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Club Champ Ernie Klack

shows impeccable style in Carter's knitted boxer shorts

Whether just puttering around or defending his title,  another way: never need ironing. (Winning unqualified
Ernie intends to be comfortable. He’s found a sure ap- thanks from wife Irma — she recalls when ironing men’s
proach via Carter’s new knitted boxer shorts. These stay  shorts was par for the course.) Don’t tolerate a bhig handi-

superbly soft because they’re cotton knit. And they score cap; team up with knit boxers by Carter’s.

Ernie Klack s any guy who wears Carter’s knitted boxer shorts and considers it uncivilized (and uncomfortable) to wear any other kind.

| ({ Z C ~Z# MEANS COMFORT IN KNITTED BOXER SHORTS...BRIEFS... T-SHIRTS.-~ATHLETIC SHIRTS

I‘"-.

.

GRECIAN KEY PRINT Knit Boxers, $1.75... at these and other fine stores: BOSTON, Jordan Marsh Co. R. H. Stearns » CHICAGO Baskin — all stores

CLEVELAND, The May Co. « DENVER, Robert Wilson Ca. « DETROIT, J. L. Hudson Co. « GRAND RAPIDS. Paul Steketee & Sons « LAS VEGAS, Allen & Hanson » LOS ANGELES, Bullocks —

downtown, Westwood, Pasadena, Santa Ana « MINNEAPOLIS, Dayton's « NEWHAVEN, J. Johnson & Sons « NEW YORK Gimbels « NEWARK, Hahne & Co. « PENDLETON, OREGON, Max Baer's
FPHOENIX, Korricks = ST. LOUIS, Boyd's — all stores » SALT LAKE, ZC.M.I. « SEATTLE-TACOMA, Klopfenstein's
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GOINGS ON ABOUT TOWN

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

Apvise aNp ConseNT—All manner of conspira-

torial doings in Washington. The point at
iszsue 15 whether the President should appoint
as Secretary of State a profeszor who, in his
past, has leaned a trifle to the left. The melo-
drama, by Loring Mandel, who based his play
on the novel by Allen Drury. is ideologically
limp, but it does have sume superficially ex-
citing scenes. Ed Begley, Richard Kiley,
Chester Morris, Henry Jones, and Kevin
McCarthy portray some of the agitated leg-
islators. (Cort, 48th 5t., E. CI 3-428¢. Night-
ly, except Sundays, at 8:3o. DMatinées
Wednesdays at 2 and Saturdays at 2:30.)

ALL THE Way Home—Tad Mosel's moving adap-

tation of James Agee’s novel “A Death in
the Family.” Colleen Dewhurst. Arthur Hill,
Aline MacMahon, Lillian Gish, John Megna,
and Tom Wheatley all hgure in it to good
advantage. (Belasco, 44th St., E. JU 6-7950.
Tuesdays through Saturdavs at 8:40. Mati-
nées Wednesdays at 2, Saturdays at 2:40, and
Sundays at 3.)

Becker—A three-week return engagement of the

Jean Anouilh play. Laurence Olivier has
switched from the title role to that of Henry
11, and Arthur Kennedv portravs the Arch-
hishop. Opens Monday, May 8 (Hudson,
tath. St E. Ji f-2237. Nightly, excepl
Sundays, at B:3o0; opening-night curtain at
7, Matinees Wednesdays at 2 and Saturdavs
at 2:30.)

Bie Fisn, Limrie Fish—5Several peculiar types,

none of them very interesting, are assembled
in this comedy by Hugh Wheeler, which tells
of a melancholy man hog-tied by his devotion
to his seedy and demanding friends There
are, however, excellent performances hy
Jason Robards, Jr., Hume Cronyn, George
Grizzard, Martin Gahel, Ruth White, Eliza-
beth Wilson, and Sandor Szabo. Frank
Owverton will temporarily replace Mr. Robarids
starting Monday, May 8 (ANTA Theatre,
gznd S5t, W. CI 6-6270. Nightly, except
Sundays, at 8:30. Matinees Wednesdays at
2z and Saturdays at 2:30.)

Come Brow Youm Horw—An inconsequential

comedy about a man whao is dedicated to man-
ufacturing artificial fruit and has great diffi-
culty in getting his two sons to share his
iriterest. Hal March and Warren Berlinger
are the sons, and Lou Jacobi is the father.
{ Brooks Atkinson, 37th 5t, W. CI s-1310.
Nightly, except Sundays, at 8:40. Matinées
Wednesdays at 2z and Saturdays at z:40.
Special performance for the Acters’ Fund
Sunday evening, May 7.)

Crimic's CHoice—A drama reviewer hnds him-

self emotionally knotted because his wife has
written a lame-brained play that he must re-
view if he is to preserve his integrity. Henry
Fonda 1s the distraught eritic, and Mildred
Natwick, Virginia Gilmore, and Murray
Hamilton assist him in tryving to put a little
ginger into the affair. (Ethel Barrymore,
q7th St., W. CI 6-03g0. Nightly, except
Sundays, at 8:40. Matinées Wednesdays at
z and Saturdays at 2:40.)

Tue Devi's Apovocare—A kind of religious mys-

tery drama, adapted by Dore Schary from a
novel by Morris L. West, which describes the
investigation of a potential saint in southern
Italy by a Vatican representative. The play,
in which Leo GGenn and Sam Levene are con-
spicuous. sprawls all over the place, and
neither its dramatic nor its philosophic coun-
tent is particularly noteworthy, (Billy Rose,
415t 5t., W. WI 7-s510. Nightly, except Sun-
days, at 8:40. Matinées Wednesdays at 2 and
Saturdays at z:40.)

AN Evering witH Mike NicHoLs anp ELaine May—

A pair of hilarious mimes in a sequence of
satiric skits that takes pot shots at evervthing
from the Tennessee Williams school of play-
writing to the Parent-Teacher Association.
(Golden, gsth 5t, W. CI 6-6730. Nightly,

A CONSCIENTIOUS CALENDAR

OF EVENTS OF INTEREST

SeMeTeWeTeFeS
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except Sundays. at o Matinées Wednesdays
at 2z and Saturdays at 3.)

A Far Country—A play concerned with one of

Freud s first attempts at psychoanalysis, in
the course of which he cured a young woman
of her conviction that her legs were perma-
nently paralyzed There isn’t very much 1n
the way of suspense in this drama by Henry
Denker, but the writing is honest and the
performances by Kim Stanley, Steven Hill,
and Sam Wanamaker, who enact the prin-
cipal roles, are laudable. (Music Box, 45th
St., W. CI 6-4636. Nightly, except Sundays,
at 8B:q0. Matinées Wednesdays at 2 and Sat-
urdays at 2:30.)

Mary, Mary—The dialogue of this comedy by

Jean Kerr is funny, and the characters are
vivacious, so the fact that the plot—which has
to do with a voung couple trying to get to-
pether after an estrangement—isn’t overly
original is not terribly important. Barbara
Bel Geddes, Barry Nelson, Michael Rennie,
Betsy von Furstenberg, and John Cromwell
are all entertaining in it. ( Helen Hayes, 46th
St., W. CI 6-6380. Nightly, except Sundays,
at 8:q0. Matinées Wednesdays at =z and
Saturdays at z:40.)

RHinoceros—Translated from the French of

Eugene lonesco by Derek Prouse, and di-
rected by Joseph Anthony, this satire about

a ~)— A
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people who would rather sink to the level of
swamp animals than risk nonconformity m
the modern world is savage and funny, and
Zero Mostel, Eli Wallach, and all the others
in the cast are to be highly commended.
(Longacre, 48th St., W. CI 6-5639. Nightly,
except Sundays, at 8:40. Matinées Wednes-
days at 2 and Saturdays at 2:40.)

Taste oF Honey—Shelagh Delaney, a North
Country English girl who wrote this play
when she was nineteen, has assembled an odd
and frowzy lot of characters for her work—
a prostitute and her paramour (Hermione
Baddeley and Nigel Davenport). her love-
lorn daughter and her paramour {(Frances
Cuka and Billy Dee Williams), and a homo-
sexual pal of the girl (Frederick Combs)—
but they're intensely alive, and their dilem-
mas compel our attention., (Booth, g45th St.,
W. CI 6-gghg. Nightly, except Sundays, at
#:z0. Matinees Wednesdays at z and Sat-
1:r[i;},j.'.~_'. at 2:30.)

Loue Rums—rtHE BEST ManM: (ore Vidal's view

of whai might take place during the jockey-
ing for position prior to a Presidential nomi-
nating convention., With Frank Lovejoy and
Lee Tracy. (Morosco, g45th St., W. CI 6
6zz0. Nightly, except Sundays, at 8:30. Mat
inées Wednesdays at 2z and Saturdave at
2:30.). . . THE MIRACLE worker: Patty Duke
plays Helen Keller as a child, learning to
break out of the prison of deaf, sightless
muteness, and Suranne Pleshette is now the
teacher who rescues her. The author is Wil-
liam Gibson, (Playhouse, 48th St., E. CI 3-
6o6o. Tuesdays through Saturdays at 8:30
Matinees Wednesdays at =z, Saturdays at
2:30, and Sundays at 3.).. THE TENTH MAN:
A play by Paddy Chayeisky dealing with a
Jewish gir]l presumably possessed by an evil
spirit. With Alan Manson, Jacob Ben-Ami,
and Martin Wolfson. (Ambassador, 4oth
St, W. CO 5-1855. Tuesdays through Satur-
days at B:30, and Sundays at 8 Matinées
Saturdays at 2:30 and Sundays at 3. Closes
Saturday, May 13.)

MUSICALS

Very large, very lovely, but not very
stimulating, even though Alan Jay Lerner,
Frederick Loewe, and Moss Hart, the “My
Fair Lady’ triumvirate, all had a hand in it
Richard Burton, Julie Andrews, Roddy Mec-
Dowall, and Robert Goulet are prominent
in King Arthur’s court, which, as designed
by Oliver Smith, is truly spectacular. ( Ma-
jestic, 44th 5t., W. CI 6-0730. Nightly, ex-
cept Sundays, at 8:35. Matinées Wednesdays
at 2 and Saturdays at 2:35.)

Carmtvart!—The Drama Critics Circle picked

thiz as the best musical of the season, and
they might have been right. It has to do with
life among a clutch of tent-show performers
wandering about southern Europe. Adapted
from the movie called “Lili,” the play has
ingratiating performances by Anna Maria
Alberghetti, James Mitchell, Jerry Orbach,
Pierre Olaf, and Kaye Ballard, and includes
a most diverting quartet of puppets manipu-
lated by Mr. Orbach. Bob Merrill did the
music and lyrics, Michael Stewart wrote the
book, and Gower Champion supervised the
whole lively affair, (Imperial, 45th S5t, W
CO sz-z412. Nightly, except Sundays, at 8:30
Matinées Wednesdays at 2 and Saturdavs at
2130.)

Several underworldly types of the
sort that provided Damon Runyon with his
stock in trade try to horn in on the jukebox
business in this rather lethargic comedy,
which has a book by Garson Kanin, music by
Jule Styne, and lyrics by Betty Comden and
Adolph Green. Phil Silvers and Nancy Walk-
er do their best to keep things lively.
(5t. James, 44th St., W. LA 4-4664. Nightly,
except Sundays, at 8:30. Matinées Wednes
days at z and Saturdays at z:30.)

A merry, if
simple-minded, musical adaptation of “Lysis-
trata,” in which Cyril Ritchard, Janice Rule,
and Dran Seitz, among others, prance about
to good effect The book was written by Fred
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Don't waste

a minute
of your
important day

on changing clothes—

our como silk suit, a basket-weave from I[taly,
will travel from business appointments

to other engagements in perfect form.
Superbly conservative tailoring in

black, olive, navy or brown—

-

distinctively Lebow, 145.00
Inthe Man’s Shop,

Tenth Floor, Lord & Tavlor

Also at our seven suburban stores

Mr. Lord & Mr. Tayler find there is no hat

like the boater to come out on top of spring.




{ Confirmation
casts 1s generally advisable.)
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Saidy and Henry Myers, the lyrics by E. Y.
Harburg, and the score by the perdurable
Jacques Offenbach. (Martin Beck, 45th St
W. CI 6-6363. Nightly, except 5un ays,
8:30. Matinées Wednesdays at 2z and SRtur—
days at =2:30.)

IrmMa LA Douce—A musical farce originally
created for French consumption. The book
and lyrics leer along about a trollop and the
company that keeps her, and the choreography
displays more enthusiasm than ingenuity,
Elizabeth Seal plays the prostitute, and Keith
Michell is cast as her particular boy [riend.
(Plymouth, g5th St., W. CI 6-g156. Nightly,
except Sundays, at 8:30. Matinees Wednes-
days at 2z and Saturdays at z:30.)

THE Uwsinkasie Mowy Brown—There may be

an occasional lag in this rhythmical descrip-
tion of the ascent of a poor girl from the
backwoods of Colorado to the glittering so-
cial heights of France, but all in all it 15 most
satisfactory entertainment. Tammy Grimes
15 hvely and unpredictable as the lass, and
the score, by Meredith Wilison, is as chirky
as a summer band concert. { Winter Garden,
Broadway at soth 5t. CI 5-4878. Nightly, ex-
cept Sundays, at 8:30. Matinees Wednesdays
at 2 and Saturdays at 2:30.)

Witocat—A host of primitives are let loose in

the Southwestern oil fields in this account
of a rambunctious dame’s attempt to come
up with a bonanza as a petroleum promoter.
The music and lyrics, by Cy Coleman and
Carolyn Leigh, and the book, by N. Richard
Nash, are pretty weak, and the direction and
choreography, by Michael Kidd, are for the
most part lethargic. Lucille Ball 1s the dame.
(Alvin, sand St., W. CI s5-3226. Nightly,
except Sundays, at 8:30. Matinees Wednes-
days at 2 and Saturdays at 2:30.)

Lone Rums—eve eve Birpie. Gretchen Wyler and
Gene Rayburn in a musical that has to do
with rock 'n’ roll, adolescence, and spring-
time. Music by Charles Strouse, lyrics by
Lee Adams, and book by Michael Stewart.
(Shubert, 44th St., W. CI 6-5990. Tuesdays
through Saturdays at 8:30. Matinées Wednes-
days at 2z, Saturdays at 2:30, and Sundays
at 3.)...rRorecto!l: The Little Flower trans-
planted to the stage and set to words and
music by Sheldon Harnick and Jerry Bock.
Tom Bosley is Fiorello, and Howard Da Sil-
va is one of the Mavor's intimates. (Broad-
hurst, q4th 5t.,, W. CI 6-66g99. Moves on
Tuesday, May g, to the Broadway Theatre,
Broadway at s3rd St. CI 7-yoo2. Nightly, ex-
cept Sundays and Monday, May 8, at #:30.
Matinées Wednesdays at z and Saturdays at
2:30.), .. MY FAIR LADY: Shaw's “Pygmalion,”
turned into a musical by Lerner and Loewe.
Michael Allinson and Margot Moser now
head the cast. (Mark Hellinger, 515t St
W. PL »-7064. Nightly, except Sundays, at
8:30. Matinées Wednesdays at 2z and Satur-
da:.r:. at 2:30.). . THE SOUND OF MUsIiC: A senti-
mental -:Unff:ctmn. by Rodgers and Ham-
merstein, in which Mary Martin becomes the
stepmother of seven wide-eyed children of the
Trapp family. Theodore Bikel is their papa.
{ Lunt-Fontanne, 46th St, W. JU 6-5555.
Nightly, except Sundays, at %:30. Matinées
Wednesdays at z and Saturdays at z:30.)

OFF BROADWAY

of dates, curtain times, and

MNew Yorek City Center Licut Orera CompanNy—

“Sputh Pacific,” with Allyn Ann McLerie
and William Chapman, is the second in a
series of four shows by the company. (City
Center, 131 W. s5th 5t. Cl 6-8g8g. Nightly,
except Mondays, at 8:30. Matinees Satur-
days and Sundays at 2:30. Closes Sunday,
May 14.)

Tue AmericaN Dream and Tue DeatH of Bessie

Smiti—The target of the first and newest of
these one-act plays by Edward Albee is that
vast, placid sediment known as the American
middle class (middle-aged division), which he
demolishes with a comic agility that is not in
the least hobbled by the startling bitterness
underlying it. The production, directed by
Alan Schneider, sustains Albee’s quicker-
than-the-eye mockery right up to the last
word. Unfortunately, the same cannot be said
of the second play, 2 bundle of maledictions
about Southern racism, which tends to drown
out the majesty of Bessie Smith (who never

SeMeT eWeTefFe§g
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appears), and is move tract than drama.
(York Playhouse, First Ave. at 64th St
TR 9-g4130 Tuesdays through Fridays at
8:40; Saturdays at 7 and 10; and Sundays
at 3 and 7:30.)

AMERICAN Savovarps—A seven-week season of
Gilbert and Sullivan. Thursday through Sun-
day, May 4-7: “The Mikado.”...¥% Thurs-
day through Sunday, May 11-14: “The Grand
Duke.” (Greenwich Mews Theatre, 141 W.
13th St. CH 3-68o00. Thursdays at 8, and
Saturdays and Sundaxys at 3 and 8:40.)

Tue BaLcowr—Life inside a fancy bordello dur-
ing a revolution, as imagined by Jean Genet.
The perverse fantasies of the cus.omers are
presented as sardonic commentaries on a rot-
ten society and whatnot, but the play is more
gaudy than persuasive. Directed by José
(tuintero. (Circle in the Square, 150 Bleecker
St. GR 3-4500. Fridays at ¢:30; Saturdays
at 7 and ro:30; and Sundays at 8:40.)

THe Bracks—The American premicre of Jean
Geneét’s play (translated by Bernard Frecht-
man), with an all-Negro cast directed by
Gene Frankel. Opens Thursday, May 4. (St.
Marks Playhouse, 133 Second Ave., at St.
Marks Pl. OR 4-3530. Opening-night cur-
tain at 7:30; thereafter Tuesdays through
Frndays at 8:40; Saturdays at 7 and 10;
and Sundays at 3 and S:30.)

Cait Me By My RieHTFUL Name—A weedy play
about the difficulties that rwo young sym-
bols—one Negro and one white—have over
a white girl, played with great hssomeness
by Joan Hackett, who had to get her start
somewhere. The author is Michael Shurtleff,
who once read “The Waste Land" atten-
tively. (One Sheridan Square, W. 4th 5t
and Washington P1. YU g-1334. Tuesdays
through Fridays at 8:30: Saturdays at 8 and
10:45; and Sundays at 3 and 8:30.)

THe Conmnection—Jack Gelber's curious and
compelling play about dope addiction and
a number of other things. (Living Thea-
tre, 530 Sixth Awve., at 14th St. CH 3-
4560, Wednesdays at B:30; Saturdays at
10:30; and Sundavs at 2:40.)

The Decameron—A musical based on Boccaccio’s
tales, with a hook and lyries by Yvonne
Tarr and music by Edward Earle. (East
-4th Street Theatre, 334 E 74th St. LE
s5-5557. Tuesdays through Fridays at 8:30:
Saturdays at 7 and ro: and Sundays at 3
and 7:30.)

EveniNgs wiTH CHexkHov—A triple bill. composed
of “The Anniversary,” “On the High Road.”
and “The Wedding.” (Key Theatre, 4 5t
Marks Pl. GR 5-0748%. Tuesdays through
Fridays at 8:40; Saturdays at 7 and 1o:30;
and Sundays at 3 and 8:40.)

True Fantasticks—This musical comedy about a
lovesick boy and the lovesick girl next deor
will be chiefly of interest to those with a
large tolerance for whimsey. (Sullivan Street
Plavhouse, 181 Sullivan 5t., at Bleecker St
OR 4-3838. Tuesdays through Fridays at
8:40, Saturdays at 7:30 and 10:30; and

Sundays at 3 and 2:40.)

Garttows Humor—Jack Richardson’s new play
consists of two closely twined one-act com-
edies set in a death cell and the hangman’s
kitchen and dealing with two guite different

Krarp's Last Tape

Leave

conformists—the prisoner and the execu-
tioner—who, one way or the other, never
manage to fight their way out of their re-
spective paper bags. Richardson's satire 1is
muffled considerably by the bedroom-farce
air he casts over the proceedings, which are
handled very nicely by Vincent Gardenia,
Gerald Hiken, and Julie Bovasso. (Gramercy
Arts Theatre, 138 E. 27th 5t. MU 6-9630.
Tuesdays through Fridays at 8:45; Saturdays
at 7 and 1o0; and Sundays at 3 and 7:30.)

HamLer—A practically uncut version that did-

dles and blurts along for more than three
hours, and is notable only for the rare mo-
ments when twenty-seven-year-old Donald
Madden, as Hamlet, discards his dewiness
and gives as good as he takes. The direction,
by Stuart Vaughan, puts one in mind of a
track meet. (Phoenix Theatre, Second Ave,
at 12th St, AL 4-0525. Wednesdays at 7:30;
other nights, except Sundays and Mondays
at 8:25. Matinces Wednesdays at z and
Saturdays and Sundays at 2:25.)

Hepoa GagLer— Anne Meacham concocts a Hed-

da Gabler who 1s at once cruel, knifelike,
and hypnotically beautiful. Frederick Rolf,
as Judge Brack, and Mark Lenard, as Eilert
Lévborg, are equally effective. The hand of
David Ross, who produced and directed
everywhere evident., Highly recommen(ied
(Fourth Street Theatre, 83 E. 4th St. AL
j-7054. Tuesdays through Fridays at 8:40;
Saturdays at 7 and 10; and Sundays at 3
and 8:50.)

In THE JuneLE ofF Cimes—The American pre-

miere of this 1gzz Brecht play, which deals
with a mysterious struggle that takes place
in Chicago between a prairie boy and an
Oriental lumber dealer just before the First
World War, 1s given a superior production—
one that is possibly better than its materials
deserve, (Living Theatre, s30 Sixth Ave., at
14th 5t. CH 3-4569. Thursdays, Fridays, and
Sundays at 8:30.)

Kine oF tHE Dark CHameer—An I[ndian play

that incorporates stylized acting with sing-
ing, chanting, dancing, and pantomime, all
of which is supposed to tell how a king and
queen, symbols both, get around their philo-
sophical and spiritual differences and achieve
union, Some of the play's brain food gets
lost in transit, but there is always something
handsome to see and/or hear. The author is
Rabindranath Tagore. ( Jan Hus Auditorium,
351 E. 74th S1. LE 5-6310. Tuesdays through
Fridays at 8:30: Saturdays at 7 and 10:15;
and Sundays at 3 and 8:30.)

and Tue Zoo Storr—Two
stimulating one-act plays, excellently per-
formed. The first was written by Samuel
Beckett and the second by Edward Albee
The entire enterprise employs only three ac-
tors—Herbert Berghof, Jordan Charney, and
William Daniels. (Cricker Thearre, Second
Ave at 1oth S5t. OR 4-3060. Tuesdays
through Fridays at 8:40, Saturdays at 7:30
and 1o:30; and Sundays at 3 and 7:30.)

It 170 Jane—This musical antigue, by
Jerome Kern, P. G. Wodehouse, and Guy
Bolton, first saw light in 1017, and the i1
tervening years have only added lustre to its
appealing idiocy. Dorothy Greener and Kath-
leern Murray are in the talented cast. (Sher-
idan Square Playhouse, gg Seventh Ave. S.,
at Sheridan Sq. CH z-gbog. Tuesdays
through Fridays at 8:40, Saturdays at 7:30
and ro:30; and Sundays at 3 and 8:40.)

Litre Mary SunsHine—A satire on old operettas

that 1s much too amiable to achieve a great
deal in the way of parody but is good fun all
the same. (Orpheum Theatre, Second Ave.
at 8th St. OR 4-8140. Tuesdays through Fri-
davs at 8:30; Saturdays at 7 and 10; and Sun-
days at 3 and 8:30.)

Many Loves—Three prose playlets within a

verse play, all by William Carlos Williams.
(Living Theatre, 530 Sixth Ave., at 14th St
CH 3-456g. Tuesdays at 8:30, Wednesdays
at 2:40, and Saturdays at 7.)

PriLokTeTEs and THE WoMEN AT THE Toms—The

first play is by George Maxim Ross; the lat-
ter, a curtain-raiser, is by Michel Ir_h., Ghelde-
rode {One Sheridan Square, W. 4th St. and
Washington Pl. YU ¢-1334. Saturday at 2:40
and Sunday at 11. Closes Sunday, May 7.)

Roots—An attempt by the twenty-eight-year-old

English playwright Arnold Wesker to record
each and every banality in the life of a poor
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PHOTOGRAPHED AT ANNE DAVIS' SHOP

get into the
HabeI‘d aSheP habit...Start yvour day’'s agenda with the

fresh, young casual ease that’s known as the Haberdasher
look. Left: Our own Batik overprint in blues, greens or browns on

cool, dark grounds; 8 to 18, 25.95 Right; Haberdasher Jr.

in blues, greens or browns, cross-checked in black; 5 to 15, 22.95

Both easy-care blends of Dacron® polyester and cotton by Cohama.




GOINGS ON ABOUT TOWN

and uneducated Norfolk family, which likes
its vowels shut tight, its meals heaping, and
its moments of silence deep and meaningful.
The results are fine eavesdropping—just that
and no more. (Mayfair Theatre, 235 W. 46th
St. CI 7-6180. Nightly at 8:30. Matinee Sat-
urday at z:30. Closes Saturday, May 6.)

Suiuine, T™HE Boy Fewr Deap—The Horatio Alger

story, done without wit, grace, or point as a
musical comedy, The book is by Ira Wallach,
the Iyrics by Sheldon Harnick, and the music
by David Baker. Harnick alone reveals in-
spiration. (Cherry Lane Theatre, 38 Com-
merce St. CH 2-3951. Tuesdays through Fri-
days at B:40; Saturdays at 7 and 1o; and
Sundays at 3 and 8:40.)

THe Tatrooen Countess—Irene Manning in a

musical by Coleman Dowell, based on a book
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Through Sunday, May 14. .qThe doors
open an hour hefore show time for those who
like to roam around among the sideshows and
the menagerie in the basement.)

NIGHT LIFE

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

by Car]l Van Vechten. (Barbizon-Plaza Thea-
tre, Sixth Ave at 58th St. LT 1-1222. Mon-
days through F]’fdu}‘-: except Tuesday, May
g, at 8:30; Saturdays at 7 and 10; and Sun-
days at 2:30 and 8:30.)

Tue Tureerenny Orera—Ralph Henry Barbour
tliLr]'t like it. In the cast are Charles Rydell
and Marion Brash. (Theatre de Lys, 121
Christopher 5t. WA 4-8%82. Tuesdays
through Fridays at 8:40; Saturdays at 7 and
10:30: and Sundays at 2:40 and 8:40.)

Unper MiLk Woop—5till another attempt to
transpose Dylan Thomas’s long poem about
the irregulars of Llareggub onto the stage.
Mot unexpectedly, only about half of Thom-
as's tropical verbiage comes through the
varicus anties that director William Ball
has devised to keep his cast—an exemplary
and exuberant one—busy. (Circle in the
Square, 159 Bleecker St. GR 3-1500. Mon-
days through Thursdays at 8B:40, and Fri-
davs at 7. Matinées Thursdays and Sundays
at z2:40.)

