THIRTY~FIVE YEARS AND FOUR MONTHS 
N° man likes to admit reaching 

fogyhood, yet there are times 
when its frank acceptance can 

bring pleasure. And so, on returning to 
Oxford recently, after an absence of 
thirty-five years and four months, I in- 
dulged without shame in that undeni- 
able fogyism—Having a Look at the 
Old Room. It was amusing to see that 
most of the furniture (Boer War Chip- 
pendale) that had been there in the early 
twenties, when I arrived from America 
and moved into the room, was still there. 
And when I learned thatonly yesterday, 
50 to speak, my room had been lived in 
by Roger Bannister, the first human he- 
ing ever to run a mile in less than four 
minutes, I became so stimulated that an 

hour or two later I chased a bus for al- 

most half a block. What did it matter 
that I didn’t catch it? Roger Bannister’s 
college and mine was Exeter, and we 
were founded in 1314. 

‘The University of Oxford embraces 
thirty-six colleges and halls, just as the 
United States of America embraces 
forty-eight states. And, just as some of 

our states are older, richer, more beauti- 

ful, higher in educational accomplish- 

ment, more populous, or larger than 

others, so the colleges differ in many 
ways. (A college with three hundred 
undergraduates is considered large.) 
Thirty of the colleges are 
for men, five are for wom- 
en, and one is for men and 
women—an anomaly that 
T will bring up later. 

On what might be 
termed the federal level, the 
University performs such 
functions as examining you 
for your degree, running a 
worldwide book-publish- 
ing business, quelling riots 
on Guy Fawkes Night, 
and worrying about where 
to get more money for 
research. Whenever an 
undergraduate organization 
represents the University in 
any given endeavor, from 
snooker pool to the choral 
singing of Bach or rowing 
against Cambridge, the or- 
ganization is always a dis 
tillate of the best talent that 
the combined colleges can 
produce, like the fifteen 
stalwarts, representing the 
cream of all the Oxford col- 
lege Rugger clubs, who 
went to Twickenham last 

December and smeared Cambridge at 
Rugby football. The University’s titu- 
lar head is the Chancellor (currently the 

Earl of Halifax), but his office is hon- 
orary; he is an absentee dignitary, 

rather than a career educator com- 
parable to the president of an American 
university. The actual boss of the place 
is the Vice-Chancellor, who is appointed 

from among all the Heads of House by 
the Chancellor, according to seniority of 
headship, and who never holds office for 
more than three years. This practice is 
rooted in the independent colleges’ fear 

that an entrenched bureaucracy at the 
top might get too big for its breeches. 

A typical men’s college at Oxford 
consists of one or more quadrangles sur- 
rounded by buildings in which under- 
graduates are bedded, fed, and watered. 
The college also provides them with fa- 
cilities for worship (its chapel), sport 
(its playing field and boathouse), and 
relaxation (its Junior Common Room, 
where stationery, newspapers, maga- 
zines, coffee, and conversation are ob- 
tainable; Exeter’s [.C.R. is hung with 
modern paintings, which its member- 
ship chipped in to buy, along with a 
board for playing shove-ha’penny). 
Each college also looks after its under- 
graduates’ intellectual needs, providing 
its own teaching staff of fellows (in- 

    

formally known as dons), who serve as 
tutors and, with the head of the college, 

govern the establishment. For their 

own relaxation, the dons of a college 
have aSenior Common Room; when the 
circumstances are favorable, you can 
hear some of the best talk in the world in 

the Senior Common Rooms of Oxford. 
Talk is the quintessence of Oxford— 

and Cambridge—teaching; it is what 
makes their tutorial system unique 
among the world’s universities. In the 
three years that the average under- 
graduate devotes to studying for his de- 
gree, he goes for an hour each week to 
his tutor’s rooms, where he reads aloud 
an essay he has written on a subject 
that the tutor has assigned. If the 
tutor is an elderly one, he often seems 
to doze during the reading, but at 

its conclusion he comes to and starts to 
talk. About a hundred hours of talking 
with one or more dons who are experts 
in some particular field of knowledge 
constitutes the core of an Oxford—or 
Cambridge—education. Only unmar- 
ried dons are permitted to live within 
college walls. When a married don re- 
turns home after a heavy day of teach- 
ing, his family may find that he con- 
verses in little but mumbles or grunts. 
If he is a newly married don, this vo- 
cabulary may give rise to complaints, in 

which case he is apt to say 
something like “Darling, 
I talk for my living, and at 
the moment ’'m complete- 

ly talked out. Please take 
over until I can recharge 
my batteries.” In addi- 
tion to having an academic 
tutor, every undergrad- 
uate has a moral tutor, to 
whom he reports once a 
term. These sessions are 
generally perfunctory, but 
if a really serious prob- 
lem is bothering an un- 
dergraduate, his moral 
tutor can often be a very 
good friend indeed. (At 
New College, a dozen 
dons are assigned to moral 
tuition, and each of them 
receives a drink allowance 
of twenty pounds a year 
to help put his troubled 
charges at case.) 

Oxford’s academic year 
“is divided into three 
terms—Michaelmas, Hil- 
ary, and Trinity—each 
cight weeks long. The



Christmas and Easter 
vacations last six weeks 
apiece, and thelong one, 
in summer, lasts four 

months. Because the 
terms are so short and 
offer so many tempting 
extracurricular activi- 
ties, the bulk of an un- 
dergraduate’s intellec- 
tual weightlifting is 
supposed to be done by 
intensive reading in the 
“vas.” (At Oxford, a 
student doesn’t take or 
major in a subject; he 
readsit.) R. R. Maretr, 
a Jovian anthropologist 
who was Senior Tutor     at Exeter in my day, 
used to say, “You put 
on the blacking in vaca- 
tions, and we’ll put on 
the polish in the terms.” 
At the end of the under- 
graduate’s third year of 
putting on the black- 
ing and being polished, 
he undergoes written 
examinations mornings 
and afternoons for a 
solid, soul-shattering 
week. His final aca- 
demic standing is rated 
as First, Second, Third, 
or Fourth Class—or he 
is ploughed, as flunking 
is called. (A Greek 
classmate of mine at Exeter was 
ploughed in preliminary Greek.) Get- 
ting a First requires genuine brilliance, 
and a Second is highly creditable. 

M*® career as an undergraduate was 
neither brilliant nor creditable— 

scholastically, athletically, or socially. 
But the portion of my youth spent at 
Oxford has always seemed very pleasant 
in retrospect, and my return there was 
inspired by an affectionate, avuncular 
sort of curiosity about what, if anything, 
had happened to the place since my de- 
parture. On my way from London, by 
train, I speculated on this matter. Al- 
though the world had changed a great 
deal, I could not believe that anything 
very basic had altered at Oxford; to a 
university that had been tick-tocking 
away for more than seven centuries, 
I thought, thirty-five years and four 
months could have meant little, and I 
recalled the St. Scholastica affair as 
characteristic of the way Oxford has 
traditionally liked to take its time. This 
celebrated fracas occurred in 1355— 
two years before Chaucer became a page 
to the Duke of Clarence. On February 

  

10th, the feast day of St. Scholastica, a 
row broke out in an Oxford tavern 
called the Swyndlestock between the 
tavern keeper and some students over 
the quality of the wine that the students 
had been served. The row quickly blew 
up into the worst town-and-gown fight 
in the University’s history. The air was 
filled with archery from both factions, a 
score of University buildings were pil- 
laged or burned, Merton College was 
besieged by the townies for a week, and, 
according to one account, “the gutters 
of Brewer’s Lane... ran with aca- 
demic blood.” When the battle was 
over, sixty-three students lay dead. As 
punishment, the Crown reduced the city 
to a condition of vassalage under the 
University, and stipulated that annually 
thereafter the Mayor of Oxford and 
sixty-two other prominent citizens must 
attend a service at the University’s 
Church of St. Mary the Virgin on 
February 10th and leave sixty-three 
pence on the altar—one for each stu- 
dent slain. This yearly penance was 
not abolished until 1825, after continu- 
ing for nearly half a millennium, and its 
abolition then was really nothing more 
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than an armistice. Complete town-and- 
gown peace was not officially declared 
until St. Scholastica’s Day, 1955—the 
six-hundredth anniversary of the bat- 
tle—when the Vice-Chancellor of the 
University was given honorary freedom 
of the city, and an honorary degree of 
Doctor of Civil Law was conferred on 
the Mayor (who happened to bea Cam- 
bridge man). Any institution that took 
six hundred years to button up one tav- 
ern brawl was hardly likely to have be- 
come unrecognizable. 

In addition to just sccing Oxford 
again, I wanted to find out who, if any, 
of my contemporarics might still be 
aboveground. Among these contempo- 
rarics I numbered a girl named Ruby, in 
my day Oxford’s most popular barmaid. 
She had violet eyes, bewitching legs, and 
a magnificent screaming laugh that 
made every male who heard it laugh 
himself. Some fairly dogged research 
around several pubs during the early 
part of my return visit disclosed that she 
was still very much alive, and was hap- 
pily married to a master mechanic who 
worked in one of the vast factories built 
by Lord Nuffield in the environs of Ox-
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ford to make Morris automobiles. Ruby 
and her husband, who were living in the 
suburbs, had no telephone, so I wrote 
her a note. “This is a voice from the 
tomb,” it began. “In the early ninetcen- 
twenties, I used to sit in the back room 
of the pub and play the ukulele. . . .” 

But I'm leapfrogging. My formal in- 
vestigations began, naturally, at Exeter, 
and my first duty, as I saw it, was to call 
on its Rector. The title of the head of a 
college at Oxford depends on which 
college he is head of; at some colleges he 
is known as the Master, and at others as 

the Warden, the Prov- 
ost, the Censor, the 
President, the Dean, 
the Principal, or the 
Rector. The Rector of 
Exeter in my day was a 

flew to the clarinets rescue. “But, my 
dear,” the Rector said, “I thought it was 
the poker.” 

The present Rector of Exeter 
(thrice-removed from the Rector of my 
time) is K. C. Wheare, a fifty-one- 
year-old Australian who is an eminent 
authority on government and public 
administration; among his many dis- 
tinctions are a C.M.G. (Companion of 
St. Michael and St. George) from the 
Queen and an honorary doctorate from 
Columbia University. I have never met 
anybody easier to communicate with, 

  
dite 

and I doubt if you'd ever catch him try- 
ing to poke a fire with a clarinet, When 
he is supposed to give an official tea for 
a large group of undergraduates, he 
scratches the tea and substitutes a keg of 
beer, which greatly simplifies the wash- 
ing-up problem. Oxford, too, has a 
servant shortage. 

When I attended Oxford, all the 

men’s colleges were plentifully supplied 
with male servants; each college had at 
least one who did nothing but fill and 
empty the undergraduates’ bathtubs. 
The residential parts of these colleges 

had no corridors; their 
rooms opened dircetly 
on staircases leading 
down to entrances that 
gave on the quadran- 
gles. Looking after the 

  

Pindaric scholar, get- 
ting along in years, and 

undergraduates who 
lived on each stair- 

  

an authority on the Hel- 
enic religions. Though 
he always treated me 
kindly, I sometimes felt 
that we had difficulty 
communicating with 
cach other. T especially 

  

case—usually from six 
to ten in number—was 
a manservant called a 
scout. Since all the un- 
dergraduates ate break- 
fast in their rooms, and 
their lunches, too, if they 

  

remember one of the 
lunches he regularly 

  
wanted to, and since 
there was no plumbing 

  gave for small groups of 
undergraduates in their 
last year, at which he 
floored me during a 
lull by turning to me 
and saying, “And now, 
Mr.—ah—Sears, do 
tell us all about this re- 
markable James Feni- 
more Cooper of yours.” 

  

whatever on any of the 
staircases, a scout had to 
work tremendously 
hard lugging trays of 
food and cans of hot 
water up from the col- 
lege kitchen, which 
might be a quadrangle 
or two away. On 
top of that, he had to   

On another occasion, 
I attended a Sunday- 
night program of cham- 
ber music in the recto- 
rial drawing room. It 
was bitter cold outside, 
and when the under- 
graduate who was go- 
ing to play the clarinet 

clean the rooms, make 
the beds, and do count- 

less other chores, and 
finally, at the end of the 
day, wait on table at 
dinner in Hall. It was 
common for the male 
members of a servant’s 
family to work in the 

  

arrived, he stood his 
instrument, bell down, 
on the drawing-room 
hearth to thaw out the 
keys. Amid the hub- 
bub of greeting and 
seating, I saw the Rec- 
tor broodingly wander 
to the hearth, pick up 

same college for several 
generations; a boy 
would start at the age 
of thirteen or fourteen 
as helper to a scout or as 
a scullion in the kitchen 
and stay on with the 
college, in one capacity 
or another, until he was 

  

the clarinet, and start 
reaching with it toward 
the coals. I was so para- 
lyzed with horror that 
I was unable to cry out, 
but luckily his wife also 
saw him. She emitted a 
full-throated shrick and 

        

too old to move around 
any more. To support 
themselves and their 
dependents during the 
four months of the long 
vacation, college serv- 
ants would get jobs 

  

in summer-resort ho-
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tels. Despite the hard work and the 
years it took to achieve promotion, em- 
ployment in college service was much 
sought after. The head porter, the 
butler, and the steward of a college were 
all men of stature, respected by every- 

body connected with it. At Magdalen, 
where from 1912 to 1914 one of the 
undergraduates was the Duke of Wind- 
sor—then, of course, the Prince of 
Wales—some of the senior servants 

were reputed to have menservants of 
their own. 

Oxford colleges still have servants, 
but you no longer see many young ones 
among them. Rather than start washing 
dishes in a college kitchen, the modern 
local adolescent gets a job in one of Lord 
Nuffield’s automobile plants, at thrice 
the wages and half the wear and tear. 
Plumbing has been installed on some of 
the staircases, and the undergraduates 
don’t eat breakfast in their rooms any 
more; if they want breakfast, they know 
they’d better turn up in Hall on time. 
The once servant-studded Magdalen, 
though it still maintains a Royal Suite 
for visiting royalty, now feeds itself 
by the cafeteria system. The service 
staff of St. Edmund Hall, a men’s col- 
lege, is made up almost entirely of 
women—a situation that in my time 
would have been unthinkable. In sum- 
mer, Oxford servants no longer have 
to carry trays in the mountains or at the 
seaside in order to stay alive, for since 
the war colleges have been required 
by law to pay them full wages through- 
out the vacations. To meet this payroll, 
colleges often rent their premises during 
the summer to conventions of teachers, 
trade unionists, bankers, learned so- 
cieties, or virtually any other group that 
wants ta hold one, nudists excepted. 

   

HE servant shortage and its con- 
sequences, however, are of only 

minor significance compared to some 
of the other changes I encountered. 
After talking with the heads of three 
colleges, as well as with several sorts 
and conditions of dons, and listening 
to many undergraduates, individually 
and collectively, I became convinced 
that Oxford has changed—basically 
and immensely. There was, in fact, 
a whole new dispensation that I had 
to catch up on. To begin with, since 
the war the University has swollen to 
about twice its former size. At the last 
nose count, there were eight thousand 
two hundred and twelve undergradu- 
ate and graduate students in residence, 
with males outnumbering females by 
about six to one; approximately half the 
males had completed their obligatory 
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two years of National Service in the 
Army, Navy, or Air Force. Some col- 
leges are so crowded that meals in Hall 
have to be served in several sittings, 

as on an ocean liner. In the old days, you 
Tived in college your first two years and 
in lodgings your last (when you would 
be cramming for your final examina- 
tions); now many undergraduates live 
their freshman year in college and the 
two others out, with the landladies. 

Actually, none of this seemed particu- 
larly startling to me, for many Ameri- 
can universities have also swollen since 
the war and are similarly cracking at 
the seams. What did startle me was 
who most of the undergraduates were, 
and where they came from. Thirteen 
per cent of the students, or more than 
a thousand, are sons or daughters 
of manual workers—miners, factory 
hands, railroaders, agricultural labor- 
ers, and so on. When I went to Exeter, 
it was not a fashionable college; I mean 
it did not draw heavily from England’s 
exclusive public schools, such as Eton, 
Harrow, Winchester, and Rugby, and 
we were therefore not interlarded with 
the sons of millionaire peers, as some of 
the glossier colleges were. Just about 
everybody came from a middle-class 
professional or business family that was 
fairly secure economically, 1 would say, 
although there were a few impoverished 
students, all of them bright and all try- 
ing to live on scholarships that didn’t 
provide enough money for their essen- 
tial needs, even food. (A friend of 
mine, who had one of the best minds 
in the college, was in constant misery 
because of having to skip meals in order 
to make ends meet.) Nobody at Exeter 
then—nobody that 1 heard of, any- 
way—was the son of a manual worker. 
Had such an undergraduate existed, his 
background, I am sure, would have 
been kept a secret, not only by him 
but by anyone else who knew of it; 
to bring it out in the open would have 
caused painful embarrassment all 
around. Except for its Rhodes Scholars, 
Oxford in those days was extremely 
class-conscious; the majority of the un- 
dergraduates came from public schools, 
and they observed gradations of snob- 
bery that were Oriental in their com- 
plexity. But now, I discovered, while 
Eton, Harrow, Winchester, Rugby, and 
the other famous public schools still send 
much of their product to Oxford 
(though not as much as to Cambridge), 
public-school men make up only about a 
third of the male student body. Most 
of the other students come from day 

schools that nobody at Oxford in my 
time would ever have heard of, and if
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any of their graduates had somehow 
found their way there, they would have 
unquestionably been severely snubbed. 

In my quest for light, I called on 
Arthur Lehman Goodhart, who is 
Master of University College, Professor 
Emeritus of Jurisprudence, a New 
Yorker related to the Lehman and 
Altschul banking families, and the first 
foreigner ever to become the head of 
an Oxford college. Before his election 
as Master, in 1951, he taught law for 
several decades at both Cambridge and 
Oxford, so he is thoroughly familiar 
with the old and the new dispensations. 
“The other afternoon, I was giving 
tea to half a dozen of our freshmen 
whom I hadn’t met before,” he told me. 
“They started discussing what the best 
make of car was. Finally, one boy, who 
had been quietly listening, spoke up. ‘T 
think all of you are wrong,’ he said, 
Gnd Pll tell you why. My father’s a 
chauffeur and he’s driven all kinds of 
makes. In his opinion, the So-and-So’s 
the best.” He then proceeded to explain 
what his father based his opinion on, 
and the others listened with complete 
respect. Such a thing would have been 
simply out of the question before the 
war. Since the war, though, class dis- 
tinctions have almost disappeared from 
Oxford. There are a few of the small 
snobbish cliques left, but they don’t cut 
nearly the ice they once did. Considera- 
tion for others has improved immeasur- 
ably, and so have manners in general.” 

The welfare state (founded in 1945) 
brought most of the new dispensation 
about. More than seventy per cent of 
Oxford’s undergraduates receive finan- 
cial help from the state or from their 
home-town educational authorities. 
There is cutthroat competition to ob- 
tain these grants, for they are very 
desirable, amounting to three or four 
times as much as the “capitalist” type 
of scholarship offered by the Univer- 
sity’s colleges and the public schools. 
A ‘young man cannot live in luxury on 
one of them, but it will pay all his nec- 
essary expenses—food, lodging, tuition, 
and the like. (He has to watch his 
step, though, when it comes to smok- 

ing, drinking, and buying clothes and 
books.) The University will not allow 
an applicant for admission to matricu- 
late until he has been accepted by one 
of its colleges, and for every opening 
available in most of these there are 

at least ten candidates lined up. The 

Rector of Exeter told me that his col- 

lege had recently given examinations 
and interviews to fifty applicants when 

it had just two vacancies. Not only is 

Oxford far more difficult to get into 
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than it used to be but, once in, a student 
finds it far more difficult to stay in. 
In my day, those who ended up with 
Firsts or Seconds worked hard and the 
rest of us enjoyed ourselves; now al- 
most everybody works hard, As Sir 
Maurice Bowra, the Warden of Wad- 
ham, put it, “The congenital idler, no 
matter how agreeable or picturesque, 
is likely to be discovered and removed.” 
‘The men with state or local grants, I 
was told, work particularly hard, as if 
diligence were the price they felt bound 
to pay for the privilege of being there. 
Cynical critics of the welfare state say 
that these subsidized undergraduates 
are hardboiled, humorless, selfish, and 
obsessed with their own careers, but the 

Warden of Wadham insists that they 
have raised the intellectual level of the 
University. 

At sixty, Sir Maurice rather re- 
sembles a small-scale John Bull, though 
his silhouette is more svelte; he is a man 

of vigor and an interesting embodiment 
of both dispensations, for he was at New 
College before joining the field artillery 
during the 1914-18 war. After the war, 
he returned to Oxford and completed 
Greats—undergraduate slang for the 
fearfully difficult four-year Literze Hu- 
maniores course in the classics, philoso- 
phy, and ancient history—so success- 
fully that he got a First. He was then 
appointed a fellow of Wadham, and 
twenty years ago he became its War- 
den. From 1946 to 1951, he was Uni- 
versity Professor of Poetry (a post cur- 
rently held by W. H. Auden), and then 
he served outstandingly as Vice-Chan- 
cellor; in 1951 he was knighted for his 
distinguished services to the University. 
Under his wardenship, Wadham, which 
in my day was a small college, some- 
what also-ran scholastically, has be- 
come large, and vies with the best of 
them—Balliol, Magdalen, and New 
College—for leadership in the attain- 
ment of Firsts. 

From the Warden of Wadham, I 
learned of still more changes. In my 
time, almost everybody read one of the 
humanities; Cambridge was where you 
went if you wanted to be a scientist. 
Now, however, Oxford is a hotbed of 
science; almost twenty-five per cent of 
the students read science, and the War- 

den predicts that within ten years the 
figure will be more like fifty per cent. Sir 
Cyril Hinshelwood, an Exeter Fellow, 
was a co-winner of the Nobel Prize for 
chemistry two years ago, and is presi- 
dent of the Royal Society, the premier 
association of scientists in Britain. In 
certain branches of physics, the Univer- 
sity is second to none, and research of
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capital importance is being carried on 
in lots of other fields. 

Many of the undergraduates get jobs 
during vacations, the Warden told me; 
in the short vacs they sort letters in 
post offices, tutor backward schoolboys, 
or do unskilled factory work, and in sum- 
mer quite a few become waiters at re- 
sorts, some doubtless filling vacancies left 
by scouts of their own colleges. “As wait- 
ers, they make themselves affable to 
the guests,” the Warden said, “and if 
there are plenty of Americans staying 
at their hotels, they earn packets of 
notes. The most money—perhaps fifty 
pounds a week—is earned by boys who 
have shown promise in engineering or 
the sciences. They are in great demand. 
Some of the old-fashioned high-and- 
drys among the tutors are shocked at 
this job-taking in vacations, but as long 
as we know about it and can control its 
volume and timing so that the boys can 
get their reading done, I think it’s a 
good thing. Nearly all the boys need 
more money, and I want them to have 

it. But, of course, even those who earn 
the most money haven’t anywhere near 
as much as Oxford boys once had. 
As a result, some long-standing under- 
graduate pleasures have disappeared, 
while others have acquired a communal 
pattern. For instance, private lunch 
and dinner parties in one’s room have 
become rarities. Nowadays, the boys 
club together and give drinks parties. 
We've built an extension to our Junior 
Common Room large enough to accom- 
modate a drinks party for sixty. Do you 
remember the holocausts?” 

I certainly did remember them— 
those wreckings of people’s rooms by 
young gentlemen, mostly sporting types 
and heady with drink, which started off 
with what Evelyn Waugh has described 
as “the sound of the English coun- 
ty families baying for broken glass.” 
“Well,” the Warden went on, “de- 
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stroying property is out of fashion to- 
day. Nobody can afford to pay for it 
afterward. Besides, holocausts were en- 

tirely caused by boredom, and nowadays 
the boys haven’t time to be bored. But 
it’s nonsense to claim that they’re ob- 
sessed by their careers. We're really 
very gay here at Wadham. You should 
see the revues our dramatic society puts 
on every term. They’re not obscene or 
angry—just uproarious. Last term, one 
of the boys did a sham rock ’n’ roll that 
made me shout with laughter.” He re- 
flected a moment, said “Sham rock ’n’ 
roll” again, and then shouted with 
laughter. Communication between the 
Warden and me functioned perfectly 
except for one occasion, when I re- 
marked that the Master of University 
College had taken a private census and 
discovered that in all Oxford only eight 
undergraduates kept horses. “Yes,” the 
Warden said. “They’ve all gone over 
to cows.” “Cows!” I exclaimed, think- 
ing that Oxford really had changed. 
“Automobiles,” he said, translating, 
and we were back on the rails. His ob- 
servation about cars was certainly true. 
The undergraduates may be far from 
affluent, but almost everybody has, or 
shares ownership in, a car of some kind. 
Jalopies abound, and there are also 
what the Warden called “perilous 
homemade vehicles.” 

