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GOINGS ON ABOUT TOWN

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

PLAYS

THe Aspern Papers—Michael Redgrave’s adapta-
tion of Henry James’s story about a publicher
who wants to lay hangs on the manuscripts of
a defunct American poet. The acting, by
Maurice Evans, Francoise Rosay, Augusta
Merighi, Jen Nelson, Clifford David, and,
most particularly, Wendy Hiller, is a joy to
behold. (Playhouse, 48th St., E CI 5-6060.
Nightly at 8:40. Matinee Saturday at z:s0.
Closes Saturday, April z8.)

Gioeon—A Biblical drama by Paddy Chayefsky
m which Fredric March, as a Lord both
wrathful and whimsical, tries to make Doug-
las Campbell. as Gideon, appreciate the fact
that a lover of God has to put all traces of
selfish pride behind him. The play was di-
rected by Turone Guthrie, and 1s acted with
enthusiasm by the large cast. However, the
central idea grows a trifle thin before the
drama has run its course. On Monday,
April zo, Mr. Campbell will succeed Mr.
March in the part of the Lord, and will in
turn be succeeded by Gerald Hiken in the
title role. (Plymouth, 45th St., W. CI 6-
0156. Nightly, except Sundays, at 8:30. Mat-
inécs} Wednesdays at 2z and Saturdays at
2:30.

A GIFT of TiMe—One large redeeming feature of
this generally footless account of a man slow-
IIE,I-' dying of cancer is the performance of
lenry Fonda, as the victim. Mr. Fonda is as-
sisted meagrely by Olivia de Havilland.
(Ethel Barrymore, 47th St., W. CI 6-0390.
Tuesdays through Saturdays at 8:30. Mat-
mees Wednesdays at 2, Saturdays at 2:30,
and Sundays at 3.)

A Man ror ALL Seasons—It's a good bet that
this is the best plav you'll encounter all year.
The seasonable man in Robert Bolt's work
is, of course, Sir Thomas More, and Paul
Scofield plays him with enormous persua-
siveness. He is ably supported by Thomas
Gomez, Albert Dekker, William Redfield,
Keith Baxter, David J. Stewart, and, in the
highest degree, George Rose. (ANTA Thea-
tre, sznd 5t., W. CI 6-6270. Nightly, except
Sundays at 8:30. Matinées Wednesdays at z
and Saturdays at 2:30.)

THe MieHT ofF THE leuana—Tennessee Williams
philosophizing about life, death, loneliness,
God, sex, and other large problems in a play
that demonstrates the Master’s skill but is
fairly shapeless. The scene is a ramshackle
Mexican hotel, and the cast includes Mar-
garet Leighton, Shelley Winters, Alan Wehb,
and Patrick O'Neal. They are all quite fine,
especially Miss Leighton, who really glows
as a spinster tied to a durable grandfather.
(Royale, 45th St., W. CI 5-5760. Nightly,
except Sundays, at 8:40. Matinées Wednes-
days at z and Saturdays at z:40.)

A Passack 10 INpia—Santha Rama Rau’s adapta-
tion of E. M. Forster's celebrated 1924 novel
about the uneasiness of the relationships he-
tween the British and the Indians under their
control. Eric Portman, Gladys Cooper, Zia
Mohyeddin, and Anne Meacham perform ad-
mirably, but the play is not as effective as its
source. (Ambassador, 4oth St., W. CO -
18g5. Nightly, except Sundays, at 8:30. Mati-
nées )“-’ednesdays at 2 and Saturdays at
2:30.

PurLie Victorious—Some of the scenes and lines
in this farce about a Negro preacher who
changes the old rules on the old plantation
are uproarious, and some are a hit heavy-
handed. Ossie Davis, who wrote the play, ap-
pears in it as the preacher, and Ruby Dee
and Godfrey M. Cambridge are very funny
indeed in subsidiary roles. (Longacre, 48th
St.,, W. CI 6-5630. Nightly, except Sundays,
at 8:30. Matinées Wednesdays at z and Sat-
urdays at 2:30.)

Ross—A sketch of Lawrence of Arabia, told in
flashbacks from the time he was allegedly
seeking anonymity as an obscure airman at
an English base to the days of his glory as the
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terror of the Turks. John Mills is arresting
as the hero of Terence Rattigan’s play, but
the main question about Lawrence—was he
a fake or a genius, or maybe a bit of both ?—
is never satisfactorily resolved. (Hudson,
g4th St., E. JU' 6-2237. Tuesdays through
Saturdayvs at 8:30. Matinées Wednesdays at
2, Saturdays at 2:30, and Sundays at 3.)

A SHot 1N THE Dark—A blend of French farce

and courtroom melodrama (adapted by Harry
Kurnitz from “L’ldiote,” by Marcel Achard)
in which Julie Harris plays a passionate maid
accused of putting a bullet into the Spanish
chauffeur who has been her most recent
Hame. Proving Miss Harris’s guilt or inno-
cence is a lengthy and not too interesting
procedure, but Walter Matthau gives a first-
rate comic performance as her wealthy em-
ployer, who has shared her favors with the
chauffeur. (Booth, 4s5th 5t., W. CI 6-5060.
Nightly, except Sundays, at 8:30. Matinées
Wednesdays at 2 and Saturdays at 2:30.)

Sunpay 1IN New York—A girl's difficulty in re-

maining virginal and still keeping the boys
on edge is explored relentlessly in the first
act of this endeavor by Norman Krasna; the
second act affords a funny fifteen-minute
relief. With Pat Stanley, Robert Redford,
Conrad Janis, and Sondra Lee. (Golden, 45th
St, W. C1 6-6740. Nighily, except Mon-
days, at #:30. Matinées Saturdays at z:30
and Sundays at 3.)

Take Her, SHe's Mine—A comedy about the wor-

ries of a West Coast father who sends his
daughter to an Eastern school and then be-
comes alarmed at the thought that wolves
from Harvard, M.I.T., Dartmouth, and Yale
will devour her. Art Carney and Elizabeth

~ ~- A

Page
BOOKS 165
THE CURRENT CINEMA 1M
LETTER FROM PARIS 151
MUSICAL EVENTS 143

POPULAR RECORDS 146
ON AND OFF THE AYENUE:

ABOUT THE HOUSE 134
THE RACE TRACK 163
THE SPORTING SCEME 120
THE THEATRE o7

THE NEW YORKER
23 wWEST 4MD STREET
TELEFHONE
ADVERTISING & SUBTCRIPTION!, OXFORD J3=1313
EDITORIAL OFFICES. OXFORD J=1414

=
CHANGE QF ADDRESS

It is essential that subscribers ordering a change of
address give four weeks’ notice and provide their

_-w

old as well as their new address, Please give postal

zone numbers for hoth addresses.

Ashley are likable as the father and daughter,
but the play, written by Phoebe and Henry
Ephron, contains more TV suds than legiti-
mate substance (Biltmore, 47th St., W. JU
2-5340. Nightly, except Sundays, at 8:40
Matinees Wednesdays at 2 and Saturdays at
2140.)

THousanp Crowns—A garrulous but funny
charade about a man in revolt against Madi-
son Avenue conformity, in which Jason
Robards, Jr., Sandy Dennis, Barry Gordon,
A. Larry Haines. William Daniels, and Gene
Saks appear to guod purpose. The play was
written by Herb Gardner and has been di-
rected in jovial style by Fred Coe. (Eugene
O'Neill, 4oth St., W, CI 6-8870. Nightly,
except Sundays, at &:30. Matinées Wednes-
days at z and Saturdays at 2:30.)

Lone RuMs—couME BLow YOUR HorM: Father wants

his sons to get busy in the artificial-fruit
game, and they don't think much of the idea.
With Hal March, Joel Grey, and Lou Jacobi.
(Brooks Atkinson, 47th St., W. CI s-1310.
Tuesdays through Saturdays at 8:40. Mati-
nées Wednesdays at 2, Saturdays at z:40,
and Sundays at 3.). . . MaRY, mary: This com-
edy by Jean Kerr has to do with a young
couple trying to get together after an es-
trangement. Barbara Bel Geddes, Barry Nel-
son, Edward Mulhare, and John Cromwell
are in it. (Helen Hayes, 46th 5t., W. CI 6-
6380. Nightly, except Sundays, at 8:30. Mati-
nees Wednesdays at 2 and Saturdays at 2:30.)

MUSICALS

ALl Amemcan—Ray Bolger returns to town as

a refugee protessor who becomes the foothall
coach of a Southern college. A disappointing
show that 1s often strenucus when it should
be lively, cynieal when it could be sharp, and
embarrassing when it tries to be titillating.
Mr. Bolger does get a few chances, though, to
display his unbeatable hoofing, and Jo Miel-
ziner's sets are most impressive. The music,
by Charles Strouse, and the lyrics, by Lee
Adams, are pleasant enough. (Winter Gar-
den, Broadway at soth 5t. CI 5-4878. Night-
ly, except Sundays, at 8:30. Matinées
Wednesdays at z and Saturdays at 2:30.)

How 1o Suceeen 1N Business WitHout Reacry Try-

ine—When it gets going, this spoof of com-
mercial mores 15 quite funny. Robert Morse
amusingly plays a young man determined to
be at the top of the business pile, and Rudy
Vallée is most satisfactory as the president of
something called World Wide Wickets, Inc.
The product of the old team of Abe Burrows
and Frank Loesser, the show also has the
valuable services of Bonnie Scott, Virginia
Martin, Charles Nelson Reilly, Claudette
Sutherland, and Paul Reed. (46th Street
Theatre, 46th St., W, CI 6-4271. Nightly,
except Sundays, at 8:30. Matinees Wednes-
days at 2z and Saturdays at z2:30.)

| Can Get It For You WHoLesaLE— Jerome Weid-

man has adapted his scathing, funny novel
about the garment business into a musical
that 1s just as scathing and funny. Harold
Rome's songs are, with a couple of excep-
tions, tuneful, varied, and ebullient. The per-
formances—singing, acting, and dancing—by
all concerned are quite wonderful. Elliott
Gould, Barbra Streisand, Harold Lang, and
Lillian Roth head the cast, ( Shubert, 44th St.,
W. CI 6-s0g0. Nightly, except Sundays, at
8:30. Matinées Wednesdays at z and Satur-
days at 2:30.)

MiLk anp Honey—A tour of Israel, not overly

exciting, with eight American widows in
search of husbands. While they search, they
are diverted with all kinds of native celebra-
tions. Mimi Benzell is one widow, Molly
Ficon is another, and Robert Weede plays a
visiting businessman. Jerry Herman wrote
the music and lyrics. (Martin Beck, 45th St.,
W. CI 6-6363. Nightly, except Sundays, at
8:30. Matinées Wednesdays at 2 and Satur-
days at 2:30.)

No Strines—A show that affords every conceiv-

able treat for ear and eye. The songs (lyrics,
too) are by Richard Rodgers: the settings—
Paris and various spots au bord de la mer—
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GOINGS ON ABOUT TOWN

are by David Hays; and the choreography is
by Joe Layton, who also handled the direc-
tion. The only Haw is in the book, by Samuel
Taylor, which deals, in part, with the literary
frustrations of an expatriate novelist. Rich-
ard Kilev, as the writer, and Diahann Car-
roll, as a Pans Fegue model, make an appeal-
ing pair of lovers, (s54th Street Theatre, 54th
St., E. JU 6-3787. Nightly, except Sundays,
at 8.30. Matinées Wednesdays at z and Sat-
urdays at 2:30.)

Suewars ArRe For SLeering—A rickety vehicle,
constructed by Adeolph Green and Betty
Comden, that induces little but somnolence as
it bears a cargo of indigents all around Man-
hattan. The music, by Jule Styne, is some-
thing less than rousing, but a number of the
sets, by Will Steven Armstrong, are clever.
Orson Bean and Phyllis Newman provide a
few comic interludes, and Carol Lawrence
and Sydney Chaplin a few romantic ones.
(St. James, q44th St., W. LA 4-4664. Night-
ly. except Sundays, at 8:30. Matinées
Wednesdays at 2 and Saturdays at 2:30.)

Lone Runs—cameLor: A psychological drama ad-
dressed to the question: Who i1s Mrs. Wag-
ner, of Mrs. Wagner's Pies? William Squire
is Mr. Wagner, Patricia Bredin is Mrs.
Wagner, and Robert Goulet is lemon me-
ringue. (Majestic, g4th St., W. Cl 6-0730.
Nightly, except Sundays, at 8:35. Matinées
Wednesdays at 2 and Saturdays at 2:35.)...
cARHIVAL: A musical that deals with life among
a clutch of tent-show performers in southern
Europe. The cast includes Susan Watson,
Jerry Orbach, Pierre Olaf, and Kayve Ballard.
(Imperial, 45th St., W. CO s5-2412. Nightly,
except Sundays, at 8:30. Matindes Wednes-
days at 2 and Saturdays at z:30.)...MY FAIR
taoy: B. A. Rolfe’s “Pygmalion,” turned into
a musical by Lerner and Loewe Michael
Evans and Margot Moser now head the
cast. ( Broadway Theatre, Broadway at s3rd
St. CI 7-7002. Tuesdays through Satur-
days at 8:30. Matinées Wednesdays at 2, and
Saturdays and Sundays at 2:30.). . . THE SOUND
of Music: A sentimental confection, by Rodg-
ers and Hammerstein, in which Martha
Wright becomes the stepmother of seven
wide-eved children of the Trapp family.
Dionald Scott is their papa. (Lunt-Fontanne,
46th 5t., W. JU 6-5555. Nightly, except Sun-
days, at 8:30. Matinées Wednesdays at z and
Saturdays at 2:30.)

OPENINGS

(There are often last-minute changes in dates
and curtain times, so it is a good idea to ver-
ify them before starting out.)

InFipEL Caesar—A modern version of Shake-
speare’s “Julius Caesar,” written and direct-
ed by Gene Wesson, with John Ireland, Mi-
chael Ansara, and Ramon Novarro., Produced
by Ray Shaw. Opens Tuesday, May 1.
(Music Box, 45th 5t., W. CI 6-4636. Nightly,
except Sundays, at 8:30; opening-night cur-
tria at 7:30. Matinées the first week on
Thursday at z and Saturday at z:30; sub-
sequently on Wednesdays at z and Saturdays
at 2:30.)

OFF BEROADWAY

(Coenfirmation of dates, curtain times, and casts
is distinetly advisable.)

Arcestis Comes Back—A play by Artur Marya
Swinarski (Mermaid Theatre, 422 W. g42nd
St. LA 4-7450. Tuesdays through Fridays at
8:40; Saturdays at 7 and 10; and Sundays
at 3 and B)

APA  Rerertory Company—The final per-

formances of a three-play repertory by a very
good company. Sheridan’s “The School for
Scandal”: Thursday and Friday, April 26-27,
at 8:30, and Saturday, April 28, at 7 and ro.

!-M.T-W.T.F.J
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-. -9 Chekhov's “The Seagull”: Sunday,
April 20, at 3. .. .9 George M. Cohan’s “The
Tavern": Sunday, April 29, at 8. (Folksbiene
Playhouse, 175 East Broadway. AL g-2211.)

THe Bracks—Jean (Genét's sometimes stunning,

sometimes windy sleight-of-hand attempt to
depict, in many-layvered symhols, the agonies
that lie between the Negroes and the whites
of the world, The direction, by Gene Frankel,
1s not all it might be; the cast of thirteen,
an all-Negro one, is better. A maddening,
capricious, and indelible evening. (5t. Marks
Playhouse, 133 Second Ave., at St. Marks
Pl. OR 4-3530. Tuesdays through Fridays
at 8:30; Saturdays at 7 and 10; and Sundays
at 3 and 8:30.)

Brechr on BrecHr—An assortment of scenes,

songs, and other fragments from the works of
Bertolt Brecht, selected by George Tabori,
who also translated most of them. The six
actors in the company—especially Lotte
Lenya and George Voskovee—manage (with
the help of the author) to generate quite a lot
of excitement. (Theatre de Lys, 121 Christo-
pher St. WA 4-8782. Tuesdays through
Fridays at B:40; Saturdays at 7 and 10:30;
and Sundays at 2:40 and 8:40.)

Brine Me & Warm Booy—A play by Robert Dale

Martin. (Martinique Theatre, Broadway at
3znd St. PE 6-3056. Tuesdays through Fri-
days at 8:30; Saturdays at 7:30 and 10:30;
and Sundays at 3 and 8:30.)

A CHexkHov SkercHeook—Joseph Buloff in three

farces adapted from short stories by Che-
khov. Mr. Buloff’'s comic style may he a little
too broad for everyone's taste, but he certain-
ly never misses a trick. (Gramercy Arts
Theatre, 138 E. 27th St. MU 6-g630. Tues-
days through Fridays at 8:40;, Saturdays at
7 and 10:30; and Sundays at 3 and 8:40.)

Dear Lian—Jerome Kilty and Cavada Humphrey

in a revival of the two-character comedy
adapted by Mr. Kilty from the correspondence
of G. B, Shaw and Mrs. Patrick Campbell.
(Theatre Marquee, 110 E. zoth St. PL 3-
2578 Tuesdavs through Fridays, and Sun-
days, at 8:40, and Saturdays at 7 and 10.
Matinées Thursdays at 2.)

THe Dirrrcurt Woman—A musical with a book

by Conrado Nale Roxlo, music by Dick
Freitas, and lyrics by Morty Neff and George
Mysels. (Barbizon-Plaza Theatre, Sixth
Ave. at 58th 5t, CI 7-7000. Tuesdays through
Fridays at 8:40; Saturdays at 7:30 and 10:30;
and Sundays at 3:30 and 8:40.)

THe FantasTicks—A pretty little musical comedy,

by Tom Jones and Harvey Schmidt, in which
the whimsey is as thick as that. (Sulli-
van Street Playvhouse, 181 Sullivan St at
Bleecker St. OR 4-3838. Tuesdays through
Fridays at 8:40; Saturdays at 7:30 and 10:30;
and Sundays at 3 and 8:40.)

FLy Bracksiro— A musical comedy whose theme

is segpregation but whose spirit is high and
saucy. Avon Long, gray-haired now, is as
sinuous and beguiling as he was as Sportin’
Life a generation ago, and the other members
of the almost all-Negro cast are attractive,
too, C. Jackson and James Hatch collaborated
on the music, book, and lyrics. (Mayfair
Theatre, 235 W. 46th St. CI 7-6180. Tues-
days through Saturdays at 8:30. Matinées
Wednesdays at z, Saturdays at 2:30, and
Sundays at 3.)

THe Goipen AppLe—A rtevival of the John

Latouche-Jerome Moross musical. (York
Playvhouse, First Ave. at 64th 5t TR
u-4130. Tuesdays through Fridays at 8:40;
Saturdays at 7 and 10; and Sundays at 3
and 8:40.)

THe Hostase—A revival of Brendan Behan's

rollicking comedy about an English scldier
who is held captive in a Dublin lodging
house and about evervthing else on earth,
Geoff Garland leads the cast. (One Sheridan
Square, between Sixth and Seventh Aves.
YU g-1334. Tuesdays through Fridays at
8:30: Saturdays at 7 and 10; and Sundays
at 3 and 8:30.)

Kine oF tHE WHoLe Damn Wortpl—Tom FPedi,

as funny as ever, plays a softhearted and
softheaded cop in this musical frolie about
some excited residents of Bleecker Street
back in 1g40. The show has its moments, but
the sweetness and light get pretty resistible
after a while. (Jan Hus House, 381 E. 74th
5t. LE 5-6310. Tuesdays through Fridays at
#:40; Saturdays at 7 and 10; and Sundays at
4 and 8:30.)

LitrLe Mary SumsHine—A satire on old operettas

that is much too amiable to achieve a great
deal in the way of parody but is good fun all
the zame. (Cherry Lane Theatre, 38 Com-
merce St. CH z-3951. Tuesdays through Fri-
days at B:3o; Saturdays at 7 and 10; and
Sundays at 3 and 8:30.)

Oux Dap, Poor Dap, Mamma's Hune You I THE

CrLoser anp I'm FeeLin' So Sap—A young play-
wright named Arthur Kopit, a young actress
named Barbara Harris, and a veteran director
named Jerome Robbins split the limelight in
this disturbing farce ahout a man-eating
mother, her spindly son, and a girl who tries
to seduce him. ( Phoenix Theatre, 334 E. 74th
St. UN 1-2288. Tuesdays through Fridays at
8:40; Saturdays at 7 and 10; and Sundays at
2:40 and 8:50.)

A Pair ofF Pamms—A repertory of four plays.

“Charlatans,” two plays by Claude Fred-
ericks: Thursday, April 26, at 7:30 (open-
ing): Friday, April 27, at 8:40; Saturday,
April 28, at 10; Sunday, April 29, at B:40;
Wednesday, May =, at 8:40; Friday, May 4,
at 8:40; and Saturday, May s, at 10....
[ “Deuces Wild,” two plays by Haolly Beye:
Saturday, April 28, at 7; Sunday, April z2q,
at 3; Tuesday, May 1, at 8:40; Thursday,
May 3, at 8:40; and Saturday, May s, at 7.
(Vandam Theatre, 15 Vandam St. CH 3-
0153.)

PLays For BLeeckEr StreerT— T hree new one-acters

by Thormton Wilder: “Someone from Assisi,”
“Childhood,” and “Infaney.” “Childhood,”
inn which a father makes a wish that he can be
an invisible witness at his children's games
and becomes a participant instead, is Mr.
Wilder at his magical, almost best; and Dana
Elcar, Susan Towers, Debbie Scott, and
Philip Viseo do him proud, as father and chil-
dren, respectively. José Quintero is the di-
rector. (Circle in the Square, 159 Bleecker
St. GR 3-4500. Mondays, Wednesdays, and
Thursdays at 8:50; Fridays at g:30; Satur-
days at 8 and 10:30; and Sundays at 3 and
g:40.)

Rep Roses For ME—Sean O'Casey’s play. (Green-

wich Mews Theatre, 141 W. 13th 5t. CH 3-
6800. Thursday at 8:40; Saturday at 7 and
10; and Sunday at 3 and 8. Closes Sunday,
April 29.)

Rosmersnotm—Dlavid Ross's distinguished pro-

duction of Ibsen's poetic and surprisingly
lively tragedy. Nancy Wickwire is very good
as Rebecca West, the lady from the North
who isn’t quite so emancipated as she makes
out. Donald Woods, Patrick Waddington,
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“Mommy’s little genius—
already he Enows I love tinted stockings!”

There is greatness in this lad. An almost Mozartian precociousness. Imagine, at his tender age, understanding
the glory of tinted stockings, the impeccable quality of Du Pont Nylon! For Mother's Day, he's giving me a

complete collection of tints, a pair for every costume. Yes, all the tender loving care | lavished on Marshall is
bearing fruit. He is thrillingly aware that—every fashion needs a stocking all its own!

BETTER THINGS FOR BETTER LIVING. ..THROUGH CHEMISTRY
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and Bramwell Fletcher play Rosmer, Kroll,
and Brendel, respectively, and play them
well (Fourth Street Theatre, 83 E. 4th
St AL 4-7054. Tuesdays through Fridays
at 8:40; Saturdays at 7 and 10; and Sun-
days at 3 and 8:40.)

THis Sipe oF Parapise—A charming adaptation of
Fitzgerald's novel about yvouth and innocence
and complexity and love on and off the
Princeton campus. Herbert Berghof's direc-
tion is most inventive. Paul Roebling is
Amory come to life, and Sydney Sloane, who
did the adaptation, makes a bright and touch-
ing Rosalind. (Sheridan Square Plavhouse,
oo Seventh Ave. 5., at Sheridan Sq CH =2-
gbog. Tuesdays through Fridays at B:iqo;
Saturdays at 7:30 and 10:30; and Sundays
at 3 and 8:40.)

A revival of the locally
obsolete entertainment, starring Ann Corio
as mistress of ceremonies and, in the next-
to-closing spot, as nostalgic stripper. The
girls are young, the routines are old, and the
veteran comedians—Steve Mills, Charley
Robinson, and Mae Dennison—are some-

ington Ave. at gznd St. AT g-2400. Saturday,
May s, at 8:30.)

MISCELLANY

The Circus—A many-splendored thing. (Madi-

son Square Garden, CO s5-6811. Mondays
through Thursdays at 7:30; Fridays and Sat-
urdays at B:30; and Sundays at 6:30. Mati-
nees daily at 2; on Saturday, April 28, at
i1 and z:30. Through Sunday, May 13. The
doors open an hour before show time for
those who like to roam around among the
sideshows and the menagerie in the base-
ment.

BLue HitL Troure— Presenting Gilbert and Sul-

livan's “The Sorcerer.” For the benefit of
the Manhattan Eve, Ear and Throat Hos-
pital. (Hunter Plavhouse, Park Ave. at 68th
St. Thursday through Saturday, April 26-
28, at 8:45, and a performance primarily for
children on Saturday, April =28, at 2:30.
For tickets, call RE 4-1813.)

NIGHT LIFE

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

times funny and sometimes just dirty. (Ca-
sino East Theatre, Second Ave. at 1z2th St.

YU z-6611. Tuesdays through Thursdays,
and Sundays, at 8:30, and Fridays and Sat-
urdays at & and 11:23. Matinées Saturdays
and Sundays at 2:30.)

WirtcHes' Saseath—Roy Poole in a play by

Harry Granick. (Madison Avenue Play-
house, 120 Madison Ave., at 3zoth St. OR
g-195¢g. Tuesdays through Fridays at 8:q0;
Saturdays at 7 and 10; and Sundays at 3
and B:40.)

Mote—A revue without music, partly extem-

poraneous, always contemporaneous, and, in
general. offhandedly diverting, is being pre-
sented at the Premise. 154 Bleecker St., a
coffeechouse whose method of staging is as en-
tertaining as its spoken words. (LF 3-5020.)
The schedule: Tuesdavs through Thursdays
at 8:30; Fridays at 8 and ro:30; Saturdays at
»:30 and 10:30; and Sundays at 3 and 8:30.

BALLET AND DANCE PROGRAMS

Mew York City Baiter—Tentative schedule—

Thursday through Sunday, April 26-2¢, mat-
inées and evenings: A Midsummer Night's
Dream.”. . .9 Tuesday evening, May 1: “Epi-
sodes,”” “La Valse," “Pas de Deux,” and
“Symphony in C."...% Wednesday evening,
May 2: “Con Amore,” “Illuminations,”
“Agon,” and “La Valse.”. . . 4 Thursday eve-
ning, May 3: “Swan Lake,” “Waltz and
Variations,” “Illuminations,” and “West-
ern Symphony.”. . .9 Frday evening, May
4: “Episodes,” “Prodigal Son,” “Pas de
Deux,” and “Waltz and Variations.”
... 9 Saturday matinee, May 35: “Swan
Lake."” “Firebird,” “Afternoon of a Faun,”

and “Western Symphony.”... ¥ S_atprda}'
evening, May s5: “Donizetti Variations,’
“Illuminations,” “Allegro Brillante,” and

“Symphony in C.” (City Center, 131 W. 5s5th
St. CI 6-BgRg. Evenings at 8:30. Matinées at
2:30. Through Sunday, May 13.)