A Wonru v Horserabisi—Another visit, done in
bold stereotype, with a poor lower East Side
Jewish family circa 1goo. Eli Mintz, as the
patriarch, comes very close to making his ma-
terials, which were baked at home by Esther
Kaufman, seem far fresher than they are.
The rest of the cast straggles far to the
rear. (Maidman Playhouse, 416 W. as2znd
5t. BR g-2084. Tuesdays through Fridays at
8:40: Saturdays at 7 and 10; and Sundays
at 3 and 7:30.}

Mote—Four characters in search of an author
are meanwhile writing their own skits, often
as they go along, throughout the casually
entertaining potpourri at the Premise, an
orderly little coffee-and-pastry shop at 154
Bleecker St. (LF 3-5020). The schedule:
Tuesdays through Thursdays at 8:30; Fri-
days at & and 10:30; Saturdays at 7:30 and
10:30; and Sundays at 3 and 8:30.

BALLET AND DANCE PROGRAMS

Awmierican B 1ANCEes
of the engagement—Thursday evening, May
“Theme and Variations,” “Lady from the
Sea," “Glazunov Grand Pas,” and “Fancy
Free” .. 9 Frnday evening, May s5: "Les
Sylphides,” “Points on Jazz,” “Caprichos,”
and “Rodeo.” . . .9 Saturday matinée, May 6
(primarily for children): “Giselle” and
“Bluebeard.” . . .9 Saturday evening, May 6:
“Glazuncoy Grand Pas,” “Miss Julie” “Don
Quixote Pas de Deux,” and “Bluebeard.”
{ Broadway Theatre, Broadway at sird St.
Cl = ?'_,n‘d Evenings at 8:30. Matinée Satur-
day at 2:30.)

Moisevev Dance Company—A hundred dancers
and a symphony orchestra from Moscow,
{ Metropolitan Opera House OX 5-6157.
Nightly at 8:30. Matinée Saturday at z:30.
Through Saturday, May 6.)

José Greco—With his company of Spanish danc-
ers, singers, and musicians. A three-week
engagement that starts Tuesday, May g, and
will tun through Sunday. May 28. (Royale,
242 W. 45th St. CI s5- 5760. -\Ilhht]‘- except
Mnnda\e, at 8:40; opening-night curtain at
8, Matinées Saturdayvs at 2:40 and Sundays
at 3.)

MISCELLA NY

Tue Circus—DBetter hurry, (Madison Square
Garden CO 5-6811. Mondays through Thurs-
days at 7:30; Fridays and Saturdays at 8:30;
and Sundays at 6:30. Matinées daily at =

Savor Hiton, Fifth Ave

DINMER, SUPPER, AND DANCING

EL Morocco, z07 E. s54th St. (PL z2-507¢0)—

A rock garden better known for its hardy
perennials than for its modest violets. Fred-
dy Alonso’s Latin band and Joe D'Orsi's
orchestra perform for anyone who'd rather
dance.

Pierre, Fifth Ave. at 6i1st St. (TE H-Booo)—

“Anything Goes,” which is almest, but not
quite, being revived in the Cotillion Room
shows what can happen when the pristine
innocence of Early American dialogue is
brought up to date by someone who is not
P. G. Wodehouse, It's well sung, thuugh, by
Wilbur Evans, Jimmy Carroll, and a new
sprig of catnip named Marie Santell. At din
nertime on weekdays, and at dinner and sup-
pertime on Fridays and Saturdays, 1= its
custom. There's also a plentiful supply of
danece music. Closed Mondays. . . .8 Stanley
Worth's quartet, or a reascnable facsimile,
hums music at cocktails, dinner, and supper
every evening in the Café Fierre, whose
population runs to founding fathers and their
dancing daughters

Praza, Fifth Ave. at 58th 5t (PL g-3o00)—

E’trthq Kitt, whose songs now and then 1m-
ply that she'd just as scon be a rich man's
darling, is brightening the dinner and supper
hours of the Persian Room in a way that
should make her everyone's darling. Ted
Straeter, bandsman and fashion plate, and
his swarm of musicians (part champagne,
part gin-and-tonic) alternate with Mark
Monte's crew of Latin lovers in supply-
ing dance music the whole evening., Closed
Sundays. .. .9 Leo LeFleur’s orchestra (only
for listeners) flows gently in the Palm Court
from four to seven and in the Edwardian
Room at dinnertime . . .4 The Rendez-Vous,
pale and cool and beautiful and dignified. is
where Irving Conn's and Nicholas ID’Amico’s

orchestras dispense both prancing and hsten-
ing music after eight-thirty. Closed Mondays.

Roosevelr, Madison Awve at gs5th St. (MU 6-

gzo0)—Jimmy Palmer’s dance band whispers
no louder than the wind in the willows as
it executes its simple maneuvers in the Grill.
Closed Sundays.

S1. Recis, Fifth Ave. at s55th St. (PL 3-4500)—

The Maisonette, an affair of state, has danc-
ing with every course to Milt Shaw’s baby
band and Walter Kay's trio. Twice during
the evening there are song recitations by
Dorothy Shay, who believes in such hob-
goblins as the village idiots of the Ozark
Mountains. Closed Sundays and Mondays.

at s5oth 5t. (EL 5

26o0—Life is but a dream as the dance band
of Gunnar Hansen and the Latin trio of
Marco Rizo roll quietly but merrily through
the Roman moonlight that bathes the hand-
some Columns. From seven-thirty to eight-
fifteen, the music is solely for musing:
thereafter it's for exercise. Closed Sundays.

LITTLE cLuE, 7o E.

. The only murmuring in the stately rose-
wood forest known as the Savoy Room comes
from the piano of Ray Hartley, who begins at
cocktails and ends at supper. No music Sun-
days.

SHeraTON-East, Park Ave at sist St (PL 5-

1000 ) —Comme il faut, never come as you
are, is a primary consideration in the Em-
bassy Club (Chauncey Gray’s orchestra and
Quintero’s rumba band for dancing, from
eight-thirty ur nine to one-thirty or two) and
in the Knight Box (Jani Sarkozi and his vio-
lin, from eight or so on). Closed Sundays.

Wacrporr-Astoria, Park Ave. at 40th St. (EL 5-

3000 )—Gordon and Sheila MacKae, who are
doing what amounts to a miniature revue,
and a thoroughly cheertul one, bow out of
the Empire Room on Thursday, May 4. Next
evening's arrival is Tony Martin, a singer
of they-loved-me-in-Las-Vegas stature. Din-
ner and supper is when the performers per-
form, an d there are injections of dance music
by Emil Coleman’s mighty band and Theo
Fanidi's smaller collection of crickets. The
music begins at seven-thirty. Closed Sun-
days....%The bosky dell called Peacock
Alley has music for contemplation from
seven-thirty, music for footwork from eight-
thirty until one or two, The Sunday pattern
is dance music, and nothing but, from eight
to one.

More—The Rainbow Room, one of the almost

topless towers of our own Ilium, is serving
the drifting-and-dreaming music of Michael
Forman’s trio from cocktails through dinner,
except Sundays. The address: 30 Rockefeller
Plaza; the phone: CI 6-5800

SMALL AND CHEERFUL
(No dancing, unless noted )

ssth 5t. (PL 3-1800): A real
New York cityscape, made up of people who
honestly believe that only one state has vet
been admitted to the union. They are accom
panied during dinner by plano music. After
the theatre, the small and handsome Plush
Room accommodates Jane Harvey, a persua-
sive singerw }Eﬂkﬂnx'-.'ﬁflllall}’ good songs. Closed
Mondays. .. .G-GI.DIE S NEW YORK, 232 E. gard
St. (PL g-7245): “Hail, hail, etc.” is the na-
tional anthem of the huhdd}makers, three
generations deep, who assemble in this chip-
per bar-and-grill. Bob Printz, romance in his
fingers, runs a piano by himself from fve-
thirty to eight; Goldie Hawkins and Wayne
Sanders appear thereafter as soloists and
(following the theatre) as a Sunday-punch
team Closed on the Sabbath. . . . prAKE rROOM,
71 E s56th 5t. (PL 5-0fo0): A suite of prac-
tically ambassadorial rank, in which Cy Wal-
ter is doing the knowledgeable pianoforte re-
citations between cocktails and one in the
morning. Forrest Perrin is the Sunday driver.

. Monsignorg, 61 E. s5th 5t. (EL 5-zo070):
Doing as the Romans do, which involves
simultaneous dining, expatiating, and listen-
ing with one ear to Herman Honigsberg's
wagonload of touring violins and a brace of
touring guitarists, Closed Sundays....IN
BoBoLl, 1501 Second Ave., at Bznd St. (TR g-
a7z7): A Northern Italian restaurant that
can easily be mistaken for a Northern Italian
opera house. From Thursday through Sunday,
there’s activity by Aldo Bruschi's piano, oboe,
concertina, voice, and trio, to which (after
ten) there’s skirmishing on the dance floor.
Tuesday through Saturday evenings, Mr.
Bruschi is alsc impresario and basso profundao
of a toy but eager opera company that believes
mmplicitly in Puccini. Closed Mondays. ...
CHATEAU HEMRI 1V, 37 E. 64th St LI{}', 7-B818):
Mot a castle in Spain, or even in France, but
in never-never land. Wandering from pillar
to post of the dining hall, Norbert Faconi
addresses his you-were-meant-for-me fiddle
from dinner through supper every night but
Sunday. ... Mmawmaison, 10 E. s5z2nd St. (PL
1-0845): In the bar of this example of the
good life Jules Kuti has a go at his piano,
off and on, from fAve to eleven, Closed
Sundays. . . . EL cHIcO, 80 Grove St at Sheri-
dan Sq. (CH z2-4646): Andalusian gypsy
maoths. dying furiously in the flame of flamen-
co love. There is dancing for such customers
as are not overwhelmed by the passion of it
all. Closed Sundays. ... WAVERLY LOUNGE, 103
Waverly Pl. (AL 4-0776): Laurie Brewis,
whose fAle case bulges with musical-comedy
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tunes, is at the piano after nine in the bar of
the Hotel Earle. No music Mondays. . .. CAFE
carLYLE, Madison Ave. at 76th S5t. (RH 4-
1600): Social whirlwind is the favorite party
game 1n the bar, where George Feyer casual-
Iy rumples a prano with the back of his hand.
He begins at eight-thirty and goes through
the supper hour. Closed Sundays. ... roMa bI
no1TE, 1528 Second Ave., at voth St. (RE 4-
443): The night people of the Eternal City,
ceeping up (between seven courses for din-
ner) with a round of strolling minstrels, who
are augmented, after the theatre, by such con-
amore singers as Angelo Cristalli, Mario
Lima, and Candida Pilla, who certainly love
their work. Closed Sundays. . .. cHARDAS, 307
E. 7oth 5t. (RH 4-938z): Johann Strauss
countryside under a continuous but gentle
bombardment of zimbalon, bull fiddle, pianu,
heart-of-oak tenor, and wispy seprano. Tibor
Rakossyv, a true operetta hero, is the tenor.
Dancing. Closed Mondays. . . . Luau 400, 400
E. 57th 5t. (EL 5-6555): A Polynesia that's
not much more than forty-five minutes from
Broadway but that’s still able to go native in
its bill of fare and its music. A set of string
men whang away in the main room; George
Taylor, an American tourist, is on hand every
night but Sunday to make the pilano in
the bar sound Manhattan. Everyhody else
works every night of the year....sarserry,
17 E. sznd St. (PL 3-5800); It could be
taken for a breezeway in old Segovia, but
vou'll quickly discover that all the other
vigitors, including the chef are from the
New World. Conrad Monjoy's piano cajoles
the diners with pillow talk during the eve-
ning. The concert ends at twelve on week-
days, at one on Saturdays; no music on
Sundays. ...La zamera, 14 E. 6oth St. (EL
5-4774): Se habla espaniol, mostly with piano
and guitar that keep fairly late hours. Closed
Sundays. . .  Essex Housg, 160 Central Park 5
(CI 7-o300): In the Casino-on-the-Park, an
establishment where everything is done on
tiptoe, Steven Weltner composes calm, col-
lected strophes at his pianc between cock-
taill time and suppertime. His night off is
Sunday. . . . VIENNESE LANTERN, 242 E. 7oth St.
(TE. g¢-7760): An international settlement,
despite the name, since the singers, amateur
and pro, who show up as the night wears
on come from every and any where. The
principal one is now Monica Boyar. Closed
Mondays. . . . stanHoPE cate, Fifth Ave. at
815t 5t. (BU 8-5800): The wee bar of the
Hotel Stanhope is a perfect sounding board
for guitarists, and Renato Rossini happens
to be a prince of this particular realm. Nine-
thirty to one is his playing time. No music
Mondays. . . . LeFT ANk, 300 W. soth 5t. (CI
7-3470): Cal Bostic, a new jump-tune singer
and pianist, stirs up guite a ground swell in
this small and comfortable art gallery. The
other amusement is something to talk
through. Closed Sundays

BIG AND BRASSY

LaTIN QuaARrTER, Broadway at 48th St. (CI 6-

1735): Any quantity of fine, upstanding
voung ladies who are too lazy even to get
dressed but never too tired to appear in pub-
lic. They're led by an imp of Satan named
Gloria Le Roy. This girls’ world is visited
by Frank Libuse, a gadfly who knows pre-
cisely how to make low comedy comic. and
the Crosby Brothers (Phillip, Denais, and
Lindsay), a young glee club that operates
with such ease and offhand humor that it
may have been supervised by an older rela-
tive. Dancing. . . . coracasanNa, 10 E. 6oth St.
(PL B-ogon): Vocal exercises by Johnny
Mathis, who brings a will-o’-the-wisp quality,
an implication of youth eternal, and a sound
that is both true and flexible to bear on his
worlk, fragments of which are hardly worth
the singing. The décor is a troupe of eight
girl balletomanes, whose every wvisit to the
floor is a maiden voyvage. Dancing for the
guests, too.

SUPPER CLUBS

{ No dancing, unless noted.)

ELUE ANGEL, 152 E. s5th St. (PL 3-5008): Adam

Keefe, a compulzive talker frightened at birth
by Hollywood movies, pays them back in full,
with disinterest; Leon Bibb, whose hobby is
folkways, explains why in a voice compounded
of skill and substance; Dick Gautier, recent-
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ly from “Bye Bye Birdie,” muses his cosmic
andfor comic thoughts aloud. Jimmy Lyons’
glittery trio (Beverly Peer and Joc Puma
are his aides) and Otis Clements’ piano
calk the minute hiatuses in between. . ..
€In the lounge, except Saturdays, Alex
Fogarty plays lingering water-color piano
from six to eight, and early in the morn-
img there are outpourings of piano andfor
trio. . . . UPSTAIRS AT THE DOWNSTAIRS, 37 V.
s6th 5t. (CI 5-9465): The bitter truth about
practically everything that has to do with
us mortals is set forth in “*Dressed to the
Nines,"” this season’s Julius Monk merry-
go-round. The soothsavers, sharp as so many
little razors, are Ceil Cabot, Gordon Connell,
Bill Hinnant, Gerry Matthews, Mary Louise
Wilson, and Pat Ruhl. William Roy and Carl
Norman staff the up-and-coming two-piano
orchestra. The horas de zerdod are nine-
fifteen and midnight. Closed Sundays. ...
DOWNSTAIRS AT THE UPSTAIRS, 37 W. 36th St
(CI 5-0465): A new midnight star, Sylvia
Copeland, 15 shedding a special West Indian
phosphorescence over the undergraduate dor-
mitory of the Julinug Monk [vcée, not to
mention the chansons she dallies with. There
are also, grouped around a piano, the Three
Young Men, who work in some bright and
original choral effects when Paul Trueblood
and Robert Colston, a double-piano squad to
remember, aren't doing their own bright key-
board effects. The piancoforte twins begin at
nine, the chanters at ten. Closed Sundays. . .

goN soiRr, 40 W, 8th 5t. (OR 4-0531): Syhia
Syms, who can be anyone from Isclde sub-
mitting to Miss Otis regretting, is apply-
ing her patent basso profundo to the lyries
around here. Along with her, the ecus-
tomers get the time-honored early settlers—
Tiger Haynes and hizs Three Flames, mak-
ers of brash music; Jimmie Daniels and
his boulevardier songs; and the interlude
pmano of Loumel Morgan and Peter Daniels.
The other guest, Phil Foster, is funny
in street-urchin fashion as long as he
refrains from turming blue. Miss Syms and
Mr. Foster disappear on Sunday, May 7;
the important arrival on Tuesday, May o,
15 FFrank Baxter, wit, Closed Mondays. ...
camiLor, 158 E. 4o0th St. (EL 5-4135):
There's life in the old world vet whenever
Bobby Short’s voice and piano come into
headlong collision with his assortment of
rise-and-shine ditties. An assiduous trio
keeps pace with him, His pink-and-black set-
ting will remind nostalgic venerables of the
Volstead Act, Scene 1. ... cHATEAU MADRID, 42
W. 58th St. (PL 3-3773): The main arena
is full of a Latin-American hurly-burly that
can scarcely justify dts existence, but it does
contain Trini Reyes, whose footwork is even

better than what the light-on-their-feet guests
can accomplish. And in the neighborly alcove
off the bar, beginning around ten, the flamenco
guitar of Juan de la Mata and the Hamenco
voice of Domingo Alvarado tell a thousand
and one tales of the power and the glory of
Spanish love life. Sundays, the sole activity
in the whole shop is a matinée tea trot. ...
KING ARTHUR ROOM, 151 E. soth St, (PL
8-0310): Mabel Mercer, a destiny who has
shaped not only the ends but the whole lives
of many other intoners of ballads, is weaving
sunlight and shadow together into a fabric
that no one else ecan quite duplicate. Sam
Hamilton’s thoughtful pianc is the perfect
counterpoint. This eyrie is upstairs inside the
Roundtable. Closed Sundays. . ..sHowpLACE,
146 W. 4th 5t. (AL 4-5648): “Stewed
Prunes,” a tiny Greenwich Village revue into
which more than the customary amount of
care and feeding has gone, occupies the sec-
ond floor of this establishment. Its two bovs
and one girl—Richard Libertini, MacIntyre
Dixon, and Lynda Segal—go through it,
largely in both poignant and pointed panto-
mune. at nine and twelve every night but
Tuesday

MOSTLY FOR MUSIC

{ No dancing, unless noted )

EDDIE cONDON'S, 330 E. 56th St (PL s5-g9550):

Two old schoolmates—Mr. Condon and Max
kaminsky—are reunited for the purpose of
old-school jazz, the sort that blends with lamb
chops and ale. Bob Wilber and Benny Morton
are among those who vigorously bring up the
rear. Closed Sundays. . . . sasin sTReer EasT, 137
E. 48th St. (PL 2-4444): Sarah Vaughan
who is up in the emeritus crowd, is test-
mg her voice for sound. Also on hand is
Al Hirt's crew of New Orleans roustabouts,
who often like to play the fool, an instru-
ment not recognized by Local 8oz Finally,
there’s Larry Storch, a gagman individualist
who can be a bit too rugged. Closed Sundays.
. - - YILLAGE vaNGUARD, 178 Seventh Ave, 5., ai
11th S5t. (CH 2-9355): Sunday, May 7, is
closing time for the old-school band of Jack
Tt'agardr:n, an archive of vast renown and a
simger whose homemade tenor could have
been equalled only by Bunny Berrigan's.
Junior Mance’s taut trio, modern as Metrecal.
goes away the same night, On Tuesday, Max
9, another generous portion will be serve
up: Lenny Bruce, a free-associational dis-
quisitioner whose mouth is full of pins and
needles, plus a quartet headed by Roy Eld-
ridge, one of the three or four wise men who
were in on the birth of the first American New
Wave, Afternoon sessions every Sunday from
four-thirty to seven. Closed Mondays. . . .
Jimmy rYan's, 53 W. send St (JU 6-0800):
One of the two plantations left on a once flour-
ishing thoroughfare. An old Southern cottage
mdustry, sometimes a trifle too artful-and-
crafty, is still being carried on here by Wilbur
de Paris, Sidney de Paris, Russell Procope,
and Wilber Kirk, to say nothing of Don
Fryve, the intermission pianist. Mondays,
Tony Parenti and Zutty Singleton join Mr.
Frye in giving the varsity a little competition.
Closed Sundays. ... HICKORY HOUSE, 144 W.
sznd St. (Cl 7-¢g524): Billy Taylor's light-
hearted, light-fingered ode to progress ends
on Sunday, May 7, when his trio takes wing.
Un Tuesday, May ¢, Don Shirley and his
threesome. who are inclined toward rich
beautiful poesy in their instrumentation.
come aboard. No action Mondays. . . . nick's,
Seventh Ave. S. at 1oth St (CH 2-6681):
The Bourbon Street Six is using this bar-
and-grill as its levee this season. There are
jam sessions on Sunday afterncons at five.
in addition o the evening session; the place
i1s closed Mondays. . .. MetroroLe, Seventh
Ave. at 48th 5St. (CI 5-0088): There's noth-
img very secret about the weapons employved
hereabouts, as even passershy quickly dis-
cover. The matinées are run by the trios of
Tony Parenti and Johnny Letman; the soirées
are run by the Salt City Six (off Mondays),
Cootic Williams' gquintet (off Tuesdays), and
Sol Yaged's yuintet, which performs only on
Mondays, Tuesdays, Fridays, and Saturdays.
The row begins at 3 p.M. Mondays through
Fridays, and ends at 3 a.m. On Saturdays
and Sundays, it begins at 1:30 P.M. Saturday
nights, the Williams contingent moves to the
upstairs alcove, which is dark the rest of
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in a sea 4f compliments. Typical lure: this no-iron 65% Dacron® polyester, 359 cotton broadcloth, designed to be seen, but not seen

[ 4t-
\ ﬂ“"*q’ ‘(: "2__ ® Smart girls don't fish for compliments. They wear Lady Manhattan® shirts...and find themselves

through. Like all Lady Manhattan shirts, it's contour-shaped and as easy to wear as it is to care for, thanks to such niceties as extra
long shirt tails that really stay battened down. About $6.00. Coordinated shorts. About $8.00. Both, in oceans of pretty colors, 10 to 18.
Priced slightly higher in the West. Lady Manhattan, 1407 Broadway, New York 18, N.Y., a division of The Manhattan Shirt Company.
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LORD & TAYLOR, NEW YORK « HOCHSCHILD KOHNM, BALTIMORE » THE HECHT CO., WASHINGTON, D C » RICH'S, ATLANTA - MARSHALL FIELD & CO., CHICAGD - ROOS/ATKINSG, SAN FRANCISCO
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Build Your Comfort Around J & F MOHARA and MOHARA-LITE Suits

No need to sizzle . . . no need to wilt! You have two comforting alternatives . . . Mohara: fine worsted and
lustrous mobhair, frosted with cool iridescence. Add Dacron* polyester and you h:we Mohara-Lite, even cooler!
Pacific weaves them . .. J & F tailors them with proper respect

E:ml:uﬂ )
for their superb appearance and comfort. Suits, $57.50; l: ac I i I (‘ T__fz
X7

tWO-trouser suits, $?%95, Slﬂfkﬁ, $1695 Slightly higher in the West. PACIFIC MILLS WORSTED COMPANY Ve
For name of your J & F Mohara & Mohara-Lite dealer, write Dept. 2F, Pacific Mills, 261 5th Ave., N.Y. 16. A Division of Burlington Industries

*DUPONT'S T.M.
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.THE EMeers, 161 E. g4th 5t
Eddie Hevwood's sturdy trio,
which rarely deviates from its norm, calls
it a night on Saturday, May 6. The guartet
guided by Erskine Hawkins will sit tight.
and on Tuesday, May g, it will be rein-
forced by the threesome of Teddy Wilson,
a pianist who likes, reasonably, to live in
his glorious past but is nevertheless aware
of the present, Sundays offer potluck bouts
between extra hands. .. HALF  NOTE, 2Hg
Hudson St., near Spring St. (AL 5-9752):
The missionairies of progress in their farth-
est-south settlement, Joe Newman's quintet
has the Aoor Closed Meondays, . . . BIRDLAMD,
1678 Broadway, at sand St. (JU 6-7333):
Gerry Mulligan is now leading from strength,
with a dozen disciples behind him, but the
sound is predominantly symphony, not siz-
zle. The quartet assembled by Toshiko Ala-

the week. ..
(PL g-3228):

yoshi and Charlie Mariano, whose persua-
sive interplay can almost lose itself in a
room this big, does its |t".{1 best just the

same, Dizzy {rllli‘-p]t s band succeeds this
group on Thursday, May 11. Mondays, when
the regulars are sent to the showers, are
guest nights. . . vilLAGE GATE, 185 Thompson
St., at Bleecker St. (GR 5-5120): This cave
of the winds is vibrating to the tune of Her-
bie Mann's Afro-Jazz sextet, whose drum-
fire, punctuated by Mr. Mann's Aute, t} rows
the nightly meeting vpen to percussion. This
group blasts off on Saturday, May 6. I'r“.[1r1.un
Makeba, a harbinger of spring who sings
with the voice of ten thousand turtles, waill
keep on doing her one-of-a-kind African
ballads. On Friday and Saturday, May 12-13,
Horace bt]u.rh quintet will also perform
Closed Monday pive spor, 5 Cooper Sq.
(GR 7-0630): ": usef Lateef’s qmnr:l is dem-
Ii'J1lHU”'lT!T'|H’ how far out the Near East has
gone in jazz. This happens every evening
but Tuesday, which is given over to carch-
as-catch-can sessions by stand-ins. Cecil
Tavlor's triad is another exhibit. The scen-
ery is extremely earthbound. . . . JAZZ GALLERY,
80 St Marks Pl, west of First Ave. (AL
-4242): Babs Gonzales is now doing the
singing around here, and it can sound very

much like bop. Closed Mondays. ... CENTRAL
pLAZA, 111 Second Ave., at 6th S5t. (AL 4-
g8o0): An ancestral hall for ancestral music

Among the exhibits on Friday and Saturday,
May 5-6, should be Buster Bailey, Conrad
Janis and his Tailgate Jazz Band, Red Allen,
Tony Parenti, Johnny Letman, Dick Well-
stood, Gene Sedric, and Panama Francis

ART

noted, galleries are open
to hetween 5 and 6.)

SeorGE BELLows—]. .:HI{;‘-\f"I;H'. s and figures, chief-
ly; through May 27. ( Allison, 32 E. 57th St.)

ArvoLp BLANCH- —Snm—almtmat landscapes and
seascapes, through Saturday, May 6. (Kras-
ner, to61 Madison Ave.. at 81st St.)

Cesar—Metal sculptures (1g53-61) and draw-
ings by a contemporary Paris artist; through
Saturday, May 6. ( Saidenberg. 10 E. 77th 5t.)

Ereo Cownway—Abstracted nature scenes, pri-
marily in oil, by an artist known for his
murals; through Saturday, May 6. (Grand
Central Moderns, 1018 Madison Ave,, at yoth
St.)

Jost pe CREEFT- Figurative sculptures, most of
them in marble; thrcﬁu,{h Saturday, May 6.

otherwise
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{Unless

from around

[T‘he Contemporaries, go2 Madison Ave,, at
aeth St.)

