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ALL LANVIN PERFUMES ARE IMPORTED FROM FRANCE 



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

PLAYS
‘A Maw or Att Seasons—AnEnglish drama, by

Robert Bolt, that is far and away the best
play around. Witty, literate, andcaptivating,
it outlines some high points in the career
of the sixteenth-century Roman Catholic
martyr Sir Thomas More, now_ played
by Emlyn Williams George Rose, Thomas
Gomez, Albert Dekker, William ‘Redfield,
and David J. Stewart are of great help in
the cast. (ANTA Theatre, sand St., W.
CI 6-6270. Nighily,except Sundays, at 8:30.
Matinées Wednesdays at 2 and Saturdays
at 2:30.)

Tue Nicht oF THE IGvaNa—Tennessee Williams
‘occasionally gets in sometelling dramatic
licks in this play about a clutch of queer
people holed up in a fleabagon the west coast
of Mexico, but it is for the most part frag-
mentary and aimless. Margaret Leighton,
Patrick O’Neal, and Shelley Winters head
the able cast. (Royale, asth St, W. CI
5-5760. Nightly, except Sundays, at 8:40.
Matinées Wednesdays at 2 and Saturdays
at 2:40.)

Taxe Her, SHe's Mine—This comedy, by Phoebe
‘and Henry Ephron, about the agitation of a
West Coast father’ who doesn’t quite know
whathis daughter is up to at an Easiern col-
lege, and suspects the worst, is as fragile as
standard television stuff, but! Art Carney and
Elizabeth Ashley areatiractive as the father
and daughter. (Biltmore, 47th St, W. JU
2-5340. Nightly, except Sundays,’ at 8:40.
Matinées Wednesdays at 2 and Saturdays
at 2:40.)

A Txousano CLowns—Jason Robards, Jr., as a
fugitive from Madison Avenue who’ finds
that he mayhave to go back to the cave of
the winds if he is to continue to serve as
guardian of a beloved twelve-year-old neph-
ew, As written by Herb Gardner,this is a
rather loose-hinged but funny eroughaffair,
and it fortunately has splendid performances
by Mr. Robards, Sandy Dennis, Barry Gor-
don, A_ Larry Haines, William Daniels, and
Gene Saks. (Engene’O’Neill, goth St, W.
CI 6-8870. Nightly, except Sundays, at 8:
Matinées Wednesdays at 2 and Saturd;
at 2:30.)

Lone Runs—come stow Your HoRN: A comedy
abouta couple of young men whoprefer play
to the work (making artificial fruit) that
their father wants them to do. Now with
Tom Poston, Martin Huston, Lou Jacobi,
and Arlene Golonka. (Brooks Atkinson, 47th
St., W. Cl 5-1310. Nightly, except Sundays,
at 8:40. Matinées Wednesdays at 2 and Sat-
urdays at 2:30.) ... MARY, MARY: Julia Meade
(substituting for Barbara Bel Geddes), Bar-
ty Nelson (George Grizzardfills in for him
on Mondays), and Edward Mulhare are in
this Jean Kerr comedy about an estranged
couple trying to get back together. (Helen
Hayes, 46th St, W. CI 6-6380. Nightly,
except Sundays, at 8:30. Matinées Wednes-
days at 2 and Saturdays at 2:30.) ...4 sHoT
I THE pak: It all turns on the question of
who murdered a Spanish chauffeur during a
moment of dalliance with a steamy French
maid. Julie Harris, William Shatner, Fritz
Weaver, and Louise Troy figure in the cast.
(Booth, asth St, W. Cl 6-s060. Nightly,
except Sundays, at 8:30. Matinées Wednes-
days at 2 and Saturdays at 2:30.)
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MUSICALS
A Funny THinc Hapreneo oN THE War To THE
Forum—Zero Mostel leading a lively cast
through ancient Romein a very merry show
that was written by Burt Shevelove and
Larry Gelbart, with an assist from Plautus.
Mr. Mostel has the strong support of Jack
Gilford, David Burns, John Carradine,
Ronald Holgate, and, for that matter, every
participantin the comedy. (Alvin, 52nd St.,
W. CI 5-5226. Nightly, except’ Sundays,
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at 8:30. Matinges Wednesdays at 2 and Sat-
urdays at 2:30.)

1 Can Ger It ror You Wxotesate—A funny and
exciting show that mirrors the cutthroat
excitement of life in the garment district.
Jerome Weidman has done his own adapta-
tion of his novel about the rapid ascent of
a pushy young crook; Harold Rome has
written breezy and melodic songs to go with
it; and a couple of newcomers (Elliott Gould
and Barbra Streisand)and a trio of veterans
(Harold Lang, Bambi Linn, and Lillian
Roth) play the principal Seventh Avenue
types. (Shubert, 44th St W. CI 6-s090.
Nighily, except Sundays, at
Wednesdays at 2 and Saturday

No Strincs—The music of Richard Rodgers,
the choreography and direction of Joe Lay-
ton, the scenery of David Hays, and the pres
ence and voice of Diahann Carroll, as a
modelfor Paris Vogue, combine to makethis
show a thing of beauty. Only the weakness
of the book, which deals in part with the
who-cares literary frustrations of an ex-
patriate American novelist (Richard Kiley),
prevents it frombeing a joy forever. (54th
Street. Theatre, sqth St, E. JU_6-3787.
Nightly, except Sundays, at 8:30. Matinées
Wednesdaysat 2 and Saturdays at 2:30.)

Lone RuNs—cametor: How things were at the
Round Table. With William Squire, Janet
Pavek, and Robert Goulet. (Majestic, 44th
St., W, CI 6-0730. Nightly, except Sundays,
at 8:35. Matinées Wednesdays at 2 and Sat-
urdays at 2:35.) ... carnival: Tent shows,

  

 

  

 

 

jugglers, puppets, an embittered puppeteer,
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and a lovely waif. Susan Watson, James
Mitchell, Jerry Orbach, Henry Laséoe, and
Jane Kean are amongthose present. (Imperi-
al, asth St,, W. CO s-2412, Nightly, except
Sundays, at 8:30. Matinées Wednesdays at 2
andSaturdays at 2:30.) ... HOw TO SUCCEED IN
BUSINESS WITHOUT REALLY TavING: A showabout a
young man determined to reach the top of the
ladderin thebusiness world. Robert Morse is
the ambitious youth and Rudy Vallee the
president of World Wide Wickets, Inc., a
citadel of industry. (46th Street ‘Theatre,
46th St., W. Cl 6-4271. Nightly, except Sun-
days, at 8:30. Matinées Wednesdays at 2 and
Saturdays at 2°30.) ... MILK AND HONEY: Eight
widows, all eager to take another plungeinto
matrimony, on the loose in Israel. The cast
includes Robert Weede, Mimi Benzell, and
Molly Picon (Martin ‘Beck, sth St-, W.
CI 6-6363. Nightly, except S
Matinges Wednesdays at 2
at 2:30.) ..MY FAIR LADY: Michael Allinson
and Margot Moserarcthe principals in. this
musical version of Shaw's “Pygmalion.
(Broadway Theatre, Broadway at s3rd St
CT 7-7002. Nightly, except Sundays,at 8:30.
Matinées Wednesdays at 2 and Saturdays at
2:30. Closes Saturday, Sept. 1.) .-. THe souNo
of music: Jeannie Carson in 2 Rodgers and
Hammerstein confection based on the escape
of the famous Trapp family from Austria
just after Hitler moved in. Donald Scott
Papa Trapp. (Lunt-Fontanne, 46th St., V
JU6-3555. Nightly, except Sundays, at 8.30.
Matinées’ Wednesdays at 2 and Saturdays
at 2:30.)

 

  

 

     

 

 

OFF BROADWAY
(Confirmation of dates, curtain times, and
casts is distinctly advisable.)
Anvtuinc Gos—A snappyrevival of Cole Por-

ter’s hit musical of the 1934-35 season, The
book, an affable bit of foolishness, is the
work of P, G. Wodehouse, Guy ‘Bolton,
Russel Crouse, and Howard’ Lindsay. The
scoreis, of course, one of Mr Porter's best,
so the addition of several songs from his
other shows may make you wonder if those
responsible haven't taken thetitle a bit, too
literally. (Orpheum Theatre, Second Ave.
at 8th St. OR 4-8140. Tuesdays through
Fridays at 8:30; Saturdays at 7:30 and 10:30;
and Sundays at 3 and 8:30.)

Tue Buacks—Jean Genét ferries us, by means
‘of symbols, rituals, and masks, into a kind
of state of mind—the excruciating state of

ind that separates the Negro andthe white.
The play 1s too long, but, Gene Frankel,
despite some excited direction, handles the
all-Negro cast well. (St. Marks Playhouse,
133 Second Ave., at St. Marks Pl. OR 4-
3530. Tuesdays through Fridays at 8:30;
Saturdays at 7:30 and 10:30; and Sundays
at 3 and 8:30.)

Brecht on Brecht—George Voskovec, Viveca
Lindfors, Barbara Baxley, Michael Wager
Alfred Ryder, and David Hurst in excerpts
from the writings—public and private—of
Bertolt Brecht. Mr. Brecht’s words are, for
the most part, quite brilliant, and the actors’
pe:formances’ are entirely worthy of them.
(Theatre de Lys, 121 Christopher St.
WA 48782, Tuesdays through Fridays at
8:40; Saturdays at 7 and 10:30; and Sundays
at 2:40 and 8:4¢

Tue Fantasricks—This musical comedy about a
lovesick boy andthe lovesick girl next door
will be chiefly of interest to those with a
largetolerance for whimscy, (Sullivan Street
Playhouse, 181 Sullivan’ St, at. Bleecker
St. OR 4-3838. Tuesdays through Fridays
at 8-40; Saturdays at 7:30 and 10:30; and
Sundaysat 3 and 8:40.)

Tue Hostace—Gcoff Garland, as a Cockney
soldier held captive in a’ Dublin lodging
house, is particularly good in this revival
of Brendan Behan’s wild, poignant comedy
(One Sheridan Square, between Sixth and
Seventh Aves. YU 90-1334. Tuesdays through
Thursdays, and Sundays, at 8:30, and Fri-
days and Saturdays at 7:30 and 10:30.)

Lime Mary SunsHine—Thisbenign spoofof the
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-and howit got into our slogan

As far as we know,‘‘The Beer that made
Milwaukee Famous” is the only well-

known slogan that features the adver-
tiser’s home town.

It’s been appearing in Schlitz adver-
tising since shortly after Mrs. O’Leary’s

cow kicked over the lantern and started
the Chicagofire.

As a matter of fact, that’s really how
the slogan began.

After the greatfire Chicago was desper-
ately short of water. Whether moved by
charity or enterprise, the Jos. Schlitz

Brewing Co. of Milwaukee, at that time a
small but rising city, sent a ship loaded
with beer to its parched southern neigh-

bor.

Thethirsty citizens of Chicago fell upon

the Schlitzwith understandable pleasure.
Thefire cooled and the water supply was
restored, but as Chicago began to rebuild,
people remembered that wonderful beer
from Milwaukee, talked about it, and
wondered where they could get more.

Schlitz had literally made Milwaukee
beer famousfar outside the city limits of

Jos. Schlitz Brewing Co., Milwaukee, Wis.,
voklyn, N. Y., Los Angeles, Cal., Kansas City, Mo., Tampa,Fla.

Milwaukee. This madeit but a small step
to ‘‘The Beer that made Milwaukee
Famous’ and people who were unabash-

edly proud of their beer did not hesitate
to claim it. The slogan has been a familiar
part of Schlitz advertising ever since.
Today, when welook at our home town

with its 741,324 (1,194,290 if you include

the entire metropolitan area) wonderful,
warmhearted people, its many important

factories, its deep water harbor,its music,
its art, and its world-renowned restau-

rants, we wonderif the slogan isn’t tak-

ing in a little too much territory.

We don’tlike to brag, and weknow that
if Milwaukee is famous, it took a great

deal more than Schlitz to makeit so.
But then wetaste the beer and decide to
keep the slogan a little while longer.

P.S. Schlitz has grown with the country
and today is brewed in Brooklyn, Los

Angeles, Kansas City and Tampa as well

as in Milwaukee. But, wherever we brew
it, it comes out exactly the same good

beer that we brew for you in our own
home town.

The Beer that made Milwaukee Famous
‘ 



GOINGS ON ABOUT TOWN
defunct art of operetta doesn’t score heavily
as parody,butit is very comic just the same.
(Players Theatre, 115 Macdougal St. AL
3076. Tuesdays through Fridays at 8:30;
Saturdays at 7 and ro; and Sundays ai 3
and 8:30.)

‘Ou_Dap, Poor Dav, Mama's Hun You In THE
Ctoser ano I'm Féein' So San—A new play-
wright named Arthur Kopit has made a Sur-
realist comicstrip out of the violent story of
a hateful, possessive mother and her miser-
able son, ‘Thestaging, by Jerome Robbins,is
all that any playwright, new or old, could
wish for, and the performances, by Jo Van
Fleet, Austin Pendleton, Sandor Szabo, and
especially Barbara Harris, are highlysatis-
factory. (Phoenix Theatre, 334 E. 74th St.
UN 12288. Tuesdays through Fridays at
8:40; Saturdays at 7 and 10; and Sundays
at 2:40 and 8:40.)

Puays For Bueecer Streer—Thornton Wilder’s
triptych of new one-acters, directed by Jose
Quintero. In “Childhood,” a near triumph
of sleight of hand for both playwright and
players, a father assumes a role in his chil-
dren’s fantasy. “Infancy”is a serious farce,
in which two grown men appear as raging
infants in perambulators, and, not surpris-
ingly, a Father Francis is the leading char-
acter of a rather frail work called “Someone
from Assisi” (Circle in the Square, 159
Bleecker St. GR 3-4590. Mondays, Wednes-
days, and Thursdays at 8:40; Fridays at
9:30; Saturdays at 8 and 10:30; and Sundays
at 3 and 8:40.)

A Portrait oF tHE Arist as A Younc MAN and THE
Barroom Monks—A selection of scenes, well
chosen and satisfactorily performed, from
Joyce’s novel, with Robert Brown ‘as the
young Dedalus, In “The Barroom Monks,”
whichis the curtain-raiser, Clayton Corzatte
gives a fine performance as a young medical
student who tries to rescue a priest almost
hopelessly lost in alcoholism, The setting
is a saloon, and the author is Joseph Carroll.
(Martinique Theatre, Broadway at 3and St,
PE 6-3056. Tuesdays through Fridays at
8:40; Saturdays at 7 and 10; and Sundays
at 3 and 8:40.)

Tus Was Buntesoue—Thereturn of Ann Corio,
as M.C., star turn, and director of an old-
time burlesque show, along with a numberof
old-time comedians and a line of strip teas-
ers. Much of the material is funny in an
earthy kind of way, but it is also awfully
gamy for all but the most insensitive palates.
(Casino East Theatre, Second Ave. at 12th
St. YU 26611. Tuesdays through Fridays,
and Sundays, at8:30, and Saturdays at 8:
and midnight. Matinées Wednesdays, Satur-
days, and Sundaysat 2:30.)

Nore—Fourcharacters in search of an author
are meanwhile writing their own skits, often
as they go along, throughout the casually
entertaining potpourri at the Premise, an
orderly little coffee-and-pastry shop at’134
Bleecker St. LF 3-5020. The schedule:
Mondays through Thursdays at 8:30 and
10:30; Fridays at 8, to, and midnight; Satur-
days at 7:30, 9:30, and 11:30; and Sundays
at 3 and 8:30.

MISCELLANY
New York SHaxespeare Festivat—Free perform-

ances of “The Tempest,” with Paul Stevens,
James Earl Jones, and Kathleen Widdoes.
The second in a series of three plays by the
company. (Delacorte Theatre, Central Park
near W, Sist St. Nightly, except Mondays,
at 8:30. Through Saturday, Aug. 4.)

Jones Beach Marine THeatre—“Paradise Is-
land,” a Hawaiian musical fantasy by Cat-
men Lombardo and John Jacob Loeb. Arthur
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Treacher and William Gaxton, who never
say die, head a cast of more than two hun-
dred. Presented by Guy Lombardo, whoalso
appears with his Royal Canadians. (Nightly
at 8:30. Fortickets, call CA 1-1000.)

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

DINNER, SUPPER, AND DANCING
Et Morocco, 307 E. sath St. (PL 2-5070)—

Easy lessons in how to live in glass houses.
Music for the ritualistic dances requisite to
the course is provided by Freddie Jagels’ or-
chestra, one of the best in this “particular
business, and by Freddy Alonso's rumba
band. Thealcove called the Champagne Room
gets along with Gleb Yellin’s piano. Closed
Sundays.