Ukrainian Dance Company—A troupe of a hun-

dred dancers, plus a symphony orchestra,
appearing here for the first time. (Metro-
politan Opera House, OX 5-6157. Tuesdays
through Saturdays at 8:30. Matinées Satur-
days and Sundays at 2:30. Through Saturday,
May 12.)

PiLar Gomez—With her company of dancers and
musicians. ( Carnegie Hall. Sunday, April 29,
at 8:30.)

Paurine Koner—With her company, in a pro-
gram of modern dances. (Kaufmann Concert
Hall, Y.M.H.A., Lexington Ave. at g2nd St.
AT g-2400. Monday, April 30, at 8:30.)

Mora KovacH awmp lstvam Rasovsey—\With their

company, in a program of Russian ballet.
(Kaufmann Concert Hall, Y.M.H.A., Lex-

DINNER, SUPPER, AND DANCING

EL Morocco, zo7 E. 54th St. (PL 2-5050)—

The life may be earnest, but it is certainly
unreal. Freddy Alonsco’s Latin band and Joe
D'Orsi’s dance orchestra perform for anyone
who would like to find his way back to the
world,

Pierre, Fifth Ave. at 61st 5t. (TE 8-Booo)—

The Cotillion Room, which has a passion for
miniature revues, has bagged another—one
involving Patricia Bright and Patricia Ma-
rand—and hung it in the trophy den, where
it is on view twice a night during the week,
at dinner on Sunday, and never on Monday.
Phil Wayne's pulsing tric and Stanley Mel-
ba's band, both designed for dancing, encircle
it with the appropriate sounds. . ..% Stanley
Worth's quartet hums dance music at cock-
tails, dinner, and supper in the Café Pierre,
a highly social occasion, every night but
Monday, when another band fills in.

Piaza, Fifth Ave. at 58th St. (PL ¢-3000)—

Enzo Stuarti, who takes simple, wholehearted
pleasure in just opening his mouth and let-
ting music pour forth, is in the light-opera
tradition, and it's not a bad idea at all. He
shows up at dinner and supper in the Persian
Room; all evening, the bands of Emil Cole-
man and Mark Monte unwind a carpet of
dance tunes. Closed Sundays....¥ Kurt
Maier, a sentimental sort of pianist, takes tea
from four to six-thirty in the Palm Court
and dinner from seven-thirty to nine-thirty
in the Edwardian Room every night but
Monday. . . .M The Eendez-Vous, which has
dowager dignity but a touch of mischief, too,
is where Payson Re and Nick D’Amico's
bands dispense dance music after eight-thir-
ty. Closed Mondays

Roosevert, Madison Ave. at 4s5th St. (MU 6-

ozoo)—In the giant Grill, Jerry Wald's
band is trolling for customers who lhike to
dance. Closed Sundays

St1. Recis, Fifth Ave, at 55th 5t. (PL 3-4500)—

At dinner and supper in the Maisonette,
a close approach to a throne room, there are
dinner and supper interludes by Georges Ul-
mer, a Danish tenor who makes a visit to this
country no oftener than Halley's Comet. He's
funny, in a top-drawer way, in any language
you can name. Before and after, Chauncey
Gray's small orchestra and Chiquito’s rumba
band burble happily from early evening until
curfew. Closed Sundays....9 A short fur-
long due west sits La Boite, a plush little
place (and bright-red plush, at that) for any-
one who wishes a dash of violin and piano
with each course. It, too, is closed Sundays.

Savoy Hitron, Fifth Ave. at soth St. (EL s-
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Sports Floor the Fifth
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2600)—Seekers of space find enough of it
in the middle of the Columns, a beautiful and
moonlit pavilion. Gunnar Hansen's trio does
knife-and-fork music from six until nine-thir-
ty. Closed Sundays. . ..% The only murmur-
ing in the rosewood forest known as the
Savoy Room comes from the concise and
well-informed piano of Ray Hartley, who
begins at cocktails and ends at supper, every
night but Sunday.

Sueraton-East, Park Ave. at sist St. (PL s-
1000 )—Two state occasions operate side by
side belowstairs: the suitably widespread Em-
bassy Club (en v danse to the orchestras of
Roger Steele and Lazaro Quintero from
eight-thirty until two) and the compact little
Knight Box, where Jani Sarkezi's violin plies
its trade at dinner and supper. Both events
suspend on Sundays.

Warborr-Astoria, Park Ave. at g4oth St. (EL
5-3000 )—In the Empire Room, Peter Lind
Hayes and Mary Healy have set up a court
of domestic relations in which—to the ac-
companiment of many jolly words—they
keep exchanging the roles of plaintiff and
defendant. Court convenes at dinner and sup-
per; the rest of the time, dance tunes emerge
from Milt Shaw’s large band and Emery
Deutsch's small one. Closed Sundays. ...
€ In Peacock Alley, Joan Bishop plays sedate
pianc every night but Sunday between five
and twelve-thirty.

SMALL AND CHEERFUL
{ No dancing, unless noted.)

urre crue, 7o E. ssth St (PL 3-1800): A
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 from dinner until a late bedtime by
Budd Gregg’s piano. Mondays are dedicated,
if that is the word, to the Twist. . . . coLbie's
NEW YoRk, 244 E. s3rd St. (PL 0-7245): Re-
union hall for old friends and young ones, to
whom any hour of the night is the top of the
evening. The men-at-arms who abet this state
of mind perform as follows: Bob Printz at the
piano from five-thirty to eight, Goldie Haw-
kins and Wayne Sanders thereafter as sclo-
ists on the uprights until suppertime, when
they converge as hubble-bubble, roil-and-dou-
ble pianists. Closed Sundays. . . . brRaAKE rooOM,
71 E. 56th St. (PL s5-0600): A suite of
practically ambassadorial rank, in which Cy
Walter 1s giving knowledgeable pianoforte
recitations between cocktails and one in the
morning, Forrest Perrin is the Sunday and
Monday driver. . . . Monsienore, 61 E. 55th St.
(EL s-2070): The new Roman Empire is at
its zenith in this banquet hall, which is com-
pletely encircled by a crew of mobile violin-
ists and accordionists. Closed Sundays. . . . In
gosoul, 1501 Second Ave,, at 82nd St. (TR o-
3777 ): The consumers' research that goes on
here is concerned with Italianate cuisine and
Italianate opera. From Thursday through
Sunday, there’s activity by Alde Bruschi’s
piano, oboe, concertina, voice, and trio, to
which (after ten) there's skirmishing on the
dance floor. Every evening, too, Mr. Bruschi
15 impresario and basso profundo of a tov but
eager opera company that believes implicitly
in Puccini, Closed Mondays. ... cHiteau
HENRI IV, 37 E. 64th 5t (RE 7-88:18): Not a
castle in Spain, or even in France, but in
never-never land. Norbert Faconi, whose
faint violin can win many a fair lady, wan-
ders from table to table in a manner that
proves him to be a skillful cruise director. No
sound on Sundays. ... KiNe HENRI 1V, 142 E.
53rd 5t. (PL 2-5566): A house of many man-
sions, each one depicting a stage of the royal
moves toward the Saracen foe. Through it all
drift a viclinist and a pianist, as bemused as
the establishment’s decorator. No music Sun-
days. . . . waLLoorFkeLLEr, Park Ave at 4oth
St. (EL s5-3000): A small, comfortable cul-
de-sac at the southwest corner of a celebrated
hotel The theme, which is part Vienna and
part Tyrol, is carried out to a certain extent
by the chef and the sommelier. There's zither
(which could be expected, after all) from six
to ten, and following that there's the unex-
pected pleasure of Greta Keller, who is Vien-
na to her fingertips and to the ends of her
calm wocal cords. Closed Sundays....eL
cHico, 8o Grove St., at Sheridan Sq. (CH 2-
4646): Flamenco and fandango (Spanish, of

course) go hand in hand, foot in foot, forever
and ever. There's dancing for the customers
as well, Closed Sundays....cCAFE CARLYLE,
Madison Ave. at 76th St. (RH 4-1600): Sta-
tus quo ante, not penny ante, 15 the favorite
game. George Fever's Christinas-candy piano
ambles along from eight-thirty until (if
necessary ) two, Closed Sundavs, . .. roMa o
NoTTE, 1528 Second Ave., at yoth St. (RE
4-3443): Home, sweet home for the night
people of the Eternal City and their seven
courses for dinner. Among the population
15 a round of dulcet strolling minstrels
Closed Sundays. ... esareerry, 17 E. 52nd St.
(PL 3-5800): Conrad Monjoy's tiptoe piano
emulates the scrollwork that’s the trade-
mark of the Moorish architects who left
this restaurant as their monument. He
functions from six to midnight during the
week and until one on Saturdavs Eddie
Lane’s trio plavs for dancing on Fridays
and Saturdays from ten until one. Silence
on Sundays. ... mrz ear, Madison Ave. at
61st St. (TE 8-3000): A captain’s-table sort
of operation. Victor del Monte's uncbtru-
sive piano discourses from five until one
every evening but Sunday. ... MaLMaIsON,
10 E. 52nd 5t. (PL 1-0845): To the manner
born, and all that. In the bar next to the
restaurant, Jules Kuti communes with his
piano from five to eleven. Closed Sundays
... EssEX Housg, 160 Central Park 5. (CI 7-
0300): The tranguil landscape of the Casino-
on-the-Park accommodates Steven Weltner's
cool, clear, collected piano between cocktails
and supper, except on Sundays. ... viEMMESE
LANTERN, 242 E. 79th 5t. (TR g-7760): Kaf-
feeklatsch time on the East Side, angmented
by musicians who never lay down their weap-
ons and singers who never stop vocalizing.
Closed Mondays. ... cHarbas, 3o7 E. 7oth
S5t. (RH 4-9382): The cup that cheers,
the viclin and the zimbalon that dwell on
the good old days in Mitieleuropa, and the
voices (soprano and tenor) that recite chapter
and verse. Dancing. Closed Mondays. . .. La
zamBRA, 14 E. 60th St. (EL 5-4774): Spain
is passion’s plaything—or that's what the res-
ident Spanish guitar, piano, voices, and feet
keep trying, with considerable success, to tell
us, Closed Sundays. ... Lisorie, 150 W. 47th
St. (JU 2-6188): In the plaza of this quiet
Central American village, a pride of Span-
iards present, a couple of times an evening,
a small music festival full of local color
and local thunderstorms. In between, piano
or guitar rustles in one corner, Tea danc-
ing on Saturdays and Sundays from two to
SEVEN. ... WAVERLY LOUNGE, 103 Waverly Pl
(AL 4-0776): Laurie Brewis, whose file case
bulges with musical-comedy tunes, is at the
piano after nine in the bar of the Hotel Earle.
No music Mondays. .. caré picarpie, Park
Ave. at soth 5t. (EL s5-2500): A crossroads
tavern, set forth with a certain amount of
opulence in an alcove of the Hotel Del-
monico. Marty Berns’ baby grand gives a
good account of itself between six and one
every night but Sunday....LA CHANSONETTE,
8go Second Ave., at g47th 5t. (PL z-7320):
This spic-and-span new efficiency apartment
(bar and kitchen} prezents idle strummings
of piano and guitar through the evening and
an occasional burst of zong, done family-ecir-
cle style, by Rita Dimitri, who used to live in
musical comedy. Closed Mondavs. . .. sTAN-
Hore carte, Fifth Ave at Bist 5t. (BU &-
5800): A tiny museum of modern art, domi-
nated by Miro, not by the casunal pianc that
iz audible from nine-thirty to one every
night but Monday....caré pe LA Pamx, 30
Central Park 5. (PL 5-5800): This fragment
of the St. Moritz is invigorated, during din-
ner and supper, Tuesdays through Saturdays,
by the piano of Jimmy Lyons, which has a
mind of its own.

BIG AND BRASSY

LATIN QuarTer, Broadway at 48th St. (CI 6-

1735): The Garden of Eden, and not an
apple or a serpent within miles. There are
millions of supple young ladies, some of
whom—the Wallendas—fly through the air
with the greatest of ease. Among the scatter-
ing of mere males is Gene Barry, who used
to think he was Bat Masterson on the air and
now thinks he's Fred Astaire and Frank
Sinatra in real life. Dancing. ... BASIN STREET
East, 137 E. 48th St. (PL 2-3444): Peggy
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GOINGS ON ABOUT TOWN

Lee, who's doing the singing here, is the
complete triumph of the legendary Amer-
ican blonde—dizzy and dynamic, yes, but
(whenever the occasion demands) dulcet,
too. Behind her, Benny Carter’s multitudi-
nous band blows hot, blows cold at her bid-
ding. Closed Sundays.

SUPPER CLUBS
(No dancing, unless noted.)

152z E. ssth S5t (PL 3-5008):
Dick Gregory, who's running for nearly every
high office in the government, ends his sassy
campaign here on Saturday, April 28. Among
his constituents is Carol Sleane, a volatile
voice with superb self-control. (Bill Ruben-
stein’s background piano gilds this little lily.)
Dave Astor, whose small talk has the accent
of Broadway but a much wider range, arrives
on Sunday, April zg. Otis Clements rarely
strays from his piano.... 9 The lounge is
the playground for Bobby Short, whose hey-
nonny-nonny ditties and night-march piano—
available from ten until as late as the law
allows—make New York once again a twen-
ty-four-hour town. He skips Saturdays, but
does a Sunday matinee from five to eight.
Beverly Peer and Dick Sheridan are his out-
fielders. . . . UPSTAIRS AT THE DOWNSTAIRS, 37 W.
s6th St. (JU =2-1244): Julius Monk's most
recent revue, “Seven Come Eleven,” reduces
to rubble the pillars of society without rais-
ing even a smidgen of dust. Ceil Cabot and
Mary Louise Wilson, the heads of this re-
form administration, lead a set of bright-
as-buttons troupers, including Rex Robbins,
Steve Roland, William Bogert, and Donna
Sanders. William Roy and Carl Norman
bring the two-piano orchestra thoroughly to
life. Closed Sundays. ... DOWNSTAIRS AT THE
upsTAIRS, 37 W. 56th St. (JU 2-1244): Anoth-
er agreeable (and earlier) example of the
small revue, also done in the customary wise
and witty style of Mr. Monk, The dramatis
personae are a lissome girl named Lovelady
Powell, a girl firecracker named Freddie
Weber, and two boy harum-scarums, Jim
Sheridan and Dick Riddle. Robert Colston
and Robert Milrad play piano all evening.
Closed Sundavs. ... STROLLERS THEATRE CLUE,
154 E. g4th St. (PL 2-4711): Restoration
comedy (i.e., a full-strength revival of the
Victorian music halls of London) is the point
of “Time, Gentlemen Please!,” whose second
edition, now in flower, is Merrie, Merrie
England. Fred Stone, Sheila Bernette, and
Archie Harradine are the triumphs of a
tongue-in-cheek cast from London’s Players
Theatre. They show up at nine on Tuesdays
through Thursdays, at eight-forty-hve and
eleven-forty-five on Fridays and Saturdays,
and at seven-thirty on Sundays. Mondays,
thex’re at leisure. In the bar, Fred Silver
plays piano from seven until nine and Stan
Freeman takes over from ten-thirty until
blackout time. . . . cHATEAU maDRID, 42 W. 58th
St. (PL 3-3773): From the fAight deck in
the back room, Angel Mancheno rises not
only to the occasion but the ceiling. His
Spanish footwork is the major event in an
otherwise Argentine and altogether worthy
festival of words, music, and dance. Pupi
Campo's band gets every ounce of energy
out of the customers whenever it's their turn
for rebuttal....9In the neighborly alcove
off the har, beginning around ten, the guitar
of Pedro Cortes and the flamenco songs of
José Moreno carry you back instantly to
old Madrid. The tea dancing on Sunday
afternoons is by fury possessed....YILLAGE
Gate, 185 Thompson St., at Bleecker 5t
(GR 5-5120): Nina Simone and her trio and
Don Sherman, a bright new penny of a hu-
morist, depart on Monday, April 3o. Next
evening, Carmen Amaya’s Spanish gypsies,
all flamenco, take over....BON 5018, 40 W.
4th St. (OR g4-0531): Henny Youngman's
files of jokes, the work of a lifetime, are
lovingly exhibited en masse by their owner,
a pleasant if talkative curator. To the rear
are Tiger Haynes and his Three Flames,
mad men first and musicians second. Closed
Mondays.

MOSTLY FOR MUSIC
{ No dancing, unless noted.)

eroie conpon's, 330 E s6th 5t. (PL 5-g550):
Tony Parenti’s quintet, which has Sammy

Price on piano, is communing with a happy if
noisy yesteryear. Sundays, sad to say, are for
Twisters. . .. YILLAGE vANGUARD, 178 Seventh
Ave S. at 11th St. (CH 2-0355): A night to
remember; that is to say, the Age of Anxiety
fanfares of the Miles Davis band (]J. J. John-
son, Hank Mobley, and Paul Chambers are in
it), and Blossom Dearie, whose Mona Lisa
face, baby voice, and precise piano are sup-
ported by such good men as Henry Grimes
and Al Harewood. On Tuesday, May 1, this
assortment will be succeeded by Anita Q'Day,
at whose sweet voice the gates of heaven
might well open, and the sextet owned by
Al Grey and Billy Mitchell. Afternoon ses-
sions are held every Sunday from four-
thirty to seven. Closed Mondays. ... Hick-
orY HOusE, 144 W. sznd St. (Cl 7-0524):
Bill Evans, as concise and literate a pian-
ist as the new school has turned out, makes
every note amount to something as he pa-
rades his trio, in which Chuck Israel plays
bass, along the circular bar. Howard Rey-
nolds does the proper sort of intermission
piano. No action Mondays. ... mick's, Sev-
enth Ave. S. at roth St. (CH 2-6683): The
irresistible force of Wild Bill Davison's
trumpet can breach any obstacle even without
its supporting cast of old-time blasting caps
( Vic Dickenson, Dick Wellstood, and Buster
Bailey ). Mondays are holidays. . . . METROPOLE,
Seventh Ave. at 48th St. (CI 5-0088): Mid-
town's most rampageous supermarket. A
group led by Gene Krupa, whose drums can
be heard along the Mohawk, is there now
Sundays, wvisiting bands have the use of
what's left of the hall. . . . 9 Fridays and Sat-
urdays, the Twist burns unchecked in the
second-floor attic. .., HaLF moTe, 28 Hudson
St., near Spring St. (AL s-9732): Beer and
hero sandwiches go into the care and feeding
of the listeners: a lot of romantic thinking
goes into the care and feeding of the music
evolved by Stan Getz's quartet. On Tuesday,
May 1, a new cast of old friends takes over,
to wit, the Zoot Sims-Al Cohn quintet.
Closed Mondays. . .. emoLano, 1678 Broad-
way, at sznd St. (JU 6-7333): Heart and
soul alloy the brasswork of the big band of
Gerry Mulligan, who wants earnestly to
make big music and a lot of it. The group
departs on Wednesday, May 2, but the news
15 still good: next night's arrivals are the
sextet of Charlie Mingus, who is never vis-
ible without his thinking cap, the guartet of
Sonny Stitt, who gambols in the green pas-
tures between representation and abstraction;
and Junior Mance's rapid-transit trio. Mon-
days, when the regulars are sent to the
showers, are guest nights. ... CENTRAL PLAZA,
111 Second Ave., at 6th St. (AL 4-9B00):
An ancestral hall for ancestral music. The
reminders on Friday and Saturday, April z27-
28, should include Jo Jones, Edmond Hall,
Roy Eldridge, Pee Wee Erwin, Eddie Bare-
field, Tyree Glenn, Cutty Cutshall, Marty
Napoleon, Red Richards, and Panama Fran-
cis. Dancing, . .. JAZZ GALLERY, 8o St. Mark's
Fl., west of First Ave. (AL g-4242): Some-
thing for everyone—migraine music by the
fivesome of Horace Silver, healthy noise
from Ray Bryvant's threesome, and evensong
from Aretha Franklin, There are extra ses-
sions Sundays from four to seven; there are
extra hands on Mondays. ...FIVE spoT, 3
Cooper Sq (GR 7-¢6s50): This pillar of
progress is more conservative these nights:
i.c.,, Roy Haynes' trioc (off Mondays) and
Roland Kirk's guartet (off Tuesdays)....
SMNIFFEN COURT INN, 540 Third Ave., at 36th 5t.
(LE 2-2128): Chris Rayburn, a blithe spirit
and a young one, thinks ten is the proper
time to start in on her rosebud-gathering
songs. She also thinks Monday i1s the night
for her to stay home.

ART

(Unless otherwise noted, galleries are open
weeledayvs from around 10 or 11 to between
5 and 6.)

Lawrence ALma-Tapema (1836-10912)—An exhi-
bition of paintings commemorating the fif-
tieth anniversary of his death: through May
12. (Isaacson, zz E. 66th 5t.)

Enrico Bas ano Gastone NoverLi—Two Ttalians,
the first showing assemblages and collages,
the second abstract canvases; through Satur-

|

f

11

Mr. Lord & Mr. Taylor
have an eye for detail
and expect every suit

to be precisely tailored.

Flawless tailoring

and construction are

the achievements

of H. Freeman & Son-
Philadelphia. Here, an ultra-
lightweight suit of dacron®
polyester-and-worsted,

cut with a natural shoulder,
plain-front trousers.

Solids, subdued stripes

and plaids, 85.00

The Man’s Shop
Lord & Taylor

and all suburban stores



= CARMEL = LOS Al

CAMNTA BARBARA + LA JOLLA + SANTA AMA + 5

\

i’

ot P

|

- going places . . . our cool and
casual dress designed by
California Girl in carefree

°  dacron-polyester and cotton with
permanently pleated skirt and
i pearly buttons . . . light blue or
yellow with white pin stripes,
5 to 15 sizes 27.95

| #AAIL ORDERS (ADD 55¢ FOR SHIPPING) TO UNION SQUARE,
. SAN FRANCISCO OR TO 3240 WILSHIRE, LOS ANGELES
' OR TELEPHONE YOLUR MEAREST | MAGNIN & CO. STORE

GOINGS ON ABOUT TOWN

gay, May 5. (Alan, 766 Madison Ave,, at 66th
t.)

SaLvatore Barone—Abstract sculptures; through
Thursday, May 3. (Brata, 56 Third Ave, at
roth St. Daily, except Mondays, 1 to 6)

Renato Bimowu (1go6-1g950)—Abstract oils by
this [talian painter; through May 1g. (Vivi-
ano, 42 E. s7th St. Closed Mondays.)

RatpH Brakerock (1847-1919)—DPaintings by
Blakelock, supplemented by the works of such
contemporaries as Albert P Ryder and Louis
Comfort Tiffany; through Saturday, May s.
(Lewison, so E. 76th St. Closed Mondays.)

Hans Boewier (1884-1961)—Late drawings by
this Auvstrian-born artist; through May =2.
(Artists’, 8g3 Lexington Ave., at 6s5th St.
Closed mornings.)

Lawrence CaLcacno—Abstractions based on na-
ture; through Saturday, April 28 (Jackson,
3z E. 60th 5t.)

Jean CHasaup—Abstractions by a young French
artist; through Saturday, April 28, (Thibaut,
7o0 Madison Ave., at 67th St.)

Marnin CHirino—Forged-iron sculptures by a
Spanish artist; through Saturday, May s.
{ Borgenicht, 1018 Madison Ave,, at 7gth 5t.
Closed Mondays.)

Roeert D'Arista—Still-lifes; through Saturday,
May 5. (Grippi, gos Madison Ave., at 73rd
St. J

Lin Emerv—Abstract sculptures; through Fri-
dav, May 4. (Sculpture Center, 167 E. 6gth
St.)

Max Ernst—Colorful, inventive new paintings
and sculptures, marking the beginning of his
seventy-second year; through Saturday, April
28. (lolas, 123 E. 55th 5t.)

PHitie Evercooo—Two exhibitions of recent
paintings and drawings. (A.C.A., 63 E. 57th
St. Through May 12....9 Dintenfass, 18 E.
6%th St. Through May 19.)

Oronzo Gasparo—Oils, water colors, and draw-
ings (1918 to the present) by an Italian-born
American painter; through May 15. (Tutti, 45
Canal St. Open Sundays; closed Mondays.)

Gricory Gluckmann—DBallet dancers, nudes,
and landscapes; through May 12, (Milch, 21
E 67th St. Closed Mondays.)

Done Kineman—Twenty-five water colors (of
New York, San Francisco, Hong Kong,
Taipeh, Paris, and Rome) by the Chinese-
American artist; through Saturday, May s.
( Wildenstein, 10 E. 64th St.)

Wart Kunn (1877-1949)—Drawings and water
colors not previously exhibited here; through
May 1z, (Walker, 117 E. 57th St. Closed
Mondays.)

Ernest  Lawson
through Saturday, May 5.
E, 615t St)

Morton Lucks—Abstract paintings; through
Thursday, May 3. (Tanager, go E. 1oth 5t
Daily, except Mondays, 1 to 6.)

Hewri Matisse—Forty etchings of 1g29; through
Saturday, April 28 (Deitsch, 1018 Madison
Ave., at 7gth 5t.)

Seone Moy—Abstractions from nature; through
May 16. (Grand Central Moderns, 8 W. 56th
St. Closed Monday mornings.)

Reueen Makian—Terra-cotta and bronze sculp-
tures. most of them revolving around Greek
legends; through May 19. (Egan, 313 E
7gth St. Closed noon to 2.)

Epuarpo Pacrozm—Abstract bronzes mostly, by
the British sculptor; through May 12. (Par-
sons, 15 E. 57th 5t.)

I. Rice Pereira—zeometrical abstractions;
through Saturday, April 28. (Amel, 63 E.
sath 5t.)

Picasso— Nine galleries are participating in an
exhibition (ending May 12) of more than
three hundred American-owned paintings,
drawings, and sculptures, in celebration of Pi-
casso's eightieth birthday and for the benefit
of the Public Education Association—At the
KNOEDLER, 14 E. 57th St 1805-1909. .. .54l
pengere, 10 E. pryth St Cubism. (Closed
Mondays. ). . . roseneere, 20 E. 7oth St The
Twenties. . . . puveen sroTHErs, 18 E. 7oth 5t.:
The Classical Phase. . . . perts, 1016 Madison
Ave., at 78th St.: The Thirties. ( Closed Mon-
days.) . ..staemprLl, 47 E. 77th St.: The For-
ties. (Closed Mondays.). .. CORDIER & WARREN,
978 Madison Ave. at 76th 5t The Fifties.

(1873-1939)—Landscapes;
(Zabriskie, 36

(Closed Mondays.). .. vew caiLery, 50 E.
78th St.: Drawings. (Closed Mondays.). ..
GErRsON, 41 E. g7th St.: Sculptures (Closed
Mondays. )

JoHn Pike—Water colors of the Hawaiian Is-
lands and winter in New York State; through
Saturday, April 28. (Grand Central, 40 Van-
derbilt Ave., at 44th St.)