STANLE‘E FEin—Expressionistic figure paintings,

SesMeTeWaTsFeS
1 T
7|l 8o lwo]uliz|is

washes:; through Thursday,

drawings, and
40 Third Ave, at 10th

May 11. (Phoemx,
St. Daily, except Mondays, 1 tu 6.)

SterHEN Greene—Blue abstract paintings;
through Saturday, May 13. (Staempfli, 47 E.
s7th §t. Closed Mondays.)

Georce O. (Pop) Harr—Drawings,
through Saturday, May 6. (Zabriskie
6ist St.)

Marspen Haptey—Drawings and
landscapes and fgures (1008-32);
May z7. (Babcock, 805 Madizon
62th 5t. Closed Mondays.)

INGRES IN AMERICAN CoLLECTIONsS— A loan L}«hﬂ'ﬁ-
tion of paintings and drawings gathered from
private and public cullections, For the bene-
fit of the Lighthouse, the New York Associa-
tion for the Blind. Through Saturday, May
fi. (Rosenberg, zo E. yoth 5t.)

Davio Jacoes—\ elded-metal

1505=-30;
36 E:

pastels of
through
Ave., at

sculptures;

through Saturday, May 6. (Barone, 1018
Madizon Ave., at »oth 5t.)

Oscar Jespers—Sculptures in bronze and gran-
ite, as well as a group of drawings; through

June 5. (Landry, 712 Fifth Ave, at 55th
St.)

Burrie Jonnson—Abstract paintings; through
Saturday, May 6. (Thibaut, 790 Madison
Ayve, at oyth 5t)

Leonarp Kesi—IPaintings; through May 16,
(Highgate, 827 Third Ave., at zoth 5t

Tuesdays through Saturdays, 11:30 to 5:30.)

Done KineMan—A series of water colors of
Hong Kong by the Chinese-American artist;
i.h'r-:n;h Saturday, May 13. (Wildenstein,
1a E. 6ath 5t.)

JoHN I{ocH—--SHH-!i[t:s and interiors with fig-
ures: through Saturday, May 13. (Kraushaar,
1055 Madison Ave., at 8oth 5t.)

Oskar KokoscHka—\ previously unexhibited
series of twenty-six drawings of a woman

friend: through May =z2o. (Bayer, 51 E
Soth St. Tuesdays through Saturdays. 1
o 6.)

Roeert La Hotan—Abstract Expressiomist paint-
ings; through Thursday, May 11. (lames,
-0 E. 1zth St. Tuesdays through Saturdays,
I to 6.}

RicHARD LYTLE-
May 6. (Borgenicht,
sath St.)

Luciano Mineurzi—Semi-abstract bronze sculp-
tures by a contemporary Italian; through
Saturday. May 13. (Viviano, 32 E, 57th 5t
Closed Mundays.)

Mirko—Bronzes, mostly,

Saturday,
hve., at

Paintings; through
1018 Madison

and wax pastels by a

leading Ttalian sculptor; through May 27.
{World House, o887 Madison Ave., at 7rth
St

Joan MitcHeLL—Abstractions; through Satur-
day, May 13. (Stable, 33 E. 74th 5t Closed
Mondavs.)

Rosert MoTHERWELL— Abstract Expressionist oils
and collages;, through Saturday, May 6.
(Janis, 15 E. 57th 5t.)

Louise Nevetson—Abstract sculptures of gold-
painted wood; through May zo. (Jackson,
3z E. 6gth 5t. Closed Mondays.)

Ben MicHorson—His first showing of pictures
here in five years; through Saturday May 13.
{ Emmerich. 17 E. 64th St.)

Georcia O'Keerre—Recent paintings and draw-
ings; through Saturday, May 13. (Down-
town, 32 E. s1st 5t.)

ALINE Porter— Abstract paintings; through Sat-
urday, May 13. (Parsons, 11 E. 57th 5t)

GorooN RusseLL—Landscapes, still-lifes, and
flowers: through May 20 (Durlacher, 11
E. =5th St:)

Kurr SELIGMANN—A retrospective of paintings

sculptures, graphics, and collages, dating

from his early Surrealist period; through

Saturday, May 1z. (D'Arcy, 1091 Madison

Ave. at Band St.)

Frank Stour—Non-figurative paintings; through
May 18 (Tanager. oo E. 1oth St. Daily,

except Mondays. 1 to £.)

Reueen Tam—Landscape paintings of the Maine
coast and of his native Hawaii; through
Saturday, May 6. (Alan, 766 Madison Ave.,
at 66th St.)

Warne Francis Wittiams—Welded-metal and
cast-bronze sculptures; through May zo
{ Walker, 117 E. s7th 5t. Closed Mondays.)

Jane WiLson—I.arge Midwestern and Long Is-
land landscapes; through May 27. (De Nagy.
140 E. 72nd St)

Masterrieces— A loan exhibition of paintings
and drawings by Mantegna, Rembrandt
Gainsborough, Renoir, Toulouse-Lautrec,

and others, For the ]JE.]H:|I1. of the Citizens'
Committee for Children of New York
Through Saturday, May 6. (Wildenstein, 19

E. 64th 5t.)

ArricaN ArT—Statues and
wood and ivory, plus some cast in bronze,
m:ﬂu‘: up a survey of various tribal styles
from the Mali Republic through Sierra Le-

masks carved of

one, Liberia, the Ivory Coast, the Congo
and so on; through May 31. (Segy, 708 Lex-
ington Ave., at s7th St. Mondays through
Fridays, 10 to s5:30, Saturdays, 2 to 5:30.)
AMERICANS: Grour SHows— At the artzr, 192 WL
s7th St.: Paintings by the gallery artists—
Ernk Hoberg, Murray Finkelman, Edwin
Koch, and others; through June 6. (Mon-
davs through Fridays, 11 to 5; Saturdays,
noon to 4.). . . CASTELLANE, 1g E. 76th 5t

Herman Maril Minna Harkavy, and May-
nard Sandol are three of the participants
in a painting-and-sculpture show; through
Saturday, May 6. ... CITY CENTER GALLERY, [31
W. zsth St.: The Métj‘ exhibition consists of
]I.'_liE]I'i:IF_{H chosen by Henrv Botkin, Betty
Parsons, and Adolf Dehn; through May 26
{ Mondays through Fridays, 1 to 5.) ... miD-
rownd, 17 E. 57th 5t.: "'n.’ll, ater colors by Wil-
liam Thon, Edward Betts, Jason Schoener,

Robert Vickrey, and Fred Nagler; through
Saturday, May 13....w™iLcH, 21 E. 67th 5t.:
Childe Hassam, Hobson Pittman, and Leon

Kroll are three of the nineteenth- and twen-
tieth-century artists represented in a show
ing of oils and water colors; through June 17,
. pEmipoT, Sz20 Madison Ave., at 68th 5t:
Lithographs by New York artists, including
Robert Goodnough, Costantinoe Nivola. and
Bernard Piriem: through Saturday, May 13.
.smaLL, 8 E. 75th St.: Drawings, past and
present, by Josef Albers, Julian Levi, Milton
Avery, and other contemporaries; through
Saturday, May 13. (Closed Mondays.)

AmerICANS AND EuroPeans; Grour SHows—At
CORDIER & WARREN, 078 Madison Ave,, at y6th
St.: Paintings by the gallery group, including
Fritz Bultman, Romare Bearden, and Jean
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Dubuftet; through Saturday, May 13....
pEITscH, 1018 Madison Ave., at 7oth St.:
Original prints, from Goya through the
German Expressionists; through Saturday,
May 13 . GRAHAM, aecnmd Hoor, 1014 Madi-
son Ave., at 78th St.: “Romantic Paintings,”
an exhibit of works by (for instance) Ar-
thur B. Davies, John Hoppner, and Henri

Fantin-Latour; through May 10. (Closed
Mondays.). .. perts, 1016 Madison Ave., at

=&th St.: Paintings and sculptures by Pascin,
Brague, Calder, and other modern masters;
through June 16. (Closed Mondays.)
FrencH: Group SHows— AL the HaHn, 611 Mad-
ison Ave., at 58th St.. Paintings by such
artists as Bonnard, Brague, and Picasso;

thrml"h .;lhlftld.‘w MH} 13....HUTToN, 41 B,
enth St e Seéne Francaise,” an exhibi-
1{un of nineteenth- and twentieth-century

paintings by, among others, Vlaminck, Re-
noir, and Buffet; through May =7,

MUSEUMS AND LIBRARIES

MetroroLiTaAN Museum, Fifth Ave, at Hand S5t.—
“Color in Prints,” about seventy examples
showing the development of color from Goth-
ic woodcuts to contemporary prints; starting
Friday, May 5. (Tuesdays through Satur-
days, 10 to 5; Sundays, 1 to 5.)

Museum ofF Mobpern Art, 11 W. s3rd S5t—
Paintings, sculptures, collages, and other
works by the School of Paris artist Max
Ernst; through Monday, May 8. . . .4 Amenca

: ars,” forty paintings

from the twenties and thirties (by Charles

Burchfield, Edward Hopper, Thomas Hart

Benton, O. lLowms CGugliehni, and others)

drawn from the Museum's collection....9A

retrospective of about three hundred photo-

3]’;11}]]3 by Edward Steichen. Dating from
1805 to the present, they include cityscapes,

1411&{311& nature studies, nudes, abstrac-

tions, and portraits. Through May 21 (Week-

davs, 11 to 6, and Thursday evenings untl
10; Sundays. 1 to 7.)
Brooktyn Museum, Eastern Parkway—The

Twentv-first International Watercolor Bi-
ennial, made up of more than two hundred
paintings from Germany, Great Britain, and
the United States; through May 28....
{ Paintings and drawings of birds, acrobats,
people playing games, and so on, by Man-
fred Schwartz; through May ( Wednes-
days through Saturdays, 10 to 5; Sundays,

1 to 5.)
SoLoMoN R. GuecenHEiM Museum, 1071 Fifth
Ave., at 8gth St—An exhibition of paint-

ings and sculptures (Roussean's “The Foot-
ball Flayers.” {_'t'-zamw's “The Clockmaker,”
and Brcmnmi 8 “White Seal.” to mention za
few) acquired during the past eight years,
through May 31. (Tuesdays through Satur-
days, 10 to 6, and Wednesday evenings until
g: Sundays, noon to 6.)

JewisH MUSEUM,
abstract and
marble bronze,
graphic art, by Peter
June 15. (Mondays through Thursdays.
5, Sundays. 11 to 6.)

Morean Ligrary, 33 I£. 36th 5t—"Recent Ac-
quisitions,” an exhibition of drawings, manu-

fipniral sculptures (in wood,
and granite), together with
Lipman-Wulf; through
1 to

scripts, letters, bookbindings, and printed
books; through June 16, (Weekdays, u:zo
to 5.0

Museum oF THE City oF New York, Fifth Ave. at
104th 5t—"King Arthur on Broadway,” a
display of phoetographs, programs, and posters
retracing the dramatic, operatic, and screen
versions of the Arthurian legend since it first
appeared on the New York stage, about sev-
enty-five years ago. (Tuesdays through Sat-
urdays, 1o to 5; Sundays, 1 to 5.)

Museum ofF ConTemprorRArRY CrarTs, 20 W. s53rd
St.—"Modern Mosaics of Ravenna,"” an ex-
hibit including designs by Afro, Chagall,
Campigli. and other FEuropean painters;
threugh May 14. (Weekdays, noon to 6;
Sundays, 2 to 6.)

Writhey Museum, 22 W. 54th St—"The Thea-
tre Collects American Art,” an exhibition
presented by the Friends of the Whitney
Museum and consisting of paintings, draw-
ings, and sculptures {h}f such artists as
Lyonel Feininger, Hans Hofmann, and Alex-
ander Calder) owned by Lillian Hellman,
Henry Fonda, Richard Rodgers, and ather

SoeMeT eWeTeFeof
| 4‘ 4} 5146
7 a]almiu 12 ] 13

people connected with the theatre, motion
pictures, radio, and television; through May
16. (Daily, 1 to 5.)

MUSIC

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

OPERA

Xavier SympHony Sociev—Vincent La Selva
directing the last in a series v performances
of Menotti's “The Saint of Bleecker Street.”
(Xavier Theatre, 40 W. 16th St. Saturday and
Sunday, Mayv é-7. and Saturday and Sun-
day, May 13-14, at 8. No tickets necessary.)

ORCHESTRAS AND CHORUSES

CoLumela  UwiversitTy OrcHesTra—Itlias  Dann
conducting, with Konrad Wolff, piano. ( Mec-
Millin Theatre, Broadway at 116th St. Sat-
urday, May 6, at 8:30. For frec tickets, call
UXN s5-g4o000, Ext, 2081.,)

Ars Mova OrcHestra—Robert
mg an all-Mozart program, with the glee
clubs of Fordham University and the Col-
lege of New Rochelle; Ellen Faull, soprano;

Mandell direct-

Joan Caplan, mezzo-soprano; Charles E.
(reen, tenor; and Daniel Ferro, bass. (Car-
negie Hall Thursday, May 11, at B:30.)

UniversiTy ofF PewmsyLvaniaA GLee CLue—Bruce
Montgomery directing, (Town Hall Thurs-
day, May 4, at 8:30.)

Hunter CoLiece Crolr anp UniversiTy oF PEMN-
sYLvAMIA GLEE CLue—A joint concert, with
Anders Emile and Bruce Montromery direct-
ing, and with Bruce Prince-Joseph, organist,
and a chamber orchestra. (Hunter College
Assembly Hall, Park Ave. at égth 5t. Satur-

day, May 6, at 8:15. For tickets, call TR g-
z100, Ext. 325.)
InTERRACIAL  FELLowsHiP CHorus—Harold Alks

directing, with Jeanette Scovotti, soprano;
Shirley Verrett-Carter, contralto; David
Dodds, tenor; Abraham Lind, baritone; and
the Interracial Orchestra. ( Town Hall. Sun-

day, May 7, at 8:30.)
RECITALS
THe Weavers—Folk singers. (Cammegie Hall
Saturdav. May 6. at 8:40.)
MISCELLANY
Oreras-iN-BriIEF—"The DMarriage of |]§.]‘.;1TU
the last in this scason's series of abbre-

viated operas presented by the Amato Opera
Company. (Town Mall. Tuesday, May o, at
5:30.)

Jazz Concerr—Dizzy (nllespie’s band and Len-
nie Dale's dancers in a program called
“Sounds and Movements.” (Hunter College

Assembly Hall, Park Ave. at 6gth 5t. Fo-
day, May 12, at #:30. For tickets, call
PL 5-3524.)

SPORTS

ve, Detroit

: {(Yankee Sta-
Mav 12,

at 8 and Saturday,

dium. Friday,
Mav 1z, at 2.)
Crew—Compton Cup Regatta: Harvard, M.I.T.,
and Princeton. (Cambridge. Saturday, May
6.)... 9 Blackwell Cup Regatta: Columbia,

Pennsvlvania, and Yale. (Harlem River.
Saturday, May 6.3, _9Gees Trophy Re-
gatta: Cornell, Navy, and Syracuse. (An-
napolis. Saturday, Ma iy 6.). . .9 Adams Cup

Regatta; IIm‘rar{L f\.m.}, tmfl Pennsylvania.
(Cambridge. Saturday, May 13.)...9Car-
negie Cup Regatta: Cornell, Princeton, and
Yale. (Princeton. Saturday, May 13.)

Gorr—Long Island Golf Association Richard-
son Memorial Tournament. (Seawane Har-
bor Club, Hewlett, L..1. Friday through Sun-
day, May 5-7.)

Hogrse SHows—Suprartown Horse Show. ( New-
town Sguare, Pa, Saturday, May 6.)...
g Keswick Hunt Club Horse Show (Kes-
wick, Va. Friday through Sundayv, May 12-
14.)

Hunr Racine—Virginia Gold Cup Association.
(Warrenton, Va Saturday, May 6.)...
¥ Radnor Hunt Club. (Malvern, Pa. Satur-
day, May 13.}

Racine—At agueouct: Weekdays at  1:30;

through Wednesday, May 31, The Carter

H"L]'u]*:n; ap, oaturday, May 6; the Ildlewild
Handicap, Wednesday, May 10; and the
Withers, Saturday, May 13....GARDEN STATE

rark, Camden, N.J.: Tuesdays through Sat-
nrdrna at 2:30; through Tuesday, May 3zo.
(A train leaves Penn Station at 11 and con-
nects with a train for the track at North
Philadelphia.). . . cHurcHILL bowns, Louis-
ville, Ky.: The Kentucky Derby, Saturday,
May 6.
TrapsHoOTING— A mateur
America,

Championships  of

sponsored by the XNew York
Athletic Club. (Travers TIsland, Pelham
Manor. Friday, May 1z, at 11; Saturday,
May 13. at 10: and Sunday, May 14, at 11.)

TroTriNg— At ‘!rt'I]]xl rs Raceway: Weekdays at
B:25; throungh Saturday, May 20

FOR CHILDREN

Barter—The American Ballet Theatre present-
mg a program primarily  for  children:
“(riselle” and “Bluebeard.” (Broadway

Theatre, Broadway at s3rd St. CI 7-790a2.
Saturday, May 6, at z:30.)

Stace SHows—Byv the PEGGY BRIDGE MARIOMETTES:

“Liattle Brave Sambo,” plus Leroy the
Magician, (Jan Hus Auditorium, 351 E.
=ath St Saturdays at 3. For tickets, call
WO =2-3¥31.)...caAavkap PprobucTions: ‘‘The
Frog Prince.” (Theatre East, 211 E. 6oth
5t. TE B8-0282 Saturdays at 1, 2:15, and
3:30, and Sundays at 2 and 3:30.). .. LITTLE
coLpeN THEATRE: “Young Abe Lincoln.” (Eu-
gene O'Neill Theatre, 230 W. 4o0th St

Cl 6-8870. Tuesdays and Wednesdays at
4:30; Thursdays and Fridays at 4:30 and
7; and Saturdays and Sundays at noon, =z,
and 4.). .. Merri-MiIMES: “The Littlest Tailor.”
{Cricket Theatre, Sccond Ave at 1oth St.
OR 4-zobo. Saturdays at 1, =2 30, and 4.).

MUSICAL THEATRE FOR cHILDREM: “‘The E’Li]]e
Tree.!” (Sheridan Square Playhouse, gog
Seventh Ave. S., at Sheridan Sq. CH z-g6og.

Saturdays at 2:30 and Sundays at 1.)..

PILGRIM  ProDuUcTIONS: “‘Deterkin P.’apt'TF-”
{Brooklyn Academy of Music, 3o Lafayette
Ave. ST 3-6700. Saturday, May 6, at 3.)

Junior Museum, Metropolitan Museum, Fifth
Ave, at Bist St—"How to Loock at Sculp-
ture,” an exhibit of more than a hundred
works, dating from early Egvptian times to
the mentieth century, together with displays
demonstrating the sculptor’s basic materials
and techniques, (Tuesdays through Satur-
days, 10 to 5; Sundays, 1 to 5 )

Hayoen Pramerarium, Central Park W. ar Bi1st
St. (TR 3-1300)—The new show, “On
the Shoulders of Giants,” concerns great
astronomers of the past. (Mondays at 2 and
3:30; Tuesdays through Fridayvs at z, 3:30,
and #:30; and Saturdays and Sundays at
I. 2. 3, 4. 5. and 8:30. Extra performances
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Saturday mornings at 11.)...9 Every night
except Monday, a half-hour conducted tomr
of the Planetarium starts at 8
Movies—''Springfield Rifle,” with Gary Cooper
and Phyllis Thaxter. { New-York Historical
Society, 170 Central Park W, at 77th St
Saturday, May 6, at 2. Admission 1s free.)

OTHER EVENTS

Unmiten Namons—Visitors may attend periodic
meetings of the Security Council and reg-
ular sessions of various commissions and
committees. A lmited number of tickets
are available, but only to those applying for
them in pt]umn at the admissions desk in
the public lobby no earlier than thirty min-
utes before the start of each meeting. Meet-
ings usually convene ar 10:30 or 11 and at

1 2:30 or 3 Mondays through Fridays. (Gen-

eral Assembly Buildi ing, First Ave at 4sth

St.). . .9 Hour-long tours leave the lobby of

the General Ahtemb]} Building every ten

minutes or so from g to 4:45 daily.

Uniten States Wonrtn Trape Faip—Textiles from
Nigeria, choeclate from Switzerland, caviar
from Iran, and automobiles from [taly are
among the wares some siXty nations are
displaying at this fifth annual show. (Coli-
seum, Columbus Circle. Wednesdays and
Thursdays, 6 to 10; Fridays, 1 to 10; Satur-
days, 11 to 10; and Sunday, 1 to 7. Through
Saturday, May 13.)

AMATEUR NeeoLework of Topar—Among the
items on view are handbags, tapestries.
rugs, pictures, chair covers, screens, and
religious vestments, in petitpoint, gros point,
and crewelwork. For the benefit of the
Friendship Fund of the Lighthouse, the
New York Association for the Blind.
(The Lighthouse, 111 E. suth St. Daily, 11
to 5:30; through ":aturdaj.. May 6.}

GarpENs—Some of the city's private gardens

*H!ﬁhl!i“:“

introducing our handsome new

STRIPED BROOKSCLOTH SHIRT
in a lightweight Dacron and cotton blend

This good-looking shirt, made on our button-down

’ : 5 and penthouse terraces 'ﬁ.lli be fp:':nu_'ﬁ to
\' CDllar St}'lﬁ-} 15 {]utstﬂ.ﬂdlng n EVEI'}" I‘E:Spect. The the puth on Tuesday, May u, from z:30
. ® 3 to 6, in a benefit exhibition arranged by

\ specmlly woven Dacron pﬁlyester and cotton shirt- the City Gardens Club. These on display
1 ‘ - belong to Mr. and Mrs. R, Keith Kane and
ing has an unusually fine hand, and of course re- Mr. and Mrs George A. Brownell, 121 E.

: l I ) ;Mh St.; Baron Waldemar von Zedwitz, #12

uir t . - shi 3 ark Ave.; Mr. Edwin Harris, Jr. 232 E.
\ quires little or no pressing after washing. The shirt s8th St Dr. and Mrs. Detley bt
1 iQ x g s i ident’s House, Rockefeller Institute, 68th

itself is made in our own workrooms, and embodies St and Fost Rives s M a0t

> 3 fo e Morris, 4390 E. sist St.; and Mr. and Mrs.
SUC}I extra detallmg 4§ a4 new 1{}0% D&CI’DI‘L thfﬁﬂd André Surmain, 249 E. soth St. (For infor-

mation about tickets, call TR g- :|1‘,3 Mon-
days through Frulav- 10 to 1 and 2 to 4.)

Auvcnions—At the Parke-Bernet Galleries, ¢80
Madison Ave., at 76th St. { Exhibition hours:

and collar lining to eliminate puckering and assure
a neat, smooth appearance. In blue, tan or grey

ey = Tuesdays, 10 to 8, and Wednesdays through

x Sti’lPLS on Whll’E. $950 Saturdays, 10 to 5. )—Thursday, May 4, at
N 1:45: Chinese jade, Indian and Siamese

sculptures, early Chinese dynastic bronzes,

\ » g . = pottery and porcelain, Japanese screens. and
\ Al‘m iﬂ ‘W‘PJ ‘*?';H‘!E or Ifgk“’ &‘Eﬂel $8'50 i Chinese and Japanese paintings; from the

collections of Laptam Emerson C. Morris
and others....¥9 Friday and Saturday, May
5-6, at 1:45 English and American furni-
ture; Canton, Worcester, and other old por-
celain services: table F._,Ifrlb‘ﬁ Georgian and
other silver; miniatures, paintings, drawings,
and Currier & Ives prints; and Oriental
rugs. From the estate of Gilbert H. Montague
and from other sources ... QW ﬁdneada}
May 10, at 5: Continental and British paint-
ings, from the Italian primitives to the nine-
teenth century, by such artists as Tintoretto,
Van Dyck, Tiepolo, Gainsborough, and Cornt
from several collectors. among them Mar-
guerite A, Keasbey. Exhibition starts Sat-
urday, May 6

Museum OF MODERN Arr FiLm Ligrary—Two pro-
grams in a series of documentary films (“lliﬂf]
“The Flaherty Tradition, 1950-60"—
Through May 6: “The Undefeated” (1951)
and “Angry Boy" (1951).. 'Ilia}' -10:
“Land of the Long Day” (1052) and “Out of
Darkness” (1055) (Showings at 3 and 5:30.
A limited number of reservations are avail-
able, but only to those applying for them in
person at the Museum, 11 W. 53rd, after 11
on the day of the showing or, if it 15 2 Sun-
day, after 1.) ... wore: On Thursday, May 4,
at 8:30, there will be a showing of “Pyg-
malion” (1938), with Leslie Howard and

-
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Wendy Hiller. Tickets may be obtained at the
Museum.

COMING EVENTS

(A check list for readers who plan ahead.)

AUTOMOBILE RACING—AL THOMPSON RACEWAY,
Thompson, Conn.: May 21. ... BRIDGEHAMPTON
RACE circult, Bridgehampton, L.I.: May =2%5-
28, ... INDIANAPOLIS SPEEDWAY: Mayv 3o0....
LIME rock Park, Lime Rock, Conn.: June 3.

Basesati—At Yankee Stadium: May 14, May
16-17, May z1-22, May 23-28, and June 5-12.

Boxine—Archie Moore vs. Giulio Rinaldi, light
heavyweights, 15 rounds. (Madison Square
Garden. June 10.)

Crew—FEastern Association of Rowing Col-
leges Championship Regatta, (Lake Quin-
sigamond, Worcester, Mass. May zo.)...
g Yale-Harvard Regatta. (New London.
June 17.)

Doc SHows—Il adies Kennel Association of
America. (Garden City, L.I. May zo.)...
€ Greenwich Kennel Club. (Greenwich,
Conn. June 10.)

Horse SHows—Devon Horse Show. (Devon,
Pa. May 27 and May 2¢-June 3.)...99 Fair-
field-Westchester P.H.A. Show. (Stamford,
Conn. June 4.)...% Upperville Colt and
Horse Show. (Upperville, Va. June g-11.)
... Y Helping Hand Horse Show. (Old West-
bury, L.1. June 10.)...9%9 Sands Point Horse
Show. (Port Washington, L.[. June 11.)...
9 Ox Ridge Hunt Club Horse Show. (Dar-
ien, Conn. June 15-18.)

Hunr Racing—Rose Tree Fox Hunting Club,
(Media, Pa. May 20.)...9 Adjacent Hunts
Racing Association. (Purchase. May z7.)

Racine—At piMLico, Baltinore: The Preak-

ness, May 20....ersoM, England: The
Dierby, May 31....BELMONT: June 1-30. The
Belmont, June 3.... MONMOUTH park, Ocean-

port, N. J.: June g-Aug. s....ascor, Eng-
land: Royval Ascot Race Meeting, June 13-16.

Soccer—International Soccer Leapue at the
Polo Grounds: May 17, 20, 24, 27, and 30,
and June 4, 7, 10, and 14.

Tennis—Church Cup Matches. ( West Side Ten-
nis Club, Forest Hills. June g-10.). . .9 Sears
Cup Matches, (Baltitnore. Md. June g¢-10.)

Track Meers—[.C.A.A A A,  Championships.
(Downing Stadium., Randalls Island. May
26-27.)...9New York Athletic Club.
(Travers Island, Pelham Manor. June 3.)