HE change in Oxford that im- 
pressed me most, I think, was the 

status of women studying there. In my 
day, the official attitude toward them 

was partly that of St. Paul, partly that 
of an elderly bachelor misogynist im- 
mured in his club, and the rest that of a 
small boy who thinks the only way to 
treat girls is to throw bricks at them. 
Women students then were forced to 
live in a manner that was almost con- 
ventual. If you were going to have 
tea with one in her college room, your 
first act, after knocking on her door 
and greeting her, was to help roll 
her sofa out into the corridor, as a guar- 

antee to the authorities that there would 
be no cutting up beyond tea drinking 
and high-toned conversation. Before 
my time, the regulations designed to 
safeguard women students were even 
more galling. The Warden of Wad- 
ham told me that in 1914, when he was 
a freshman, a female student caught 
merely talking to a male student was 
in grave danger of being sent down, 
which is Oxfordese for being expelled. 
And if a girl wanted to play tennis, she 
had to go to the court in a closed cab, 

since it was considered unseemly for her 
even to be seen on the streets carrying
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a racket. Now Oxford girls compete 
with Cambridge girls in the far less 
seemly sport of lacrosse, and the driv- 
ers of closed cabs must look elsewhere 
for business. 

Even more sensational, though, to 
one with my memories, is the sight, visi- 
ble all over Oxford, of male and female 
undergraduates strolling along togeth- 
er, overtly holding hands and drawing 
scarcely a glance from the University’s 
proctors—dons, chosen from the staffs 
of the various colleges, who wear aca- 
demic robes and caps while on duty— 
or from their bowler-hatted, middle- 
aged, non-academic assistants, known 
as bulldogs, who are reputedly selected 
for their fleetness of foot and skill at 
catch-as-catch-can wrestling. Among 
the many duties of these monitors is the 
policing of undergraduates outside col- 
lege walls but still in the town, and back 
when I was one of the policed, if a proc- 
tor or bulldog spotted you holding 
hands with any girl other than your lit- 
dle sister you would be apprehended and 
booked for “ii,” or “intended immo- 
rality.” Being charged with ii. wasn’t 
as bad as being caught red-handed try- 
ing to burn down the Bodleian Library, 
but it was a very serious jam for an un- 
dergraduate to find himself in all the 
same. From time to time, the innocent 
and incredibly dreary public dances held 
every Wednesday night at the Masonic 
Hall, on High Street, were subjected to 
proctorial raids; unless a visiting scholar 
managed to escape by the back way, 
his presence in the hall would be classi- 
fied as i. even if, when apprehended, 
he was simply standing alone, a stag 
among the potted palms. Needless to 
say, it was not women students we vain- 
ly tried to teach the toddle to on those 
dismal Wednesday evenings; at that 
hour, their colleges had them locked up 
like so many vestal virgins. Now women 
students, in addition to being permitted 
to hold hands with men right out in the 
open, may go to dances and—what is 
even more revolutionary—may call on 
their undergraduate friends in men’s 
colleges. The Rector of Exeter told me 
that the girls generally begin showing 
up at the college at about nine in the 
morning and that the place isn’t cleared 
of them until nine in the evening—or 
even cleven on Saturdays, when there 

are apt to be parties. I hate to keep 
sounding like Mr. Anachronism of 
1958, but I was dumfounded at the no- 
tion of girls’ attending a Saturday-night 
party in a college room. Both the Rector 
of Exeter and the Warden of Wadham 
considered the innovation salutary. 
“The girls keep order at parties,” the 
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Rector said, and the Warden declared 
firmly, “They civilize the boys.” Then 
he added, “And don’t you agree that 
their looks and getups have improved 
enormously?” 

I did indeed. After a week of wan- 
dering around town, I was very well 
aware that the women students of to- 
day are prettier and infinitely better 
dressed than they were when I was 
an undergraduate. Oh, those caps they 
used to make the poor girls wear! It 
was the same square black academic cap 
that the men wore, but while the men’s 
version had a stiff, flat top and was 
trimmed with an attractive tassel, the 
girls’ version had been divested of its 
pasteboard stiffener and turned into a 
shapeless inverted pudding bag that 
dangled at the corners. Men carried 
their caps (they seldom wore them at 
all) only on solemn accasions like 
matriculation, degree taking, and re- 
porting to the Senior Proctor on a 
charge of i.i.; women wore theirs prac- 
tically all the time, with disastrous ef- 
fect. One of the few truly beautiful 
women students at Oxford in my day 
was a Connecticut girl named Helen 
McLanahan, but, gorgeous though she 
was, when she appeared in her cap she 
looked, as Ring Lardner used to say, 
like general housework. 

Now liberated from their caps to the 
same extent that the men are, Ox- 
ford’s women students look as cute 
as pins, and, being outnumbered six to 
one, they are naturally in great demand. 
But emancipation of the University’s 
females has posed one problem that has 
yet to be solved. The college for men 
and women, Nuffield (named for the 
motor mogul who endowed it), is open 
to graduate students of both sexes who 
are reading the social sciences. For sev- 
eral years, its dons have occupied its ad- 
ministration building, but its residential 
building for students is still under con- 
struction. What will happen when it is 
completed and both graduate sexes 
start living there? “We've been won- 
dering if we should provide a chaplain 
on the premises for marriage ceremo- 
nies,” one of the Nuffield dons told me, 
with only a hint of a smile. Shades of 
St. Scholastica! 

HORTLY after breakfast one 
morning toward the end of my stay, 

T was in my hotel room, reading an ac- 
count of Queen Elizabeth Is visit to 
Oxford in 1566, when Ruby phoned. 
“You and your voice from the tomb!” 
she said. “Made me come all over queer, 

that did.” Then she gave the magnifi- 
cent screaming laugh. We made a date
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to meet at ten-thirty that morning at 
the Bag 0’ Nails, a pub near her home, 
and T was so delighted at the prospect 
of seeing Ruby again that T got there 
half an hour before opening time. Tt was 
cold that day, and I paced up and down 
to keep warm, meanwhile scanning the 
surroundings for my esteemed con- 
temporary. I couldn’t sce anyone who 
even remotely resembled her. T walked 
past an elderly woman pushing a bicycle 
with a wicker market basket attached 
to its handle bars, and then I heard a 
voice say, “Is that you?” Turning, I 
saw that she had stopped and was talk- world famous 
ing to me. I had to look deep into her 
eyes to see that it was Ruby. Then,| Creme de Menthe 
without waiting for an answer, Ruby since 1695 
began making ukulele-strumming mo- 
tions with her right hand and sing- 
ing, “Ah, my freckle-faced, consump- 
tive Sarah Jane,” but before she got 
halfway through the next line, she gave 
up and bent over the handle bars in 
a paroxysm of laughing and screaming 
so violent that a tear rolled down her 
left cheek. That was a woman for you, 
T reflected bitterly; if she had to recall 
one of my songs, why couldn’t it have 
been “Dardanella,” “Allah’s Holiday,” 
“The Japanese Sandman,” “Poor But- 
terfly,” or any of at least a dozen oth- 
ers? But no; the only one she saw fit to 
remember was the rottenest number in 
my whole repertoire. 

There was still about a quarter of an 
hour to go before the Bag o’ Nails 
opened, and when Ruby said she had to 
buy some chops for her husband’s din- 
ner, I suggested that I accompany her 
to the butcher shop—anything to get 
her mind off that Sarah Jane song. It 
was an unfortunate suggestion. There 
were half a dozen customers in the shop, 
and after Ruby had introduced me to a 
short middle-aged butcher and a tall 
young butcher, she explained, “I knew 
this gentleman thirty-five years ago,” 
and then added, wholly irrelevantly, 
“He had thick, curly, goiden hair.” At 
this, all the customers turned and stared 
at me in naked astonishment. My hair 
is no longer any of those things—partic- 
ularly not thick—and I was glad that I 
had kept my hat on against the cold. 
“We're having a few at the Nails to ° 
make up for lost time,” Ruby said. The 
tall young butcher leaned over his chop- 3 e 
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at the Bag o Nails were pleasantly 
warming, and after Ruby and I had 
filled each other in on a good deal of 
personal history, I began to tell her of 
the changes I had found in Oxford, and 
then, probably because it had just oc= 
curred to me, of something I felt about 
the impact of the welfare state on edu-, 
cation. Its program was still in the 
transitional stage, I pointed out, but 
there was already one superb achieve- 
ment it could indisputably claim—the 
discovery of a great reservoir of brains 
and talent among people of meagre 
means. It was a reservoir that England 
had never tapped before, and someday 
it would be a wonderful asset not only 
to Great Britain but to the whole world. 
T must have expressed myself badly, 
however, for her sole comment was 
“What's it all in aid of?” And then it 
came over me that while Ruby and I 
might have changed out of all recogni 
tion, Oxford hadn’t changed at all, 
really, because the only time that any 
university is at its very best is when you 
yourself are a student there, and the hell 
with what it was before you arrived or 
will be after you leave. Yes, I thought, 
that is its only and its finest time. I took 
a pull at my pint and felt very moved 
as I recalled Queen Elizabeth’s depart- 
ing words, which T had read that morn- 
ing: “Farewell, farewell, dear Oxford; 
God bless thee and increase thy sons in 
number, holiness, and virtue.” 

“Cheer up,” Ruby said. “We shan’t 
always be poor.” — JOEL SAYRE 
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CHARLES DOPPELT & CO., INC. 
2024 S. Wabash Ave., Chicago 16, lllinois 

  

  

“JETSTREAM” 
SIZE-SMALL! PERFORMANCE-BIG! 

  

RCA VICTOR'S NEW 
ALL-TRANSISTOR PERSONAL RADIO 

© No tubes- powered by low 
cost flashlight batteries with 
convenient side-loading. 

o Powerful speaker delivers rich 
“Golden Throat” tone. 

® Plug-in for earphone. 
® Beautiful simulated leather— 

antique white, charcoal or 
russet. Model 1BT4. $59%5 

@ RCA 
Manufacturer's notionaly o 
how 2 
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  LONDON'S HOUSES Of N EN FROM RIVER THAMES. 

In England as in 87 lands its “The Best in the House” 

6 YEARS OLD = 90.4 PROOF - IMPORTED IN BOTTLE FROM CANADA BY HIRAM WALKER IMPORTERS, INC., DETROIT, MICH. BLENDED CANADIAN WHISKY. 

   



     Cement from glass. Sealing the face plate to the fun- 

nel of a color-TV tube was once a tricky problem. 

Heat sealing damaged precision parts. and ordinary 
cements leaked during evacuation. Corning solved 
it by developing a PYROCERAM cement which forms 
a remarkably strong bond that holds right up to its 
sealing temperature of 440°C. It’s also excellent for 
other tough sealing jobs—like glass to stainless steel. Vii come: dean, quid, Wien gin tsbugl 

filters made of a new porous glass we developed. 
These filters range from coarse to incredibly fine 
and can be easily shaped to most any application. 
They aren't affected by corrosive chemicals and 
won't slough off. Uses range from filters for purify- 
ing foods and drinking water to filters for industrial 

chemicals and the positive filtration of engine fuels. 

...can do almost anything 

 



      

800°F. outside—80°F. inside! Sometimes temper: . With them, it’s now practical and economical 

tures outside the cabs that operate giant ladles in to air-condition the cabs, and an operator can work 

steel mills get high enough to bake a cake. But that’s comfortably inside for many hours at a time. 
as far as the heat gets, when the cab windows are Clearly, glass is the most versatile of materials. 
made of PYREX-brand Infra-Red-Reflecting glass. Perhaps it could be put to good use solving one of 
Specially treated and tempered for high-temper: your manufacturing problems. We'd welcome the 
ture jobs like this, IRR windows are almost purely chance to talk about it. Just write Director of 
transparent, yet reflect at least 90% of the radiant Marketing, Corning Gla rks, 32 Houghton 

Park, Corning, N. Y. (We'd also be delighted to 
have you visit the Corning Glass Center at Corning.) 

vith lass ov] CORNING GLASS WORKS 
CORNING MEANS RESEARCH IN GLASS  
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U.S. KEDS BOOSTERS! 

LOOK FOR THE BLUE LABEL    THE SECRET OF BOOSTER® COMFORT AND LASTING NEAT APPEAR- 
ANCE: (a) Cooler, costlier fabrics, (b) Soles permanently bonded to 
uppers by vulcanizing, (c) Extra-light, springy cork center soles. Add to 
this Keds’ superior fitting qualities in narrow and medium widths, and 
you'll find Boosters your best buy. In a wide variety of styles and colors. Shoe of Champions. 

    

IN) United States Rubber 
ROCKEFELLER CENTER, NEW YORK 20, NEW YORK WATCH NAVY LOG ON ABC TELEVISION 
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Pittsburgh, Joseph Horne Company. Pittsburgh, Kaufmann's 
TENNESSEE 

Memphis, J. Goldsmith & Son 
TEXAS 

  

UTAH een, 5 Sh len, Swanson’s Shoes 
Salt Like City, Auerbach Men's Store 

VIRGINIA Richmond, Thalhimer's 
WASHINGTON 

Seattle, The Bon Marche Seattle, Nordstrom's, Inc. 
WISCONSIN Cron Bay, H. C. Prange Compas 
WYOMING 7, i 

‘Casper, Steve Flowers—Store for Men     

THE CURRENT 
CINEMA 
Poor Joe Is Dead 

EN NorTH 

based on the novel 
by John O’Hara, 

q and adapted to the 
a) screen by Philip 
LZ) Dunne, who also 

directed the work, 
is a prolonged obitu- 
ary notice of a Penn- 

sylvania gentleman named Joe Chapin, 
a resident of the town of Gibbsville, the 
habitat of so many O’Hara characters. 
As a piece of fiction, “Ten North 
Frederick” was a burly affair, and in 
boiling it down to reasonable propor- 
tions for the movies Mr. Dunne has had 
to jettison a good deal of the back- 
ground material Mr. O’Hara included 
in his book to explain why Joe Chapin 
found middle-class mores impossible to 
stomach. As a result, the motivations 

of our hero and of the people who sur- 
round him are difficult to follow on the 
screen, and it isn’t until Chapin plunges 
into a May-December romance with a 
model as he nears the end of his career 
that the picture acquires a touch of 
warmth, 

Before thisinterlude, we have watched 
Joe Chapin being driven to distraction 
by a family that comprises his wife, 
who is a Gibbsville Xanthippe; a son, 
who is mad about jazz; and a daugh- 
ter, who has been seduced and then mar- 
ried by a trumpet player looking every 
inch 2 rumpled and real-gone guy. It 
is Chapin’s notion that maybe his son 
would be better off studying law at 
Yale than music at Juilliard (“What's 
Juilliard?” he inquires when the sub- 
ject is introduced), and that his daugh- 
ter’s husband is not a particularly happy 
addition to the family circle, even 
though she contends that he is the 
McCoy, in contrast to the Gibbsville 
bloods she used to hang around with. 
When the old boy has finally shipped 
his son off to Yale and arranged for the 
annulment of his daughter's marriage, 
he gets to agonizing about these deci- 
sions as head of the house. His soul- 
searching left me vastly uninterested, 
because, after watching Sonny fidgeting 
around a piano, and after a look at 
Daughter’s hepeat, I saw no reason 
to fault his judgment about what would 

be best for the kiddies. I was also some- 
thing less than stirred by Chapin’s at- 
tempts to become lieutenant governor     
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In your next Sour, use Apple Jack in- 

stead of whiskey. It’s a simple switch, 
but what a terrific difference! Apple 

Jack’s rich bouquet, its smooth taste 

lifts your Sour out of the routine, gives 

it a fresh, appetizing edge. Remember: 

use Apple Jack. You won’t forget it. 

‘Apple 
Jack 

; Sour 
«my 

LAIRD'S APPLE JACK « DISTILLED SINCE 1780 

84 PROOF = LAIRD & CO., SCOBEYVILLE, N. J.
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Seiior, do you always drink with a straw? 

A gendeman in an Elis straw seems to 
attract 'sefioritas’ everywhere. They like 
his air of distinction, his obvious sense 
of good taste. A man naturally looks 
his best in an Elis hat because he always 
feels his best in it. He's cool; he’s com- 
fortable; he's contented. What more 
could any man want? 

  

PRINCETON—Cocoa Arroca straw with India Madras 
band. from $6.50 to $7.50. 

SENNIT—Straw with snap brim. from $5.95 to $7.50. 

  

ELIS 
AVAILABLE AT: STRAWBRIDGE & CLOTHIER PHILADELPHIA, 
F. R_TRIPLER. NEW YORK. STIX BAER & FULLER, ST. LOUIS, AND. 
‘OTHER FINE STORES EVERYWHERE. ELIS, 721 BWAY N. Y. 3, N. Y.   

as a stepping stone to the Presidency of 
the United States—a scheme cooked 
up by his wife, who struck me as emi- 
nently certifiable. In the fell clutch of 
professional politicians, our man does 
not whimper or cry aloud, but when 
they have relieved him of a hundred 
thousand dollars and then tossed him 
off the ticket, he does take a few drinks 
to solace himself, and before he and the 
picture are finished, he is belting the 
bottle enthusiastically. 

The cast assembled for “Ten North 
Frederick” is headed by Gary Cooper, 
who turns in an ingratiating perform- 
ance, as does Suzy Parker, who portrays 
the lovely model so kind to him in his 
later years. I don’t suppose that any- 
body could make much of the role of 
the incredible termagant, Mrs. Chapin, 
but it does seem to me that Geraldine 
Fitzgerald’s interpretation might have 
been just a trifle less shrill. During some 
of her more emotional outbursts, the 
sound track threatens to shatter onc’s 
cardrums. As the get of Mr. and Mrs. 
Chapin, we have Diane Varsi and Ray 
Stricklyn, both of whom would seem to 
represent the sort of young people who 
could make even an optimist worry 
about the future of the race, and as an 
opportunistic Irish political boss, we 
have Tom Tully, who plays it grasping 
and crude —Joun McCarRTEN 

Down the ages human emotion has 
sought expression through the dance. Re- 
search into the history of primitive civi- 
lization resulted in the proof that dancing 
was the first art. All nature teaches 
rhythm. We can observe it in the move- 
ment of the waves of the sea—the sway- 
ing of the trees. 

Uncivilized man expressed sorrow with 
a slow mournful rhythm—fear with a fu- 
rious beating of the tom-toms and many 
swift steps. The worship of the Gods, 
which comprised the greater part of their 
religious ceremonies, was manifested by 
the dance. These were called magical 
dances. Intense desire for rain or sun 
found utterance in the act of dancing, and 
when he wished for rain, or sun, he obeyed 
the simplest impulse and executed a Rain 
Dance or a Sun Dance which was done 
publicly by a collective authorized body of 
the tribe for the public good. 

And in the present day living, we do not 
abandon ourselves to the expression of joy 
in so primitive fashion.—Roseland menu. 

Still, Roseland 1s Roseland. 

Speaking in Ogden, Utah, Norton said 
the United States now has rockets power- 
ful enough to boost into orbit a two-tone 
satellite—a half-ton heavier than the 
satellite launched by Russia Thursday. 

—Tulsa (Okla.) Tribune. 
Yeah, but the Russian one has power 

steering. 

ht, Clin 
1S EQUALLY FITTING FOR 

BREAKFAST, LUNCH, DINNER OR 

SUPPER. MIXED WITH COLORFUL 

PLATES AND BOW 

AND SAUCERS IT 

ACCORDING TO YOUR TASTE 

MAND MOOD. CHOOSE FROM 

, SEVERAL DESIGNS, 

BR STOCK, FIVE 

PIECE PLACE SETTINGS FROM 

6% TO BONNIERS ROYAL AT 137 

   

  

  

BONNIERS 
605 MADISON AVE. BET. 57th & Séth STS. 

  

Avoid the Rush 
Dine leisurely in a delightful atmosphere 

before and after the theatre 

Rudy Timfield of the piono 
from 9:30 p 

No Entertainment Tax * No Cover. 

nightly except Sunday    



  

“Inner Office’ 1s an entirely new collection of 

executive furniture designed for men of attainment. 

HARVEY PROBBER 
NEW YORK 41 E. 57th Street CHICAGO 688 Merchandise Mart DALLAS 230 Decorative Center and leading cities 

3 HARVEY PROBBER INC, FALL RIVER, MASS. 
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CHIFP CHIPP CHIPP CHIPP CHIPP 

Custom Tailor, op Furnishers 

    

Warm Weather 
SUITS 

It's difficult to tell the difference be- 
tween a washable suit and a pure 
tropical worsted, pattern wise. Great 
strides have been made styling this 
miraculous fabric into practical 
shades—deeptones, stripes, plaids. 
Chipp offers a balanced collection 
for the coming warm days. Quick 
drying and minimum care, all care- 
fully tailored in our traditional 
natural shoulder Chipp model. 

N1 Dacron-CottonDeeptones Hairline 
Navy, Oxford Grey, Mid-Grey, Black- 
Brown $30.75 Sash and wear 

Lightone Hairlines 
Blie-White, Grey- 

$39.75 asi and wear 

      

N2 Dacron-Cotton 
Tan-White. 
White 

N3 Poplin-Dacron Cotton, Natural Tan, - 
Drab Olive, Covert Olive, Oxford Lovat | ses 

N4 Dacron-Cotton Pin Stripe, %” strive, 
Skeleton lined body and sleeves, Grey 
or Lovat $55.00 

Gres, 

    

NS Dacron-Cotton  Sharkskin Weave 
skeleton lined “body and sleeves, 
Black-Brown, Mid-Grey, Oxford Grey: 
Lovat 855.00 

N6 Dacron Mohair—Hopsack Weave— 
skeleton lined body and sleeves, 
Navy, *Grey, *Losat $59.50 

SUMMER ODD COATS 
N7 Dacron-Cotton—Miniature Plaid 

*Navy ground with Lovat, ¥ 
& Yellow overplaid 
*Navy ground with 1. 

    

  

Tow overplaid 

N8 Dacron-Cotton— Cluster stripe, 
*Navy ground with Lovat & Yl. 

$39.50 ot wear 

  

low stripes 

    

  

    

NS Dacron Poplin —*Eggshell 

  

: slim Trousers 

       | Navy, Lovat dr ciean oni 
NIU India Madras (state color preference) 

$39.50 ary clean only 
“Rr Al others tra Longs Limited Stock on Shorts ind Extra Longs 

Trousers Shipped with Unfinished Bottoms Please State Suit Size on Mail Orders 
Mail Orders Filled. 

Add T3é for Postage. No C.0.D 
Chipp Travelers are now on the road. 
Upon request we will be happy to fur- 
nish their itinerary. 

Chipp 
14 East 44th Street 

New York 17, N. Y. 
CHIPP CHIPP CHIPP CHIPP CHIPP 
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LETTER FROM PARIS 
May 25 

OR the past fortnight, the French 
Fourth Republic has functioned 

what has seemed a state of un- 
realities that have become facts, upon 
which it sll survives, with difficulty. 
Wednesday evening, 
the pro-Gaullist news- 
paper Paris-Presse said, 
with irony, “To sum it 
all up, the situation is 
now clear. Parliament 
has confidence in Pflim- 
lin, who has confidence 
in General Salan, who 
has confidence in Gen- 
eral de Gaulle, who has no confidence 
in Parliament but is waiting for it to 
show confidence in him.” Paris-Presse 
then undermined its concise gibe by 
adding that things here in France “are 
obviously less simple, less tragic, and less 
absurd” than that. Actually, the trage- 
dy, the lack of logic to the point of farce 
and fantasy, and the intricate complexi- 
ties have all been major, dominant, 
equal, and probably unavoidable since 
May 13th, just twelve days ago. That 
was when the contagious Algiers in- 
surrection broke out against the Paris 
government, soon coming under the 
command of a military and civilian 
junta to which General Raoul Salan, 
chief of the French forces in Algeria, 
gave his blessing—a troubling double 
performance in which the General is 
still starring, rather like a trick cavalry- 
man aloft, riding with one foot on the 
back of cach of two dangerous, plung- 
ing horses. The strain on parliamentari- 
anism and the Fourth Republic was in- 
creased by General Charles de Gaulle’s 
stately offer, repeated at his press con- 
ference last Monday, to take over power 
in France—an offer that, as the days 
go by, makes him scem the inevitable, 
unique, and perfectly non-Republican 
solution to the Fourth Republic’s 
present political drama of paralyza- 
tion. 

In the accumulated confusions, one 
thing alone now looks clear. For the 
first time in peace, Paris is not the po- 
litical capital of France. Temporarily, 
at least, the colonial city of Algiers is 
the French political epicenter, is mak- 
ing the violent, dominating political 
news, is claiming to be the revolutionary 
leader “of the renewal of the French 
spirit,” and has been making the active 
decisions, to which Paris is helplessly 
susceptible. Even if in the next few 
days, or possibly weeks, President Coty, 
equipped with all due legality squeezed 
from the Paris parliament, should offer 

    

de Gaulle the leadership of France, 
Algiers would still triumph, because its 
citizens—by the hundreds of thou- 
sands—lawlessly shouted for him first, 
crying, “De Gaulle to power! Vive de 
Gaulle!” This is a call for the savior 

that has not yet been 
massively heard here 
on the Paris streets. 