CamiLLE Pissarro (1830-1903)—Drawings of
figures and landscapes from the collection
of Lucien Pissarro; through Saturday, May
5. (Hammer, 51 E, s7th 5t.)

Recinato PoLiack—Semi-Surrealist, [anciful
paintings; through Saturday, May 5. (Peri-
dot, 820 Madison Ave., at 68th 5t.)

GeorcE RATkai—Semi-abstract paintings;
through Saturday, May 5. (Babeock, 8oz
Madison Ave., at 68th St. Closed Mondays. )

Dwieut RipLev—Constructions, collages, and
gouaches; through Saturday, April z8. (De
Nagy, 140 E. 72nd 5t.)

Kurr Scuwitrers—Fifty collages by one or the
originators of the method; through Saturday,
May 5. (Janis, 15 E. g7th St.)

WiLLiam SeeriNG AND James Melton—Abstract
paintings; through May 25. (Terrain, 20 W.
i6th St. Daily, except Mondays, 2 to 6;
Thursday evenings, 8 to 11.)

RicHarp Stankiewicz—Welded-metal sculptures;
Saturday, May 5. (Stable, 33 E. 7a4th 5t
Closed Mondays. )

Roeert Yickrey—Landscapes, figure studies, and
portraits; through Saturday, May 5. (Mid-
town, 17 E. 57th St.)

Davic Weinme—Abstract sculptures in enam-
elled steel and painted wood; through Satur-
day, April 28, (Wise, 50 W. 57th 5t.)

Jean Xceron—Abstractions, 1gzg-62; through
May 19. (Fried, 40 E. 68th 5t. Closed Mon-
days.)

AmMEericans: Grour SHow—'‘Dynamics of Black
and White," paintings, drawings, and sculp-
tures by Morris Graves, Mark Tobey, Lyonel
Femninger, Ezio Martinelli, and others;
through Saturday, April 28. (Willard, 23 W.
s6th 5t.)

Eurcreams: Grour SHows—At the AMERICAN FED-
ERATION OF ARTS, 41 E. 65th 5t.: Victor Pas-
more, Kenneth Martin, Mary Martin, An-
thony Hill, Stephen Gilbert, and John Ernest
are represented in a travelling exhibition en-
titled “British Constructivist Art;” through
May 7. (Cluosed Saturday mornings.)...
saver, 51 E. Soth St.: Old-master engravings
of the sixteenth and seventeenth centuries by,
for instance, Mantegna, Rembrandt, and
Cranach: through May 26, ( Tuesdays through
Saturdays, 1 to 6.)...L0€8, 12 E s57th 5t
Paintings, drawings, and sculptures by Du-
four, Lanskuy, da Silva, and other Paris art-
ists; through May =6.

MUSEUMS AND LIBRARIES

MerroroLiTan Museum, Fifth Ave. at 8znd St.—
English drawings and water colors lent from
British collections. 1750 to 1850 is the period
covered, and the artists include Constable,
Turner, and Cozens. Through June 3....
g “The Art of Fabergé,” a loan collection of
turn-of-the-century precious objects ( Easter
eggs, miniature articles of furniture, carved
figures, and such) designed by the Imperial
Russian Court jeweller. (Weekdays, 10 to
5: Sundays, 1 to 5.)

Museum ofF Mobpern Art, 11 W. s53rd St.—Two
hundred and fifty drawings by Frank Lloyd
Wright—perspective renderings, elevations,
designs for automobiles and coffee cups, and
s0 on—make up a retrospective of his work
from 18053 to his death in 1950; through May
6. ...% Drawings from Brazil, France, Ger-
many, Guatemala, Poland, and the United
States, with examples by, among others,
Redon, Picasso, Boceioni, and Mird; through
Aug. 12. (Weekdays, 11 to 6, and Thursday
evenings until 1o, Sundays, 1 to 7.)

Brookuyn Museum, FEastern  Parkway—The
Thirteenth National Print Exhibition, com-
prising examples by about a hundred and
twenty-five artists from every section of the
country: through June 3. (Weekdays, 10 to
5; Sundays, 1 to 5.)

DownmeLt Lierary, 20 W. s3rd St.—The theatre
of Bertolt Brecht, Lotte Lenya, and Kurt
Weill as seen in a display of photegraphs,
drawings, posters, and other memorabilia;



through May 15. (Mondays through Fridays,
o to g; Saturdays, ¢ to 6.)

SoLomon R, GuccenHelM Museum, 1oy1 Fifth
Ave., at Hoth S5t—Five large canvases by
the French Cubist Fernand Léger, together
with some hundred preliminary and related
paintings and drawings; through Sunday,
April zo....9 Large abstract paintings by
Antoni Tapies, one of the younger Spanish
artists; through May 13. (Tuesdays through
Saturdays, 10 to 6, and Wednesday evenings
until g; Sundays, noon to 6.)

Morean Lierary, 33 E. 36th St—"Manuscripts,
Letters, and Books of Henry David Tho-
reau,” an exhibition commemorating the
hundredth anniversary of his death; through
June 1. (Weekdays. g:30 to s5.)

Museum of Contemporary Crarrs, 20 W. 5ard
St—"Collaboration: Artist and Architect,”
an exhibit of contributions to present-day
American architecture through sculptures,
tapestries, mosaics, stained glass, and wall
panels. Richard Lippold, [samu Noguchi, and
Costantino Nivola are three of the partici-
pants. Through May 13. (Weekdays, noon to
6: Sundays, 2z to 6.)

Museum ofF Primimive Art, 15 W. 54th St—"Gods
with Fangs,'” a display of stone sculptures,
textiles, gold ornaments, ritual vessels, and
ink rubbings of stone reliefs, from the
Chavin empire that thrived in the Andes
about three thousand years ago; through
May 6. (Tuesdays through Saturdays, noon
to 5; Sundays, 1 to 5.)

Riversipe MuseuM, 310 Riverside Dr., at 1o3rd
St—Abstract pieces by Dorothy Dehner,
Jason Seley, Richard Stankiewicz, and nine
other New York sculptors; through Sunday,
April 2¢. (Daily, 1 to 5.)

Whithey MuseuM, 2z W. s4th St—"Geometric
Abstraction in America,” an exhibition of
paintings, sculptures, and hanging construc-
tions, dating roughly from 1930 to the pres-
ent, by seventy artists, including Stuvart
Davis, I. Rice Pereira, and Sidney Gordin;
through May 13. (Daily, 1 to 5.)

MUSIC

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

ORCHESTRAS AND CHORUSES

New York PHiLHARMoNic—At Carnegie Hall,
Leonard Bernstein conducting—An all-Bee-
thoven program on Thursday, April 26, at
8:30; Friday, April 27, at 2:15; Saturday,
f—"spr:l 28, at 8:30; and Sunday, April 29, at
3 (all w ith Rudolf Serkin, piano, and the
Westminster Choir); and mixed programs
on Thursday, May 3, at 8;30; Friday, May 4,
at 2:15: Saturday, May 3, at 8:30; and Sun-
day, May 6, at 3 (no soloists).

Cotumeia University Orchestra—Howard Shan-
et directing the first New York ;}erfmrm—
ance of Franz Schubert’s comic opera “The
Twin Brothers,” in concert form and in Eng-
lish, with the Columbia University Chorus;
Frances Wryatt, soprano; Fred Jones, bass-
baritone; and other soloists. (McMillin
Theatre, Broadway at 116th 5t. Saturday,
April 28, at & 3o. For free tickets, call UN
5-4000, Ext. 2081.)

SympHONY ofF THE Alr—Alfred Wallenstein di-
recting a performance of Beethoven's Ninth
Symphony, with Judith Raskin, soprano;
Claramae Turner, contralto; Jan Peerce,
tenor; Donald Gramm, bass- harlmne and the
Rut*r{:rﬁ University Choir. The last in a
series of concerts. (Carnegie Hall. Monday,
April 30, at 8:30.)

University GLee Crue ofF New York City—John L.
Baldwin, Jr., directing. (Town Hall. Friday,
April 27, at 8:30.)

Corumeia University GLee CLuse—Bailey Harvey
directing. (Town Hall. Saturday, April =28,
at 8:30.)

Dessoee CHoirs—Paul Boepple directing a per-
formance of Mozart’s Requiem, with Sara
Endich, soprano; Betty Allen, contralto;
Blake Stern, tenor; and Paul Matt‘ne:n bass,
(Carnegie Fall, Wedneg,da} May 2, at 8:30.)

GLee Crue of THE FrienoLy Sons oF St. Parrick—
George Mead directing. (Town Hall. Friday,
May 4, at 8:30.)

RECITALS

InTERNATIONAL Society For CONTEMPORARY Music—
A program of works by Mel Powell, Roger
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presenting our new, carefully tailored
LIGHTWEIGHT HALF SLEEVE SHIRT

At the request of many of our customers we are now
offering a half sleeve shirt for business or casual
wear in warm weather, This shirt is made in our own
workrooms on our button-down collar model...with
sleeves proportionately tailored in length and width
...and has single-needle stitching throughout.

In Zephyrweight Oxford Cloth. White, $6.50; Blue, $7
In Pima Cotton Batiste. White, $6.50; Blue, $7

Sizes 14 to 17%4. Mail orders filled.

ESTABLISHED 1818

otk rithbery;

C(ZELOTHING D
Bens E’umwhmgs Hiats & Shoes

346 MADISON AVENUE, COR. 44TH ST., NEW YORK 17, N. Y.
111 BROADWAY, NEW YORK 6, N. Y.
BOSTON » PITTSBURGH * CHICAGO * SAN FRANCISCO * LOS ANGELES
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BEST & CO.

Fifth Ave. at 51 St., N. Y. 22, N. Y.

Striped seersucker

stars via this
spring-fresh,
summer-smart dress
and jacket costume . . .
in easy-care Dacron
polyester and cotton
with a noticeably
newsy pleated skirt
and patent belt. Gray
and white or beige
and white.
By Alper Schwartz.
Sizes 10 to 18. 50.00

Mail and phone orders filled—PLaza 9-2000

GOINGS ON ABOUT TOWN

Sessions, Ralph Shapey, and Karlheinz
Stockhausen performed by, among others,
Valarie Lamoree and Bethany Beardslee, so-
pranos; Walter Trampler, viola; the Clare-
mont Quartet; and the Galimir Quartet. The
final concert of the season. (New School, 66
W. 12th St. OR 5-z700. Friday, April z7, at
8:30.)

MartHa ScHiamme—Folk singer. (Kaufmann
Concert Hall, Y.M.H.A., Lexington Ave. at
gznd St. AT g-z400. Saturday and Sunday,
April 28-2q, both at 8:30.)

Piano Trio Series—The first in a series of three
concerts by Isaac Stern, violin; Leonard
Rose, cello; and Eugene Istomin, piano.
{Grace Rainey Rogers Auditorium, Metro-
politan Museum, Fifth Ave. at 83rd 5t. TR
g-5512, Thursday, May 3, at 8:30. All seats
have been sold and only standing room is
left.)

Beaux-Arts Strine Quarter—Chamber music.
(Carnegie Recital Hall. Thursday, May 3, at
8:30.)

Rupoir Serxin—Piano. A benefit for the Benno
Lee Graduate Scholarship in Music. (Hun-
ter College Assembly Hall, Park Ave. at
6gth S5t. RE 7-8400. Saturday, May s, at
#:30.)

MISCELLANY

Benerit Concert—Alfred Heberer directing the
Liederkranz Symphony Orchestra and sever-
al choruses, with Blanche Thebom, mezzo-
soprano; (Gerhard Pechner, hass-baritone:
and others. (Carnegie Hall. Friday, Mav 4,
at 8:30.)

SPORTS

BasegaLL—At the poLo erounos: Mets vs. Phila-
delphia, Friday and Saturday, April z7-28,
at 2, and Sunday, April 2y, at z (double-
header), ... %9 Mets vs. Cincinnati, Tuesday,
May 1, at 8, and Wednesday, May 2, at =
... YANKEE sTADIUM: Yankees vs. Washington,
Saturday, May s, at 2

Crew—Childs Cup Regatta: Columbia, Penn-
sylvania, and Princeton. (Harlem River.
Saturday, April 28)...9Blackwell Cup
Regatta: Columbia, Pennsylvania, and Yale.
( Philadelphia. Saturday, May 5.). .. % Comp-
ton Cup Regatta: Harvard, M.LT., and
Princeton. (Princeton. Saturday, May s5.)
...9Goes Trophy Regatta: Cornell, Navy,
and Syracuse. (Ithaca. Saturday, May 5.)

Gowr—l.ong lsland Golf Association Richard-
son Memorial Tournament. (Seawane Club,
Hewlett, Friday through Sunday, May 4-
6.)

Horse SHows—Boulder Brook Spring Horse
Show. (Scarsdale. Saturday and Sunday,
April 28-290.)...9 Sugartown Horse Show,
( Newtown, Pa. Saturday, May 5.)

Hunr Racine—Maryland Hunt Cup Associa-
tion. (Glyndon, Md. Saturday, April 28)
... 9 Virginia Gold Cup Assceiation. ( War-
renton, Va. Saturday, May 5.)

Racine—At agueouer: Weekdays at 1:30;
through Thursday, May 31. The Grey Lag
Handicap, Saturday, April z8; the Bed o
Roses Handicap, Wednesday, May z; and
the Carter Handicap, Saturday, May s5....
cARDEN sTaTE park, Camden, N.J.: Tuesdays
through Saturdays at 2:30, from Saturday,
April 28, through Wednesday, May 3o0. (A
train will leave Penn Station at 11 and con-
nect with a train for the track at North
Philadelphia.). . . taurer, Md.: Weekdays at
i:30; through Thursday, May 3.... CHURCHILL
powns, Louisville, Kv.: The Kentucky Derby,
Saturday, May 5.

Track—Penn Relays. ( Philadelphia. Friday and
Saturday, April 27-28.)

Trotrine—At Roosevelt Raceway., Westbury:
Weekdays at 8:30; through Saturday, May
1g. ( Special trains leave Penn Station for the
track Mondays through Fridays at 6:43 and
7:06, and Saturdays at 6:43.)

FOR CHILDREN

Orererta—The Blue Hill Troupe presenting a
performance, primarily for children, of Gil-
hert and Sullivan's “The Sorcerer.” For the
benefit of the Manhattan Eye, Ear and
Throat Hospital, (Hunter Playhouse, Park

Ave. at 68th St. Saturday, April 28, at 2:30.
For tickets, call RE 4-1813.)

Foik-Sone Recimats—Thursday, April 26, at z:
Tom Glazer....%9 Saturday, April 28, at
2:30: Pete Seeger. (Town Hall. JU 2-4536.)

BaLLer—The Brooklyn Ballet Company present-
ing “Divertissement,” “Spring Concerto,”
and excerpts from “The Nutcracker.”
(Brooklyn Academy of Music, 30 Lafayette
Ave. ST 3-6700. Saturday, April =28 at
2:30.)

Stace SHows—By JOY EERGMAM PRODUCTIONS:
“The Tiniest Town in Mexico.” (One Sheri-
dan Square, hetween Sixth and Seventh
Aves. YU ¢-1334. Thursday and Friday,
April 26-27, at 1 amd 2:30.)...CAVKAP PRO-
puctions: *“The Prince and the Pauper.”
( Theatre East, 211 E. 6oth St. TE B-oz28z.
Thursday through Sunday, April 26-29, and
Saturday, May 5, at 1, 2:15, and 3:30.)
...MERRI-MIMES:  “The Littlest Tailor.”
(Cricket Theatre, Second Ave. at roth St
OR 4-3060. Thursday through Saturday,
April 26-28, and Saturday, May 5, at 1,
2:30, and 4.). . Merrymakers: “The Sorcerer's
Apprentice.” (Sheridan Square Playhouse,
0o Seventh Ave. S., at Sheridan Sq. CH
2-3224. Thursday through Saturday, April
26-28, at 12:30, 2, and 3:30, and Sundays at
1.)...MERRY WANDERERS CHILDREN'S THEATRE:
“Rapunzel.” (Theatre Marquee, 110 E. sgth
St. PL 3-2575. Friday and Saturday,
April 27-28, at 1 and =z:30.)...Music BOX
THEATRE FOR cHILDREN: “Tom Sawver.” ( Judson
Hall, 165 W. s7th St. JU 6-3707. Thursday
and Friday, April 26-27, at z, and Saturday
and Sunday, April 28-29, at 2z and 3:30.)
...PAPER BAG PLAYERS: “Group Soup.” (Liv-
ing Theatre, 530 Sixth Ave. at 14th St. CH
3-4560. Thursday through Saturday, April
26-28, at 1 and 3.)...PEPPERMINT PLAYERS: Al
Baba and the Thieves.” (Martinique Theatre,
Broadway at 32nd St. PE 6-3056. Thursday
through Saturday, April 26-28, at 12:30, 2,
and 3:30, and Sunday, April zg, at 1.)...
4 “Sleeping Beauty.” (York Plavhouse,
First Ave. at 64th St. TR g-4130. Thurs-
day through Saturday, April 26-28, at 12:30,
z, and 3:30, and Sunday, Apnl 29, at 1.)...
PiLGRIM PRODUCTIONS: “Alice in Wonderland.”
(Brooklyn Academy of Music, 30 Lafayette
Ave. ST 3-6yoo. Thursday, April 26, at
2:30.). .. POCKET PLAYERS: 'Emil and the De-
tectives.” (Gramercy Arts Theatre, 138 E.
27th St. MU 4-8312. Thursday through Sat-
urday, April 26-z8, and Saturday, May s,
at 1:30 and 3:30.)...ROCKEFELLER PLAYERS:
“The Legend of Sleepy Hollow." (Masque
Theatre, 442 W. 32nd St. CH 4-1350. Thurs-
day through Saturday, April 26-28 at 1 and
z:30, and Sunday, April 29, at 1 and 3.)
... TRAVELING PLAYHOusE: ‘“The Enchanted
Treasure” (Kauimann Concert Hall,
Y.M.H.A., Lexington Ave. at gznd St. AT
a-z400. Friday, April 27, at 11 and 1:30.)
. .. VERA-DEE PRODUCTIONS: ' Petey and the Pogo
Stick.” (Maidman Playhouse, 416 W. 12nd
5t. BR g-2084. Thursday. April 26, at 1 and
3; Friday, April 27, at 3; and Saturday,
April 28, at 1 and 3.)

Junior Museum, Metropolitan Museum. Fifth
Ave. at 8i1st St—"“How to Look at Sculp-
ture,” an exhibit of more than a hundred
works, dating from early Egyptian times to
the twentieth century, together with displays
demonstrating the sculptor’s basic materials
and techniques., (Weekdays, 1o to 5, Sun-
days, 1 to0 5.)

Havypen Pranerarium, Central Park W. at Sist
St. (TR 3-1300)—The current show is called
“Astronomy in Color.” Starting Tuesday,
May 1, there will be a new show, “Space
Age Astronomy," (Thursday and Friday,
April 26-z7, at 11, 12, 1, 2, 3, 4, and 8:30.
Thereafter Mondays at 2z and 3:30; Tues-
days through Fridays at 2, 3:30, and 8:30;
and Saturdays and Sundays at 1, 2, 3, 4, 5,
and 8:30. Extra performances Saturday
mornings at 11. Children under five not ad-
mitted.). . . 9 Every night except Monday, a
half-hour conducted tour of the Flanetarium
starts at 8.

CHiLDreN's Zoos—In cenTRAL Park: Nature, rep-
resented by affable sheep, monkeys, mice,
raccoons, and so on, and Art, represented by
a Gingerbread House, Noah's Ark, a story-
book castle, and so on, are about on equal



DESIGNED BY JOHN AND EARLINE BRICE

Rugged individualists: Cabin Crafts new Collector’s Gmup rugs

Cabin Crafts rugs have that “one-in-a-million”
quality that perfectionists search for as avidly
as '49ers hunting gold. These limited editions are
coveted by connoisseurs. The colors and designs
are so vastly original, you feel you've commis-
sioned them specially for your particular decora-
tive scheme! Some people willingly pay a small
fortune for collector’s items like these, but there’s
no need! Qur prices are happily moderate. Clock-

A rug or carpet for every room in your house by. .

wise from top: “Four Aces,” 30” x 48”, $12.95;
“Duet,” 3’ x 5, $24.95; “Crooked Paths.” 3’ x 5,
$24.95; “Sundial,” 7' x 7', $89.95; “Spice Plaid,”
4’ x 6, $59.95; “Dueling Pistols,” 27" x 48",
$9.95. All prices approximate. See Cabin Crafts
new Collector’s Group rugs at fine stores every-
where. Write Dept. N.Y.—4 for free full-color
booklet showing accent-area rugs in idea-filled
settings. Cabin Crafts, Inc., Dalton, Georgia.

Made in U.5.A. Prices somewhat higher in the West.,
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verly Way to London

Fly SABENA to MANCHESTER (It makes beautiful sense!)

SABENA

Buy your SABENA tickets and all your travel arrangements from your Travel Agent. He'li tell you "Le Service Belgique—c'est magnifique!”




GOINGS ON
ABOUT TOWN

terms in this annex to the adult Zoo. (Daiclly
10 to 5. Except on Mondays, adults are ad-
mitted only if accompanied by a child.). ..
g At the srowx zoo: In this enclave for the
little ones, they will encounter a couple of
dozen tame or domesticated animals, includ-
ing a baby llama, an owl, some talking crows,
and a newborn kid. (Open, weather permit-
ting, weekdays 10:30 to 4:30 and Sundays
10:30 to 5. Adults are admitted only if ac-
companied by a child.)

OTHER EVENTS

Umiter Namons—Visitors may attend periodic

meetings of the Security Council and regu-
lar sessions of various commissions and com-
mittees. A limited number of tickets are
available, but only to those applying for them
in person at the admissions desk in the pub-
lic lobby no earlier than thirty minutes be-
fore the start of each meeting. Meetings
usually convene at 10:30 or 11 and at 2:30
or 3, Mondays through Fridays. (General
Assembly Building, First Ave. at 45th St.)
...% Hour-long tours leave the lobby of the
General Assembly Building every ten minutes
or so from g:15 to 4:45 daily.

Poetry Reapines—Kathleen Raine reading from

her own works. (Kaufmann Concert Hall,
Y.M.H.A., Lexington Ave. at oznd St. AT
0-z400, Sunday, April 29, at 5.)

INTERNATIONAL AUTOMOBILE SHow—Spanking new

models of all the American automobiles,
together with representative cars from
England, France, West Germany, Italy,
Sweden, the Netherlands, Japan, and Israel,
and a few laughable antiquities that you
don’t even have to bend double to get in-
to or out of. (Coliseum, Columbus Circle,
Thursday through Saturday, April 26-28,
from 11 to 11, and Sunday, April 29, from
I to 8.)

ARt Tours—Seven private art collections will

be open to the public on Tuesday, May 1,
and Tuesday, May &, from 1:30 to 5, in a
benefit exhibition arranged by the l\fanhat-
tan Chapter of the American Association
for United Nations. The collections shown
on May 1 will be those of Mr. and Mrs.
Jack Poses, Mr. Alfred Schwabacher, Mr.
Sam Spiegel, and Mr. Gregoire Tarnopol.
( For information about tickets, call OX »-
3232.)

Garpens—Some of the city’'s private gardens

and penthouse terraces will be open to the
public on Tuesday, May 1, and Tuesday,
May 8, from z:30 to 6, in a benefit exhibition
arranged by the City Gardens Club. Those
on display on May 1 belong to Mr. and Mrs.
Albert P. Loening, 1 E. 66th St.; Mr. and
Mrs. Charles Saykaly, gz3 Fifth Ave.; Mrs.
Louis A. Neveleff, z11 E. 49th 5t.; Dr. and
Mrs, Frank H. Netter, 48 E. 65th St.;
Princess Artchil Gourielli, 625 Park Ave.
Mr. James Amster, 2114 E. 4oth St.; and
the Greenhouse and Horizon House of the
Institute of Rehabilitation, 400 E. 34th St
(For information about tickets, call TR
g-0173 Mondays through Fridays, 10 to 1
and z to 4.)

Aucnions—At the Parke-Bernet (Galleries, gB8o

Madison Ave., at 76th St. ( Exhibition hours:
Tuesdays, 10 to 8, and Wednesdays through
Saturdays, 1o to 5.)—Friday, April 2y, at
1:45: Modern prints and drawings by such
artists as Bonnard, Chagall, Degas, and
Renoir, belonging to David Rust and others.
... 9 5aturday, April 28, at 1:45: Royal
Worcester porcelain  bird statuettes and
flowers modelled by Dorothy Doughty, to-
gether with a few Royal Worcester porce-
lain tropical fish groups modelled by Ronald
van Ruyckevelt: from the collection of
Lloxd L. Ward, Jr... .9 Saturday, April 28,
at about 2:30: Georgian and other English
furniture, Queen Anne and Georgian silver,
table glass and porcelains, portraits, sport-
ing paintings, and Oriental rugs; from the
estate of Max Waterman and from other
SOUTCES.

Davuienr Savine TiMe—Starts Sunday, April zg,

at 2 a.m. Clocks should be turned ahead an
hour.

A (ﬂri THE GREATEST SPORTING GOODS STORE IN THE WORLD

i
\

TR e,

A&F Vest Buoy. Take no
chances. This new vest inflates
fast with CO, to keep you afloat.
With pocket space for tackle.
Cotton. Sand color. One size fits
all. . ... SOl N Y

Banty® Fly Rod Outfit. Light-
est, most compact ever! 2-pe.
glass rod weighs a mere ounce!
With world’s lightest reel by
Hardy, Banty line, tackle box,
TOLCERe.. u o cras e 49.95

CHICAGO

SR
|

“Please observe, sir. Absolutely waterproof.”

Many a successful fishing trip has begun at A&E From here,
the novice and veteran fisherman alike proceed with confi-
dence, armed with the assurance of owning the finest.

Hodgman Stocking Foot
Waders. Of light but plenty
rugged nylon coated on each side
with rubber. With belt loops, in-
side pocket. Forest green, men’s
and women’s sizes. . . . . 25.00

A&F Wading Shoe. Slippery
footing is no hazard with these
leather-countered canvas shoes.
With hard toe and felt soles,
heels. Men’s and women’s. 26.00

Mail and phone orders accepted — MU 2-3600

ABERCROMBIE & FrircH

360 MADISON AVENUE, NEW YORK
COLORADO SPRINGS

SAN FRANCISCO
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GOINGS ON ABOUT TOWN

MOTION PICTURES

FILMS OF MORE THAN ROUTINE INTEREST ARE DESCRIBED IN THIS SECTION
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ALl Faur Down—If “Getting to Know You” is
the age-old theme song of parents and chil-
dren, the evidence of this picture is that most
of the discoveries on both sides are pretty
unpleasant. Still, there are comic moments
and marvellous acting by Angela Lansbury,
Eva Marie Saint, Karl Malden, Brandon
deWilde, and Warren Beatty. Yes, Warren
Beatty. Directed by John Frankenheimer.
(State, B'way at 45th. JU z-5070; and Mur-
ray Hill, 160 E. 34th, MU 5-7652.)