TroTTING—AT ROOSEVELT RACEWAY, Westhury: May
2z-July 2g....S5ARATOGA RACEWAY, Saratoga
Springs: June 8-Sept. 2.

Music—At Town HALL (JU 2-4536): New York
Choral Society, May =z1....% Paulist Chor-
isters, Mayv =2s5.... cArnecie HaLL (CI 7-
7460): University of Michigan Symphony
Band, June =

Dance Programs—DMoisevey Dance Company,
at Madison Square Garden, May 16-z0.

THeatRe—Some productions scheduled te open
during the next several weeks: Revivals of
“Porgy and Bess'” and “Pal Joey,” the last
two offerings in the City Center Light Opera
Company’s spring season....%9 Eddie Foy
and Art Lund in “Donnybrook!,” a musical
based on Maurice Walsh's story “The Quiet
Man." Johnny Burke did the music and
lyrics and Robert E. McEnrce the book. ...
q “Mandingo,” a play by Jack Kirkland,
taken from Kyle Onstott's novel of the same
name, with Franchot Tone and Brooke Hay-

ward. . . .9 A dramatization by Jerome Law- a8 - - =
rence and I]QDBELrtCEﬂ Lee I%f Maurice Edel- H'E s '.ﬂ’th’ﬂ"- ﬂllﬂ'tﬂﬂkl"_"g
man's novel “/ all on Kuprin,” starring - -
Jeffrey L}-ﬂ“' Eugenie Leontovich, and isn’t h("? Bt he °S buylﬂg me thﬂ mosit
Creorge Voskovec, g #
Poerry Reapines—Robert Graves. (Kaufmann dlvlllﬂ Stﬂﬂklﬂgs for Jfﬂlfher’s Bﬂ”:ﬂg
Cm;c:nrt Hall, YM.H. A, AT g-z400. May .
22,

Orwer Dares—May Garden Show of the Horti-{ Beauty, Heather, is only skin-deep. Clyde has something infinitely
cultural Society of New York, at Essex "
House, May 17....9 Armed Forces Day is | more endearing—what people call, I believe, m-o-n-e-v. For Mother’s
Saturday, May zo....9 Washington Square %

Qutdoor Art Exhibit, May z26-June 18.... Da I’'ve su est . 96 1 1
el e L L Ys ggested he buy me 865 pairs of stockings. All manner of

4 United Nations Trusteeship Council meet- | tints and tex 1 r " -
ing, June 1-July 28, ...9Commencements: extures in Du Pont N}(IGH -+« Bxtray &gant? Me? Non-

Vassar, June 5; Barnard and Columbia, June e! Every fashio rngls . ok ins ils | M
: :\__h,f_ é:'sandhwe”‘t Pﬂinh&;?nc o e sense! 1 shion needs a stocking all jts own!
mouth an mith, June 11; Yale, June 12; BETTER THIN ’ T -

Dot s e e e GS FOR BETTER LIVING ... THROUGH CHEMISTRY A4 i

. .. 9 Second-quarter Federal and New York
State income-tax payments are due Thurs-
day, June 1s.
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Miss Bonasit. s
SUMMER STROLLER, 14.95

Cotton pebble knit dress,
easy-going in town or country:

black, beige, light blue or berry.
By Harry M. Wagner for sizes 5 to 13
Mail and phone orders filled.
Miss Bonwit Jr. Knits
At all Bonwit stores

GOINGS ON ABOUT TOWN
MOTION PICTURES

FILMS OF MORE THAN ROUTINE INTEREST ARE DESCRIBED IN THIS SECTION

L'Avventura—This Italian movie has won, and
may deserve, several foreign citations for its
technical prowess. Its ideas and characters,
on the other hand, are dim, and its running
time is from here to eternity. (Beekman, 2nd
Ave, at 66th, RE 7-2622.)

BaLLap ofF A SoLpier—A Soviet film about the
war that is less a drama than a collection of
memorable photographic essays. Director
Grigori Chukhrai tells his story of a young
soldier’s short leave by concentrating on the
faces of two young lovers, playved by Vladimir
Ivashov and Shanna Prokhorenko, and by
viewing the carnage through their guileless
and tragically youthful gaze (Murray Hill,
160 E. 34th, MU s5-7652.)

BreatHiLEss—A  brilliant, nervous, consistently
exciting New Wave film from France, writ-
ten and directed by Jean-Lue Godard. Photo-
graphed in Paris, it deals with a young car
thief and his American mistress, and man-
ages. without obviousness or moralizing, to
comprehend the very modern nihilism that
drives them to their doom. Jean-Paul Bel-
mondo and Jean Seberg are the young lovers
in what must be called a contemporary
masterpiece. (Fine Arts, 130 E. 58th, PL
5-6H030.)

La Doice Vita—The pleasures and wvices of
Roman society, as herein revealed, haven't
changed much since the days of the Twelve
Caesars. The movie also reveals a number of
other things, among them that Federico
Fellini is a script-writer and director of
dazzling imagination, and that Marcello
Mastrolanni, who plays the leading role, is
the brightest star to appear here in quite
some time. (Henry Miller, 124 W. 43rd, BR
y-2970. Weekdays at 8 and Sundays at 7:30.
Matinées Wednesdays at z and Saturdays
and Sundays at z2:30. Reserved seats only,)

Don Quixote—(Cervantes’ picaresque classic in
a faithful, sometimes dull, but largely re-
wardmg translation into Russian, of zall
things Director Grigory Kozintsev's extraor-
dinary eye for color, and a marvellously
sensitive performance by Nikolai Cherkasov,
who plays the Mad Knight, outweigh the
oversimplicities of the plot and the misfor-
tune of an awkward job of dubbing. (55th St.
Playhouse, 154 W. 5s5th, JU 6-4500.)

Eimer Gantay—Dark doings among the reviv-
alist crowd in the twenties as interpreted,
often cogently, by Richard Brooks, who hased
his findings on the Sinclair Lewis novel. Burt
Lancaster and Jean Simmons are the most
conspicuous Gospel shouters, and Edward
Andrews, Arthur Kennedy, Dean Jagger, and
Shirley Jones render excellent support
(Trans-Lux Normandie, 110 W. g7th, JU
6-4448; May 4....9 Gramercy, Lexington
at z3rd, GR s-1660r starting May 10, ten-
tative.)

Exopus—Perhaps the only way to face this in-
terminable account of the founding of mod-
ern lsrael is to take along a light lunch: good-
ness knows there's little enough in the plot
to feed om. Paul Newman, Ralph Richardson,
Eva Marie Saint, and Lee J. Cobb head a
large and luckless cast. (Warner, B'way at
g7th, CO s-5711. Weckdays at 8 and Sundays
at 7:30. Matinées daily at z. Reserved zeats
only.)

General DELLA Rovere—Here is a practically
flawless picture on a major theme—the mak-
ing of a brave and honorable man out of what
has been a vain, craven, and dishonest one.
Vittorio De Sica superbly enacts this re-
markable transformation, and Hannes Mes.-
semer is nearly as good in a secondary role.
The picture was directed in masterly fashion
by Roberto Rossellini. (Greenwich, Green-
wich Ave. at 1zth, WA g-3350; and Mid-
town, B'way at 1ooth, AC 2-1200; through
May g....4%9Gramercy, Lexington at z3rd,
GR 5-1660; through May ¢. tentative.)

Tue Misrts—Modern-day mustangs and lonely
ladies are some of the too obvious symbols
in this Western parable written by Arthur
Miller, but the performances of Marilyn
Monroe and the late Clark Gable almost com-
pensate for all the sugar candy. Montgomery
Clift, Eli Wallach, and Thelma Ritter are

other members of a fine cast, which was di-
rected by John Huston. ( Symphony, B'wav at
ysth, AC z-6600; starting May 10.)

One Evep Jacks—As the director of this movie
about revenge in the old West. Marlon
Brando has supplied a good many new ideas
and twisted a good many standard ones into
new shapes. As its star, his performance as a
bandit and killer is unpredictable and nothing
short of brilliant. (Capitol, B'way at gzist,
JU z-5060.)

A Raisiv 18 THE Sun—Ruby Dee, Claudia MeNeil,
Sidney Poitier, and Diana Sands head the
cast of this movie about the domestie fun and
domestic c¢lashes of a Negro family. Most,
though not all, of the clashes are the result
of a check for ten thousand dollars that points
the way out of the Chicago slum in which the
family is stuck. (Forum, B'way at a9th, PL
7-B320, and Trans-Lux sznd St,, Lexington
at s2nd, PL 3-2434.)

SaturpaY NiIGHT AND SunbAY Mornine—In his own
adaptation of his novel about a defiant young
factory worker in a British provincial city,
Alan Sillitoe has provided the actors with
some of the most pungent dialogue to be
heard in any movie in years. Albert Finney,
in the lead, is a delightful embodiment of
the Bronx cheer (Baronet, srd Ave. at soth,
EL 5-1663.)

SHapows—An episodic movie, all of it impro
vised by a group of voung and unfamiliar
players under the directorial guidance of John
Cassavetes. The results of the improvisations
are always surprising and, oceasionally, quite
wonderful. (8th 5t. Playhouse, 52 W. 8th
GR 7-7874.)

Sons anp Lovers—This first screen adaptation of
D. H Lawrence’s 1913 novel concentrates so
closely on the author's superlative dialogue
that there is almost no time for the camera to
catch up with the streets. fields, and houses
of Nottingham, the English coal-mining town
in which the story is set. Trevor Howard, as
the brutal, drunken Morel, turns in the hest
performance of his career, and Wendy Hiller,
as his long-suffering wife, is appropriately
long-faced. However, Dean Stockwell, as the
Morels’ troubled, gifted son, seems more
troubled than gifted The direction, by Jack
Cardiff, and the secript, by Gavin Lambert
and T. E B. Clarke, are reverent. An Eng-
lish-American production. ( Thalia, B'way at
gsth, AC 2-3370; May 5-8.) .

Tumes ofF GLory—5ir Alec Guinness wins the
actor's Victoria Cross for his daring and
endlessly subtle performance as an alcoholic
colonel who destroys his enemy and himself
in a frightening struggle for the command
of a peacetime Highland regiment. John Mill:
is almost as fine as Sir Alee, and Dennis
Price, Kay Walsh, and Gordon Jackson also
flash their tartans. (Little Carnegie, 146 W.
s7th, ClI 6-3454.)

REVIVALS

THe Cranes Are FLying (1g60)—A Russian pic-
ture dealing with a family caught up in the
horrors of the Second World War. With
Tatyana Samoilova. (Thalia, B'way at gsth,
AC 2-3370; Mayv 5-8.)

GoNE WITH THE Winp (1039)—Nearly four
hours of Vivien lLeigh, Clark Gable, and
thousands of others. (State, B'way at 4sth,
JU z-zo%0.)

Tue Macician (1950)—Ingmar Bergman's study
of the effect that a troupe of magicians has on
the household of a Swedish merchant. (Art,
36 E. 8th. GR 3-7014; through May g, tenta-
tive.)

SeraraTE Taetes (1gs8)—Terence Rattigan’s
play about some sad and lonely people living
in a threadbare hotel in Bournemouth. With
David Niven and Deborah Kerr. ( Symphony
B'way at g5th, AC 2-6600; starting May 10.)

Wit StraweerkiEs (1950)—Victor Sjostrom
plays an eminent physician in this Swedish
film directed by Ingmar Bergman. (Art, 36 E.
8th, GR 3-7014; through May o, tentative,)

Museum oF Mopern ArT FiLm Lierary—See listing
under “Other Events,” page 14.
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Astor, B'way at 45th. (JU 6-2240)
“The Alamo,” John Wayne, Richard Wid-
mark,
Caritor, B'way at sist. (JU z-5060)
OME EYED JACKS.
Criterion, B'way at g4th. (JU 2-1796)
“Pepe,” Cantinflas, Dan Dailey,
Jones
DeMiwe, 7th Ave. at 47th. (CO 5-8431)
“Spartacus,” Kirk Douglas, Laurence Oliv-
ier. (Weekdays at 8:15 and Sundays at

Shirley

7:30. Matinees Wednesdays, Saturdays,
and Sundays at 2:30. Reserved seats
only.i

Forum, B'way at g7th. (PL 7-B320)
A RAISIN IN THE SUN.
Henry Miwter, 124 W 43rd. (BR o-3070)
LA poLce vita (in Italian).
Music Hawt, 6th Ave. at soth. (CI 6-4600)
“Parrish,” Trov Donahue, Claudette Colbert
Mew Emsassy, B'way at 46th. (PL 7-2408)
Through May g: “Follow a Star,” Norman
Wisdom
From May 6: “Hitler's
documentary film,
PaLace, B'way at q47th. (FL 7-2626)
Through May g: *The Great Impostor,” Tony
Curtis, Edmond O'Brien
From May 10: “The Secret Ways,” Richard
Widmark, Sonja Ziemann.
Paramount, B'way at 43rd. (WI 7-g400)

Executioners,” a

Through the afternoon of May 4: “All
Hands on Deck,” Pat Boone, Barbara
Eden.

From May 4, at 8:30: “"Return to Peyton
Place,”” Carol Lynley, Jeff Chandler,
(Opening night will be a benefit for the
Damon Runyon Memorial FFund.)

Rivou, B'way at gqoth. (CI 7-1633)

“Mein Kampf,” a Swedish documentary on
the rise and fall of Hitler’s Reich, with an
English narration.

Srate, B'way at 4s5th, (JU 2-5070)

GONE WITH THE WinD, Tevival.

Yictoria, B'way at 46th. (JU 6-0540) r

“The Alamo,” John Wayne, Richard Wid-
mark

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

EXODUS.

EAST SIDE

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

Through May ¢ (tentative): WiLD STRAWBERRIES
and THE MagiciaN (hoth in Swedish and
both revivals).

From May 1o (tentative): “The lLeague of
Gentlemen,” Jack Hawkins, Nigel Patrick

Acapemy of Music, 126 E. 14th. (GR 3-2277)

Through May 6: “Operation Eichmann,”
Werner Klemperer, Ruta Lee; and “Crime
in the Streets.'” revival Sal Mineo, John
(Cassavetes.

May 7-0: “Herod the Great,” Edmund Pur-
dom: and “The Plunderers,” Jeff Chandler,
John Saxon.

From May 1o: “The Great Impostor,” Tony
Curtis, Edmond O'Brien; and "Curse of
the Undead,” Eric Fleming

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

Through May o (tentative): GENERAL DELLA
rovere (in Italian); and “Paris Hotel™ (in
French), revival, Charles Boyer, Frangoise
Arnoul.

From May 10 (tentative): ELMER GANTRY; and
“The Apartment,” revival, Jack Lemmon
Shirley MacLaine.

Murray Hite, 160 E, 34th. (MU 5-7652)
gaLLaD OF 4 soLpier (in Russian)

Trans-Lux52npSt. Lexingtonatsand.(PL3-2434)
A RAISIN IN THE SUN.

Sutrron, 3rd Ave. at s7th. (PL 9-1411)
Through May 7: “The League of Gentlemen.”
Jack Hawkins, Nigel Patrick. .
From Mav & “Two Women” (in Italian),
Sophia Loren, Eleanora Brown.

R.K.O. 58tu St., 3rd Ave at s58th. (EL 5-3577)

Through May 6: “The Facts of Life,” Bob
Hope, Lucille Ball; and “The Police Dog
Story,"” James Brown, Merry Anders.

May 7-9: “Herod the Great,” Edmund Pur-
dom; and “The Plunderers,” Jeff Chandler,
John Saxon.

From May 10: “The Great Impostor,” Tony
Curtis, Edmond O’Brien; and “Curse of
the Undead,” Eric Fleming

THE MOVIE HOUSE S

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

Fine Arts, 130 E. 58th. (PL 5-6o030)
BREATHLESS (in French).
Puaza, 4z E. 58th. (EL s-3320) .
“Never on Sunday" (in Greek and English),
Meling Mercouri, Jules Dassin,
Barower, 3rd Ave. at soth. (EL s5-1663)
SATURDAY MIGHT AMD SUNDAY MORNING.

Beexman, znd Ave. at 66th. (RE 7-2622)
L'avvenTura (in Ttalian).

687hH 57. PLavHouse, 3rd Ave.at 68th. (RE 4-0302)
“The Bridge” (in German)

72np S1. Puavnouse, 1st Ave.at7znd. (BU 8-0304)
Through May o (tentative): “The Wackiest
Ship in the Army,” Jack Lemmon, Ricky
Nelson.
From May 1o (tentative): “The Grass s
Greener,” Cary Grant, Deborah Kerr

Trans-Lux 85tH S7., Madison at 8sth. (BU 8-3180)

Through May ¢: “The Great Impostor,” Tony
Curtis, Edmond O’Brien.

From May 10: “The Big Circus,” rewvival,
Victor Mature, Red Buttons

R.K.O. 86th 51., Lexington at 86th. (AT u-8go00)

Through May 6: "“Operation Eichmann,'
Werner Klemperer, Ruta Lee; and “Al
Capone,” revival, Rod Steiger, Fay Spain.

May 7-¢: “Herod the Great,” Edmund Pur-
dom: and “The Plunderers,” Jeff Chandler,
John Saxon.

From May 1o: “The Great Impostor,” Tony
Curtis, Edmond O'Brien, and “Curse of
the Undead,” Eric Fleming.

OrprHEUM, 31d Ave. at 86th, (AT y-4607)

Through May 10: “The Facts of Lite,”” Bob
Hope, Lucille Ball; and “The Police Dog
Story,” James Brown, Merry Anders.

WEST SIDE

Bieecker ST. CiNemA, 144 Bleecker 5t (OR 4-3210)
May a: “Nosferatu” (in German), revival;
and “Drole de Drame” (in French; also
known as “Bizarre, Bizarre’), revival,
Louis Jouvet, Frangoise Rosay.
From May s5: “The Woman in the Moon”
(silent), Fritz Rasp.
WaverLy, 6th Ave, at 3rd. (WA ¢-8o38)
Through May 6: “Make Mine Mink,” Terry-
Thomas, Athene Seyler; and “Village of
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the Damned,”
Shelley
May 7-8: "It Started in Naples,” Clark Gable,
Sophia Loren; and “The Fugitive Kind.”
revival, Marlon Brando, Anna Magnani.
From May g: “The Brothers Karamazov "
revival, Yul Brynner, Maria Schell; and
"“The Scapegoat,” revival, Alec Guinness,
Bette Davis.
8t S1. Puavnouse, 52 W. 8th. (GR 7-7874)
SHADOWS.
B5TH Ave. CiNema, sth Ave at r2th. (WA 4-8330)
“The Virgin Spring" (in Swedish). Max
von Sydow, Gunnel Lindblom
SHueripan, 7th Ave. at 1zth. (WA o-z166)
Through May 10: “The Facts of Life,” Bob
Hope, Lucille Ball; and “The Police Dog
Story,” James Brown, Merry Anders
GreenwicH, ircenwich Ave at 12th W Ag-3350)
Through May ¢: GEMERAL DELLA ROYERE (in
[talian); and “Dreaming Lips"” (in Ger-

(George Sanders, Barbara

man), revival, Maria Schell
From DMay 1o0: “Butterfield 8. Elizabeth
Taylor, Laurence Harvey; and “It

Started in Naples,” Clark Gable, Sophia
L.oren.
Guio, 33 W. soth. (PL 7-2406)
“Please Turn Over,” Ted Jawv, Jean Kent
EBtH 57. Pravuouse, 154 W. s3th. (JU 6-4500)
DON QUIXOTE.
Trans-Lux Normanoie, 11c W. s57th. (JU 6-4448)
May 4: etMmer cantry; and “The Apartment,”
revival, Jack Lemmon, Shirlev MacLaine.
From May 3: “Return to Peyton Place,”
Carol Lynley, Jeff Chandler.
LitrLe Carnesie, 146 W, s7th. (CI 6-3454)
TUNES OF GLORY.
Pams, 4 W. 58th. (MU 8-o0134)
“Love and the Frenchwoman™
Martine Carol, Dany Robin
Loew's 83ro 51., B'way at Bard. (TR 7-3190)
Through May 10: “The Facts of Life,” Bob
Hope, Lucilie Ball; and “The Police Dog
Storv.” James Brown, Merry Anders,
New Yorker, B'way at 88th. (TR 4-018g)
Through May 8: “The World of Apu” (in
Benga't); and “Flowers of 5t. Francis”
(in Itadan), Aldo Fabrizi
From May o: "Kanal™ (in Polish), Tadeusz
Janczar,
SympHONY, B'way at gsth. (AC 2-6600)
Through May o: “Ocean’s 11, Frank Sina-
tra, Dean Martin: and “The Grass Is
Greener,” Cary Grant, Deborah Kerr.
From May 10: THE wmiseITS: and SEPARATE TABLES,

{(in French),

revival
THaua, B'way at gsth, (AC 2-3370)
May 4: “The Cat” (in French), revival,

Frangoise Arnoul; and “Sinners of Paris"
(in French), revival, Bela Darvi, Charles
Vanel

May 5-8: SONS AND LOVERS: and THE CRAMES ARE
FLYing (in Russian), revival.

From May g: “The Adulteress” (in French),
revival, Simone Signoret, Raf Vallone;
and “The Devil's General'" (in German),
revival, Curt Jurgens, Marianne Cook.

Riversioe, B way at g6th. (MO 3-4530)

May 4: “Sanctuary,” Lee Remick, Yves Mon-
tand; and “Ferry to Hong Kong,” Curt
Jurgens.

May s-o0: “Operation Eichmann,” Werner
Klemperer, Ruta Lee; and “Al Capone,”
revival, Rod Steiger, Fay Spain

From May 10: “Herod the Great,” Edmund

Purdom; and "The FPlunderers,” Jeft
Chandler, John Saxon.
Miotown, B'way at 100th. (AC z2-1200) )
Through Mayv o: GEMERAL DELLA ROVERE (1n

[talian ).

From May 1o: “Confess, Dr. Corda!” (in
German), Hardy Kruger; and “The Sins
of Rose Bernd” (in German). revival

Maria Schell, Raf Vallone.

Ouvmpeia, B'way at 1o7th. (UN 5-8128)
Through May 10: “The Facts of Life,” Bob
Hope, Lucille Ball: and “The Police Dog
Story,” James Brown, Merry Anders

Nemo, B'way at 11oth. (MO 6-8z10)

Through May 6: “Operation Eichmann,”
Werner Klemperer, Euta Lee; and "Al
Capone,” revival, Rod Steiger, Fay Spain.

May 7-0: “Herod the Great,” Edmund Pur-
dom; and “The Plunderers,” Jeff Chandler,
John Saxon.

From May to: “The Great Impostor,” Tonw
Curtis, Edmond O'Brien; and “Curse of
the Undead,” Eric Fleming.
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goes formal

Traditional dinner jacket of Batik hand overprint

on native India Madras by

L ord Uest

makers of distinguished formalwear
Available in subtle tones of olive or blue.
Quality lined with Bemberg by EARL-GLO*
Forty-Two Fifty, at finer stores.

West Mill Clothes, Ine., 101 W_ 21st St. N.Y.C.



Springtime 1s Portable Time. . .
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the season for S O N

SONY All-Transistor portables let you travel light...
and they guarantee distortion-free reception, wherever
you go. SONY research makes it possible, with depend-
able, quality portables. .. trimmed to unbelievable light-
ness by masterful miniaturization ... engineered to big
set output and performance...designed to give you
hundreds of hours of your favorite programs on one set
of batteries. Test-Play a SONY at your favorite radio

P
- -] F

. the freshest

sy

*Research Makes The Di fference

or department store, today. SONY .
approach to listening pleasure.

SONY TFM-121 FM/AM 12-TRANSISTOR PORTABLE
(tlustrated above) Outstanding FM reception matchless AM
sensitwity. Features 3 antennae (2 telescopic); drift-free
“velvet vernier” tuning; tone control; built-in phono-jack.
Can be used as FM tuner. Includes batteries, earphone and
leather carrying case. List:$99.95,

SONY TR-620 PALM-SIZED, 6-
TRANSISTOR POCKETABLE Tiny,
new SONY with astonishing
tonal guality produced by new
inverted cone speaker, Fits
shirt pocket or woman's poc-
ketbook. Weighs only 6 ounces.
List: Only $29.95 including
batteries, earphone and lea-
ther carrying case.

SONY TRW-621 POCKETABLE
AUTOMATIC WATCH RADID Cig-
arette-pack sized all-transistor
radio with elegant 7-jewel pre-
cision watch that awakens you
gently to music , , , tunes in
your favorite program . . .
turns on and off-automatically!
Operates on one 9-volt battery.
List: Only $49.95 includes
battery, earphone and leather
carrying case,

SONY TR-84 B8-TRANSIS-
TOR, SUPER-POWERFUL
PORTABLE Superb, small
portable with an extra
stage of RF for remark-
able clarity and selec-
tivity . . . plus “‘velvet
vernier” tuming. Works
where other sets fail.
List: Only $49.95 includ-
ing batteries, earphone
and leather carrying
case,

Civil Defense recommends a battery-operated radio in every home. Every SONY radio clearly shows the two CONELRAD frequencies.

For name and address of your nearest SONY retailer write to

SONY CORPORATION OF AMERICA

* T M.

514 Broadway, New York 12, N. Y.




IN THE ROYAL DOULTON TRADITION

Choice of royalty, choice of those with royal taste. In the Royal Doulton tradition, china — like all great works
of art—1is designed to live, becoming enriched with use. See the beauty, the master craftsmanship of Royal
Doulton expressed in English Bone China, English Translucent China, Figurines, and Character Jugs.

Ropal Doulton

Serd 25¢ for beoutiful 98-pege full coler figurine bookler Also ovailable, 90-page full color booklet featuring Royel Dendicn's Tamous bone chima end new English Translucent Ching, 25¢ Write Doulton & Ca., Inc. Deph M, 11 B 28t St MUY 10, BLY.










~ Richard Avedon

new summer kick: The shirt-tail pajama with short-stop shorts, girl-tailored every inch of

the way. Nice breezing around the house... bare minimum for cool sleeping. Our own luxuriousiy smooth
nylon tricot in wide-awake, contrasting colors. 895 for the set.  vaniry FaiR miLLs, Inc., s4a FIFTH AvENUE, NEW YORK

all is vanity...all is ‘)_'ANI’ i *‘Y F AT R tingerie girdies < Bras
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PARIS BELT GUIDLKE

to an authentic natural-look wardrobe

Businesd_Trim suit with
minimum padding. Trousers are
pleatless. tapered naturally—but
never skin-tight. Button-down
broadcloth shirt, narrow tie, nar-
row brim hat.

Paris Elastic Belt—Hefty 1”7 web,
authentic British Regimental
Stripe. Fine leather trim, tradi-
tional gold-colored hardware,
Belt, $2.50. Total impression . . .
Self-Assurance.

pleatless slacks. Pebble-grain
shoes or moccasin loafers. No
formal neckwear, except perhaps
a patterned ascot.

Paris Link Belt—is 17 elasticized
hemp with hand-finished mahog-
any leather trim and massive
gold-colored hardware. Price of
belt, $3.50. Total impression . . .

&7 Individuality.

A Dress__Similar to business

suit, in a dressier fabric, like
sharkskin or glen plaid. White
button-down shirt with regimen-
tal stripe tie.