HE two weeks 
growth and 

emerging aim of the 
Algerian uprising con- 
stitute the most peculiar 
colonial rebellion of 

modern times. The dissidents’ goal 
since it was a movement from the 
Right, drawn from Algeria’s million 
French colons, or white settlers, who 
are the country’s prosperous racial mi- 
nority—was not to obtain independence 
from France but to attach themselves 
indissolubly to it, in order to make sure 
that they would not be abandoned 
by it through the unsuccessful ending of 
the three-and-a-half-year-old, ill-fated 
French war against the liberty-loving 
fellagha rebels, who are the activists 
among the nine million Moslem ma- 
jority. In case you have not been able to 
unravel the tangled Algiers events since 
May 13th, it seems that on that after- 
noon there was a solemn, angry me- 
morial service at the city’s Monument 
for the Dead to honor three French 
Army soldiers killed by the Algerian 
nationalist forces in reprisal for the ex- 
ecution of native soldiers by the French. 
After this patriotic service and the 
chanting of the “Marseillaise,” a gigan- 
tic riot occurred, in which thousands 
of the French citizenry, instead of as- 
saulting the Moslem quarters, as usual 
when enraged, sacked the French Gov- 
ernment Building, aided by anti-fel- 
lagha Moslems. According to the latest 
newspaper reports here, the riot was the 
opening battering ram of a well-laid plot 
by a group of hard-core colons, who had 
distributed tracts all morning to both 
the white and the Moslem populations. 
The tract urged an uprising against 
“the worn-out system,” meaning the 
weak Paris governments of splintered 
political parties, and especially the 
Pflimlin government. Pflimlin, the tract 
said, was scheming to hand over Algeria 
to the fellaghas in a negotiated peace, 
stranding the colons in costly independ- 
ence from France—a money-losing, 
undesired liberty indeed. There was al- 
so, perhaps, a less well-laid plot for May 
13th among certain professional French 
Army officers, long bitter against what 
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Theres no Gin tie GORDON'S 
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they have called the inefficient, igno- 
rant, unpatriotic Paris politicians, who, 
they claim, engineered their defeat in 
Indo-China and, peace being more pop- 
ular with most French voters, have been 
hamstringing the Algerian war. Friday, 
the independent Paris paper Le Monde 
printed a May 13th letter that the 
youngish Brigadier General Jacques 
Massu, of the crack, brutal 10th Para- 
troop Division, sent to his whole divi- 
sion, officers and men, which at one 
point said, classically, “The hour is 
grave.” Then it assailed the Paris stabs 
in the Army’s back, “aimed at dishonor- 
ing us and weakening our accomplish- 
ments,” and asked that the letter be 
sent to the soldiers’ families in France. 
“You, our parents, and our friends in 
Metropolitan France have an obligation 
to help us in denouncing the campaigns 
against the Algerian war by so-called 
intellectuals, lay or Christian, and 
those who have lost their national sen- 
timent and now play the game of the 
foreigners, whether of the East or 
West,” it said—meaning Russia and 
the French Communists, who call it 
“the dirty war,” and the United States, 
with its anti-colonial and supposedly 
pro-Algerian foreign policy. That May 
afternoon, Massu, with his red beret, his 
Cyrano de Bergerac nose, his brown- 
and-green camouflage battle dress, and 
his jumping boots, was reportedly a no- 
ticeable stalwart in the frenetic Algiers 
crowds, which, as the excitement, vio- 
lence, and rioting continued, became 
host to a new phenomenon—fraterni- 
zation between colons and Moslems in 
a sudden brotherly unity that, after a 
hundred and thirty years of French oc- 
cupation, is already being called “the 
miracle of Algeria” and that, to com- 
mon cries of “Long live French Al- 
gerial,” is still going on all over the 
land. 

To restore order among the deliri- 
ous mobs, General Salan took command 
of the uprising, and just before mid- 
night issued a communiqué saying, 
“Having the mission to protect you, I 
have provisionally taken in hand the 
destinies of Algeria.” By May 15th, 
the General was himself shouting with 
the crowds for de Gaulle. Since then, 
Salan has been nightly addressing 
throngs of about fifteen thousand and 
invoking the installation of de Gaulle 
from a rostrum that now flies the tri- 
color of France barred with de Gaulle’s 

Cross of Lorraine. Three nights ago, on 
Thursday, when the still wild and en- 
thusiastic crowds shouted their newest 
slogan, “The Army to power!,” he 
thanked them for “cette bonne parole” 
(for “these good words”), adding, “We   
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the legendary 

corners- 

of-the-earth 

beckon the 

inquisitive, 

adventurous 
traveler 

For those to whom Europe’s 
capitals, cathedrals and 
watering places have long 
since become the common 
place... and to whom even 
Bukavu, Zanzibar, Rhodes, 
Luxor or Madras are 
familiar . . . new experience 
awaits in Ur of the 
Chaldees, Petra, 
Khatmandu, Shiraz, Krak 
des Chevaliers, Mohenjo 
Daro, Pnom Penh. 

The innumerable, curious 
way-stations of history, which 
routine tours cannot include, 
are open to you through 
NAMETRA. 

will help 

you explore 

and know 

the world’s 

secret, 

out-of-the-way 

places 

NAMETRA exists spevifically 
to help you depart from the 
beaten paths of tourists... . and 
gain a deeper insight of the 
contemporary peoples and 
customs as you study the 
world’s historic sites. 

  

With onithe-scene hosts 
and years of global 
experience, NAMETRA 
planning goes far beyond 
transport and hotel 

arrangements. 

Plaza 7-5300 

666 5th Avenue, New York, N.Y.   

shall all march up the Champs-Elysées 
together and be covered with flowers.” 

The final statement of the colons’ 
May 13th Algiers tract exhorted Al- 
gerians “to demand of Coty the estab- 
lishment in France of a Government of 
Public Safety” —it was the Committee 
of Public Safety that started the Terror 
during the French Revolution— 
“which could govern over the heads 
of political parties.” Two days ago, a 
newly enlarged Comité du Salut Public 
de PAlgérie et du Sahara held its first 
meeting in the Algiers Summer Palace, 
with a red carpet, an honor guard of 
spahis holding sabres aloft, and General 
Salan in the chair, surrounded by dele- 
gates from the Departments of Oran, 
the Sahara, and Constantine (some of 

them natives who had been flown in), 
and by about three times as many 
French colons as Moslems. General 
Massu and Mohammed Sid Cara, for- 
mer Paris deputy from Oran, were 
elected joint presidents. The official re- 
port of the meeting declared that the 
Salut Public movement had done more 
work in three days than any Paris gov- 
ernment had done in three years, and 
added that it was its firm resolution to 
set up in France “a public-safety goy- 
ernment, headed by General de Gaulle, 
to demand a profound reform of the 
Republic’s institutions.” 

Yesterday afternoon, according to a 
prepared speech by Pflimlin that, inex- 
plicably, was first broadcast on the na- 
tional French radio at two-fifteen this 
morning, when the French were asleep, 
the Prefecture of Ajaccio, in Corsica, 
was captured by force by Pascal Arrighi, 
Corsican Radical Socialist deputy to 
Parliament here, on his return from a 
visit to Algiers, an action in which he 
was aided by some local Ajaccio citizens 
and a hundred and fifty French Army 
paratroopers stationed there. Premier 
Pflimlin came almost out in the open in 
his speech when he said that “despite the 
culpable conduct of certain men,” the 
fraternization between French Euro- 
peans and Moslems had “given hope for 
thebirthofanew Algeria,” but that there 
was no such pregnant excuse for illegali- 
ty in Corsica. “I have not the right to 
hide from you the fact that the same 
danger exists in France,” he went on. 
“It is my duty to warn all those French 
who are attached to their liberties as 
guaranteed by the Republic’s laws that 
sedition-mongers here are attempting to 
drag us to the brink of civil war.” 

S seemed natural and heartening, 
Pierre Mendes-France made the 

major diehard liberal speeches recently 
in the Assembly. He not only denounced 
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the Algerian generals but declared that 
the more important general, Charles de 
Gaulle, had “aggravated a dramatic 
situation” in his press-conference speech 
last week. Mendes said that during the 
war he had been a follower of de Gaulle, 
in which he took some pride, and had al- 
ways thought that someday—NMendes 
himself being a critical pessimist in po- 
litical affairs—de Gaulle would once 
more become the artisan of a national 
reconciliation, fatally due in France. 
“However,” Mendes said, “sedition has 
just broken loose in Algiers. Civilians 
and military men took a weighty deci- 
sion in invoking the name of de Gaulle, 
and immediately afterward, alas, the 
voice of June 18th”—a reference to the 
day in 1940 when de Gaulle broadcast 
his famous resistance speech, saying that 
France had lost a battle but not the 
war—*“was lifted only to condemn the 
political parties” and not the Algerian 
generals. “In the face of insolent sedi- 
tion,” Mendes said boldly to Pflimlin, 
“your strength is your legitimacy,” as 
representing Republican law. “Tt is the 
Republic that entrusted these military 
chiefs with soldiers to command,” he 
went on, “and it is time that these chiefs 
were recalled to a sense of their duty and 
honor... . General de Gaulle should re- 
suscitate the emotion that he arouses in 
the people in order to strengthen the 
Republic, for which he now reserves his 
severities—after, admittedly, having re- 

stored it to life following the Libera- 
tion.” The ill-placed Pflimlin, it is true, 
had at first denounced the Army’s rela- 
tion with the state after the Algiers up- 
rising; in the end, General Salan was 
described by him in a white voice, on the 
Assembly speaker’s tribune, as one of 
“the military who have restored order 
and Republican laws.” 

Half a million men of the French 
Army are in Algeria, and a handful are 
in Germany; Paris not only is without 
protection but, were it not for the mili- 
tary men who now operate as the official 
bridge across the Mediterranean, would 
be without communication with Algiers, 
its alarming godchild. Because of the 
Ajaccio uprising, PAimlin is calling a 
special Assembly session tomorrow, to be 
followed by his bill for constitutional 
reforms, which comes up Tuesday. It 
may not pass, since, with desperate in- 
telligence, it cuts the deputies’ Parlia- 
ment-sitting to only five months of talk, 
sets the limit of a governments life at 
two years, and prohibits the overthrow 
of any governmentunlessa new Premier 
and new government are all ready to 
replace the old one. As Pflimlin would 
be the first to benefit from his reform, 

he has declared that he will resign if 
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his bill is passed. This constitutional re- 
form has been talked of for twelve 
years, was cooked up in committee in 
four days, and is slated to be passed 
in one week—thus being twelve years 
one week and four days late in contem- 
porary history. It is supposed that Pflim- 
lin will be followed by General de 
Gaulle, 

DD: GAULLE’s enemies will automat- 
ically be the Communists. There 

are well-informed Parisians who think 
that Moscow, with its telescopic long 
view of the world, will not order 
French Communists into street riots 
against him. The Muscovite vision, they 
say, sees any republic as a rotting fruit 
that will sooner or later be soft enough 
to drop into their hands—a process that 
de Gaulle, by his personal flame, might 
only hasten. Militant Communist Party 
members declare, however, that if he 
comes to power they will fight against 
him in the streets—“our skin against 
his”—despite his having been a war 
leader whom the Communist Resistance 
greatly served and admired. If the 
Communists choose to fight, they will 
paralyze France by strikes. The Social- 
ists, though they have hardened in the 
last few days against de Gaulle, will 
doubtless accept him, since the choice 
for them now is de Gaulle or a revived 
Front Populaire with the Communists, 
in which the minority Socialists would 
be caten alive, as if by political canni- 
bals. The hour is indeed grave for the 
Republic. Much depends on General de 
Gaulle. 

‘To judge by his recent statements, he 
still has no sense of human relations and 
no personal ambitions—nothing but his 
sense of sacred destiny, which hasscemed 
to be an intermittent one. He is, as a 

political poct recently said, like a stained- 
glass Chartres window—an awkward, 
colorful, large male figure seen against 
heavenly light, a glassy symbol of de- 
votion that, because of its optical dis- 
tance from human observers, prompts 
them to reverence. A giant of a French- 
man in outer and also in hidden ways, 
he has just been critically described by 
Jean-Paul Sartre as “the interminable 
man.” Loving nothing but France, he 
is the Frenchman of sacrifice. —GENET 

OUR FORGETFUL AUTHORS 

...as no man is born an artist, so no 
man is born an angler.—From the preface 
of “The Compleat Angler,” by Izaak 
Walton. 

...angling is somewhat like Poetry, 
men are to be born so.—From Chapter I | 
of the same book. 
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ON AND OFF THE AVENUE 

IE is, of course, a 
well-known fact 

that every silver lin- 
ing has a cloud— 
and one of the clouds 
that hang most heav- 

ily over sensitive householders at this 
season is worry about what's to become 
of their valuables, their pets, and their 
potted plants while they themselves are 
having a fine vacation. Well, I have 
been at some pains recently to investi- 
gate various services and devices aimed 
at dispelling this cloud by safeguarding 
the silverware and providing suitable 
companionship for the canary, the tubs 
of privet, and other family friends dur- 
ing a household exodus, and it is now 
my pleasure to report on them. 

While the possibility of thieves’ break- 

ing in probably causes less anxicty than 
the problem of who is going to feed 
the goldfish in the absence of their 
ful protectors, General Electric 
come up with such a neat contrivance 
for keeping housebreukers at hay that 
it should, I think, head my list of trouble 

shooters. The device—a time switch 
that turns a light on and off automati- 
cally at given hours—is obviously meant 
for those persons who hold the re- 
assuring belief that thicves assume all 
lighted houses and apartments to be 
occupied, and stay out of them. Al- 
though this instrument for making a 
fool of a burglar functions with Mach- 
iavellian subtlety, its mechanism is sim- 
plicity itself, consisting merely of a 
small metal box, which 
is plugged into a wall 
outlet and into which 
the light to be con- 
trolled is plugged. The 
box contains a four- 
watt clock motor and 
a twenty-four-hour 
dial, which can be set 
so that the light will 
go on at whatever hour 
you think will be most 
convincing to a house- 
breaker who is casing 
the joint, and go out 
again when you want 
it to. The price of this 
devilish work of decep- 
tion is $17, and if 
you'd like to drive a 
prospecting burglar 
completely crazy, you 
can rig up a second 
time switch in, say, the 
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ABOUT THE HOUSE 

bedroom, set to go on at midnight, or 
whenever the living-room light goes 
off. 

OWADAYS, with hosts showing 
an increasing tendency not to in- 

clude their friends’ dogs in weekend in- 
vitations, and trains and buses coming 
up with all kinds of stuffy restrictions 
on canine travel, and that tiresome 
English quarantine remaining implaca- 
bly in force, what to do with man’s best 
friend while his natural guardian is 
away from home is becoming a major 
problem. The problem is made especial- 
ly vexing by the fact that most pet shops 
and other canine boarding houses emit 
such a vaguely unhappy atmosphere that 
even a moderately susceptible owner 
can hardly leave his pet in one of them 
without misgivings. Moved by the dis- 
mal prospect of a lot of dogs at loose 
ends this summer, T made an appoint- 
ment the other day with the Bide- 
A-Wee Home Association, at 410) East 
38th Street—the very fountainhead of 
compassionate wisdom in canine mat- 
ters—to discuss this perplexing ques- 
tion. To my surprise (I had known 
of the Association simply as a foundling 
institution, not as a boarding estab- 
lishment), I learned that Bide-A-Wee 
offers not only advice on the subject but 
a home away from home for dogs—in 
fact, two homes, one in town and one 
in the country. 

Any animal lover, with or without 
a dog-boarding problem, would surely 

  

find it worth his while to pay a visit 
to the Association’s splendid head- 
quarters, which looks like a well- 
equipped modern hospital and has about 
it a cozy air that comes, I suspect, from 
the excellent relations between the staff 
and the animals. To give you an idea 
of the concern that everybody there 
seems to fel not only for the health 
of the Bide-A-Wee charges but for 
their comfort and happiness as well, the 
dogs are quartered in air-conditioned 
kennels while the numerous executives 
who have offices in the building must 
get along as best they can with un- 
doctored New York weather. The per- 
vading feel of the whole setup is so 
friendly (I daresay “human” is not ex- 
actly the word) that it must be some- 
thing of a disappointment to a dog who 
needs a place to stay for several months 
to learn that the Thirty-cighth Street 
hostel recommends the society’s coun- 
try kenncls, on Long Island, for long- 
term boarders. If his owner insi 
though, he can stay on at headquar- 
ters, and here are some of the ad- 
vantages he will enjoy: spotlessly clean 
and unusually large tiled pens (those 
for medium-sized dogs are approxi- 
mately eight feet long and six fect 
wide), which are scrubbed and steri- 
lized daily; a daily medical examina- 
tion by a qualificd veterinarian (any 
ailing animals arc kept in strict isola- 
tion, and their attendants are not al- 
lowed to come in contact with dogs 
who are in good health); and whole- 

some meals of fresh 
meat, biscuit, milk, and 
plenty of fresh water. 
(Special dicts are pro- 
vided when necessary. ) 
The fees are $1.50 a 
day for a small or 
medium-sized dog and 
$2.50 a day for an 
animal that weighs 
more than eighty 

pounds. All dogs must 
be inoculated against 
distemper and hepatitis 
before being accepted, 
and all boarding ar- 
rangements are by res- 

ervation only. I suppose 
I should mention that 
the Bide-A-Wee peo- 
ple also welcome cats 
into the Thirty-cighth 
Street establishment, on 
more or less the same 
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Distillery 
Louisville, Kentucky 

Established 1849 

The president of one of Kentucky's 
colleges once called on us for a size- 
able contribution. 

“What would your trustees think 
of accepting money from a dis- 
tillery?” I inquired. 

“Don’t worry,” he replied. “We 
figure that money has been working 
for the Devil long enough. Let us 
have it for a while!” 

Such candor brought forth my 
checkbook! 

1 could not refrain from remind- 
ing the good Doctor, however, that 
through the years education in 
Kentucky has benefited consider- 
ably from our industry. 

Since repeal, for instance, tax 
contributions from Kentucky dis- 
tillers roughly equal the property 
value of all educational institu- 
tions in our state— public, private, 
parochial elementary, secondary 
and college combined. 

On the national scale, federal 
taxes on distilled spirits pour better 
than two billion dollars annually 
into the country’s coffers. The tax 
rate now stands at $10.50 per gal- 
lon, an increase of 854 per cent 
since Prohibition. 

Including the additional tax im- 
posed by the scparate states, ap- 
proximately half the retail price of 
afifthof Kentucky Bourbonis TAX. 

The remaining half must defray 
all grain, distilling, ageing, bottling, 
shipping, sales and marketing costs, 

still leave the wholesaler and 
retailer a modest profit. 

“So it is,” I told the Doctor, 
“the Devil’s pocketbook isn’t 
nearly as fat as you think!” 

Stripped of its taxes, a bottle of 
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a rare bargain, indeed. Operating 
as we do under Slender margins and 
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method known, people tell us every 
day they wonder how we make 
our OLb FITZGERALD so good! 

We invite you to join the inner 
circle of business hosts who have 
discovered this hundred-cents-on- 
the-dollar valueinOLD FITZGERALD, 
and find it good business to share, 
in moderation, with associates and 
friends. 

Bonded 100 Proof Original Sour 
Mash Kentucky Straight Bourbon 

Made in U.S.A. 

  

‘basis as dogs, but I don’t intend to 
get into the subject of boarding cats, 
because it seems to me that every cat 
(and every cat owner, for that mat- 
ter) is a special case, requiring in- 
dividual attention beyond the feeble 
powers of this department to pre- 
scribe; besides, most of the cat-board- 

ing services I have heard of are such 
small enterprises, dealing with no more 
than four or five cats at a time, that 
it would be impractical to list them 
here. 

Conditions at Bide-A-Wee’s country 
branch, a two-hundred-acre estate on 
the Old Country Road, at Westhamp- 
ton, are very much like those that pre- 
vail at the town hostel, except that no 

cats are accepted. The Long Tsland 
kennels have an even more relaxed 
atmosphere, suitable for guests en vil 
lé giature, but the same sparkling clean- 
liness is in evidence, and there is the 
same careful supervision of health and 
comfort. Indoor quarters six fect long 
and four feet wide are provided in 
two long stucco buildings accommodat- 
ing some thirty-five dogs each, and the 
indoor quarters open onto individual 
outdoor runs eight feet long and six 
feet wide—fenced in, of course. Dogs 
of good character—not vicious, that 
is—are let out for a while cach day, 
four or five at a time, in a seventy-five- 
foot runway. In addition to taking in 
boarders and foundlings, the West- 
hampton establishment has something 
called a pension plan, by which elderly 
dogs are received, at a charge of $300 a 
year (or $275, if payment is in ad- 
vance), to live out their days in honor 
able retirement. I saw a number of 
these dignified pensioners, who are tak- 
en for daily walks by an attendant and, 
altogether, are treated with very special 
consideration. (One dog, I was told, 
has an almost psychopathic fear of 
lightning and thunder, and the man- 
ager of the kennels makes a point of 
being with him during electrical storms, 
even if it means sitting in the kennel 
half the night.) 

    

LTHOUGH you probably 
wouldn’t catch a hard-bitten dog 

man like Mr. Kenneth MacBain hold- 
ing a neurotic dog’s paw during a thun- 
derstorm, the animals I saw under his 
care at his boarding kennels, in Closter, 
New Jersey (Closter 5-0300), appeared 
so very cheerful and in such fine shape 
that I felt a lively confidence in his 
stewardship. After the substantial ele- 
gance of the two Bide-A-Wee homes, 
the MacBain kennels may seem rather   
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BOSTON, MASS. Wm. Filene's Sons Co. 
BOSTON, MASS. Kennedy's, Inc 
BRIDGEPORT, CONN. Skydel's, Inc. 
CANTON, OHIO i ..The C. N. Vicary Co. 
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Danby’s Stores for Men, Inc 
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JACKSON, MICH. ; Furmans 
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JACKSON, MISS Stevens 
KALAMAZOO, MICH. ... Gilmore Bros. 
KANSAS CITY, MO. Kline's, Inc. 
KANSAS CITY, MO. The Palace 
LANSING, MICH. Small's, Inc. 
LEXINGTON, KY... Graves, Cox & Co. 
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MADISON, Wis. 
MIAMI, FLA. ... 
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ORLANDO, FLA...... Rutland’s Inc. 
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PONTIAC, MICH. Osmun’s 
PORTLAND, ORE. rs Rosenblatts. 
QUINCY, MASS. _Remick’s of Quincy 
RICHMOND, VA. Miller & Rhoads, Inc. 
ROANOKE, VA. Miller & Rhoads, Inc.    

     SACRAMENTO, CALIF. Bonney & Gordon 
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SOUTH BEND, IND. Robertson's 

  

SPOKANE, WASH... 
‘SPRINGFIELD, OHIO.... 
STREATOR, ILL......... 
TAMPA, FLA. 
TOLEDO, OHIO ...... 
WALTHAM, MASS. 
WHEELING, W. VA. 
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700-02 St. Clair Ave., West, Cleveland 

Thomas & Gassman 
Vogue Shop, Inc. 
harfenberg Bros. 
Wolf Bros, Inc. 

The B. R. Baker Co 
Grover Cronin, Inc. 

L. S. Good & Co. 

   
   

  

   

  

  

    

 



CUPIONI 

    

- 
i) 

DONEGAL SPORT SHIRTS...a ed man’s gift for Dad 
Looking for the perfect Father’s Day Gift? This is it! Donegal sport shirts 

with the magic texture of Cupioni . . . silken soft, cool, light as a fly rod. 

Precision tailored of a FULLER shirting, combining fine combed cotton 

with shantung-textured Cupioni for complete washability and day-long h 

crease resistance. Spirited sports colors. S, M, L, XL. $5.00 

See adjacent column for stores. 

For name of store nearest you write fo: AMERICAN BEMBERG, Main Office: 261 Fifth Avenue, New York 16, N.Y. * Plant: Elizabethton, Tennessee
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SALUD MARGARITA 

A toast from the cognoscenti! Behold the Tequila Margarita (circa 1910; Anon.), a New 
World masterpiece which is delighting purists by the thousands. Yet from hoi pollo 

to dilettanti is but a short step... . simply experience this remarkable Cuervo cocktail for 
yourself: Half jigger of Triple Sec, juice of one lime, jigger of Jose Cuervo tequila. 

Shake well with shaved ice and serve... . and here is the secret of true connoisseurship . . . 
in a salted champagne glass. No secret, really. Spread salt on a dry napkin, then 

rotate the moistened glass until just the rim is edged with crystals. Caramba! You have 
discovered the esthetic pleasures Cuervo brings to any favored cockta 

tequila martini, sour, or the extraordinary Tequila Sunrise. A toast then to Margarita, 
and to Jose Cuervo—supreme quality for 150 years. 

o 
SOLE U.S. IMPORTERS YOUNG!S MARKET COMPANY, LOS ANGELES, CALIFORNIA  



arc kept extremely clean, and even pets 
who are used to luxurious surroundings 
seem not to mind roughing it a bit. I 
thought the pens were rather small, but 
the dogs are let out into vine-shaded 
runs for several hours every day, if the 
weather is nice, and, for an extra fee, 
arrangements can be made to have them 
taken on long walks by one of the three 
young women who serve as Mr. Mac- 
Bain’s assistants. Rates begin at a dol- 
lar a day, for small dogs, and go up 
to two dollars, for Great Danes. Board- 
ers are washed, without charge, when 
the necessity arises, but, like most ex- 
perienced dog men, Mr. MacBain 
thinks the necessity for washing a dog 

s mighty infrequently. The dogs 
are clipped, too, when that is needed, 
but there is a fee for it. While there 
is no veterinarian in regular attendance, 
a qualified practitioner in Closter is al- 
ways on call, and it may even be that 
some dogs will feel more at ease with 
the less anxious physical supervision at 
the Jersey kennels than with Bide-A- 
Wee’s tender concern. Mr. MacBain 
also boards cats. 