La BeLie AmEricaine—Robert Dhéry and com-
pany have a high old timme with a wvast
American car in a working-class corner of
Paris, where bicycles are still a la mode.
A practically perfect family comedy. (Art, 36
E. 8th, GR 3-7014; through May 1, tenta-
tive.)

Breakrast ar Tireany's—A silly affair, slickly
photographed. Audrey Hepburn makes us
excuse it many of its sins, and George Pep-
pard, Patricia Neal, and Martin Balsam are
other mitigating factors. (8th 5t. Playhouse,
52 W. 8th, GR 7-7874; starting May 2, ten-
tative.)

La Doice Vita—The pleasures and vices 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
great imagination, and that Marcello Mas-
troianni, whoe plays the leading role, is the
brightest star to appear here in guite some
time. (New Embassy, B'way at 46th, PL
g-2408.)

JupeMENT AT Nuremeerc—A powerful debate on
the unmentioned topic “Resolved, that I am
my brother’s keeper.” Four Nazi judges are
made to face their infamy and a punishment
that will not last in a series of wounding
confrontations that feature, among others,
Spencer Tracy, Burt Lancaster, Richard
Widmark, Maximilian Schell, Judy Garland,
Montgomery Clift, and Marlene Dietrich.
(Palace, B'way at g7th, PL 7-2626. Nightly
at 8:15. Matinees Wednesdays and Thurs-
day through Sunday, April 26-2¢, at 2:15.
Reserved seats only.)

Tue KiteHEN—Y ou are almost sure to lose your
appetite as a result of sitting through this
truly revolting study of a restaurant kitchen.
Still, there are times when revulsion is an
emotion worth feeling, and this is one of
them. (Gramerey, Lexington at z3rd, GR
s-1660; through May 1, tentative. ...
¢ Waverly, 5th Ave. at 3rd, WA o0-8037;
starting May 2.)

Last Year a1 Mamiensan—A lovely dream, full
of gorgeously caparisoned men and women
moving as if drugged through the baroque
corridors and gardens of what may be a hotel,
or possibly a lunatic asylum. Directed by
Alain Resnais, from a script by Alain Robbe-
Grillet. (Carnegie Hall Cinema, yth Ave at
g7th, PL 7-2131.)

Lover Come Back—Rock Hudson, Doris Day,
and Tony Randall have a wonderful time on
their way through this preposterous picture
and so will you. (Riverside, B'way at o6th,
MO 3-4530....9R.K.O. 86th 5t., Lexing-
ton at 86th, AT o-8¢oo; through May 1....
T Academy of Music, 126 E. 14th, GR 3-

— — e, T

2277; and Nemeo, B'way at 1roth, MO
6-8z10; through May 1, tentative....
9 R.K.O. 58th 5t., 3rd Ave, at 58th, EL 5-
3577; April 28-May 1.)

THe Mark—A harsh, highly effective study of a
sexually disturbed man who fights his way
up from sickness and despair to something
like health, something like hope. Superlative
acting by Stuart Whitman, Rod Steiger, and
Maria Schell. (8th St. Playhouse, 52 W. 8th,
GR 7-7874, starting May 2, tentative.)

Murper SHE Saio—Margaret Rutherford, who
15 as roly-poly as West Sussex and twice as
funny, stars 1n a high-spirited version of an
Agatha Christie mystery. (68th St. Play-
house, 3rd Ave. at 68th, RE 4-030z.)

THE NigHT—A very long, scrupulous, and, alas,
finally tiresome study of a married eouple in
Milan, who find nothing to believe in, even
themselves. Directed by Michelangelo An-
tonioni. (Art, 36 E. 8th, GR 3-7014; starting
May 2z, tentative.)

OnLy Two Can Pray—Peter Sellers as an in-
eptly amorous Lucky Jim in a small town in
Wales. Funny dialogue, artfully thrown
away. (Fine Arts, 130 E. 58th, PL 5-6030.)

A Summer 1o Rememeer—Out of Russia, a pic-
ture demonstrating that to be a child in a
village there is like being a child in a village
anywhere. An altogether successful work of
art, especially recommended for children.
(Gramercy, Lexington at z3rd, GR s5-1660;
through May 1, tentative. ... % Waverly, 6th
Ave. at 3rd, WA o-8Bo037; starting May z.)

THrRoueH & Guass DarkLy—The latest Ingmar
Bergman, and possibly the most beautiful in
its setting and the most hearthreaking in its
theme. Four members of an unhappy family
go downhill together, though the road seems
to turn up a fraction of an inch toward the
end. With the dazzling Bergman repertory
group. (Beekman. znd Ave. at 66th, RE
7-2622.)

A Yiew From THE BripgE—An [talian dockworker
in Brooklyn i= unwittingly in love with his
wife's niece, who is wittingly in love with
someone else. Arthur Miller made a strong
play of this sorry situation, and the movie
15 even better, owing to brilliant direction
by Sidney Lumet and fine acting by Raf
Vallone, Maureen Stapleton, Raymond Pelle-
grin, and Carol Lawrence. (Waverly, 6th
Ave. at 3rd, WA g-8o037; through April 2g.)

Virioiana—From Spain comes Luis Bufiuel's
frightening, masterly account of the havoc
wreaked by a virtuous gir]l who seeks to do
God's bidding among His beloved poor.
(Paris, 4 W. s8th, MU 8-0134; through April
20.)

West Sipe Stomv—DRBigger but not better than
the Broadway original, this gaudy study of
J. D in torment is splendidly danced and
photographed, but for anvone over twenty it
15 apt to prove more wearying than exciting.
(Rivoli. B'way at 4oth, CI 7-1633. Nightly
at 8:30. Matinées Sundays, Wednesdays, and
Thursday and Friday, April 26-2%, at 2:30,
and Saturdays at 2 and 5:15. Reserved seats
only.)

REVIV ALS

ALexanper Nevsky (1938)—Eisenstein's account
of medieval wartare. In Russian. (Thalia,

B'way at ogsth, AC 2-3370; April 26)

ALl Quier on THE WesTern Front (1030)—Re-
maryue's grim description of what the com-
mon soldier was up against in the war to end
wars. Louis Wolheim and Lew Ayres. (New
Yorker, B'way at 88th, TR 4-q18¢; through
April 30.)

A Nous ta Liserté (1932)—René Clair deals
with prison life and factory life, which seem
to be similar. (Bleecker St. Cinema, 144
Bleecker St., OR j4-3210; April 27-30.)

Aparadito (1959)—A sequel to the Indian
film “Pather Panchali,” accompanying the
family through further trials and misad-
ventures. Directed by Satyajit Ray. (Thalia,
B’u;a}‘ at gsth, AC 2-3370, starting April
27

Tue Bic Dear (1960)—From Italy comes this
takeoff on the “Rififi” school of melodrama.
Among the foiled criminals are Vittorio
Gassman, Marcello Mastroianni, and Toto
( Bleecker St. Cinema, 144 Bleecker St., OR
4-3210; April 27-30.)

Camitte (1937)—Greta Garbo, coughing deli-
cately and looking fragile. (New Yorker,
B';ﬁ'a}r at 88th, TR 4-0918¢; starting May
I.

THE Martchmaker (1¢58)—Shirley Booth, An-
thony Perkins, and Shirley MacLaine in an
adaptation of Thornton Wilder’s play about
marital maneuverings in Yonkers in the
eighteen-eighties. (Charles, Ave. B at 12th,
GR 3-6170; April z¢-May 1, evening per-
formances only, except Sunday.)

PatHer PancHALl (1958)—An Indian film, made
on location, that describes most poignantly
the way a village family lives. (Thalia,
B’v:;aj.r at gsth, AC z-3370; starting April
27.

Potemkin (1925)—The famous Russian job
directed by Eisenstein. In its original
(silent) version. (Thalia. B'way at gsth,
AC 2-3370; April 26.)

Saruroay NiGHT AMD SUNDAY MORNING (Tg6T )—
Alan Sillitoe’s own adaptation of his novel
ab::_l'qt a defiant voung factory worker in a
British provincial city. With Albert Finney.
(Waverly, 6th Ave. at 3rd, WA ¢-8037;
April 30-May 1.)

TormENT (1947 )—The machinations of a psy-
chopathic teacher who attempts to frustrate
a juvenile love affair. In Swedish (&th St
Playhouse, 52 W. 8th, GR 7-78+4: through
May 1, tentative,) -

You Can't CHear an Hownest Man (1030)—
Circus life, with W. C. Fields, Edgar Ber-
gen, and Charlie McCarthy. (New Yorker,
B'way at 88th, TR 4-918¢; through April
30.)

Museum oF Mooern Art Fitm Lierary—Two pro-
grams in a series of films directed by William
Wyler—Through April 28 showings at 3
and s5:.30: “Jezebel” (1938), with Bette
Davis and Henry Fonda... .€ April 2¢-
May 2, showings at 3: “The Best Years of
Our Lives” (1047), with Myma Loy and
Fredric March. (A limited number of reser-
vations are available, but only to those ap-
plying for them in person at the Museum, 11
W. s3rd, after 11 on the day of the showing
or, if it is a Sunday, after 1.)
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Astor, B'way at 4s5th. (JU 6-2240)
“Jessica,” Maurice Chevalier, Angie Dick-
inson.
Caritor, B'way at si1st (JU 2-5060)
“Sweet Bird of Youth,” Paul
Geraldine Page.
CriterioN, B'way at gq4th. (JU z2-1706)
“Experiment in Terror,” Glenn Ford, Lee
Remick.
DeMiLte, 7th Ave. at g47th. (CO 5-8431)
“The Counterfeit Traitor,” William Holden,
Lilli Palmer.

Forum, B'way at 47th (PL 7-8320)
o Fne Finger Exercise,” Rosalind Russell,
Maximilian Schell
Musie Hat, 6th Ave, at soth. (CI 6-4600)
“Moon Pilot.” Tom Tryon, Brian Keith,
New Emeassy, B'way at 46th. (PL 7-2408)
LA poLck vita (in Italian).
PaLace, B'way at 47th. (PL 7-2626)
JUDGMENT AT NUREMEBERG.

Paramount, B'way at 43rd. (WI 7-9400)
“State Fair,” Pat Boone, Bobby Darin.
Rivoui, B'way at gqoth. (CI 7-1633)
WEST SIDE STORY.
Srare, B'way at 4sth. (JU
ALL FALL DOWN.
Yicroria, B'way at 46th. (JU 6-0540)
“Cape Fear,” Gregory Peck, Robert Mitch-
um.
Warner, B'way at g7th. (CO s5-5711)
“El Cid,” Charlton Heston, Sophia Loren.
(Thursday and Friday, -"Jtprﬂ zf-27, at
11, 3, and R:1s5; Saturday, April 28, at
z:30 and 8:15; Sunday, April 29, at 2:30
and 8 Monday and Tuesday, April 3o-
May 1, at 8:15; and Wednesday, May =z
at 2:30 and 8:15. Reserved seats only.)

EAST SIDE

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

Through May 1 (tentative):
caine (in French).

From May 2z (tentative):
ian).
CHarLes, Ave. B at 1zth. (GR 3-6170; evening
performances only, except on weekends.)
Through April 28: “Ashes and Diamonds"”
{in Polish), revival

April zo-May 1: THE MATCHMAKER, revival;
and “Desire Under the Elms,” revival,
Sophia Loren, Anthony Perkins.

Mayv 2; A program of experimental films.

AcapeMy of Music, 126 E. 14th. (GR 3-227%)
Through May 1 (tentative): LOVER COME BACK;

Newman,

2-5070)

L& EBELLE AMERI-

THE HiGHT (in Ital-

and “Six Black Horses,” Audie Murphy,
Dan Duryea.

From Mayv 2z (tentative): “"Rome Adven-
ture,” Troy Donahue, Rossano Brazri;
and “Malaga.,” Trevor Howard, Dorothy
Dandridge

Gramercy, Lexington at z3rd. (GR 5-1660)
Through May 1 (tentative}: A SUMMER TO
REMEMEER |11 RUH&-ian}. ;md THE KITCHEM,
From May z (tentative): “Never on Sunday
(in Greek and English), revival, Melina
Mereouri, Jules Dassin.
Muaray Hi, 160 E. z4th. (MU 3-7652)
ALL FALL DOWH.
Trans-Lux52n0ST1., Lexingtonatsznd.( PL3-2434)
“Jessica,” Maurice Chevalier, Angie Dickin-
som.
Surron, 3rd Ave, at s57th. (PL o-
“Sweet Bird of Youth"
(Geraldine Page.
R.K.Q. 581tH S1., ard "'.'l.l‘ at '-'..P:-f,h tEL 5- Sq??}
Through "".l'rﬂl zw: “King of Kings," Jeffrey
Hunter, Siobhan McKenna.
April 28-May 1: LovER coME BACK; and “Six

aw

1311)
Paul Newman,

Black Horses,” Audie Murphy, Dan
Duryea.
From May 2: “Rome Adventure.” Troy

Iy

Donahue, Rossano Brazzi; and “Malaga,
Trevor Howard, Dorothy Dandridge.
Fine Arrs, 130 E. 58th. (PL 5-6030)
ONLY TWO CAN PLAY,
Puaza, 3z E. 58th (EL 35-3320)
“Five Finger Exercise.” Rosalind Russell,
Maximilian Schell
Beexman, znd Ave. at 66th. (RE 7-2622)
THROUGH A GLASS bARKkLY (in  Swedish).
£87H ST. PLaYHouse, 3rd Ave.at 68th. (RE 4-0302)
MURDER SHE SAID,
72np S7. PLAaYHOuSE, 15t Ave.at 72nd. (BU8B-0304)
To be announced.

THE MOVIE HOUSE S
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FILMS OF MCRE THAN ROUTINE INTEREST
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ON THE OPPOSITE PAGE

Trans-Lux 85711 57., Madisonat 85th. (BU 8-3180)
“Cape Fear,”” Gregory Peck, Robert
Mitchum

R.K.O. 867r 57., Lexington at 86th. (AT ¢-8900)
Through May 1: Lover coME Back; and “Six

Black Horses,” Audie Murphy, Dan
Duryea,
From May 2z “Rome Adventure,” Troy

Donahue, Rossano Brazzi; and “Malaga,”
Trevor Howard, Dorothy Dandridge.

OrpHEUM, 3rd Ave, at 86th. (AT g-4607)

Through May 1: “King of Kings,” Jeffrey
Hunter, Siochhan McKenna.

From May 2: “The Four Horsemen of the
Apocalypse,” Glenn Ford, Ingrid Thulin;
and “The Secret of Monte Cristo,” Rory
Calhoun, John Gregson.

WEST SIDE

BLeeckerST, CiNEMA, 144 Bleecker 5t.(OR4-3210)

April 26: “Come Back, Africa” and “On the

Bowery” (both revivals and both semi-
documentary films)

April 27-30: A wous LA Liserté (in French),
revival; and tHe mi6 peaL (in Italian), re-
vival.

From May 1: “Nights of Cabiria” (in Ital-
ian), revival, Giulietta Masina, Francgois
Périer; and “The Goddess,” revival, Kim
Stanley, Lloyd Bridges.

WaverLy, 6th Ave, at 3rd. (WA o-8037)

Through April 2¢: A VIEW FROM THE BRIDGE;
and “The Man Who Wagged His Tail”
{in Spanish), Peter Ustinov, Pablito
Calvo.

April 3o-May 1: SATURDAY NIGHT AND SUNDAY
MORMING, Tevival; and “Make Mine Mink,”
revival, Terry-Thomas, Athene Seyler.

From May 2: A SUMMER TO REMEMEER (in Rus-
sian ); and THE KITCHEN.

BtH St. PLavHouse, 52 W. Bth. (GR 7-5874)
Through May 1 (tentative): torment (in
Swedish), revival; and “Miss Julie” (in
Swedish), revival, Anita Bjork.
From May =2 (tentative): THE MARK;
BREAKFAST AT TIFFANY'S.

5TH Ave. Cinema, sth Ave. at 12th. (WA 4-8330)
Through May 2 (tentative): “Black Tights™
a dance film, with Cyd Charisse, Moira
Shearer, Zizi Jeanmaire, and Roland
Petit, narrated by Maurice Chevalier.
Sueripan, 7th Ave. at 1z2th. (WA g-2166)
Through May 1: “King of Kings" Jefirey
Hunter, Sicbhan McKenna
From May z: “The Four Horsemen of the
Apocalypse,” Glenn Ford, Ingrid Thulin;

and
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and “The Secret of Monte Cristo,” Rory
Calhoun, John Gregson.
GreenwicH, Greenwich Ave.at 12th.(WAg-3350)
Through May =2 (tentative): “Never on
Sunday’ (in Greek and English), revival,
Melina Mercouri, Jules Dassin.
Guin, 33 W. soth. (PL 7-2406)
“Tules and ]I(im" (in French),
Moreau, Oskar Werner.

55tH S1. PLavHouse, 154 W. ssth. (JU 6- 4590}
“The Magnificent Tramp"” (in French),
Jean Gabin.

Trans-Lux Normanoie, 110 W. s7th. (JU 6-4448)
“Daoctor in Love, " Michael Craig, Virginia
Maskell.

LirrLe Carnecie, 146 W. s7th. (CI 6-3454)

“Whistle Down the Wind,” Hayley Mills,
Alan Bates

Carnecle Hatl Cinema, 7th Ave. at s7th. (PL

F-2131)

LAST YEAR AT MARIENBAD (in French).

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

Through April 29: vimbiana (in Spanish)

From April 3o: “A Taste of Honey,” Dora
Bryan. Robert Stephens.

Loew's 83rp 51., B'way at 83rd. (TR 7-3100)

Through May 1: “King of Kings,” Jeffrey
Hunter, Siobhan McKenna.

From May 2z: “The Four Horsemen of the
Apocalypse,” Glenn Ford, Ingrid Thulin;
and “The Secret of Monte Cristo,” Rory
Calhoun, John Gregson,

Mew Yorker, B'way at E8th. (TR 4-018g)

Through April 30: ALL QUIET ON THE WESTERH
FRONT, revival, and yvou CAN'T CHEAT AN
HOMEST MAMN, Tevival.

Jeanne

From May 1: camiLLg, revival; and “A Free
Soul,” revival, Lionel Barrvmore, Clark
(zable.

SrmpHony, B'way at quh (AC 2-6600)

Thrﬂugh May 1: “Exodus,” revival, Paul
Newman, Eva Marie Saint.

From May 2z “Rome Adventure,” Troy

Donahue, Rossano Brazzi; and ‘‘Malaga,”
Trevor Howard, Dorothy Dandridge

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

April 26: ALEXxANDER HEvsKY (in Russian), re-
vival; and roremkin (silent)

From April 27: PATHER PANCHALI, APARAJITO,
and “The World of Apu” (all in Bengah
and all revivals).

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

LOVER COME BACK.

Miotown, B'way at 1ooth. (AC z-1200)
Through May (tentative): “Never on
Sunday” (in Greek and English), revival,
Melina Mercouri. Jules Dassin.

Ouwvmria, B'way at rosth. (UN 5-8128)
Through May 1: “King of Kings,"”
Hunter, Siobhan McKenna
From May z: “The Four Horsemen of the
Apocalypse,” Glenn Ford, Ingrid Thulin;
and “The Secret of Monte Cristo,” Rory
Calhoun, John Gregson.

Newo, B'way at 11oth. (MO 6-8Bz210)
Through May 1 (tentative): LOYER COME BACK,
From May = (tentative): “Rome Adven-
ture,” Troy Donahue, Rossano Brazzi,
and “Malaga,” Trevor Howard, Dorothy
Dandridge.

Jeffrey
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Restaurant;

on theFourthp
of luly -

The space needle res-

taurant will not un-

O @ SCrew itself. Matter of

fact, we'd be surprised

if the needle is threaded. It's prob-

ably more like a wheel on an axle,
like a covered wagon on its side.

Can you head right up to the top
of the Seattle World’s Fair and start
eating? Probably.

However, we of the Benson in
Portland suggest a training course
in feet-on-the-ground dining similar
to the one that the space needle
manager took.

We are proud as an eagle to say
that Jack Borg, manager of what
will be the highest restaurant on the
horizon, spent many years 30 feet
below street level.

He trained at the London Grill in
what many sophisticated travelers
call the finest obstacle course ever
designed.

edle e
unscrew itself

IHustration

You who contemplate dining in
the Seattle sky can subscribe to the
same Benson training course that
Manager Borg underwent.

The Benson 7-day Underground
dining course (London Grill level.)
Don your underground tie, then
dine seven nights in the London
Grill, deciphering the menu that has
led to five consecutive Holiday mag-
azine Awards.

The Benson 7-day Ground level
dining course (Irader Vic’s). When

you are surefooted below ground,
climb to Trader Vic’s which is up the
elevator shaft thirty feet and through
the bamboo. Here you spend another
glorious week.

The Benson Ascending dining
course, (13 sections, one week each).
Up to the mezzanine, for a week of
convention banquets and testimonial
dinners.

y

Join the Benson Underground.

Go into training for astronautical dining.

A course of study sponsored by the Benson

Hotel, Portland, Oregon, to answer questions q
A

such as:

I L (o

by Rowland Ermerr
Wild Goose Coftage.
Dybchlhieg. Sussex

Thenupto the third floor, foraweek
of Room Service, and so on, another
floor every week. In the necessary
number of weeks you’ll be on the
13th floor, ready to graduate. Then
off to Seattle with you, eyes ablaze,
ready to plant the flag at top.

In order to make it easy to be
singled out in those vast Seattle
crowds, we are offering a tie in Styg-
ian black with subtle lettering, and
it says “Member of the Under-
ground.” Send a two-dollar bill
to the Old Benson Tie, Benson
Hotel, Portland, Oregon, w
and the tie will be T
shipped postpaid. It is :
understood, of course, i
that you will wear it en
route to and at the Fair.
Joseph Burnie Callihan,
Innkeeper, the Benson on

Broadway.

a Western Hotel
Portland, Oregon




The greatest find since Hiram Bingham dug up Machu Picchu

MM went high into the Andes and discovered treasure un-
surpassed since Mr. Bingham found lost Machu Picchu.
They borrowed ancient bird symbols for their “rare bird”
clutch, stole the stripes off an Indian’s serape and made a
fold-over clutch out of the straw of an Inca's shoe polish

hat. Their jungle flowers pure silk print first bloomed on a
maiden’s embroidered petticoat. Quite a find for MM and
a gold mine for any woman who treasures a pretty place

to keep her treasures. Collection from 9.00 to MM
28.00 plus Fed. tax at fine stores everywhere
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/D A ll/? Qé?/ié {/:(2/ C : /7 (/é, AXOLL Run to the sea, run to the sun, run

to the secret world that Thunder-

bird brings so near. Wing through the joyous miles in the silence that is the true voice of quality. Soar to the
gale-strong, zephyr-gentle power of a Thunderbird 390 Special V-8. Luxuriate in the deep foam of separate
seats, the unique ease of a steering wheel that moves over to let you enter. To drive one 1s to keep a rendezvous

with a new world . . . your own private world

of Thunderbird. See it at your Ford dealer’s. {{_’,[Z.{}}Z{{{Z. (f? (Z// Zc/z,fj’ J_{(}Qﬂézf/ !
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San Francisco’s got
a welcome mat a mile long!

You come from the north around the curve of a high hill, and there it is. Mighty Golden Gate
Bridge, a near mile between its great towers, welcoming you to San Francisco, inviting you to share the life
this city loves. What a vacation you're going to have! The sights you’ll see! The Bay, alive with
sails, and great ships from all the world. Rollicking cable cars ring-a-ding-dinging down a steep hill
into fascinating Chinatown. And beyond the Bay and its encireling hills, there’s even more exploring to do:

the Monterey Bay Country, Yosemite, the Redwood Empire, and other places to delight your family.

Live a glowing chapter of your life in
this world-city, centered by the fabulous
shopping, hotel and theater districts around
Union Square. Dine in every language in
San Francisco: sea food at Fisherman’s
Wharf, specialties in elegant hotels and
restaurants, curries of India, foods of
s Japan, Armenia, Polynesia. What are
you waiting for? This is the year
to enjoy San Francisco. (Along with
this fairest of cities, you can take
in the Seattle Century 21 Exposition, too).

F " g We'll be seeing you!

Start planning your trip today! Send :
CALIFORNIANS INC., Department R4,

703 Market Street, San Francisco 3, Calif.
Please send me my free copy of “Your Guide to SAN FRANCISCO and Rts

Mearby Vacationlands.™

for free copy of “Your Guide to

b}

San Franecisco and Its Nearby Vacationlands.

CALIFORNIANS INC.

NAME

ADDRESS -

ciTY ZOME STATE
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Does Mr. Simmons
hide money in his matiress?

Yes, siree.

In fact, Mr. Simmons has about 3 million
dollars tied up in your Beautyrest.®

We’ll explain.

For years, we’ve had testing companies
testing; professors researching; engineers
engineering; doctors consulting. We've dug
into the subject of beds, tensions, steel ten-
siles, sleep and non-sleep.

(Friend, what Mr. Simmons doesn’t know
about mattresses isn’t worth knowing.)

Now, all this stuff costs money. What’s
more—everything new we find out that’s
usable takes money, too.

So it’s a blue-eyed wonder Mr. Simmons
can sell his Beautyrests for only $79.50.

That’s not all. Beautyrest lasts about 3
times as long as the next best mattress. So,

once we do sell you a Beautyrest, it’s pretty
slim pickins for us. You won’t replace the
Beautyrest in a hurry.

Well, we’ve got to make sales somehow.

So we can be forgiven if we encourage a
Population Explosion. Have a big famaly.
Buy erib sizes, standard sizes, King sizes in
Beautyrest.

‘With all the money Mr. Simmons has sunk
into your Beautyrest, the least we can ask is
that you’ll need a lof of them.

Pick a pack of Beautyrests for every bed in
your house. Enjoy quiel—nobody stirring.
Everybody snug on his Beautyrest. Isn’t
this better than what you’ve probably got?
aby

Remember: Mr. Simmons
stands behind every Beautyrest

4 you sleep on.

£ 1062 BY SIMMONS 00., MDSE. MART, CHICAGD, ILL.



THE FINEST COLLECTION OF SWEDISH CRYSTAL IS AT JENSEN'S

* ” : .-- '

f GEORG JENSEN INC 5
A0, g - g, : DRREFORS
667 Fifth Avenue, New York 22 [ Wilmot Ridge, Scarsdale, N.Y. KOSTA.



Gorham’s Revere Bowls specially priced fﬂf the br:l&ail" Beaaon
4 £ " = .

Gorham, the choice of America’s brides, makes America’s favorite
Revere Bowls more desirable than ever. As practical as they are pretty...
by themselves, or enhanced with flowers, sweetened with candies or a
luxurious touch on the canape tray, they are delightful for the giver, too!
In Gorham’s lastingly lovely silverplate.

4y in. Bowl, 84.90 / 9in. Bowl, #12.40 / See other sizes below.