Paris Leather Belt—is 1”7 padded
saddle-stitched steerhide with
traditional square-shaped buckle.
Price of belt, $3.50. Total im-
pression . . . Urbane,

STRETCH
BUCKLE
BELT

ﬁﬂ&hﬁ—Three-button pull-

over stone-tone knit shirt. Nar-
row wool bermudas in multi-
color houndstooth check. Hose
are black. Rakish straw hat has
narrow brim,

Paris Fabric Belt—is 17 width,
white ground with tattersal check.
Black leather trim, comfortable
stretch buckle. Belt, $2.50. Total
impression . . . Good Taste,

PARIS TRADITIONALS

PARIS “20/35™ Collection of Traditional Belts at all fine stores
For free booklet, “A Guide to an Authentic Natural Look Wardrobe,” write Paris Belts, Dept. 20 /35,1143 W. Congress Parkway, Chicago 7, IIL

Paris is a registered trademark of A. Stein & Co_, Inc ; another line product of [fga Kavser-Roth.
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Some people sleep with

their eyes open! This

could have its advantages:
you’ll never be caught napping...
need never lock the door.
Mothers know all about
sleeping with one eye open.
Incidentally, what a wonderful
way to open Mother's eyes
delightedly...give her a Schrank
Peignoir set on Her Day.

M. C.

“Lissome’” nylon satin tricot

Peignoir Duster. Lace appliqued

yoke frosted with pearls, $12.95.

Matching Waltz Gown, $8.95.

Both, 32-38, in Bridal White,

Straw Hat, Aqua.

At better stores everywhere.

M. C. Schrank Lingerie, 437 Fifth Ave., N. Y. C.
Extravagance / Sally Schrank /

Suspants / Blue Swan Lingerie. Suwak
Advertised brands of the
M. C. SCHRANK CO.



27

ADVIGE
70 ALL
WOMEN
OVER

We are among the largest, if not the largest, sellers in the world
of both loose face powder and compact-powder make-up.

It is therefore immaterial to us whether we sell loose

powder or compact powder. @ However, our main concern

is to beautify the woman. Hence, the following advice:

WOMEN UNDER 25 are blessed with a smooth skin with hardly
perceptible lines. For them compact-powder make-up

1s just as satisfactory as loose powder. M WOMEN OVER 25

sooner or later get lines, wrinkles, furrows and shadows.
Compact-powder make-up, rather than hiding, emphasizes
these imperfections, because compact powder must be rubbed
on. And rubbing fills in and accentuates lines, furrows

and large pores. Loose powder acts differently. It is puffed

on, because it is air-light and fluffy. There is no film formed

on the skin. Loose powder, therefore, softens and hides

lines and wrinkles, and blocks out shadows. B Loose powder
blends better with the skin tone because it is fluffy and
translucent, and gives the skin a peach-soft look. Loose powder
in combination with the natural skin-color gives many subtle
possible variations of shade. Loose powder in conjunction

with a liquid make-up, such as our “Instant Beauty.” has an even
greater flexibility of shades. B Put as simply as we possibly

can, loose powder “veils” your skin because it is air-light and
fluffy. Your skin gets a poreless, flawless, translucent, young look.

No other cosmetic can add more beauty to your skin.
—

Philip Cortney

FR

COTY, INC.




is it r'.-,@. . This is the Sunbeam Alpine. National Sports Car Class G Champion. Winner of race after

. race against MG, Alfa Romeo, Fiat Abarth and all other contenders in its class. It zooms

too chic e 3 ~ from 0 to 60 mph in 13 seconds. Covers a quarter-mile from a full stop in 19 seconds. Corners
+ o+ like a rabbit. Yet it looks almost too beautiful to be champion. And too comfortable: Wind-up

t h i windows; snug-fitting soft top (optional hard top); foam-cushioned leathery seats; a usable jump

o e ' seat; doors you can lock; instruments you can read. Some people think the ash tray is a bit

h small, as the racing editor of “Motor Life” notes in a rave test report. But in every other detail we

c amp ~  think you'll agree that Sunbeam Alpine is the biggest sports car value ever—at only $2595"

*East P.0.E., slightly more in West. Hard top, wire wheals, white walls optional, extra. GOING ABROAD? ASK YOUR ROOTES DEALER ABOUT OUR OVERSEAS CAR DELIVERY PLAN,

A BETTER BUY ‘;&AUSE IT'S BETTER BUILT BY ROOTES MAKERS OF HILLMAN/SUNBEAM/SINGER/HUMBER



. MPER BRU
PIPER-HEIDSIECK CHAMPAGNE IS AVAILABLE IN PIPER BRUT 1953 VINTAGE, PIPER EXTRA DRY NON-VINTAGE CUVEE DES AMBASSADEURS AND PIPER PINK. wEH-HEIHSIE_H_-J

Champagne was created _ﬁ)r this

b ..é" AR el - g E.x

_#nhﬁn- HEAGSGE R s o0
WCHBE A LA LD

Because it will live forever, everything about this occasion must be per-

fect. And what wine can set Ehf; scene so gracefully as Piper- Heidsieck PI PER H E I I] S I E C K

Champagne? France sends you its finest for just such a moment.

RENFIELD IMPORTERS, LTD., NEW YORK




Value plus enjoyment:
to Europe by ship!

(and you get so much more of both!)

If you've reached that point in the hectic race of
daily living when you need—deserve—to pay some

attention to pourself, consider the new lease on

life a trip by ship offers.

Life on ship-board is—a different world. You're
going somewhere, yes, but you are somewhere,

. teo. Whatever you want to do, you do. There’s
~ore space to move around in, play in, breathe in,

live in. And people to share it with as well.

“You'll rave about the ship-board food. You can

dancc till the small hours, watch first-run movies,

even work in undisturbed calm if it's a business
trip,or get some wholesome outdoor exercise while
you fill your lungs with fresh air. Or you can
relax in your comfortable stateroom—there's a
steward or stewardess ready to answer your ring
in an instant.

Yes, traveling to Europe by ship is so much more
than transportation. Your personal frame of mind
when you step ashore, rested, refreshed and ecager
will make your entire voyage—the going and the
being there—the greatest time of your life! Go by
ship —for value plus enjoyment.

b -
-
&

THE TRANS-ATLANTIC STEAMSHIP LINES

Enjoy your trip, go by ship
to all Europe

. Scandinavia . . .

American Export Lines- Canadian Pacific Steamships+ Companhia Colonial de Navegagao-Cunard Line- Donaldson Line

» Europe-Canada Line - French Line - Furness-Warren Line - Greek Line - Grimaldi-Siosa Lines - Hamburg-Atlantic Line

« Holland-America Line - Home Lines « Incres Line « Italian Line - National Hellenic American Line - North German Lloyd -
Norwegian America Line - Oranje Line - Swedish American Line « United States Lines « Zim Lines

The British lIsles . . Mediterranean

See Your Travel Agent Now/



SPANISH IS DANDY
BUT

QUECHUA IS QUICKER

Ordinarily our Berlitz reports are accompanied
by a cleverly conceived bit of cartoonery which
prominently features an owlish, bespectacled,
mortarboarded litle chap, recognizable to the
cognoscenti as: *The Man From Berlitz.” In
the above illustration “TMFB" is nowhere to
be seen. We feel that an explanation isnecessary.

There came to Berlitz in Boston one day, a
Professor of Archeology, a practical man
who knew where to find a practical solution
to his language problem. He was about to
leave for the Andean Plateau of Peru and
felt that a working knowledge of Spanish
would be helpful in dealing with the local
citizenry. Berlitz pointed out that Spanish
was the language spoken to tourists, llama
buyers and archeologists. But, the language
the Indians spoke among themselves was
Quechua (KEH-chwah). The Professor was
further assured that Berlitz could teach him
to speak Quechua in the short time before
his departure.

Our action now shifts to Peru. The Profes.
80r, as you can see from the above, is permit-
ting himself a brief moment of un-profes-
sorial exuberance. He has just made a rare
archeological discovery. How did it come
about? . . . Earlier today he gathered his
crew together and said to them the Quechuan
equivalent of, “Any of you guys know any
ruins around here that nobody’s ever been
to before?”” The next thing he knew, the
Professor was taken to the kind of ruins
that most archeologists only see in their
dreams. *“This is fantastic!” the Professor
exclaimed, “How come you never took any-
one else here?” The Indians’ reply was enough
to gladden the heart of “The Man From
Berlitz”, all the way back in the United States
(which is why he isn’t in the picture). * Boss”,
the head Indian said, “nobody ever bothered
to speak to us in our own language before.”

The Professor later told Berlitz that these
Indians were a proud people who were de-
lighted to meet someone courteous and in-
terested enough to speak to them in their
native tongue. They showed their delight
by guiding him to his archeological gold mine.

The foregoing is a true story. It illustrates
how speaking the other fellow’s language
can reallv pay off and this is true whether

you're a businessman, an archeologist or a
tourist out on the town. At Berlitz you can
learn to speak any language quickly and
easily and Berlitz makes it possible for you
to arrange a schedule to suit your conven-
ience. In our schools, in homes, in offices,
in the Venezuelan jungles, in the oil fields
of Indonesia, Berlitz instructors have taught
10%2 million people to speak over 50 differ-
ent languages; and across the country or
around the globe your local Berlitz Director
can tailor a program of Berlitz instruction
to your specific needs.

There are 220 Berlitz schools in leading
cities throughout the world. They're easy to
find. Simply consult your local telephone
directory or ask the nearest Indian guide.

FaRk SEUSTNESS OR PLEASRURE,

PEE2FLE WHO GO FPLACES &G TO

berlitz

BALTIMORE » BEVERLY HILLS = BIRMINGHAM (MICH.) - BOSTON « CHICAGO -CINCINNATI - CLEVELAND » DALLAS » DETROIT- EAST ORANGE + EVANSTON » GREAT NECK » HOUSTON « LOS ANGELES « MIAMI « MINNE-

APOLIS = NEW ORLEANS - NEW YORK » FASADENA - PHILADELFHIA - PITTSBURGH » ST, LOUIS » SANTA ANA = SAN DIEGO *» SAN FRANCISCOD » SAN MATED - SEATTLE ~ STAMFORD » WASHINGTON » WHITE PLAINS




the newest terry s-t-r-e-t-c-h-e-s
... bike this! Very chic here in hooded pullover and bone slim
pants! Black or white cotton terry, 8 to 16 (top also in pink).

Top or slacks, 12.95 each. Altman vacation shop, third floor
. . . Fifth Avenue, White Plains, Manhasset, Short Hills




THE TALK OF THE TOWN

Notes and Conunent

HE eminent Russian historian

Michael Rostovtzeff (non-Com-

munist ) wrote of the reign of the
Roman Emperor Commodus, 18(-92
A.D.: “The army, once the servant of
the Empire, became its master, and
acted through rulers whom it raised up
and pulled down according to its own
caprice.” The agent in the raising and
pulling was the Praetorian Guard,
which consisted of mercenaries, as, by
then, did the whole mobile portion
of the army—the striking force. The
happiest event of the past week
ended a parallel phase in the history of
the French Empire-Commonwealth—
a phase that began in the mid-fifties and
reached a paroxysm in May, 1958,
when the French Army pulled down
the Fourth Republic, and again just the
other day, when four generals at the
head of the purely mercenary Foreign
Legion seized Algiers as a preliminary
to se1zing all France, in order to eter-
nalize the Algerian war. If, through the
passivity of civilians and civilian soldiers,
they had had their way, their action
would have culminated in the recon-
quest of painfully liberated France by
perhaps ten thousand German merce-
narics, chiefly ex-Nazis.

Now that the generals are out, like
the unfortunate Carthaginian general
Bomilcar, who operated in the same
territory and, Diodorus relates, “made
an attempt to overthrow the govern-
ment with 4,000 mercenaries,” we
sincerely hope that General de Gaulle
will dissolve the Legion. Lucius Sep-
timius Severus, the second or third
Emperor after Commodus, “easily de-
feated the Praetorians,” says Rostov-
tze ff—though that triumph could hard-
ly have been easier than General de
Gaulle’s last week—and thereafter
“cashiered all the Praetorians and chose
the best men of his own army to fill their
places; most of them were Illyrian and
Thracian tillers of the soil.” Tillers of

the soll make more dependable supports
of a free state than footloose aliens do.
They are attached to its earth through
their roots—the relatives they leave be-
hind—and they intend someday to go
back to it. Vive une Légion Paysanne—

an élite corps of Fusiliers-A griculteurs!

They will be less eager to traipse off
to distant lands to fusiler other agricul-
teurs, and at the same time will be
more solides to defend the home fields.

The mercenary soldier is a cruel and
costly anachronism in an age when men
fight, if they must, to live the way
they choose. The mercenary fights
to collect his pay—a frivolous reason,
barely sufficient even in frivolous wars.
A man fighting for any principle has a
right not to be killed by a man fighting
for no principle, or just for the hell of 1t.
The danger of the mercenary, in some
periods, ancient and modern, is that in
a society too puzzled, or muzzled, or
apathetic, or cynical, to fight at all, like
Renaissance Italy or the later Roman
Empire, the mercenary will fight a httle
bit and that will be enough. We had
a moment of anguish last week when
we feared that this might happen in
France.

North Africa, by coincidence or for
reasons that we haven’t time or space to
iInquire into, has forever been a leading
sphere for both the recruitment and
the employment of mercenaries. The
Moors and the Spanish Foreign Legion
flew up from Tetuan in 1936 to take
Spain for Franco; the paratroopers of
the French Foreign Legion marched
into Algiers last week to take France for
four Bomilcars like him. The mercen-
ary, by the nature of his trade, 1s alone
in an alien land, to which he feels no
loyalty. He is asocial and in too many

cases anti-social, because he 1s often a
fugitive criminal. For s comfort, his
indulgences, his promotion, his punish-
ments, his life, he 15 dependent on his
officers. He has no rights. Therefore
he follows. His immediate superiors,
who may be mercenaries, are dependent
on their superiors, who may not be, and
they on their generals, among whom
the incidence of political ambition now-
adays 1s unfortunately high.

As for “Beau Geste” and QOuida
and Edith Piaf’s song about her Legion-
naire, we can do without them if Gen-
eral de Gaulle can, and we hear he
prefers Racine anyway.

(-"‘URIO US midtown pedestrians and
A irritated midtown street-sweepers
who may have wondered, on a warm,
windy day last week, why Forty-third
and Forty-fourth Streets cast and west
of Fifth Avenue were awash with loose
sheets of printed material bearing the
type face and literary aura of this mag-
azine are hereby reassured that The
New Yorker has not embarked upon
a campaign of teaser advertising. All
that happened was that one of our
winter-weary editors opened his twen-
ticth-floor window for a breath of
April, whereupon April entered his
office with a shout, collected a double

armful of galley proofs that had been
stacked on his desk, and flung them into
the sky. And what a brave springtime
sight they made as they took wing—

poems, short stories, reviews, anecdotes,
and articles climbing the dusty air in a
white cloud and shedding paper clips as
they whirled off to meet readers on their
own, without benefit of binding, con-
tinuity, newsstand price, or final edit-
ing! Having thus cast our ballot for a
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as the leader of a group of
native (1.e., costumed ) girls,
identified as Hostesses from
Around the World. Among

“A Cuba Libre? You trying to start something, Mac?”

messier but more literate New York, we
apologize to the Department of Sanita-
tion, but we are opportunistic enough
to want to take advantage of this in-
voluntary distribution of flyers. Atten-
tion, all readers unbearably tinllated by
scraps of material that have fallen into
your hands! We have extra copies
of all the lost galleys. We shall pub-
lish, in due time and  foto, all the
writing that escaped last week. In
the meantime, watch the sky! Watch
these pages!

INC]DENT.&L INTELLIGENCE: The
Hysong Funeral Home, in Wash-
ington, D.C., displays a sticker on one
of its front windows pointing out that 1t
is a member of the Welcome Wagon
International.

A store in Lexington, Kentucky,
called Trader John’s advertises “pre-
owned appliances.”

Promises

N the wake of the Russian coup and
the Cuban fiasco, and on the verge

of the Algerian revolt and a gondolier
strike in Venice, we spent a day building

castles in Flushing Meadow Park,
anticipating, among other things, the
“peace through understanding™ that is
to be the theme of the next New York
World’s Fair. Apnl 22, 1961, had
been chosen for the celebration of
World’s Fair Preview Day (three vears
to go), and at the preview we found
ourself surrounded by more than fifteen
hundred dignitaries and photographers
of dignitaries who had been invited to
participate in the reveries of the New
York World’s Fair 1964-1965 Corpo-
ration (Robert Moses, president).
About half of us sailed into Queens
on the Miss Liberty, a Circle Line sight-
sceing boat; the rest travelled by car,
bus, or helicopter. During the cruise,
we were treated as conventional tourists
and asked to note the usual landmarks:
¢ . .and here we come to the Tribor-
ough— Triborough Bridge.” On the
whole, however, our attention was
claimed by our shipmates. The photog-
raphers tended to cluster around a con-
tinuously smiling girl in a pink coat,
who turned out to be the present Miss
Rheingold, and a lady in a yellow coat,
who was Jinx Falkenburg. Miss Falk-
enburg was eventually identified as our
official hostess, and she also functioned

the less official celebrities we
noticed Al Capp (cartoonist
and columnist), Edward
Stone (architect), Judge
Samuel Rosenman (former
Roosevelt speech  writer ),
William Lawrence ( Times
writer), Burr Tillstrom
(puppeteer: Kukla, Olle,
etc.), and several people
who looked familiar but
were not immediately iden-
tifiable. One woman, who
was certainly rich, if not re-
nowned, remarked that the
Miss Liberty wasn’t nearly
as large as the boats she was
accustomed to chartering
for her parties.

At the World’s Fair boat
basin, we were hailed by six
apparently Hawaiian danc-
ers (female) and by a singer
of Hawaiian songs and an
electric-guitar player (both
male ). The dancers were
reported to be the Lana
Girls, and orchids that were
presented to the female
guests were from Orchids of
Hawaii, Inc. It presently be-
came clear (when Arthur
Treacher appeared at lunch to make
it so) that these players were sub-
liminally urging all of us to attend
this summer’s Jones Beach Hawaiian
spectacular, “Paradise Island,” which
is also a project of Mr. Moses, as well
as of Bill Berns, communications vice-
president for the World’s Fair and
creator of World’s Fair Preview Day.
The Polynesian welcome corroborated
the psychic distance that Mr. Berns
and the sudden spring weather (“Moses
said it wouldn’t rain” ) had effected be-
tween us and the past few weeks of
continual crises.

We travelled by bus from the dock to
the past (1939) and future fair-
grounds—six hundred and forty-six
acres, still more or less bare, which
someone described as the new Promised
Land, with the former Parks Commis-
sioner as “‘another Moses.” Seats and a
platform had been sct up near the
planned site of the Fair symbol. The
Trylon and Perisphere of 1939 were no
longer there, and the Unisphere (an ar-
millary sphere intended to represent
“peace through understanding in a
shrinking globe and an expanding uni-
verse””) was so far just a thirteen-story

pledge by United States Steel. Once




THE NEW YORKER

erected, the Unisphere is expected to
remain on the site permanently, sur-
rounded by a dodecagonal pool three
hundred and fifty feet in diamcter, but
on Preview Day all we saw there was an
unpainted hexapodal viewing tower,
decorated with masses of World’s Fair
balloons (white). Other promises in-
clude a moving sidewalk, global tele-
vision, and no midway honky-tonks.
While we waited for the scheduled
speakers and speeches, the Department
of Sanitation band, dressed in olive drab
with gold trim, played “An Affair
to Remember” and some military airs.
The field was thick with photographers
and broadcasting equipment. On either
side of the rostrum were flags of all
or at least a lot of—nations, and addi-
tional white balloons. A dust storm
preceded the arrival of Moses, Mayor
and Mrs. Wagner, and Queens Bor-
ough President Clancy.

Following “The Star-Spangled Ban-
ner,” Miss Falkenburg introduced the
United Nations Singers, who sang in
[talian, Nigerian, Chinese, and Okla-
homan. The speeches consisted of the
fewest possible words from Moses; a
progress report (eighty nations visit-
ed, thirty-four committed to exhibit)
by Thomas J. Deegan, Jr.,
chairman of the execu-
tive committee of the Fair
Corporation and president
of a public-relations firm
bearing his name; a for-
mal pledge of a Unisphere
by Richard Sentner, execu-
tive vice-president of U.S.
Steel; praise for his borough
by President Clancy (who
was introduced by Moses as
the King of Queens); and,
finally, a fairly long and for-
mal speech by Mayor Wag-
ner, in whose honor the
Sanitation Department mu-
sicians played “Happy Birth-
dav.” The Mayor, frown-
ing his usual troubled frown,
assured us that the Fair
would be “educational and
instructive . . . diverting and
entertaining.” Keeping an
car on the speakers, we kept
an eye on Joe Louis, who
was lingering, taller and
heavier than anyone else
there, on the border of the
crowd.

Once the speeches were
over, everyone edged to-
ward the New York City
Building for lunch. Our
meal, served in an ice-skat-
ing rink (minus ice), was

undoubtedly one of the most epic cater-
ing jobs ever accomplished. The more
than fifteen hundred of us were con-
fronted with a huffet that looked at
least a mile long and that was cov-
ered with stuff ranging from curried
chicken and head cheese to roast beef
and turkey (carved by a costumed
chef). Beer and coffee were served at
the tables. The highlights of the banquet
were the appearance of Eartha Kitt,
singing “C’est Si Bon,” which she dedi-
cated to Robert Moses, and a further
celebration of the Mayor’s birthday, in
which he was decked with leis by the
Hawaiians who had met us at the dock.

OVERHEHRD on the Long Is-
land’s 8:45 a.m. from Great
Neck, one well-tallored man to another:
“The real problem of today is to dis-
cover a new I.B.M. and have the cour-
age to stick with it.”

Cats
CCORDING to Milan J. Greer,

the burly proprietor of an estab-
lishment at Lexington Avenue and
Twenty-ninth Street that is known, all
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too alliteratively, as Fabulous Felines
and can be summed up as the world’s
largest pedigreed cattery, with a hun-
dred and twenty-five aristocratic cats
in residence and a couple of thousand
graduate aristocrats scattered through-
out the city and environs, this country is
currently riding the crest of the great-
est cat wave in history. Mr, Greer, who
buys, sells, and breeds cats, told us, in
the course of a visit we recently paid to
F.F., that there are seven hundred
thousand more cats than dogs in the
United States and that the postmark of
F.F.—*“Dogs Are Passé¢”—is turning
from prophecy into fact. “All this
‘man’s best friend’ stuff is garbage,”
Mr. Greer growled. (If there is any
feline that Mr. Greer resembles, it’s a
grumpy lion.) “A dog is simply a very
insecure animal. Loyalty and affec-
tion! Bosh! A dog has to ingratiate
himself with people or he’d starve to
death. If a dog has a personality, it’s
the personality of a human being you
wouldn’t want to know. Cats, on the
other hand, make no pretense of affec-
tion. If you treat them right, they’ll
respect you, but they won’t come a step
closer than that.”

Mr. Greer grumpily went on to say

“But now is the time to start
appreciating me, Doris! Before I become famous!”
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that he had made Fabulous Felines a
fairly formidable place to enter, because
he was determined to keep his cats from
being indiscriminately doted on, “If I
spot somebody who wants a cat to lavish
affection on, I hurry him straight out
of here,” Greer said. “A pedigreed cat
is nothing less than an animated objet
d’art, and to consider it in any other
light is crueler than tying a can to its
tall. Cats have gained a bad reputation
in some quarters because they’ve been
pampered and have become neurotic.
Cats like to be treated rough. That’s
one reason men make better cat own-
ers than women do.” Greer took a
swipe at a red Persian, which skill-
fully eluded him. “My first duty to my
cats is to find customers suited to
them,” he continued. ““The basic qual-
ity that I look for in a customer is a very
strong ego. If a man’s ego is fragile,
a smart cat will make him feel pretty
silly. People who lack confidence are
better off with dogs, or even with other
people. Once I’'m satisfied with the size
of a customer’s ego, I face the next
question, which is whether the customer
is a Siamese type or a Persian type. A
few weeks in the wrong sort of home
will turn even the best-behaved cat into
a [

Mr. Greer guarantees the health of
his cats up to the age of eight and a half
months. ““This guarantee turns me into
a sort of walking Blue Cross for cats,”
he said. “Certain health problems for
cats in a big city are easily predicted.
One problem that you mightn’t predict
is that cats have very poor depth per-
ception and often fall off apartment
balconies and other high places. A cat
has a good chance to survive a fall of as
much as ten stories.” He introduced us,
in a gruff, offhand fashion, to three
sleek blue cats with green eyes; one was
named Serge, and the cthers—>Serge’s
kittens by a cat named Natasha—were
Jarmilla and Maruska. “Serge and
Natasha are the only Russian Arch-
angel cats ever to leave the Soviet
Union,” Greer said. ““Archangels are
the traditional cats of the Czars. The
breed is at least a thousand years old. [
recently sold Natasha for a thousand
dollars—the highest price ever brought
by a cat. I’'m hoping to get four thou-
sand for Serge.”

The most popular breed of cat sold
at F.F. is the Siamese, a good specimen
of which brings about sixty-five dollars.
Curiously, the breed has fallen on hard
times back in its homeland, and Mr.
Greer has just arranged to ship a Sia-
mese to the King of Siam—T hailand,
that is—for the purpose of improving
the stock out there. F.F. is the world’s

biggest breeder of Burmese cats, which
come in beautiful shades of brown and
have golden eyes. “About the only im-
portant species we don’t carry is Manx,”
Greer said. “I used to carry them,
but a neighbor turned me in to the
AS.P.C.A,, thinking that I was catch-
ing alley cats and cutting off their tails.
I didn’t want to be bothered with that
kind of thing. Next to Archangels, our
most expensive cats are Abyssinians,
which start at a4 hundred and scventy-
five dollars, My partners—Miss Bobbi
Thompson and my wife, Eileen—and
I are trying to breed a variety of long-
haired Burmese. It won’t be ready for
another three years, We have developed
the Golden Siamese, a cross between a
Siamese and a Burmese. It’s a fearfully
intelligent anmmmal-—it will bring you a
leash when it wants to go out—but it
isn’t pedigreed yet. We've bred it suc-
cessfully for five generations, and we
need seven before we can register it
We're also working on a miniature
Siamese, which will weigh a pound
when fully grown. We've got it down
to four pounds already, and all of our
expected four-pounders are sold out
until 1963. Cats never play and have
no sense of humor. All their antics are
premeditated. They’re always in train-
ing, and they are very serious about it.
The only toy I approve of for a cat is a
rabbit’s foot. No cat goes out of here
without one. Sometimes [ sell a cricket
n a cage with a cat—a pet for a pet, as
it were. Crickets give a cat the same kind
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of rapture that catnip does, or scratch-
ing. Purring doesn’t necessarily mean
that a cat’s happy. A purring cat died
in my arms once, and I know /e wasn’t
happy.”

Newcastle

AT athletic friend reports that he
came upon the following sign in
Macy’s Sports Department:

IMPORTED BASEBALL
Osaka, Fuyimura

Suisei Tiger Sporting Goods Co., Ltd.
Official Suisei Tiger Base Ball.