  

   

P until a short time ago, when I 
looked into the tropical-fish situa- 

tion, I would have thought it unlike- 
ly that any very strong bond of af- 
fection could exist between a goldfish 
and its owner. Now, having observed 
several almost fanatical fish fanciers 
with their pets, and having overheard 
a conversation in which one amateur 
ichthyologist reported to another on the 
high T.Q. of his protégés, I am not so 
sure. Affection or no affection, though, 
no responsible owner can just take off 
on a holiday without giving some 
thought to the left-behind dependents 
in the fish tank, so I feel T should do 
what I can on their behalf. There are, 
it scems, any number of pet shops in 
town that will send attendants into the 
homes of absent customers to feed and 
otherwise care for the fish, but since 
this service may not always be feasible, T 
recently set out in search of a reliable 
establishment where fish were taken in 
as long- or short-term boarders. And if 
the objection should he raised that the 
fish you get back may not be the fish you 
put out to board, I trust no cynic will 
inquire “Who cares?” To prove how 
far such an attitude is from that of the 
really involved ichthyologist, I was told 
it one shop about a customer who left a 
couple of fifteen-cent goldfish as board- 
crs for three months, at $10 a month, 
rather than accept the shop’s offer of a 
straight exchange for fish of the same 
species, with no cash passed. Getting 

    

You'll be proud in a setting of 

Ae omenorant 
Fabrics o Carpets o Wallpapers 

Your good taste is readily recognized when you choose 
Schumacher’s distinctive fabrics, carpets and wallpapers. 
There is a world of difference . . . except in price. 
Avatlable through decorators and decorating departments of fine stores 

ality is « Sehumacher Fiadilion 
F. SCHUMACHER & Co. + 60 W. 40th St. N. Y. 18 « Fabrics « Carpets Wallpapers + Waverly Fabrics 

75 

 



  

The Bear Who 
Sold Himself Short 
(A PILFERPROOF FABLE) 

Once upon a time, a bear named 
Basil had Wall Street panicked. 
He'd liquidate a broker's liquor, 
replacing it with colored water. 
Since the proxy potation matched 
perfectly, no one could spot the 
watered stock. Then he drew a 
sneak draft of Bellows Partners 
Choice one day and the Alcoa® 
Pilferproof Closure signaled fraud. 
Basil went over the counter so fast 
to escape he splintered his seat on 
the Stock Exchange. 

MORAL: The margin for mis- 
" chief is mighty slim 

with the Alcoa Pilfer- 
proof Closure. At the 
first opening twist, a 
slotted band breaks, 
foils thieves or coun- 
terfeiters. Yet the 
bottle is easy to open 
and resealstightly. Buy 
whiskey like Bellows 
Partners Choice, 
capped with Pilfer- 
proof, and get what 
you pay for. 

    

   BROKEN CAP SAYS 
IT'S BEEN OPENED      

    

ALcoAa 
“ALCOA THEATRE” ALUMINUM 

Exciting Adventure 
Alternate Monday Evenings {_ 

      

  

back, after this improbable digression, 
to a consideration of piscatorial lodg- 
ings, I recently visited, at the suggestion 
of the New York Aquarium, a shop 
called the Aquarium Stock Company, at 
31 Warren Street, from which rare 
tropical fish are sent to fanciers all over 
the country. Since my visit was aimed 
primarily at investigating the firm’s 
boarding facilities, I shall try to stick to 

that aspect of the business, and not go 
off into a dazzled report on a collection 
whose like is not often seen outside par- 
ticularly splendid public aquariums. The 
Warren Street company, to accommo- 
date its more nervous patrons, will take 
in an average-sized tank of boarders 
at $5 a month; however, in its con- 
sidered judgment it is perfectly all right 
to leave fish for three or four weeks 
in an empty apartment under the min- 
istrations of an automatic timer and an 
automatic feeder, which the shop sells 
for $10 each. The first of these attach- 
ments is designed to turn the light in 
the tank on and off at the required in- 
tervals, and the feeder is a device that, 
by revolving very slowly, drops in dry 
food twice a day. (It is assumed, of 
course, that every tank already has its 
automatic filter, without which only the 
most underprivileged fish could be cx 
pected to get along.) 

SoME years ago, I reported at length 
in these columns on a home for 

birds kept by Mrs. Pear] McCullough, 
a trained ornithologist, at 200 West 
69th Street. At that time, I found the 
place just about ideal from the point 
of view of a vacationing bird, and on a 
return visit the other day it seemed to 
me that the small shop was more im- 
maculately clean, the birds more vocif- 
erously cheerful, and Mrs. McCul- 
lough’s affectionate indulgence of their 
every whim more unrestrained than 
ever. Except to note some slight changes 
in the boarding rates ($3 a week for 
parakeets, canaries, and finches; $6 
a week for parrots and cockatoos; 
$7 for mynas; and $10 for macaws), 
1 have nothing to add to my previ- 
ous report. If you want to give your 
bird a bang-up outing, this is still the 
place. 

LTHOUGH the householder may 
not be as emotionally involyed 

with his potted plants and his window 
boxes as he is with his dog, what is 
to become of the prettily planted flora 
on the penthouse terrace or in the back 
yard can cause as much anguish to a 
town gardener about to take off on a 
holiday as the problem of how his four-   
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SAKS FIFTH AVENUE 
AT ROCKEFELLER CENTER, WHITE PLAINS, SPRINGFIELD, K. J. 

  

a light in shining armor: 
Gallant sentiment for Father's Ray— 
and exclusive with S.E.A. Large, 
handsomely wrought ceramic helmet 
with an Evans unit lighter in the fop. 
Resplendent in a shiny silver and gilt 
finish, 15.00, Mail and phone orders 
filled. Also in Beverly Hills and Detroit. 

  

GUEST AND GIFT SHOP 
FOURTEEN EAST 50th STREET 

  

  

Regency Rooms 
-. . in new decor 

for gracious dining 
Exquisite Continental Cuisine, 
Superbly Served in an Enchant- 
ing Seiting. Air-Conditioned. 
Luncheon Entrees from $1.90, 
Dinner Entrees from $2.25 
Vintage Wines. RH 4-1600. 

HOTEL {GARLYLE 
Madison Avenue and 76th Street 

  

  

A POLYNESIAN PARADISE 
ON NEW YORK'S EAST SIDE 
Authentic Island Foods and 

Eaotic Tropic Drinks 
LUNCHEON e DINNER 

Noon to Three P.M, Five to Ten P.M. 

SUNDAY LUAU DINNER |! 
By Reservation Only ~~ X) 

SUPPER nightly from Ten, featuring 
The CATAMARAN BOYS 

and exotic NALANI 
in The Tamaara Ro 

You are 
only 17 
hours away 
from Waikiki 
Beach by 
Pan-American 
world's most 
experienced 
airline. 

     
   
   
        

   

        

   

    
     

    

  

400 EAST 57th Street, N, ¥. C. = Eldorado 5-6555   
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footed friend is going to get along in 
his absence. Fortunately, the horticul- 
tural problem may be satisfactorily 
solved this summer by an outfit called 
the City Gardener, at 437 Third Ave- 
nue (30th), which is prepared to send 
one of its trained men to the rescue of 
your annuals and flowering shrubs 
while you are away. The service in- 
cludes spraying, pruning, fertilizing, the 
clipping of hedges, and occasional re- 
planting, as well as, of course, the neces- 
sary watering, done by somebody who 
knows when to water and when not 
to water. (Daily watering chores, 
however, are beyond the scope of the 
firm; its staff isn’t big enough for that.) 
The minimum charge is $5 a visit, 
which seems a small price to pay for 
both a flourishing garden and peace 
of mind. 

I must not leave you with the im- 
pression that the City Gardener is con- 
cerned only with the care of other 
people’s horticultural efforts. Actual- 
ly, the company’s chief interest is the 
designing and planting of penthouse 
and back-yard layouts, to which it 
brings practical knowledge and a live- 
ly and original taste. Before starting 
on an operation of this kind, Mr. Philip 
Truex, who heads the firm, will meet 
with the prospective customer to dis- 
cuss the relative space to be devoted 
to plants and to people. If there is a 
long-term lease, and the terrace—and 
budget: unusually large, elaborate 
bricked-in planting areas are sometimes 
worked out, and flowering shrubs, ever- 
greens, and trees are planted in big 
containers. If the garden is only a 
temporary affair, Mr. Truex will set 

out a decorative display of annuals, ivies, 
vinca vines, and so on, in boxes placed 
attractively on sills, ledges, or stands. 
To give you a notion of the cost in- 
volved, a fairly modest planting of this 
kind usually runs to around $100; for 

a really ambitious garden, you had bet- 
ter figure on at least $500.  —S. H. 

      

  

To: All Announcers 
From: Programming 

AFTRA informs us that announcers can- 
not be required to carry their own music 
racks into the control room from the mu- 
sic library. (It is manual labor and sub- 
jects the announcer to health hazards— 
loss of weight, ruptures, etc.) 

Therefore: This morning’s memo on 
announcers carrying their own music is 
rescinded. 

(and let’s NOT find a copy of this 
memo in next week’s New Yorker) 

WINS interoffice memo. 
Oh, let's.   

A rare opportunity for 

cigar connoisseurs to choose 

their favourite H. Upmann sizes! 
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BOX OF MADE-IN-HAVANA UPMANNS 

IN 6 POPULAR SIZES... $[<75 

Cigar-lovers know that Upmanns are 
among the world’s finest... the only 

question is which sizes please the in- 

dividual most. For the first time, six 
favoured Upmann sizes are being 

offered in a Cedar Box “Selector” 
which easily and economically en- 

ables the discerning man to choose 

Introductory offer 
~ limited time only 

the ones he likes best. There are two 
of each...a dozen cigars slowly ma- 

tured under perfectly controlled 

temperature and humidity in the 

Dunhill Humidor Rooms — now at 

their prime, ready for shipment. If 

you cannot visit either of our Shops, 

please use the order form below. 

  

P.S. Can you think of a smarter gift idea? 

Alfred Dunhill, Dept. Y-2, 620 Fifth Ave., New York 20, N. Y. 
136 South Rodeo Drive, Beverly Hills, Calif. 

  

  

  

  

Please send. new H. Upmann “Selectors” at $5.75 each. 

Name. 

Street and No.. 

City, Zone & State, 

0 Charge O Check or M.O. enclosed O Please send Cigar Catalog 
Add 25¢ outside delivery area; also sales tax where required
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Have automatic    

suit, will travel 

  

    

Take this suit with you; it 
practically takes care of 
itself. Tailored by Haspel 
of a wrinkle-resistant 
weave of Dacron,* viscose 

rayon and mohair, it can 
be washed and dried 
by machine, needs only 
occasional pressing. 
Our lightweight, natural 
shoulder model in gray or 
tan pin dots or solids, 59.50 

Ello 
RETEN 

New York - New Rochelle 
Fresh Meadows - Stamford   

Bloomingdale's + 59th and 3rd + EL 5-5900 

        

    

      

     

  

        
    

      

    
              
    
     

  

      
      

THE ART 
GALLERIES 

Things Past 

OSTALGIA 
runs like a 

thread through a 
numberof thisweek’s 

offerings—an  ap- 
propriate emotion, 
now that the season 
is drawing to a 

close. The heaviest concentration of it 

is to be found at the Whitney, where 

an organization called the Friends of 

the Whitney Museum of American Art 

is holding an exhibition of paintings, 
sculpture, and other works from its 

members’ collections. It’s a big show, 

maybe a shade too big, for with some 
hundred and eighty pices filling most 
of three floors, it approaches the size 
of a small museum itsclf, and there’s a 

dlight feeling of disconnectedness about 
it in consequence. But it’s not as cum- 
bersome as might be expected, and 
1 found it on the whole one of the 

pleasantest big affairs I'd seen in some 
time. This is largely because of its nos- 
talgic connotations, for it’s full of remi- 

niscent items, and, indeed, as 1 wan- 
dered through, it seemed to gather an 

aura, a distillation of all the old Whitney 

Annuals from the time the series began. 
One of the earliest paintings I noticed 

in the collection is George Bellows’ 

muscular boxing study called “Club 
Night” and dated 1907, closely followed 

by the romantic little “Boat and In- 

let,” by Louis Eilshemius, of the year 
after. Both of these, I guess, are a bit be- 

fore your time or mine; in fact, they 

antedate the Whitney by a couple of dec- 
ades. They set me to pondering our 

changes in taste, and to remembering 
that strange flareup of interest in Eilshe- 
mius that occurred in the early nineteen- 

forties, when, for the space of a year, 
half the galleries in town, it seemed, 

were showing his pictures. 
Coming closer in time, and choosing 

almost at random, there’s a Marin 

“Midtown New York” to remind us 

of this man’s importance as one of the 

earliest American experimenters with 

abstract techniques, as well as a portrait 
study by that equally precocious inno- 
vator Alfred Maurer. Arthur Dove, 

who, now somewhat neglected, was one 

of the most ingenious practitioners of 

the new techniques, is represented by a 

charmingly colorful canvas based “on 
flower motifs called “Alfir’s Delight” 

(and, one wonders. was the “Alfir” 

Charles Dickens was an eminent 
patron of Justerini & Brooks 
who then as now provide the 
choicest in wines and spirits. 
Try the famous Rare J. & B. 
Scotch, of flavour unsurpassed. 

  

hie more in cost 

onde part in qual 

    

Imported by THE PADDINGTON CORP., 

630 Fifth Avenue, New York 20, N.Y. 
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682 LEXINGTON AVE, N.Y.         
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Write for free catalogue. 
27 West 55 St, NYC 
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The Government Printing Office or 
somebody in Washington favored us with 
a copy of the “Economic Report of the 
President.” Pleased to share the lowdown 
with Ike, we read large hunks of it. And 

came across one startling set of figures. 
Since World War II, businessmen have 

pointed with pride to our rising industrial 

productivity, and labor leaders have used 
it to raise the ante. 

With 1947 equal to 100, our industrial 
productivity based on man hours paid, 
reached 128.6 in 1957 —incidentally, only 
1.5 points above 1956. 

Whereas, on the same base, agricultural 
productivity in 1957 was 183.8—8 points 

over 1956! (Bureau of Labor Statistics.) 
Farm productivity rising three times as 

fast as industry is the combined result of 
larger farms, improved techniques, better 

management, more competent farmers. 
And SuccessruL Farming had something 
to do with it, too. 

documented and photographed. 

Every farmer gets some money-making 
idea, some helpful suggestion, from every 
issue. SF is eamestly studied, its contents 
clipped, filed, consulted subsequently. SF 

is equally concerned with the business 
of the farmer's wife, the conduct of his 

home, the welfare of his family. 

Fifty-six years of real help has paid off 
in a superior audience, the country’s best 
farmers. The estimated average cash farm 
income of the SF farm subscriber has been 
above $10,000 for the past decade. No 
medium offers a better market. 

And the many contributions of SF have 
established a respect and confidence that 
adds immeasurably to advertising effect. 

For better business 
this year, and for better 
balance in your national 

advertising effort, 
you can profitably 

use SUCCESSFUL 
Farmine. Call any SF office for details. 

  

Meredith of Des Moines . .. America's 
biggest publisher of ideas for today’s living 
and tomorrow's plans. 

Cheese... with a big smile 

Urban netion: Farmers have milk cows, 

don't buy dairy products! Hah! 
Today few dairy farmers make cheese. 

> And Successful Farming families buy cheese— 

cream, jar, link, glass, loaf, solid sliced— 
to the tune of $11,574,000 a year! 

Larger families, outdoor work, 
three meals a day at home, and estimated 

average cash farm incomes over $10,000 

make SF farm families choice customers. 

Helping farm families make more money 

and live better for fifty years 

gives SF influence unmatched by 

any general medium. For better sales 
this year, and to balance national coverage, 

  

try Successful Farming. Call any SF office. 

Successful Farming... Des Moines, New York, Chicago, Detroit, For the volume producers of grain and 
com, livestock and dairy products, SF 
is the guidebook and operations manual. 
It reports not only the new discoveries but 

proven procedures by actual case studies, 

Philodelphia, Cleveland, Atlanta, San Francisco, Los Angeles.   (Advertisement)
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Take 

The 

CAKE 5= 
Finish your good meal with it 

when you lunch heartily, hun- 

grily, at Schrafft’s. Come soon, 

some noon, with a bunch, for 

Iunch; bring big appetites, big 

expectations. Portions are 

man-sized, service pleasant 

and fast, prices sensible, at all 

Schrafft’s 40 restaurants. 

Noon-time has naturally come 
to be “he-time.” here. Who 

ever called Schrafft’s “tea- 

time” places! 

ScHRAFETS 
RESTAURANTS 

  

  

CELESTE HOLM 
appearing in the 

TED STRAETER 
his songs, plano and orchestra 

MARK MONTE'S CONTINENTALS 

THE PLAZA 
PlLaza 9-3000 

Fifth Avenue at SOth Street, N.Y.     

his friend Maurer? ), in addition to a | | 
more boldly patterned “Snow Thaw,” 
while Maurice Prendergast, another of 
the earlier men now frequently over- 
looked, is recalled in, among other 
works, a gently colorful, friezelike Im- 
pressionist park scene called “Summer.” 

As often happens in an exhibition 
drawn from so wide a variety of sources, 
the selection is extremely eclectic, and 
the result is that nearly all phases of the 
development of American art during 
the last half century are covered—on 
the naturalistic side alone, from John 
Sloan (a whimsical back-yard scene 
called “Spring Planting”) and William 
Glackens (“March Day, Washington 
Square”) to such more or less contem- 
porary members of the school as Regi- 
nald Marsh (a spirited, if a bit too paly 
patterned, “Steeplechase Park”) and 
Raphacl Soyer (a delightful study of a 
seated girl called “Reflection™). 

Because of the vast span in time the 
collection covers, there arc interesting 
contrasts here and there between the 
early and late styles of a number of the 
older men. Charles Burchfield’s “Black 
Tron,” of 1935, one of the big, power- 
ful industrial studies he turned to at that 
time, is markedly at variance with the 
quirkily fanciful style of “The Song of 
the Katydids,” of 1917—a style, in- 
cidentally, that he returned to later on. 
Edward Hopper’s “Morning in a City,” 
of 1944, when compared with his more 
romantically treated “Railroad Cross- 
ing,” of 1926, dramatizes his evolution 
toward that mixture of apparently cold 
objectivity with deep underlying emo- 
tional suggestion that is now almost 
uniquely his, while if one goes from the 
carly Marin just mentioned to such 
later ones as “Movement—Sea and 
Sky” and “Roses in Vase,” one sces, 
similarly, his progression toward an 
even surer, simpler statement. 

But I mustn’t dwell on the veterans 
to the exclusion of the younger men. 
The sculpture section is limited almost 
entirely to contemporaries, and this, T 
think, limits its interest a little. Apart 
from this, it’s an attractive selection, and 
its range in styles is from William Zo- 
rach’s more or less classic nude torso, 
“Victory,” to José de Rivera's clegant- 
ly convoluted, non-objective “Con- 
struction, No. 21.” In between, I'd 
cite Seymour Lipton’s enigmatic but 
effective “Night Hunter,” Theodore 
Roszak’s spiny “Thistle in the Dream,” 
and Robert Cook’s animated “Bull- 
fight.” Among the contemporary paint- 
ings, the emphasis is largely on the Ab- 
stractionists and Abstract Expressionist, 
with Ad Reinhardt’s vibrant “No. 
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INCANTO 

part flame, 

part flower 
. . . entirely emotional 

| Vv 
an impetuous 

perfume 
from Rome 

  

Candids by 

Bradford Bachrach photographer of women 
51 East 52nd St, New York + Plaza 5-6233  
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7A” and Stuart Davis's “Stele” perhaps 

the best in the first category and Hans 

Hofmann’s strikingly colorful “The 
Ravine” the leader in the second. But 

there are enough others to suggest the 

other styles now current, and in general 
the selection is well rounded. I liked, 

too, for both their nostalgic appeal 

and their value as art, such pices as 
Ben Shahn’s playground scene called 
“World’s Greatest Comics,” Max 

Weber's “Hasidic Dance,” Marsden 

Hartley’s “Fishermen’s Last Supper,” 
Yasuo Kuniyoshi’s “Somebody Tore 
My Poster,” Jackson Pollock’s “No. 8,” 

and Niles Spencer’s “Two Bridges” — 
the last four men dead now, and two 

of them in mid-career. 

HERE’S nostalgia, too, in the 

Charles Demuth show at the 

Downtown, principally because his 
work has been so rarely scen in recent 
years. The Demuths are a trifle dated, 

but not unpleasantly so. They’re almost 

all water colors—water color was his 

special medium—and there’s a thinness, 

a preciosity about them that relates them 

more to the moods of a couple of gener- 
ations ago than to our present rough- 

and-tumble one. Demuth was a re- 

markably competent still-life painter, 
though, able to catch unerringly the 

delicacy of a flower or the sheen of fruit, 
and since most of the pieces are in this 
genre the show is quite successful. T ad- 
mired especially his “Iris” and the nicely 
contrasted “Apples and Tomatoes.” 

The mood at the Hammer Galleries 

is similarly sentimental, for it is show- 

ing, in one large group, paintings by 
Maurice Utrillo, his mother (Suzanne 

Valadon), and his widow, who signs 
herself Lucie Valore. The surprise is 

Valadon. Mme. Valore, Pm afraid, is 

not greatly talented, and Utrillo is, well, 

Utrillo, and while the collection con- 

tains a number of canvases that are out 

of his usual run (among them the 
still-life “Vase de Fleurs” and the curi- 

ously moving “Calvaire”), one sill 
knows what to expect of him. Valadon, 

though, the poor artists model, who 
taught herself everything she knew and 
lived every which way, reveals herself as 
a really fine natural artist, with a good 

feeling for line in her drawings, and in 
her paintings (notably in the charm- 
ing “Chien sur Cousin) an excellent 
sense of color. —RoBERT M. COATES 

  

Dear Subscriber: 
1 wish I could climb into this envelope 

and then have someone seal the flap. —Let- 
ter from Lingerie Merchandising. 

Have you given it a fair try? 
  Lazy action. Catalina’s new “Trinidad Traders” 

are made for it. In black or red, they fit man-like, tie with a flare in front. 

Sizes 28 to 36. $7.95 

Citilina 
EVIL VAN 3   SA Catalina, Inc., Los Angeles 13 Fine Swimwear and Sweaters A division of Julius Kayser & Co.



  

it the cool, cool lands of the 
midnight sun 

@ Thrill to Scandinavia’ fjords and forests 
© Trace the past—from Viking to Modern 
© Cruise the Baltic—even visit Russia 

if you wish... blissfully relax in your 
luxury hotel afloat — largest liner ever 

built for cruising 

NORTH CAPE 
CRUISE 
FAMOUS CA RON 1A 

100% Air-Conditioned World Cruise Liner 
From N.Y. July 3 - 42 days + $1,100 up 
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HOW CULTURE CAME 
TO SAND SPRINGS, OKLAHOMA 

HAVE just written for tickets to 
Meredith Willson’s musical come- 
dy “The Music Man.” The show, 

I have been informed, concerns the 
bringing of culture to a small [owa town 
in the nineteen-twenties by a pitchman, 
played by Robert Preston, who sells mu- 
sical instruments to children who have 
heretofore never heard of John Philip 
Sousa or the other finer things of life. 
Mr. Willson has said that all this actual- 
Iy happened in his own Towa town when 
lie was a boy, and that he ended up 
playing a flute in the town band. I can 
only conclude that this sort of thing was 
a common cultural phenomenon in the 
Middle West three decades ago, because 
I had precisely the same experience at 
the age of nine, when a music man came 
to our town of Sand Springs, Oklahoma. 
I, too, ended up playing the flute. 

Sand Springs was feeling expansive 
and ready for culture when the man 
from the Hinkham Music Store, in 
Kansas City, came to town in the au- 
tumn of 1928. Oil wells were pumping 
steadily just outside the city limits, and 
refinery gas flares, burning off waste, 
glared orange-red across the damp sand- 
bars of the Arkansas River. One Sand 
Springs man had devised a method of 
extracting table salt from oil-well brine, 
and was considered a cinch to make a 
million within a year. Station KVOO 

“The was broadcasting programs like 
Twenty Singing Colo- 
nels” from the Philtower 

Building, in Tulsa—a 
structure we could see 
faintly on the horizon 
from Sand Springs. Bul- 
letins in the Tulsa World 
reported that C. C. 
Pyle’s cross-country Bunion Derby 
would shortly come hobbling through 
Tulsa, Sand Springs, and other nearby 
towns. In this atmosphere of good things 
happening everywhere, it was not sur- 
prising that the man from the Hinkham 
Music Store was made welcome in Sand 
Springs and immediately invited to ad- 
dress the Boosters’ Club. My father, as 
pastor of the Presbyterian Church, was 
a Booster, and since the meeting was to 
be a Father and Son Luncheon, he took 
me along. T can still see the Boosters at 
that meeting, seated on folding funeral 
chairs at a long table in the Excello Cafe 
and blowing cigar smoke at the ceiling as 
they listened to the Hinkham salesman 
make his pitch. 