GORHAM

THE GORHAM COMPANY. PROVIDENCE 7. R. |

OTHER SI7ES: 5 IN....§6.40 ® 51/2 IN....57.50 ® 8IN....$10.90 ® 10 1/4 IN.,..$14.95 ® 12 IN....522.45 ® ALL PRICES SUBJECT TO CHANGE WITHOUT NOTICE.F T L.




This is Skyway Golden Dot luggage. World’s lightest,
and yet so strong it won't rip, tear, or puncture. (If it
does, we'll replace it then and there. Free of charge.)

See the Golden Dot riveted on the bottom? From now
on, that's all you need to look for when you buy lug-
gage. You'll find it only on suitcases made by Skyway.

Golden Dot Luggage by Skyway is available in four matching series and in eight fashion colers, priced from $18 95 to $100.00. Above: 21-inch Weekender from cur
new Flex-Weight series, $29 25 at fine stores everywhere. Or write: Skyway Luggage Company |in Canada, Yancouver &, B. C.) 12 Wall Street, Seattle, Washington.



“Yul is right. Always make your first stop Paris”

Wonderful advice. Paris is the perfect way to begin a vacation in Europe. Paris is a
city of delightful adjectives: Romantic Paris. Enchanting Paris. Gay Paris. There's a
charming, carefree atmosphere that puts you in exactly the right mood to enjoy a
holiday. Can’t wait to get there? Voila! Fly Air France Jet. It’s like being in Paris the
moment you step aboard. The food, the service, the atmosphere are superbly French.
Air France Boeing 707 Jets speed you to Paris in just seven hours non-stop from New
York daily. Direct service from Los Angeles, Chicago, Houston, Anchorage, Mexico
City and Montreal. For Air France’s regular or new low fares for qualified groups,
see your Travel Agent today or call Air France. Offices in over 30 key U.S. cities.



How the Bell System is helping to develop Educational Television Systems

The Bell System has long been providing trans-
mission facilities for commercial broadeasting. Now
this technical know-how is being applied to the job
of setting up educational television systems for
schools throughout the nation.

The Bell Telephone System has already aided in
the development of the largest ETV network —
South Carolina’s state-wide system—and the largest

school district system—in Hagerstown, Maryland.

More important, the Bell System now has a newly
designed low-cost service to meet the specific needs
of educational television in school areas of every size.

[f you'd like to know more about educational
television and its possible use in your loeal schools,
call the Manager of your local Bell Telephone Com-
pany for information.

BELL TELEPHONE SYSTEM



=~ THE CROWN PRINCESS

THE AMAZING X-GEL
new shape-new formula

The smallest lipstick case in the smartest purses holds amazing news in make-up.
This new X-Gel formula gives your lips a young dimension, gives color
a cushion to preen from —more shimmer, more light, 2 drenching of moisture.

Sixteen beautiful, luminous colors in the daring Crown Princess.

-it's small, smart, new!

= SCANDIA

730 FIFTH AVENUE. NEW YORK CITY
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THE TALK OF THE TOWN

Notes and Comment
HE Great Steel Crisis ended with

an obeisance to folklore that re-

minded us of the last scene of
“The Threepenny Opera,” when the
Queen’s Messenger arrives with a par-
don for the prisoner. The Times and
veiled spokesmen for steel announced
that the Play of the Free Market had
asserted itself and settled the situation.
The President soothingly concurred,
although he knew that if a free market
in steel had in fact existed, he would
have had no reason for concern when
five major companies synchronously
raised their prices. Customers who re-
jected the increase could have gone else-
where, and that would have been that.
The svnchronists, however, controlled,
among them, seventy-five per cent of
the productive capacity in the country—
a statistic from [ron A ge, a trade maga-
zine. Since production stood at about
eighty per cent, the undeclared, or un-
synchronized, smaller companies, con-
trolling only twenty-five per cent of ca-
pacity, could have handled only 2 minute
portion of the rebellious customers.
They, presumably, were working at
four-fifths capacity already, like the big
ones. That would have left only five per
cent of the national capacity free to han-
dle the rush—the same problem as try-
ing to get a baseball crowd into a tele-
phone booth. Practically everybody,
including the Defense Department,
would have been left with no place
to go except out of business. By Fri-
day, April 13th, the day after Mr.
Roger M. Blough’s disastrous television
appearance, the steel people, we imag-
ine, had begun to understand the prob-
able consequences, legal and political,
of having created a captive market. A
story we saw in the Post that afternoon
said, “Industry leaders conceded yester-
day that they would have to roll back
the price hikes if the companies stood
firm.” The particular companies they
were referring to were Inland and
Armco, two relatively piffling corpora-

tions (each controlling about five and a
half per cent of the national capacity)
that had not yet boosted prices. Lrresisti-
bly, this reminded us of a German gen-
eral at Cherbourg, after D-Day, who
said that he was eager to fight to the
death but conceded that his position
would become humanly untenable if the
Americans would be kind enough to
bring around one tank, whereupon he
would be reluctantly compelled to sur-
render. Saturday morning’s papers an-
nounced that officials of Inland, upon
being solicited by the government—and,
we suspect, by colleagues in the indus-
try—had refused to be tail-end Charlie
in the price-raising parade. Seldom can
it have fallen to the lot of one little group
of men so completely to gratify both
parties to what was advertised as a death
struggle. The Times said editorially,
“The refusal of two relatively small
companies—Inland and Kaiser—to join
the parade started by United States Steel
forced a collapse of the industry front
in support of higher prices.” It saved
face for everybody and pointed the way
to a kinder, though less ingenuous, era
in public debate. Britain has already
demonstrated the virtues of a system
whereby a government exercises power
in the name of a sovereign who has no
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power. The President and steel have
bowed to the Play of the Free Market.

Scout

“7E recently told you of Olave,
Lady Baden-Powell, World

Chief Guide, who was in town to par-
ticipate in the fiftieth anniversary of the
Girl Scouts of the U.S.A. Since the cele-
bration of the anniversary continues all
year, we are now seizing the opportunity
to tell you of another indomitable Scout,
Mrs. Arthur O. Choate, who in 1920
became the second president of the or-
ganization in this country, succeeding
Juliette Gordon Low, its founder here.
Mrs. Choate was a goddaughter of
Mrs. Low, who died in 1927, and al-
though she was herself succeeded in
office by Mrs. Herbert Hoover after only
two years, she is still a power at Girl
Scout headquarters, at 830 Third Ave-
nue. Mrs. Choate is a strapping woman
in her seventies, with a ruddy, good-
humored face, who still rides, sidesad-
dle, on her estate, in Pleasantville. We
met her, like Ladv Baden-Powell, over
a cup of tea, which she takes straight,
and for the occasion she was wearing a
pair of stout black walking shoes, a
severe black dress with useful large
pockets, and a pair of glasses anchored
by a black string that was firmly rooted
in the depths of her gray hair. We asked
her to pick up the Girl Scout saga where
Lady Baden-Powell had left off—with
Mrs. Low’s voyage home on the R.[M.S.
Arcadian early in 1912 after a trip
to England that had introduced her
to that country’s three-year-old Boy
Scout and Girl Guide movements and to
their founder, the future Lord Baden-
Powell, who, with the future Lady
Baden-Powell, was also aboard the Ar-
cadian.

“Mrs. Low was a small, attractive
woman with lovely brown hair,” Mors.
Choate began. ‘“‘She was quick-witted
and entertaining, and, though quite
deaf, a formidably powerful and per-
suasive person. When she left the Ar-
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“Suppose you tell me your troubles, not Casey Stengels”’

cadian and returned to Savannah, her
native city, she wasted no time; she
called a cousin who ran a girls’ school
there and said, ‘Come right over! I’ve
got something for the girls of Savannah,
and all America, and all the world, and
we're going to start it tonight!” Mrs.
Low’s grandmother, who had been cap-
tured by Indians as a child and held for
two years, had been given an Indian
name meaning Little Ship Under Full
Sail, and the name suited Mrs. Low,
too. On March 12, 1912, she gathered
twelve girls together and organized a
troop of Girl Guides, signing up her
own niece, Miss Daisy Gordon, as the
first member. Characteristically, she
had neglected to inform her niece of the
honor, but Miss Gordon discovered it,
all right, for she has becn featured as
such on all special Girl Scout occasions
ever since. Mrs. Low corralled friends
into starting troops of Guides in other
cities, and then popped off to England
in the summer of 1912. She returned
six months later to find that the Guides
were calling themselves Scouts, to be
more like their brothers. Lord Baden-
Powell had chosen the name Guides in
honor of his old regiment in India, and
he didn’t approve of the change at all.
In 1919, Lord Baden-Powell stayed
with me during a visit to New York,
and we spent an entire evening haggling
over the name. He had Mr. James E.
West, Chicf Scout of the Boy Scouts of
America, on his side, but I didn’t give
an inch!™

Mention of the bygone battle evi-

dently made Mrs. Choate thirsty, for,
with pursed lips, she poured herself an-
other cup of tea. After a sip, she con-
tinued, “In 1913, Mrs. Low moved the
headquarters from Savannah to Wash-
ington, and in 1915 she had the Scout
charter incorporated there. She was a
seemingly scatterbrained person who ac-
tually had a good deal of common
sense—which, of course, she never hesi-
tated to throw out the window when
she really wanted to do something. I,
for instance, would never have thought
of a charter! Over the next few years,
she interested many Washington people
in the movement, among them General
and Mrs. Leonard Wood, Mr. and
Mrs. Theodore Price, and both the first
and second Mrs. Woodrow Wilson,
most of whom were later on our board
of directors. Mrs. Low used her deaf-
ness to advantage in cudgelling people
into carrying out her wishes; she would
put on her carphones, hold out her re-
ceiving box, talk, say “That’s all settled,’
and tune out before you could say no. In
1916, she again moved the headquar-
ters, this time to 17 West Forty-second
Street, iIn New York. At that time, she
came to sece me in Pleasantville and
asked me to organize a Girl Scout
council there. I refused. ‘All you’ll
have to do 1s pin on badges once a vear,’
she said, unplugging her machine. Fur-
ther protests were useless.

“During the First World War, the
membership of the Girl Scouts jumped
from one thousand to over forty thou-
sand. American girls were restless and
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wanted to do some-
thing for the war effort.
To meet the challenge,
Mrs. Low announced
one day in 1915 that
she was going to have
a national Girl Scout
convention. I had never
been to any kind of con-
vention, and I couldn’t
imagine what she was
going to have. ‘I will
be elected president,
and you will be vice-
president,” she told me,
bv way of explanation.
When [ declined, she
said  firmly, ‘If you
don’t accept the vice-
presidency, I'll give you
a job that really will re-
quire some work.” Mrs.
Low had an uncanny
ability to attract leading
citizens to her cause,
and after the conven-
tion—which, needless
to say, voted as she had
predicted—the board grew by leaps
and bounds. It already included her
most intimate friends—the Woads, the
first. Mrs. Wilson, Mrs. Frederick
Brooke, Mr. and Mrs. Snowden Mar-
shall, Mr. Ted Coy, and me. Dr. James
Russell, Dean of Columbia Teachers
College, came on the board at this time,
bringing some of the college’s directors
with him, including Mrs. V. Everit
Macy, who later lent us her house, on
Fifth Avenue, to use for training
courses. In the spring of 1917, Mrs.
James J. Storrow came down from Bos-
ton, knitting for the soldiers all the time.
Mrs. John Henry Hammond, Mrs.
Walter Rothschild, and Mrs. Nicholas
Brady joined the board then, too. Qur
meetings were usually held at Miss
Llewellyn Parsons’ huge house, at 99
Park Avenue. We used to lure new
board members from the suffragette
movement; that’s how we got Mrs,
Frederick Edey, who later became a
Girl Scout president.”

Mrs. Choate drained her teacup and
went on, “After the war, Mrs. Low
thought it was time to bring the Baden-
Powells to America for a tour of inspec-
tion. In New York, Lord Baden-
Powell, Iike all Englishmen at the time,
wanted to see the Bronx Zoo. Mrs.
Hammond had a reception for them at
her house, at 9 East Ninety-first Street,
and I remember we had the devil of a
time getting Lady Baden-Powell out of
her uniform and into a black satin eve-
ning dress. Mrs. Low always felt self-
conscious in uniform, though eight years
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later she was buried in one. She didn’t
like to be conspicuous, she said, and on
trips she used to disguise herself by drap-
ing a huge purple scarf over her Girl
Scout hat and tying it under her chin.”

INCIDENTAL INTELLIGENCE: The
house at 2() Grand Street, Stoning-
ton, Connecticut, is for sale. Asking
price: twenty thousand dollars.

An item in the News and Notes
section of the Awmerican Journal of
Souciology for March 1s entitled “Erra-
tum in Errata.”

On the Wing

HIS is a story about some of the
wonders Jately madc possible by
microminiaturization, and, more specifi-
cally, about the degree to which micro-
miniaturization has helped
marry radio telemetry to ecol-
ogy, the study of animals in
relation to their natural en-
vironment. ( In this case, micro-
miniaturization is the develop-
ment of tiny radio transmitters
and other electronic equipment.
Radio telemetry is the wireless
transmission of clectrical 1m-
pulses that gauge various char-
acteristics of a distant ob-
ject.) A century ago, Lord
Kelvin promulgated the classic
law of science that holds that
the addition of a measuring in-
strument should not alter the
thing being measured, and the
way in which microminiatur-
ization has at last made it pos-
sihle for contemporary bio-
logists to carry on research in
accordance with this law was
vividly manifested at a recent
get-together of some fifty sci-
entists and engineers held at |
the Muscum of Natural His- |
tory under the fearsome, tent-
like title of “Interdisciplinary
Conference on the Use of
Telemetry in Animal Behavior
and Physiology.”
We stopped in at the con-
ference and were kindly adopt-
ed by Dr. Wesley E. Lanyon,
Assistant Curator of Ornithol-
ogy at the Museum and a man
who is not afraid to put things
in a nutshell. “Even as late as
four years age, people in my
ficld couldn’t hope to measure
the physical responses of birds
under truly natural crcum-
stances, as in free flight,” he
said. “A  one-pound pigeon

simply couldn’t get off the ground with
the equipment that was then required to
gather information. Now we can fasten
a tiny gadget called a transducer to a
bird, let him go, and pick up electrical
signals with a receiver on the ground for
distances of up to a mile. With a little
calculation, the signals can be translated
into the bird’s rate of heartbeat in flight,
and so on.”

Dr. Lanyon introduced us to a Nor-
wegian colleague, Finar Eliassen, of the
Zoological Laboratory of the University
of Bergen, whose specialty is wild ducks.
From a capacious jacket pocket Dr.
Elasscn extracted a box, and from the
box he extracted a tube the size of our
little finger. This, he told us, contained
everything that was needed to com-
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municate the heartbeat and body tem-
perature of a wild duck in flight. “We’ve
had an easy time discovering how much
energy a sitting duck uses,” he said.
“Now we’re beginning to learn what
goes on in the air. My ducks wear
these transmitters in a sort of rucksaclk
strapped to their backs and wear an an-
tenna on a leather pad on their breasts,
and don’t seem to mind them a bit.”
From wild ducks we were handed
along to woodchucks, which are doted
on by Dr. H. Gray Merriam, of the
University of Texas. Dr. Merriam
showed us a rehef model of a field
he makes use of, which has fifty natural
burrows and a population of fifteen
woodchucks. Having placed tiny trans-
mitters—more properly  known, it
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“Does this mean that when the roll is called up yonder I won’t be thered”
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seems, as squelching oscillators—under
the skin of thirteen of the woodchucks
and having hidden suitable receiving
equipment nearby, Dr. Merriam has
been able to monitor the woodchucks’
movements just as much as he cares to
for over a year now, and has amassed far
more data on how woodchucks kill ime
than even the oldest and wisest wood-
chuck 1s likely to possess. He opened a
folder he had been carrying under his
arm, and read aloud, with relish, a char-
acteristic entry: “At 3:45 p.m. on July
S5th, 1961, Woodchuck 12 left Bur-
row 37 and went over to Burrow 12,
where he met Woodchuck 9. Wood-
chuck 9 then immediately left Burrow
12 and crossed the entire field to Bur-
row 7, where he remained for one hour
and then returned to Burrow 12—
after Woodchuck 12 had gone away.”
Dr. Merriam put a Jot of feeling into his
reading of the word “after,” and add-
ed, as he closed the folder, “It’ll be some
while before we know why Woodchuck
9 left Burrow 12 when Woodchuck
12 dropped in. It may be that variety
is the spice of life for woodchucks, as for
us, or it may be that Woodchuck 9 sim-
ply doesn’t care for Woodchuck 12.”

Transmitters have been successfully
planted on rabbits, skunks, pheasants,
and raccoons, and, in the 1nsect world,
on cockroaches, but so far marine biol-
ogists have been unable to take advan-
tage of them in studying fish and turtles,
because water grounds radio waves. We
gather that everyone in marine biology
is dying to know how turtles contrive to
migrate so accurately. Do they make use
of the stars or the sun? Do they use
ocean currents? Or do they merely keep
an eye on the adjacent shoreline as they
navigate from one part of the ocean
to another? Alas, until an efficient
submarine transmitter is invented the
telemetry of turtles will have to remain
landbound and thus deplorably incom-
plete. We next learned that among the
more promising cxperiments now be-
ing conducted on land is one involving
Ursus horribiis, or the grizzly bear.
One of the largest grumbles of griz-
zlies—two hundred in number—is in
Yellowstone National Park, and there
Dr. Frank C. Craighead, Jr., of Mon-
tana State University, is devotedly tele-
metering them. Dr. Craighead, whom
we quickly sought out, told us that he
fears that this much-hunted animal may
be on the verge of extinction, and that
in order to get data on this and other
crucial ursine matters he and a brave
team of helpers have been shooting
grizzlies with darts containing a tran-
quillizer and then, while the grizzlies
dozed, have fastened plastic-covered

wire necklaces, containing transmitters,
about their powerful throats. A hun-
dred and twenty-two grizzlies are cur-
rently being stalked, at a safe distance,
by Dr. Craighead and company. Dr.
Craighead figures that by the end of
1965 he will know enough to be able
eventually to “manage” the community,
and perhaps even control its environ-
ment, so as to preserve the species.
Urswus horribies, by his unwitting trans-
mission of a continuous beep-beep, may
well be insuring his own longevity,

Appeal
SURLY bachelor of our ac-

quaintance recently moved to a
brighter, roomier apartment, which 1s,
unfortunately, next door to a prosperous
factory and its whistle. After a while,
he became used to hearing a few
short whistle blasts every morning, but
one day the toots unaccountably in-
creased both in number and in duration,
and the new routine was kept up. Sev-
eral irate letters to the management ap-
parently went unnoticed, so the bachelor
tried a new approach. Switching his pen
to his left hand, he wrote:

DEar Mr. FacTory OWNER:

I am an eight-year-old boy and your
whistle wakes my Daddy up too early and
he gets very mad at me. Will you please
not blow it so much.

‘The matter was corrected the next
day.

K4 «B 2 «CP
BEING hobbyless, we rarely succeed

in working up much enthusiasm
over other people’s hobbies, but we make
an exception in the case of hobbies that
are basically and unashamedly absurd.
Having heard just such a hobby at-
tributed to Edmund G. Love, author of
“Subways Are for Slecping” (the book
on which the show is based ), we tele-
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phoned him to check on the report. *“Isit
true that for some years now you have
been eating your way alphabetically
through the restaurant section of the
Manhattan Classified Directory?” we
asked. At the far end of the phone, Mr.
Love gave an apologetic laugh. “Yes,
hut I never intended to do it,” he said.
“I started at ‘A’ nine years ago, and I'm
now working on the ‘H-I-]’s. T have
Joe’s Restaurant, at 1017 Third Ave-
nue, on my schedule for tomght. Would
you care to join me there?”

We jumped at the chance. Joe’s Res-
taurant proved to be a red-checked-
tablecloth establishment specializing in
Italian food, and Mr. Love proved to be
a buoyant, cherubic-looking man of
fifty. Over a Martini, and with the
zest of a professional storyteller, he
gave us the time, place, and arcum-
stance of his hobby’s birth. “Back in
1953, I was drifting around New York
doing odd jobs,” he said. “One day I
was broke. I felt hke getting our of the
city for 2 while, so I went over to New
Jersey and found work cutting and
welghing cheese in a supermarket 1n
Morristown. It was going to be ten
days until payday, and the only food I
could afford to eat was scraps of cheese
and whatever meat I could cadge from
the fellow next to me, who was working
on a meat-slicing machine. For ten
days, he threw meat to me asif I were
a friendly seal-—mostly pastrami. When
payday finally arrived, I decided to
come back to New York, look for a bet-
ter job, and then treat myself to a de-
cent dinner. After job-hunting all day,
I opened the yellow pages and picked
one of the first restaurants listed—A La
Fourchette, on West Forty-sixth Street.
It turned out to be a fine place, so the
next time I felt I deserved a treat, 1
took the same gamble. After A La
Fourchette in the Classified came a few
luncheonettes, which were closed 1n the
evening, and then Al & Dick’s Steak
House, on West Fifty-fourth Street. 1
went there and had another good din-
ner. Two strokes of luck turned into
a principle. I was hooked.”

As soon as Mr. Love had got a regu-
lar job in New York, he buckled down
to his new-found hobby, picking off
“A” restaurants at the rate of a couple
a week and eating his way well into the
“B”’s by the end of a year. Now, as he
put away a veal cutlet parmigiana with
raviol and green salad, washed down
by a half bottle of Bardohno, he esu-
mated that he had spent between fifteen
and twenty thousand dollars on s hob-
by thus far and had visited between a
thousand and eleven hundred restau-
rants. His regular schedule calls for him
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to visit two new restaurants a
week, on nights when his wife,
a reference librarian at the Pub-
lic Library, is working late.
Every restaurant at which
Love eats goes on what he calls
Last A, and restaurants that he
likes especially well go on List
B. He makes a point of tak-
ing his wife to all the res-
taurants on this list; the restau-
rants that he and she both like
especially well go on List C.
Sooner or later, the Loves re-
turn with guests to all their
List C restaurants. Restau-
rants that the guests share the
Loves’ enthusiasm for go on an
ultra-refined List D, which
at present contains forty-nine
names.

“I’'m no Duncan Hines,”
Mr. Love told us, sipping black
coffee. “I’m not going to write
a book about restaurants. Asa
matter of fact, [ have another
hobby—walking. Every day, I
walk from five to fifteen miles,
and I try to walk in a different
section of the city each ume.
On my walks, I manage to get
a look at all the restaurants in
the Classified that I don’t ac-
tually eat at, like the lunch-
eonettes. I’ve been to see all
forty-one Horn & Hardarts. 1
haven’t eaten at them, because

until lately none of them had
a bar.”

The “H”sin Horn & Hard-
art prompted us to ask how
Love happened to be on the
“His, e and “]”s amul-
taneously. “I had to stop fol-
lowing the alphabet with per-
fect precision a few years ago,
when I hit twenty-four Chi-
nese restaurants in a row—the
China this, the China that,” he
said. “It was just too much. For
variety, I take the restaurants
in groups of fifty-two and skip
around inside a group. The
next restaurant on my list is
Jack and Charlie’s ‘21.” I have
nine restaurants left on my
‘H-I-J’ list. The next batch runs from
the Jumble Shop to L’Escale. Most of
the batch is ‘La’ this or ‘Le’ that. A
La Fourchette is no longer one of the
first restaurants in the Classified, by the
way; it’s listed under ‘La’ and ‘Four-
chette.” Some of the restaurants Ive
been to, like the Chaumiére, have closed,
and others, like the Café Chauveron and
The Four Seasons, have opened; if I live
long enough, I hope to go back and pick
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“WNho the hell is he to be optimistic?”

up the new ones. I swear off in summer
and devote the time to losing twenty-
five pounds, which is about what [ put
on every year. I’m not a gourmet, you
know. I’m just having a good time.”

Neat

FRIEND of ours who was bound
for foreign parts stopped in at
his bank the other day to withdraw his

stock certificates from the wvault, since
his accountant was to be in charge
of them during his absence. This left
his safe-deposit box empty, for the time
being, and as he handed it back to the
attendant, he remarked on the fact.
The attendant—a middle-aged man, as
is our friend—unlocked the door to
the outer world and commented, “Well,
it's a good time to die, safe-deposit-
boxwise.”



“You know, I like this place. What time do you open tomorrow?’




IF IT PLEASE YOUR HONOR

Hollywood book dealer Bradley Smith last night was found guilty of violating
state obscenity laws by selling a copy of Henry Miller’s novel, “Tropic of Cancer.”
The verdict returned by the jury of three men and nine women ended the six-
week Municipal Court trial that followed the arrest of the 31-year-old bookdealer

last October. . ..

Judge Kenneth A. Holaday, who presided over the lengthy trial, told the jurors
he would like to give each of them “a medal for public service well and faithfully

performed.”

At that point, vne of the jurors, Mrs. Lillian M. Lake. stood up and told the
judge the jury had a gift for him, commenting, “We could not have stood through

this for six weeks without your smile.”

They presented the jurist with a tie clasp and then gave bailiff Jerome Shapiro
and court clerk Richard Key a box of imported chocolate candy, which Mrs. Lake
described as her “favorite pep pills."—Hollywood Citizen-N ews.

SceENE: A jury room in the Hall of
Justice, in Los Diablos, California. At
stage centery a conference table flanked
by chairs and littered with scratch pads.
Bestde door at left stands a coat tree
festooned with variegated plastic rain
wear. A wall clock bearmg an advertise-
ment for a promment cut-rate mortuary
proclavms the twne as shortly past two.
T'he stage s deserted at rise. Then door
opens to admit a balliff—whose name,
by an extraordinary comcidence, hap-
pens to be Morris Baliff —shepherding
« panel of jurors, the majority of them
female. W hile the mdwidual members
diff er somewhat in age and weight, they
are all typical Californians, leathery and
exuberant yet plammly moribund. They
straggle into place around the table as

Baili 1 withdraws.

rRs. PrrLaum (aggricvedly):

That piece of soup meat they

gave me was like rubber, If

I served it to my husband, he’d throw
it in my face.

Miss Faprict: All the food there is
terrible, Did you see the cottage pie Mr.
Robinette ordered? It was nothing but
cornstarch—wasn’t it, Mr. Robinette?’

RoOBINETTE (sepulchrally): Gastri-
tis. I’d just as soon pour cement in my
stomach.

Mgrs. Tonkonocy: Well, 1t’s your
own fault. I told you to try their spe-
cial plate, the Yucatan-style chicken.

RoBINETTE: What’s the name of it
again?

Mgs. Tonkonocy: Chicken-Itza.
They fry it on hot stones, according to
a lost Aztec recipe,

Suuskin: Ah, why don’t you people
stop kidding yourselves! It’s one big
racket, the restaurants in this neigh-
borhood.

Miss Pavmouist: There he goes
again.

SHuekIN: I know what I’'m talking
about—I’ve been on plenty of juries!
No matter where thev take you to eat,
the judge always gets a rakeoff.