Pierre, Fifth Ave. at rst St. (TE. 8-8000)—
In the Café Pierre, Phil Wayne’s hey-diddle-
diddie threesome does prancing music and
Renato Rossini’s guitar dreamsof castles in
Capri, Majorca, and Ibiza. Mondays, another
band teplaces the whole deal,

Plaza, Fifth Ave. at s8th St. (PL 9-3000)—The Persian Roomrejoices all evening to the
tune of Mark Monte’s and Milt Shaw’s
dance bands, but pauses once a night during
the week and twice a night weekends for
a sheaf of songs by Kitty Kallen, who has
profusionsof grandeur. Closed Sundays.

Roosevetr, Madison Ave. at asth St. (MU 6-
9200)—-Gunnar Hansen's band, which d
its exercise music Manhattanstyle, is at work
in the Grill, possibly onthe theory that a lot
of New Yorkers will be coming to town this
summer. Closed Sunday

St. Reois Roor, Fifth Ave at ssth St. (PL 3-
4500)—A summer place high up in the
mountains, where everything is cool as ¢
cumbers and right as rain (a commodity
not permitted in this well-run climate),
Daneing to Chauncey Gray’s orchestra and
the Jean Berleaza ensemble, Closed Sundays.

Savor Hitton, Fifth Ave. at soth St. (EL 5-
2600)—In’ the Savoy Room, a dim and
glorified forest of rosewoodtrees, Ray Hart-
ley’s piano parses the phrases of our favorite
ballads in a grammarthatis pleasurably his
own, He's around from cocktails through
supperevery night but Sunday.

SMALL AND CHEERFUL
(No dancing, unless noted.)

ume cius, 70 E. ssth St. (PL 3-1800): East,
Side, West Side, all around the town. Just
beyond the dining-room tables, Budd Greeg
playspianoafter eight. Closed’ Monday
Gotvie's NEW York, 244 E. 53rd St. (PL.
7245): Rear-guard action on limited basis
(Monday through Thursday every week),
since most of the constituents are over the
sand dunes and far away. The sound track
runs like this: the romantic piano of Bob
Printz from five-thirtyto cight, the romantic
piano of Wayne Sanders or Mr. Hawkins
fromeight until midnight, then busting-out-
all-over double piano from Mr. S, and Mr. H.
s_-DRAKE ROOM, 71 E. s6th St. (PL 5-
0600): One end of the bower is presided

 

    

  

 

 

  
 

  

 

over by a flourishing green baytree, and the
other by Cy Walter, who has an even-tem-
pered clavichord at the tips of his eloquent
fingers. His music is on tap at cocktails,
dinner, and supper every day but Sun-
day. ..’.1N sosout, 1591 Second Ave. at Sand
St. (ER 09-3777): A Florentine opera house
whenit's not busy being a Florentine tre
toria. Theprincipalboyis Aldo Bruschi, who
doubles on piano, concertina, oboe, and basso
profundo. His resolute littié opera company
lives a Puccini sort of vie de bohéme every
night, and his dance trio operates after ten
Thursdays through Sundays. Closed Mon-
days, and small wonder....e. cHico, 80
Grove St., at Sheridan Sq. (CH 2-4646). An
almost incurable case of flamenco, done from
the heart. Dancing for the customers, too.
Closed Sundays. ... cHaTeAU HENRI W, 37 E.
64th St. (RE 7-818): A lot of water (and
vin du pays) has flowed under the play draw-
bridge of this toyland since Norbert Faconi
began circumnavigating the tables with 1's
Casanovaviolin. No music Sundays. . ki ¢
HENRI IV, 142 E. sard (PL 2-5566) A
companion piece to the Chiteau Henri IV
(q.v. supra) and, like it, decoratedin a fash-
ion thatis full of the oddest bodkins. From
throne room to pavilon and back again, a
violinist and a pianist are steadily on the
go. No music Sundays... MONSIGNORE, 61
E 5sth St. (EL 5-2070): Romanesque are
the” architecture, the cuisine, the hubble,
and the bubble.’ Through the plaza wan-
ders a stream of earnest violinists, trailed
(at a respectful distance) by two accordion-
ists. Closed Sundays... MALMAISON, 10. E.
send St. (PL 1-0845): Any number of three-
hours-for-dinner clubs are apt to be in con-
ference. To help the talk along, Jules Kuti
plays conversational pianofrom five to eleven
in the bar. Closed Sundays. ...80N soir, 40
W. 8th (OR 4-0g31): Among. those
present is Woody Allen, an author turned
performer, and (in his desperate young
way) a notably amusing one. Tiger Hayni
and his Three Flames produce a_pleni
tude of owlish music and song. Closed
Mondays....imz Bar, Madison Ave. at 61st
St (TE 8-3000): Onthe quarter-deck ofthe
shin-of-state har in the Carlton House sits
Victor del Monte, who placidly addresses
his piano between cocktails and one in
the morning. No music Sundays. . wavERLY
tounce, 103 Waverly Pl. (AL 40776): In
the unassuming bar of the Hotel Earle,
after nine every night but Monday, Lauri¢
Brewis, a sentimental gentleman,’ applies
his piano to the London airs he brought
over the ocean with himandto the tuneshe’s
picked up in this country....RoMA oI NoTTE,
1528 Second Ave., at 7oth St. (RE 4-3443
The “Tiber Rag” is what you'll hear from
the musicians who course through these
premises. They operate from six until two,
and so does the chef. Closed Sundays. ..!
La zamora,14 E. Goth St. (EL 5-4774): Hard
core but’ soft-pedal Madrid, which doesn’t
really cometo life (ie., guitar, piano, song,
and flamenco footwork) until long after sun
set. Closed Sundays... tisorio, 150 W. 47th
St. (JU 2-6188): No Spanish moss grows
under the feet of the Andalusiansingers and
dancers whofind their wayto the tinystage
now and then. Between their eruptions, a
piano musesin a corner. Thursdays and F
days, there's dancing, too, and Sundayaft-
ernoons there's tea ‘dancing from two to
seven... CaFé picarpie, Park Ave, at soth St.
(EL5-2500): Fasts can be broken here in
elaborate surroundings from six in the eve-
ning until one, and often to the tune of Marty
Berns’ warmhearted piano. No music Sun-

-tEFT BANK, 309 W. 50th St (CI 7-

 

 

 

 

    
 

 

    

 

 

   

 

  
 

 

  

 

 

    

 

 

   

 



INSIDE GROUND STATION “RADOME” AT ANDOVER, MAINE. Giant
antenna (note man near rim of horn) concentrates signals to Telstar

in a narrow, powerful beam. The sameantennaalso receives extremely
weaksignals coming from Telstar and amplifies them billions of times.

New “TELSTAR”

relays phone calls

and TV pictures

for first time!
Bell System microwave-in-sky satellite

is latest communications triumph for

America arising from telephone research

The world’s first private enterprise communi-
cations satellite is now being used for dramatic

eriments in relaying telephone calls andtele-
vision internationally

Its name: Telstar. It was launched from Cape
Canaveral at Bell System expense by the National
Aeronautics and Space Administration.

Telstar receives signals beamed to it from a
groundstation, amplifies them and transmits them
to another station on the ground below—perhaps
an ocean away fromthefirst one. The newsatellite
thus a microwaverelay station in the sky,
enabling voices, TV pictures and data messages to
leap thousands of miles in a newand exciting way.

The ground stations in the . now being
used for Telstar were built by the Bell System at
Andover, Maine, and Holmdel, New Je
ganizations abroad have built stations in England
andFrance. Thelatter, a nearreplicaof the station in

tion. A receiving station in Italy will be ready
ear, and another in West Germanynextyear.

a major experimental step toward a
satellite communications em that

roposed as a practical venture at Bell
Telephone Laboratories. Progre
ystem has depended on many
the private communications indu:

or, the
the traveling wave tube, ruby masers, the w
guide, and newantennas for the groundstation:
with innovations in circuitry—direct outgrowths
of Bell System research and development.

Aboveall else, Telstaris the latest achievement
in an unending Bell System que: search for
ways to make yourtelephone i
more economical, and more useful.

BELL TELEPHONE SYSTEM
Owned by more than two million Americans 
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thefirst brisk day brings

out our double-knit wool dress...

destined for a busyfall
with a matchbox pleated skirt

thatflatters the figure of

small scale proportions,

Designed by Madeleinein
charcoal grey or cameltan,

; 6 to 16 sizes 40.00

 

{MAIL ORDERS (ADD 55¢ FOR SHIPPING) TO UNION SQUARE.
[SAN FRANCISCO’ OR TO 3240 WILSHIRE, LOS ANGELES
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3470): A Far West greenroom and grill
that’s the setting (after ten) for Cal Bostic’s
rumpus piano and song, and for Andy Ha-
mon s rather soulful piano and song. Closed
Sundays.

 

BIG AND BRASSY
LATIN guanter, Broadway at 48th St. (CI 6.

1735): La dolce vita in a climate so salubri-
ous that the young ladies can go about in
whatever they happen to have, or not have,
on. Some of them—the Wallenda aerial bal”
lerinas—float in midair; the rest are all
down-to-earth This approximation of Poly-
nesia is also peopled by Ford and Reynolds,
a brace of comedians who are not very Poly-
nesian or (cometo think of it) very funny.
On Wednesday, Aug. 1, these lads will be
replaced by Jack Durant, a rough-and-ready
talker. Dancing.

SUPPER CLUBS
(No dancing,unless noted )

BLUE ANGEL, 152 E. ssth St. (PL 3-908): The
cynosureof all eyes is Barbra Streisand, whohasn't yet decided whether to sound like a
million far less accomplished singers or
whether to be absolutely the most stirring
soprano since Anita Ellis. Peter Daniels
trio humors her excellently on both counts.
The three Phoenix Singers give folk music
a force and a sense of fun that it so often
lacks; Bob Lewis takes his pet old jokes out
for an unhurried evening’s stroll... . Late
at night, in the lounge, the Daniels three-
some does a reprise. Closed Sundays... .
DOWNSTAIRS AT THE UPstaIRS, 37 W. s6th St.
(JU 2-124): The “Seven. Come Eleven”
nowon viewis a second edition (mostly new
words, entirely new cast), put together by
Ben Bagley on a broader gauge. A little
something has been lost in the translation,
Around ten and midnight on weekdays, three
times on Fridays and Saturdays, not at all on
Sundays. cHAreau Maprio, 42 W. 38th St.
(PL 3-3773): The Ximenez-Vargas Ballet
Espafiol is proving—with arms,legs, throats,
and eyes—that all Spaniards, though basical
ly passion’s playthings, are fun-loving rover
boys andgirls, too. The dancing of the cus-
tomers, which is practically compulsory
when Pupi Campo’s bandreally warmsup,is
an extra dividend. The Sunday thes dansants
defy both description and the law of gravity.
On Thursday, Aug. 2, a new troupeof sing-
ers and dancers, who are Pan-American and
pandemonium, ‘will succeed the Ximenez
crickets. ...@ Off the bar is a retreatso tiny
that thirty’s a most mateycrowd, and herein
flamenco songs by José Moreno and flamenco
guitar by Pedro Cortes thrive abundantly.
= LIVING ROOM, 015 Second Ave., at 4oth St.
(EL 5-262): Though hemmedin by the ex-
ceedingly madding crowd, Matt Dennis is
happily twining his light-as-air voice around
mostly songsof his own making, in which the
best ingredients obtainable are employed. His
snap-the-whip piano andtrio help him along.

MOSTLY FOR MUSIC
(No dancing,unless noted.)

EDDIE CoNDON's, 330 E. s6th St. (PL 5-0550):
An old Condon alumnus, Tony Parenti, is
running a quintet. Sammy Price, who's on
piano, is another Condon graduate. Closed
Sundays... viLLaee vaneuaro, 178 Seventh
‘Ave. §., at rth St. (CH '2-9355): Milt
Jackson’and Connie Kay, at present the only
active members of the Modern Jazz Quartet,
are pro tem working their ideas out with a
pair of new confreres; Ray Bryant’s trio
is racing lickety-split ‘across the campus.
On Tuesday, July 31, a new task force takes
over: Bill Evans’ latter-daytrio, which is all
spirit-and-polish, plus—and this is rather a
rarity—a group led by Shelly Manne, An ex-
tra Session meets on Sundays from four-
thirty to seven, but nothing doing Mondays.
<.. Hickory HOUSE, 144 W. sznd St. (CI
7-9524): Marian MePartland, an exponent of
everything-in-moderation,is’filing her term
paper on progressive piano with the assist-
ance of a trio that includes Dave Bailey and
Ben Tucker. Howard Reynolds, the inter-
mission pianist, never spoils the prevailing
mood. No sound on Mondays. . .. METROPOLE,
Seventh Ave. at 48th St. (CI 5-0088) Red
Nichols, his Five Pennies, “and Charlie
Shavers’ quintet are wholeheartedly engaged

  

 

 

 

 

  

     

in shiveringthe timbres of theold-time mu-
sic they can lay hands on, Guests take up
the anvil chorus on Sundays. .., @ Saturday
night, there’s Twist music, andthe catatonic
calisthenics that go with it, upstairs in the
haymow....siRDtANo, 1678 Broadway, at
sand St. (JU 6-7333). Ramsey Lewis, a
young Lochinvar, runs thepianofor his new-
era threesome; Mongo Santamaria’s Latin
septet brings up not only the rear but the
temperature. The Santamarias, by the way,
depart on Wednesday, Aug. 1. Extra-cur-
ricular sessions Mondays, when the regulars
cutout... VILLAGE cate, 183 Thompson St.,
atBleecker St. (GR 5-5120): Sonny Rollins,
a cat who walks by himself through reams of
fine abstract passages, has a quartet; Mose
Allison has a trio. Both groups are willing
to let the audience in on what they are doing
to American music. Jim Hall is part of theRollins parcel. Sunday, July 2o, is their clos-
ing night; Monday, July 30, will be assigned
to passing-through Jazz ‘groups, and Tu
day, July 31, will bring along two candidates
for the Seats of the mighty—Thelonious
Monk and Coleman Hawkins, the onetrailed
by a quartet and the other by a quintet...
KENNY'S STEAK PUB, 565 Lexington Ave. at
soth St. (EL 5-0666): From eight until two
every night but Sunday, Herman Chittison
plies his calm, steady piano in a twentieth-

 

 

      

century sort of Gay Nineties bar...

.

sasinstreet east, 137 E. 48th St. (PL 2-4444):
Thursday‘through Saturday is the current
leisurely pace. On July 26-28, and again on
Aug. 2-4, Duke Ellington’s orchestra, withsome new faces as well as the vahant oldones (Harry Carney, Johnny Hodges,et al),
will provide the wide, full-to-the-brim main”
stream, a narrow, devious tributary flowsfrom Chris Connor, who is never so happy as
whenshe is getting all her tormented words
in edgewis aiTser END, 147 Bleecker St.,at West Broadway. (GR 3-0533): As good a
spot for the coffee or espresso break (withmusic) as tne town affords, TheTarriers and
their torrential folk songs bow out on Thurs-
day, July 26; next evening the Clara WardSingers, who introduce both bravura andbuck-and-wing to the art of gospel hymns,
take over, Tuesdays will be their nights of
rest... HALF Nore, 289 Hudson St, nearSpring St. (AL §-0752): The minute youtake your eye off the place, the Zoot Sim:
Al Cohn quintet sneaks back in and starts
blowing. Closed Mondays.

ART
(Unless otherwise _noted, galleries are openMondays through Fridays from around 10 or
11 to between 5 and 6.)
Mare Cuacatt—A hundred etchings for La

Fontaine's “Fables.” hand-colored by the
aes through Sept. 7. (Hacker, 54 W. 57th

3.
Batcome Greene—Figure paintings and sea-

scapes; through Aug. 11. (Bertha Schaefer,a2 E 7th St)
Scutprures—Monumental pieces for architec-

ture and outdoor settings, by Jacques Lip-
chitz, Aristide Maillol, Fritz Wotruba, and
other Americans and Europeans; through
Friday, July 27. (Gerson, 41 E. s7th St.)

Americans; Group SHows—Atthe a.c.a., 63 E.s7th St: A summer showof new paintings
by the gallery group, including Anton
Refregier, Moses Soyer, and William Grop-
per; through Aug. 31, (Mondaysthrough Fri-
days, 1 to s.).., DINTENFASS, 18 E. 67th Si
Gallery artists (for instance, Antonio Fra:
coni, Robert Gwathmey, and William King)
in an exhibit of paintings, sculptures, draw-
ings, and prints; through Friday, July 27.
KRAUSHAAR, 105% Madison Ave., at Soth Si
Among the twenticth-century artists show
ing paintings, drawings, and sculptures are
Russell Cowles, Carl Morris, and George
Rickey; through Friday, Aug. 3.... MioTown,
17 E. 57th StA season's retrospective of
works in a variety of mediums, by William
Thon, Robert Vickrey, Raymond Puccinelli,
and other gallery artists; through Aug. 31.
+..MitcH, 21 E. 67th St.: Nineteenth- and
twentieth-century oils and water colors, by
Childe Hassam, Paul Sample, and Adolf
Dehn, to mention a few; through Friday,
July 27....wise, 50 W. 57th St.: Edward
Dugmore, 8. W. Hayter, Michael Lekakis,

   

    

 

 

 

 

  

   

 

  
 

 

  



DIAMOND AND GOLD RING

  

Have you explored the delights of fanciful designs

in jewels for your diamond wardrobe?