“If Sand Springs wants a school 
band,” the music man said earnestly, “I 

  

know it wants a good band—just 
good as the one T just helped start in 
Sapulpa. And if Sand Springs is to have 
a good band—a snappy band—it has to 
have a complete band, and by that I 
mean a band that includes every single 
living instrument! Not just your trum- 
pets and clarinets and drums but their 
faithful cousins—the gentle mello- 
phone, the strident trombone, the lively 
bassoon, and, of course, the tuba, that 
noble work of metal which... well, 
which supports the whole band, har- 
monically, like Adas holding up the 
world!” 

He paused to drink a glass of water 
and to let this point reach home plate. In 
a few seconds, he continued, “Now, 
naturally, some of these fine instruments 
cost more than others. Theres a lot of 

as, 
and some of these band instruments are 
like a veritable bunch of Swiss watches, 
they’re so hard to put together at the 
factory. Lets face the facts. If we left 
it for each youngster’s parents to pick 
out a horn without paying attention to 
what the other kids were buying, why, 
we’d have an unbalanced band, an in- 
complete band, and, Pll tell you, per- 
haps no band at all! You need all the 
instruments, and somebody has to buy 

the tuba, the saxophone, and so on down 
the line. Now, here’s what the Hinkham 
Music Store is prepared to do. We are 

prepared to sell every 
single instrument, no 
matter how big or how 
complicated, for exactly 
the same price if this 
forward-looking town is 
prepared to subscribe to 
the complete band. The 

price for cach and every instrument is 
precisely sixty dollars—five dollars 
down and the balance in eleven easy, 
cqual monthly payments. 

“Now, how do we distribute these 
instruments? How do we spread them 
out, so that cach child and parent can 
choose the desired object of his musical 
future? Why, we do itin the most dem- 
ocratic and fair way possible! You 
gentlemen name the day, and I will 
display every instrument in the band in 
one room. Parents and children walk 
in and help themselves—first come, first 
served. What could be fairer or easier 
than that?” 

Nothing, apparently, seemed fairer 
or easier or more desirable to Sand 
Springs. At the end of the meeting, the 

Boosters generously and unanimously 

    

                                



  

83 

MAKES YOUR COCKTAILS COME ALIVE! 

  
Your cocktails come to life, quite literally, when you use Noilly Prat! 

These superb French vermouths—Eatra Dry for Martinis, Sweet for 

Manhattans—are natural vermouths. They make a vital difference in 

your cocktails. And both are delicious to drink by themselves. Try them 

straight—on-the-rocks. Youll enjoy them. 

DON’T STIR WITHOUT 

NOILLY PRAT] 
TWO KINDS: EXTRA DRY AND SWEET 

  
BROWNE VINTNERS CO., INC., NEW YORK, N. Y. SOLE DISTRIBUTOR FOR U.S. A.



    
ENGLISH BONE CHINA 
AT ITS BEAUTEOUS BEST 

The most prized and precious Bone 
China by such famous makers as 
Royal Doulton, Royal Crown Derby, 
Shelley, Aynsley and many others 
from England and the Continent are 
gloriously displayed for you here. 
Dinner services, Toby jugs, Figur- 
ines, Floral pieces, Birds and Animal 
figures are among this magnificent 
array of lovely pieces. 

Be sure to see them during your 
next visit to Bermuda. 

Sty &.Smith tid. 
HAMILTON, BERMUDA 

If You Like Shopping, You'll Love Smith's! 
  

    y 

   

  

\ 

         

   

  

7
 br 

r
o
 

4
,
 

4 ! 
a
g
 

For after dinner coffee, do as the 

Romans do! Serve espresso in 

Shreve's ltalian-made three-piece 
set. It's correct and it's smart. Craffed 
in gleaming brass with all inside 
parts silverplated. The coffee maker, 
with polished wood handles, has asix- 
cup capacity. Tray, sugar bowl and 
coffee maker, 25. Add 50¢ for ship- | 
ping outside our regular deliveryarea. | 

Shreve CRUMP & LOW 
Boylston at Arlington Street | 

Boston 
L |   

voted to underwrite the entire cost of 
uniforms for a high-school band. In the 
next few days, the Hinkham man also 
addressed the faculties of the high school 
and the Central and Garfield elemen- 
tary schools. After that, he spoke direct- 
ly to the children, at school assemblies, 
where he told us that the school system 
had contracted for a complete band and 
that the instruments would be displayed 
in a week’s time in the high-school 
gymnasium. “Now, it’s up to you fine 
young people,” he said to our assembly 
at Central Elementary, “to decide on 
the instrument of your choice and then 
speak to your parents, being sure to point 
out the modest down payment.” 

EFORE the arrival of the Hink- 
ham music man, I had lived a fairly 

irresponsible life for the son of a min= 
ister. My father and his congregation 
were not hard Calvinists, and T was per- 
mitted to enjoy myself. We had a family 
ministerial pass to the movies, which was 
kept in the oak sideboard in our dining 
room, and which allowed me to visit 
the Star Theatre on Saturday after- 
noons. A parishioner who owned both 
an amusement park and a local interur- 
ban railroad had given us another pass, 
which T used frequently, riding both his 
Dodgem cars and his trains. With these 
advantages, I might have remained a 

{ pure hedonist if it hadn’t been for my 
| mother. She believed in culture, and 

culture to her meant music. She played 
the piano every evening, sitting under 
her framed diploma from the Columbia 
Music Institute. Father had a collection 
of sheet music—songs like “The Red 
Scarf” and “Asleep in the Deep”— 
which he kept in the hinged piano seat, 
and sometimes he sang while my mother 
played. Tt was therefore not surprising 
that Mother passed up elocution and 
tap-dancing lessons for me, and enrolled 
me instead in the piano classes of Mrs. 
Stevenson, a stout-hearted widow who 

could easily encompass an octave and 
two notes on the keyboard with each 
hand. 

Mrs. Stevenson was the local repre- 
sentative of the Melody Way piano 
system. Each of her pupils was equipped 
with the system’s patented cardboard 
keyboard, which looked exactly like the 
real thing but did not play. For practice 
on our pianos at home, we were given 
cardboard keyboard finders—a sort of 
musical slide rule showing the relation- 
ship between the notes on the music 
staff and the keys on a piano. Twice a 
week, half a dozen of us sat in Mrs. 

Stevenson’s living room and drummed 
out the first tune in the Melody Way 
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music book on our dummy keyboards | 7% J, ¥3 UJ IVE 
while Mrs. Stevenson walked around 
the room clapping her hands, correcting | 275 M4 15 UJ IVE 
our posture and hand positions, and 
smiling, always smiling. We sang aloud | 4 Ja J5 UJ IVE 
while we played mutely, “The Mell-oh- 
dee Wiapeen is compen to planycel” | ZA LIB UF IVI 

Then, one by one, we went up to hb. 
Mis. Stevenson’s piano, which had a 
plaster collie seated on a lace doily on 
the lid, and took a crack at the real thing 
while the others continued with their 
Braille pianos. “Bright eyes, I spy!” 
Mrs. Stevenson would cry as she placed 
our fingers on the proper notes. “Prac- 
tice makes perfect. Music soothes the 
savage beast.” 

After a month of this kind of in- 
struction, Mrs. Stevenson informed my 
class that we had been booked for a 
recital in Tulsa. I was thunderstruck, 

and instantly soured on the Melody 
Way, the piano, and the deviousness and 
pushiness of culture in general. Protests 
to my mother that I was not ready did 
no good. On the appointed day, she 
rode with me to Tulsa on the inter- 
urban car and then sat with the other 
mothers in the recital hall. T played a 
simple variation on the Melody Way 
theme song, and it was a nightmare, 
mostly because my left hand was still 
totally unsynchronized with my right. 
On the way home, I delivered an ulti- 
matum to my mother on further lessons 
with Mrs. Stevenson. “Very well,” 
Mother replied at once, “if you want 
to start tap-dancing lessons instead . . .”’ 

Tt was precisely at this difficult point 
in my life that the Hinkham music man 
came to Sand Springs, bringing what 
seemed to be a solution to all my cul- 
tural problems. After listening to him 
at the Boosters’ meeting, I was hooked. 
Playing in a band, I decided at once, 
would be much more fun than playing 
for Mrs. Stevenson, and would also fur- ALBUM 
nish me with a perfect excuse for giving 
up the Melody Way. ALBUM 

I= didn’t turn out to be quite as easy | 28 TJ UF VL 
as I had hoped. For one thing, Fa- 

ther, who had the last word on such | ZA LIB TU WL» 
domestic matters, tabled judgment on 
whether or not I should be allowed to 
join the band until the day when the in- The businessman's billfold . . . with plenty of room 
struments were to be spread out on the 
gymnasium floor. Unfortunately, he 
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had been injured in an oil-field acci- 
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wait until after school to get Father’s 44 
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I arrived home at three-fifteen that 
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afternoon, and Father still had not re- 
turned. “Look,” T pleaded. “By the 
time we get to the gym, all the instru- 
ments will be gone. ‘The soprano saxo- 
phones and drums are already finished, 
and there are only a few peck horns and 
junk like that left.” 

“We'll wait until four for your fa- 
ther,” Mother said, “and then— then 
we'll see.” 

Father had not returned by four, and 
Mother quietly put on her coat. As I 
picked up my cap, she stopped at the 
front door and said, “I'll take the re- 
sponsibility for letting you join the band. 
But in return you'll have to promise me 
that you won’t give up your piano les- 

T protested vigorously, but I knew 
I was trapped. By that time, my own 
vision of myself, in a resplendent uni- 
form, tootling on a tuba or a French 
horn as the band swung down Main 
Street had become too vivid. “O.K.,” 
I said, finally, “but let’s hurry.” 

The gymnasium floor had been fairly 
well picked over by the time we arrived. 
The Hinkham music man was hopping, 
broken-field style, over the remainder 
of the instruments, stopping occasional- 
ly to run an arpeggio on a trumpet or to 
play a few bars from “Drink to Me 
Only with Thine Eyes” on a clarinet. 

T despaired of finding anything. One 
tuba was left, but the saxophones were 
signed for and the mellophones and 
drums had long since evaporated. When 
the Hinkham man realized that the re- 
maining instruments—mostly clarinets 
and lighter woodwinds—were not do- 
ing too well, he looked at his watch and 
reached into his vest pocket for a pitch 
pipe, which he blew for attention. Then 
he jumped up onto a platform, tucked 
his thumbs in his vest, and delivered a 
short speech about the relationship be- 
tween teeth and the playing of certain 
band instruments. All the parents and 
children present were awed by his store 
of information. The gist of his talk 
was that children, so often inclined to 
have protruding upper teeth, would be 
wise to choose a clarinet or an oboe, 
instead of one of the more flamboyant 
horns. 

This announcement had entirely the 
wrong effect upon my mother, who 
quickly walked over to the Hinkham 
man and explained that I was in the 
middle of an expensive program of or- 
thodontia with a dentist in Tulsa, who 
was trying to get my upper teeth to 

grow forward, not back. The music 
man looked at my teeth and then flicked 
his eye over the remaining instruments 
on the floor and the line of mothers with 
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bucktoothed children that had formed 
up behind my mother. 

“Have you considered the flute?” he 
asked. 

“No, we haven’t,” Mother an- 
swered. “I had thought a cornet might 
be rather nice.” 

“Well, the flute is a happy little in- 
strument—a little tricky to play, but 
T’m sure your son will master it easily. 
A sheer pleasure to have around the 
house. Not so noisy and blustery, you 
know, as some of its brothers in the 
band, and easy for a lad your son’s size 
to carry. You can go far on a flute.” 

By this time, the floor was almost 
bare; only the flute, an oboe, and two i 
Snes vane, Metta Teed PREMING FOR THE 
around at the line behind her. SUMMER SEASON 

“We'll take the flute,” she said THURSDAY, MAY Be 
quickly, and handed the music man five F 
dollars. 

That evening, Father told Mother 
that her decision had been sound. After 
supper, we took the flute out of its case 
and tried to put it together. The two 
pieces of pipe would not fit, for some 
reason, and we were unable even to 
fit them back into the narrow purple- 
velvet-lined case, for fear of bending the 
keys. Thus, I had to go to the first band 
practice at Central Elementary carrying 
my fragmented flute wrapped in tissue 
paper from an old hatbox, with the 
empty case in my other hand. 

  

HE Hinkham man had done his 
job so well that when the last in- 

strument had vanished from the gym- 
nasium floor, it was discovered that Sand 
Springs had contracted for no fewer 
than a hundred and fifty instruments, 
and had on its civic hands the responsibil- A B B E L A N E 
ity not for one but for three entire appearing at Supper «6 
bands—one for each school. The school NE 
board immediately hired a Mr. Dale Watling, a recent graduate of normal ~~ T 1 TO & LILIA 
school, to train us all in bandsmanship. 
‘The moment he was appointed, pi G uU 1 Zz A R appearing at Dinner 
football committee of the Boosters ap- 
proached him and asked if he could Two shows: 9:30 and 12.15. Cover after 9:30. 
have a band ready to put on the field for Theatre Dinner $4.50--no entertainment tax--6 to 8 p.m 
the Bartlesville game the next fall. My 
father told me that Mr. Watling had 
smiled bravely and said he’d try. 

I saw Mr. Watling for the first time 
when I reported for our initial re- 
hearsal, which was held in the main en- 
trance hall of our school, in the class 
period right after lunch. He was a pale 
man and quite short, but I decided al- 
most at once that he was a person of 
great taste and self-assurance. After 
seating us by sections in a semicircle of § 
folding chairs, he started showing each 
of us how to hold his instrument and 
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how to blow it. When he came to me, 
he smilingly unwrapped the flute from 
its tissue paper, removed a small ring 
that was guarding the greased end of 
the mouthpiece joint, and easily fitted 
the flute together. I was embarrassed 
that my family and I hadn’t been able to 
figure that one out. 

“Now, hold it like this,” Mr. Wat- 
ling said. “Left hand here, right hand 
here, fingers here, here, here, and here. 
Hold your elbows up like you're saluting 
the flag. Youll get tired at first, but 
you'll get over that. Put this mouthpiece 
under your bottom lip and blow across 
this little hole, just like you’d blow over 
the top of a pop bottle. Try it. Say 
“Taaa!’>” 

I tried it. Nothing happened. 
“Again!” 
Still nothing. “Mr. Watling,” I 

said, “I feel a little dizzy.” Some of 
the new clarinettists giggled through 
their buckteeth. 

“Let me have it a minute,” said Mr. 
Watling. He put it to his mouth, pursed 
his lips, and blew. No sound came out, 
and T looked around defiantly at the 
other bandsmen. He tried again, still 
without success, while the giggles spread 
to the saxophone section. “Hmm,” he 
said. “Very strange. Ver-y strange.” 

He seemed about to give up and 
move on to the oboe player when he 
upended the flute and looked inside. He 

broke into a big smile. “Ha!” he 
cried. “Here’s our beastie. Son, you left 
the swab brush inside. No wonder it 
wouldn’t blow. That’s a good one on 
you!” He pulled out the swab, re- 
assembled the flute, and then played 
what seemed to be several thousand 
cascading notes. He handed the flute 
back to me. “Now you try,” he said. 
“Remember—like a bottle! Taaal 
Taaa!” 

TI took the flute and carefully ad- 
justed my lower lip. A small, clear 
whistle did indeed come out. 

“Splendid!” he cried. “Now, later, 
when I have the whole band play at 
once, I want you to blow just that way, 
with your fingers down on all the keys. 
Remember! Taaal” 

He had fifty bandsmen to tutor in just 
this way, and I was astounded at his vir- 
tuosity and cleverness. One girl, T re- 
member, began to cry when she couldn’t 
get a sound out of her cornet. “Pretend 
you have a hair on the tip of your tongue 
and you're trying to get it off,” Mr. 
Watling said. She did, and a fine blast 
ensued. “Splendid!” he cried, and 
moved on. 

Half an hour later, Mr. Watling 
stepped up on a small podium before us,     
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EVERY PAINTING A MASTERPIECE" 
Van Dyke Oil Portraits, Lid. 

Dept. N.P., 26 W. 56th Street, New York 19, N. Y. 
In Canada: 25 Stratford Rd., Montreal 29, F. 
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BAR 

The salty tang and romance of Martha's 
Vineyard and this snug fisherman's harbor 
—New York's most fascinating bar and 
cocktail lounge. Excellent Dining Fac 

130 East 57th St., New York
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wiped his forehead, and buttoned his 
coat. “Now,” he said, “I am the con- 
ductor, you are the musicians. Togeth- 
er, we are the band.” He held up a 
baton. “This little stick is just a long 
finger for you to watch. It will talk to 
you, and you will talk back to it, with 
your instruments. Now, when this stick 
comes down, blow your instruments all 
together, just as I showed you.” 

Mr. Watling raised his arms high 
above his head, counted one, two, three, 
and brought both arms down briskly. 

Central Elementary had never heard 
anything quite like it. Teachers conduct- 
ing classes for those unfortunates who 
hadn’t joined the march to culture in 
Sand Springs stuck their heads out of 
classroom doors and smiled enormously 
at each other. We in the band were flab- 
bergasted and proudly self-conscious. 

“Splendid! Splendid!” cried Mr. 
Watling. He jumped down from the 
podium and began distributing copies of 
“Wheeler's Beginning Band Book” to 
us all. “You have just played the first 
note in this book. Take the books home 
and keep practicing that note. Next time 
we meet, we'll add three new notes.” 

Within two weeks, we were playing 
“Tenting Tonight.” 

URING the winter, our band blew 
its way through the Wheeler 

band book, progressing note by note, 
phrase by phrase. Some of the bandsmen 
dropped out, but their places were quick- 
ly taken by recruits who could not resist 
the twice-weekly noise out in the hall. 
My flute came along handsomely. 
Mother and I played duets on “Melody 
in F” and “Le Secret.” She and I or- 
ganized a sort of bootleg Sunday-school 
orchestra, entirely independent of Mr. 
Watling, and sent away for the ballet 
music from “Rosamunde,” which had a 
flashy flute part. Then Mr. Watling an- 
nounced one day that elementary-school 
musicians who showed exceptional 
promise might be allowed to join the 
high-school band, which was going 
great guns and was already drawing a 
steady bead on the “Light Cavalry 
Overture.” Privately, he told me that 
my own chances of achieving this step 
would be improved if I could manage 
to add the piccolo to my repertoire of 
instruments. 

The piccolo, I quickly discovered, is 
a shrill flute, an octave higher than its 
larger brother. I thought it would be 
easy to play, since it fingered exactly 
Iike the flute. Unaccountably, the Hink- 
ham man had not included a piccolo 
among his instruments—for good rea- 
son, Father muttered, because no piece     
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The Lower Montgomery Street 

Olive or Onion Society is proud of 

these founders of the organization 

—four dedicated San Franciscans 

who not only believed in the Dry 

Martini but did something about it. 

They formed a club with one 

inspired purpose: to perpetuate the 

Dry Martini in all its shimmering, 

silvery glory. To lift it up, as it 

were, before downing it. 

CRESTA BLANCA TRIPLE-DRY WHITE VERMOUTH 

L to R: Founding Fathers Vogel, Nyeland, Cox and Collard 
nostalgically recall the first LMSOOS Martini tasting. 

Founders Day at 

the Lower Montgomery Street 

Olive or Onion Society 

A proud Purpose, gentlemen! 

And proud are we that you pillars 

of the community chose Cresta 

Blanca Triple-Dry White Vermouth 

as official vermouth of the Society. 

Cresta Blanca White Vermouth 

wraps its subtle herbal flavors 

around any kind of gin and creates 

a Martini of admirable dryness, 

charm and polish. Cresta Blanca— 

a name to jot down and ask for. 

  'CRESTA BLANCA WINE COMPANY + LIVERMORE, CALIFORNIA
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of pipe cight inches long could possibly 
be worth sixty dollars. But it was Father 
who bought me a piccolo; he came home 
from a Synod meeting in Oklahoma 
City with one that he had found in a 
pawnshop. It was indeed small, but it 
peeped mightily for its size. 

Mr. Watling was as good as his word, 
and immediately promoted me to the 
high-school band. A classmate of mine, 
Harold Vogler, who had proved to be a 
natural on the saxophone, was also 
moved up, and Mr, Watling arranged 
for us to be excused from hygiene and 
spelling classes to attend the senior band 
practice. 1 was proud of myself, and 
scarcely cared that practically all my 
spare time was now given up to practic- 
ing, since I was now a member of two 
bands and the Sunday-school orchestra, 
and was still in the toils of Mrs. Steven- 
son and the Melody Way. 

The arrival of the uniforms was a 
great moment for us all. They were 
delivered during a high-school band 
practice, and we all stopped playing and 
started ripping open the crates in which 
they were packed. We discovered at 
once that they weren’t full uniforms at 
all but only capes and overseas caps. 
Mr. Watling told us that we were to 
supply our own white shirts and white 
duck trousers to wear with them. We 
were happy anyway, for the capes— 
black flannel piped with gold stripes and 
lined with gold satin—were beautiful. 
The caps had graceful lyres, surmount- 
ed by the initials “S.S.H.,” embroidered 
on the leftside. Unfortunately, the capes 
were all the same size, and much too big 
for me, and I had to stuff newspaper 
into the sweatband of the smallest-sized 
cap in order to make it fit. Neverthe- 
less, we were all inspired by this physical 
evidence that we were, at last, a real 
band. “Wouldn't it be wonderful,” 
Mr. Watling said to us that afternoon, 
“if our band—this very band—could 
march onto the field during the half at 
the Bartlesville game next fall, playing 
“The Stars and Stripes Forever’! We 
might even arrange for a corps of girls 
in costume to accompany our perform- 
ance with a flag drill. What a spec- 
tacle!” 

This dream—“The Stars and Stripes 
Forever” rendered perfectly by the full 
band—became an obsession for us all, 
but especially for me. “The Stars and 
Stripes. Forever” displays Sousa’s evi- 
dent love for the piccolo. The instru- 
ment has the entire second refrain all to 
itself in obbligato. I went to work on 
the part immediately at home, trying to 
master the intricate trills and runs, and 

particularly the high, sustained notes 
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“DEEPLY MOVING!” 
— Atkinson, Times 

“The Theatre Guild and Dore Schary 

   SUNRISE AT 
CAMPOBELLO 

+ DORE SCHARY 
MARY FICKETT - HENRY JONES 

ANNE SEYMOUR 
VIRGINIA KAYE ROM! DENGEL 

ALAN BUNCE 
virected by VINCENT J. DONEHUE 
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LIMITED ENGAGEMENT! 

NOW thru JULY 5 

“LUNT, FONTANNE 
TRIUMPH IN 
‘THE VISIT!” 

ATKINSON, TIMES 

MAIL ORDERS FILLED. Eves. § 
4.80, 4.05, 3.45, 2.90. Mat & Sart 
$5.75, 4.80, 4.08, 3.45, 2.90, 2.30. Tax Inci. 
LUNT-FONTANNE THEA., 205 W. 46 St., New York 
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“ONE OF THE BEST PLAYS OF THE 
SEASON.” — ATKINSON, Times, April 20 

The JOSHUA LOGAN production of 

BLUE DENIM 
Mon. thru Thurs. Eves.: $5.75, 4.60, 3.45, 2.30. 
Fri. & Sat. Eves. $6.90, 5.75, 4.60, 3.45, 2.90. 
Mats. Wed. & Sat. $4.60, 4.05, 3.45, 2.90, 
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that are meant to shaft piercingly above 
every other noise in the band. Mean- 
while, we added special after-school 
practice sessions to our already jammed 
schedule of rehearsals. 

Spring came at last, and as Sand 
Springs thawed, we moved outside for 
marching practice. It was quite a while 
before we were able to march and play 
simultaneously, and Mr. Watling, who 
was beginning to show the strain of his 
job, proved to be a stern drill sergeant. 
He could be quite nasty when we failed 
to keep our files dressed up. T had other 
reasons for finding the marching not 
half as exciting as I had thought it 
would be. It was downright tiring for 
me. Trombones come first in the classic 
marching formation, and in our band 
all the trombones were played by the 
older, leggier high-school boys,” who 
liked to see which of them could take 
the longest strides. My place was way 
in the rear, behind the trumpets and 
clarinets and the last of the woodwinds, 

and I quickly discovered that it was im- 
possible for me to keep up, even while 
taking the longest steps imaginable, 
without adding a quick skipping step 
after every fifth or sixth pace. Later, 
when we marched in uniform, I realized 
for the first time that my cape was much 
too long. Instead of coming to my 

   

    

   

   

      
     
     

    
     

  

      
   
      
      

      
   

  

   

   
   

‘BOTANY 500°    

  

           

Your ‘BOTANY’ 500° dealer would 
like to become acquainted with you, 

and he’d like you to become 

acquainted with the BOTANY" 

“500° lightweight clothing. This 

triangle is bound to be a happy 

and rewarding one, especially when 
you see how this famous clothing 
bestows the “influential” look on 

you. Stop at your ‘BOTANY’ 500” 

dealer for a free and friendly try-on. 