Mpgs. LaTtico: Not Judge Faulhaber.

Judge Faulhaber wouldn’t stoop to a
petty stunt like that.

Miss Faprici: No, he certainly
would not. He’s a very superior type
person, and you ought to be ashamed,
casting such aspersions. (A1l the ladies
attest loudly to the Judge's incorrupti-
bility. Robmmette pounds the table for
order. )

RoBinETTE: Now, let’s not fritter
away the afternoon, for God’s sake. We
have to reach a decision on this case.

Miss Parmouist: What's there to
decide? We heard the evidence—the
man’s gulty.

SHUBKIN: Says you. I happen to
think he’s innocent.

RoBINETTE: Please, folks—will you
kindly stop squabbling so I can re-
view the highlights once more? . .. All
right, here’s the background. On
January 14th last, the plaintiff, Virgil
Chubb, of Pellagra Springs, Colorado,
entered a souvenir shop on Hollydew
Boulevard belonging to Sam Bronislaw,
the defendant. Bronislaw sold him a
postcard that showed a young woman
buried up to her neck in oranges spill-
ing out of a cornucopia, with the caption
“Lotsa goodies out here in the South-
land.”

SHUBKIN: One minor detail before
you proceed. This, er, babe on the post-
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card—was it established that she was
naked under the oranges?

RopiNnerTE: What’s that got to do
with it?

SHUBKIN: I was just trying to clari-
fy the scene in my mind’s eye.

RopiNETTE: Well, the prosecution
didn’t stress the point other than to say
that the card had an adverse effect on
Chubb. It inspired him with lustful
thoughts, causing him to visit a massage
parlor on South Hermosa Avenue,
where he was rolled. Bronislaw, when
taken into custody, denied he was the
instigator of the affair. In hundreds of
similar sales, he asserted, no customer
had ever had their libido aroused nor
their wallet glommed. He contended
that besides being visibly ginned up on
entering the store, Chubb wore an un-
mistakable leer. As for criminal respon-
sibility, Bronislaw added, he himself was
merely a retailer; if there was any onus,
it rested on the manufacturer of the
cards, the Thomas Peeping Corpora-
tion, of Chicago.

Mgrs. PFLaum (with a snort): Ex-
cuses—he’s trying to wriggle out of it.

Miss Faprici: What are we shilly-
shallying around for? Judge Faulhaber
as much as told us to bring in a guilty
verdict.

Mpgrs. TonNkoNoGY: A fair-minded
man like he couldn’t do anything else. I
hope he gives that smut merchant a
good stff sentence. At least twenty
years.

MRrs. LaTico: He should get life, the
no-good crumb.

SHuekin: Hold on a minute, every-
body. I’ve got a right to my opinion,
and I sull say the Courtis prejudiced.

RoBiNeTTE: Why? Simply because
His Honor owns a shoe store next to the
defendant’s place of business?

SHUBKIN (doggedly): Well, you
heard Bronislaw’s testimony. He
claimed that the Judge was using
pressure to squeeze him out so he could
expand. He tried to cancel his lease,
he engaged hoodlums to throw acid
on the stock, he even came in person-
ally and threatened to break Bronislaw’s
arm.

Miss Faprict: So what? You want
to prevent someone from using up-to-
date methods on account of he’s a jurist?

Miss PaLmouist: Look, Shubkin,
you’re in California now, not back East.

Mpgrs. Lartico: Mr. Foreman, 1
move that Mr. Shubkin’s remark be
stricken from the record and that we
hear a report from the Gift Committee.

RopINETTE: I agree. All in favor?
(Resounding approbation) Very well
I call on Mrs. Tonkonogy.

Mpgrs. TonkoNoGY (reading from
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“Its very last words were ‘Good night, David. Good night, Chet.””

notebook): A total of $24.70 was col-
lected from the panel to buy presents for
Judge Faulhaber and the court attend-
ants. Everybody contributed but Mr.
Shubkin. (A1l heads swivel toward the
malcontent, who reddens m embarrass-
ment.) Our chief problem, though, was
to scelect appropriate gifts.

Miss PavLmouist: 1 thought we
decided on a briefcase and handker-
chiefs.

Mgs. TonkonoGyY: So you did, but
the Committee felt we needed some-
thing with more verve—something to
fit the personalitics of the recipients.
Well, we finally found a perfect re-
membrance for the Judge at a rum-
mage sale in Altadena. A genuine,
handmade Russian knout.

Miss Fasrict: That’ll make a lovely
ornament for his chambers.

Mgs. Tonkonocy: Yes, and prac-
tii:a]} too—he can use it on Wwitnesses
with sluggish memories. Now, for the
clerk and bailiff we chose a more tradi-
tional gift, but also full of pep and spice.
We bought them cach a box of those
imported licorice chewies, Afro-Diz-
Zies,

Mprs. Larico: Well, then, I guess
we’re about ready to bring in our ver-
dict. How do we stand?

RopiNETTE: Unanimous for convic-
tion, all but Shubkin.

Mgrs. Prratvm: Who cares what he
thinks? A tightwad that begrudges
two dollars shouldn’t be allowed a
vote.

Miss PaLMmouist: No, that’s unfair.
After all, he is a juryman, even if he’s
a louse.

RosiNerTE: All right, let’s have a
show of hands. Those for guilty? (4
dozen hands are rased.) Twelve. Those
opposed? (Shubkin timidly signafies his
dissent. )

Miss Faprici: Wait a2 minute—
something’s wrong. Isn’t there an ex-
tra person in our midst? (Semsation.
Suddenly, as the panel members gape at
cach other, Robmnette peels off a puity
nose and false whiskers, revealing the
lineaments of Judge Faulhaber,)

Mrs. Towkonocy: Why, Judge
Faulhaber, what ever are you doing
herer

FavrLuaBer: Your astonishment 18
understandable, dear lady. I owe you

all a profound apology for my little
masquerade. Had it not been for cer-
tain special circumstances of this case, I
should never have interfered in your de-
liberations.

Mgrs. Prravs: You mean you
possess evidence which you dared not
disclose it from the bench?

FaurLuaBER: Precisely. Being as
how my shoe store was contiguous to
Sam Bronislaw’s mart, I naturally
sought to bust up his traffic in lascivi-
ous postals, but that was only a tithe
of the chap’s infamy. He was an in-
veterate wife-heater. (The ladies buzz
imndignantly.) Yes, many was the sound
drubbing I overheard him administer
on occasion through the walls. It took
iron self-control not to rush in there and
cane the ruffian.

Miss Fasrici: Small wonder you
strove to abrogate his lease.

Fauruagger: In vain, as vou know,
so that I was forced to resort to sub-
terfuge. Being as how I have a modest
talent for makeup, I assumed the guise
of Virgil Chubb, a putative Coloradan,
and framed Bromislaw on a bum rap. I
think that if you take the trouble to visit
South Hermosa Avenue, you will find
no massage parlor at that address.

Mgrs. Tonkonocy: Well, this has
been a day packed with surprises, and,
judging from his nonplussed expression,
to nobody more than our colleague
Shubkin.

SuvekIN (sheepishly ): Your Honor,
I’m not very good at flowery speeches,
but if there were more people like you,
this community would be a better place
to live in.

FAULHSARER (rounding on him):
What’s wrong with this community?

SHuUBKIN: Uh—nothing, nothing.
My last sired of recalcitrance is gone.
I find Bronislaw guilty as charged, and
here’s the two dollars I owe the kitty.

FaurLzaser: That's more like it.
O.K., gang—got those presents you
spoke of ?

Mpgrs. Tonkonocy: All wrapped up
and ready to go, Judge.

FAauLHABER: Then let’s file in and
hand ’em to the old buzzard.

Mzs. TonkonNocy: But, er, pardon
me, st—aren’t you the old buzzard:

Miss Fagrict: You're practically the
whole werks around here, outside of
the defendant.

FauLHABER: Damn tooting [ am.
Just give me a second to don my judicial
robes and I’ll show you. (He exits, as
the jurors fall into step and march after
him to the strains of “For He's a Jolly
Good Fellow.”)

CuRrTAIN
—S. J. PERELMAN




THE LUCKY PAIR

HE picked him out in the sea of
dancers. He had kept his head
above water—jostled but never

submerged, as he jerked his partners up
and down. He was not sucked under
even when in the final flourishes of a
number the ends of dresses lashed to-
gether into a wild and briary foam. Not
even when the spotlights showed the
motes of dust to be a rising flood in
which the violinists raised their violins—
shoulder-high—as if in the last minutes
before catastrophe. She knew him by
sight, of course. She knew his name,
too. He was Andrew Gill, incoming
Auditor of the Students Law Socie-
ty—the office made him automatically
chairman of the dance. And because
he was tall, of course the red ribbon
with the auditoral insignia was very
conspicuous across his shoulders. Did
he have to wear those other medals,
though, she wondered? Perhaps he was
conceited, as her fellow first-ycar stu-
dents in the Law Faculty declared. She
herself was sure he wore them to give
dignity to the dance.

He was certainly taking his duties
as chairman seriously, talking affably
to ¢veryone, like the host at a private
dance. He seemed bent on making the
night a success. Yet she could see that
he himself was hardly enjoying it. He
did not appear to have brought along
a girl, or to belong to a proper party,
and he danced only duty dances. She
kept watching him. Wasn’t there some-
thing patronizing in being so deter-
mined that others enjov what he himself
so obviously disdained? Well, she wasn’t
enjoying it, cither. She’d far rather be
writing up her notes in the reading
room of the National Library. And
when the night came to an end and she
caught sight of him again, in the vesti-
bule, feeling certain that his turning up
the collar of his overcoat was a precau-
tion less against the weather than against
further contamination by his fellows,
she put up her own collar. That was
the very way she felt! It was all she
could do not to smile at him—which
would have been absurd. Not in a mil-
lion years would he notice her!

But the very next evening, at the
library, when he came in and took the
only vacant scat—the one next to her—
she saw a faint look of recognition on
his face as he put down his notebooks.
Famntly she let recognition show on her
face. And, incredibly, he smiled. “Did
you enjoy the dance last night?” he
asked.

“Oh, yes,” she said eagerly, thinking
of his efforts to make it a success. Im-

mediately, she repented her hypocrisy.
“That kind of thing isn’t much in myj
line, though!” she said.

He looked surprised. “I thought girls
were mad about dancing!” he said. The
attendant brought him his books just
then, but before he started to read, he
looked at her again. “Haven’t I seen
you somewhere?”’

“Last night, I suppose!”

“No, somewhere else,” he said se-
verely, before he settled down to study.
After that, he neither spoke nor looked
at her till the bell rang at ten o’clock.
‘Then he turned to her. “I know where
[’ve seen you,” he said, and he seemed
very pleased at placing her. “In Leeson
Street!”

““T'hat’s right,” she said. “You live
there, too, don’t you?”

She was quite unprepared for the
cross look that came over his face. “I
do not,” he said coldly. “I live in Kil-
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dare.” Gathering up his books, he
stalked out of the library.

Well, that’s that, she thought.

But it was not. Outside, on the land-
ing, he was waiting, and the minute she
came out he took up their conversation
as if it were an immensely important
discussion. “I have to stay in Dublin
from Mondays to Fridays,” he ex-
plained. “But that’s not the same as
saying I live here, I couldn’t bear that!
[ hate Dublin!” His forcefulness took
her breath away.

“But it’s such a beautiful city,” she
protested. They had reached the door
and stepped out into the evening air,
where, between the columns of the
stone colonnade, sky, cloud, and tree
were so wayward and free that the
heart was troubled by their venal beau-
tv. “I lowe Dublin!” she said intensely,
even though she felt that the slender
connection between them would surely
now snap like a twig. “Well—I’ll say
good night!” she said more timidly. A

“Pm quite familiar with the problem. I was in on the appraisal,
the reappraisal, and, recently, the re-reappraisal.”
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FOLK SONGS FROM THE OBLIVIAN

(AFTER ScANNING THE LyRICs oF FOREIGN FoLK SoNGs oN SoME L.P. JACKETs)

OTSUKA
The horizon is far off

In the lush springtime, amid greenery and flowers,
I have wished for you.

And smoke curls from the chimneys

Of the stone houses along the way.

Up there is a lake of bluest blue

In the dread heat

of summer, under copper skies,

I have sighed for you.

Where boats like toys swim back and forth,

All day the sound of thunder is unheard
And a roaring wind sends pillow clouds

Scudding toward the hills.
My heart is melancholy,

For my loved one, that should be beside me,

Is here with me.
ANTO VO DURST,

In the market place one morning,
A soldier walking with a cow

Saw his sweetheart kissed by a stranger.

In his rage, he drew his sword
And, with a single thrust,
Killed the cow.

At sight of the dead amimal,
His sweetheart wept

IR

In the chill of autumn, under dappled leaves,
[ have yearned for you.

Long have I clung to the fervent hope

Of returnming to you soon.

Yesterday I learned that this cannot come to pass,
My home land, my own land.

Knowing in my heart I shall never see you again,

I walk through

Today I am reconciled.

TAV~TAV
the fields

But my thoughts are far away

Where the rising tide thumps against the sea wall:
Tay-tav, nkki-rik, ut-um—
So beats the water at the wall.

And the stranger begged forgiveness,

The soldier was adamant
But the willagers formed a circle
And threw coins and Howers at him.

The three of them danced together,

Leaping over each other’s swords,

Then sat down to a barbecue, laughing mernly,

T'CHI PEGELLEN

Through many lonely hours have 1
My native land.

In the bleak winter, amid snow and 1ce,
I have dreamed of you.

little sadly, she went out the gates and
up the street.

The very next afternoon, however,
they met again—in Leeson Street. He
had taken off his hat, and there was
something about the way he was saun-
tering along that made it hard to believe
he was not enjoying the air and the sun-
light. “Oh, good afternoon,” he said
stiffly.

“Tsn’tit a lovely afternoon?” she said
casually.

“The air is fresh,” he said, but he
frowned as he looked at the stretches
of the street ahead of them.

The light had left one side of the
street, but on the other side it fell full,
striking the plastered sides of the win-
dows and their painted sills. Evenly
but diminishingly, they gave back the
light, as a hand passing over the keys of

My dog Attsa runs beside me
And his bark is sharp and loud,
But I can hear the ocean strike the sea wall:

Tav-tav, etc.

The vellow harvest moon
Hangs low in the velvet sky,

Tav-tav, etc.

longed for you,

But yet the water hammers at the sea wall:

I slowly walk toward home.

The light is burning in the window,
But sull the gray waves smash against the wall:

Tav-tav, etc.

L ®
a piano will give back notes divinely
graded.

His face was severe. ‘I suppose you’d
say these old houses were beautiful! To
me they’re ugly and ought to be pulled
down.”

He was very aggressive, but she felt
there was some tribute in his remember-
ing their brief conversation of the pre-
vious evening. I don’t see how anyone
could call them ugly,” she said.

“Wait a minute,” he said. “Are we
talking about the outsides or the insides,
because I’m afraid I’m only thinking
of the insides. Do you know, I often

— WirLiam WaLneEN

stand at the door of the digs with my
latchkey in my hand, dreading to open
the door on the dinginess and the dark.
And the smelll”

“The smell? That must be damp, 1
suppose. Don’t they have firest”

He looked as if he had not thought
it might be damp. “Oh, you know the
sort of fires in a lodging house!” he said
then. “Banked down with slack all the
time. They’d go out if you poked them.
Once, I threw an orange peel onto the
fire in the morning and it was still there
when I came back that night!”

“But that’s not the fault of the
house!” she protested.

He wasn’t listening. “I was in an-
other digs, in Fitzwilliam Street, when
I was a first-year student, and there
were initials carved into the banister
rail all the way up the stairs, the way



“What’s happened to him—gone Commie or something¢”

you’d see them carved into the bark of
a tree, but one day the curtains on the
landing window were taken down, and
when the light fell across the stairs I
saw it wasn't into the wood they were
carved at all but inte the coating of
grease and dirt on the top of the rail!l”

She had to laugh at that, but she still
made a protest. “That wasn’t the fault
of the house, either. You’re not being
fair! And anyway, houses aren’t like
people; they don’t get ugly just because
they get old. There’s an old house out
in the country in Longwood—"" She
broke off, because straight in front of
them, set in a circle cut out of the ce-
ment, was a young sycamore tree, its
sooty branches showered with young
green leaves, fine as rain.

“Oh, just look at that tree!” she
cried. “What have you got in Kildare
to equal that? And have you heard the
birds in this street?”

“I hear a few starving sparrows now
and then, in the back yard of the digs,”
he said.

“Oh, them! They’re probably coun-
try birds that ought never to have left

home! I mean the city birds that live

L ]

in the creeper on the houses. Did you
hear that?” she cried excitedly, as at
that moment, somewhere close to them,
a small bird gave a vesper call.

“Where 1s it?” he asked, staring at
the gray and withered creeper, thin as a
cobweb, on the brick. They could not
see even a stir. It was as if the bricks
were singing,

“Well, this is where I live,” she said,
stopping just there, and putting her
hand on the iron rail that led up the
flight of steps.

“Oh, the one with the bird,” he said
gallantly, but she saw that the look
he threw over the house was sharp
and critical. “I’ll sec you in the library
sometime, I suppose,” he said vaguely.

“I suppose so,” she said, vaguely, too,
and she was glad that her answer was
drowned by another note, single but
clean as water, that came just then
from the creeper.

T was well over a week before they
met again. She was already at her
desk in the library when he appeared,
but the minute he saw her he came
straight over. “Was I rude the other

day, talking like that about the street
where you live? ”” He seemed concerned.

“Oh, I didn’t mind.”

“I hope you didn’t,” he said earnest-
ly. “I think it’s something in my nature
that makes me hate the city. 1 feel a
different person the minute I step off
the bus on the country road!”

“Isn’t it good you can get away like
that,” she said, feeling more sympathy
with him than the last time.

“It is. I don’t know what I’d do if
I couldn’t!” he said, and she realized
there was a note of desperation in his
voice.

“There’s no reason why you
shouldn’t always be able to go down, is
therer ”

“No immediate reason,” he said
slowly, and then his words came with
a rush. “I never feel the same about
going down there since my mother
died!” But at this point an old gentle-
man at the desk in front of them turned
around and frowned. “We're disturb-
ing people—I’ll tell you another time,”
he said. “Perhaps we might walk up the
street together at ten o’clock?”

“If you like,” she said diffidently,
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not knowing if it was even a question.

“I’ll tell you about 1t on the way
home,” he said. It had been a question.

Yet when the bell rang, she thought
he’d forgotten her. He walked out of
the library without a glance at her. Like
the last time, however, he was waiting
for her on the landing, and he took up
what he was saying as if he’d left off
in the middle of a word. “Things have
never been the same since my brother
married, anyway,” he said. And he
sighed. “My sister-in-law is very kind.
She tries hard to please me. And my
brother sends one of the workmen to
meet the bus at Clane every Frday
night with my bicycle. But it’s not the
same as when my mother was ahive.
can’t feel I’'m wanted in the same way!
To tell you the truth, ’m out with my
gun most of the time, wandering about
the woods.”

“Oh, but I’m sure they Lke having
you,” she said. And why wouldn’t they,
she thought, looking at him. He was
really very nice! But he wasn’t listen-
ing to her,

“I know one thing!” he said deter-
minedly. “I wouldn’t go down there any
more if there was a family on the way!”

“But what difference would that

make! Tt hardly seems fair to hope
they won’t have any,” she said, finding
it hard not to laugh.

“Oh, I wasn’t thinking about them.
I was thinking about myself. I’d hate
to be there if there was anything like
that going on! Something happened
last summer, you see,” he said, lowering
his voice. “They didn’t tell me what
was the matter, but she was in bed for
several days. It was during the holidays,
and I was at home for two months. It
was very awkward for me. I stayed
out most of the day, but I had to go in
sometimes. I felt very uncomfortable!”

“Did she have a miscarriage?”

“I suppose so,” he said, and he gave
her a glance that she found hard to
interpret. ““I'he house was full of
women, anyway,” he went on, and
more easily somehow, she thought—was
it possible that he appreciated her ex-
plicitness! “They were going up and
down the stairs all the time, and whis-
pering. It was just fussing. Oh, I’d
never want to get married if there was
much of that going on!”

This time she did laugh outright.
“But why would there be? It doesn’t
often happen.”

“Oh, I don’t know,” he said cau-
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tiously. “And women feel differently
about these things—they revel in it, if
you ask me.”

“Not all of them!” she protested.
“Nﬂt Inc_,j

“Not you, maybe,” he agreed ab-
sently. “But then, you’re not like other
girls. I never met a girl like you before.
By the way,” he said, “you said some-
thing about Longwood the last time I
was talking to you. That’s very near
where I live. How do you know it so
well?

“I live there,” she said. “Near there,
anyway—about a mile outside the vil-
lage—"

“Butyousaid . . . I thought...” He
stammered with confusion.

“I go home every Friday,” she said
quietly. “Like you. We've got a flat
in Leeson Street. I stay there on week
nights.”

He was still staring at her. “I might
have known!” he said then.

She laughed. “Thank you—I take
it that’s a compliment?” They had
reached where she lived. “Oh, look at
our tree!” she exclaimed. Only a week
had passed since they’d looked up at
it for the first time together, but the
green buds that had looked as if they’d
rained upon the branches were now as
big as birds,

“As big as birds!” he exclaimed, ex-
actly as if he had read her mind. “You’d
think if you clapped your hands they’d
risc up and fly away!”

Oh, but if those buds were birds,
not for anything would she clap her
hands. Ordinary as the moment was,
she wanted to prolong it as long as she
could, and with it the new and delicate
delight it bore. But even while she held
her breath, the magic went, and with-
out looking down she knew that his at-
tention had been taken by something
else.

“I must ask you to excuse me,” he
said abruptly. “I forgot 1 had promised
to meet someone tonight.”

She didn’t need to loock to know it
was another girl, but she didn’t expect
the girl who was waiting impatiently for
him on the other side of the street to be
so striking—tall, like him, and with a
strong and perfect face. But as the girl
impatiently stepped off the pavement
and came across the street to meet him,
it was her eyes that held attenton. What
word would describe them? The only
word that came to mind hardly made
sense, but it fitted exactly—they were
ranging eyes. I might have known, she
thought, not noticing these were the
same words he had used about her a few
minutes earlier. And she felt exactly as if
she were never going to see him again.
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But on the following Mon-
day evening, when she went
to the library, he was there,
although he didn’t seem to see
her. She sat down and tried
to concentrate. It was a fine
evening, and on the dome
overhead, still daylit and blue,
a few pigeons paraded. They
could be very distracting, be-
cause although through the
frosted glass their bodies were
blurred, on it their pink feet
formed patterns exact and
cryptic. After a few minutes,
one of them caught up a lump
of dislodged masonry with his
pink toes—or perhaps it was
lovsencd putty—and clinked it
against the glass. Lifting it,
he let it drop again, and then
again, and it was soon apparent
that this noise would be kept
up as long as there was light
in the sky. One or two people
tittered. One or two frowned.

Almost immediately, An-
drew Gill stood up and came
over to her. “I can’t settle
down with that wretched
bird,” he said. “How about
you? Will we gor™

He wants to talk about
the girl, she thought. And I don’t want
to hear it. She got up all the same and
went with him.

Hoping perhaps to forestall his con-
fidence, she was the first to speak when
they were on the landing. “Did you
enjoy the weekend?” she asked.

“Oh, I didn’t go home,” he said,

The girl, of course! “Why?” she
asked, in a small voice.

“Family reasons,” he said. She felt
he said it as if she should have known.
“I’ll tell you when we get outside,” he
added.

“I thought it had something to do
with that girl you met the other night,”
she said, before she realized she was giv-
ing something away.

He looked surprised. “Olive? But
why would I stay for her?” His words
were so impersonal, and his voice, and
even the expression on his face, that her
heart lifted, and she didn’t mind his
next words in the least, although they
were all praise of the girl. “You saw
her? Isn’t she very striking? And she’s
brilliantly clever. She’s been qualified a
year, and she’s younger than me! What
did you think of her?” Before she could
answer, he lowered his voice and went
on. “She’s very strange, though,” he
said. “I know her fairly well. I met
her last summer, m London. I was over
there with the Debating Society—ex-
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“T0 be perfectly frank with you, sir, when I got the loan last year,
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penses paid, of course—and I stayed on
a few days with a chap I know who has
a room in Chelsea. It was in the King’s
Road T met her, as a matter of fact,
walking along one afternoon. I recog-
nized her at once from law lectures—
who wouldn’t, with a face like that! I
didn’t expect her to recognize me! Our
eyes met, though, and she stopped. We
talked for a few minutes, and I thought
I ought to ask her to have a cup of
tea. I didn’t expect she’d have it, but
she did, and do you know—we weren’t
halfway through the tea when she
asked me for a loan! Can you imagine
that?”’

“Did you give it to herr”

“You don’t know how much she
wanted,” he said, “or you wouldn’t ask
that! Thirty pounds! I don’t suppose
I had thirty shillings at the time!”

“Did she tell you what she wanted it
for?”

“No. And I didn’t ask. I felt safer
not knowing. You feel kind of responsi-
ble for people from home when you
meet them in another place, don’t you
think! Anyway, I knew that I wasn’t
the only one she had to turn to in Lon-
don, because she mentioned a medical
student we both knew, and as a matter
of fact she said she was meeting him
that night, Convery was his name. I
always thought him a nice fellow. He’d

failed his finals, she said, and she seemed
upset about it, so I felt they must know
each other fairly well. I ran into the
two of them again that evening—I
mean I saw them. They didn’t see
me. It was in a restaurant in Soho, one
of those places where there’s a small
space for dancing. They were so taken
up with each other they didn’t see any-
one! He was holding her very close,
and whispering in her ear, but once
when I looked I saw there were tears in
her eyes. I felt very sorry that I couldn’t
help her. And I think she knew I was
sincere in that, because when we were
both back in Dublin she looked me up.
And she’s been looking me up ever
since, now and then, and asking me to
meet her—Iike that evening you saw
her. It’s hard to know what she wants
from me, though. She never stays long
with me. She’s so restless. But yet
there are times, like that night, when
she rings me up and says she simply must
see me or she’ll go mad!”

“What about the fellow!” she asked
cautiously.

“Oh, he’s back in Dublin, too. He
did his finals again and scraped through
this time. I think he’s not practicing,
though. I don’t know why.”

“Are they seeing each other still?
What I mean is—"" She hesitated.
“What I mean is that she must have
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some interest in you, in spite of what
vou said about the other fellow!”

“Is it me?” He gave a laugh. “Not
at all.” But he must have seen she
wasn’t satisfied, “Look here,” he said,
“there’s something I didn’t tell you. I
was only told it myself in confidence.”

“Oh, it has nothing to do with me,”
she said coldly.