Design’s the thing that makes your diamond jewelry charming and distinctive. Choose
pieces that fascinate and flatter you; you'll wear them constantly, cherish them always.

There are many exciting ways of expressing your
flair for the beautiful with diamonds. One you'll
want to consider in planning your diamond ward-
robe, or in addingtoits delights, is with pieces that
sparkle with diamonds used in imaginative settings.

  DIAMOND STUDDED PIN

In a whimsicalpin ora lovely necklace, or any-
thing else you fancy, you can find charming designs
that are dramatically becoming and wonderfully
wearable. Or, a jeweler can make up piece that’s
distinctively yours.

Yourfavorite jewelerwill have lots of entrancing
new ideasto show you. Somefranklyfabulous. Some
delectable, but less lavish. Fashion-wise, diamonds
and gold make a favored combination, and a happy
one. You'll findit in jewels that are beautifully right
for both dayand night. Anda pleasantfact is, there
are many joy-to-own pieces bearing modestprice tags.

Here are some facts about today’s diamond
jewelry that may help you in making selection:

A DIAMONDRING. . . Your diamond engagement
ring will shine from your heart finger always, but
other rings may follow. There are charming new
designs for little-finger and “fancy” rings, for ex-
ample, making lovely use of smaller diamonds. Some
are to wear ‘round theclock. Others are for gala
occasions when you wantto look your most dramatic.

PIN, CLIP OR BROOCH... Anyofthepiecesin this
group. pin, clip or brooch, should be chosen to be
very personallyyours, a bit of glory you can wear
with almosteverything you own. While prices do,

BRACELET IN DIAMONDS AND GOLD

De Beers Consolidated Mines, Ltd.

  

of course, vary widely, there’s an exciting range of
choicein the lower brackets.

EARCLIPS . . . Chosen with an eyeto their flattery,
diamondearclips can be the most personally reward-
ingjewels in your diamond wardrobe. The right ear-
clips can bring out your best features. In charming
settings of gold or platinum,thereare brilliant beau-
ties that can be yours for a modest sum.

BRACELET OR WRIST WATCH...A diamondbrace-
Jet will give your every gesture grace. It may be a
fascinating design in diamonds and gold, for ex-
ample, that’s extravagantly becoming, but far from
extravagant in price. And, there are wrist watches
with small diamonds that make a beautiful show.

 

NECKLACE IN DIAMONDS AND GOLD

NECKLACE... The piéce de résistance of your dia-
mond wardrobe, a necklace, needn’t cost a fortune.
Imaginative designers are creating truly lovely ones
with diamonds and gold, or diamonds with other
precious metals, thatare thrilling to wear and elegant
in every respect but price.

Acquired from timeto time, and usually on gift
occasions, the jewel pieces in your diamond ward-
robe will be treasures to cherish. Such a collec-
tion maybe started modestly, of course. But modest
or splendid, each jewel will have a lasting value.

Shownare designer's sketches, ideas in diamonds,

DIAMOND AND GOLD EARCLIPS

A diamond

is forever 



 

 

 

Cosmopolitan

At home anywhere youtravel

—that’s the beauty of this AsF
silk tweed. Slenderizing lines
and detail. A muted plaid ef-
fect in rich combinations of
royal/black, wine/black,toast/
black. 10-18... . . . 50.00

Hat offlattering velvet bows.
Black,royal or toast. . 11.00

Mail and phone orders accepted

ABERCROMBIE &FitcH
NEW YORK CHICAGO SAN FRANCISCO,
COLORADO SPRINGS BAY HEAD
SOUTHAMPTON HYANNIS  

GOINGS ON ABOUT TOWN
and other gallery artists in a painting-and-
sculpture show; through Aug. 24.

‘AMERICANS AND EurorEANs; Grour SHows—Atthe
knozpter, 14 E. 57th St.: A show ofportraits
(Jefferson by Rembrandt Peale, John James
Audubon by John Syme, and’ so on) and
other paintings and sculptures having’ to do
with American history; through Aug. 31. .
tewison, 50 E.76th St: Paintings by Ameri-
can and Frenchartists, among them Preston
Dickinson, André Lhote, and Maximilien
Luce, plus bronze sculptures by Maurice
Glickman; through Aug.10... THIBAUT, 709
Madison ‘Ave., at 67th St: Paintings and
sculptures by Harold Baumbach, Philippe
Hosiasson, Umberto Mastroianni, and oth-
ers; through Friday, July 27.

Europeans; Group SHows—At the Lereene, 47
E. 77th St: Pierre Alechinsky, Julius
Bissier, Hans Hartung, Asger Jorn, and
other painters, most of whomlive in Paris;
through Friday, July 27....witpenstein, 10
E. Gath St: Stili-lifes from the past three
hundred years, by Jacques Linard, Pissarro,
van Gogh, andthelike; through Aug. 31.

MUSEUMS ANDLIBRARIES
Merrorotrtan Museum, Fifth Ave. at 82nd St—
The ninth annualloan exhibition of paintings
from private New Yorkcollections, consist-ing chiefly of French Impressionist and Post.
Impressionist pictures, by Degas, Moi
Renoir, andothers. It'is supplemented by 2group of Frenchsculptures by Rodin, Maillol,
andothers, lent by Mrs. Stephen C. Clark.
Through Sept. 3....4Chinese porcelains
fromthe bequest of John D, Rockefeller, Jr.,notablyseveral Ming three-color temple jars
and K’ang-hsi vases and plates in famille
noire, famille jaune, and famille verte;
through Sept. 16. (Weekdays, 10 to 5; Sun.
days, 1 to 5.)

Museum or Mover Arr, 11 W. 53rd St—APicasso survey, spanning six “decades, inhonor of his eightieth birthday. Included
are paintings, sculptures, collages, drawings,
prints, and illustrated books from the Mu-
seum’s collection, together with a dozen can-vases promised ‘as future gifts. Through
Sept. 18... .4 “Recent Painting U.S.A.: The
Figure,” composed of seventy-four pictures
(bythe same numberofartists, among them
Elmer Bischoff, Nathan Oliveira, and René
Bouché) that were selected from’ almostten
thousand entries submitted for the show;
through Aug. 26....@In the Museum's
sculpture garden, a tent houses “Design for
Sport,” a showing of more than a hundred
examples of sporting equipment (boats, a
glider, a racing car, a sulky, a bobsled, fenc-
ing and diving masks, kites, skis, and’ what-not) gathered from’ seventeen’ countries;
through Sunday, July 29. (Weekdays, 11 to
6, and Thursday évenings until 10; Sundays,
r'to 7.)

Brooxun Museum, Eastern Parkway—Modern
paintings and sculptures (by such artists as
Braque, Gris, and Giacometti) from the col-
lection ‘of Governor Nelson A. Rockefeller;
through Aug. 26. (Weekdays, 10 to 5; Sun-
days, 1 to 5.)

SoLoMon R. Guecenneim Museum, 1071 Fifth
‘Ave., at 8oth St—A summer selection of
paintings fromthe Museum’s permanent col-
lection, offering, in chronological order, oils
by Seurat, Rousseau, Chagall, Feininger,
SamFrancis, and others; through Sept. 30.
(Tuesdays through Saturdays, 10 to 6, and
Wednesdayevenings until 9; Sundays, noon
to 6.)

Museum of Contemporary Crafts, 29 W. s3rd
St—“Young Americans 1962,” the ninth
competitive exhibition of ceramics, jewelry,
textiles, wood, glass, enamels, andplastics by
artist-craftsmen under thirty (two hundred
and eightyof them in all); through Sept 2.
(Weekdays, noon to 6; Sundays, 2 to 6.)

Museum of Prwinive Art, 15 W. sath St—
“Sculpture from the Pacific,” including an
elaborate shell ornament (Solomon Islands),
a canoe prow (New Ireland), a sculptured
figure of a goddess (Hawaii), and other
items created by the Melanesians, Microne-
sians, and Polynesians before they cameinto
much contact with the West; through Sept.
7. (Tuesdays through Saturdays, noon to
53 Sundays, 1 to 5.)

 

  

  

  

 

 

  

Whitney Museum, 22 W. sath St—A work
apiece in various mediums by forty artists
under forty, three of whom are Marcia
Marcus, Robert Rauschenberg, and Richard
Stankiewicz; through Sept. 16....@Twen-
tieth-centurysculptures, oils, water colors,
and drawings from the Museum’s permanent
collection, with items by, among others,
Charles Burchfield, Lyonel Feininger, and
David Smith; through Sept. 14. (Daily,
1 to 5.)

MUSIC
Stapium Concests—The Stadium Symphony

Orchestra—Thursday, July 26: Joseph
 

Rosenstock conducting an all-Tchaikovskyprogram, with Eugene Istomin, piano.
Saturday, July 28: Alfredo Antonini con-ducting a program of Italian music, withRoberta Peters, soprano, and Jan Perce,
tenor. ...@ Josef Krips conducting a Brahms
festival. Tuesday, July 31: With MichaelRabin, violin. Wednesday, Aug. 1 WithJoseph Fuchs, violin, and. Joseph Schuster,cello. Thursday, Aug. 2: With Gary Graff-man, piano....@Saturday, Aug. 4: JosefKrips conducting a program of music byJohann Strauss, with Roberta Peters, so-
prano. (Lewisohn Stadium, Amsterdam Ave.
at 138th St. AD 4-s800.' Tickets are alsoavailable at the Judson Mali box ofice, 165W.57th St., JU 2-4090. Evenings at 8:30;through Saturday, Aug. 11. In the event ofthreatening weather, last-minute plans are
broadcast at 5, 6, and > p.m. over WNYCand at 7:0§ P.M. over WOXR.)

Cenrrat Park Matt Concerts—Richard Franko
Goldman conducting the Goldman Band inthis summer's series of Guggenheim Memo-rial Concerts. (Sundays, Mondays, Wednes-days, and Fridays at 8:30; through Friday,Aug. 17.) ...@lgnace Strasfogel conduct:ing ‘the Naumburg Symphony Orchestra,with Michael Tree, violin. (Tuesday, July
31, at 8:30.)

Cart Scnurz Park Concerrs—Richard Korn
conducting an orchestra in the third in a
series of six free weekly concerts. (Thurs-
day, Aug.2, at 8:30. In the eventofrain, the
concert will be given in the Robert F, Wagner
Junior High School, 222 E. 76th St.)

Jazz Concerts—Thursday, July 26: The Zoot
Sims-Al Cohn quintet ..”.@ Thursday, Aug.
2: The Kenny Dorham-Jackie McClean quin-
tet. (Museum of Modern Art Garden, 11 W.
sard St. CI 5-8900. Evenings at 8:30.)

IN THE COUNTRY
Berkstine Fesrivat—Friday, July 27, at &:

Charles Munch conducting ‘the Boston Syphony; no soloists....@Saturday, July 28,at 8: Charles Munch conducting, with Byron
Janis, piano. ...@ Sunday, July 20, at_2:30:
Pierre Monteux conducting, with Freda
Gray-Massé, contralto....4@ Wednesday,
Aug. 1, at & A chamber-music program by
the New York ChamberSoloists. ... Thurs-
day, Aug. 2, at 8: Arthur Fiedler conducting
the Boston Pops, with Earl Wild, piano. A
benefit for the Berkshire Music Center.
@Friday, Aug. 3, at 8° Charles Munch di-
reeting the Boston Symphony, with Samuel
Mayes, cello, and the Festival Chorus, ...
Saturday, Aug. 4, at 8: William Steinberg
conducting ‘a Beethoven-Bruckner progra
no soloists....@ Sunday, Aug. 5, at. 2
Charles Munch conducting, with Rudolf
Serkin, piano. (Tanglewood, Lenox, Mass.
Through Sunday, Aug. 26.)

Berkshire Music Barn—Jazz and folk concerts—
Saturday, July 28, “at 3:30: Shelly Manne
and His Men....@Sunday, July 29, at 8:30:
Stan Kenton’s band. ...@ Friday, Aug. 3, at
8:30, and Saturday, Aug. 4, at 3:30: ‘The
Weavers, ...@ Sunday, Aug.'s, at 8:30: Les
Brown’s band. (Lenox, Mass.)

Music Mountain—The Berkshire Quartet in an
all-Beethovenprogram. (Falls Village, Conn.
Sunday, July 20, at 4.)

SiuyerMine Guitp CHawaer-Music Concents—The
Silvermine String Quartet, with Leonid
Hambro,piano. (New Canaan, Conn, Sun-
day, July 20, at 8.)

Note—sacos's Pitow ANCEFestivat: Programs
‘of ballet and modern and ethnic dancing.
‘Through Saturday, July 28: Antonio Medina

 

   

 

  

  

  

 

 

 

  

  

  
 

  



THE TIRE THAT GIVES YOU A SECOND CHANCE
(THERE’S A SECOND TIRE INSIDE)

vould carry the los

a stop 



    What do they mean
» CLEAN ...CLEAN... CLEAN ?

They mean the crispest, brightest drinks

a are made with CLEAN-TASTING

FLEISCHMANN’S GIN !

GP Rarer

DISTILLED FROM AMERICAN GRAIN + 90 PROOF * THE FLEISCHMANN DISTILLING CORPORATION, NEW YORK CITY



Don’t sun today and

repent tomorrow

 
Guard your skin against the sun's
burning rays with Elizabeth Arden
Sun Gelée. What better way to tan
to the very shade that you want —
without even the slightest fear of a)
bum! That's the beauty of Sun Gelée.
In Honey (light).or Café (dark), 2.00.

Sun Bloc Lotion is the solution for,

anyone with fair or sensitive skin who
wants complete protection against sun-
tan or burning. Plastic bottle, 2.00.

pricesplus tax’

Lighem Arden

GOINGS ON
ABOUT TOWN

and José Marseco, José Molina y Bailes Es.
pafioles, and Inesita....@ Tuesday through
Saturday, July 3r-Aug. 4: Sonia Arova and
Job Sanders, and Myra Kinch and her com-
pany. (Lee, Mass. Tuesdays through Satur-
days at 8.40. Matinées Fridays and Satur-
days, and Thursday, July 26, at 3:30.)...
AMERICAN DANCE Festival: Saturday, July 28:
The companies of Charles Weidman, Lucas
Hoving, and Ruth Currier. . aturday,
Aug. 4: Katherine Litz and Paul Taylor and
his company. (Palmer Auditorium, Connecti-
cut College, New London, Conn. Evenings
at 8:30.)

 

  

 

 

   

 

SPORTS
BASEBALL— At YANKEE STADIU!

ton, Thursday, July 26,
vs. ‘Chicago, Friday, July27, at 8; Saturday,
July 28, at about’ 2-45 (the annual Old?
Timers ‘Day festivities will start at 1:15,
and will include a couple of innings involv
ing Joe DiMaggio, Dizzy Dean, Hank
Greenberg, and other major-league’ players
whoparticipated in the 1937 All-Star game);
and Sunday, July 20, at 2 (doubleheader)...
Foto crounos: Mets vs. Philadelphia, Wednes-

: Yankees vs. Bos-
@ Yankees

  
   

 

  

 

 

      

 

  
day. Aug. 1, at 8, and Thursday, Aug at

: Me innati, Friday, Aug. 3,
ind Satu ig. 4, at 1 (double-

 

Gotr—Long Island Golf Association Amateur
Championship, (Woodmere Club, Woodmere.
Thursday through Sunday, July
G@ Westchester County Golf
Amateur Championship. (Wykagyl Coun-
try Club, New Rochelle. Thursday through
Sunday, July 26-20.)

Poto—At BLIND Broo PoLo cLuE,
Sundays at 3:30... MEAbow
Jericho. Sundays a

RaciNe—At Agugouer: Daily at 1-30; through
Saturday, July 28....saratoca: Weekdays
at 2, from Monday, July 30, through Satur-
day, Aug. The’ Flash, Monday, July 30;
the 'Schuylerville, Wednesday, Aug. 1; the
Test, Thursday, Aug. 2; and’ the Whitney,
Saturday, Aug. 4... MONMOUTH Pani,
Oceanport, N.J. Weekdays at 2°30; through
Saturday, Aug. 4. The Sorority, Saturday,
July 28; the ChoiceStakes, Wednesday, Aug’
1; and ‘the Sapling, Saturday, Aug. 4. (A
special train leaves Penn Station for the
track Mondays through Fridays at 12:20,
and Saturdays at 11:48. A boat leaves Bat
tery Park at 10:45, and is met at Atlantic
Highlands by buses for the track.)

Soccer—International Soccer League—Sun-
day, July 20, at 2:30: Real Oviedo vs, Pana-
thinaicos and Belenenses vs. Wiener S.C...
@ Wednesday, Aug. 1, at 6, First game of
the two-game 1062 championship playoffs,
(Downing Stadium, Randalls Island.)