$50 up. 

tui DAROFF 

  

look influential... [{ 1443S 
look for this label Cl 

For the ‘BOTANY’ ‘500° Dealer in your area write: 
H. Daroff & Sons, Inc., 200 Fifth Ave., New York 10 
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knees, it hung down right to my ankles, 
where it managed to trip me up every 
few yards, usually when I was skipping 
to catch up with the others. 

Another disheartening moment for 
me was my discovery that there is no 
practical way for a piccolo player to 
carry sheet music. The other instru- 
ments had handy clip lyres attached, but 
a piccolo is so small that such a fixed 
music holder torques it forward and out 
of playing position. I tried holding an 
underarm stick with the music attached 
at the end, and then I tried a head lyre, 
but both were too uncomfortable. I 
even tried pinning my music to the cape 

    

    

  

   

of the trumpet player ahead of me, but | INTRODUCING —the brightest new performers 
it was almost impossible to see the jig- | on the ‘58 horizon... developed from successes 

i h rechod, Th in European rallies and the world-famous Mille 
gling notes when we marched. €re | Miglia Road Race. Many extras at no extra cost: 

was nothing for me to do but learn all { dual carburetors, full-flow oil filter, single-un 

the piccolo parts by heart, including the 
one for “The Stars and Stripes For- 
ever.” In the meantime, I discovered 
that when I forgot a phrase or two in the 
middle of a tune, a high trill, sustained 
for a few bars, made an acceptable pic- 
colo part. 
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the school term, we trooped into 
school after a particularly demanding 
marching session, with our shoes cov- 
ered with asphalt melted by the hot May 
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123 East 54th St. 
Res: PL 1-6655 

Monday thru Friday: 
luncheon, cocktails, di 
Sunday, 
cocktails, dinner 

234 West 44th St. 

Monday thru Saturday: 
luncheon, cocktails, dinner, 

after theatre 
    the St 9 West 50th 
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sun. Mr. Watling wiped his forehead 
and announced that we had had enough 
marching. He told us that we were to 
give a concert on the last day of the 
school year, “The Stars and Stripes 
Forever” was to be the final number on 
the program. 

Panic seized me. I thought of the 
Melody Way recital disaster, and won- 
dered bitterly why, oh, why culture had 
to make such a spectacle of itself. But I 
was part of a movement, and I realized 
that I had to face up to my responsibili- 
ties to Sand Springs. I started prac- 
ticing the piccolo part of “The Stars 
and Stripes Forever” during my lunch 
hour, as well as in the evenings. 

One night shortly before the concert, 

1 had stopped my practicing long 
enough to catch my breath. T was sit- 
ting in our dining room, listening to 
“The Twenty Singing Colonels” over 
KVOO, when I heard Father yell 
sharply from the living room. “Fiddle- 
sticks!” he cried. He walked into the 
dining room carrying my piccolo in one 
hand and the evening paper in the other. 

“Why did you leave your piccolo on 
my chair?” he demanded. “Of all the 
fool things to do! I sat down to read my 
paper, and look what happened.” 

The pipe had been bent into an arc. 
‘The trill keys, so much a part of the in- 
strument’s personality, were hopelessly 
stuck. I tried to blow a scale, but only 
two or three sad peeps emerged. My 
mother bit her lower lip and slowly 
shook her head, while pain and relief, in 
almost equal quantities, flowed through 
me. 

It was humiliating to tell Mr. Wat- 
ling what had happened. He looked at 
the bent piccolo and shrugged hopeless 
ly. Programs had been printed for the 
concert, but without the piccolo, he said, 
we would just have to give up “The 
Stars and Stripes Forever” as the finale. 
I felt I had defrauded him. 

The concert, though, set Sand 
Springs on its ear. Playing in the secure 
company of two high-school flutists, T 
did a good job on the “Light Cavalry 
Overture” and felt slightly redeemed. 
Parents, already more than halfway 
through their monthly installment pay- 
ments to Hinkham’s, pressed each oth- 
er’s hands in congratulation, and the 
reporter from the Sand Springs Leader 
gave us a fine notice. 

Mr. Watling had arranged to have 
the piccolo repaired, for less than ten 
dollars, and when it came back from the 

shop, it worked fine. The music season 
had ended by then. I ran into Mr. Wat- 
ling on the street one day at the begin- 
ning of vacation, and he told me that he 
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» FIFTH ANNUAL THURSDAY 
Bl A 2% =o) 2) o FRIDAY 

SATURDAY 
J. yA SUNDAY 

JULY 
EESTIVAL | 3456 

. A NON-PROFIT ORGANIZATION. 
THURSDAY — DUKE ELLINGTON TRIBUTE 
Duke Ellington Orchestra, Mahalia Jackson, 
Dave Brubeck 4, Paul Desmond, Marian 
McPartland 3, Miles Davis 6. Cannonball 
Adderly, Gerry Mulligan, Rex Stewart, "Johnny 
Hodges, Ben Webster, Lawrence Brown, Sonny 
Greer, Cootie Williams, Billy Strayhorn, and 
others. 
FRIDAY — BENNY GOODMAN AND HIS 
ORCHESTRA plus AllStar talent array. 
SATURDAY ~ "BLUES IN THE NIGHT" — 
Gerry Mulligan 4, Joe Turner, Pete Johnson, 
Ray Charles, Chuck Berry, Big Maybelle, Art 
Farmer, Jack Teagarden, Jo Jones, Buck 
Clayton, Coleman Hawkins, Maynard Ferguson 
Orchestra, Anita O'Day, and af midnight, 
Miss Mal Jackson, and others. 
SUNDAY: LOUIS ARMSTRONG ALL-STARS 
plus International Youth Band, he 
Washington, Billy Eckstine. George ‘Shear 
5 Junk Toscana, Baby Hacker wax Roach 
and others. 

Friday-Saturday-Sunday Afternoon 
Concerts: 2:30 — $1.50 General Admission 
Friday Afternoon—International Youth Band, 
Marshall Brown, conductor; Jimmy Giufire 3, 
John LaPorta 4, and others. 
Saturday Afternoon - 
Program fo be announced. 
Sunday Afternoon — Sonny Rollins 3, Billy 
Taylor 3, Thelonius Monk, Horace Silver 5, 
Stan Getz, Chico Hamilton 5, Lee Konitz, Sal 
Salvador, Tony Scott, and others 

© Directed by George Wein ® 
EVENING CONCERTS — 8:30 P.M. 
ALL SEATS RESERVED 

$5, $4, $3 per concert 
Add 25¢ on Mail Orders 

Write: JAZI, NEWPORT, RHODE ISLAND 
For Tickets in New York City: 

National Theatre Tickets, Empire State Bldg. 
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“THE ‘FAIR LADY’ OF FILMDOM!"—Crowther, Times 
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was off to the State University to study i 
for his Master’s degree. “Forget about | JRCTRIEY Aor be abietfince the face, but you'll easily identify the Aberfoyle 

the concert,” he said to me. “We'll have | SERRE} siseibiis cobl Cortina suit tailored by HANDMACHER. Comes in Misses’ 
a crack at “The Stars and Stripes For- 
ever’ next fall, in plenty of time for the 
Bartlesville game. It will be a spectacle 

this town will never forget!” As he 
spoke, I saw in his eyes the same fervent 
gleam I had seen that afternoon in 
November when he raised his arms to 
bring forth the first extraordinary blare 
of sound from our elementary-school 
band. 

I practiced “The Stars and Stripes 
Forever” all summer and got the piccolo 
part down cold, but I never had a 
chance to show Mr. Watling what I 
could do. My family unexpectedly 
moved from Sand Springs to Warrens- 
burg, Missouri, in September of 1929, 
and I took my flute and my piccolo with 
me, joining the school band in our new 
town. The stock-market crash occurred 
at almost exactly the same time as the 
Bartlesville game that year, and I never 
learned how Sand Springs reacted to 
that, or who won the game, or whether 

Mr. Watling ever found a new piccolo I STERLING SILVER 
player. But I feel sure that the end of 2 
the boom years meant nothing to the aberfoyle (elelile]g) 

town on that particular afternoon, when U.S.A | FINE FASHION YARN 
its band, all brave in gold and black, 
first swung onto the field. Culture was 
on the march at last. 

—Tom HoLLymaN 

and Junior sizes. About $30. Lord & Taylor, New York; Harzfeld's, Kansas City; 

L. L. Berger, Buffalo or write Aberfoyle, 1430 Broadway, New York 18, New York. 

  

    
SEASCAPE 

pin camera 
Immensity ask yourself “how many photographic jobs can my camera do?” Is fresh as paint, and friendly, 

then compare... . Like salt. 
Until wind pleats it, the water 
Spends mica’s childish glitter. 
At the end of the jetty, erect, 
Domestic, 
A herring gull 
Is the finial on the newel. 
He stares westward, 
No more prospecting for dinner 
Than a saint on his pillar. 
Marking the tip of the cape, the light- 

house 
Off there is the size of the gull, 
Equally singular, equally white. 
The hush that sparkles in the sun 
Ts noon. 

    
—BaeTTE DEUTSCH Contaflex, eye-level, 35mm reflex camera, sights and focuses with 

unrivalled brilliance, seeing through the great f/2.8 Zeiss Tessar lens 
with, wide open diaphragm, Operates at preset opening and speed 

, at a touch of the finger. Now various models make possible, with 
A Crim fe Party or parties {BEL | DENIS accessories and supplementary lenses, these functions: regular 

who removed gallons of sake—rice | WIRDEMMUS = ohotography (split second, time, and deferred exposure), closcups 
wine—from a government warehouse | ZnSHOLOMS (0 6”, magnification to 1.7 diameters, stereos, copying, telephoto, 
sample the loot, they won't like it—Van- | MPU and vide angle shots. At leading dealers. Send for free Contaflex 
couver (B.C.) News-Herald. booklet CY21. 

Thas wha’ you think! CARL ZEISS INC., 485 FIFTH AVE, NEW YORK, N.Y.
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Another of the 51 exciting reasons 
to apply now for an apartment at 

WASHINGTON SQUARE VILLAGE 

‘Through the Arch - 1 Block South of Washington Sq. PK. 
Rental Office Open Daly Incl. Sun. Evenings Mon. Thru 
Fri.-OR 7-5%00 - Occupancy Fall 1958 + 2% Rms. from $142 
3 rom $178 + 3% from $183 - 4 from $250 - 5 from $268 

  

  

ALLEY FORGE 
SUMMER CAMPS 

“At the Nation's Shrine’’ 

A summer of healthful fun and training 
away from the city awaits your boy at 
Valley Forge Summer Camps. Camp on 
200 rolling acres in the beautiful Radnor 
foothills at America’s National Shrine. 
Pioneer Camp (8-12); Ranger Camp (11-14). 
All sports including swimming, riding in- 
struction, mounted hikes. Woodcraft, scout- 
ing and modified military training. Separate 
Band Camp (13-18) under renowned Musi- 
cal Director features individual instrument 
instruction. Starlight band concerts. ° 

Catalogue: Thomas Rd., Wayne, Pa. 
  

      

LETTER FROM LONDON 
May 23 

HIS has been a 
strange, worry- 

ing week that has 
felt like a sort of 
crisis to many but has 
looked like placid 
normality—just as 
the leafy, flowery 
parks and squares 
look like spring, 

though a chilly nip in the air these last 
few days scems to have brought back 
winter. In the unpleasant seasonal mix- 
ture, Londoners have been getting 
along quietly with their own business, 
as if the large black word “FRANCE” 
printed on the street-corner newsvend- 
ers’ posters did not exist and all that 
they had on their minds was the chance 
of the current bus strike’s maybe coming 
to an end before the Whitsun holiday 
this weekend. Uneasiness is there, all 
right, but it is mainly voiced by the sort 
of people who read the newspapers with 
care and fiddle nervously with radio and 
television knobs to catch the fresh news 
bulletins. On the whole, the average 
public reaction to the extreme serious- 
ness of the items coming in from Paris, 
Algiers, and Lebanon seems to be the 
same as the Government’s—which is, 
apparently, to sit tight and wait until it 
becomes a little clearer who has won 
or how much the NATO alliance and 
European unity in general may have 
lost. 

In the House of Commons the other 
day, the Foreign Secretary, Mr. Selwyn 
Lloyd, answered anxious questions 
about Mr. Dulles’s statement concern- 
ing a possible United States landing in 
Lebanon to protect American interests 
there if necessary, but the only political 
views on France and Algeria have been 
given by members speaking more or 
less informally in their own constituen- 
cies. Parliament here has as yet made no 
comment on the grave crisis of Parlia- 
ment across the Channel, whatever 
agonizing reappraisals of the situation— 
or of a possible entirely new situa- 
tion—may be going on behind the 
scenes in the Cabinet. As the man in the 
street sees it, the crisis is only the con- 
tinuation of the previous crisis and the 
one before that, and of the long series of 
groggy French administrations. As far 
2s can be judged from ordinary opinions 
now being expressed in bars and trains 
and over taxi-drivers’ shoulders, the 
emergence of General de Gaulle as the 
strong man who may be able to pick up 

  

| the pieces of the present acute situation 

has not aroused much emotion except 
for some memories of his being “awk- 
ward” during the war—or, in the popu- 
lar British connotation, unaccommodat- 
ing and unbudging. (A story that has 
unfortunately not been forgotten and 
that has been frequently repeated dur- 
ing the past week is the one about Win- 
ston Churchill’s saying that of all ¢ 
heavy crosses he had to bear, the heavi- 
estwas unquestionably the Cross of Lor- 
raine.) The Left Wing, naturally, has 
reacted to the General with doubt and 
alarm. Lots of British find no cause for 
relief in his reiteration that he will do 
nothing illegally, without the consent 
of the Assembly, since they recall grim- 
ly that Mussolini and Hitler also came 
to power by strictly constitutional 
means. 

‘The General's integrity, awkward or 
not, is being remembered with hope by 
many, however. There are also large 
numbers of people here who undoubt- 
edly feel a good deal of sympathy with 
the French determination to keep Al- 
geria French. They are the ones who 
stubbornly maintain that Suez was right, 
and who now point regretfully to Sir 
Anthony Eden’s policy, which would 
have transformed the whole dangerous 
Middle East situation, they insist, if it 
had not been for misguided American 
and Labour Party interference. The 
wild, rapturous applause for Mr. Sel- 
wyn Lloyd at last autumn’s Conserva- 
tive conference—obviously for his hav- 
ing been Eden’s Foreign Secretary at 
the time of the Suez catastrophe, rather 
than for his still being Harold Mac- 
millan’s—showed how strongly the 
feelings of nostalgia and hurt national 
pride still persist in many English hearts. 

The newspaper comment has mostly 
been somewhat cautious, with the 
Beaverbrook press—which dispatched 
Randolph Churchill to Algiers to re- 
port for the Evening Standard—seem- 
ing the most pro-de Gaulle in tone. 
Several of the commentators, in trying 
to clarify the complex, tortuous Algeri- 
an situation for the British, have pointed 
out that the French feeling about aban- 
doning Algeria, with its more than a 
million European settlers, must not be 
compared with British feeling about, 
say, India, where Britons settled for a 
spell of duty and then sailed thankfully 
back to a snug villa on their native soil. 
An analogy nearer home and more 
painfully understandable to all readers 
wha are old enough to remember is with 
Ireland—also a bloody, bitter business, 
which left a legacy of enduring hatred 

 



by the time independence was finally 
granted. 

The immediate local result of the 
French crisis has to do with tourism. At 
Whitsun, thousands of English like to 
take themselves off to Paris, which this 
year suddenly looks less alluring. 
Thomas Cook says that its telephones 
have hardly stopped ringing with calls 
from intending travellers asking wheth- 
er the agency has heard any further 
news about threatened French strikes 
and how it means to get everybody back 
to London if the transport services de- 
cide to come out. To date, apparently, 
few people have felt jumpy enough to 
cancel their trips. The news about the 
fierce cut in the French travel allow- 
ance has been received with some an- 
guish by the hotel trade here, since the 
French are Britain’s keenest European 
visitors. It may be the French tourist in- 
dustry’s turn to be anguished later on 
this summer, if prospective English 
holidaymakers decide to transfer them- 
selves and their sterling to someone 
clse’s more settled landscape. 

A a background to all this, the Lon- 
don bus strike is now three weeks 

old and, after some hopefulness last 
week, still shows no sign of ending. This 
has become a city of walkers, striding 
along at the business rush hour like a 
surprisingly cheerful army. It has also 
become a city of women dressed for the 
urban life as far as the legs and then 
tapering off into the kind of sturdy, 
clumping footwear that would look 
good on a golf course. The striking bus- 
men have just been warned by Sir John 
Elliot, the chairman of the London 
Transport Executive, that their service 
has been losing customers steadily dur- 
ing the past few years, as more private 
cars have come on the road, and that 

it stands to lose still more when the 
strike finally breaks and the walkers are 
free to choose their method of getting 
to work. To judge by the numbers of 
citizens who have written to the papers 
saying that walking saves money and 
makes them feel better, and that it’s fine 
to breathe air uncontaminated by diesel- 
oil fumes from the buses, this may well 
be so. This last week, the biggest traffic 
jams of determined hikers mixed up 
with cars and taxis have been bearing 
down, non-stop, on the Chelsea Flower 
Show, where one of the most admired 
exhibits has been a genuine imported 
French flower-and-vegetable garden, 
all a-blowing and a-growing in the 
way that Frances friends here wish 
she were herself. 

—Morrie PaNTER-DowNES 
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America’s Greatest Thoroughbreds 
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Belmont Park 
First Race 1:15 pm « Daily Double Closes 1:05 pm « Gen'l Adm, $1.95 ix inc 

Special LIRR trains from Penn. Station and Flatbush Avenue, Brooklyn. 
By Subway & Bus or by Car—via Parkways. Plenty of Parking Space. 

FOR RESERVED SEATS: FIELDSTONE 7-2200. 

  

    

  

    

     
HOLLAND'S 

FINEST 

BEER    

Aged longer... . naturally carbonated 
... brewed from the world’s 

most expensive malt and hops 

  

    
By appointment to H.R.H. The Prince of the Netherlands 

MSTEL 
850 Fifth Avenue, New York, New York   

 



  

   
   

   

Lady Milton 
PULLOVER BUTTON-DOWNS 

Our own exclusive 
extra long tailed 
shirt with button- 
down roll collar. 
Box pleat with 
button center 
back; half 
All in 
single needle 
oring. 
Sizes 10-16. 

    

1. Batiste oxford in white, light bi 
beige or 

2. Dacron (65%) with pir 
SE 

3. Dacron/ cotton batist 
beige, navy, black, or red .. J 

4. Imported India Madras plaids in grounds of 

5. 

  

    

navy, red, olive, brown, gold 

   
   

lack with brown: 
brown with light 

d with 
1.95 

6. ture tartans in 
brown/blue; olive/beige; navy/olive/red; or 
red/olive een 8 98 

   7. Pima broadcloth in black ofive...... 7.95 
8. Dacron (85%) with pima cotton (35%) small 

geometric print burnt red with ofive/light 
gold; coffee brown with dark brown/gold 

10.95 
Selections 1,4,5,67, and 8 available in 

men's half sleeve 4 button pull- 
over button-downs. Sizes 183-17 

On request: free spring-summer wardrobe booklet 
Mail orders filled in 48 hours 

- add 40¢ postage 
: ) 

Ailton. JEL. 
CHAPEL HILL, NORTH CAROLINA 

Alio at 798 Peachtree St. N.E. Atlanta, Ga. Brotha August 1. 1558 

    

  

  

  

  

FIT FOR THE PRINCE 

easyvbaby 

  

THE PERFECT BABY PRESENT 

A pediatrician approved cradle chair that ele- 
vates and supports the smallest baby. It brings 

him into the family circle and frees mother's 
hands for feeding. Easybaby is the ideal way 
to keep the infant happy and secure at his 
mother's side, about the house, traveling. Hand 

finished wood construction, in pale pink, blue 

or yellow. Fully assembled, complete with plas- 
tic mattress, safety strap and hand holes. Satis- 

faction guaranteed. Send check or money 
order. Postage paid in the United States, $9.95. 

HARVEST HOUSE, BOX 581, ORCHARD PARK, N. Y. 

/ ACAPULCO 

9 AMERICAS 
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FoR YOU FECT VACATION 

THE RACE 
TRACK 

Bug Effort 

HE week’s 
sheaf of reports 

contains only a few 
notes from Belmont 
that we need bother 
with. The Acorn 

Stakes for three- 

; year-old fillies, 
which had its twenty-eighth running 
last Saturday, is supposed to tell who is 

going to win the Coaching Club Amer- 
ican Oaks, but it really doesn’t, since 
only five fillies have ever brought off the 
double. That’s one reason I hesitate to 

make any predictions about Mrs. Dodge 
Sloane’s Big Effort, the latest—and a 

very convincing—winner of the Acorn. 
Another reason is that unbeaten Idun, 

the wonder filly of last season, wasn’t 
in the race. It seems that she recently 

went off her feed a bit, but she’s all right 
now, and it is fully expected that she’ll 

be out for the Oaks, on June 2lst. 
‘There were eleven starters in the Acorn 

(if Tdun had run, she would have 
scared off half of them), and it was a 

thrilling race to watch, with Ramadel, 

Charming Hildy, and Shy Dancer go 
ing at a breakneck pace for more than 
half the mile run, and Big Effort com- 

ing around the leaders on the turn for 

home to win by six lengths from Polam- 
by, the second choice, and Lopar, the 

favorite. Curiously, Big Effort, who has 

the air of a racer, was lightly regarded 
in the betting (she paid a $23.80 mu- 
tuel), although she had beaten older 

and more seasoned runners in her first 

race this season, four days carlier. I 

suppose the horseplayers were attracted 

to Lopar because she had won her last 
two starts, and to Polamby because she 
was ridden by Arcaro. 

In a seven-furlong sprint over the 
grass course just before the Acorn, 

Arcaro rode Pantene, a French horse 

who caught my eye. Taking the lead 

quickly, Pantene stood off half a dozen 

challenges before he won by more than 
a length from Anxious Moment, and 
paid $37.20. (Arcaro wins on long 
ones, too.) Pantene, who was imported 
by the Cockfield Stable, was well fan- 

cied abroad, but his efforts on dirt tracks 

in this country have been dismal. His 
form on turf may be something else 
again. 

So many of the two-year-olds have 

been coughing and sneezing (the same 
old epidemic comes around every 

  

Need New Croquet Balls? 
Sure we have them. Wickets 

too. Aching back? Maybe your 

sacroiliac will benefit from us- 
ing a bike-hook to help guide 
Junior along on his three- 
wheeler. Does Susie’s favorite 
doll need a new wig with the 

latest coiffure? We have wigs 

in all sizes and shades. Also 

glass eyes for poor blind teddy 

bears. If there’s a croquet ball, 

wig or glass eye situation fac- 
ing you pay us a visit. We sup- 
ply super service free—and 

our usual unusual assortment 

of toys and games gives you a 

wide, wide choice. If you don’t 
see it, ask for it. We gift wrap 
and ship everywhere. 

  

TN 
TOY BAZAAR 
1381 Third Avenue (bet. 78th & 79th) 

since 1892 
Toy Headquarters for Smart New York 

(Trafalgar 9-3383-84)     
  

  

MUSIC LOVERS RENDEZVOUS. 

ITALIAN AMERICAN CUISINE 
13 EAST 12th STREET AL. 59095-9773 

MUSIC LOVERS RENDEZVOUS 

ITALIAN AMERICAN CUISINE 
13 EAST 12th STREET AL.5-9095-9773 

MUSIC LOVERS RENDEZVOUS. 

ITALIAN AMERICAN CUISINE 
13 EAST 12¢h STREET AL. 59095-9773 

  

  

  

A youth who Is not very solemn, 
In his life never schussed nor slalomed 
He put on skis now he's up fo his knees 

In Crystal Lake's wonderful program of 
‘teaching water skiing fo guests 

who only recently used water wings. 
... 60 acre private lake, 1500 woodland acres, 
9 pro clay tennis courts, all sports, summer 
theatre, low rates. Owned and managed by the 
Slutsky family, EXCLUSIVE: only at Crystal, 
“The Weavers" July 13th to August 2nd. 

IN THE ADIRONDACKS 
CRYSTAL LAKE LODGE 

CHESTERTOWN 3, N.Y. 
Phones: 3830—N.Y.C. 'MU_7.2678 

HEALTH 
IS GOOD FASHION 

Reduce o Keep Fit 
A figure-conscious combination of 

MASSAGE & STEAM ROOM. 10 VISITS 

Cen S47 
HEALTH ROOF FOR WOMEN 

  

  

  

       
   

     480 Lex. Ave. (46 St.) Plaza 5-0429



  
A distinguished attaché in Stockholm put it 
this way: “Like Sweden herself, this Relska 
Vodka is the magnificent neutral. Here you sip 
the qualities sought by people of true discern- 
ment. And—there is no liquor taste.” 
“All diplomats seem to agree with you,” I said, 
“judging by our fellow guests.” 
“Precisely,” he smiled. “Since the dim ages 
we've known Relska as the diplomatic drink.” 