“Why do you say thatf” he said.
“T’d like you to be interested. I wish
I could tell you.” He frowned. “It’s a
bit of a responsibility having someone’s
confidence—in a matter like that. I
think I will tell you sometime! Not
now, though,” he said, dismissing the
topic. ““There’s something else T want
to talk about tonight, if you don’t
mind?”” They had reached the foot of
Leeson Street and were walking slow-
ly. “It’s about my weckends. I’d like
vour advice,” he said gravely. “My
brother was up in town this afternoon.
My sister-in-law has been in bed again,
and this time they had another doctor,
not the local doctor but one down from
Dublin—a woman’s doctor.”

“A gynecologist, you mean!” she
said sharply.

“Yes,” he said humbly, as if he knew
this time that she found his approach to
this topic irritating. ‘‘She has to stay in
bed for several wecks,” he said more
easily, as if she had cleared the air for
him. “It’s too bad, really. That’s what
[ wanted to ask you about—do you
think 1t would be all right for me to go
down?”

Her first impulse was to urge him to
go, but she hesitated, thinking that his
embarrassment might come from some-
thing in his experience she didn’t under-
stand, Then, overcome by a sudden
impulse, she heard herself utter the most
astonishing words. “Why don’t you
come down to us for the weckend!
This weekend, I meant”

He stared at her in amazement.

“Well, why not?” she said. “You’d
oet away from here—and it would give
them a chance to get used to their new
circumstances,’

“But wouldn’t your people mind?”
he asked after a pause.

“Oh, there’s only my father,” she
said offhandedly, “and he likes having
people about.”

Clearly, he himself didn’t come from
gregarious stock. “Does your father
shoot?” he asked after another pause.

She saw that the answer to this would
be of great importance to him. “Only
rabbits.”

The rabbits seemed to put things on
a better basis. “How would I get
downt” he asked cautiously.

“Oh, there are several buses.” She
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was trying to give an impression of care-
lessness, though 1t was of vital impor-
tance to her now that he come, if only
to prove he had not thought the invita-
tion outrageous. She felt like holding her
breath, in case a breath might scare him
away. But she couldn’t hold it forever.
“I think there are plenty of plover in
the fields,” she said timidly.

“Golden plovert” he asked eagerly.

—Mark M. PERLEBERG

“Are there different kinds?

“You don’t mean to say you don’t
know the difference!”

“A bit like magpies?”

“Oh, that’s green plover—the com-
mon sort! They’re easy enough to find
in most places. They make quite good
shooting, though,” he added hastly.
But she saw he was disappointed.

“Last Sunday, I saw a pheasant,” she
said.

“On your own land?” he asked
eagerly. “A hen?”

“I think so. Yes, it was a hen, of
course—the duller of the two, isn’t it?”’

“I should think so!” he said. “You



can’t mistake the male at this time of
year, with everything so green all about.
And they get so daring coming up to
the close scason. You can see every
feather—not just the mottle on the
body but the ring of white feathers
around the neck, and even the ficry
rim of feathers about the eyes—"

But she interrupted him. ““That’s
not feathers—the red nim about the
eyes. Surely that’s skin or inflamed
fleshr”

He was so taken by surprise he stared
vacantly for a moment. “You’re right,”
he said then. “You're absolutely right.
But how did you know that!” He must
have been thinking that a minute before
she hadn’t known the male from the
hen.

“I’ve seen them in the poulterer’s,”
she said, so apologetically that he threw
back his head and gave a loud laugh.
“Well, will you come? ” she cried, quick
on the laugh, taking him a bit off guard.
“The bus gets to the gate about eight,
but if I’'m not there, it will still be light
for you to make your way up to the
house.”

“It’s very kind of you, I must say,”
he said after 2 minute, and she knew he
had capitulated.

“Well, I’ll see you then,” she said,
to show 1t was settled, although she ex-
pected to see him again before then,

HEN two whole evenings passed

and she did not see him, she got
uneasy. On Thursday evening, she felt
sure he’d be in the library, but as she
went up the steps of the library she saw
not him but the girl! Olive! Immedi-
ately she was unhappy, although she
went into the library and tried to forget
her. When a short time afterward,
however, Andrew came in, she knew
at once that something was wrong. He
looked around the room and came
straight to her desk.

“Must you study tonightt” he asked
abruptly. “I’d like to talk to you—
about the weekend,” he added.

“You’re not coming?”

“How do you know?” he asked in
SUrprise.

She got up, and they went out to-
gether,

“I was coming,” he said as they went
down the stairs,

“I know! Till you met her!” she
cried. “‘I saw her on the steps when I
was coming in,”

He looked unhappy. “She really
didn’t say anything,” he said. “It was
the way she looked. All she said was she
hadn’t thought we knew each other so
well!”’

“And what did you say?”
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“Last year, it was retire in Florida. Now i’s amazing
land bargains in Albuguerque.”

“T told her the truth,” he said sim-
ply. “I said we didn’t know each other
well at all, but that you lived in the
country and knew I’d be glad of a
chance to get out of Dublin.”

“What did she say to that?”

“She only shrugged her shoulders
and walked away. She’s like that, you
know! T can’t understand it, because
she’d phoned the digs to say she’d be
waiting for me—that she wanted to see
me!”

She pondered this for a minute. “Are
you sure she isn’t interested in your”
she said then, very slowly and care-
fully.

“Not in the least!” he said stoutly.
“Do you remember I said there was
something about her I hadn’t told you?
Well, I’'m going to tell you now. I feel
differently about it since she interfered
in my affairs. She’s married! To that
fellow I saw her with in London—
Convery. They were married even
then, when I saw them in London!”’

“But why ...?”

“Well, that’s just it! They don’t

live with each other. There’s some
reason—nhis mother doesn’t know about
the marriage, or something ke that,
but it’s not the only reason. They have
some awful effect on each other, she
says. 'T'he minute they’re together, they
quarrel. It’s happening all the time,
and yet when they’re apart they’re
miserable, too. She says it’s like a curse
on them, whatever she means by that!”
An unhappy look came over his own
face at the thought of it. “What do
you make of it?”” he asked. “I wanted to
tell you ever since I met you. [ wanted
to talk it over with you, and sce what
you’d say. What do you make of itr”

“I don’t know,” she said slowly. “I
don’t think I understand it very well.”

“Nor me!” he said.

“Well, then!” she cried suddenly.
“If we can’t understand them, how
could she possibly understand us? I
don’t think she should have said any-
thing to you—about me, [ mean.”

“Neither do I!” he said firmly, but
he was still troubled about something.
“Apart from that, though—perhaps I
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ought not to go home with you tomor-
row anyway,” he said miscrably. “For
other reasons. I’ve been sceing a lot of
you! For a person of my disposition, I
mean,” he added quickly when she
raised her eyebrows. “You see,” he
said, “I’ve never enjoyed talking to
anyone as much as I've enjoyed talking
to you—or not for years. Not since I
used to go out with my brother all day
long on the bog.”

“Is that the brother who’s married
nowr”

“No—a younger brother. He died.”

KCOI_].]  § )

“It’s all right—I don’t mind now.
I’ve got over it. I was only explaining
that being with you was the nearest
thing to being with him. But I suppose
I’ve been foolish, and there i5 a differ-
ence, It might easily turn into some-
thing else!”

“And what harm if it did?” she said
boldly.

“Oh, but we wouldn’t want that to
happen, would we?” he said with great

concern. “It would spoil everything!”
He looked genuinely distressed. “You
wouldn’t want it, would you?”

“I don’t know,” she said prudently.
“But even if it did turn into something
else, I don’t see how it could matter, as
long as we both felt the same way.”

“Oh, I wouldn’t worry about that
he said. “I’m certain we’d never feel
differently about anything. I can’t
imagine us disagrecing about any-
thing,” he said confidently.

“Even about Dublin!” she said, and
he laughed. “Well, then!” she said.
“Why worry?”

“You mean I ought to go down as
we arranged?” he said.

“T do,” she said decisively.

“And I will,” he said, equally strong-
ly, and so loudly that a lady in the street
stared in disapproval. “After all, tomor-
row may never come!”

“That’s true!” she said, but a small
guilty feeling stole into her heart, as if
somehow she had taken an advantage
over him. Because at that moment she
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“When Allen Ginsberg has three kids and a mortgage,
maybe Pl listen to what he has to say.”

had a feeling that not only would to-
morrow come but other tomorrows,
and that one day they’d get married.
And the responsibility would be hers. It
rested with her at that moment.

He, however, was concerned only
with the weekend. “Well, is it settled ?
he asked. And when she nodded, he
smiled. “Aren’t we lucky! That we can
talk over things, even an awkward mat-
ter like that, and not—"

“I know.” She nodded, without let-
ting him finish.

He frowned. “How is it they are so
different, I wonder?”

“T don’t know,” she said. “It’s the
kind of people they are, I suppose.
We've kept ourselves free in some way,
and that gives us the right of choice,
whereas they—"

“I know, I know,” he said, and he
looked very sagacious. “Whercas they
were caught up blindly into some-
thing—?’

“Almost the prey of something? > she
suggested.

“Yes, yes!™ he said. “At the mercy
of some force of—well, of destruction,
I’d say!” They walked on silently for
a little way. ““T’hat’s it!” he said with
satisfaction, and then he looked at his
watch. “Look here, it’s ecarly yet—
couldn’t we have a cup of coffee before
I see you home?”

“That would be nice,” she said.
They turned back toward the city. But
she was still thinking of the others. “It
must be awful for them!”” she said.

“I know,” he said, measuring his step
carefully to hers. “I often think about
them, about him in particular. It must
be terrible to have made a mess of things
like that at the beginning of your life.
How can he hope to make a success of
his profession with all that strain and
tension’

She glanced at him. T’ll never make
him suffer, she vowed. “It must be
anguish for them,” she said aloud. But
as she said the word, its meaning, which
she would have thought immutable,
began to change and take on strange in-
flections that were not all of pain.
There seemed even to be implicationsin it
of something like exultation. And again
she felt that same guilt toward him.

But it was absurd. Had he not said
himself—and wasn’t he right? —that
they were to be envied, a lucky pair?

—DMary Lavin

He noted 2.4 million tons of tomatoes
were produced in California in 1961, and
2.5 million tons were consumed, leaving a
very small carryvover.—Sacramento Bee,

Very, very small.
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ANNALS OF EXPLORATION

I~THE

THE BLUE NILE

TALLEST MAN YOU EVER SAW GRATIS

HE Blue Nile pours very

gleam with an iridescent blue,

quietly and uneventfully

out of Lake Tana, in the
northern highlands of Ethiopia,
There is no waterfall or cata-
ract, no definite current—
nothing, in fact, to indicate
that this gently moving flow
is embarked upon a momentous
journey to the Mediterranean,
twenty-seven hundred and fif-
ty miles away. The outlet lies
in a bay at the southern end of
the lake, and it would be quite
possible for a traveller to miss
it altogether; the shoreline un-
obtrusively divides into low 1s-
lands fringed with black lava
boulders and overgrown with
jungle, and the gray-green
watcr slips in between. There
arc no villages here, and, ex-
cept for a few fishermen pad-
dling about on their papyrus
rafts, no sign of civilization at
all. The silence is absolute, One
sees a few spry gray monkeys
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The eastern bank 1s a succes-
sion of rough hills, but on the
west black, cotton-soil plains
spread away to distant moun-
tains, which are very strange:
their tops are the granite cores
of extinct volcanoes, and they
sprout hike vast gray cactuses
in the sky.

After about twenty miles of
this, one 1s aware of some sort
of commotion ahead. The mur-
mur of the water grows into a
roar, and a low, wet cloud
hangs over the valley. This 1s
the first intimation of the great
Tisisat Falls, and it 15 an ex-
traordinary thing that they
should be so little known, for
they are in some ways the
grandest spectacle that either
the Blue Nile or the White
Nile has to offer; in all Africa,
only the Victoria Falls, on the
Zambesi, are to be compared
with them. As with the Victora

on the rocks, and the black-
and-white kingfisher fluttering

Falls, there is the same calm
approach past small, wooded

ten feet above the water before

he makes his dead-straight drop

upon a fish. Pythons live in these re-
gions, and they grow to a length of
twenty feet or more. This is the place
where the river, here known as the Big
Abbai, starts its unchecked race to the
sea, but in a sense—a technical sense—
it can be said to rise in a swamp called
Ghish Abbai, some scventy miles to the
southwest, from which the Little Abbai
River courses down through the Ethio-
pian highlands to Lake Tana.

Here at the lake, we are six thousand
feet above sea level, and the equatorial
sunshine is immensely hot and bright.
Toward midday, however, a breeze
gets up on the water, and it continues
until evening, when, in an instant, the
sun vanishes in an explosion of lurid
color. It can be very cold if you are
sleeping out at night. The river is full
of these contrasts and surprises. At the
outlet, you may feel yourself to be at
the extremity of 1solation and loneliness,
but you can be pretty sure that some
dark Ethiopian hidden in the trees is
watching every move you make. Across
the lake, hardly half an hour away, are
Coptic monasteries that have survived
since the Middle Ages, and they are in-
habited by priests who, in the morning

and again in the evening, walk slowly
around their arcular thatch-roofed
churches with the cross in one hand and
the smoking censer in the other. In the
sanctuaries, overrun by rats and peeling
with damp and decay, are wall paintings
depicting Christ and lis Ethiopian dis-
ciples as white men, attended by the
half-naked figures of female saints.
Only the Devil 1s black.

The traveller proceeding down the
Big Abbai from Lake Tana by boat
will be blocked almost at once. A few
miles downstream, the water begins to
boil turbulently over rocks and shallows
that are impossible to navigate with any
safety, and so he must take to mules and
follow the river as close to its banks as
the thick scrub will allow. The land-
scape here is a delightful combination of
tropical and mountainous Africa—aca-
cia trees and lotuses, the banyan and the
eucalyptus, palms and delicate water
ferns. One 1s as yet a little too far up-
stream for the crocodile, but there 1s an
exuberance of birds—fish cagles calling
from the treetops in the morning, white
storks with delicate fringes of black on
their wings, starlings that look like any-
thing but starlings, since their feathers

islands and smooth rocks, and

then, abruptly, the stream van-
ishes in a tremendous white downpour
that thundcrs as it falls. Looking down
from the top, one sees, far below, a
narrow gorge filled with racing water,
and it twists and turns unul it is finally
lost to sight in the surrounding cliffs.
The spray flung up from this gorge cre-
ates a perpetual soft rain, and to stand
there for just five minutes means that
you will be wet to the skin. For the
newcomer, it is an alarming sort of
place, and he will see with surprise flocks
of little black birds with pointed, pinkish
wings flying directly into the spray and
landing on the slippery rocks at the very
lip where the water makes its frightful
downward plunge. Unconcerned, they
fly off again through a nearly circular
rainbow that hangs in the spray hike a
whirling firework.

The Tisisat Falls are the end of all
peace on the Blue Nile. The river now
begins to make its great gash through
the Ethiopian plateau. For nearly five
hundred miles it contnues in an im-
mense curve—at first in a southerly di-
rection, then west, then north—until 1t
pours itself out of the mountains onto
the hot plains of the south Sudan. The
farther it goes, the deeper it cuts; by
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“OTwas brillig, and the slithy toves
Did gyre and gimble in the wabe;
All mimsy were the borogoves,
And the mome raths outgrabe’ . . .

the time it has reached central Ethiopia,
the gorge 1s a mile deep and, in places,
fifteen miles wide, yet the river, even at
the height of the dry season, still tears
and boils along too fast for any boat to
live upon its surface. No one has ever
made the boat journey down the Blue
Nile from Lake Tana to the Sudan; no
one has yet managed to walk or take a
mule along the full length of its precip-
itous banks. One can, of course, get
down to the river at the points where
its tributaries come in from the plateau
above, and these tributaries occur in
scores. Some, like the Bascillo, which
flows in from the highlands of Mag-
dala, in the east, and the Guder and the
Didessa, which join from the south, are
great rivers in their own right; others
are mountain brooks that flow only in
winter. But, having once descended
these ravines to the main stream, you

&

must go back to the plateau above by
the same path; you cannot make your
way along the bank. And so the Blue
Nile in Ethiopia 1s really known only
from above, and in the early morning
you can trace its course by a curving
line of fleecy clouds that hang a thou-
sand feet or so above the gorge.

At the places where the river valley
temporarly widens out, a few native
settlements scrape an existence, remote
from all the world, but apart from these
no one lives in the Blue Nile gorge;
the Ethiopians, who are accustomed
to the bright horizons of the plateau,
fear to go down into that damp and
malarial heat. It is not until one ap-
proaches the Sudanese border, four
hundred and seventy miles from Lake
T'ana and some forty-five hundred feet
below it, that villages reappear, and one
notices at once how great a change has

overtaken the people. In the highlands,
one was among the Ambharic and the
Galla races, who resemble no one else in
Africa—thin, hvely, good-looking peo-
ple, with skins ranging from hght coffce
to the deepest black. They have a certain
arrogance, which may come from their
highland blood and from a religious tra-
dition that dates back well over two
thousand years, and their intelligence 1s
commonly a good deal higher than that
of the East and Central African tribes
that surround their mountain strong-
hold. The Christianity of the Amharas
1S not an importation brought in by
Western mussionaries but an ancient
growth dating back to the fourth cen-
tury, when they were converted from
Judaism. Except for this, and for their
dark skins and white robes, it is impossi-
ble not to associate these people with the
Jews—from whom, in fact, their kings



L
i -

il
-

' "
yF 3
| A -
giss
133 FE*
123 1.
] ¥ &
18 i |
e KL

Q

"l

.
=

g

i

Both sides of the storage

This versatile Heritage storage screen is a Because of the unique wedge-shaped design of the best of ¢ CI'I"'—F"IEIU*;‘I" design.
beauty—any way you Ic it of these units, you can fit two or more When you see the nnian Lullm_,’rl
From the front, each storage unit is genuine together, facing in alternate directions (as one of the good stores nearby, :
American walnut, 32" wide, 12" deep and illustrated) to form a storage wall, screen or you look at both sides of the Ltr age scre
76" high with four shelves on top and one room divider. Or you can use them singly It's two-faced, we'll admit, but we think you’ll
within the base cabinet. From the back it is as corner cabinets. like them both.

an off-white panel with 2 sepia floral design is storage screen is from Heritage’'s If you'd like a brochure of the complete
and serves as a decorative screen. Both orilliant new Perennian Collection—furniture Perennian Collection, send twenty-five cents
sides of the storage screen reflect Heritage’s esigned and built for people who want sub- to Heritage Furniture Company, Depart-
renowned craftsmanship. stance and quality along with the informality ment NY-4, High Point, North Carolina.

HERITAGE

A LIVING TRADITION IN FURNITURE




oas1032 9d3 10 2sbia diod

.ngizab yisrogmsainoo to tead adf to

16 noitasllod neinns199 sdt ssz voy nadW
Yesgguz sw ydissn 291o0ie boog e to sno
.Nss5132 sge1oiz orll to zabiz rdiod te Aool uoy
I*woy Anidi sw fud Jimbe I1'sw bsast-owt 2'1l
rtod marli sAil

sislqmod sdf to swudsord e il b'uoy 1l
2in9o svit-yinawt bnasz ,noitasliod neinne1a9
-heqgad yneqmod siutinw3 sgstiveH of
Enilo1ed dihol Jnio9 dgiH B-YW tnam

ngiesb bsqerz-sgbaw supinu sdi to szueds8
svom 10 owl fit ned voy .2linu szart o
2g) enoijosib sisnistle ni gniost 1srtsgot
10 nagvoz Jlew sgeiofz & mot of (batertaulli
yignie mar! szu ned oy 10 .1sbivib moor

.2}snidea 19mioo 28
2'sgslitsH monrt 2i nasidaz sgeroiz a2idT
gwdimut—noitasllod neinns1e9 wan $nsillind
-duz tnew orw slqoaq ot iliud bne bangiasb
vdilermotni adi dliw gnole yhileup bne sonstz

dOATIAdH

JAUTIMAUI M1 MOITIQART aUWIVIL A

6 2i N9z sgsiofz agstivaH slitsziev 2idT
i 18 Aool uoy yew yne —viuead

aniuneyg 2i Jinu sgeroie dass Jnoit sl mord
bns gasb "SI .sbiw *SE Junlsw nsaitsmA
eno bne qot no 2avisde wot diiw dgid Yo\
21 11 Aoed adl mord danidea szed adl nidliw
ngizsb Isvolt sigez & diiw laneq afidw-tto ns
fto8 .nes10z 9viter1oosb & 26 29visz bns
2'agetivaH 1oaltsy nsavoe sgevotz art to 2shiz
.gidznemeatie1d banwonsy




claim to be descended. Now, however,
as one comes down from the mountains
to the Sudanese border, the Christian
civilization falls away, and pagan Negro
settlements take its place. This is a coun-
try of oppressive heat that creates a sort
of woolliness 1in the mind, and of long,
slow, uneventful days that have stunted
human ambition from prehistoric times.
The river, instead of being a menacing
thing, tearing away at the rocks and
soill in its forbidding gorge, becomes the
reassuring source of life itself. We are
not quite in the desert yet; the river stll
moves along swiftly over black granite
boulders and occasional cataracts, with
scrub forest on either bank, and the
mountains subside only gradually into
the plain. Nevertheless, this 1s a genuine
frontier, and anyone who visits this place
will come much closer to an under-
standing of the history of the river. This
is the point of contact between the desert
Arabs and the highland Ethiopians, be-
tween Mohammedanism and Christian-
ity. No one crosses this border with
impunity. When the Arab invades Ethi-
opia, his camels die in the mountains,
and he himself soon loses heart in the
fearful cold. When the Ethiopian comes
down into the desert, his mules collapse
in the appalling heat, and he is soon
driven back into the hills by the lack of
water. It is the conflict between two ab-
solutely different ways of life, and even
religion seems unable to make a bridge,
since Christianity falters as soon as it
reaches the desert, and Islam has never
been really powerful in the mountains.
Only the river binds these two conflict-
ing worlds together.

The village of Bumbodi is supposed to
mark the actual border between Ethio-
pia and the Sudan, but it is hardly a vil-
lage at all—mecrely a few huts scattered
through the scrub along the riverbank—
and not until we move farther down-
stream, to Fazughli, where there are
gold mines, and to Roseires, where the
river passes through its last cataract, do
we begin to feel the effect of the hard
spaces of the Sudan. All that is now
left of the mountains is the djebels,
the huge outcrops of isolated rock that
stand like sentinels on the empty plain.
At Sennar, one is in the heart of Moslem
Sudan. There is still a wet season here,
and at the first touch of rain every tree
and shrub, which has looked dead be-
yond recall, bursts into hectic leaf.
North of Sennar, however, not even the
shrubs remain; a few yards inland from
the riverbank the desert sand takes con-
trol, and it will yield practically nothing
unless it is irrigated by canals. Two
tributaries come in from the east—the

Dender and the Rahad, both of them
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torrents in the wet scason—and these,
too, have found thewr way across the
desert, by different routes, from the
mountains around Lake Tana. The
Blue Nile 1s now a formidable stream,
and it lows on with increased force to
join the White Nile at Khartoum.

The White Nile is a much longer riv-
er than the Blue; at Khartoum it has
already come two thousand miles from
its source, in Lake Victoria. But the fall
of the White Nile’s water over this vast
distance has been something like twen-
ty-five hundred feet—compared to the
Blue Nile’s tumultuous drop of nearly
five thousand feet—and so it has a quiet
and sedate appearance. Steamers and
feluccas move about comfortably on its
broad expanse. It is very much the par-
ent stream. However, the real strength
of the single river that now flows north
from Khartoum lies in the Blue Nile. It
provides three-quarters of the total vol-
ume of water in the combined stream,
and for seven months of the year it
rushes down from the Ethiopian moun-
tains with the effect of a tidal wave. By
June, the force of this flood is so great
that the White Nile is dammed back
upon itself at Khartoum; it pauses, as it
were, and stands aside while the young-
er, liveher river pushes past, carrying
hundreds of thousands of tons of discol-
oring grit and soil to Egypt. At last, in
January, the tremendous rush subsides,
and the White Nile begins to assert itself
again. Then, at Khartoum, you can see
the two rivers flowing on quietly side by
side, and for a few miles there is a dis-
tinct dividing line between them on the
surface of the water—the White Nile
not precsely white but more nearly
a muddy gray, the Blue Nile seldom
absolutely blue, except for certain mo-
ments at dawn and in the evening, but
more of a brownish green.

T'he river still has seventeen hundred
and fifty miles to go before it reaches
the Mediterranean, and it will receive
only one more tributary, the Atbara
(another gift of the Lake Tana high-
lands), before it plunges into regions
where there is no rain at all—nothing
but this warm, brown, softly moving
flow of water to relieve the endless
sameness of the desert. Here, at last,
in a region where everything would
seem to conspire to make life a misery—
the heat, the dust storms, the 1solation,
the lack of any green thing beyond the
confines of the river—we come upon
the first evidence of the ancient civili-
zations that are a flat denial of the
primitiveness of Africa. At Merog, near
Shendi, about a hundred and eighty
miles downstream from Khartoum,
there are some two hundred ruined pyr-
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amids standing in the desert, and farther |

on, as the river descends toward the
Egyptian border over a series of long but
gentle cataracts, more and more tem-
ples and fortresses appear. This 1s the
region of Nubia, which is also a frontier
of a kind—or, rather, 2 no man’s land,
where, in ancient times, invading armies
came up the Nile in search of slaves,
cold, and ivory. Each conqueror found-
ed a new dynasty and raised new monu-
ments to his own glory, only to be driv-
en out by other conquerors—Egyptians,
Persians, Greeks, Romans, and the Nu-
bians themselves—and it is strange that
so many of them worshipped the sun,
which was their enemy, and not the riv-
er, which was their only hope of life. It
is also remarkable that this wild region,
so eagerly fought for and so intensively
cultivated in the past, should have been
so very much abandoned in our own era.
Such life as remains 1s fixed in the Nub-
an settlements on the riverbank, where
the brightly painted designs of the houses
remind one far more of primitive Afn-
ca than of ancient Egypt; along the car-
avan routes that wind from oasis to
oasis across the desert; and in the pil-
grimages to Mecca that continue to
cross these wastes, year after year, with
a kind of antlike fidelity—a determined
search for grace through the awful
hardships of travelling in the African
heat.

At Aswan, which was a great cara-
van center in its day, and the southern-
most outpost of the Roman Empire,
another change overtakes the river val-
ley. For the past few hundred miles, all
has been stark rock and and yellow sand,
but now, as one leaves the last cataract
and the island temples of Philae, plan-
tations of wheat and sugar cane appear,
and lines of camels and donkeys move
along the riverbank among palms and
tamarisks. It is the beginning of the
softness and lushness of Egypt and the
end of the wildness of the Nile. The
very birds have a tame and unhurried
air—whether they are the white egrets
feeding in the swamps, the pigeons on
every rooftop, or the herons and storks
standing in the shallows like decorations
on a Japanese screen—and the buffalo,
released in the evening from his monot-
onous circhng around the water wheel,
comes down to the bank and subsides
with a groan of satisfaction into the
mud. One after another, the great tem-
ples come into view—Kom Ombo,
dominating a bend in the river; Edfu,
still intact on the western bank; Karnak
and Luxor; Dendera and Abydos.
There is a monumental stillness in the
warm air, an intimation of past existence

endlessly preserved, and day after day
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one glides on to the north, seeing the
things that every traveller has always
seen. It is a process of recognition; the
Pyramids and the Sphinx are prefigured
in the mind long before they meet the
eye. At Cairo, a hundred miles from
the sea, the Nile finally begins to drop
its Ethiopian mud. Confused by flatness
and its own tame pace, it spreads out
through many canals and waterways
into the green fan of the delta. Little
by httle, its falling silt has pushed the
land out into the Mediterranean, and
the river itself is lost in swamps and
lakes. Of the seven mouths that the
ancients knew, only two remain—one
at Rosectta and the other at Damietta—
but at the height of its flood the river
still stains the sea for many miles out.