Srorts-Car Racinc—At Lime Rock Park, Lime
Rock, Conn.: Saturday, Aug. 4, at 10 AM,

Tenwis—Eastern Grass Court Championshi
(Orange Lawn Tennis Club, South Orange,

  

 

Purchase:
BROOK CLUB,  

       

  

  

  

  

NJ. Monday through Sunday, July 30-
Aug. 5.)

Trommnc—At Yonkers raceway: Weekdays at
8:20; through Tuesday, July 31... . roose-
vet raceway, Westbury: Weekdays ‘at 8:30,
from Wednesday, Aug. through Satur
day, Sept. 29. (Special trains will leave Penn
Station for the track at 6:43 and, except
Saturdays, at 7:06.) ... SARATOGA RACEWAY,
Saratoga "Springs: Weekdays at 8:15}
through Saturday, Oct. 13.

OTHER EVENTS
Unites Nattons—Visitors may attend periodic

meetings of the Security Council and regu-
lar sessions of various commissions and
committees. A limited number oftickets are
available, but only to those applying for them
inperson at the admissions desk in the pub-
lic lobby noearlier 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 4sth St.)
;-GHour-long tours leave the lobby of the
General Assembly Building every ten min-
utes or so from 9:15 to 4:45 daily.
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TRIPLE-DECKER TREAT

Scoop up three of your favorite
flavors in our long-sleeved silk
shirtdress—delicious chocolate
brownwith beige top and blue cum-

merbund or spicy moss green with

gold top and ruby cummerbund. An
added treat, the covered buttons,

soft neckline. 8 to 16 sizes, 35.00

Mail and phoneordersfilled.

SPORTS FLOOR THE FIFTH
‘New York Manhasset White Plains Short Hills
Chicago Oakbrook Cleveland Boston
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GOINGS ON ABOUT TOWN
MOTION PICTURES

FILMS OF MORE THAN ROUTINE INTEREST ARE DESCRIBED IN THIS SECTION

Aovise anv Consent—Otto Preminger’s richly
upholstered and exceptionally well-acted
adaptationof the famousnovel, (Sutton, 3rd
Ave. at 57th, PL 9-141.)

Tue Day THe Earth Caucnt Fire—A plausible
English thriller, laid in a future that, thanks
to our havingset off too many, bombs,threat
ens not to last very long. (Gramercy, Le
ington at 23rd, GR 5-1660; through July

 

 

31)
Hatani!—A visit of just under three hours to

Tanganyika, a handsome country where the

 

buffalo roam,along with elephants, monkeys
zebras, and thinos. Their freedom is only
slightly curtailed by the modest demands of
the plot. (DeMille, 7th Ave, at 47th, CO 5-
8431.)

Juocent at Nurewasxe—Stanley Kramer has
produced and directed a slam-bang inquiry
into the meaning of justice, as practiced di-
rectly by Nazis judging Jews and Americans
judging Nazis, andindirectly by young post-
Neal Germansjudging their American ‘con-
querors. Spellbinding, and with crafty per-
formances by Spencer Tracy, Richard Wi
mark, Burt Lancaster, Marlene Dietrich,
Maximilian Schell, Judy Garland, and Mont:
gomery Clift. (Palace, B’way at 47th, PL 7-
2626. Nightly at 8:15. Matinées Wednes-
days, Saturdays, and Sundays at 2°15
Reserved seats only.)

Last Year at Mariensao—Alain Resnais, who
made “Hiroshima, Mon Amour,” is apparent-
ly tryingto find out howfar you can go with
a camera in depicting states of mind, and
the evidence of this exquisite film is that you
can go pretty far Delphine Seyrig is the
lovely heroine, and the man who either is or
is not her lover is played by Giorgio Al-
bertazzi. (Carnegie Hall Cinema, 7th Ave.
at 57th, PL 7-2131.)

Les Liatsons Dancereuses—A high-spirited trans-
lation into modern speech and dress of a
famousandshocking eighteenth-century nov-
el. Jeanne Moreau and Gérard Philipe are
the couple whocorrupt, and the victims in-
clude Jeanne Valerie and Annette Vadim,
(Greenwich, Greenwich Ave.at 12th, WA 9-
3350; and Midtown, B’way at rooth, AC 2-
1200; through July’31.)

Haroto Ltoy's Worto oF Comen) jarious:
samples of the handiworkof an early master
builderof sight gags. (New Emba:
at 46th, PL 7-2408.)

Louir Nolonger_a study in sexual perver
yet somehow faithful to the comic spirit
the novel and wonderfully acted by James
Mason, Peter Sellers, Shelley Winter:
Sue Lyon. (State, B’way at asth, JU 2
5070; and Murray Hill, 160 E. 34th, MU5-
7652)

Moner, Money, Moner—Everyman’s Guide to
Counterfeiting, with Jean Gabin as a Grand
Old Crook who oversees the production and
distribution of a batch of fake Dutch guldens.
Thesetting is Paris, the language is French,
the moodis unfailingly comic. (Little Car”
negie, 146 W.57th, CI 6-3454.)

Onty Two Can Plar—An underpaid librarian
in a small town in Walescanthink of hardly
anything except making love, preferably not
withhis wife, and since Peter Sellers is the
troubled thinker, this turns outto be very
amusing picture. (Art, 36 E. 8th, GR 3-
7o14; through Aug. 1, tentative.)

Stowaway IN THE Sky—A romantic travelogue of
France, supposedly seen through the eyes of
a child’ in a balloon, and ideal for children
not in balloons. (Plaza, 42 58th, EL 5-
3320; through July 20.)

A Taste of Honer—Therites of passage of an
ugly, lonelygirl in the slums of Manchester.
It may seemstrange to say so, but this is
extremelyfunny as well as touching, thanks
in large part to superb direction by Tony.
Richardson. (Paris, 4 W. s8th, MU8-0134.)

Twat Touch oF Mink—A romantic farce, nimbly
designed to accommodate the joint gifts of
Doris Day and Cary Grant. (Music Hall,
6th Ave. at soth, CI 6-4600.)

  

  

 

  

   
  

 

     

 

    
   

 

 

   

 

  

  

  

 

Turoucn a Guass Darkty—Tolstoy’s celebrated
dictumabout unhappy families is spelled out
in bleak beauty by Ingmar Bergman, who
wrote and directed the picture, and Harriet
Andersson, Gunnar Bjornstrand, Max von
Sydow, and Lars Passgard, who enact it.
(Greenwich, Greenwich Ave. at 12th, WA 9-3350; and Midtown, B’way at rooth, AC 2-
1200;starting Aug. tentative.)

West Sipe Story—Lots of young menin tight
pantsleaping over fences and caterwauling
to beat any band. Far too loud and long, but
the New Yorksettings are wonderful and. so
are the songs, which you no doubt remember
fromthe Broadway show (Rivoli, B’way at
goth, Cl 7-1633. Daily at 2:30 ‘and 8:30.
Reserved seats only.)

  
  

 

 

 

 

REVIVALS

Avexanoer Nevsky (1938)—Eisenstein’s account
of medieval warfare. In Russian. (Thalia,
Biway at osth, AC 23370, July 26)

‘Animal Farm (1954)—An English cartoon film
Gerived from George Orwell's acidallegory
about totalitarian ways, (Thalia, B’way at
osth, AC 2-3370, July 30.)

Tne Bartue oF THE Sexes (1960)—Peter Sellers,
Robert Morley, and Constance Cummings en
acting a comedy ahout the introduction. of
modern American methods into a staid firm
in Edinburgh. A British film, derived from
a story by James Thurber. (Thalia, B’way
at osth, AC 2-3370; July 27.)

Roserr Bencntey One-Reetens—The master bum-
bler in “A Night at the Movies” (1937),
“How to Sleep” (1035), and four other short

 

  

films. (Thalia, B’way at osth, AC 2-3370;
July 30.)

Casoue 0'Op (1052)—Love andcrimein apad

 

 

 

Paris, citea 1900. A French film, with
mone’ Signoret and Serge Reggiani. (New
Yorker, B'way at 88th, TR 4-o180; July
26.)

Tue Devit Sraixes at Night (1950)—Directedby
Robert Siodmak, this German film deals with
the Hitler regime's suppression of the fact
that a mass slayer has been allowed to get
away with some fifty murders. With Mario
Adorf. (Thalia, B’wayat osth, AC 2°3370;
July 31.)

Tue Ententainer (1060)—Laurence Olivier plays
therole of a nastylittle second-rate Eng!
music-hall performer. Also in the cast are
Joan Plowright, Brenda de Banzie, and Rog-
er Livesey. (Thalia, B'way at osth, AC 2-
3370; July 27.)

GeneRAt vetta Rovere (1960)—Vittorio De Sica
and Hannes Messemer in a melodramalaid

  

  

 

  

  
 

   

in Italy during the Second World War. Di-
rected by Roberto Rossellini. (Waverly, 6th
Ave. at 3rd, WA 9-8037; July 26.)

Tue Horse's Mouth (1958)—Alec Guinness as
the raffish artist hero of Joyce Cary’s novel.
AnEnglish film. (68th St. Playhouse, 3rd
Ave.at 68th, RE 4-0302.)

Tue Husttee (1961)—A life-and-death struggle
between pool sharks. Paul Newman, Jackie
Gleason, George C. Scott, and Piper Laurie,
(New Yorker, Bway at’ 88th, TR 4-9189;
July26.)

Intoterance (1916)—D. W
job, with a cast including everyone who
was in pictures then. (New Yorker, B'way
at 88th, TR 4-0180; July 30, at 6:45 and
10)

Tue Kitchen (1961)—A short, ugly, extremely
impressiverendering of lifé among the hard-
pressedhelp of a big and probably dreadful
Londonrestaurant. (New Yorker, Bway at
88th. TR 4-0180; July 31-Aug.1.)

Tue Macician _(1959)—Ingmar Bergman's
study of the effect that a troupe of magicians
has on the household of a Swedish merchant,
(8th St. Playhouse. 52 W. 8th, GR 7-78;
July 31-Aug. 1 )

Meer Me iw Sr. Louis (1944)—Sally Benson's
stories of childrenin the golden Middle West
With Judy Garland and Margaret O’Brien,
(New Yorker, B’way at 88th, TR 4-918y;
July 20-30, last showing at 3-40.)

Ninotcnka (1939)—Garbo laughs. Melvyn
Douglas chuckles in it, too (New Yorker,
Bway at 88th, TR 4-9180; July 27-28.)

Potemkin (1925)—Thefamous Russian job di-

  

 

 

Griffith's jumbo

      

 

 

 
 

    
   

rected by Eisenstein Inits original (silent)
version. (Thalia, B’way at osth, AC 2-3370,
July 26.)

Tue Seventy Seat (1058)—A Swedishfilm, di-
rected by Ingmar Bergman, about life in

 

 

Sweden in the fourteenth century, whenthe
plague was raging. (8th St, Playhouse, 52
W8th, GR 7-7874; July 29-30 )

 

Snavows (1061)—Anepisodic movie, all ofit
improvised by a groupof young players ur
der the directorial guidance of John Cassa-
vetes. (Bleecker St. Cinema, 144 Bleecker
St, at West Broadway, OR 4-3210; July
26)

A Summer to Rememser (1061)—Outof Russia,
a picture demonstratingthattobe achildin 2
vilage there 1s hke being a childin a village

 

   

 

anywhere. With Borya Barkhatov (Thalia,
Biwayat osth, AC 2-3370; July 28.)

Suspicion (1041)—Francis Iles’ “Before the

 

Fact,” done, as is proper, by Hitchcock.
Joan Fontaine and Cary Grant. (New York-
er, B’way at 88th, TR 4-o180, July 27-28.)

Tiger Bay (1959)—Hayley Mills as a_lively
small fry who witnesses a murder in Cardiff.

(Bleecker St. Cinema, 144
‘ker St., at West Broadway; OR 4-3210;

 

 

 

  
Tunes of Grory (1960)—A peacetime Scottis

regiment in the throes of a power struggle
between two colonels, Alec Guinness and
John Mills are the adversaries (Waverly,
Gth Ave. at 3rd, WA 90-8037; Jul 1)

Wary Staawsernes (1950)—Victor Sjdstrim
plays an eminent physician in this Swedish
film directed by Ingmar Bergman. (Sth. St.
Playhouse, 52 W. 8th, GR 7-7874; July
29-30.)

Museum oF Moveen Aer Fitm Liorary—Three pro-
grams in a series called “The Cinema of
Howard Hawks"—Through July 28, show-
ings at 3 and 5:30 (extra performance
Thursday’ evening at 8)° “Ball of Fire”
(1yq2), with Barbara Stanwyck and Gary

     

   Cooper! ...@ July, 20-31, showings at 3: “Air
Force” (1943), with John Garfield and Harry
Carey Starting’ Aug. 1, showings at 3   and 5.30: “To Have and Have Not” (1044),
with Humphrey Bogart and Lauren Bacall.
(Alimited number of reservations are av
able, but only to those applying for them in
person at the Museum, 11 W. 53rd, after 11
on the day of the showingor, it is a Sun-
day, after 1.)

 

  

  



THE BROADWAY
Astor, B’wayat gsth. (JU 6

“Bird Man of Alcatraz,”
Karl Malden,

Criterion, B’way at 4gth.
“The Notorious
Jack Lemmon,

DeMitte, 7th Ave. at 47th. (CO 5-8431)
ATARI

Forum, B'wayat 47th. (PL 7-8320)
“The Sky Above—The Mud Below,” a

French documentaryfilm on New Guinea,
with an English narration,

Music Hatt, 6th Ave.at soth. (CI 6-4600)
THAT TOUCH OF MINK.

New Emeassy, B'wayat 46th. (PL 7-2408)
HAROLD LLOYD'S WORLD OF COMEDY.

Patace, B'way at 47th. (PL 7-2626)
JUDGMENT AT NUREMBERG.

Paramount, B'wayat 43rd. (WI 7-0400)
“Adventures of a Young Man,” Richard

Beymer, Paul Newman.
Rivou, B’way at goth. (CI 7-1633)

West SIDE story.
State, B'way at 4th. (JU 2-3070)

Lolita.
Victonta, B'way at 46th, (JU 6-0540)

“Boys’ Night Out,” Kim Novak, James
Garner,

Warner, Bway at q7th (CO 5-5711)
“EI Cid,” Charlton Heston, Sophia Loren.

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

‘Through Aug. 1 (tentative): ONLY Two CAN
PLAY,

Acavemy of Music, 126 E. 1th. (GR 3-227)
Through July 31 (tentative): “Mr. Hobbs

Takes a Vacation,” James Stewart, Mau-
reen O’Hara; and “Madison Avenue,”
Dana Andrews, Eleanor Parker.

From Aug. 1 (tentative): “Bon Voyage!,”
Fred MacMurray, Jane Wyman; and
“Samar,” George Montgomery.

Gramercy, Lexington at 23rd. (GR 5-1660)
‘Through July. 31: THE DAY THE EARTH CAUGHT

fire; and “The Innocents,” Deborah Kerr,
Michael Redgrave

From Aug. 1: “The Counterfeit Traitor,”
William Holden,Lilli Palmer.

Murray Hit, 160 E. 34th. (MU 5-7652)
LOLITA.

  

urt Lancaster,

(JU, 2-1706)
Landlady,” Kim Novak,

  

  

Trans-Lux52noSr.,Lexingtonats2nd.(PL3-2434)
“Adventures of a Young Man,” Richard

Beymer, Paul Newman,

Surton, grd Ave. at 57th. (PL 9-1411)
ADVISE AND CONSENT,

R.K.O.58rH St., 3rd Ave, at s8th. (EL $-3577)
Through July 28: “Mr, Hobbs Takes a Vaca-

tion,” James Stewart, Maureen O'Hara;

 

and’ “Madison Avenue,” Dana Andrews,
Eleanor Parker.

FromJuly 29: “Ben-Hur,”revival, Charlton

 

Heston, Jack Hawkins
Fine Arts, 130 E. 58th. (PL 5-6030)
“End of Desire” (in French), Maria Schell,

Christian Marquand
Plaza, 42 E_ 58th. (EL 5-3320)
Through July 29: sTowAWAY IN THE SKY.
FromJuly 30: “A Coming-OutParty,” James

RobertsonJustice, Leslie Phillips
Cinewa 1 (PL 3-6022) and Cimema Il (PL 3-

0774), 3rd Ave.at 6oth
“Boccaccio ’70” (in Italian), Sophia Loren,
Romy Schneider, Anita Ekberg:

Beexwan, 2nd Ave. at 66th. (RE 7-2622)
“The' Notorious Landlady,” Kim Novak,

Jack Lemmon
681H Sr. PLavHouse, 3rd Ave. at 68th, (RE 4-0302)

THE Horse's mouTH, revival; and “Never on
Sunday”(in Greek and English), revival,
Melina Mercouri, Jules Dassin.

72n0St.PLavHouse,1st Ave. at 72nd. (BU 8-0304)
Through July 31: “Jack the Giant Killer,”

Kerwin’ Mathews
From Aug. 1: To be announced.