  

3k “THE DIPLOMATIC DRINK” (and not 

just in Swe In a dry martini, collins, 
rickey, with juices . . . Relska is reassuringly 
discreet — there is no liquor taste. 

  

  

    

The Nntity Fis 
Flonsred Dect - 

CONSISTENT WINNER OF THE HIGHEST INTERNATIONAL AWARDS 
80 and 100 Proof. Made from Grain by L.Relsky & Cie, Cockeysville, Md., U A 

   



  

The liquid pepper seasoning... 
gives [favor alll through youn Chick-n-Que 

A lot of good things go into a Chick-n-Que. 
But the “magic touch” in the salad dressing, basting 
sauce and baked potatoes comes from Tabasco . . . 
the same famous seasoning that brightens so many 
dishes from Tahiti to Tangier. Because it’s aged 
like fine wine for three long years, Tabasco has a 
mellow flavor and aroma nothing cise quite equals. 
And, because it’s pepper in liguid form, that mellow 
goodness is spread evenly all through your Chick- 
1-Que. For good food, good fun, invite your friends 
to a Chick-n-Que soon. Meanwhile, enjoy Tabasco 
on eggs, in hamburger, meatloaf, spaghetti + . . 
whenever you want a “flavor lift.” 
Miniature bottle for this recipe: Send 10c to Tabasco, 
Dept. NY-5, Avery Island, La. to cover handling. 

* 

makes eating an aduentune 
“Registered trademark for Mcllhenny Company pepper souce 

   ng 

% cup Mazola Oil 
% cup lemon juice 

or cider vinegar 
Y cup water 
1% tablespoons salt 

3 tablespoons 
sugar 

1% teaspoons 
Tabasco 

2 to 3 broiler- 
fryer chickens, 
quartered 

-n-Que Sauce’ 

  

Heat to boil Mazola Oil, lemon 
Juice, water, salt, sugar and 
Tabasco; keep hot. Brush chick- 
en with sauce. Grill 12 inches 
from heat, skin side up. Cook 
slowly about 1 hour, until 
tender. Turn and baste often 
with well mixed barbecue sauce. 
Serve extra sauce with chicken. 

For highly seasoned sauce, in- 
crease Tabasco—add mustard 
and Worcestershire sauce.  



  

spring) that it’s hard to tell much about 
them. I can report, however, that 

Lawdy Claudy, a filly who has escaped 
the scourge, galloped off with the Fash- 
ion Stakes the other afternoon. Aes- 
thetic, a hundred-to-one shot, was sec- 
ond, and Hope Ts Eternal (named in 
honor of horseplayers, I suppose) was 
third. Lawdy Claudy won more easily 
than she did in the Rosedale at Jamaica 
last month. She’s a showy black filly by 
‘Woodchuck, a useful sprinter who won 
the Paumonok in 1952. 

As interesting an item as any at Bel- 
mont last week was the return of Gal- 
lant Man, who worked out between 
races there for the Carter Handicap, on 
Memorial Day, in which he’ll meet 
Bold Ruler. Tt was a good gallop—six 
furlongs in 1:1146—but what im- 
pressed me was his looks. Last year he 
was light-bodied and on the small side, 
but over the winter he has grown and 
filled out amazingly. He'll run well in 
the Carter, which is at seven furlongs, 
but I venture to predict that he’ll go 
better in the Metropolitan, which is a 
furlong longer, and best of all in the 
Suburban, at a mile and a quarter. 

PEAKING of Gallant Man and 
Bold Ruler, their last year’s rival, 

Round Table, was beaten in the Cali- 

fornian Stakes at Hollywood Park last 
weekend. Seaneen, carrying twenty- 
one pounds less than Round Table, who 

carried a hundred and thirty, won by 
four lengths, and Terrang was third, 
The Californian is an unlucky race for 
top horses. Round Table finished sec- 
ond to Social Climber in it last year, and 
then proceeded to win five straightat the 
same track—the Track of the Lakes 
and Flowers, they call it—and in 1956 
Swaps lost the race through no fault of 
his own, but let’s not go into that again. 
Anyhow, second money brought Round 
Table’s total earnings to $1,025,764. 

OBODY, I'm sure, expected any- 
one but Lincoln Road to win the 

Jersey Stakes at Garden State Park last 
Saturday. He had speed and an advan- 
tage in the weights over his more dan- 
gerous opponents, and he made use of 
both. From all accounts, Talent Show, 
who came in second, was by far the best 
of the others, including Lil Fella, who 
made a strong finish to be third. I was 
pleased to learn that Lincoln Road’s 
stable isn’t going to send him against 
Tim Tam in the Belmont. He just 
isn’t up to a mile and a half. Besides, 
racers know when they're beaten re- 
peatedly, and it sours them. He’s too 
nice a colt for that. —Aupax Minor 

hat. in the 
ices soil on earth! 

3 
A NEW 

ALL-COLOMBIAN 

COFFEE 

IS HERE!     

  

Le — = § f— 

A BUwrose COND ,_     

Wagauate® (59 

Extra rich in flavor and fragrance, it’s the coffee for coffee connoisseurs 

filter the tropic sunlight, the treas- 
ured coffee beans that give you 
Brown Gold are rich nuggets of 
flavor and fragrance. 

Brown Gold costs more, naturally. 
But it gives you so much more—in 
flavor, in bouquet, in deep-down 
satisfaction. 
Reward yourself with a cup of this 
superb coffee—America’s only all- 
Colombian Coffee. 

Brown Gold 

(Nate: If your dealer does not have Brown Gold, order direct from the Andes Coffee Co. 
80 Front St., New York 5, N. Y. Send $1.50 for 11b., or $2.70 for 2 lbs., parcel post prepaid. 

From the matchless climate of the 
Andes, and the world’s richest soil, 
comes America’s first and only all- 
Colombian coffee—Brown Gold. 

All good coffee contains some 
Colombian coffee. But Brown Gold 
is all Colombian Coffee—the finest 
coffee Nature grows. 

Raised from selected seeds, care- 
fully grown under shade trees that 
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LANCERS 
ated Vie Rese       

    

     

    

The great passions of 
history were puppy love 
compared to the wor- 
ship your husband will 
have for Seaprook's 
Baked Haddock. It's a 
culinary delight. 

passion 
Ready-to-serve in 

12 minutes—and no 
pots to wash! Sea- 
brook’sBaked Haddock 
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AN UNUSUAL DINNER WINE! 

Imported from Portugal. 
A Lighbodied Rosé wine— 
slightly effervescent— 
delightfully different in 
ste. Borded in hand 
molded earthenware 
crock or ghass ug.        is available in your lo- 

cal frozen food cabinet.   Saw SH Se NY 19,8
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EXTRA CARE IN 

Matiiiig 
Storage 

AT NO EXTRA COST TO YOU! 
Let a courteous, skilled expert 
come in and help you plan the 
most efficient and economical 
solution to your problems 

west sine WAtkins 8-1300 
510-520 West 21st Street 

New York, N.Y. 

  

      

east sioe LEhigh 5-9100 
Ree: 0th St & Third Avenue » New York, N.Y. 
Write or phone for booklet on moving day short-cuts 
  

who stand out 
[LICR EH 

As one of 
the world’s finest 

small resorts, 
are outstand- 

Elaborats 
and semi- 
th sunken 

bathe, picture 
windows, balconies 

overhanging the 
water, and a 

privacy and charm 
that will astonish you. 

Luncheon and 
moonlight cru 

| onthe beautiful 

THE TIDES INN 
IRVINGTON 7, VIRGINIA 

Nat. Rep.: Rbt. Warner, Inc. MU 2-4300 
17 E. 45th Street 

UNUSUAL SUMMER RENTAL— 
Isolated mountainside aerie built ’57 by 
former American Home editor. Superb 
view. Window walls, deck. Handsomely 
furnished, fireplace, dishwasher, freezer, 
3 bedrooms, 2 baths. 70 miles, good trains, 
Water Gap country. 

MU 7-4300, ext. 132.   
  

      

  

    

  

  

        

      

  

  

MUSICAL 
EVENTS 

In the Grand Manner 

HE buildup 
surrounding 

the return to Amer- 
ica of Van Cliburn 
as winner of the 
Moscow Tchaikov- 

sky Competition for Pianists had some- 
what the character of the one that 
Charles Lindbergh was accorded fol- 
lowing his historic Atlantic cre sing, 
and it naturally put some thoughtful 
people on the defensive. Their emo- 
tions included-doubt that the Russians 
were capable of holding any sort of 
competition that was not rigged for po- 
litical purposes, annoyance that we had 
to wait for them to put their stamp of 
approval on one of our own artists, and 
a certain amount of irritation over the 
fact that our own government does not 
sponsor competitions of this kind, which 
would help young musicians soar to 
comparable heights of public glory. But 
early last week, when Mr. Cliburn 
made his much heralded appearance in 
Carnegie Hall, accompanied by the 
Symphony of the Air, all such carping 
quickly evaporated. 

The Russians, it turned out, had been 
quite right. The long, weedy-looking 
twenty-three-year-old Texan with the 
furiously tomentose scalp and the fingers 
resembling stalks of asparagus actually 
proved to be a pianist in the grand man- 
ner. In saying this, T am referring to a 
special, rare, and profoundly impressive 
kind of piano playing. Mr. Cliburn is 
not, like many of his contemporaries, a 
neat, antiseptic technician who shines in 
Scarlatti and Bartok. He is a living rep- 
resentative of the great ninetcenth- and 
carly-twentieth-century school of vir- 
tuosity, which included such formidable 
artists as Sergei Rachmaninoff, Josef 
Lhevinne, and Josef Hofmann, and it is 
indeed heartening to find the traditions 
of this school flourishing again in one 
so young. Mr. Cliburn has plenty of 
technique. His octave passages are elec- 
trifying; he can produce a tremendous 
volume and variety of tone; and he 
could, if he desired, make a magnificent 
impression as a master of the showier 
side of his art. But the most arresting 
thing about his playing is his mastery of 
other things—the tasteful and assured 
use of rubato in the style of the dis- 
tinguished virtuosos of the past, the deli- 
cacy in executing pianissimos, the sure 
sense of musical phraseology, the fecling 
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ALAN E. MURRAY 

inventor of moulded 
shoes, changed shoe- 
making history by his 
invention of the first 
shoe moulded to the 
contour of the human foot. 

NOW CREATES: Super 

III= 
2 SHOE 2 

Light as a feather 

   
    

    

Cool as a breeze 
Colorful as Look for the or Murray name 
pring BEWARE OF | #55. would 

IMITATIONS on silver 

SPACE SHOES for every occasion: 
sport, business, dress, skating 

. 
Visit our Spring Fashion Show 

213 West 58th St., N.Y.C. CI 7-1795 
130 West 10th St., N.Y.C. CH 27750 

Prompt Delivery 
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Franconia 9, New Hampshire 
A famous hotel in a famous setting 
with sports and social activities for 
every member of the family. Private 
golf course, swimming pool, riding 
stables, tennis. Excellent dining; 
cocktail lounge. Hay-fever-free. Ami. 
Plan. George W. Collier, Owner- 
Manager. Opens June 25th. 

See vour travel agent or call 
FRanconia 3-691. 

N.Y. OFFICE: MURRAY HILL 2.4300 A 
AAA AAR A AAAAAAL 

Dorset 
is open daily K 0 0, mw 

and Sunday for 
BREAKFAST 

LUNCHEON and DINNER 
THE POPULAR NEW 

DORSET BAR-CAFE 
is recommended by knowing New Yorkers for 

COCKTAILS and late SUPPER SNACKS 

HOTEL DORSET 
30 West 54th Street, Just off Fifth Ave. 

Member of Diners Civh Bung & Bing. Inc. Mgt 
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The ONE and ONLY 

Ring i. Sea phi Ly pists 
HOS Ave., neor 53rd St, 

AIR CONDITIONED» EL 5-9309           
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for restraint as well as climax, and all 
the remaining elements of musical sensi- 
tivity that go to make up a superb key- 
board artist. 

The works Mr. Cliburn chose for the 
occasion were the Tchaikovsky Piano 
Concerto and the Third Piano Con- 
certo of Rachmaninofi—and he played 
the latter, by the way, in its original ver- 
sion, including those passages Rach- 
maninoff himself later deleted, on the 
ground that the composition was too 
difficult for most pianists to tackle. It 
is now fashionable in some circles— 
notably those inhabited by composers 
incapable of writing effective piano mu- 
sic, who today constitute a majority— 
to disparage these celebrated works as 
mere showpieces. They seem that way, 
however, only when played by a medi- 
ocre pianist. Actually, they represent 
a complete command of the instrument 
and a deep understanding of the psy- 
chological purposes of pianistic artis- 
try—qualities that are practically extinct 
in’ contemporary music. Mr. Cliburn’s 
performances of the two concertos gave 
them all their inherent dignity, fire, and 
romantic tenderness, and in listening to 

him one realized anew what eloquent 
works they are, and why during their 
period the piano ranked as the most ex- 
pressive of musical instruments. There 
are, of course, on the current horizon 
a number of pianists—one thinks of 
Artur Rubinstein and Louis Kentner, 
among others—who have a commenda- 
ble grasp of the tradition embodied in 
these and similar works, and some of 
whom, owing to greater maturity, play 
them with even more finesse and suavity 
than Mr. Cliburn. Still, in all my years 
of listening to pianists I cannot remem- 
ber a youthful artist who seemed to 
comprehend the traditions as well, or to 
give comparable promise of becoming a 
great virtuoso. 

The Symphony of the Air was con- 
ducted the other night by an imported 
Russian named Kiril P. Kondrashin, 
who provided unusually perceptive ac- 
companiments, as well as a highly dis- 
ciplined and incisive performance of 
Prokofief’s “Classical Symphony.” I 
suspect that if it had not been for the 
furor over Mr. Cliburn, Mr. Kondrash- 
in would have been quite a hit, too. In 
any case, I look forward to hearing him 
conduct again, for he has the dedicated 
musicianship and the hair-trigger con- 
trol characteristic of an important mae- 
stro. 

RANGOISE SAGAN’s ballet “The 
Broken Date,” which arrived at the 

Adelphi Theatre from Paris later in the 
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week, is a juvenile study in algolagnia— 
a word that, to save you a trip to the 
dictionary, involves the art of gloating 
over sexual suffering. Its plot concerns 
a young man who, when his married 
mistress fails to show up for a soirée, 
seduces a sweater girl, feels remorse, 
drinks what appears to be a bottle of 
iodine, and dies just at the moment his 
mistress returns to him, full of love 
and penitence. Its scenery, by the well- 
known French painter Bernard Buffet, 
is rather scratchy-looking and not espe- 
cially well suited to the theatre. Its score, 
by Michel Magne, is a deafening con- 
coction reminiscent of the music usually 
provided for Grade B Hollywood 
movies. Its choreography is the work 
of two Americans, John Taras and 
Don Lurio, neither of whom seems to 
ply his craft with any imagination what- 
ever. There is, as a matter of fact, very 

little in it that can be described as danc- 
ing, and this lack is hardly compensated 
for by an abundance of temple-clutch- 
ing, screaming, and agonized panto 
mime. I could, however, discern a few 
evidences of talent on the part of some 
of the cast—particularly Mr. Lurio, 
who, in the role of a concierge, does a 
drunken dance in the middle of the sec- 
ond act that shows an elementary flair 
for Broadway comedy. 

Otherwise, the ballet’s claim to inter- 
est seems to rest on two seduction 
scenes—one of them performed in a 
bathroom—which are set forth with a 
degree of realism that makes the spec- 
tacles of the Minsky Brothers appear 
sedate and aesthetically formal by con- 
trast. The choreography of these scenes 
involves a number of wrestling holds 
and a great deal of vigorous rubbing of a 
sort that suggests that the participants 
are frantically engaged in anointing 
each other with sun-tan lotion. Three 
acts of this kind of thing proved to be a 
dreadful bore. Seductions are, after all, 
like children; one loves one’s own, but 
prolonged and intimate exposure to 
other peoples is apt to be trying, to say 
the least. —WINTHROP SARGEANT 

  

Strong then was questioned 
about the safe. He said the man- 
ager. Louis Green, who lives with 
his wife in an eighth-floor apart- 
ment, had the combination. While 
three thugs stood guard below, 
two robbers had Elkins ride them 
up to Green's suite. 

Green was taken down to the 
lobby and at gunpoint ordered to 
open the safe. He said he couldn’t 
open the safe. He said he couldn't. 

—The News. 

Get hold of yourself, Green!



  

E— ‘HE CONTENDERS” 
(St. Martin’s 

Press), a new book by 
John Wain, a young 
English poet, critic, and 
novelist, wisely makes 
only a pass at being a 
novel. Primarily, it is 

. a work of ridicule, an 
obstreperous type of writing that al- 
ways seems to stick out of what- 
ever form it lands in. (The graceful 
perfection of Pope’s couplets is invari- 
ably obscured by the steady, disturbing 
static of his wit, and, sooner or later, 
Swift's venom bulges uncontrollably 
out of his tidy, novel-like structures.) 
Mr. Wain, who is an unbridled and 
highly skilled clown, has patched to- 
gether a genuine comedy about three 
men, born and raised in the English 
Midlands, out of old vaudeville rou- 
tines—slapstick; the woman talking in- 
terminably in the phone booth; funny 
dialects; the fat man—and a pure, un- 
abashed sense of the ridiculous. But he 
does it with the freshness of the inven- 
tor, and not as a borrower: “Myra held 
out her hand to me with one of the ges- 
tures they taught her in ballet classes 
when she was sixteen. I didn’t know 
whether I was meant to shake it, kiss it, 
or get out a box of matches and light it 
for her.” He is also a fearless writer 
who, unlike many of his English con- 
temporaries, doesn’t consider style an 
aberration; his prose is awash with in- 
spired metaphors and similes, and, in 
the manner of Rebecca West, he occa- 
sionally allows them to grow into small 
fantasies that both illuminate and deco- 
rate. Here is his refashioning of the old- 
est device in the world, the drunk scene: 

There was only one way to fight my 
fatigue and drunkenness... [by] releasing 
my hold on the life-line and deliberately 
sinking like a stone, down into the roomy 
depths where my headache, thirst, and las- 
situde wouldn't matter. I felt like a man 
who has died at sea and is being sewn into 
his shroud . . . for marine burial. I even 
muttered to myself, “His heavy-shotted 
hammock-shroud Drops in his vast and 
wandering grave.” God bless Tennyson! I 
smiled carelessly to myself. . . . Conversa- 
tional tides, full of starfish, whales, plank- 
ton, and fragments of purposely disman- 
tled ships, washed over me. I floated 
downwards through landscape gardens of 
sea-plants and rock-formations. The light 
grew dimmer. Soon I would be among the 
deep-sea fish, who dic if they are brought 
within a mile of the surface. Tt was all de- 
lightfully relaxing. 

While all the finger-snapping and 
soft-shoe dancing is going on, Mr. 

BOOKS 
The Emergence of Clarence 

Wain is secretly busy with an extremely 
difficult feat—a convincing portrait of 
a wholly good man, an extended joke 
that is not revealed until the end of the 
book. It starts on the first page, where 
Mr. Wain sidelines his real hero, Joe 
Shaw, by making him a raconteur about 
to tell the story of a complex, twenty- 
year relationship between his two oldest 
friends. Mr. Wain further dismisses 
him as a fat, genial, inconspicuous man 
who grows up full of self-pity and with- 
out an inch of ambition. The two 
friends are Ned Roper, a tall, cool ex- 
trovert who views life as a series of easy 
problems in logic, and Robert Lamb, 
a short, dark, self-centered rebel who 
never has anything under control ex- 
cept his talents as a painter. Both be- 
come celebrated and wealthy—Lamb as 
a painter and Roper as a pottery manu- 
facturer. But they are driven by an un- 
controllable need for oneupmanship that 
eventually becomes the mutual magnet- 
ism of hatred. They use Shaw as an 
unwieldy but essential mirror for their 
egos, as well as for a combination ref- 
eree, Dorothy Dix, and Boswell, sum- 
moning him to London at all hours from 
their home town, where he has become 
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a newspaper reporter. At the same time, 
Shaw, however placidly overstuffed on 
the outside, is suffering from severe 
inner contusions of his own: 

No one knew of [my] rebellious feel- 
ings. . . . In reality, I was poised in mid- 
air between two attitudes, and couldn't 
have come down on either side. I needed 
the thick, warm stew of provincial cosi- 
ness: I was a dab hand at the “Now-lad- 
you-must-take-us-as-you-find-us” stuff... 
On the other hand I should have gone mad 
if my bluff had been called and I'd been 
asked to settle into that position for good. 
‘Without frequent escapes to London and 
the Continent, I'd have been lost. But of 
course when I was in London I felt dis- 
satisfied there too. 

  

But Shaw’s patience runs out. His 
side of his relationship with Roper and 
Lamb—as a blue-ribbon jury that ex- 
amines, judges, and rules on all the 
greed, meanness, and phonyness they 
gradually reveal to him—puts an un- 
bearable strain on his stoicism. It is at 
this point that one realizes that, just as 
Mr. Wain has intended, Roper and 
Lamb are only symbols—nicely fitted 
out with a wide assortment of standard 
human characteristics—of the war be- 
tween Business and Art. It is Shaw who, 
like an enormous balloon in descent, 
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©€ A delightfully amusing yarn, always 
in good taste, about a small Naval 
combat camera unit taking over a 
geisha house in Tokyo. It combines 
the charm of The World of Suzie Wong. 
with the fun of Don’t Go Near the 
Water, making it one of the most en- 
tertaining servicemen-abroad stories 
to date.”—Pittsburgh Press 

  

by George Campbell 

© That rare find, a really good light 
novel."—N. Y. Herald Tribune Book 

Review 
“As wild, charming, bittersweet, 
and satisfying a yarn as ever was told 
about the U. S. Navy.” 

—Dallas Times Herald 

€€ Sometimes hilarious, sometimes 
very touching indeed.” 

—San Francisco Call-Bulletin 
$3.95 at all bookstores 
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“One of the most fascinating, 
authentic, dramatically excel- 
lent books | have ever read on 
espionage and counter-intelli- 
gence.”—F. van WYCK MASON. 
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has heen slowly filling the sky. In what 
appears to be a final act of self-efface- 
ment, he dashes off to London once 
more to rescue a beautiful Italian serv- 
ant girl Lamb has deserted (a replace- 
ment for his wife, whom Roper has 
stolen), and finds her after a night- 
marish search in which such irrelevan- 
cies as this become engraved on his over- 
heated mind: 

Tug SHort ONE [a barber talking 
with two colleagues]: Seems to be a lot 
more pests about this year. When I first 
started growin’ vegetables, you didn’t 
seem to get none of these pests, not so 
much as they do now, like. 

‘THE TALL ONE: If you want my ex- 
planation, it's all the atoms in the air. 
THE Far Ong: What's that religion 

where they don’t kill nothink? 
‘THE SHORT ONE: Quakers. 
Tue Far ONE: No, that one where 

they don’t eat nothink that’s alive, and 
that. They don’t kill nothink. 

‘THE TALL ONE: Yerss. And suppose a 
gnat comes and lands on you. You brush 
him off, don’t you? And durin’ the brushin’ 
process 'e gets killed. 

Shaw tells the girl he is taking her 
home with him, she agrees, and in a fit 
of grateful self-revelation he tells her 
his true first name (“My Christian 
name isn’t really Joe [he has said at 
the start of the book]; it’s an absurd 
name that I always detested and 
wouldn’t let anybody use”). It is 
Clarence, a stolid synonym for the ven- 
erable strengths of provincial England, 
which, like China, eventually absorbs 
all evil without a ripple. 

R. Wan has a quality of shaggy 
lunacy when compared to War- 

ren Miller, a young American novelist. 
Mr. Miller’s second novel, “The Way 
We Live Now” (Little, Brown), is a 
tight, serious, careful book, whose sen- 
tences are as smooth as baby food and 
‘whose characters often talk as if they 
were holding a seminar on wit. Indeed, 
Mr. Millers approach resembles the 
devices that one uses to divert a child 
exposed to tragedy, for it conceals a 

story full of sad, desperate middle-class 
Americans struggling with divorce, 
mental unbalance, and general root- 
lessness. Lionel Aldridge, a thirty-two- 
year-old New York insurance man, 
leaves his wife and five-year-old daugh- 
ter because he is frustrated sexually and 
emotionally. He moves into a Spartan 
apartment in Greenwich Village, 
and takes up unsuccessfully with a 
maternal divorcée, Rosalind, who suf- 
focates him, and an old girl friend, 
Amelia, who, though she loves him, re- 
fuses to sacrifice her marriage or her 
children. Then Lionel’s wife moves to   

MAY 31,1958 
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California with their daughter, whom 
he worships, and he is left face to face 
with himself. It is a disheartening mo- 
ment. Whenever Lionel is not with his 
daughter or his women, he carouses 
with old college friends. He visits one 
of them, with a mutual friend, while 
trundling home a cot he has just pur- 
chased: 

They wheeled the cot to Martha's door 
and rang the bell. A maid opened it and 
frowned at them. “What d’you boys want 
here?” she said. 

“We'd like to speak to the lady of the 
house.” 