Before the Féte
E’VE had a longing these spring

days to go to public school again-

specifically, to P.S. 77, at the corner of
First Avenuc and Eighty-sixth Street.
For there, one day last week, we had
the privilege of watching several dozen
honest-to-goodness  sidewalks-of-New
York sixth-graders rehearse folk dances
for the Fifty-fourth Annual Park Féte,
sponsored jointly by the Board of Edu-
cation and the Girls’ Branch of the Pub-
lic Schools Athletic League. In the next
three weeks, according to the 1961 Park
Féte program, arranged by Mrs. Eliza-
beth P. Friedman, a saintly veteran of
thirty-nine years in the public-school sys-
tem, and a corps of devoted aides, there
will be thirteen thousand children danc-
ing around hundreds of Maypoles on
green lawns in the five boroughs:

The Bronx—Monday, May 8th (in case
of rain, May 10th). The Lawn of Ford-
ham University

Queens—-Tuesday, May 9th (in case of
rain, May 12th). Cunningham Park—
Athletic Field

Richmond—Tuesday, May 16th (in

case of rain, May 18th). Clove Lakes
Park

Manhattan—Wednesday, May 17th (in
case of rain, May 19th). Central Park—
The Sheep Meadow—66th Street & West
Drive

Brooklyn—Tuesday, May 23rd (in case
of rain, May 25th). Prospect Park—The
Long Meadow—Prospect Park West &
Third Street

“The Park Féte is a great joy for all
of us. We never stopped holding it,
through ‘two World Wars,”” Mrs,
Friedman told us over the telephone
from her office at the Board of Educa-
tion. “We’re all very excited about this
year’s. P.S. 77 is very enthusiastic. I’d
like to visit them with you, but I'm
going to a Park Féte band rehearsal on
Staten Island. Ask for the principal,
Mr. Efrem Feld.”

At the ancient (1883) red brick
schoolhouse, we went through the time-
less portals, to be met by the classic
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“That’s what makes this suck a wonderful country, sir. In Russia,

school-hall aroma; found the principal’s
office deserted; and, outside it, found,
sitting on a lonely bench under a bulletin
board (“Class 6-1 Visits the New York
Timnes. . . . Headliness—Why are head-
lines of a newspaper important? Read
a headline and think about it...”),
a nine-year-old boy in a Cub Scout
uniform. We said hello, and he said,
“By mistake, I fell off a chair in the
library. So the teacher thought I was
throwing the chair at her. So I’m
here, waiting for the principal. He’s in
the play yard—that room over there
at the end of the hall. I never threw
that chair.”

“Stick to your story,” we said, and
hurried over to the play yard, where
Mr. Feld, a slightly built man with
graying hair, a ragged, graying mus-
tache, and a brown-and-orange polka-
dot bow tie, stood in the center of a
group of nine circles, eight children
to a circle. He was just winding up an
exhortation. “You'’ve got to work
together!” he said. “You rehearse like
any chorus or any dance group! That
does not mean ...” Mr. Feld paused
and looked into the eyes of a nearby
skinny, serious, blond twelve-year-old

the extras wouldn’t be optional.”

girl, who was a good head taller than the
two males at her sides—one colored,
one white, and both impatient to get
started. ““T'hat does not mean,” Mr.
Feld repeated more slowly, “that you
are going to be hired by the Metropoli-
tan Opera House.” He gave a good-
natured ha-ha, and then soberly con-
tinued, “Mrs. Fleischer will now give
you instructions. Follow instructions,
boys and girls, and the result will be
beautiful! Mrs. Fleischer!”

As Mrs. Fleischer, a cheerful-looking
woman In a cotton print dress and
spectacles, took over, Mr. Feld joined
us and shook our hand. *Look at them,”
he said, pointing to the sixth-graders as
they held hands and got ready to dance.
“The pleasure of this work is that when
administrative burdens become too on-
erous, we can always watch the chil-
dren. Ah, here’s our real spark, Al
Matheson.” He introduced us to a red-
haired, freckle-faced young man who
was wearing shell-rirmmed glasses. “Al
is health counsellor for the East Side
school district. He’s the one who gets
the boys to dance.”

Mr. Matheson beamed at the chil-
dren in pretty much the same way Mr.

Feld had. “I love it,” he said. “I like
to take my coat off and get out and
dance with them. There’s something
about a man teacher, when the kids see
him dance, it breaks down the idea it’s
sissyish to do it. T develop a lot of little
jokes that I use to relax them. Like
making references to my own two left
feet. It gets them going.”

Mrs. Fleischer started up a gay tune
on a portable record-player.

““Captain Jinks,” ™ Mr. Matheson
said. ““Go to any one of twelve schools
of the nineteen in the district from a
Hundred and Sixth to Eleventh Street,
on the East Side, and you’ll see them
rehearsing like this. This is one of the
schools that were under-utilized two
years ago, so they brought children in
from the overcrowded schools in Har-
lem. At first it was rough. Now it’s
wonderful. They integrated beauti-
fully. See all these kids dancing to-
gether?”

“Beautiful,” Mr. Feld said as the
children stamped their feet, held hands,
clapped hands, and held hands again in
“Captain Jinks.”

“When you see this, it’s a great
thrill,” Mr. Matheson said. “It’s one




of the great joys of working with chil-
dren. Look at that little Negro boy in
the coat.”

“He won’t take the coat off,” Mr.
Feld said. “The sleeves of his shirt are
too long. The children in this school run
the gamut from wealthy to poor. This
1s my first school as principal. The day
[ arnived, I heard rumors that the school
was going to close. I hate to see it go.
Where are the children going to go?
They’re tearing down the old buildings
and putting up luxury apartment houses.
Beautful, but who can afford to live in
them? The position of the parents is
clear: Keep this school open until they
get a new one. Just today, I met a man
who went here in 1906. A grandfather
now. When I told him P.§S. 77 is go-
ing to close, he was very upset. Hello,
Mrs. Eisenson.”

In came a short, eager-faced woman,
who told us she was the remedial-read-
ing teacher in the school.

“We have ten classes of aphasic chil-
dren here, from the School for the
Deaf,” Mr. Feld said. “They all
dance.”

“They’re terrific,” Mrs. Eisenson
said.

“*“The Sicilian Tarantella,” ” Mr.
Matheson said as the children whooped

“He retired last January, but he’s been tapering off gradually.”

it up with handclapping, finger-snap-
ping, and hand-waving.

“I see some of the kids I work with,”
Mrs. Eisenson said. “I’m getting a dif-
ferent view of them. Thev're very
graceful.”

“This is the most valuable thing,”
Mr. Feld said. “Getting the children
out there all together, dancing together.”

“We’re doing eight dances on this
year’s program,” Mr. Matheson said,
“in addition to the bugle call “T'o the
Colors,” the Pledge of Allegiance to
the Flag, singing the fourth verse of
‘America,’ and, of course, the finale,
with “The Star-Spangled Banner.” Each
school decorates its own Maypole.”

“Last year we had green and laven-
der,” Mr. Feld said. “This year, Mrs.
Fleischer says, they want Shocking pink
and red. The boys will wear red bow
ties and green cummerbunds.”

“Green  with the pinkt”
Matheson said.

“Now, children,” Mrs. Fleischer was
saying, “carefully take your partner’s
hand and make a circle, girls on the out-
side.”

“She’s showing them a new dance,”
Mr. Matheson said. “The most difficult
dance in the Park Féte—the ‘Fado
Blanquita.” A Spanish dance, Children

Mr.

tend to take big steps. They’ve got to
take little bits of steps for this one. Very
difficult.”

The “Fado Blanquita” was mastered,
winding up with an exuberantly shouted
“Ol¢!”” Mr. Feld then took his place
in front of the dancers and said, “Now
it’s time for relaxation, but before you
go, I want to tell you your dancing has
filled us with a tremendous amount of
admiration and given us a tremendous
amount of enjoyment!” The dancers,
smiling and with mustaches of perspira-
tion on their upper lips, were dismissed.

Mrs. Fleischer came over to where
Mr. Matheson was standing with us.
“Mr. Matheson is our guiding star,”
she said.

“You're the one,”
said.

My. Matheson

So Long

II\' Pennmington, New Jersey, the other
day, a gentleman who had put a
house up for sale was asked by a real-
estate broker to fill out a form that in-
cluded, among other questions, an in-
quiry about his reason for selling the
place. The gentleman’s answer was
brief and unsettling. “Disposing of
Mother,” he wrote.




EARLY MORNING
OF A MOTION~PICTURE EXECUTIVE

One of the smallest minorities in Hollywood nowadays is the group that believes
James Joyce's “Ulysses” will be made into a superior movie ... behind the entire
hoopla is Jerry Wald, the producer...he prepared a memorandum... that n-
cluded the following: “The way I would like to see this story on the screen is to
oversimplify it. It has three levels: Stephen Dedalus, the intellectual; Leopold
Bloom, the passive, ill-informed victim of habitual feelings, and Mrs. Bloom,
sensual. carnal, wholly natural. Thus, the three leading characters represent
Pride, Love, and The Flesh. My feeling is that this project is really in its purest
form: father searching for his son and son searching for his father. It is a highly
controversial book and out of it could be created a motion picture as exciting as
‘Peyton Place’ but on a higher level.”—The Tumes.

... yes a quarter after what an un-
earthly hour I suppose theyre just get-
ting out on the lot at Fox now Marilyn
Monroe combing out her hair for the
day let me sec if I can doze off 12345
where was itin Jerrys memorandum yes
oversimplify O I love great books Id
love to have the whole of Hollywood
filming nothing but great books God
in heaven theres nothing bke hiterature
pre sold to the public the treatment
and the working script by Dalton
Trumbo and the finished picture in
color and Todd A O as
for them saying theres no
audience interest in pic-
tures based on great books
[ wouldnt give a snap of
my two fingers for all their
motivational research in-
die exhibs whatever they
call themselves why dont
they go out and make a
picture I ask them and do
a socko 21 Gs in Philly
and a2 wow 41 in Chi ah
that they cant answer yes
in its purest form father
searching for his son and
son searching for his fa-
ther chance for myriad
boffolas there old man
staggers out one door of
pub where the heer and
the hoffola foam while kid
goes in other O I love a
good laugh Stephen Deda-
lus the intellectual we
might try to get Paul
Newman for the part hes
a strong BO draw in Ex-
odus certainly hed do very
nicely too better soft pedal
the egghead bit though
make him a newspaper re-
porter have to shoot a lot
of location stuff in Dub-
lin by the waters of the
Liffey by the rvering
waters of we might fake
it on the back lot and
bring it in under three

million or else knock up the budget
and spot celebs the way Columbia did
with Pepe it coined a huge forty five
thou in its first week on Bway gives
the property a touch of class I won-
der could we get Bobby Darin on a
percentage deal to sing Galway Bay I
better have Sammy check in the morn-
ing where the hell Galway Bay is its
somewhere around Dublin surely long
color process shot of the bay at dusk cut
to faces of old women in black shawls
and the women in the uplands making

“Today is Thursday!”
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hay speak a language that the strangers
do not know a scene which it will knock
them out of the back of the housc n
Terre Haute

the alarmclock in the maids room
clattering the brains out of itself better
take another seconal and try to sleep
again so as I can get up early Ill call
a title conference at ten wait now who
was it yes Kirk Douglas already made
Ulysses the old story though this ones
on three levels we might call it Pride
Love and The Flesh that has a nice
sound to it 11l have Sammy get ahold
of Central Registry and see if the
titles reserved Leopold Bloom the pas-
gve ill informed wictim of habitual
feelings problem on the religion bit
though dont want Bnai Brith down on
our necks well give him an Irish name
in any case Leopold Malone and his loy-
ing wife Molly sensual carnal wholly
natural she wheels her wheelbarrow
through streets wide and narrow per-
sonally Id like to build the script around
Molly and get MM for the role so why

am I after worrying we cant go wrong
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with Maureen OHara flashback to Gi-
braltar where she was a girl a flower of
the mountain yes so are those bimbos
all lowers of the mountain lap dissolve
he kisses her under the Moorish wall we
might send down a second unit to get
some outdoor Gibraltar stuff cut in a
flamenco dream sequence shoot it there
and dub it on the soundtrack later yes
chance too for widescreen color back-
ground O the sea the sea there crimson
sometimes like fire and the glorious sun-
sets and the figtrees in the Alameda
gardens yes well have Louella bawling
like a goddam baby baaaawwaaaaaww
at the world preem

ah well theres no talking around it
were one of the smallest minorities in
Hollywood nowadays us thinking that
James Joyces Ulysses will be made in-
to a superior movie TJ saying to me
Harry youre one hundred per cent
crazy him with his two dollar cigars
and his Irving Thalberg award chas-
ing those little chits of starlets and he
not long married Mouth Almighty I
call him and his squinty eyes of all the
big stuppoe studio heads I ever met
God help the world if everyone out
here was like him yes always and ever
making the same pictures showdown-
atshotguncreek whatever he calls the
new one ah God send him more sense
and me more money O he does look
the fool sitting at the head of the
conference table as hig as you please
he can go smother for all the fat lot
I care Im unabashedly intellectual and
IIl make this movie or Im walking off
the lot this day week Ive still got my
integrity after all how long is it Ive
been out here wait yes since 1923 O [
love lying in bed God here we are as
bad as ever after yes thirty eight years
how many studios have I worked at
RKO and Fox and Metro and Para-
mount where I was a young man and
the day I talked to deMille when he
was making the original of The Ten
Commandments and yes he wouldnt
answer at first only looked out over
the set and the thousands of extras
I was thinking of so many things he
didnt know of yes how someday Id
have my own swimming pool and go
to Vilma Bankys parties and all the
long years since Joan Crawford in Our
Dancing Daughters and Richard Dix
and yes the year Metro missed the boat
on Dinner at Eight and Fred Astaire
and Ginger Rogers and Asta rrrrrfffff
rrrrrfffff and the andyhardy series and
The Best Years of Our Lives and O
all the Academy Award dinners yes
Disney going about smug with his
Oscars the Levant what year was it

NEXT DOOR

The home for the aged opens its windows in May,
And the stale voices of winter-long
Flap from their dusty curtains toward our wood
That now with robin-song

Rouses, and is regaled. Promptly the trees
Break bud and startle into leaf,
Blotting the old from sight, while all the birds
Repeal the winter’s grief

Pitilessly, resolving every sigh
Or quaver to a chipper trill,
And snaring the sick cough within the rapt
Beat of the flicker’s hill.

Must we not see or hear these worn and frail?
They are such hearts, for all we know,
As will not cheat the world of their regard,
Even as they let 1t go.

Seated, perhaps, along a shady porch
In the calm, wicker stalls of age,
Old crones and played-out cronies, they project

Upon a cloudy stage

Gossip of strong-man, dancer, priest, and all
They knew who had the gift of life,
Artisan, lover, soldier, orator,

Wild bitch and happy wife,

Lying the more as recollection fails
Until for their enchanted souls
The players are forgotten, and they see
Only such naked roles

As David was, or Helen, and invent
Out of their fabulous memories
Alcestis climbing home again, with big
Death-bullying Heracles.

Is it like thist We have no way to know.

Our lawn is loud with girls and boys.

The leaves are full and busy with the sun,
_The birds make too much noise.

Gert and T took the cruise there T never
miss his "I'V show and Rhonda Fleming
with her hair all red and flaming and
Sandra Dee and VistaVision and sterco-
phonic sound cleaning up in the foreign
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market and Ben Hur and the night TJ
asked me what my next project would
be when was it yes the night they
screened Psycho in Santa Monica eeee-
eeeekkk its an Irish story I told him like
The Quiet Man or shall we get Rock
Hudson I was just thinking of it for the
first time yes and I had Sammy give
me a five page synopsis and the day in
Romanoffs T asked Jerry Wald about
it yes Ulysses by James Joyce which
it 1s a highly controversial hook and 1
asked him yes could out of it be created
a picture as exciting as Peyton Place
and yes he said yes it could yes but on
a higher level Yes.

—TroMmas MEEHAN
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“Well, we've done it, but don’t ask me how.”
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A JOURNEY TO THE SEVEN STREAMS

Y father, the heavens be his
bed, was a terrible man for
telling you about the places he

had been and for bringing you there, if
he could, and displaying them to you
with a mild and gentle air of proprietor-
ship. He couldn’t do the showmanship so
well in the case of Spion Kop, where he
and the fortunate ones who hadn’t been
ordered up the hill in the ignorant night
had spent a sad morning crouching on
African earth and listening to the dead-
ly Boer guns that, high above the plain,
slaughtered their hapless comrades. The
great Glen of Aherlow, too, which he
had helped to chain for His Majesty’s
Ordnance Survey, was placed incon-
veniently far to the south, in the mys-
tic land of Tipperary. But townlands
like Corraheskin, Drumlish, Cornavara,
Dooish, the Minnieburns, and Clara-
more, and small towns like Drumquin
and Dromore, were all within a ten-
mile radius of our town, and something
of moment or something amusing had
happened in every one of them.

The reiterated music of their names
worked on him like a charm. They
would, he said, draw fairy tunes out of
the stone fiddle of Castle Caldwell, and,
indeed, the night he de-
cided to hire a hackney
car—a rare and daring
thing to do in those
days—and bring the
seven of us out to see,
in one round trip, those
most adjacent places
of his memories and
dreams was the night
that he told us the story
of the stone fiddle and
the drowned fiddler,
and recited for us the

inscription carved on
the fiddle in memory of
the fiddler.

“In the year 1770
it happened,” he said.
“T'he landlord at the
time was Sir James
Caldwell, Baronet. He
was also called the
Count of Milan; why,
I never found anybody
to tell me. The fiddler’s
name was Denis Mec-
Cabe, and by tradition
the McCabes were
always musicians and
jesters to the Cald-
wells. There was fes-
tivity at the big house
by Lough Erne shore,
and gentry there from

near and far, and out they went to
drink and dance on a raft on the lake,
and wasn’t the poor fiddler so drunk
he fiddled himself into the water and
drowned.”

“Couldn’t somebody have pulled him
out, Da?” I asked.

“They were all as drunk as he was.
The tradition has it that he was still saw-
ing away with the how when he came
up for the third time. The party cheered
him untll every island in Lough Erne
echoed, and it was only when they
sobered up that they realized they had
lost the fiddler. So the Baronet and
Count of Milan had a stone fiddle, tall-
er than a man, made to stand at the
estate gate, as a monument to Denis
MecCabe and as a warning forever to
fiddlers either to stay sober or to stay on
dry land. “Ye fiddlers beware,”” my
father recited, “ ‘ve fiddler’s fate. Don’t
attempt the deep lest ye repent too late.
Keep to the land when wind and storm
blow, but scorn the deep if it with whis-
key flow. On firm land only exercise
your skill; there you may play and safely
drink your fill.”

Travelling by train from our town
to the seaside, you went for miles along

“Mom, Dad, quick! The man is going to show a drop
of perspiration magnified a thousand times!”
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the green and glistening Erne shore,
but the train didn’t stop by the stone
fiddle, nor yet at the Boa Island for
the crossroads dances. (Always when
my father told us about those dances,
his right foot rhythmically tapped the
polished-steel fireside fender, which had
“Home, Sweet Home” lettered out on
an oval central panel.) Only the magic
motor could bring us to the fiddle or
the crowded crossroads. “Next Sunday,
then,” he said, “as certain as the sun
sets and rises, we’ll hire Hookey and
Peter and the machine, and head for
Lough Erne.”

“Will it hold us all?” my mother
asked. “Seven of us, and Peter’s big
feet, and the length of Hookey’s legs?”

“T'hat machine,” he said, “would
hold the Twelve Apostles, the Con-
naught Rangers, and the man who
broke the bank at Monte Carlo. It’s the
size of a hearse.”

“Which is just what it looks like,”
said the youngest of my three sisters,
who had a name for the tartness of her
tongue. She was a thin, dark girl.

“Regardless of appearance,” he said,
“it’ll carry us to the stone fiddle, and
on the way we’ll circumnavigate the
globe—Clanabogan and Cavanacaw,
Pigeon Top Mountain, and Corra-
duine, where the bare-
footed priest said Mass
at the rock in the penal
days, and Corraheskin,
where the Muldoons
live .. .

“Them,” said
third sister.

“And Cornavara,”
he said, “and Dooish,
and Carrick Valley, and
your Uncle Owen, and
the two McCannys,
the pipers, and Clara-
more, where there
are so many Gormleys
every family has to
have its own nickname,
and Drumquin, where
[ met your mother,
and Dromore, where
you”’—he pointed to
me—"‘were born and
where the mail train
was held up by the
[LR.A. and where the
three poor lads were
murdered by the Spe-
cials when you were
a year old, and the
Minnicburns, where the
seven streams meet to
make the headwaters of
the big river. Hookey
and Peter and the ma-

the
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chine will take us to all those
places.”

“Like a magic carpet,”
said my mother—with just a
little dusting of the iron filings
of doubt in her voice.

HOSE were the days,

and not so long ago,
when cars were rare and
every car—not just every
make of car—had a person-
ality of its own. In our town,
with its population of five
thousand, not counting the
soldiers in the barracks, there
were only three cars for hire,
and one of them belonged to
Hookey Baxter. He was a
long hangle of a young fel-
low, two-thirds of him made
up of legs, and night and
day he was whistling. He was as for-
ward-looking as Lindbergh, and he
dressed like Lindbergh, for the air, in
goggles, helmet, and leather jacket—an
appropriate costume, possibly, consider-
ing Hookey’s own height and the alt-
tude of the driver’s seat in his machine.
The one real love of his young heart was
the love of the born tinkerer for that
hybrid car, the fruit of days spent, deep
in grease, giving new life and shape to a
wreck he had bought at a sale in Bel-
fast. The original manufacturers, who-
ever they had been, would have been
hard put to it to recognize their altered
offspring.

“She’s chuman,” Peter Keown
would say, patting the sensitive, quiver-
ing bonnet. (Peter meant “hu man.” [n
years to come, his sole recorded com-
ment on the antics of Adolf Hitler was
that the man wasn’t chuman.) “She’s
as nervous,” he would say, “as a
thoroughbred.” Peter was Hookey’s
stoker, grease monkey, and errand boy,
and the truth was he was somewhat n
awe of the tall, rangy metal amimal. Yet,
wherever the car went, with the gog-
gled pilot at the wheel, there the pilot’s
diminutive mate was also sure to go.
What living Peter earned he earned by
digging holes in the street, as a labor-
ing man for the town council’s official
plumber, so that, except on Sundays and
when he motored with Hookey, nobody
in the town ever saw much of him but
the top of his cloth cap or his upturned
face when he’d look out from a hole in
the ground to ask a passerby the time of
day. Regularly, once a year, he spent a
corrective month in Derry Jail, because
his opportunities as a municipal em-
ployee and his weakness as a klepto-
maniac meant that good boards, lengths
of piping, coils of electric wire, monkey
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“J can’t stand his more-contagious-than-thou attitude.”

wrenches, spades, and other movable
properties faded too frequently into thin
air.

“A wonderful man, poor Peter,” my
father would say. “That cloth cap with
the turned-up peak. And the thick-
lensed spectacles—he’s half blind—and
the old tweed jacket too tight for him,
and the old oxford bag trousers too big
for him, and his waddle of a walk that
makes him look like a duck about to
apologize for laying a hen egg. How he
survives is a miracle of God’s grace.
He can resist the appeal of nothing that’s
portable.”

“He’s a dream,” the third sister said,
“and the feet are the biggest part of
him.”

“The last time he went to Derry,”
my brother said, “all the old women
from Brook Street were at the top of the
Courthouse Hill to cheer him as he
passed.”

“And why not?” my mother said.
“They’re fond of him, and they say
he’s well liked in the jail, His heart’s as
big as his feet. Everything he steals he
gives away.”’

“Robin Hl‘.u.']d,” SH]:C] the third sister.
“Robbing the town council to pay Brook
Street.”

“The council wouldn’t sack him if he
stole the town,” my cldest sister said.

“At the ready!” my father roared.
“Prepare to receive cavalry!”

In the street below the house, there
was a puffing, grinding commotion.

“God bless us, look at Peter!” my
father said. “Aloft with H(mk{*}’ like a
crown prince beside a king. Are we all
ready? Have you got the sandwiches
and the flasks of tea and the lemonade?”

A lovelier Sunday morning never
shone. With the yellow canvas hood
down and reclining in voluminous bal-

looning folds, and the high canary-
yellow body glistening after its Satur-
day wash and polish, and the radiator
gently steaming, Hookey and Peter had
drawn the car up at the foot of the seven
steps that led down from our door.
There was something of the Citrotn in
the hood and the broad back seat that
could hold five fair-sized people. But,
to judge by the radiator, the absence
of gears, and the high, fragile-spoked
wheels, Citroén blood had been crossed
with that of the Model T.

The stragglers coming home from
early Mass, and the devout setting oft
early for late Mass, paused to witness
our embarkation. Led by my father,
and in single file, we descended the sev-
en steps and ascended nearly as high
again to take our places in the machine.
There was Hookey at the wheel, then
my brother and father, and Peter on
the outside left, where he could leap in
and out to perform the menial dutics of
assistant engineer, and, in the wide and
windy acres of the back seat, my moth-
er, myself, and my three sisters.

High above the town, the church
bell rang. It was the bell to warn the
worshippers still on their way that in ten
minutes the vested priest would be on
the altar, but it could have been a quay-
side bell ringing farewell to a ship nos-
ing out across the water toward the nm
of vision. Peter leaped to the ground
and removed the two stones that, placed
before the front wheels, acted as aux-
iliaries for the hand brake. Hookey
released the brake. The car was gath-
ering speed when Peter scrambled
aboard, settled himself, and slammed
the yellow door behind him. Sparing
fuel, we glided down the slope, back-
fred twice loudly, ascended a hill,
swung left along John Strect, and
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cleared the town without incident. The
sound of the bell died away behind us.
My mother expressed the hope that the
priest would remember us at the offer-
tory. Peter assured her that we were
all as safe as if we were at home in bed.
God’s good green Sunday countryside
was softly all around us,

Squat to the earth and travelling at
seventy, you see nothing from cars
nowadays, but to go with Hookey was
to be above all but the highest walls
and hedges, to be among the morning
birds.

“T'wenty-seven em-pee-haitch,”
Hookey said.

“Four miles covered already,” said
Peter.

“The Gortin Mountains over there,”
my father said. “And the two moun-
tains to the north are Bessy Bell and
Mary Gray, so named by the Hamiltons
of Baronscourt, the Duke of Aber-
corn’s people, after a fancied resem-
blance to two hills in Surlingshire,
Scotland. The two hills in Stirlingshire
are so called after two ladies of the Scot-
tish court who fled the plague and built
their hut in the wildwood and thatched
it with rushes. They are mentioned by
Thomas Carlyle, in his book on the
French Revolution. The dark green
on the hills by Gortin Gap is the new
government forestry. And in Gortin
village, Paddy Ford, the contractor,
hasn’t gone to Mass since, fifteen years
ago, the parish priest gave another
man the job of painting the inside of the
sacristy.”

“Five miles,” said Peter. “They’re
spinning past.”

“Running sweet as honey,” Hookey
said. He adjusted his goggles and
whistled back to the Sunday birds.