Trans-Lux 85th Sr., Madisonat 85th. (BU8-3180)
“Bird Man of Alcatraz,” Burt Lancaster,

Karl Malden.

R.K.O.86rH Sr., Lexington at 86th, (AT 90-8900)
Through July 31-“Mr. Hobbs Takes a Vaca-

tion,” James Stewart, Maureen O'Hara;
and’ “Madison Avenue,” Dana Andrews,
Eleanor Parker.

From Aug. 1: “Bon Voyage!,” Fred Mac-
Murray, Jane Wyman; and “Samar,”
George Montgomery.

 

   

  

 

  

THE MOVIE HOUSES

S*MeTeWeTeFeS

26 27] 28
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FILMS OF MORE THAN ROUTINE INTEREST
APPEAR IN HEAVY TYPE AND ARE DESCRIBED

ON THE OPPOSITE PAGE

Onpreum, 3rd Ave. at 86th. (AT 9-4607)
“Ben-Hur,” revival, Charlton Heston, Jack

awkit

 

WEST SIDE
Biescxer St. Cinema, 144 Bleecker St., at West.

Broadway. (OR'4-3210)
July 26: shavows, revival; and “The Lovers”

(in French), revival, Jeanne Moreau.
July 27-30: Tier eay, revival; and “And God

Created Woman’ (in French), revival,
Brigitte Bardot, Curt Jurgens.

From July 31: "The Eternal Return,” re-
vival, Jean Marais; and “The Strange
Ones,” revival—both Jean Cocteau films,
in French,

Waverty, 6th Ave. at 3rd. (WA 9-8037)
July 26: GENERAL veLta rovere (in Italian),

revival; and “Man in a Cocked Hat,” re-
vival, Peter Sellers, Terry-Thomas.

July 27-28: “Never on Sunday” (in Greek
and English), revival, Melina Mercouri,
Jules Dassin} and “Marie-Octobre” (in
French), revival, Danielle Darrieux.

July_ 20-31: Tunes’ oF ctory, revival;_and
“Friendly Persuasion,” revival, "Gary
Cooper, Dorothy McGuire.

From Aug. 1: “The Counterfeit Traitor,”
William Holden, Lilli Palmer:

81H Sr. PLavHouse, 52 W. 8th. (GR 7-7874)
July 26: “The Naked Night” (in Swedish),

revival, Harriet Andersson; and “A Les”

 

 

  

son in Love” (in Swedish), revival, Eva
Dahlbect Gunnar Bjornstrand.

“Dreams” (in Swedish), re-
al, Harriet Andersson, Eva Dahlbeck;

and “Smiles of a Summer Night” (in
Swedish), revival, Ulla Jacobson, Eva
Dahilbeck!

July 20-30: THE seveNTH seat and wito straw-
sernies (both in Swedish and both re-
vivals). .

July gr-Aug 1: tHe MaciciAN (in Swedish),
revival; and “Brink of Life” (an Swedish),
revival, Eva Dahlbeck, Ingrid Thulin.

Br Ave. Cinema,sth Ave. at 12th. (WA 4-8330)
“Shoot. the ‘Piano Player” (in French),

Charles Aznavour, Marie Dubois.
Sueniwan, 7th Ave. at 12th. (WA 9-2166)

“Ben-Hur,” revival, Charlton Heston, Jack
‘Hawkins,

Greenwich, GreenwichAve.atr2th. (WA9-3350)
Through July 31: Les LIAISONS DANGEREUsEs (in

French).
From Aug 1 (tentative): THROUGH A Gass

parkty (in Swedish),
Gun, 33 W. goth. (PL 7-2406)
“A Matter of WHO,” Terry-Thomas, Sonja

Ziemann.
55rH_ St. PLavHouse, 154 W. ssth. (JU 6-4590)

“Strangers in ‘the City,” Robert Gentile,
Camilo Delgado.

   

    

Trans-Lux Normanoie, 110 W. 57th. (JU6-4
“The Sky Above—The Mud “Belov

French documentary film on New Guinea,
with an English narration.

Lire Carnecie, 146 W. 57th. (CI 6-3454)
MONEY, MONEY, Money (in French),

Carnecte Haut Cinema, 7th Ave. at s7th. (PL
7-2131)Last Year AT MARIENBAD (in French).

Panis, 4 W. s8th. (MU8-0134)
‘A TASTE OF HONEY.

Loew's 83rp St., B’way at 83rd. (TR 73190)
“Ben-Hur,” ‘revival, Charlton Heston, Jac

lawkins,
New Yorker, B’way at 88th. (TR 4-9180)

July 26."casgue v'or (in French), revival;
andTHe HustieR, revival.

July 27-28: ninorenKa, revival; and susetcion,
revival.

July 29-30 (last showing at 2.15): Meer ME
IN st, Louis, revival; and “Flot Spell,”
revival, Shirley Booth, Anthony Quinn.

July 30,at 6:45 and 10: roverance, revival,
July 31-Aug. 1. THe ‘arcHen, revival; and

“Stalag 17,” revival, William Holden,
DonTaylor.

SymeHony, B’wayat 95th. (AC 2-6600)
Through July 31: “The Roadto Hong Kong,”

Bob Hope, Bing Crosby; and “The Nun
and the Sergeant,” Robert Webber, Anna
Sten.

From Aug. 1: “The Counterfeit Traitor,”
William Holden,Lilli Palmer; and “Blood
and Roses,” revival, Mel Ferrer, Elsa
Martinelli.

THauia, B'wayat osth. (AC 2-3370)
July 26. Avexanver Nevsky (in Russian), re-

vival, and poremKiN (silent)
July 27! te entertainer, revival; and tHe Bar

TLE OF THE Sexes, revival.
July 28: 4 suMMeR To rememeer (in Russian),

revival; and “‘Aren’t We Wonderful?”(in
German), revival, Robert Graf

July 29° “Flamenco” (in Spanish), revival;
and “Stars of the Russian Ballet” (in
Russian), revival, Galina Ulanova.

July 30: ANIMAL FARM, revival; and rosert
BENCHLEY ONE-REELERS, ‘revivals,

July gr: THE pevit strixes at nicHr (in Ger-
man), revival; and “Démoniaque” (in
French), revival, Francois Périer, Mi-
cheline Presle.

Aug 1 A programofnine short filmsof the
dance—“Swan Lake,” “The Nutcracker

  

 

 

   

Suite,” “Pavlova Dances,” and others.
Riversive, B’way at 96th. (MO 3-4530)
“Mr. ‘Hobbs Takes a Vacation,” James

Stewart, Maureen O'Hara; and “Madison
Avenue,” Dana Andrews, Eleanor Parker.

Muvrown, B'way at rooth. (AC 2-1200)
Through July 31: Les LIAISONS paNGeREUses (in

French)
From Aug. 1 (tentative): rHrouen A cLass

parity(in Swedish).
Ourmea, B'way at ro7th. (UN 5-8128)

“Ben-Hur,” revival, Charlton Heston, Jack
‘Hawkins

Nemo, B'way at 110th. (MO 6-8210)
Through July 31 (tentative): “Mr. Hobbs
Takes a Vacation,” James Stewart, Mau-
reen O'Hara; and “Madison Avenue,”
Dana Andrews, Eleanor Parker.

From Aug. 1 (tentative): “Bon Voyage,”
Fred MacMurray, Jane Wyman; and
“Samar,” George Montgomery.

   



Therain in Spain

+..or Maine or White

    
  

Plains... can’t dampen

the spirited good looks

of this dashing costume!

Water-repellent fizzy

mohair and nylon

coat... wool jersey shift.

Russetorolive...

6 to 14. Third floor

sportswear, MU 9-7000,

Fifth Avenue, White

Plains, Manhasset and

Short Hills. 55.00

 



 

 

THE TALK OF THE TOWN

Notes and Comment

ITH Mr. Khrushchev, we can
be certain, the more seemingly
flip a remark of hisis, the more

thoughthe hasputintoit, or how are we
to explain the aptnessofhis sayings, their
memorability, and their success at mak-
ing world headlines? Last week,he said
he had a rocket that could hit “a fly
in outer space,” and we are convinced
that the choice of a fly was not acci-
dental. If he had wished merely to es-
tablish the hairsplitting accuracy of his
rockets, he might have chosen a flea; if
he had wished to establish the tough-
ness of his target, he might have chosen
a cockroach, which some radiologists
claim hasthe best “survival possibilities”
in nuclear war of practically any liv-
ing thing. Webelieve that Mr, Khru-
shchev chose the fly because, of all the
pests,it surely remainsthe greatest Ene-
myofthe People. Asit happens,the other
morningin bed, welooked up from the
Times lead story containing the Pre-
mier’s boast to find that this conspiracy
of nature had entered our bedroom.
There, close tothe light bulb, was a fly,
making now a circle, now a figure eight.
Apparentlyspotting us withits two thou-
sand to twelve thousand reddish eyes
(because we were unable to determine
its species, it wasdifficult for us to assess
the full extent ofits gaze), it swooped

 

==

downtoward the foot of our bed. We
thought of reaching out and swattingit
with the newspaper, but we didn’t. It
wasn’t just the weight of lethargy that
held us back but recognition of the fu-
tility of the gesture. We remembered
reading in some college textbook that
there are about eighty thousandspecies
of these monsters, that each oftheir fe-

malescan lay three thousand eggs in her
lifetime, that each year they can produce
betweenfive and twenty generations of
offspring. In our head (the fly was now
movingin towardthepillow) westarted
multiplying—the species times the eggs
times the generations—and all of a
sudden the room became filled with
the buzz oftrillions upon trillions of
two-winged, two-haltered, six-legged,
darkish-brown insects. Soon the bed-
room, the living room, the kitchen—

every room in the house—seemedalive
with the swish and zoom of ever-thick-
ening clouds of the conspirators. We
could understand why Mr. Khrushchev
wantedto hit a flyin outer space, assum-
ing there is a fly in outer space.

Lady Guide

OESit take an out-of-towner to
appreciate New York? We re-

cently reported in these pages on Mr.
Hal Negbaur, a real-estate man from
Kansas City, Missouri, who is very
much alive to the joys of Manhattan,
and now we give you Mrs. Kate Simon,
of 3 East Eighty-second Street, who be-
gan life in Warsaw, Poland, and has
just issued a revised edition of her “New
York Places and Pleasures: An Un-
common Guidebook,” a paperback that
has sold over a hundred thousand copies
sinceitsfirst appearance,three years ago.
Weinvited her to have a drink with us
at the Algonquin bar, which, to our as-
tonishmentandgratification,she told us
she had neverset eyes on before. “One-
third of my book’s material is entirely
new,but,like all guidebooks, this oneis
alreadya liar,” she said. “Some of the
shops and restaurants it describes have
folded or moved since it went to press.
Most guidebooks are peculiar animals;
theyeither tell you too much or leave
out essential facts. Mine is subjective.
I really started to work on it, without
knowing that I was doing so, at four-
teen, during summer vacation from
high school in the Bronx, when I em-

barked on what turned outtobea series
of summer jobs—baby-sitting, clerking
at the five-and-ten, setting stones in
paste ornaments for a firm way down-
town, and so on. I wandered around

 

the city with fascinated curiosity. When
I beganto write the book, much later,
I already knew a great many restau-
rants—Ilove toeat out. I'd spend a day
walking and a day writing. I walked
Third Avenue for a week or more,
stopping in at places and taking notes.
A street like Park Avenue makes no
demands, and now Third Avenue is
getting to be just as dull. In some of
the less sophisticated areas, people over-
whelmed me with attention, some ofit
suspicious. They assumed that I must
be trying to sell them something, or
that I must be a tax collector, a truant
officer, or a public-health nurse—some-
one from the enemy world, the world
that speaks perfect English. But that
didn’t happen with Mr. Louis Cohen,
of the Eagle Bag & Burlap Co., on Ful-
ton Street, where no bag or burlap is
in sight but where youfind foghorns,
bizarre knives, Chinese camphorwood
chests, and Persian rugs. After thefirst
edition of the guidebook came out, and
I wasrevisiting him to check his place
for the second, he fell on me, kissed
me,told mehe had got several hundred
customers from the book, and asked me
for the names of mydeadrelatives. He
said he wanted to pray for them on
Yom Kippur.”

Mrs. Simon,a blond, pretty woman
with curly hair and got up in a stylish
black dress, smiled reminiscently, and
we asked her about herlife before she
wasfourteen. “My mother brought me
and mybrotherherein steerage when I
was four,” she said. “Myfather, who
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was a shoemaker, had comeon ahead to

establish himself. It was the usual im-
migrant story. We moved from the
lower East Side to Harlem to the Bronx.
Someof the Santini family, the moving-
and-storage people, were neighbors of
ours. The Italian babies in our vicinity
often gotsick from eating spaghetti and
garlic, and my mother helped nurse
them.She was calm and competent, and

becamekind of a block nurse. I learned
a greatdeal aboutthe worldin thatlittle
enclave.”

Mrs.S., who has been once widowed
and oncedivorced, went to Hunter Col-
lege, and after graduating she worked
for the Book-of-the-Month Club, for a
printing firm, for Publisher’ Weebly,
and as a book reviewer for the New
Republic. “T reviewed C. P. Snow’searly
novels, which I admire immensely,”she
said. “T sat for a painter, and I wentin
for a rather intensive period of painting
myself. I visited Mexico for a few
monthsin the nineteen-forties and have
been going back there ever since. I re~
cently spent a year there, working on a
Mexican ‘Places and Pleasures,” which
T’ve just finished. It’s wonderfulto fin-
ish a book, but you miss it. I give only a
couple of paragraphs to Acapulco, which
to me is not what’s endearing about
Mexico, but a great many pages to
Guanajuato, whichis. It’s one of those
angry-catcities. It doesn’t wagits tail
at you, the waya dog does.”

Weasked which of her guidebooks
she preferred, the Mexican one or the
New York one, and she said, “Well,
New York’s an operatic city, but, of
course, Mexico has great ruins, which
New York doesn’t have. And there’s
a wonderful cadenced jungle there—
utter stillness, in someplaces, except for
the howling of monkeys. But I dolike
my apartment here. For a time, there
wasa largeholein the ground nexttoit,
which began to bang and whistle every
morning. You know, the men on dem-
olition and construction jobs like to
come very, veryearly and shout.It’s the
onlyaspectofthe class warthatis left.”

She gave us a copy of the revised
“New York Places and Pleasures,” and
weve since read it with pleasure—espe-
cially the hundred-page essay preced-
ing the listings proper, which includes
such asides as “The Tiber is hardly
navigable by anything but orangepeel;
and the Arnois, for most of the year, a
moist laceration.” Dare welooka gift
horse in the mouth? We suggest that
the third edition, which Mrs. Simon told
us is scheduled for the year of the
World’s Fair, include a revision of such
orthographic flights as “de rigeur”
(page 66), “tourquoise” (page 119),
and “decibles” (page 203), and a more
precise location for the Café Brittany.
“807 Ninth Avenue (near 52nd St.)”
is close, but “(between 53rd and 54th
Sts.)” would win cigar. Wealso think

 

 “Live from Paris! What hath God wrought?”

thatthe attribution of “postcards, treacly
with sentiment” to a Spanish record-
and-book shop at 670 Ninth Avenue
might be dropped. Treacly postcards
are our dish, so we wentright over after
reading this description and read it to
Mrs. R. Fernandez, the proprietor’s
wife. “Oh, that book!”she said. “We

don’t carry postcards any more, and
they never were treacly. My husband
hasn’t an ounce of sentiment in his
nature.”

Poeeee INTELLIGENCE: The
Red River Ice Plant, in South Har-

wich, Massachusetts, proudly advertises
“sparkling, taste-free, ice-coldice.”

Realism

HE annual boom in the filming
of television commercials for the

coming season is on right now, and we
wereeasily lured, one soggy daylast
week, to a new, fresh-cement-smelling
production studio on West Fifty-ninth
Street, near the river, to sce one made.
This particular drop in the TV-com-
mercial bucket—it’s a fifty-million-dol-
lar bucket—wastocelebratethe virtues
of Liberty Mutual Insurance, which
‘wasrepresented, in the usual hierarchy
oftelevision, by the advertising agency
Batten, Barton, Durstine & Osborn,
which,in turn, had enlisted the services

of anindependentfirm known as
Elektra Film Productions, and it
wasthe president of Elektra, Abe
Liss, a slight man with a modest
air, a soft-sel] voice, and a black
beardlike young Dr. Freud’s, who
tookusin tow. “The move today
is toward realism and believabili-
ty,” Mr.Liss said mildlyas he led
us up to a sound-stage group of
sports-shirted movie-makers sit-
ting around on canvas chairs,
hovering over a thirty-five-milli-
metre camera on a dolly, or
standing under _five-thousand-
watt cone lights and seven-hun-
dred-and-fifty-watt spotlights.
“What wedo at Elektrais try to
have some respect for the audi-
ence. Notalking down. No turn-
ing the stomach into a machine.
Theysay that hypochondriacslike
to see a stomachthat looks like a
machine, but not me. The horri-
ble part of this business isit’s very
competitive, and youusually wind
up working for everybody who
asks you. Still, I like to think that
if you’re an artist, you try to find
your way in manyareas. Every
problem hasits special solution.