Martha came to the door with a napkin 
in her hand. 

“What's all this, boys?” she asked, look- 
ing at the cot. 

Nicholas said, “I told you she’d want to 
see this cot.” 

Lionel said, “I said she'd want to see 
the cot. You said she'd never forgive us if 
we didn’t stop by.” 

“Well I don’t know about that,” Mar- 
tha said. “Why don’t you boys come in and 
refresh yourselves? That must be hard 
work.” i 

“Oh we're used to it. Don’t go any- 
where without it.” 

“Made a solemn promise to our daddy. 
Take it with us always.” 

“Just leave it here in the foyer,” Mar- 
tha said. “It won't disturb the horse.” 

Mr. Miller almost never lets up on 
this bravura coating of smile, smile, 
smile. And the few times he allows such 
realities as madness, perversion, loneli- 
ness, or hatred out into the open, it is 
too late. As a result, his book has an air 
of rationed naturalism, like those precise 
Hudson River School landscapes with 
their doll-like houses, flat, gleaming 
water, and emerald meadows on which 
the artist has invariably imposed, for the 
sake of reality, a dead tree, a wild gar- 
den, or a vine-tangled ruin, which only 
stains the view, while making it twice 
as romantic. —WHITNEY BALLIETT 

BRIEFLY NOTED 

FICTION 

THE Quick YEars, by Jean Ariss 
(Harper). This story, written in a 
passion of love and admiration, de- 
scribes the first thirty-five years of the 
marriage of Sarah Englemonger, the 
daughter of a Presbyterian minister, 
and Joseph Baer, a city-bred Jew 
who turns to farming in his disgust 
with city life. The scene is a Califor- 
nia farm, where life is uproariously 
domestic—the Baers have twelve 
children—busy, and independent, 
and where the air is always alive with 
questions and discussions, because 
Joseph Baer is a man who takes noth- 
ing for granted and will allow no one 
near him to rest for very long. Shar- 
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on, a granddaughter of the family, 
tells the story, and through her ador- 
ing eyes we see Sarah and Joseph as 
giant figures, both furious, though in 
different ways, both generous, and, 
together, in absolute command of 
the clamorous and interesting world 
they have made for themselves and 
their clan, where love and under- 
standing flow freely and all the in- 
stincts, except the one for privacy, are 
recognized and respected. 

Tue Stars Grow Pare, by Karl 
Bjarnhof, translated from the Dan- 
ish by Naomi Walford (Knopf). A 
complex, multi-layered recollection of 
the period, just before his teens, when 
the author, a member of a poor 
family in a small Danish village, was 
gradually and inexorably going blind. 
Casting his book as a novel, Mr. 
Bjarnhof writes—with the genuine 
poet’s feeling for the nuances and col- 
ors of both the interior and the exteri- 
or world—not of something fearful 
and menacing but of his narrator’s 
step-by-step withdrawal from ordi- 
nary two-by-four reality into a nearly 
religious state of awareness and pur- 
pose, brought on by the cruelty of 
other children, by the half under- 
standing of his parents and teachers, 
and, most of all, by his unfailing sen- 
sitivity and toughness of mind. Un- 
cannily, the author seems able to re- 
live, rather than merely imagine or 
long for, his past; as a result, his de- 
lineation of two of the sharpest emo- 
tions one can experience—the pain 
caused in a delicate, intuitive child 
by lack of communication with the 
adult world, and the quite differ- 
ent, almost releasing pain of loving 
trees, the wind, fields, and stars— 
never for a moment spills over into 
the sentimental. A moving, honest, 
and completely sustained work of 
sensibility. 

St. DiNGaN’s Bons, by Julian Cal- 
lender (Vanguard). Some poor, 
cheerful Connemara children, as en- 
thusiastic about their prayers and de- 
votions as they are about plaguing 
their parents and any other grown- 
ups unfortunate enough to cross 
their path, see a radiant airborne vi- 
sion and afterward find a small bone, 
which they and their families and 
neighbors are convinced is a holy 
relic. When the relic gives evidence 
of being miraculous, the children and 
their village, Ballydingan, become fa- 
mous, to the dismay of the local 
clergy, Protestant and Catholic, and 
to the worse dismay of some assorted 
intellectuals who thought they had   
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BAHAMA ISLANDS 
Only 4 hours from New York, less than an 
hour from Florida. Direct flights from Miami, 
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stop service from New York. 
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(includes accommodations, 6 nights; breakfasts, 
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s. s. NASSAU 
7 and 9 day cruises, $170 vp 

2 days in Nassou—ship your hotel 
(No exira charge for stopover) 

INCRES NASSAU LINE, Home Lines 
42 Broadway, New York 4, N. Y. 

per person 
plus transportation 

  

s: 5. FLORIDA 
Leave Miami —Mon -Fri. — 5 P.M. 
Arrive Nassau—Tues. -Sat, —8:30 AM. 
Leave Nassau—Wed.-Sun. — 5 P.M. 
Arrive Miami —Thurs.-Mon.—8:30 A.M. 

Round trip, $39 up 
3-day, all-expense cruises, $54 up 

(two days in Nassau) 

P. & O. STEAMSHIP CO. 
Miami 8, Florida 

Save time and money—See your Travel Agent 
Send for FREE colourfully illustrated literature! 

  

  - Ty 
NASSAU, BAHAMAS, 
DEVELOPMENT BOARD 
1633-34 duPont Bldg., Miami 32, Fla. 

Please send free literature to: 
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found a refuge from the noisy world. 
This is a mild little novel, but fresh 
and amusing and parochial in an 
agreeable, familiar way. 

Entry E, by Richard Frede (Random 

House). Callow, but alive and grow- 
ing older, Ed Bogard, a university 
junior who is uneasy about the dis- 
tance between him and what he en- 
visions as the unpredictable, perilous 
hub of life—a distance that he has al- 
ways cautiously maintained, because 
he loves secure ways and safe bets— 
forces himself to become involved, or, 
rather, immersed, in a situation that is 
distasteful to him and that can result 
in his complete disgrace. Bogard’s 
university isin New England, and his 
challenge presents itself during a 
wild November weekend of cele- 
bration, with drinking parties and 
girl visitors to hasten the moment 
when he will put himself on trial. 
Mr. Frede’s writing has a youthful 
vigor. 

SEMAN aNp SoN, by Elick Moll 
(Putnam). The sentimental me- 
anderings of Morris Seidman, a 
Seventh Avenue dress manufacturer 
and philosopher, are good to read. A 
Book-of-the-Month Club selection. 

GENERAL 

Orsini: THE STORY OF a CONSPIRA- 
TOR, by Michael St. John Packe 
(Little, Brown). “This love of coun- 
try is a religious mania with you 
Italians,” the Austrian inquisitor 
Baron Sanchez cried out at his first 
meeting with the subject of this study, 
and then added, with something like 
awe, “Your life is a romance from 
beginning to end.” Orsin?’s was in- 
deed. Born near Bologna in 1819, 
the son of a Bonapartist officer, Fe- 
lice Orsini was a fugitive from justice 
(onamanslaughter charge) at seven- 
teen. At eighteen, his record cleared 
by the direct intervention of the Pope, 
he was on the way to becoming a Jes- 
uit. At twenty-two, he fled the order 
and joined the Young Italy move- 
ment, where he rapidly came to the 
attention of Mazzini. During the 
next seventeen years, he served that 
dreamy bumbler as a dependable of- 
ficer, agent, and trouble shooter in a 
dozen abortive uprisings and in a hun- 
dred hurried journeys throughout 
Europe, and was five times impris- 
oned by the Austrian overlords of 
Ttaly (once in the sinister fortress at 
Mantua, where he met Sanchez and 
from which he accomplished an un- 
precedented escape). He later broke 
with Mazzini, attempted to assassi-     
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PAJAMAS & ROBE 
TRAVEL SET 

(Wash 'n’ Wear) 

If dad's a homebody, this is an inspired 

gift; if he travels, it’s a spectacular one. 

Robe, pajamas and travel case, matched 

and magnificent, all in a lustrous new 

lightweight batiste sateen. Washes 

easily, drips dry, needs little or no iron- 

ing. Handsomely styled by Knothe in 
deep, rich madder tones of gray, red or 

blue. While you're giving gifts, don’t 
overlook yourself! 

Sizes: A, B, C, D. $15.95 the set 

Exclusively at stores listed. Mail orders filled— 
add 25¢ for postage and handling. 

Baltimore, Maryland... 
Cincinnati, Ohio 
Dayton, Ohio ........ 
Denver, Colorado 
Detroit, Michigan 
Houston, Texas 
Memphis, Tennessee 

        

   

  

       

      

   
    

   

   

  

  

New Orleans, Louisiana PORTER'S 
Philadelphia, Pe — E CLOTHES 
Piusburgh, Pc HUGHES & HATCHER   

St. Louis, Missouri... 
San Antonio, Texas 
Toledo, Ohio . 
Wichita Falls, Texas 

BOYD'S 
ROST'S 

+.B. R. BAKER CO. 
ERKINS TIMBERLAKE
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ousing! 
The Pipes and Drums 

and Regimental Band of the famed 
Black Watch musically 

translate the thunderous excitement of 

Britain’s Trooping The Colour. 

TROOPING | 
THE COLOUR       

    

Recorded in New Orthophonic Sound 

= 

LE= among the world's 
sem famous eating places 

  

~. unique atmosphere, 
interesting customs 
nd traditions.      

  

the [ ivi ng 

Presents Nightly 
The VERSATONES 

RCA Calypso Recording Artists & other acts 
OPEN 5 P.M.— Entertainment from 9 P.M. 
DINNER = COCKTAILS + SUPPER 

915 2nd AVE. nr 48th ST. EL 5-2263 

Room 
Supper Club 

  

  

         
     

RESTAURANT FRANCAIS 

LUNCHEON » COCKTAILS * DINKER 
Your hosts: Rene and Maurice Dreyfus 

MEMBER OF THE DINER'S CLUB 
18 E. 49 5t.+ PL 5-7731+ Open Sun. 5-10 P.M. 

   

    

the hands of the Paris police, con- 
fessed, almost succeeded in persuad- 
ing his intended victim to pardon him, 
and died, a contented martyr of the 
Risorgimento, on the guillotine in 
1858. It would, of course, be impos- 
sible to make a dull book of such an 
astonishing career, but Mr. Packe, 
to his credit, has done more than 
merely entertain us. He shows us at 
once, and with considerable style and 
wit, a revolutionary, a man, and a 
crucial period in European history. 
The result is a book of distinction. 
Tlustrated with photographs, con- 
temporary portraits, and maps. 

MarceL Proust oN ArT AND LITER- 
ATURE 1896-1919, translated by 
Sylvia Townsend Warner (Merid- 
ian). This book came out in Paris 
in 1954, under the tide “Contre 
Sainte-Beuve,” and consists of a two- 
hundred-and-fifty-seven-page essay 
in which Proust takes exception to 
the methods of that critic, and twen- 

even short pieces, mostly about 
writers and artists. The essay was 
written in a white heat shortly be- 
fore he began “Swann’s Way,” and 
he did not succeed in publishing it. 
Some of the chapters take the form 
of conversations with his mother, 
who had just died, and the essay itself 
shows signs of wanting to turn into 
a novel. You can even see what 
novel, for the theme of Proust’s great 
work is announced on pages 153- 
54, and familiar placesand figuresare 
introduced for the first time—Com- 
bray and Balbec, M. de Guermantes 
and the Baron de Charlus (under 
another name). Rather shockingly, 
the famous smadeleine that Proust 
dipped in his tea and ate, to the en- 
richment of everybody, is here sim- 
ply a rusk, a fact that in itself opens 
whole vistas of snobbishness and also 
reveals something important about 
writers; namely, that they are not to 
be trusted. Miss Warner's transla- 
tion has drive and, as one would ex- 
pect, literary distinction. Her own 
highly characteristic style is nowhere 
evident, but there are nevertheless 
passages where the language is in- 
candescently beautiful, making one 
wonder whether the C. K. Scott- 
Moncrieff translation of the first 
thirteen volumes of “A la Recherche 
du Temps Perdu,” excellent though 
it is, is the best possible. Scott-Mon- 
crieff tends to use many more words 
than are in the original text, and the 

original is never, of course, laconic. 

  

  This is not true of Miss Warner’s 

nate Napoleon III, failed, fell into |3 
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OPENING JUNE 5th     
THE AIR-CONDITIONED 

Ot kegis 
ROOF 

for your dining and dancing pleasure 

Continuous dancing from 7:30 to 

MILT SHAW 
and his Orchestra 

and the Ray Bari Ensemble 

HOTEL * 

Gt R 1 
Fifth Avenue at 55th Street 

J ‘with its Terrace opens for 

Q) Cocktails at4 o'clock |          

  

  

Connecticut's Most 
Beautiful Resort Hotel 

TLE HOTEL 
Cornfield, Pt., Old Saybrook, Ct. 

Exit 66 Conn. Tpk. 
Quict & Restful 

Member Diner's Club 
NOW OPEN 

American or European Plan 
Modern Luxury 
Surf Bathing 
Shaden Lawns 
Sun Deck. 
Starlite Terrace 
Cocktail Lounge 
500 Car Free Parking Area 
Orchestra-Dancil 

green 8.3472, John F. Bormanis, Mgr. 
  

A RIOT OF COLOR IN FINE 
SUMMER WATCH BANDS 

From India, Maly, France, England and 
Ireland, come our Fabulous collection of 
Raw Silks, Madras, Tartans, Linens and 
Foulards. For men and women. 1.50 - 2.50 

“Have you looked at your 
watch band lately?" 

TIME MART £2 siae Sie Bot. 45th & 49th Sts. 

—————————————— 
Thre 

“HUNTTING INN 
Established 1751 

EASTHAMPTON, LONG ISLAND 
Reservations: Easthampton 0410 

John C. Philips, Proprietor 

  
  

    

  

        
       

    



  

THE NEW YORKER 

translation. In fairness, it should be 
said that in this early volume Proust 
was rather a different writer and had 
not completely let himself go, though 
those long, long sentences can be 
seen approaching, like fish below the 
surface of the water. 

Tue MiLLionTs CHANCE, by James 
Leasor (Reynal). A painstaking and 
melancholy study of human folly, 
centered on the almost medieval story 
of the last and biggest of the British 
dirigibles, the R. 101, which took 
off for India from Cardington, Eng- 
land, on the stormy night of Octo- | 
ber 4, 1930, and less than eight hours | 
later crashed and exploded north of 
Paris, killing forty-eight of the fifty- 
four people aboard. The largest air- 
ship in the world, the R. 101 had 
taken six years to build, and cost the | 
state a million pounds. She was seven 
hundred and seventy-seven feet long, 
was driven by five enormous diescl 
engines, sported a lounge, furnished 
with potted palms, that was the size 
of a tennis court, and was held, like 
the Titanic, to be invulnerable. At 
the same time, owing to political pres- 
sures (money, public and official im- 
patience, and so forth), the ship was 
forced to leave before being properly 
tested (she had never flown in bad 
weather), she was overloaded, her 
engines were far from proved, and 
her gasbags, made of the intestinal 
membranes of an esumated million 
bullocks, were, because of unavoid- 
able chafing against the vessel's gird- 
ers, continually springing leaks. In 
addition to quotes from the official in- 
quiry into the disaster, Mr. Leasor 
includes the transcript of a fascinating 
series of séances held not long after 
the crash, in which the spirits of vari- 
ous crew members and passengers 
explained its exact causes—a docu- 
ment that the court of inquiry could 
not legally consider and that has nev- 
er before been publicly printed. Mr. 
Leasor’s writing is remarkably polite. 
Photographs. 

Kin ARTHUR’s AVALON: THE STORY 
oF GrastoNBURY, by Geoffrey 
Ashe (Dutton). An absorbing his- 
tory of the oldest Christian holy 
place in England. Glastonbury Ab- 
bey is a ruin today, having been de- 
stroyed by Henry VIII, but there 
has been some sort of Christian shrine 
on its site from the very earliest 
times—perhaps as far back as the 
first century. The church there sur- 
vived the Saxon and Viking inva- 
sions, and by the Middle Ages the 
place was already so old that tradi- 
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Step into the past 

ar am 4 2 : 

; 2 & NY VIRGINIA 
ITH so much to see and do in restored Williams- 

I W burg you'll want to plan a leisurely visit of 
I three or four days. You'll enjoy the Stocks and Pillory, 

the Governors Palace, the Capitol; watching 18th 
a century craftsmen and taking a trip to nearby 

Jamestown and Yorktown. Golf, tennis, 
Swimming. 

Williamsburg Inn & Cottages 
Lodge & Taverns + The Motor House 

    

2 w York: 30 Rockefeller Plaza, Telephone 
Clrcle 6-680. Washington: 1145 19th Strect, N. W. 
Telephone REpublic 7-814, 

  

   

     

  

  

  

SUBSCRIPTION BLANK 

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

Please enter my subscription to your magazine for 
1 YEAR; []2 YEARS. My remittance is enclosed. 
  

          

U. S. and Possessions 
Canada, Latin America 
and Spain 
Other Foreign 

1 year—$7.00; 2 years—$12.00 
Jy year— 8.00; 2 years— 14.00 

1 year—10.00; 2 years— 18.00 
Scbscriness ordering aichange of widress are requested 

to Totify us at least four weeks in advance and to give us 
their old address as well as the new. Please include postal 
zone numbers for both addresses. 

NAME.   

ADDRESS.   
(Please include postal zone number)   
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fascinating 
foreign lands 

for one low fare! 

Panama 
Round Trip from Miami 

via LACSA Airlines ‘145 

    
—at no extra fare! 

SEE YOUR TRAVEL AGENT TODAY 
... or write for free color folder, 

to LACSA, Dept. Y, 232 Plaza 

Bldg., Miami 32, Fla. 

Affiliate Fracsa: 
INTERNATIONAL AIRLINES 

Serving the Heart of the Americas 
  

By Abppoi ntment 

NOINNO)(@3 
and BENTLEY 

Sales and servic 

representative for 
Greater Philadelphia 

and Delaware Valley 

WARRINGTON 
ROLLSROYCE 

Bryn M 
ry arranged by FC 

701 Lancaster Ave 

  

  

  
  

tion named Joseph of Arimathea as 
its founder and identified it as the 
mysterious Avalon where Arthur lay 
buried. Mr. Ashe, who writes pre- 
cise, witty, and charming prose, ex- 
plores these and other legends with 
just the right mixture of critical care 
and affectionate awe. 

Memoirs oF a PusLic Bagy, by Philip 

O'Connor (British Book Centre). 
The autobiography of a man who has 
written a little poetry and who wants 
to tell all about his disordered life. It 
is hard to guess whether Mr. O’Con- 
nor means to boast or to confess that 
he has flirted with homosexuals, that 
he lived off a woman until she had 
spent all her money and had to go to 
a mental hospital, and that he has, 
for the most part, avoided steady 
work. His book comes with a garnish 
of critical raves from England, and 
a rather mugwump introduction by 
Stephen Spender, who appears to be 
unduly concerned lest he seem to en- 
dorse it. The author's fluency is 
pretty impressive—so impressive that 
it almost conceals the fact that his 
work is, after all, a pitcous and de- 
pressing case history. 

Five Pens In Han, by Robert Graves 
(Doubleday). A collection of recent 
lectures, essays, poems, and stories. 

original critic, and a fizzy contro- 
versialist, whose greatest merit, per- 

haps, is that nearly everything he 
‘writes 

tive religion, life on Majorca today, 
or problems of translation—is a de- 
light to read. 

  

A thorough study of the tornadoes 
which lashed Southern Illinois Dec. 18 

might help in planning future disasters. 
—Carbondale (11l.) Southern Illinoisan. 

Then let's study them, by all means. 
. 

Temeran, Iran, April 30 (AP)— 
Iran demanded today the return of four 
royal aides and the pilto of an Army plane 
that strayed into the Soviet Union Sunday. 

—T'he Times. 

Never mind the aides. Get back that 

pilto.   
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PARISIEN 

RESTAURANT - Memorable French Cuisine 
Famous for CHICKEN DIVAN 

Luncheon « Dinner - OPEN SUNDAYS 

New York 

   

        

MOST FASCINATING NEWS STORY 

OF THE WEEK 

[The following item, reprinted in its en- 
tirety, is from the Cleveland Press) 
SaLem, Ore—(UP)—The surprise 

bridal shower for Mrs. Leroy Davis at 
Jefferson was indeed a surprise—for the   

  

party givers. 

Mr. Graves is a lively storyteller, an |, 

whether it deals with primi- || 

  

  

£21.10.8... 

Is about the total cost for a 
week's stay at a top-flight 

English resort. For the same 
reasonable weekly charge, 
approximately $59 apiece, a 

couple can enjoy an equally 
delightful foreign flavor, 

congenial companions, cuisine 
par excellence and every 
summer sport at nearby 

Mont Tremblant Lodge. 

Your rate includes accommo- 
dations, meals and practically 

all activities at this internationally 
famous resort with its 6000 

acres of Laurentian beauty. 

The Lodge is operated as a Club, 
and reservations are necessary. 
Season: July 1—October 1. 

Your inquiry is invited. 

90 miles Clas & Cittagos 
north of Mont Tremblant, PQ. 
Montreal Canada 

Mrs. Joseph B. Ryan 
President and Managing Director 
  

26 EAST 630 STREET av MADISON AVERUE. 

SECON, Temneron 8:0590 + 22 

    
   
    

     

  

   

    

  

     
Ee 1BESSTH | 
HE PL3.7296 

CONTINENTAL CUISINE 
OF DISTINCTION : 

FOR LUNCHEON AND DINNER | 
OPEN SUNDAYS: 

   
     
  

ITALIA 
24 W. 55 ST. 

PAVILION 
JU 6-5950 

  

  

5 ACRES—SWIMMING POND 
130 ft. luwry ranch. Best Westchester area 
Katonah commuting, near parkways. Costiost 
construction. 3 master b.r.; 3 deluxe baths; $4,000 
Kitchen: lr, 32417. Prestige home—must be seen. 
Maximum financing. Asking $90,000. Make offer. 
Phone for appoinfment or write for brochure. 
Leverett S. Gleason, broker, Genl. Del.. 
Yorktown Heights, N.Y. Yo. 2-6456. 
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“In Cognac, we drink brandy and soda, too,” says M. Martell 

“When you see a French house with its shutters 
closed,” says Michel Martell, “it's being kept 
cool. And when you see a Frenchman in his 
garden sipping Cognac-and-soda, he’s being kept 
cool. In warm weather. we find highballs as re- 
freshing as Americans do.” 

M. Martell points out—and you'll agree—that 
Cognac Brandy is not only a delightful summer 
drink. It is also singularly cheerful beside an 
open fire in winter. Somehow, the clear, light 

taste and gentle bouquet of Cognac are at home 
in any season. in any drink. Try Martell Cognac 
Brandy in sours. stingers, plain or on-the-rocks, 
or in an old fashioned. 

M. Martell is naturally partial to the Cognac 
he makes. After all. maintaining its distinctive 
quality has been the pride of his family for 243 
years. You will be partial to Martell Cognac, too. 
After all. it’s the best-loved Cognac Brandy in 
the world. 

  

MARTELL 
ESTABLISHED 1715 

3 Star 84 Proof, Imported from Cognac, France. Sole U.S. Representative, Browne Vintners Co, Inc., N.Y.C. 

. MOST TREASURED COGNAC IN FRANCE ...MOST POPULAR IN THE WORLD 
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SEE YOUR TRAVEL AGENT 

for full-color folder and further details, 
or write to Dept. NY-5, Grace Line, 
3 Hanover Square, New York 4, N. Y. 
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Designed and built especially for 

CARIBBEAN 
Youll fall in love with this sleck new beauty the moment 
you step aboard. Shes a dream ship! 

Planned from stem to stern to make your cruising 

pleasure complete—she has all the brilliance of a fine 
resort, all the last-word comforts of a luxury hotel 

Topside, her smart beach-club atmosphere will delight 
you Gay umbrellas fluttering in the breeze . . broad 
decks for loafing and sunning . . largest outdoor pool 
afloat . . . cabana like shaded arcas for informal buffet 
meals or a cooling drink—all are just as you've dreamed 
the perfect cruise setting. 
Her lovely interior is equally exciting Beautiful public 
rooms include a bright, cheerful dining room . . a smart 

  

a magnificent new pleasure liner... 

sour 
AMERICA 

BIE EE 
CRUISES 

night club for after-dark gaiety . . a spacious picture- 
window lounge Luxurious staterooms are all outside, all 
with private baths. Unique Balcon suites have private 
verandas looking out to sca. And she's air-conditioned 
throughout 
Live on this enchanting ship for 12 wonderful days... go 

ashore in one intriguing tropical port after another .. find 

out how rewarding a Grace Line cruise can really be . .. 

The new Santa Rosa alternates with the Santa Paula mn 

sailings every Friday from New York to the islands of 
Aruba and Curagao in the Netherlands West Indies; La 

Guaira-Caracas, Venezuela, Nassau, Bahamas , and Port 
Everglades, Florida, deepwater port for Miami. 

GRACE LINE 
Agents and Offices in all Principal Cities 

Regular, frequent American Flag passenger and freight services between the Americas.