“Jamie Magee’s of the Flush,” my
father said. He pointed to a long white
house on a hill slope and close to a water-
falling stream. “Rich as Rockefeller,
and too damned mean to marry.”

“Six miles,” said Peter.

Then, with a blast of backfiring, the
wobbling yellow conveyance came to
a coughing, miserable halt. The air
was suddenly gray and poisoned with
fumes.

The two older sisters, tall and long-
haired and normally quiet girls, went
off into the giggles.

“Isn’t it providential,” my mother
said, “that the cowslips are a glory this
yeart We'll have something to do,
Henry, while you’re fixing it.” Hookey
had been christened Henry, and my
mother would never descend to nick-
names. She felt that to make use of 2
nickname was to remind a deformed
person of his deformity.

BLUE FLAG

Blue as the blowpipe’s petal of flame,

the flag, afloat at the crest of the wave

of its leaves, unfurls an ephemeral crown,
three-tiered, nine-rayed, and girdled with jade,

Sealed, to begin with, in tissue, and stuck
to the stem in a curve like a locust’s wing,

it rides into light in this envelope lean
as a leaf, too thin to hold a thing,

it would seem, till it opens and shows a ship-
in-a-bottle surprise: shm as a moth

at birth stands an elegant spindle, sea purple
and patched with gold, that turns, no sloth

so slow, to a lily of chiselled gauze.

In curves as sharp as if carved with scalpels
from paper-thin slices of stone inked in,
pen-fine, with damson lines like the marble’s

veins, it spreads its spurs. It shows

its colors in yellow carpets plumed

with plush for the feet of the bee as she feels
her way over azure bridges and perfumed

paths, through tunnels down to the well-hid
wells where the diamond drop of nectar
is. All this to bring, spring

after spring, the seed to the bud to the flower

to the bee, again, again, and again

with undiminished esprit, to bear,

once more, the same lambent form as before,

jewel-winged, a weld of blue fire and air.,
—DoroTHY DONNELLY

The fields and the roadside margins
were bright yellow with blossom.
“Gather ye cowslips while ye may,” my
father said. He handed the ladies down.
Peter had already disembarked. Sub-
mitting to an impulse that had gnawed
at me since we set sail, I dived forward,
my head under Hookey’s left elbow,
and butted with both fists the black rub-
ber punch-ball harn. Out over the fields
went the dying groan of an old, pain-
ridden ox.

“Mother of God!” my father said.
“That’s a noise and no mistake. Here,

&

boy, go off and pick flowers.” He lift-
ed me down to the ground.

“Screw off the radiator cap, Peter,”
Hookey said.

“It’s scalding hot, Hookey.”

“Take these gauntlet gloves, man
alive. And stand clear when you screw
it off.”

A geyser of steam and dirty hot wa-
ter went heavenward as Peter and my
brother, who was always curious about
engines, leaped to safety.

“Wonderful, the age we live in,” my
father said to my brother. “They say
that over in England they’re queued up
steaming by the roadsides, like Iceland
or the Yellowstone Park.”

“Just a bit overheated,” Hookey
said. “We won’t be a jiffy.”

“Does it happen often?” my father
asked.

Ignoring the question, descending,
and opening the bonnet to peer and
poke and tinker, Hookey said, “Do
you know a funny thing about this
earr

“She’s chuman,” said Peter.

“You know the crossroads at Clana-
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bogan churchyard gate,” Hookey said,
“the story about it?”

“It’s haunted,” my father said.

“Only at midnight,” Peter said.

“Do you know,” my father said—
adopting, as was his right and nature,
the role of raconteur—*‘that no horse
ever passed there at midnight that didn’t
stop, shivering with fear? The fact is
well attested. Something comes down
that side road out of the heart of the
wood.”

Hookey closed over the bonnet,
screwed back the radiator cap, and
climbed again to the throne. He wiped
his hands on a bunch of grass pulled for
him and handed to him by Peter. Slow-
ly he drew on his gauntlet gloves.

Bedecked with cowslips and drag-
ging me along with them, the ladies re-
joined the gentlemen.

“Well, would you credit this now?”
Hookey said. “Peter and myself were
coming from Dromore one wet night
last week.”

“Pouring rain from the heavens,”
Peter said. ‘““And the top was leaking.”

“A temporary defect,” Hookey said.

“I mended it. Jack up the back axle,
Peter, and give her a swing. And
would you credit it, exactly at twelve
o’clock midnight she stopped dead at
the gate of Clanabogan churchyard?”

With an irony that was lost on
Hookey, my mother said, “I could well
believe it.” -

“She’s chuman,” Peter said.

“One good push now and we're
away,’ Hookey said. “Maybe,” he said
to my father and brother, “you’d lend
Peter a hand.”

Twenty yards ahead, he waited for
the dusty pushers to chimb aboard, the
engine chug-chugging, little puffs of
steam escaping from the nght-hand side
of the bonnet. My father was thought-
ful. He could have been considering the
responsibilities of the machine age.

“Contact!” Hookey said.

“Dawn patrol away!” smid Peter. He
mimicked what he supposed to be the
noises of an airplane engine, and with
every evidence of jubilation we were
once again under way.

[t was a day made for jubilation. The
fields, all the colors of all the crops,

danced toward us and away from us and
around us. “ “T’he lambs on the green
hills,” ” my father sang, ‘“ ‘were gazing
at me, and many a strawberry grows
by the salt sea, and many a ship sails
the ocean;’ ” and the roadside trees
bowed down and then gracefully swung
their arms up and made music over our
heads; and there were more birds and
white cottages and fuchsia hedges in
the world than you would readily im-
agine. ““ “The bride and bride’s party,” ”
my father sang, “ ‘to church they did
go. The bride she goes foremost, she
bears the best show—""

“They’re having sports today at T'at-
tysallagh,” Hookey said.

“‘But I followed after, my heart
full of woe, for to see my love wed to
another.”

We swept by a crossroads, where peo-
ple and horses and traps were congre-
gated after last Mass. In a field beside
the road, a few tall ashplants bore flut-
tering pennants in token of the sports to
be.

“‘Proceed to Banteer,’
Sal_[g] £l «

" my father

to the athletic sporting and
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hand in your name to the club com-mit-
tee.” That was a favorite song of Pat
O’Leary, the Corkman,” he said, “who
was killed at Spion Kop.”

Small country boys in big boots,
knickerbockers, stiff celluloid collars
that could be cleaned for Sunday by a
rub of a wet cloth, and close-cropped
heads with fringes like scalping locks
above the foreheads, scattered before us
to the hedses =nd grass margins, then
closed again and pursued us, cheering,
for a hun red yards. One of them,
frantic with enthusiasm, sent sailing
after us a half-grown turnip.

“In Tattysallagh,” my father said,
“they were always an uncivilized crowd
of gulpins.” (He had three terms of
contempt: “gulpin,” “yob,” and, when
things became very bad, “yahoo.”)

“Cavanacaw,” he said, as we drove
along, “‘and that lovely trout stream
the Creevan Burn. It joins the big river
at Blacksessiagh. That there’s the road
up to Pigeon Top Mountain and the
Mass rock at Corraduine, but we’ll
come back that way when we’ve cir-
cumnavigated Dooish and Cornavara.”

We came to Clanabogan. “Clana-
bogan planting,” my father said.

The tall trees came around us, and
sunlight and shadow flickered, so that
you could feel them across eyes and
hands and face.

“Martin Murphy, the postman,” he
said, “who was in the Survey with me
in the Glen of Aherlow, worked once
at the building of Clanabogan church.
And one day the vicar said to him,
‘What height do you think the steeple
should be?” “T'he height of nonsense,
I'ke your sermons,’ said Martin, and got
the sack for his wit. In frosty weather,
he used to seal the cracks in his boots
with butter, and although he was an
abrupt man, he seldom used an impolite
word. There’s the church and the
churchyard and the haunted gate and
crossroads,” my father said.

We held our breath, but it was no
day for ghosts, and, in glory, we sailed
by.
“She didn’t hesitate,” Peter said.
“Wonderful,” the third sister said.
It was more wonderful than she im-
agined, for the haunted gate and cross-
roads of Clanabogan was one of the
few places that day that Hookey’s mo-
tor machine did not honor with at least
some brief delay.

“I’D love to drive,” my brother said.
“How did you learn to drive,
Hookey?”

“I never did. I just sat in and drove.
I learned the basic principles on the
county-council steam roller in Watson’s

quarries. Forward and |
reverse,”

“You have to have
the natural knack,”
Peter explained.

“What’s the cut po-
tato for, Hookey?” my
brother asked.

“For the rainy day.
Rub it on the wind-
screen, and the water
runs off the glass.”

“I’s oily, you see,”
Peter said.

“Where do you keep
the petrol?” my father
asked, sniffing.

“Reserve in the tins
clipped on the right
running board. Current
supply in a tank under
the front seat. Six gal-
lons. You're sitting on
i’

“T'wenty miles to
the gallon,” Peter said.
“We’re good for more than a hundred
miles.”

“God Almighty!” my father said.
“Provided it isn’t a hundred miles
straight up. *T'would be sad to survive
a war that was the end of better men
and be blown up between Clanabogan
and Cornavara. On a quiet Sunday
morning.”’

“Never worry,” Hookey said. “It’s
outside the bounds of possibility.”

“You reassure me,” my father said.
“Twenty miles to the gallon in any
direction. At least we’ll all go up to-
gether. And turn right here for Cor-
navara,” he said. “You’ll soon see the
hills and the high waterfalls.”

We left the tarred road. White dust
rose around us like smoke. We advanced
half a mile on the flat, attempted the
first steep hill, and, gently, wearily,
without angry fumes or backfiring pro-
tests, the tremulous car came to rest.

“We’ll hold what we have,” Hookey
said. ““Peter—pronto. Get the stones
behind the back wheels.”

“Do you buy the stones with the
car?” the third sister asked.

“We’d be worse off without them,”
Hookey muttered.

Disguised as he was in helmet and
goggles, it was impossible to tell exactly
if he was wounded by her hint of mock-
ery, but my mother must have consid-
ered that his voice betrayed pain, for she
looked reprovingly at the third sister and
at the other two, who were again Im-
paled by giggles, and withdrew them
out of sight down a boreen toward the
sound of a small stream to—as she put
it—freshen up.

“Without these stones,” Peter said,
panting, “we could be as badly off as
John MacKenna, and look what hap-
pened to him.”

“They’re a necessary precaution,”
Hookey said. “Poor John would never
use stones. He said the brakes on his car
would hold a Zeppelin.”

The bonnet was open again and the
radiator cap unscrewed, but there was
no steam and no geyser—only a cold,
sad silence, and Hookey bending and
peering and probing with a pincers.

“She’s a bit exhausted,” Peter said.

“Going at the hill with a full load
overstrained her,” Hookey said.

“We should walk the bad hills,”
Peter explained.

“Poor John MacKenna,” Hookey
said, “was making four fortunes driving
crowds to the Passionist monastery at
Enniskillen to see the monk that cures
people. But he would never use stones,
and the only parking place at the mon-
astery 1s on a sharp slope. One evening,
when they were all at devotions, doesn’t
she run backways and ruin all the flow-
er beds in the place and knock down a
statue of our Lord.”

“One of the monks attacked him as
a heathen that would knock the Lord
down,” Peter said.

“Ruined the trade for all,” H ookey
said. “Now the monks won’t let a car
within a mile of the place.”

“Can’t say as I blame them,” my
father said.,

Suddenly, mysteriously, responding
to Hookey’s probing pincers, the ma-
chine was again chug-chugging. But,
with or without cargo, she could not




or—being weary and chuman—would
not assault even the first bastion of
Cornavara.

“She won’t take off,” Hookey said.
““T'hat run to Belfast and back took the
wind out of her.”

“You never made Belfast in this,”
my father said.

“We did, Tommy,” Peter said apol-
ogetically.

“Seventy mules there and seventy
back,” said my father incredulously.

“Bringing a greyhound bitch to run-
ning trials for Tommy Mullan, the
postman,” Hookey said.

“The man who fishes for pearls in
the Drumragh River,” Peter said.

They were talking hard to cover their
humiliation.

“If she won’t go at the hills,” my
father said, “go back to the main road
and we’ll go on and picnic at the seven
streams at the Minnieburns. It’s most-
ly on the flat.”

So we reversed slowly the dusty half
mile to the main road.

“One night in John Street,” Peter
said, “‘she started going backways and
wouldn’t go forwards.”

“A simple defect,” Hookey said, *I
remedied it.”

“She stopped when she knocked
down the school-children-crossing sign
at the bottom of Church Hill,”” Peter
said. “Nipped it off an inch from the
ground, as neat as you ever saw. We
hid 1t up a laneway and it was gone in
the morning.”

My father looked doubtfully at
Peter. “The wood of the post would
always make firewood,” he said.

Peter agreed. “You can trust no-
body.”

Hurriedly trying to cut in on Peter’s
eloquence, Hookey said, “In fact, the
name of Tommy Mullan’s bitch was
Drumragh Pearl. Not that that did her
any good at the trials.”

“She came a bad last,” the irrepress-
ible Peter burst out. “And to make it
worse, we lost her on the way back from
Belfast.”

“You what?”’ said my father.

“Lost her in the dark, where the
road twists around Ballymacilroy
Mountain.”

“You lost the man’s greyhound!”
my mother said, awed. “You’re a right
pair of boys to send on an errand.”

“”T'was the way we stepped out of
the car to take the air,” Hookey said.
By the husky note in his voice you could
guess how he suffered at Peter’s shame-
less confessions. “And Peter looked at
the animal, Ma’am, and said maybe
she’d like a turn in the air, too. So we
took her out and tied her lead to the left
front wheel. And while we were stand-
ing there, talking, didn’t the biggest
brute of a hare you ever saw sit out as
cool as sixpence in the light of the car.
Off like a shot, with the bitch after.”

“If the lead hadn’t snapped,” Peter
said, “she’d have taken the wheel off
the car or the car off the road.”

“We should have brought a grey-
hound along with us to pull,” my father
said.

“We whistled and called for hours,
but all in vain,” Peter said.

“The hare ate her,” said the third
SISteT.
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“Left up the slope there,” my father
said, “is the belt of trees I planted in my
spare time to act as a windbreaker for
Drumlish schoolhouse. Paddy Hamish,
the laboring man, gave me a hand. He
died last year in Canada.”

“You’d have pitied the children on a
winter’s day,” my mother said, “stand-
ing in the playground at lunchtime tak-
ing the fresh air in a hilltop wind that
would sift and clean corn. Eating soda
bread and washing it down with butter-
milk. On a rough day, the wind from
Lough Erne would break the panes of
the windows.”

“As a matter of curiosity,” my father
asked, “what did Tommy Mullan say?”

“At two in the morning in Bridge
Lane he was waiting for us,” Peter said.
“We weren’t too happy about it. But
when we told him she was last in the
trials, he said the blondy bitch could
stay in Ballymacilroy.”

“Hasn’t he always the pearls in the
river,” my mother said.

So we came to have tea and sand-
wiches and lemonade in a meadow by
the crossroads in the exact center of the
wide saucer of land where seven streams
from the surrounding hills came down
to meet. The grass was polished with
sunshine. "I'hat plain scemed to me then
as vast as the prairies, or Siberia., White
cottages far away on the lower slopes
of Dooish could have been in another
country. The chief stream came for a
long way through soft, deep meadow-
land. It was slow, quet, unobtrusive,
perturbed only by the movements of
waterfowl] or trout. T'wo streams met
under the arch of a bridge, and you
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could go out under the bridge along a
sandy promontory to paddle in clear
water on a bottom as smooth as Bun-
doran strand. Three streams came to-
gether in a magic hazelwood, where the
tiny green unripe nuts were already
clustered on the branches. Then the
seven, made into one, went away from
us with a shout and a song toward
Shaneragh, Blacksessiagh, Drumragh,
and Crevenagh, under the humpy
crooked King’s Bridge, where James
Stuart had passed on his way from Der-
ry to the fatal, brackish Boyne, and on
through the town we came from.

“All the things we could see,” my
father said, “if this spavined brute of a
so-called automobile could only be per-
suaded to climb the high hills. The deep
lakes of Claramore. The far view of
Mount Errigal, the Cock of the North,
by the Donegal Sea. If you were up on
the top of Errigal, you could damn near
see on a clear day the skyscrapers of New
York.”

“What matter,” said my mother.
“The peace of Heaven is here.”

OR that day, that was the last peace

we were to experience. 1 he energy
the machine didn’t have, or wouldn’t
use, to climb hills or to keep in motion
for more than two miles at a stretch
she expended in thunderous staccato
bursts of backfiring. In slanting eve-
ning sunlight, the travelling commotion
startled birds and sent horses and cat-
tle racing around pastures. When
we came again to the crossroads
at Tattysallagh, the majority of
the spectators—standing on the
road to look over the hedge and
thus save the admission fee—Tlost all in-
terest in the sports, such as they were,
and came around us; and, to oblige them,
the right rear tire went flat.

“Peter,” Hookey said, “jack it up
and change it on.”

We mingled unobtrusively with the
gulpins.

“A neat, round hole,” Peter said.

“Paste a patch on it.”

The patch was deftly pasted on.

“Take the foot pump and blow her
up,” Hookey said.

There was a long silence while Peter,
lines of worry on his little puckered face,
inspected the tube. Finally, he said, “I
can’t find the valve.”

“Show it to me,” Hookey said. He
ungoggled himself, descended, and sur-
veyed the ailing member. “Peter,” he
said, “you’re a prize. The valve’s gone
and you put a patch on the hole it left
behind it.”

The crowd around us was increas-
ing, and highly appreciative.

“Borrow a bicycle, Peter,” Hookey
said, “and cycle to the town and ask
John MacKenna for the loan of a tube.”

“T'o pass the time,” my mother said,
“we’ll look at the sports.”

So we left Hookey to mind his car,
and, being practically gentry as com-
pared with the rustic throng around us,
we walked to the gateway that led into
the sports field, where my mother civilly
inquired the price of admission of two
men who stood behind a wooden table.

“Five shillings a skull, Missus, bar-
ring the cub,” the younger of the two
said. ““And half a crown for the cub.”

“It seems expensive,” my mother
said.,

“I’d see them all in Hell first, let
alone Tattysallagh,” my father said.
“One pound, twelve shillings, and six-
pence to look at six sally rods stuck in
a field and four yahoos running round
in rings in their sock soles.”

We took our places on the roadside
with the few who were still looking
over the hedge. Four lean youths and
one stout one in Sunday shirts and long
trousers, with the ends tucked into their
socks, were pushing high-framed bi-
cycles round and round the field. We
saw two bicycle races and a tug of war.

“Yobs, and the sons of yobs,” my
father said. He led us back to the car.

Peter, soaked in perspiration, had the
new tube on and the wheel ready.

“Leave the jack in and swing her,”
Hookey said. “She’s cold by now.”

There was a series of explo-
sions, and the watching crowd
drew back in alarm. Peter screwed
out the jack. We scrambled
aboard. Exploding, we departed,
and when we were a safe distance away
the watchers raised a dubious cheer.,

“In God’s name, Henry,” my father
said, “get close to the town before you
blow us all up. I wouldn’t want our
neighbors to have to travel as far as
Tattysallagh to pick up the bits—the
yobs and yahoos here don’t know us
well enough to be able to piece us to-
gether. A pity we didn’t make it as far
as the stone fiddle,” he said. “We might
have heard good music. It’s a curious
thing, but in the townlands around that
place the people have always been famed
for music and singing. The Tunneys
of Castle Caldwell, now, are noted. It
could be that the magic of the stone
fiddle has something to do with it. Some-
day,” he said, “we’ll head for Donegal.
When the cars, Henry, are a bit im-
proved.”

He told us about the long windings
of Mulroy Bay. He explained exactly
how and why and in what year the
fourth Earl of Leitrim had been assas-

sinated in Cratloe Wood. He spoke as
rapidly and distinctly as he could in the
lulls of the backfiring.

Then our town was below us in
the hollow, and the Gortin Mountains,
deep purple with evening, away behind
1.

“Here we’ll part company, Henry
boy,” my father said. “’Tisn’t that I
doubt the ability of Peter and yourself
to navigate the iron horse down the hill.
But I won’t have the town blaming me
and my family for having hand, act, or
part in the waking of the dead in Drum-
ragh graveyard.”

Sedately, we walked down the slope
into the town, and talked with the
neighbors we met, and asked them had
they heard Hookey and Peter passing,
and told them of the sports and of the
heavenly day i1t had been out at the seven
streams.

Y father died in a seaside town in

the County Donegal—forty miles
from the town I was reared in. The
road his funeral followed, back to the
homeplaces, led along the Erne shore,
by the stone fiddle and the glistening
water, across the Boa Island, where
there are no longer crossroads dances—
every roadside house has a television
aerial. It led by the meadowland sau-
cer of the Minnieburns, where the
river still springs from seven magic
sources. Lhat brooding place 1s much
as it was, but no longer did it seem to me
to be as vast as Siberia. To the left was
the low sullen outhne of Cornavara and
Pigeon Top, the hurdle that our Bu-
cephalus refused to take. To the nght
was Drumlish. The old schoolhouse was
gone, and 1n its place a white building
ten times as large, with drying rooms
for wet coats, fine warm lunches for
children, and even a gymnasium. But
the belt of trees that he and Paddy
Hamish planted to break the wind and
shelter the children, when they stood
in the yard and ate their lunches of soda
bread washed down with buttermilk, is
still there.

Somebody tells me, too, that the en-
gine of Hookey Baxter’s car is still with
us, turning a circular saw for a farmer
in the vicinity of Clanabogan.

As the Irish proverb says, It’s a little
thing doesn’t last longer than a man.

—BENEDICT KIELY

WanTED BY PRIVATE PARTY—Complete
set Book of Knowledge, in good cond.; re-
cent edition; also doghouse in good cond.
TA 9-7478.—Adv. in the W ashington
(D.C.) Star.

And a tiny reading Iight?
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OOR people take comfort in the

thought that, unlike themselves,

rich people do not know how to
have a good time. “We may not have
much money,” those without it tell one
another in quiet desperation, “but we
sure have a lot of fun.” The view that
fun and money are mutually exclusive
has also been sedulously documented
by the non-poor. In his masterwork,
de Tocqueville, who never had to wor-
ry about the rent, flatly declared that
in democratic countries like America
“the rich do not know how to spend
their leisure.” The millionaire George
Bernard Shaw had one of his charac-
ters in “The Millionairess” ask, “Why
is it that people who know how to en-
joy themselves never have any money,
and the people who have money never
know how to enjoy themselvest” More
recently, Sloan Wilson, the author of
“The Man in the Gray Flannel Suit,”
whose income 18 now comfortably be-
yond that of the average man in that
uniform, consoled the poor with this
contribution to their folklore: “No mat-
ter what praises are sung of lesure,
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those who have the most of it in the
United States seem to be the most mis-
erable.” If Texas millionaires, who
probably have more leisure than any
other group in the United States, are
miserable, they are devilishly artful at
concealing it. Indeed, to observe them
not only confutes the opiatic notion that
people with money do not know how to
enjoy themselves but raises the question
of whether they know how not to. Tex-
as millionaires work even harder at hav-
ing fun than most Americans, who, of
course, are famous for wearing them-
selves out having fun. They can hard-
ly do otherwise, for they are obliged
to run faster and faster just trying to stay
abreast of their ever-increasing leisure,
or “discretionary time,” as the soc-
ologists call the hours left over from eat-
ing, sleeping, and earning a living. It
1s the cross we have to bear as the most
leisured civilization yet. The average
wage earner in this country, according
to a recent study, has at his disposal, aside
from time tu sleep, the awesome equiva-
lent of two hundred and thirty full six-
teen-hour days off a year. Texas million-

aires are in a more ticklish situation, since
they could, if they cared to, dispense with
all activity involved in making a living,
and wind up with every day off. To
avoid this fate, most keep some kind of
office hours, ranging from those of Kay
Kimbell, who says “I’m passionately de-
voted to work” and proves it by arriving
at his office at seven-thirty in the morn-
ing and not leaving it until twelve hours
later, to those of E. E. (Buddy)
Fogelson, who is interested in the high-
er things in life and manages to polish
off his office chores in about three hours,
beginning at five in the afternoon. Even
taking into consideration occasional
hard days at the office, most Texas mil-
lionaires have an extraordinary amount
of discretionary time on their hands, and
it is a tribute to their energy and inge-
nuity that they have learned how to use
it by steadily expanding ways in which
to pleasure themselves. At home and
abroad—at Maxim’s in Houston or
Maxim’s in Paris, at the Four Seasons in
New York or the Seven Small Houses in
Copenhagen, in the Cotton Bowl in
Dallas or the Colosseum in Rome, at
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the Fat Stock Show in Fort Worth or
the running of the bulls in Pamplona, at
the Fiesta in San Antonio or the Mardi
Gras in Milan, on the beach at Corpus
Christi or the sand of the Riviera, shoot-
ing ducks in the Gulf, elephants in
Afnca, tigers in India—wherever the
most amusing action is, there are Texas
millionaires, following the fun.

The gaiety begins at home, where
discretionary-time activities, apart from
civic undertakings, parties, and the like,
are as various as the millionaires who
pursue them. Robert Windfohr cul-
tivates orchids; Karl Hoblitzelle collects

“Indeed, I do understand. An

antique silver and theatrical memo-
rabilia; Clint Murchison studies migra-
tory birds and can talk as knowledgeably
about roscate spoonbills as about month-
ly allowables; R. E. (Bob) Smith takes
an interest in planning and financing
expeditions to recover cargo from an-
cient ships sunk off the Yucatan Penin-
sula. Thomas W. Blake, Jr., an cilman
by profession, 1s an architect by prefer-
ence. Pursuing his hobby, he bought
a thirty-six-room stone cottage in New-
port from his wife (she had acquired it
before their marnage) for sixty thou-
sand dollars, and spent some thirty

byt \ N

insurance broker has fallow periods, too.”

thousand more remodelling it into three
separate apartments, which he leases
for the summer at rents ranging from
fifteen hundred dollars to five thou-
sand. Like a great many other Tex-
as millionaires, Blake enjoys his hobby
more when 1t shows a profit; the New-
port project, which he undertook four
years ago, 18 now returning about ten
per cent on the investment. Backing
Broadway shows is currently becom-
ing a chic hobhby of Texas millionaires,
and though the profit motive also plays
a part in these ventures, other consid-
erations, such as the chance to share the
glamour of it all, have proved
better bait for Texas angels.
Among them have been Stan-
ley Marcus and a couple of
dozen other Dallas residents,
who each put a few thousand
into Leonard Bernstein’s musi-
cal interpretation of “Can-
dide,”” which closed after a few
performances, and Michel Hal-
bouty and several other Hous-
ton millionaires, who invested
some threc hundred and fifty
thousand in the doomed musi-
cal “Happy Town.” “One
good thing about this business
15 that it doesn’t take long to
know whether you’ve hit a dry
hole,” Halbouty remarked to a
companion during intermission
on opening night. He knew
what he’d hit about three hours
later. Many other rich Texans
have taken up the angel pas-
time, but none has shown such
durability as Harris Masterson,
a Houston millionaire who does
well in oil, cattle, and art treas-
ures but su far has been unable
to cut the mustard in the thea-
tre. Since making his début
with his wife, Carroll, as a
Broadway producer in 1959,
Masterson has been the princi-
pal backer of four costly fail-
ures, ranging from the serious
dramatic work “God and Kate
Murphy” to the heatnik musi-
cal “Beg, Borrow or Steal.”
They had an average run of
seventeen performances. His
fellow-angel Edgar W.
Brown, Jr., of Orange, Tex-
as, has had smoother sailing
with his substantial investment
in the hit musical “Bye Bye
Birdie.” Brown followed the
form expected of Texas angels
by flying a couple of dozen
friends up from Texas to at-
tend opening nmight.