 



 

“Look, Peter, either protest all the way or don’t protest at all.”

Wealwaystry for a new andfresh ap-
proach—notloud. Myattitude is we’re
imposing on the audience; we have an
obligation to entertain it. Here we’ve
been doing industrial-accident-preven-
tion commercials, and now we’re work-
ing on one that shows how Liberty
Mutual rehabilitates injured hands.
Weputin eight weeks of work on the
production, during which we made
a story board—drawings showing cach
sequenceof each film. The ad agency’s
writer went up to Liberty Mutual’s Re-
habilitation Center, in Boston, and re-
searched the facts, and then worked
with us on the story board. The
agency’s ownstory board, prepared by
its art director,is, as yousec,set up here.
It winds up ‘The Man WhoSells Pro-
tection in Depth Works Only for
Liberty Mutual. Call Him In.’ Most
of these props that you see around—the
blood-plasma-transfusion setup, the
finger-pulling weight machine—come
directly from Boston. Weve already
filmed ‘Exercise,’ ‘Encouragement,’
and ‘Cut to Therapist As She Massages
Man’s Hands.’ Those scenes have been
crossed out on the board. Theyre get-
ting ready now to shoot “Thumb
Exercise.’ ”
“How longwill this movie run?” we

asked.
“Sixty seconds,”Liss replied. “There

are two films of one minute each. We
spend a day of actual shooting on each
film. Wegetpaid nine thousand dollars
for each one. The studio rental costs
three hundred dollars a day. Camera

and lenses, a hundred dollars a day.
Film costs aboutfifty dollars a day. Our

 

cameramangets paid a hundred and fif-
ty dollars a day. Our makeup man,sev-
enty-five dollars a day—actors are not
allowed to put on their own makeup.
Assistant cameramen andassistant di-
rectors, fifty dollars a day. Electricians,
grips, script clerks, and about a dozen
of the other people you see standing
aroundhere,they get about fifty dollars
a day, too. In addition to which wehave
two Elektra staff men—adirector and
a camera director—whoeach get about
three hundred and fifty dollars a week
in salary. We've got twoactors under
thelights, as you can see—the worker
being given therapy, and a lady thera~
pist. They get about a hundred dollars
a day each. Each actor gets additional
pay,called residuals,for repeateduse of
a commercial—ttcan runinto the thou-
sands—whichis one fee that the client
pays, thank God.”

“That Wl old winemaker must be
making a fortune,” said an assistant di-
rector who was standing nearby. “He’s
been on for years. Every time he’s
shown,hegets paidresiduals.”

“T got a friend, a very chic actor,”
a grip said. “He’s the one they always
get when they need someone in black
tie, because he’s so chic, so believable.
They always call on him. He just
bought himself a yacht!”

“All part of the truth trend,” Liss
said.

“Realism!”the grip said. “Someof
them housewivestheyshowselling stuff,
myownopinionis they’re so real they’re
driving the men out of the home, away
from theset.”

Liss led us closer to the camera and

introduced us to a B. B. D. & O. man
named Earl McNulty, a Liberty Mu-
tual physical therapist from Boston
named Ann Fleischhauer, and the di-
rector of thefilm, Paul Harvey. Harvey
was explaining that he wanted what he
called “a sober-congenial atmosphere”
for a two-secondscene of the one-min-
ute movie that would show a therapist
giving a worker a thumb exercise.
“There’s a difference between reality
and camera reality,” Harvey said.
“Through camera reality, we give the
impression of morereality.”

“The American Physical Therapy
Association is going to be watching us,”
Miss Fleischhauer said. “It’s got to be
realistic, you know.”

“Thepossibilities are infinite,” Mc-
Nultysaid. “We'll shoot and shootun-
til we get theshot that looks best.””
“When they do that thumbgrasp, the

fingers have got to bend,” Miss Flei
hauer said. “The thumb grasp i
portant. It’s the difference between
manandtheape.”
“We got the finger-weight scene au-

thentic, we'll get the thumb-grasp scene
authentic,” Harveysaid. “Even if I have
to go gray.”

“That’s why Tvestressed the Ther-
apy Association patch that the girl
wears,” Miss Fleischhauersaid.

“Action!” called the director, and
everybody went back to his station,
whereupon the camera rolled on the
two-second thumb scene. At the endof
it, wefell in with the two principals of
the drama. The actor was BobPointer,
a handsome young man with a Texas
drawl, whotold us that he is a ninety-
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nine-per-cent television-commercial
actor, and that he has five children to
support. “I smoke cigarettes and puff
smoke out for the cameras,”he said. “I
have played the parts of a new-car
owner, a doctor plugging insurance, a
smoker of Phillies cigars (they let me
dress the wayI like,in blue jeans, denim
shirt, mackinaw, and one of my Texas
hats, which I love so much), a husband
in a supermarket buying soap, and a
husbandkissing his wife in the doorway
of his home, for Quaker Oats. Theidea
of that oneis youeat oats and gooff to
work full of pep. D’ve had to kiss some
pretty old clamsin front of the camera.
It’s my only regret, as. an actor. Other-
wise, I usuallyfeel prettyreal.”
“Tm a real registered nurse,” the

actress, an attractive, dark-haired girl
named Eleanor Lewis, told us. “Dve
worked in obstetrics at Doctors Hospi-
tal, for people like Hal March’s wife
and Otto Preminger’s wife, but Pve
also had training as an actress and as a
singer. I still do nursing when things
get slow.”

“Dothey ask you if you like their
products?” Pointer said to her. “They
do me.”

“Almost always,” Miss Lewis re-
plied. “They wantauthenticity.”

“Yousee?” Liss said to us. “The
move towardrealism.”

Summer Correspondence

O summer, we’re afraid, is com-
plete without its ration of camp

letters. So let the festivities proceed with
two related communications. A local
couple we knowsenttheir daughter to
a French camp upstate, and after a
week they received a postcard and a
letter from her. The card read, “Chers
Maman et Papa: Je trouve que ce camp
est formidable. Je meporte bien. Il y a
un piano dans la grandepiéce. On ne
travail pas. Babette.” The letter read,
“Dear Mom and Dad: We wereor-
dered to write that postcard, butreally
everythingis all right. Babette.”

Masai Visitor

Boy is the Encyclopedia Britannica
in need ofrevision! After stating,

ofoneofthechief tribes of Tanganyika,
that “the Masai are a tall, well-built,
slender people with good features and
well-defined noses,” our 1960 edition
of this compendium goes on,in part:

Thetwo lowerincisors are removed. ...
The warriors weartheir hair plaited into
queues hanging down the back and over
the forehead. ... The Masai keep cattle
(of the humped Zebu type), sheep and
goats, donkeys and dogs, and the cattle

cult is a featureoftheir culture... Wom-
en and old meneatflour and vegetables in
addition to the milk, blood and meat which
form the staple dietof the tribe. ... Their
Weaponsare spears (both broad- and nar-
row-bladed), clubs and a peculiar sword.
. ++ The system of initiation and age-grades
(admission depends primarily on age and
is associated with puberty rites) is the
basic feature of Masaisociallife... . The
centreofpolitical gravity is with the war-
rior class. ... The [tribal] magician (ol-
ciboni), a hereditary office, is the chief
adviser. Religion is a mixture of ancestor-
worship and the worship of Engai, the
“sky.” ... The ancestor cult is associated
with certain trees, notably the fig, and
with a reverence for snakes, the python
and the cobra predominating.

 

Wehave reprinted this passage be-
cause we have just come from ourfirst
meeting with 2 Masai—Mr. Onesmo
Moiyoi, a nineteen-year-old senior at
the Old Moshi Senior School, in Moshi,
Tanganyika, who had been spending
a month in this country, under the
auspices of the New York Zoological
Society, in order to makea wildlife film
in Yellowstone National Park, with an
assist from the Ford Foundation. Mr.
Moiyoi, who wound uphis trip with a
two-day stay at the Williams Club, as
the guest of a Society member,is indeed
tall, well-built, and slender, with good
features and a well-defined nose, buthis
incisors are intact; his hair is cut short;
he does not drink blood (he had two
bottles of ginger ale with us at a mid-
town hotel); he is a Lutheran, and
doesn’t give a fig for cobras; he regards
cattle as primarily a source of milk and
steaks; and he advised usthathis people
are notallowed to carry spears or clubs
today except for occasional ceremonial
get-togethers. “They don’t even make
spears any more,” he said. “Our spears
now come from Germany.”
We wereintroduced to Mr. Moiyoi

by Mr. George W. Merck, secretary
of the Zoological Society and head of
its conservation department, and a
member of the Merck pharmaceutical
tribe (Somerset County branch).
“Onesmo was recommended to one

of our Tanganyika operatives by the
headmaster of his school, an English-
man,” Mr. Mercksaid. “He’s an out-
standingstudentandtrack athlete there.
He wasthe chief actor in and the com-
mentator for a wildlife film made in

 

Lake Manyara Park, in his own coun-
try, and we brought him here to be the
chief actor in and to do the commen-
tary in Swahili, the lingua franca of East
Africa, for the Yellowstone picture,
whichhasjust been finished. We'll show
it here, and,with his first one,it will be
taken to secondary schools all over
Tanganyika by mobile cinema units.
Theidea, naturally,is to promoteinter-
est in conservation, by showing how
muchattention is paid to it here. Tan-
ganyika has the greatest concentra-
tion of wildlife in the world; it’s the
habitat of more than a million large
animals.”

“You can gofor thirty or fortymiles
through the wilderness seeing only ani-
mals—no humanbeings,” Mr. Moiyoi
said. “Zebras, buffalo, white-bearded
gnus, and so on. Thebirds are beauti-
ful, and after the rains you find swarms
of butterflies all over the country. Big
herdsof our animals werekilled earlyin
this century, mostly by white settlers,
We'retrying to get our people to take a
stand against a repetition of that sort of
thing. What extraordinarybeasts you
have here! I’d never seen elk before,
or bear, or, in fact, most of your ani-
mals. Oneof our mostseriously threat-
ened animals is the white rhino. The
gerenukisalso in dangerofextinction.”

“Notas a species,” Mr. Merck said.
“Just in Tanganyika, where it’s rare.
And the cattle there have to be pro-
tected from thetsetse fly.”

“Tt causes the cattle disease olndi-
hana, a kindofsleepingsickness,” Mr.
Moiyoi said. “We cut down bushes to
Kill the flies, and we’re trying to reduce
the numbersofourcattle, since we have
too many. Masai are greatcattle rais-
ers, Myfather isone. There are seven-
teen cattle markets in the Masai coun-
try, whichis aboutthe size of England.
I have twelve brothers and sisters,
some of them step. My father used to
carry meto and from myfirst school—
the Lutheran PrimarySchoolin the vil-
lage of Loliondo, two miles from our
home—when I was four and couldn’t
walk thatdistance twice a day. I hope
to become a doctor. I’m taking a pre-
med course. I hope to go to Harvard
nextyear,if I can get a scholarship. The
school I go to now has four hundred
boys, and there are several Americans
on the faculty. P've just come from
Boston, where I lived in a Harvard
dormitory for a few days with some
Americans whoare going to Tangan-
yika to teach. They were performing
some interesting experiments—trans-
planting insects’ brains so as to induce
metamorphosis. I stayed in the labora-
tory a whole day, just looking.”
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“Its been a quiet summer so far, except for the black flies, a storm or two, and Robert Moses.”

Weasked Mr. Moiyoi whatheate at
home, and hesaid, “Beef, rice, coffee,
milk, and tinnedfish. No poultry. Not
muchfruit. Nofresh fish. In Africa,
no one would think of cating lobster or
crayfish. In Yellowstone Park I had
lobster for the first time. Nice! Td
never had ahot dogtill I came here.
Nice! Nice!”

“Have a peanut,” we said.
“Our peanuts are smaller than

yours,” he said. “Please don’t over-
emphasize my being a Masai. Tangan-
yikans don’t wanttostand aslittle tribal
groups. We want to be amalgamated.

But Masai do have some good habits.
They may notdrink or smoke or chew
tobacco until they get married, which is
gencrally at twenty-five or thirty for the
men andateighteen or twenty for the
girls. Another good habitis that a Masai
manis not supposedtotell lies, even if
not to doso will result in death.”

Weasked whether his family name
meantanything, and he smiled.

“Tt means ‘Don’t Do Too Much,’ ”
he said. “It origiriated with my great-
great-grandfather. Oneday, he started
to shape the branchofa tree into a bowl.
Thatdidn’t work, so he decided to make

it into a spear hanger. That didn’t
work, so he tried to make it into the
handle of a knife. That didn’t work, so
hetried for a needle. Finally, when he’d
finishedit, it wasn’t anythingatall.”
“Onesmo may well be the fastest

manin the world in the quarter-mile,”
Mr. Mercksaid as weroseto leave.

OVeReeneD in Pete’s Tavern,
at Eighteenth Street and Irving

Place: “Of course, Jack was a little
shook up, but, all in all, it was a very
successful first marriage.”



20

MRS. HARCOURT’S MARE

 

IOMETIMES—I see it as in
S autumn—I would be standing

alone out under the pine tree in
front of our house, getting over a cold,

and Mrs. Harcourt would ride by on
her black mare. As she came trotting up
thelast bit of hill she would call to me
in her high, sweet voice, and wave; then

her horse would feel the groundlevel-
ling out under her hoofs, Mrs. Har-
court would give a kick with herlittle
black boot, and they would be off—the
dark-blue skirt of her habit fluttering,
the endsofherveil, tied behind the knot
of yellow hair under her bowler hat,
standing straight out on the wind. I
wouldstare after them, myfancy gal-
loping, too.

Mrs. Harcourt was so dashing, so
free, so different from us. For onething,
T hadpicked up from scraps of mypar-
ents’ conversation at the dinner table
that she had nobusiness riding atall.
She had someillness that made going
out on a horse alone the height of un-
wisdom; “seizures” was the word they
used. But, my mothersaid with a ver-
tical line of worry between her eye-
brows, Mrs. Harcourt would not put
up with an accompanying groom; she
would not ride in frequented places; she
insisted upon having her own way.
Grieved concern was in my mother’s
voice whenshesaid this, but I glowed
with approval.

“She won’tlisten to me, whenI tell
her how it disturbs her friends,” my
mothersaid.

“She always has to be the one to do

the giving. Advice, too,” my father
said, a trifle sourly.

Mrs. Harcourt, the richest womanin
the town where welived,had beenvery
kind to our family always—providing
a nurse when I waslittle, arranging sea
side vacations for my overtired mother
(for it was only her own health that
Mrs. Harcourt ignored), buying my
father’s pictures (for she was a patron
of the arts). We owed her, my mother
said, everything. All this made me pro-
foundly uncomfortable when we went
to Mrs. Harcourt’s to tea. I felt dif-
ferent there from the wayI felt any-
whereelse, [ throbbed with the sense of
being a representative of a humble, cau-
tiousfamily who owedourhostess every-
thing.

Weusedtosit in the little room open-
ing off a stair landing in that large,
white house—an upstairs sitting room
it was, with a tinyfire sparkling in the
grate, with silver tea things on silver
tray, and a porringer with a cover that
stood on the hearth, to keep warm the
yellow muffinsinsideit. “Muffies,” Mrs.
Harcourt called them. Over all was an
air ineffable, personal, distinguished.
‘Thesmile on myfacefelt pasted on,like
dried calaminelotion.
My mother seemed able to express

quite easily the sense of deep gratitude
and affectionshe felt for Mrs. Harcourt.
She could chatter for an hour about my
father’s painting and her own, while
Mrs. Harcourt, her hands clasped,
would now and then interject, “How
thrilling!” It was a favorite word of
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hers. Then my mother would get up,
saying, ““We mustn’t take up any more
of your time. It was so sweet and
thoughtful of you to ask us; to give us
such pleasure.”

Mrs. Harcourt would rise, too—
shorter, somewhat stocky, with curly
yellow hair and a square, determined
facelit byflashing eyes. “Rileywill drive
you home,” she would say, and my
mother would exclaim with apprecia-
tion, I myself could only smile—smile
at Mrs. Harcourt, andat the Irish maids
who came to take the tea things away,
and at the dachshund who nipped at
my ankles in the white-panelled hall. I
had found through long experience that
if I said anything at all in this house,
whatI said sounded forced, artificial,
idiotic. “Thank you so much,” I would
mutter on parting, as I shook our bene-
factor’s hand. Even that soundedfalse.
Mrs. Harcourt would lay her hand on
mystiff shoulder for an instant and go
back to my mother, walking beside her
out to the shining black limousine. Mrs.
Harcourt never stood on ceremony; she
was warm,informal, enthusiastic. My

mother was warm back. It was only I
who was bothered by the chasm that
seemed to separate Mrs. Harcourt’s
great house from our smal] snug one,
and Mrs. Harcourt’s generosity and
recklessness from our own mean cau-
tion.