This, then, is the end of the river.
Without it, the people of Egypt and of
a great part of the Sudan could not ex-
ist for a single day. Even a “low
Nile”—an annual flood less than the
average—is a disaster. This has always
been so, and it seems astonishing, there-
fore, that so little was known about the
river even in comparatively recent
times. As late as the closing years of the
eighteenth century, hardly any com-
merce moved upon its waters, and,
apart from the caravan routes, there
were no roads along it. Above Cairo,
there were no bridges, no cities of
any consequence, no government that
looked beyond its own parochial af-
fairs—and this in an area almost the
size of Europe. In the ramshackle mud-
hut villages that perched on the river-
bank, life went by in a torpor of igno-
rance and monotony. For well over a
thousand vears, the great civilization of
ancient Egypt had been forgotten, and
its writings were a closed book. Just a
few indomitable foreigners had made
their way into this wilderness. In the
t‘ﬂl"]}' seventeenth century, a group of
Portuguese priests penetrated Ethiopia
from the Indian Ocean, and actually
converted the court to Roman Catholi-
cism, but they were soon expelled.
Nearly a century later, a French doc-
tor, Jacques Charles Poncet—an en-
gaging character who is described as
“an adventurer, a great talker, and a
great drinker’—travelled up the Blue
Nile with a Jesuit priest and, at Gon-
dar, treated the Emperor of Ethiopia
for a “distemper,” and after this there
were a few others who wandered for a
time over the unmapped spaces of the
Nile Valley and managed to return to
FEurope, but by the seventeen-seventies
a great silence had again closed over
the river, and no one could say what

was happening there. Clearly, this de-
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You know Hef, the Playboy won-
der of the publishing world. [J
He built his mulumillion-dollar
bunny empire in less than nine
years — on $600 from hocked be-
longings, $10,000 raised through
~ sale of stock to friends, and an
editorial philosophy. [l The philosophy: “All the
nudes that’s fit to print.” [] Whether Hugh Hef-
ner’s gold key to success is 24 carat or polished
brass seems to be open to question. The question
applies both to the man and his mission. [ There
is a bit of the plowboy in the playboy, according
to an incisive profile by Saturday Evening Post
editor Bill Davidson this week. On-stage, Hef is
the urbane gourmet. Off-stage, his favorite drink
1s bourbon and cola. On-stage, Hef is the con-
noisseur of classical music and cool jazz. Off-stage,
he listens to 1949 Frankie Laine. On-stage, Hef
1s a bon vivant surrounded by celebrities and
Playboy Club bunnies. Off-stage, he’'d rather be
alone. [] Hefner sees himself as the leader of a
“good, healthy, upbeat revolt.” He believes that
“youshould work hard and play hard, and strive to

getinto the sophisticated upper crust.” [JA friend

of Hefner demurs. “It’s cut-
rate, mail-order sophistication
which American sophomores,
many of them middle-aged,
think they can buy for a six-
dollar subscription to Playboy or
a fifty-dollar gold key which will
admit them to the Playboy Clubs.” [ Revolt
against restrictions or sophomoric sex, something
keeps the Hefner rabbitry growing. (His one East-
erred egg was Show Business Illustrated.) He is
now hopping into hotels, motion pictures and tel-
evision films. And Hefner is enough of a commer-
cial phenomenon to have been the single subject
of a recent mid-term exam in Harvard’s Business
Policy I. [J You'll find the Hef profile in this
week's Post fascinating reading. (Along with
Speaking Out: The Voice of Dissent,” “People
on the Way Up,” Part I'V of the Menninger series,
a major article on Billy James Hargis, the fire-
breathing preacher of the far, far Right, and
many other stimulating pages.) It’s the sort of
alert, aware writing that makes the Post a leading

magazine with America’s reading families.
A CURTIS MAGAZINE

The Saturday Evening Post
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tachment and stagnation could not last.
It could be only a short time before
the aggressive curiosity of Europe was
drawn irresistibly toward Africa. But
there were still a few more years of
isolation to run out, and it was at this
moment that news arrived from the
most unexpected and least accessible
quarter of all—the heart of Ethiopia
itself. James Bruce declared that he had
been to the very source of the Blue Nile
and had traced its course from Lake
Tana to the sea.

VEN the briefest glance at Bruce’s
life reveals the great gulf that di-
vides us from the privileged classes of
cighteenth-century England. He be-
longs to a world that seems to us now
as dead as the dodo—the ancestral arms
and the entailed estate, the classical edu-
cation and the emphasis on manners, the
patronage and the violent prejudices.
Bruce hated the Papists as some people
hate snakes, and 1f he did not actually
believe in the divine right of kings, he
was certainly monarchist to the core.
Unlike the Victorian explorers who
were to follow him to Africa, he never
takes a moral attitude about such mat-

At Bonwit Teller, New York; Bonwit Teller, Boston; Bonwit Teller, Chicago;
Bonwit Teller, Cleveland; Bonwit Teller, Philadelphia; I. Magnin & Co.,
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ters as the slave trade and the benefits
that civilization could confer on the be-
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nighted blacks. He does not even make
the pretense of being a reformer or an
educator. He accepts the world as it is.
Quite simply, he is out to do the best he
can for himself, and he explores pure-
ly for the sake of curiosity and personal
adventure. Even by the standards of his
time and his class, Bruce was a formida-
ble man. He stood six feet four and
was strong in proportion, with dark-red
hair and a very loud voice. He had a
reputation as a horseman and a marks-
man, and wherever he went he seems
to have dispensed an air of confident
superiority. He felt superior. Even
Arabic and the Ethiopian dialects did
not defeat his natural fluency in lan-
guages; he was an enthusiastic amateur
of subjects like astronomy; he was so-
cially at ease; and he was rich. If he
was quick to take offense (he describes
himself 2s of “a sanguine, passionate
disposition, very sensible of injuries”)
and was often childishly vain and boast-
ful, he was also 2 man of imagination,
and there is no doubt whatever that he
was very brave and very determined.

It is strange that, even with all his
obvious merits, one does not like Bruce
very much, and stranger still that his
own contemporaries should have been so
brutal with him. Some vital ingredient
was missing from his nature—perhaps it
was humanity—and when all his hard-



CANOE S
"Dame "

FPARIS _ FRANCE

=i W T W AT
T & '-._'_"'I‘ f!.l_'. J

EAU DE
COLOGNE

CU/NANAN_S

MADE, BOTTLED, SEALED IN FRANCE



are you a Springmaid’

Springmaids have a way of bringing fresh country air into the bedroom! With Springmaid Fashion GG
Qheets. of course. This one is flower strewn Midsummer Dream, and there’s a wonderful choice \

of other Fashion Sheets by Springmaid, in prints, stripes, pastels and whitest white, from $2.98
to $12. At better stores or write for nearest store. Springmaid Sheets, 200 Church St., N. Y. 13.




ships and misfortunes have been related,
one is still left with the cold impression
of an intensely self-reliant man, of the
kind who repels sympathy by his own
conceit. He was born on the family
estate at Kinnaird, in Scotland, in 1730,
and within three years his mother died.
His father soon married again, and had
two daughters and six sons by his second
wife. Thus, from the first Bruce re-
mained a little apart from the rest of
the family, as the eldest son by another
wife and the heir to property and privi-
leges that dated back, it was claimed, to
the ancient kings of Scotland. He was a
delicate child, yet at the age of eight he
was sent to London—a week’s journcy
away by coach—to be educated by tu-
tors. At twelve, he was put into Har-
row, where he was well thought of as
a scholar. Education two hundred ycars
ago was pushed ahead much more rapid-
ly and thoroughly than it is today, and
at seventeen Bruce was sent back to
Scotland to study law at Edinburgh
University. He would have preferred
the church, but his father insisted on
the law, and this was a mistake, for
Bruce hated it so much that he soon be-
came ill. There followed several years
of idleness and convalescence at Kin-
naird, and in the end 1t was decided that
he should go down to London and find
a post with the East India Company.
In London, however, he soon fell in
love with the daughter of a well-to-do
wine merchant, and after marrying
her he entered her family’s firm. En-
dowed with wealth and good connec-
tions, he was now installed in English
socicty, and it seemed that his career
might follow more or less upon that of
his near contemporary, James Boswell,
who was also destined one day, for all
his love of London, to inherit family
estates and set himself up as a laird in
Scotland. But within nine months of
Bruce’s marriage his wife died of con-
sumption while she was pregnant, and
one has to stop here and consider just
how much of Bruce’s toughness and
sclf-sufficiency sprang from the sudden
disappearance of women from his life,
for the same thing was to happen again,
and more than once. He and his wife
were in Paris, on their way to the South
of France, at the time she died, and
there was a grisly scene when Bruce, in
a Protestant rage, rejected the atten-
tions of the Roman Catholic priests. He
eventually found a Protestant burial
ground on the outskirts of the city, and
she was buried at midnight. Bruce at
once got on his horse and rode all night,
through a wild storm, to the Channel.

At Boulogne, he collapsed, and it wasa
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moorlands and wooded havens, where cares just fly away. Your
own ocean-front cottage with private bath, telephone, fireplace,
refrigerator, patio and living room. Exceptional Continental
Cuisine served in our dining room overlooking a panoramic
view of surf, wide blue sky, and 700 feet of velvety-soft sand.
Color Brochure and Tariff Schedule on request. Write Dept. NA

Modified American Plan: Decoration Day through Columbus Day
. . . Remainder of the year on the European Plan

On the brink o' the beach"

Ownership-management: joyce and Nick Monte
Ocean-front cottages and hostelry on the brink o' the beach, Montauk, L.1., MO 82345
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rday or two before he could continue to
England. He was now twenty-four,
and the tragedy appears to have had the
effect of revealing himself to himself.
From this time forward, he never really
hesitated. He hungered for solitary
travel, just as Boswell hungered for so-
cial life in London, and he seems to have
turned by instinct to Africa and the
south.

For the next few years, Bruce’s life 1s
that of the talented young man making
the Grand Tour. He went to Spain
to study Arabic manuscripts in the
Escorial; he sailed down the Rhine; he
fought a duel in Brussels; he made draw-
ings of ruins in [taly; and eventually
George I1I’s Ministers found him a job
as British consul in Algiers, among the
Barbary pirates. It was not an easy post.
Ali Pasha, the Dey of Algiers, was a
sensual and cruel old man who thought
nothing of throwing foreign consuls into
jail and of enslaving the crews of visit-
ing ships. He had disliked the previous
British consul very much, and to “the
English Vizier, Mr. Pitt,”” he had writ-
ten, “My high friend ... your consul
in Algiers is an obstinate person, and like
an animal.” Bruce presumably knew
what he was in for, but already he had
vague plans for finding the source of the
Nile—that mystery which for two
thousand years had been, he declared,
“a defiance of all travellers, and an op-
probrium to geography”—and Algiers
was a step along the way. In March,
1763, aged thirty-three, he arrived in
Algiers equipped with two camera ob-
scuras, for making drawings of ruins,
and a quantity of astronomical instru-
ments, for charting his journeys i
Africa. He found things much worse
than he could have anticipated; the Dey
was furious at the seizure of one of his
ships by the British and the French,
and was out for blood. Within the first
few months of Bruce’s consulship, the
French consul was taken away 1n
chains, and Bruce’s assistant was threat-
ened with “a thousand bastinadoes™ and
fled into hiding; Bruce himself scarcely
dared to go out. When he finally did

have an audience with the Dey, one of
the court officials was strangled in his
presence. Bruce stuck it for two years
before the British Government gave
him permission to leave his post and con-
tinue his journey to the east. From Al-
giers, he travelled along the North
African coast to the cities and the great
ruins of the Near East, and it was a
progress in the Byronic manner—
brigands, shipwrecks, and hand-to-hand
skirmishes besetting him all the way.
| The year 1768, when he was thirty-

xcello BRAHMA cLOTH

can be found at these stores:

NEW YORK CITY & VICINITY
Weber & Heilbroner & sranches
LOITYS -Rockefeller Center & Branches

Imperial Men’s Wear

(For Tallfellows & Largefellows)
ALBANY, N. Yoo T ek McManus & Riley
APPLETON, WIS... ...H. C. Prange Co.
ATLANTA, GA... ...Muse’s & Branch
BALTIMDHE MD... ..Hecht- -May & Branches
Huchschnld Kohn & Branches
. Kavanaugh's

BIRM!HGHAM T S ). Blach & Sons, inc.
BOSTON, MASS ....... Wm. Filene's Sons Co. & Branches
BRIBEEF!JHT, CONNG. e Arcade Men's Shop
BROODKLYN, N. Y......ccooccovremrvenrneMartin's & Branches

B e e e R R S R Field Bros.
BUFFALD, M. Y........ Adarm Meldrum & Anderson
CHARLOTTE, N. C.... ..). B. Ilvey & Co.

CHATTANOOGA, TENN........ i
CHICAGOD, ILL.. Marshail Field & Co.
GIHBIHHI&.TI OHIO... Mabrey & Carew & Branches

............................................. Burkhardt's & Branches
CLEVELAND, OKIO.........The Halle Bros. Co. & Branches
COLUMBUS, DHIO... ..The Union Co.
DALLAS, TEIAS ~E. M. Kahn & €o., i “Inc. & Branches

.................. Reynulds -Penland Co., Inc. & Branches
DAYTON, DHIO..................... Barrar McCray & Trick
DENVER, COLO.... The Bano-Downs Co.

........................................ Demrer Dry Goods Co., Inc.
DES MOINES, 10WA... ..Younker's & Branf.‘hes
DETROIT, MICH............. “The I. L. Hudsun Co. & Branches
EL PnSD TEXAS... ..The White House

..Union Fashion
FORT WI]RTH "TEXAS... ...Washer Bros.

Hardue & Caudle

i EaEda

.A. Davis Co,
HARTFORD, [:UNH Warner~Ea|HE}r Co.
JACKSONVILLE, FLA.......oo. Lewy's

KANSAS CITY, MO... _.Palace ththlng Co.
.Macy's & Branches
_.Bullock’s Inc. & Eranches
LOUISVILLE, KY.... .rn.ROdes-Rapier Co., Inc.
MADISON, WIS... -Spoo & Son
MII.WAUKEE WIS...Milwaukee Boston Store & Branches
1. A. Ghapman & Co. & Branches
JJuster's

. Arthur Keritz

.Iuseph Frank & sons, Inc.
‘Gentree Lid.

LOS ANGELES, EM.IF

--------------------------

MIHNE&P'DLIS MINN...

HASH‘."ILLE TENN...
NEW HA\‘EH CONN...

NEW I;IHI.EAHS, LA _.Maison Blanche
SRR S R wene PoOrter's
Hubenstem Bros.

NDEAI.ES hHII ...Bracker's
OKLAHOMA CITY, IJIiLh Kerr's

OMAHA, NEER... R
PHILADELPHIA, WA

J. L Brandms B: Sons
...Gimbels & Branches

PHEIEHI)E, BRIE: o e e T Diamond's
..Kenneth ). Floweérs
i weesrensnieennns. MCDougall-Cassou
PITTSBURGH PA .................. Joseph Horne Co.
S — ..Gimbels & Branches
HIEHMﬂﬂI} 'm. .Thalhimer's
HHBHESTER, N. ¥... i".’lcﬂurd & Co.
Natmnal Clot rng Co.
SALT LAKE EIT"l’, UTAH... i I
Hibbs L‘Iathlng Cu
SAN nHrﬂNlu TEJU!LS Alterman’s
i Wolff & Marx, Inc.
‘SAH FRAHEISEU "CALIF

...City of Paris

Moore's
e Jack Davis
Pauson’s

sEnﬁ‘[E:" '.‘HlSH msssisserisssmseinne: @8I 10-HUBhES
e e N S 0
_Bon Marche

SHEBOYGAN, WIS, ... H. C. Prange Co,

SHREVEPORT, LA...... .. ....ccooomiiriminnans .Selber Bros.
SPRINGFIELD, ILLPu.r-::h Wilson, Inc.
SPRINGFIELD, MASS..........ccoermminsnsmnsronans Lou Dramin Ltd,

5T. I.I]l.IIS, Mﬂ

aramanen R ey Tt

ST. PAUL, MINN...
TUCSON, ARIZ.....

..Famous-Barr Co. & Branches
Sl:ruggs Vandervoort-BEarney
. Greenfield’s
.Hagstrum Bros.
Lew s of Tucson

EAEFEES R IERARI RS RsE

TULSA, ﬂlﬂ.h . Vandever's
e e e Renberg's
WASHINGTON, D. C....... Eru-:e Hunt, Inc.
i Lansburgh’

WEST HEW ‘mHH T .Schlesinger's

...and other fine stores throughout the country

(I:Yffllﬁ WHITE SHIRTS always

al.raalal:rle at $5.95, $E 95, $8.95, E‘IIZI'DD and up



A shirt 1s a hint of tint, a

posh pivot for the perfect
suit. It's the crisp lift on
a limp day, the difference

between vigor and ennu.

A shirt is Excello

BRAHMA CLOTH is ‘““tailored like a jacket” of imported cotton with textured dobby weave in tints of maize, tan, green, blue,
e About $5.95 at the fine stores listed on the facing page
or write to Excello Shirts, Inc., 390 Fifth Avenue, New York 18, N. Y.



64

.5""'#."'_"!
y o L

-

MAKERS OF MODERNMATES » ROGER CONANT GROUFP « WALNUT HILLGROUP
ILLUSTRATED FOLDERS 10f EACH. COMANT BALL COMPANY NY1 GARDMNER MASS

o@f@z.&ﬁr (& W

Onﬂ spra}r is worth a thousand words! *

| eight, finds him in Cairo, dressed as a
dervish and accompanied by a young
Italian artist named Luigi Balugani.
And now, at last, he has his great design
in view: he will travel up the Nile into
the unknown fastnesses of Ethiopia,
where the river has its source.

There are a number of unusual as-
pects about the tremendous expedition
upon which Bruce presently embarked.
For one thing, he was absolutely fixed
in the mistaken idea that the Blue Nile
was the main stream and that the White
Nile was a tributary. For another, his
journey was, in a way, a journey in a
vacuum—not only in the sense that the
places he visited were virtually un-
known to the civihzed world but also in
the sense of time. Some seventy years
had elapsed since Poncet had been in
Ethiopia, and after Bruce’s visit thirty
years more were to go by before any
other European penetrated far into the
country. So Bruce’s account of his jour-
ney is like an 1sland in the blackness, and
one whose position cannot be plotted
from the reports of contemporaries on
the scene, for there were none. He set
out up the Nile from Cairo, but at
Aswan he found his further progress
blocked by local wars, so he decided to
enter Ethiopia by the Red Sea route in-
stead. He turned back to the town of
Qus, below Luxor, and thence made his
way across the desert to Kosseir. Here
he embarked on a roundabout trip across
the Red Sea to Jidda, where he found
a British consul who helped him on his
way. In September, 1769, he landed
at Massawa, which was then in the
hands of pirates even more rapacious
than those he had left behind so long
ago in Algiers. It took him two months
to extricate himself from Massawa, and
then, in November, 1769, he turned
toward the interior. Up to this point,
he had covered ground that was dan-
gerous but fairly well explored. Now
he faced the unknown.

There were about twenty men in the
little party: Luigi Balugani; a Moor
named Yasmine, who acted as a sort of
major-domo; and a gang of porters,
who were mainly occupied in carrying
an enormous quadrant and other sci-
entific instruments. Six asses had been
bought in Massawa, but Bruce himself
walked. In three weeks, he had crossed
the coastal plain and had struggled up
the mountain paths to Adowa, which
was then a place of some three hundred
houses and one of the principal strong-
holds of the country. Here Bruce had a
warning of what lay before him when
he encountered several hundred miser-

able wretches impnsoned 1 cages,
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awaiting the day when their families
could raise enough money to buy their
release. He pushed on to Axum, the
ancient capital of the country, where he
saw forty obelisks and the ruins of a
great temple, and then marched to-
ward Gondar, which he had by now
learned was the seat of the government.
It was on this stage of the journcy that
there occurred what was to become the
famous incident of the raw beef. Bruce
declared that he saw three Ethiopians
throw a cow to the ground and cut two
steaks off one of its buttocks. The skin
was then pinned back over the wound
and covered with clay, after which the
beast was allowed to get up and was
driven off, and the three Ethiopians fell
on the warm meat.

In mid-February, 1770, ninety-five
days out of Massawa, the party reached
Gondar, and Bruce settled into a house
in the Moslem quarter. Addis Ababa
at this ttme had not yet been built,
and Gondar was the chief city of the
country. It was a settlement of some
ten thousand clay huts with conical
roofs, except for the king’s palace,
which was a large, square building
flanked by towers and surrounded by a
wall. The palace had a view down to
Lake Tana, some twenty miles away,
and its principal reception hall was a
hundred and twenty feet long. For
most of the year, however, the court
lived in tents and followed the army
on its endless meanderings across the
Ethiopian plateau. There was an air
of nightmarish fantasy about affairs in
Ethiopia at this moment, and in the
pages of Bruce’s book they never really
achieve coherence or sanity, from the
day he arrived in the country to the day
he left. This is the atmosphere of Grand
Guignol and of medieval melodrama—
of horror piled upon horror until every-
thing dissolves into 2 meaningless welter
of brutality and bloodshed. Bruce de-
scribes it all in the minutest detail: the
endless marchings and counter-march-
ings of futile little armies, the pitched
battles, the savage feasts, the treachery,
and the endless rhetoric. It all recalls
the Chinese, who in their traditional op-
era handle this sort of thing very well.
The general struts onto the stage wav-
ing his sword and hurling defiance at
the enemy, and you can judge his im-
portance by the number of flags stuck
in his costume. Then, with a crash of
drums and cymbals, he marches off, to
be replaced by the rival chieftain, who
is an even more terrible fellow, with his
black mustaches and his dagger, and he,
too, is full of braggadocio. The battle,

when it comes, 1s as stylized as the dia-
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logue—a pattern of rhythmic gestures
signifying nothing. There is a great deal
of noise, a great deal of rushing about,
and, in the end, one side is the victor and
the other the vanquished. Then it all
begins again. There may be a certain
entertainment to be had from these
things when they are treated as an illu-
sion on the stage, but when they are pre-
sented as actual happenings, the drama
15 lost, the horror becomes gruesome and
tedious, and one begins to hunt about
for explanations of why human beings
should be as dreadful as this. It almost
seems from Bruce’s account that a death
wish was operating among these peo-
ple—that they were horn expressly to
hate and destroy one another—and the
fact that they maintained an outward
show of Christianity and observed a
crude ceremony in their manners only
made matters worse.

The young king, Tecla Haimanout,
and his vizier, Ras Michael, who really
ruled the country, were away on one of
their punitive raids when Bruce ar-
rived, so he paid court to Iteghe, the
Queen Mother. She scems to have been
an intelligent woman. “See, see how ev-
ery day our life furmishes us with proofs
of the perverseness and contradiction
of human nature!” she exclaimed one
day to Bruce when he had confided to
her the object of his journey. “You are
come from Jerusalem, through wile
Turkish governments and hot, un-
wholesome chimates, to see a river and
a bog, no part of which can you carry
away were 1t ever so valuable, and of
which you have in your own country a
thousand larger, better, and cleaner. . ..
While 1, on the other hand, the mother
of kings, who have sat upon the throne
of this country more than thirty years,
have for my only wish, night and day,
that, after giving up everything in the
world, I could be conveyed to the
church of the Holy Sepulchre in Jeru-
salem and beg alms for my subsistence
all my life after, if I could only be buried
at last in the street within sight of the
gate of that temple where our blessed
Saviour once lay.” Her daughter Ozo-
ro Esther, who was married to Ras
Michael, also attracted Bruce’s sympa-
thy, for she was a beautiful girl and she
was driven half mad by the violence
around her. Hardly as much could be
said for Tecla Haimanout and Ras
Michael; when Bruce first met them
they were busy putting out the eyes of
a dozen captives. Of the King’s appear-
ance Bruce tells us very little, but Ras
Michael emerges as a fairly well-defined
figure—a terrible, white-haired old ty-
rant in his seventies, gaunt, authorita-
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tive, about six feet tall, and with very |

intelligent eyes. Bruce made the cus-
tomary obeisance to him, kissing the
ground at his feet, and was well re-
ceved.

It is wonderful that Bruce should
have survived, and have even been hon-
ored, among these violent men, whose
first instinct was to kill a stranger and
then rob him of his goods. He had a
certain value as an oddity, of course,
and he carried with him a formuidable
portfolio of letters from the sultans in
Constantinople, Cairo, and Mecca, but
they hardly counted for much in this
barbaric Christian world. He tells us
that the Ethiopian warrnors were great-
ly impressed by the power of his rifle,
especially when he galloped about on a
black charger potting at the mountain
kites. His skill as a doctor also made
him very welcome, and it was useful that
he had learned to speak Arabic and the
local language, Geez. But in the end,
probably, it was his commanding pres-
ence and his air of assurance that really
saved his life. Explorers in Africa tend
to fall into two groups—the sophisti-
cates and romantics who absorb the
protective local coloring of the coun-
try and go about in disguise, pretend-
ing to be merchants, couriers, or even
pilgrims on their way to Mecca, and
the practical men who boldly announce
their identity and disarm opposition by
marching ahead to their objectives
with a show of perfect confidence,
Bruce was no fool in the arts of per-
suasion—he tells us that in Ethiopia he
got himself up in chain mail, cloaks, and
bright cummerbunds stuck with pistols,
like any other chieftain—but he tends,
on the whole, to belong to the practical
group. And so, when he had cleared
the Queen Mother’s palace of smallpox
and had flirted with Ozoro Esther and
had flattered Ras Michael, they were
ready enough to take him off on the
next expedition, to the south of Lake
Tana, where a rebel chief named Fasil
was raising an army against the throne.

This was precisely the direction in
which Bruce wanted to go, and it was
a great disappointment to him that Fasil
surrendered before he could get to the
Little Abbai, which he believed to be
the true source of the Nile. He did,
however, reach the Big Abbai, close to
its outflow from Lake Tana, and here
he turned southeast to the Tisisat Falls.
“The cataract itself,” he says, “was the
most magnificent sight that I ever be-
held. The height has been rather ex-
aggerated. "The missionaries say the
fall 1s about sixteen ells, or fifty feet.
T