In common with angeling,
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Carny your beauty—beantifully !
“Spun Gold”

Light and lovely —a joy to carry, this bright new compact filled with Superglow Solid Satin,

the beautifying Monteil powder made with “Lumium” to shed new light on your loveliness.
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Royal Satin, magnificent gift

Incomparable sheets of gossamer cotton,
f pink, blue, green, yellow, black, apricot, lilac or

"nlm

white . . . beautifully gift-packed.
Two twin size sheets, two pillowcases,

Set, in white 15.10 in colors 18,90
| Two full size sheets, two pilloweases,
4 Set, in white 19.10 in colors 22.90

x Altman sheets, fourth floor
and all suburban stores

STIFFEL
e Syt o oy

STATELY metal Shera-
ton urn-on-pedestal with
foliated clusters and sur-
mounted by hexagonal
spear—all in antique
ivory-white enamel with
soft dusty old gold em-
bellishment. 41" to top of
shade. $60.00.* For de-
scriptive literature ad-
dress The Stiffel Com-
pany,Chicago 10, Illinois.

#Slightly . higher West and South

the more popular pastimes of T exas mil-
lionaires also involve a large element of
luck. Of these diversions, none exert
more fascination than bridge, poker, and
gin rummy. The latter, for many Super-
Americans of both sexes, amounts al-
most to a way of life. Devotees keep on
the alert for every chance to pick up an
impromptu game. For example, B. G.
Byars and Roy Woods took their wives
one afternoon to call on a friend; while
the women talked, the men slipped into
the library for a quick game, and when
it was time to leave, about twenty min-
utes later, Byars had won six hundred
dollars. Poker is also played for sums
large enough to hold the players’ in-
terest. Those who sit in on the games
that John Mecom and John Blaffer of-
ten organize in Houston feel that
they have had an average evening if they
win or lose in the neighborhood of
twenty thousand dollars, and a good
one if they go home with fifty thousand;
when, as happens not infrequently,
their winnings amount to twice that
much, they know they have been living
right. It is no doubt proper that H. L.
Hunt, the biggest oilman in Texas—
who, according to legend, started his
career in a gambling house in El Dora-
do, Arkansas, and won his first o1l well
in a poker game—should also have the
reputation of being the biggest gambler.
Hunt modestly denies the distinction.
“If you play a little gin, bridge, or bin-
go you are about as much a gambler as
I am,” he said a couple of years ago.
With an income estimated at two hun-
dred thousand dollars a day, Hunt can
get but rather pale satisfaction frem
playing cards for conventional stakes;
he prefers instead to bet on the horses
(the story is that he employs a graduate
of M.I.T. as a statistician to figure the
odds) and on other sporting events. In
| the opening game of the 1956 World
Series, according to a Dallas friend,
Hunt favored the Yankees over the
Dodgers—a mustake that cost him three
hundred thousand dollars, or a day and
a halP’sincome. He customarily has bet-
ter luck, especially at the race tracks, to
most of which he has direct wires from
his office. A friend visiting there a while
ago suggested that Hunt’s gambling
pursuits added up to a rather costly pas-
time. “Well, no,” Hunt replied. “I
made a million and something out of it
last year.” Another Texas millionaire
who has long been fascinated by the
ways of chance 1s Ralph Lowe. “He’ll
bet on anything,” a friend hasremarked.
“He’ll bet you fifty thousand dollars on
whether 1t’s going to rain within the
next hour. One way or another, it
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Tiffany has manufactured quality sterling

for over 100 years. Shown are three of our

thirty three current silver patterns.

Tiffany sterling—from tea sets to baby spoons—
is available at the fine stores listed below.

Visit the one nearest you for your

Tiffany sterling and Vermeil.
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¥ COLEMAN E. ADLER & SONS, INC., New Orleans

ARGO & LEHNE, JEWELERS, Columbus, Ohio FProvence, 60.50

H. M. BAILEY, INC., Cleveland

BALLANTINES, Red Bank, N. J.

BIGELOW, KENNARD CO., INC., Boston

BONWIT TELLER, Chicago, Cleveland

J. E. CALDWELL & CO., Philadelphia,
Haverford, Wilmington

CARLTON HOUSE, Housfon

CARROLL'S JEWELERS, Coral Gables, Miami

CORRIGAN, INC. JEWELERS, Houston

DESJARDINS & CO., Manchester, N. H.

WM. H. DILLER, West Reading, Fa.

A. H. FETTING, Baltimare

FOSTER'S, Los Angeles

FRIEDLANDER & SONS, Seattie

GARIBALDI & BRUNS, INC., Charlotfe

M. B. GRAUBART & SONS, Schenectady ___——.

M. A. GREEN, Waterbury
Pomona, Santa Ana
HALLS, Aansas City
HALTOM'S, Fort Worth
THE HARDY & HAYES CO., Pittsburgh
HENKE'S JEWELERS, INC., Moatclair, N. J.
HIGHTOWER ASSQCIATES, Oklahoma City
B. D. HOWES AND 5ON, Los Angeles,
= Pasadena, Santa Barbara
e KELLER & GEORGE, Charlottesville
KRUCHEMEYER & COHMN, Evansville. Ind.
M. J. LA VIAND, Westwood, N. J
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LEBAR JEWELERS, Sarasofa
LINZ, £allas
MARTIN'S, INC., Washington, D. C. il G ek dagl
MERMOD-JACCARD-KING, St. fouis,
Clayton, Crestwood
MICHAELS JEWELERS, New Haven, New Britain
C. D. PEACOCK, INC., Chicago,
Hubbard Woods, La Grange, Skokie
FORTOBELLO-TATMAN, Evanston
RICH'S, Affanta
ROMM & CO., Brockton, Quincy, Fall River
E.d. SCHEER, INC., Rochester
SCHWANKE-KASTEN CO., Milwaukee
SCHWARZSCHILD BROTHERS, INC., Richmond
SHREVE & COQ., San Francisco
SMITHWICK JEWELERS, Greenville, 5. C
THE B. H. STIEF JEWELRY CO., Nashville
TIFFANY & CO., New York City
TILDEM-THURBER, Providence,
Newport, Wateh Hill
CHARLES W. WARREN & CO., Defroit
GEORGE WATTS & SON, INC., Milwaukee
W. D. WEBB, Greenwich, Stamford
CHARBLES WILLIS, Atlanta, Sea Island
ZELL BROTHERS, Portland, Oregon

Prices for six prece place seftings, including federal fax




1t’s a Precious Spring

Our distinctive ensemble of spring
leaves. .. A subtle display of precious
gems, charmingly acecented with an
elegant setting of twisted 18 kt. gold
cords.

Chpg leaves of graduated sapphires

VAN CLEEF & ARPELS

%ﬂd;:vmrm Jewelers
744 FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK

g Sichel imported linen
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x by Townfield.
- ﬁ;{\l@?ﬁfﬁ, aqua, beige
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sk ( or black
East Orange, N.J.

MONTALDO'S

Printed
silk scarf 2.00
Charlotte, Winston-Salem, Greensbore, Durham, N.C. » Richmond, Va.

St. Lours = Denver « Colovade Springs « Bartlesville, Okla. » Columbus, Ohio

seems as if his wins and losses average
out.” Not always, as Lowe acknowl-
edged a few years ago when he was
subpoenaed to testify at the trial of a
St. Louis bookmaker. “In 1949,” Lowe
genially told the court, “I placed $248,-
593 in bets, mostly on horses and ball
of quieted down after figuring my losses
at the end of the year.” After figuring
his gains from two extraordinary oil
strikesin the early fiftics, Lowe, livening
up, decided to go into big-time racing and
spent more than a million dollars buying
horses, including (for two hundred and
twenty thousand dollars ) nine yearlings
from the Aly Khan stables. Among them
was the colt Gallant Man, whom Lowe
entered in the 1957 Kentucky Derby,
with Willie Shoemaker up. Gallant Man
was neck and neck with Iron Licge go-
ing into the stretch; then, about seventy
yards from the finish line, Shoemaker, to
the consternation of Lowe and a hundred
thousand other spectators, stood up in his
strrups and brought Gallant M:n off
stride. He had mistaken the sixteenth
pole for the finish line, and Iron Licge
won by a scant nose in the tightest Derby
finish in twenty-four years. Though
robbed of the top Derby money, Gallant
Man went on to increase his earnings to
slightly more than half a million dollars
by September, 1958, when Lowe sold 2
three-quarter interest in him to a syndi-
cate headed by Leshe Combs 1T for an
even million. Shortly afterward, the
colt developed a foot injury and was re-
tired to the stud at Combs’ Spendthrift
Farm. “That's the way it is with
Lowe,” an acquaintance said. *‘He
keeps getting these tough breaks that
make people cry every step he takes on
the way to the bank.”

Because thoroughbred racing is still
dominated by Easterners, owning a
stable, though an acceptable leisure-time
activity among Texas millionaires, re-
tains a slight foreign taint. Owning a
ranch, on the other hand, is above sus-
picion, if not, indeed, a patriotic duty,
“The first thing an oilman does after
amassing a few million,” |, Frank Deo-
bie has remarked, “‘is buy a ranch where
he can get away from oil-—and on
which he_ can spend some of his ol
money.” The casual way in which a
Texas millionaire may acquire a ranch
is illustrated by the experience of Dan-
iel W. Varel, president of a drilling-
equipment manufacturing firm, who for
a while owned a spread of fourteen
thousand acres. “I don’t know why I
bought it,”” Varel said not long ago. “A
guy came in one day and said he was
going to lose it, couldn’t keep up the
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“Hathaweay's India Madras shirts alecays fade— evidence that they are the genuine stuff,” says Baron Wrangell as ke strolls in the noonday sun,

How three trunks of India Madras
started Yale University

Heaven knows what Yale’s name might have been if Elihu Yale hadn’t shipped

India Madras to New England in 1718. Hathaway now imports the same hand-

woven, hand-dyed fabrics—and offers you genuine India Madras shirts for $10.

WIIEN ELIHU YALE was governor of
the province of Madras in southern
India, he was struck by the unusual cotton
fabrics that the Indian cottagers made. He
collected a wealth of them.

Later he sent three large trunks of his
most valuable Madras cottons to friends
in New England—“ts be sold or otherwise
improved for the Benefitt of the Collegiate
School 11 New Haven? The handsome stuff
brought enough money to finish the build-
ings for the new college, which grateful
trustees promptly named after Eli Yale,

If you aere to viit Madras today, you
would see Indian cottagers making ther
marvelons fabrics exactly as they did in
Governor Yale's time.
These are the fabrics that Hathaway im-
ports for genuine India Madras shirts.

“Guaranteed to fade” says Hathaway

Madpras is hand-spun and hand-woven. It
is also hand-dyed with natural dyestuffs
that are never completely colorfast.
Hathaway guarantees that your shirt
will fade in the wash and in the sun, and
gradually take on the look of mellowed
maturity that 1s one famous hallmark of
genuine India Madras. Another hallmark:

the patterns seldom if ever repeat. This is
because the weavers have only enough
room in their cottages to make one short
piece of fabric at a time, and they always
like to change the pattern before they start
a new one. So you will probably never see

Hathaway revives thg brave and
brilliant colors of old India

Unfathomably, some shirtmakers are
persuading the Indians to tone down
their Madras this year.

“Down with Milquetoasts!™ says
Hathaway, *Male plumagc should be
brave and brilliant— just as it has been
since the beginning of time.”

Wc've given our weavers the go-
ahead to revive the uninhibited shades
their ancestors used. Turkev red from
the roots of madder plants. Indigo bluc
from the indigo plant itsclf. A lively
yellow from turmerie, the gingery spice
used in making curry powder,

These vivid primary colors are
blended into a thousand and one differ-
cnt shades. And the astonishing thing
1s that they never clash. Your shirt may
be bold —bur it will never ook garish.

another Madras shirt that looks exactly
like yours.

$10 for solid colors and patterns

Madras traditionally comes in plaids and
stripes. You can now also get genuine
Madras solid-color shirts. And Madras
prints that date back to the 18th century.

Now for some details of the tatloring.
Hathaway wuses single-needle stitching —
with stitches so small that there are 22 to
the mch. This makes the seams strong, flat,
and almost invisible.

You also get cuffed short sleeves, which
look more finished than the kind that Just
comes to an end. And Hathaway gives
you plenty of room through the shoulders
and chest and under the arms. Qur India
Madras shirts cost about $10.

Send for handy dictionary

If you found this advertisement interest-
ing, you will enjoy Hathaway’s Handy
Dictionary of Shirts and Shirtings—a 16-page
guide to comfort, collars, and curiosa,

We will also tell you which stores in
your vicinity sell Hathaway shirts. Write
to C. F. Hathaway, Waterville, Maine.
Call OXford 7-5566 in New York.
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No other experience in viewing and listening equals the lasting pleasure that comes from Magnavox entertainment.
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payments, so I took it over. Asa matter
of fact, I never once saw the place in all
the ttme I owned it.” In most cases,
oilmen go into ranching with somewhat

more forethought, if no more experi- |,

ence. “I don’t know a thing about it,

but we’ll make it go,” R. E. (Bob)

Smith said when he took the customary |
step a few years back, and he has. So has |

John Mecom, the most successful of the
vounger independent ollmen, who has
three ranches—in Louisiana, Colorado,
and Texas. While it is perhaps not nec-
essary to go that far, it is de rigueur to
own at least one, because ranching, the
occupation associated with the older
families and fortunes, confers status.
T'hat consideration is quite incidental to
the operation of many of the larger
ranches—such as the fifty-one-thou-
sand-acre Lambshead Ranch, the one-
and-a-quarter-million-acre King Ranch,
and those owned by the Waggoners, the
Scharbauers, the Cowdens, the Bur-
netts, the Armstrongs, and other de-
scendants of old families—which have
always been run to confer profits. For
the majority of Texas millionaires, how-
ever, a ranch isin the nature of a hobby,
worthwhile because it enhances social
position and also because it provides won-
derful relief from tax oppression. “A
man with a large outside income,”
Charles Pettit, who is one of that group,
has pointed out, “can make many ranch
improvements at literally no cost to him-
sclf, because the government allows a
charge-off on income tax for ranch de-
velopment.” Pettit, who set out to be
a schoolteacher but switched, after oil
had been discovered on his property, to
a more remunerative line of work, has
devoted his time almost exclusively in
recent years to transforming some sev-

enteen thousand acres, called Flat Top |’

Ranch, from a virtual wasteland into
a show place and a model of scientific

ranching. “Of course, the ranch has |*

never made any money,” he remarked
to a visitor recently as they tooled
smoothly along the ranch’s hundred and
fifty miles of gravelled road in Pettit’s
chauffeur-driven Chrysler, “but the val-
ue I have created here has given
me more satisfaction than trying to
become a second Standard Oil Com-
pany.”

Dear though the classic goal of min-
gling pleasure with profit is to all mil-
lionaires, the majority of those in Texas
spend their discretionary time just hav-
ing fun. Among the active sports, golf
is the most popular. A few players,
including W. E. (Bill) Grace, of
Fort Worth, president of the Fruchauf
Trailer Company, go around the links

DICR JEWELRY

Much Adore Without Much Ado

Dacron* and—flax in the shorts; cotton. in the nasturtium
blouse and dress, blue, pink, orange. Washing's easy as
wishing. Blouse about $10, shorts in many colors $15,
 sleeveless dress $30. Savipeatér

TANNER OF NORTH CAROLINA 530 Seventh Avenue New York 18
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using Spode now. This fine English dinnerware is exceptionally sturdy, relatively in-
expensive and, of course, too beautiful to do without. See Spode at nearby stores or
send for Booklet 71 to help you select the pattern best suited to your taste and needs.

FINE ENGLISH

Don't deny yourself the civilizing pleasure of owning and

wholezale distributors: COPELAND & THOMPSON, INC. 206 FIFTH AVE., NEW YORK 10, N.V.

carrying a putter with a fourteen-carat-
gold head, sold by Tiffany for fourteen
hundred and seventy-five dollars, n-
cluding federal tax. Skiing, perhaps be-
cause it is the only sport Texans cannot
pursue within the borders of their state,
appeals to a sizable and growing num-
ber of natives (the Dallas Ski Club has
over two hundred members), who fly
to Colorado or Switzerland when the
slalom mood comes over them. Bowling
is also booming in Texas, where two of
H. L. Hunt’s sons, in association with
other sports-minded millionaires, are
planning the construction of, natural-
ly, the world’s largest bowling center,
a five-million-dollar circular structure
containing a hundred and thirty-two
lanes and some other attractions, such as
a swimming pool, a miniature-golf
course, a restaurant, a private club, and
an ice arena. Cockfighting, though out-
lawed in Texas, has such a considerable
following there that a Texas millionaire
named Bobby Manziel, who was one of
the country’s leading breeders of game-
cocks before his death, in 1956, used to
say that he was willing to bet that pits
for cockfighting outnumbered mowie
theatres in Texas. To millionaires with
a preference for legitimate pastimes like
sailing, boating, and fishing, Texas of-
fers more than six hundred miles of tide-
water coastline and roughly two and a
half million acres of inland-water area.
According to the Texas Game and Fish
Commission, the state has no fewer than
one and three-quarter million fisher-
men; of these, the élite are the hundred
and forty who make up the membership
of the Koon Kreek Klub, an organiza-
tion of millionaire anglers whose private
playground is an eight-thousand-acre
tract of swampy woodland near Athens,
some seventy-five miles east of Dallas.
The Klubhouse itself, like everything
else connected with the layout, is reso-
lutely unpretentious, being a long, onc-
story, tan-colored building that has the
architectural distinction of a temporary
Army barracks. A weekend guest not
long ago asked Sam Gladney, an execu-
tive of the Sun Oi] Company and then
president of the Klub, whether he
thought it true, as somebody had said,
that there would be no trouble raising
five billion dollars on short notice from
among the Klub members who hap-
pened to be there at the time, “Why, I
wouldn’t want to guess,” Gladney re-
plied, “but they say that just two or
three of them have a billion or so be-
tween them.”

If, as Stephen Potter has suggested,
“the basic gambit of U.S.Manship . . .
1s to be just that one degree more so,”’
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CMUSIE FROM

 cvys s voLisilg

Greenwillow

ST HAPP
gﬁmﬂ%mﬁ to the hit scores of “Guys & Dolls,” “Hans
e ®  Christian Andersen,” “The Most Happy

e  PLAYED BY
ARTHUR FIEDLER
- ‘BOSTON POPS

“

Jormant emotions arise! Thrill to the fire
ind thunder of slashing hoofbeats with the p s Claaalos

| . ; _ BOSTON POPS/ FIEDLER
“Ride of the Valkyries,” to the heat and £ '

passion of “Ritual Fire Dance,” and to the
romance and splendor of “Song of India.”
All are delightfully portrayed by an
ingpired Maestro leading the Boston Pops.
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on your summer horizon—our “mat-
tress ticking” playdress bound with
bright red piping. Flounce-skirted
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the basic gambit of Texmanship, or
Super-Americanship, is to be just those
two degrees more so. T his proposition is
demonstrated with Euchidean logic by
the game of football, which Americans
have made a kind of national nitual,
getting so worked up over it as to
appear at times quite unhinged. For
Super-Amencans, of course, this goes
double. They are ahead of all other
states in number of football players
(approximately 120,000), number of
teams (roughly 975 in high schools and
colleges ), cash receipts (in excess of five
million dollars a season), and rever-
ence for the game. “Lord,” said a min-
ister reciting an invocation before the
start of a recent game in Waco be-
tween Baylor University and the Uni-
versity of Texas, “we thank You for the
many privileges You have bestowed
upon us. We thank You, Lord, for the
privilege of football.” In Super-Amer-
ica, children are taught to handle the
pigskin in junior high school, and even
in elementary school. Games in the so-
called Peewee League are usually played
on Wednesday afternoons or nights;
this enables the plavers’ parents and
other rooters to take in the high-school
games, customarily played on Friday
nights under lights; Junior-college
games, on Thursday nights; and major
college games, on Saturday afternoons
or evenings. The staggered schedule
permits a football enthusiast, on an aver-
age weekend, to attend three or four
games, though meeting the full quota—
especially in the sparsely populated sec-
tions of West Texas—usually demands
a few hundred miles of travel. This
is done with pleasure. On weekends,
the skies of Texas swarm with planes
carrying alumni—or “exes,” as they
are known—to the big games. The
exes, besides giving their moral support
through attendance, take an active part
in what a Fort Worth Star-Telegram
editorial referred to straightforwardly
as “the recruiting wars.,” The battles
waged among the Texas institu-
tions of higher learning to enroll tal-
ented football players are so spirited
that many a high-school ace has to
consider a dozen deals before picking
the one he feels offers the most in
scholarship money, summer employ-
ment, and other fringe benefits, includ-
ing cducational opportunities. The com-
petition for topnotch football coaches is,
if anything, even livelier. When, in
1957, the coach of the University of
Houston was lured away by Southern
Methodist University, a Houston oil-
man named Francis Blair dispatched a
telegram to the athletic director of the
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Are you one of the taste-makers?

If you prefer individual judgment to comfortable conformity,
you very likely are a taste-maker. And if the same good sense
guides the selection of your next fine car, you very likely will
choose Imperial.

Imperial, of course, is elegant, luxurious, correct, impressive.
Some people expect nothing more in a fine car, But the men who
build Imperial—as well as the acknowledged leaders who drive

AMERICAS

IMPERIAL DIVISION OF CHRYSLER CORPORATION

and respect it—believe that a fine car’s reputation must finally
rest upon more substantial merits.

Imperial i1s what they think a fine car should be—the most
powerful, drivable, maneuverable, thoughtfully planned and
precisely put-together fine automobile built in America.

Your dealer has one of these magnificent cars ready for you
to drive and inspect. He reserves it for taste-makers . . . people to
whom individuality and excellence are a way of life.

He'd give you the keys, gladly.
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Gen. Basil Duke arrives in New York at the end of the Civil War
General Duke had fought till the last, but now the war was over. Before returning home he visited
New York, where friends held a reception in his honor Old Crow quite naturally would

be served, as Duke esteemed it “the most famous ever made in Kentucky ”
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bereft institution urging him to “get the
best coach in the nation.” Blair added,
“If you will bring Bud Wilkinson [the
conspicuously successful coach at the
University of Oklahoma] here as coach
of Houston University, I will give him
an oil well and a seagoing yacht. This
offer 1s made in all sincerity.” It failed
to move Wilkinson from Oklahoma,
which also has oil wells, Because Texas
football requires Super-American sup-
port on the field as well asin the bursar’s
office, the art of cheerleading is also
taught at an early age. Young people
with a desire to improve themselves can
study baton-twirling and cheerleading
at summer sessions—or clinics, as they
are referred to locally—held at Texas
Woman’s University, Sam Houston
State Teachers College, and half a
dozen other institutions. The most pop-
ular is the five-day Cheerleaders and
Twirlers School at Southern Methodist
University, which yearly teaches some
fiftcen hundred high- and junior-high-
school students the rudiments of tum-
bling and twirling and a variety of oth-
er useful skills, For students sceking
a kind of graduate school, Trinity Uni-
versity provides an annual Music and
Baton Camp, conducted by Mrs. Pat
Hooker, famed throughout the country
as the originator of the Dixie Strut; the
Trinity seminar is open only to bona-fide
majorettes, who are offered, the an-
nouncement states, a “weck-long course
in intermediate and advanced baton-
twirling.”

Following their favorite football
tcams around the country gives Texas
millionaires an opportunity to indulge in
what is perhaps their chief leisure-time
activity—travel. It is, one might say in
the words that Taine used of the Eng-
lish, “the occupation of their holidays,
a habit, a pleasure, and almost a mania.”
Born with the wanderlust, Texans exert
themselves to the customary extra two
degrees in upholding our national repu-
tation as a race of gadabouts. Most
Teexas millionaires have diversified and
scattercd holdings and are accordingly
obliged to do a great deal of travelling
in the line of duty, but even when they
could be still they are not. For example,
one Saturday morning last fall, three
Dallas millionaires and their wives
boarded a twin-engine Beechcraft and
flew down to Austin, where they had
lunch and took in a football game. Re-
turning to Dallas, they changed into
evening clothes and flew off again, this
time to Wichita Falls for a dinner party
and the night; on the way home Sunday
afternoon they dropped in at Fort
Worth to have cocktails with friends,

SUPERBLY TcAILORED FOR,
ELEGANT RESORST LEISURE
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and then flew on to Dallas to wind up a
weekend that to them did not seem out
of the ordinary. Indeed, Texas million-
aires seldom bother to inform anybody
but their servants when flying to New
York to take in a show or to Paris to buy
a dress. However, they do tell their
friends when going on a safari; that is
good form, for the safari is at present
considered the most fashionable gambit
in the travel game.

The African hunting trip—which
had a large following among Texas
millionaires long before attaining its
present status as a major industry with
such frilly innovations as all-girl safaris
and the like—suits Texans to perfec-
tion, because it combines travel with
hunting, and hunting has always been
the favorite outdoor sport of the na-
tive males. In his novel “Home from
the Hill,” Willlam Humphrey, wha
grew up in Texas, wrote, “For a Texan
the names of guns and calibre numbers
are magic: Winchester and Colt and
Remington and Smith & Wesson;
30-30 and .22, .44 and .45 and .32
and .38-Special. You could speak of a
Texas boy’s growth and manhood as
his .410, his 20, and his 12 gauge
years.” No gift is more acceptable to
the average Texas millionaire than a
new firearm to add to his collection;
Sid Richardson’s wedding present to
Clint Murchison and his bride (an
expert shot) consisted of a matched
set of Remington rifles inlaid with
mother-of-pearl. As hunters, probably
no Texas millionaires have gone far-
ther out than F. Kirk (Fran) John-
son, of Fort Warth, and Tom Slick, of
San Antonin, who have jointly spent
considerable time and money in recent
years trying to bag a yetz, or Abomina-
ble Snowman. In 1956, with the assist-
ance of Tensing Norkay, Sir Edmund
Hillary’s companion in the conquest of
Mount Everest, Slick formed a search
party consisting of himself as leader; the
director of the New Delhi Zoo; a Nepal-
esc-speaking Irish journalist, hunter,
and explorer named Peter Byrne; seven
Sherpa guides; and some seventy por-
ters. Off they trudged into the wild
Himalayas, which they scoured for a
month without catching sight of a
Snowman. However, after coming out
of the mountains Slick told reporters
that he considered the expedition a suc-
cess, because it had discovered three
sets of footprints thirteen inches in
length and thirty-one in spread; found
a clump of black hair believed to have
been shed by a Snowman; come upon
some droppings; and talked to fifteen
Nepalese who claimed to have seen a
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Meet The Pepperell Family on Cotton Cay — Imaginary Island in the Sun

There’s many a hazard in the Cotton Cay Derby
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