N the New England of mychildhood,
winters were long and severe, and

when a memberof our family caught
a cold it was taken seriously. The fur-
nace, which in theory heated our house,

sent what trickles of
warmth did get upstairs
through the register of
the room that we
called my grandmoth-
er’s room, because it
was hers when she
stayed with us. It wasin
there that I was apt to
be put to bed, under

plenty of blankets and
a down quilt. I would
lie in that square, sun-
flooded room with its
ceiling broken at one
side by the angle of the
eaves, the bed heaped
with my favorite
books—Miss Austen,
Mrs. Ewing, Steven-
son, Poe; allin sets that
had been presented to
me by Mrs. Harcourt.
I would sip lemonade,
and at intervals lay
my book aside to eat



THE NEW YORKER

dropped eggs on toast, and cot-
tage pudding with lemonsauce,
off a tray that had rosebuds
painted onit.

It made an undeniably pleas-
ant interlude. Arithmetic, ge-
ography, and my arch-enemy
at school, Ellen Parsons—such
disagreeable problems were
shut out; legitimately so. The
school I went to, Miss Brew-
ster’s, wantedits pupils kept at
homeif they had colds. It did
not want germscirculating in
class. Homework would be
brought to the ailing by some
hale contemporary on her way
from school in the afternoon;
I would hearher voice at the
front dooras she left my books,
and mymother’svoicehustling
her away again—“You mustn’t
catch our colds!” It was only
the children that went to the
public school who were al-
lowed to go around with run-
nynoses and sore lips, regard-
less; like the children in the Dreadful
Hollow.

‘That was my father’s nameforit.
Heand I used to walk down thehill
together in the mornings, I toschool,
he to the train that took him in town
tohis studio. The road,asit led past the
County Meadows, was flanked with
willow trees, through which a bitter
wind forever whistled. We passed only
one building in that stretch, Mr. Bar-
low’s barn, and sometimes the old man
wouldbegetting his white horse out as
we hurried past, with frost sparkling in
his beard andin the horse’s mane. Brac-
ing himself against the winter’s gale, he
wouldhitch the horsetoa blue cart with
two high wheels, and drive rumbling
away. We would havepassed the worst
of it by then, and in a minute come to
where a row of mean houses oneither
side of the road broke the wind. We
would walk slower, catching our
breath. “ ‘I hate the dreadful hollow
behind the little wood,’” my father
would murmur, quoting from Tenny-
son’s “Maud,”though I didn’t knowit.

In my childhood there were still
countryslums, and this was one of them.
The houses were old, paintless, with
rags stuffedin their windows and decay-
ing steps. Out of the windows peered
white, narrow faces; undernourished,
suspicious. I did not so much hate the
Dreadful Hollowasfearit. It was notso
frightening in the mornings, when I
could pass through it by the side of my
omnipotent father, but in the after-
noons, walking homealone from school,
myheart sank as I descendedthe slope
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“Are you looking for a fight?” °

that led past the Harrigans’, the Petro-
puccis’, the Morans’, the Howards’. I
knew their names,everybodyknewtheir
names, for they were called in from
timeto time to workin more prosperous
parts of town—to do a day’s wash or
to nail up sagging gutterpipes. On those
occasions, possessions had often been
known mysteriously to disappear—a
whole packet of nails, a stepladder, a
half-dozen dish towels. It was a fact, I
had heard my mothertell myfather,
that the people from the Hollow would
rathersteal than receive honest charity.
They madeit impossible, she said, for
you to give them anything; medicines or
clothes or comforts of any kind. They
slammed the door in your face and
called rude words from within. One
of the men in the Hollow wassaid to
be serving a longtermin jail.
When I would be walking home

from school, the Dreadful Hollow chil-
dren wouldbe playing out in their bare
dirt yards, noses perpetually running,
eyes red and watery. The doors of their
houses stood grimlyshut, but sometimes
a ragged curtain wouldstir trifle as I
passed by. Theolder boys madeinarticu-
late jeering noises at me; the girls
looked at me andI back at them. Their
faces seemed different from the faces of
myschoolmates. They were wide and
pale and blank, and hadslit eyes with-
out eyelashes. Their appearance gave
mea senseof indefinable, intimate hor-
ror, as though I were somehow joined
to them,as though they were partly me.
I tried to keep myeyes straight ahead;
tried not to care what taunts might be

yelled. Sticks and stones could break
my bones but words—I told myself,
denying the evidence of my senses—
would never hurt me. One day as I
was walking home, screams rent the
Hollow’sair, and tinychild, not more
thansix, came running aroundthe cor-
ner of a house with her father after
her—an unshaven manin shirtsleeves,
brandishing a bunch of short leather
straps, a device that could have no other
purpose than that of flogging children.

Fee a long time I could notget that
scene out of my mind—thefather,

coughing as he ran, and theterrified
child with her face streaked by tears and
snot. Terrible people like these were
the only other people I had ever known
to ignore illness.

Mrs. Harcourt’s suffering, both in
thatillness of hers andin a certain curi-
ous sorrow, seemed to me of a high and
admirable kind. Children do not so
muchtell themselves stories about people
as they instantly convert into images
whatthey hear said about them. It was
so when mymother remarked at dinner
one night, “She is such a high-spirited
human being. So sensitive to the ba-
nal”—a word I recognized as one of
Mrs. Harcourt’s favorites. “It seems a
pity,” she went on, “that he can’t be
more onher level.”” When my father
replied somewhat wryly, “Yes, good old
Harcourtis earthy, all right,” what I
mentallysaw, clearly, calmly, was Mrs.
Harcourtstanding onthe landing of the
great white staircase, her chin lifted
very high, while up the stairs toward
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her groped Mr. Harcourt, whom I had
seen so seldom as to leave me free to
imagine him as dreadfulas I liked. He
washolding his hands, black with sticky
earth, out in front of him, to rub them
viciously upon her pure white dress.
Whyamanshoulddelightin wiping his
hands onhis wife’s clothes against her
will, I could not explain to myself; but
somehowthe idea rang true, and car-
ried genuine horror. Although I never
felt in the least natural in Mrs. Har-
court’s presence, andalthough her high,
clear voice seemed never quite address-
ing me but somebodyelse behind or
above me, nevertheless,especially when
I was away from her, I knew she was
a heroine and worthy of emulation.
‘You would never find Mrs. Harcourt
skulking drearily around, getting over
a cold!

That was what I was doing, the
afternoon I saw her ride byon her horse
for the last time. It was a dayin spring,
andI was standing underthe great pine
that grew close to the barberry hedge
that edged our lawn. T heard the sound
of hoofs coming upthehill, and in a mo-
ment saw Mrs. Harcourt, riding the

black mare. Shesat her horse as secure-
ly as though pinnedinto her sidesaddle;
her shoulders in the dark-blue habit
were square andstraight; her bowler

was set down neatly over her eyes.
“Hello!” she called, like a silver bell
tinkling. She waved with the hand that
held a crop. I waved morosely back,
consciousofall my own bondageto me-
diocrity. A moment more and she had
dealt a little kick to the mare’s flank.
In the sudden thunderof their gallop-
ing I watched them whirl upthe dirt
road that led past our house, down a
dale, andso off into the woods.

Promising myself for the hundredth
time that whenI grew upandcould do
what I chose I, too, would ride furi-

ously, especiallyif advised not to, I went
back to mydesultory occupations: play-
ing with somedoll’s furniture I had ar-
ranged in a roomthat wasa hole in the
rootsofthe pine tree; picking and chew-
ing the young sour grass that was com-
ing up; planting myself in the center of
the circle of extra-fine grass that grew,
mysteriously, in the middle ofoneside of
the lawn. My mother said it was the
relic of a flowerbed of some long-gone
tenantof our house, but I had decided,
years before, when I waslittle, that it
was the manifestation of fairy influ-
ences—a special spot, conferring special
powers.

I had just willed Ellen Parsons to
develop warts all over her face when
I heard the hammer of hoofs coming
back again. They were coming very

A SWIM OFF THE ROCKS

flat rock is the best for taking off.
Rafferty, the lawyer, with a cough,

Goesfirst, head first—a dive
‘That makes us wonder how he’sstill alive.

The ballerina’s next, and shamesusall.
What grace in space! What an Australian crawl!

I’m next, and tooself-conscious to be good.
WhenI look back to where I stood,

Miss Jones, a leather crafter,
Runs, jumpsin, and makesit to the raft. Her
Bodysalty-white, she stares back at the shore, a
Lotlike Lot’s wife in Sodom and Gomorrah.

The ballerina knows how muchrestraint

Enhancesskill, and, with little feint,
Spins away. Now Rafferty

Seemsto be arguing a case at sea.
Splashing, gesticulating, he swimsback,
Andclimbs, exhausted, onto the rock.

Miss Jones comes in—martyred,ill at ease,
And towels carefully, even knees,

While the lawyerfetches beer.
Thedancer always seemsto disappear.
Miss Jones, sotto-voce: “It’s said, in town,
She’s found a choreographer,all her own.”

What J say, though,is let whatis just be.
Miss Jones and Mr. Rafferty,
A hopeless combination,

Have mygood wishes for a grand vacation.
The dancer needs nohelp, evidently.
And as for me,I simplylike the sea.

fast—too fast, somehow. I jumped to
myfeet. Downthe road from the woods
came pounding the black mare, rider-
less, the emptystirrup slapping and fly-
ing wildly.

T knew I should go andtell my moth-
er whatI had just seen, but I hesitated.
Thadthe feeling thatif I did so I might
be interfering with Mrs. Harcourt’s in-
tentions. Perhaps she hadsentthe horse
home, I thought queerly. Perhaps she
wantedtostayoutthere all alone, down
in some hollow in the deepest woods,
whereit was dim and secret and damp,
andthe frogs were singingtheir spring-
time chorus. . . . I knewthat I was only
inventing, but I also knew that I had no

conception of what Mrs, Harcourt
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might not be up to. She was capable
of more than I was capable of imag-
ining.

‘Then my years and my excitement
asserted themselves, and I dashed into
the house shouting, “Mother! Mother!
Mrs. Harcourt’s horse just went by with
nobody onit!”

OMENTSofconsciousness, in a
child, are never contiguous, but

occurin tiny separate explosions; so that
events of those early days tend in mem-
oryto roll about like unstrung colored
beads in a bowl. Butthere are a few
memories of my childhoodthat do join,
and the day of Mrs. Harcourt’s fall
from her horse in a seizure, her con-
cussion of the brain, and the beginning
of herlongyears ofinvalidism connects
forever for me with the dayafter school
got out the same year; I think it was
the sameyear.

I wasbursting with myfreedom that
morningin early June. As I walked up
the road that led past our house, sum-

mer was just beginning to glisten and
to sing. Thelast of the buttercups were
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“And so, folks, Pm sure you will all agree with us National Park Service Rangers
when we say, ‘The Grand Canyonis indeed the grandest canyon of them all?”

in the fields, and the first of the silver-
white daisies with their yellow hearts.
Bees bumbled throughthe sweetair, to
light upon blossomsof the trumpet vine
and the syringa.

I

scuffed blissfully at
the white stones thatlittered the road,
as I wandered along zigzagging. The
road passed, after a while, hetween two
hedgesof lilac, six feet high or more,
with great nodding blossoms, both pur-
ple and white. Their scent was so ex-

quisite that I stopped short in my tracks
to smellit.

As I stood there sniffing, into my
state of heaven there crawled like a
maggot, like a dark screen drawnacross
bright nature, the recollection of that
day in spring, whenthe black horse
had comegalloping downthis same road
leaving Mrs, Harcourt insensible be-
side the rock her head had struck when
she fell. The memory was so foreign

to my moodandto the daythat I could
only blink. Then it drifted out of my
head, and I did not think ofit for years
and years, —NancyHate

Westport was victorious again at the
morning worship service at the Federated
Church Sunday.—Elizabethtown (N.Y.)
Valley News.

They’re a scrappybunchin the pews.
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HELLO GREAT PEOPLE!
ROM the apartment below his
own Benny could hear the thump-
ing of cha-cha music and spurts

of high-pitched Spanish; a Saturday-
afternoon Puerto Rican party had
already begun, and here he was
alone—hot, fidgety, and alone. His
girl friend, Flo, had been cooling him of
Tate. She had always cooled him, in
facts she was practically not a girl friend
at all. Flo worked as a waitress at the
Crosstown Bar, on West Ninety-sixth
Street. Benny’s recurring idea was to
get her to come up to his dark one-
room-and-kitchen apartment on Nine-
ty-ninth Street, and, technically speak-
ing, he had not altogether failed; Flo
had been up there several times. But
alwaysshe left before he had made any
inroads, left abruptly, the way a stran-
ger takes leave of a stranger. Benny was
well past forty, and as a somewhat un-
successful parking-lot operator he knew
he had better hang on to a good thing
whenhesawit, hang on to Flo, although
Flo wasskinnyand uncoéperative. At
the back of Benny’s mind was the idea
that once he had tamed Flo he would
fatten her up. Then she wouldn’t be so
nervous; she was always biting her
nails, and when you talked to her, her
eyes beetled around behind your head
as if she were looking for something
and you knew youdidn’t have
it. The thing was that the
idea of simply comingup to his
place wastoo crass for her. It
needed a little embroidering
somewhere, a little frill to it,
but if he just took her out to
a club or a movie, then later
they always ended up right
back where they started, with the big
question of whether or not Flo was go-
ing to comeup.

‘A girl screamed with laughter near
the window below, and Bennythought,
I could go down there and join the
party, just say I’m the neighbor from
upstairs—maybe you can use an extra
man? But they wereall talking Span-
ish. A party—there was an idea. If he
hada partyhimself, Flo would cometo
it, and then whenit wasover, there she
would be, right herein his house. Why
hadn’t he thoughtofa party before? It
wasperfect.

1G wasperfect except that Benny had
no idea whom to invite to his party.

It’s not that I don’t know plenty of
people, hereassured himself. There was
always Phil, his boss. And then there
wasSheldon; he hadn’t seen Sheldon for
a couple of years. Hell, there were 

plenty of people. Benny sat down and
dialled Phil’s number in Hoboken. He
hadn’t seen Phil for several weeks. Phil
owned the parking lot Benny operated
on Broadway just above Columbus Cir-
cle; he also owned a number of other
lots, and a night club in Jersey. Benny
supposed he would be tov busy to come
to any party.

After two rings Phil
“Yuh?

“Hey, Phil. It’s Benny.
you?”

“Yuh. Who?”
“Benny. From thelot.”
“Yuh. O.K., Benny.

wrong?”
“‘Nothing’s wrong. I gota little blast

going on tonight myplace. Maybe you
can come around? tell you what it
is, Phil, ’'m kind of putting on the dog
for this girl Flo. I told you about Flo
already.”

“Where you, West Side? Yuh? ’m
in the Village tonight, maybe P'll drop
in. Should I bring people?”

“Sure, bring everybody.”
“Yuh. But don’t count on it.” He

hung up.
Bennycheerfully tapped his foot to

the rhythms of the competing party
downstairs. This was going to be all
right. Flo would meet his boss; Phil

would make an impression on
her.

Next, Benny called Shel-
don,in Queens. When Benny
had been running a radiator
repair shop out there a few
years before, he had known
Sheldon, who had a men’s
clothing store next door.

Sheldon hadsince married a girl named
Pauline. He was surprised to hear
from Benny,but agreed to cometo the
party. “How’s life with you, Benny?”
Sheldon asked softly. He always
spoke in a whisper, and stoodvery close
to you. Benny could picture him—
tall, sunken-cheeked, stooped over the

telephone. Sheldon murmured, “We
can’t stay late, Benny. Pauline needs
plenty of rest.” Sheldon was very at-
tentive to Pauline, a shrill, mannered,
birdlike woman,fascinated with noth-
ing, whom Benny considered pretty
much ofa pill. “You have to know
her to appreciate her,” Sheldon had
once whispered to Benny. “Anyway, a
man is better off married. It gives
you a sense of responsibility, Benny.
You need that, you really do.” Shel-
don always added “Youreally do” or
“Tt really is” to whatever he mumbled
to you.

answered,

How are

What's

It doesn’t take muchto get a party
going in New York, Benny reflected
happily. Nevertheless, he unwillingly
faced the fact that Flo, the whole point
of the party, remained unapproached,
maybe gone away somewhere—to
JonesBeach, forinstance. Her working
hours were always being changed and
he was never sure when she would be
at the bar. She often went places by
herself and acted just as happy without
him along. In controlled panic, Benny
put on his sporty perforated straw hat
and went down to the Crosstown Bar,
on WestNinety-sixth Street, where Flo
was not very glad to see him, even
though lunch hour was over and there
wasn’t muchbusiness. Benny sat down
in a booth and said, “Listen, Flo, I
wantto talk to you.”

“T asked you not to come around
here when I’m on duty, Benny,” she
said severely. Still, she sat downtenta-
tively on the edge of the seat. She
frowned, her meagre dark brows draw-
ing together as she brushed wisps of
black hair out of her eyes.

“It’s a public place. I can come in
hereif I want to,” Bennysaid belliger-
ently.
“What do you always wantto fight

with me for?”
“J don’t wantto fight. Listen, will

you bring me a beer? Will you have
one yourself?”

“J don’t wanta beer,” she said, but
wentupto the barto gethis.

Sheis still sore aboutlast time, Benny
thought. Last time had been a week be-
fore, whenshe had comeupto his place
briefly and then had goneoff in a kind
of hopeless despair after Bennyturned
on the radio and proposed dancing
with her—as a warmer-upper, he’d
thought. She had just not wanted to
dance with him,up there in the middle
of the day. Benny hadn’t understood
whynot. He had arguedherright out
the door. Now here he was back again.
Flo suspected he had some new plan,
and when she came up with his beer she
rolled her eyes in a comic dismaythat
said, Whatterrible idea have you got
this time?

“Listen,” Bennysaid, “we're having
a party at my place tonight.”
“Who?”
“We are—you and me. I mean, we

ought to work together more, Flo, meet
people together. Youbuild up a kind
of thing like that, a kind of connection,
when yourfriends see the two of us to-
gether like. Weneed that.”

“J don’t need that.”
“Ah, Flo, don’t always be so much

trouble, will you? Anyway, my boss
Phil is coming and bringing some peo-



ple with him—he movesin a pretty rich
crowd. Some old friends from Queens
also.”

“What's the party for?” Flo asked
suspiciously. “How do I know anybody
will showupbesides me?”

“Listen, will you just sit down and
have a beer with me? Is that so much
to ask?”

Flo hesitated, went to the bar, and
whenshe returned with her heer Benny
pushed thirty cents across the table to
her. “What’s that for?”she asked.

“Forthe beer. For mine and yours.”
“T don’t have to pay for mydrinks in

here, Benny.”
“Well, ’m paying anyway.”
Flo sat down andlooked at him. He

could maketheleast little action awk-
ward. He was hopeless, but right now
there was Bennyorthere was nobody,
and weekendsshe gotrestless and liked
to have somebodyaround. So she would
see him again and again. He wasfaith-
ful, always showed up, and then every
time there was a small disaster. She said
finally, “Look, Benny, I don’t wantto
start anything with you with other peo-
ple, like they are going to think of us
always being together or anything like
that.”

“AIL right, they don’t have to think
anything. Makeit simple—I’m having
a party, so come. What’s so compli-
cated?”

“You make it complicated!” They

glared at each other. “Whattime?” she
said, losing.
He hadn’t thought of what time; he

had hardly ever given a party before.
Phil wouldn’t be coming until late; he
didn’t know what time Sheldon might
come. “Seven?”

“Tf they come at seven, then you
have to feed them.”

“Well, whatever time then,” he said
impatiently.

“Tt’s your party, it’s not myparty.
People usually gotoparties at nine.”

“Allright, nine,”hesaid, asif blam-
ing herforstrait-jacketing his life.

Be bought twobottles of bour-
bon and two of gin at the liquor

store on the corner, and headed home
with his supplies. Three young Ne-
groes sat impassively on the steps of
the roominghouseacross the street from
his apartment building. When a car
passed, they watchedit like spectators at
a tennis match. One of the Negroes
was Ray, who a few weeks earlier had
fallen off the porch of the rooming
house and brokenhis neck in the cellar-
way. He had been drunk. Benny and
Flo had passed by, and Flo had heard
Ray moaning and had called an am-
bulance. Now Ray always said hello
when Benny went past. These days,
Raysatstiffly on the porch step, his neck
in a cast like a horse collar. In order to
watchthecarsgo by, he had to turn his

  

whole torso at the shoulders. His great
injury had won him thecenterspotof the
top step. “Evening,”hesaid to Benny.

“How’sthe old neck coming along?”
Bennysaid.

“Pretty good.”
Whynotask Raytothe party, what

the hell, thought Benny. “Listen, I’m
having a party. You want to come?”

“Ah,I can’t work, Mister,” Raysaid
sadly.
“Work?”
“T can’t work at any party orlike

that with this thing.”
“No, not work. I don’t meanthat.

I meanjust comeuptothe party. It’s
just some friends coming around for
a drink—I thought maybe you'dlike
a drink. Youlike to drink, don’t you?
You used to, anyway, eh?” he added,
andlaughed.
“Where this party?” Rayasked.
Bennytold him the apartment num-

ber. Ray said nothing. Benny said,
“Well, do you want to come?”

Ray tried to nod an assent, and the
cast on his neck made him move his

whole torso back and forth in little
bows. “Yes, sir, Pll come,”hesaid.

‘That was a damn-fool thing to do,
Benny thought. Whatwill anybodysay
to him? Whatthis partyneeds, it needs
more people. With more people, every-
body will feel at ease, everybody will
have somebodyto talk to. He decided
to find reinforcements. He took the bot-
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“Alice, when can I see you—alone?”

tles up to his place and then went back
to the liquor store. “Youback?”asked
the wise-guy proprietor. “Finish all that
already?”

“No,listen. You want to come to a
party?”

“What's the angle?”
“No angle,” Bennysaid defensively.

“Just, you know .. . some people.”
“What do you mean, a party? A

partyat your place, or what?” The pro-
prietor grimaced in puzzlement.

“Yeah, a party, yeah,” Bennyreplied
loudly. Thehell withit, he thought.

Theproprietor’s face fell into a pose
of wide-eyed commiseration. “Gee, I
can’t do it, buddy. I’m here late and
then I go way outto Brooklyn.” Benny
backed out the door. “Sorry, buddy,”
the proprietor said.

Benny went down Broadway. He
wishedhe hadn’t invited Ray, and shook
his head discontentedly. But what was
so impossible about having a few people
come around? Whatwasthe big trou-
ble? He stopped at a vegetable-and-
fruit stand where Vic, its owner, was
piling oranges in pyramids. A short,
graying man with a big-domed head
anda long nose,he looked like a Roman
senator. In his spare time, he drew cari-
catures, sometimes of his customers.
Bennyasked him to theparty, and again
had to repeat the invitation. Vic was
mystified. “I’m supposed to do sketches,
or what?” Vic said.
“You don’t have to do anything at

all,” Benny explained angrily. Vic said
he would try to make it. When Benny

wentoff, Vic watched himuntil he was
a block away.

Bennyhadbetter luck with Bill, the
superof the building. Bill wasa stocky,
muscular Cuban with high cheekbones
and a gray-black stubble of beard. His
namewasreally Guillermo, but he was
usually called “Beel” in this building.
When Bennyrang, Bill opened the
door and pulled him welcomingly into
the apartment, which was full of
women and children, most of them
Bills. He gave Bennya glass of rum
and ice, and told him he could count
on him for the party.

e I ‘HE first guest at Benny’s party
was Ray, who arrived at eight-

thirty. He walked softly into the room
and looked questioningly at Benny.
“Well,” Benny said with false en-
thusiasm, “sit down,the party’s begin-
ning!” Obediently, Ray sat downin the
middle of the sofa. Benny offered him
a drink and Raysaid he didn’t drink
any more. Bennytold him he ought to
have a drink, because a party was for
drinking,so Ray accepted a glass of gin,
which he said he liked straight. He
sipped his gin and said nothing, and for
half an hour there they were, Ray and
Benny, Raysubmissively holding on to
his glass, and Bennypeering apprehen-
sively out the window,looking for his
guests, worried that he would be here
aloneall evening with Ray. It seemed
to Benny that he should provide some
entertainment—tell a joke, or ask about
the Negro’s past life, about his work,
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maybe—but Raydidn’t
have any work. Ray
just sat politely watch-
ing Benny,saying noth-
ing. “You ever go to
ball games?” Benny
asked unsatisfactorily.
Ray replied, “No,

sir, I don’t.”
Finally, Bill and Vic

turned up. Bill had
some pornographic
photographs he was
showing Vic. “Thees
one’s a real keeler,” he
was saying as the two
came into the room.
When they saw Ray,
they stopped talking.
Bill and Vic and Benny
all looked at Ray, and
Raylooked up at them.

Bennysaid, “You
know Rayfromup the
street?”

Bill said, “Hi, bud-
dy—ain’t you the guy
had that bad fall?”

“That's right,” said Ray.
Vic waved a hand. “I seen you

around,”hetold Ray,
Theysat down on chairs ranged be-

fore the sofa as if to endure Ray’s in-
spection or put on a show for him. Bill
put away his photographs as if they
weren’tfit for Ray, or as if Ray didn’t
qualify to see them. Bennytried to re-
call what had prompted him to invite
Rayin the first place—some idea of
cheering up the poor guy from breaking
his neck? Or just to liven upthe party?
Te sure didn’t look like Ray was going
to liven up the party.

WhenFlo arrived, she took one look
at Vic and Bill and asked Benny, “You
call this a party?”

Bennysaid, “Sure, it’s a party.”
Then she saw Ray and went over

to him. Rayleaned back so as to look
up at her. Flo said, “You're the fellow
who fell off the porch.”

“Yes, Ma’am,”said Ray.
Flo sat down on the sofa and in-

spected Ray’s neck. “Are you going to
be all right?”she asked.

“Ah, I’m all right now, Ma’am.
They take this old thing off me
soon.”

“That wasa terrible fall,” Flo said.
“Yes, Ma’am.”
Flo got up and went to Benny, who

had made a drink for her. “What's
that boy doing here?”she asked.

“T invited him. Cheer him up. Don’t
you think he can use some cheering
up?”

“But he doesn’t know what’s going
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on, what he’s supposed to do,” Flo
whispered.

“Heisn’t supposed to do anything,
is he?” he said to Flo. “He’s got a
drink, he’s drinking his drink. What
do you want him to do?” Bennyfelt
he had to defend himself.

Flobit her lips and looked question-

ingly over at Vic and Bill. Then she
went back to Ray and managedto get
a few words out of him.

Somehot party, Benny thought. Ray,
watching them all uncritically, never-
theless weighed on them. Vic and Bill
now paid their homage to Ray. He ap-
peared to expectit. Bill said, “That was
a real fall youtook, fella.” He spokeas if
Ray had hit a home run. Ray bobbed
back and forth, trying to nod agree-
ment. He was a famousfal] enclosed in
an ordinaryinarticulate man. For a par-
ty, Benny thought, Ray was a mistake.
Everybody was worrying about that
damned neck—and then being a col-
ored guy ontop ofit. But it was too
late now.
To add a note of solemnity to the

lack of festivity came Sheldon and his

wife Pauline, the birdwoman. Benny
had hammered and welded radiators
next door to Sheldon’s men’s shop, and
onhot days they had a couple ofbottles
of beer together. Sheldon used to worry
lest Benny smudgeup the drygoods and
usually tried to keep the interlocution
outside his store, either on the sidewalk
or in the shade of the doorwayof the
radiator shop. Probably Benny was not
the ideal companion for Sheldon, but
he had comeall the wayin to Manhat-
tan to see Benny, tenuousas the thread
between them may havebeen. Sheldon
wore a square-shouldered blue serge
suit. Gaunt and whispery, he skated
soberly up to Benny. His wife, Pauline,
peered abouther. short, large-breast-
ed womanwith thinning hair and tight
lips, she was constructed also of lit-
tle elbows and knees and sharp, tiny
knuckles. Soon she wasstaring at Ray.
Flo caught a glint of avian outrage in
her eyes and went over to protect Ray
from potential attack from Queens con-
descenders.

Sheldon, standing so close to Benny
that Benny kept moving back oraside,
murmured, “TIl have to get Pauline
homeearly,I really will.”

Bennypulled his big mouth into an
emptygrin, and looked around. There
wastalk in the room now. Something
was going on, possibly even a party.
Benny, the world’s least accomplished
host, pranced solicitously among_ his
guests, dropping ineffectual and alto-
gether ignored phrases of encourage-
ment. “How’s it going?” “Getting

enough to drink?” “Don’t believe a
word of that.” Bill and Vic were fin-
ishing a bottle of bourbon between them
and evidently they thought the party a
rousing success, an occasion for ex-
changing avowalsof mutual good will.
Vic, in rapt attention, made Bill’s in-
cinerator problems his own—the gar-
bage chute in this building was always
catching on fire and sending sparky
smoke out throughits disposal doorsin-
to the hallways, panicking the ancient
Jewish ladies who lived in the place
and bringing on firemen and building
inspectors. In his turn, Bill shook his
head negatively non-stop in profound
sympathywith an accountof Vic’s drag-
ging ordeal in making living out of
fruit and vegetables. “You don’t realize
what the competition makes you do,”
Vie said. “You got to keep open to
three, four in the morningif you want
to turn over any volume. Sure, you got
plenty of people on Broadway—and
you got plenty of cart pushers, too.”

Sheldon,looking at Ray, said to Ben-
ny, “He works for you,is that it?”

Bennyshrugged, wenttothe kitchen,
and broughtin two straight chairs that
fitted Sheldon and Pauline perfectly,
fitted their stiffness. Theysat downasif
they were in a tax collector’s waiting
room, and gingerly accepted drinks.
The main trouble with this little party
situation was that here Benny had his
old friends from Queens who were sup-
posed to help him build up some soli-
darity with Flo—they were supposed to
see Benny and Flo as a couple—but
there was Flo a thousand miles away:
guarding Rayfrom these very friends.

Sheldondid not help. Hesaid, “How
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comeyou ever got into a neighborhood
like this, Benny? You ever wish you
were back in Queens?”

Benny replied defensively, “The
neighborhood, what’s the neighbor-
hood? It’s like anywhere else. Only
it’s handy to get to work, and you're in
Times Square in ten minutes.”

Sheldon made no comment other
thanto cock his head at the clatters and
tinkles of kicked tin cans and banged
garbage lids and smashed wine bottles
that echoed along the buildings that
walled the deep, narrowstreet. An ovt-
raged woman’s voice pierced through to
them in disturbing, imminent clarity
from the maligned street below: “Har-
old! God damn you, Harold! Come on
out here!””

Pauline made birdy, disapproving
vibrations with her head, disapproving
of Ray, and Cuban Bill, and all those
watchful, do-nothing Negroes outside,
and all the crumpled parked cars with
the magnificently engineered, inde-
structible klaxons on them. Pauline dis-
approved ofthe entire West Side. “I
should think you would be afraid to
walk downthe street at night,” she
said.
“We saw terrible thing on Broad-

way,” Sheldon said in a low,dire tone.
“One of those young Puerto Rican
ruffians had stolen something from a
grocery, and the store owner was run-
ning downthe street after him shout-
ing, ‘Stop, thief!’ You read aboutthat
sort of thing in the papers, but you never
expecttosee it.”

“Did they catch the kid?” Benny
asked.

Sheldon said, “Yes, a cop caught
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him. And, you know,thatlittle spic
was giggling! Can youbeat that?”

Benny saw Bill sit up as if he had
heard an alarm go off. Bill looked
around questioningly. Benny felt a
gnawing hopelessness about his party.
Here was Sheldon talking about a
“spic? with Bill right here. A party
was supposed to be people getting along
in some way, but here nobody was get-
ting along except maybe Vic and Bill.
There was Flo and Ray, but Flo was
taking care of Ray out of some kind
of nursemaid duty she felt about him,
some kind of mothering; what kind
of a party are you going to get out of
mothering? Andthen these friends of
his from Queens, actingas if they were
doing him some big favor by braving
the big dangers of West Ninety-ninth
Street. Out of a need for encourage-
ment, Bennysignalled to Bill and Vic
to join him and Sheldon.

“Man, let’s have some music, a
leetle dancing,” Bill said, eying Shel-
don malevolently. Bill tuned the radio
to WEVDandgot some Latin music.
He glowered good-humoredly down
onlittle Pauline and waggled an invit-
ing finger at her. “Dll teach you cha-
cha,”hesaid.

Pauline opened her mouth and let
out a short peep. She grinned wildly,
and then drew her small mouth sober-
ly together, and then uncontrollably
grinned again. Keepingherbrighteyes
on Bill, she reached out a groping hand
to Sheldon, but couldn’t find him.Bill
movedin, took hold of the hand, pulled
Pauline to her feet with it, and started
to dance with her. There they were,
dancing away, Pauline evidently con-
vinced she was about to be thrown
bodily out the eighth-story window, or
raped. Sheldon watchedasif bored with
her, and then turned to Vic, who was
telling him something.

It wasa Jot moretrouble than Benny
had thought, trying to run a party,
which had seemed the simplest thing in
the world. It was like running a park-
ing lot you had never seenbefore: You
didn’t know the capacity of it, you
didn’t know how manyregulars you
had, you didn’t know when anybody
would come in, you didn’t know how
long the ones already in would stay,
you didn’t know which one-hours and
two-hours to park up front, you didn’t
knowa thing, but you had to take care
of whatever came up.

T was nearly midnight when Phil
showed up with a girl. If there was

anybody Benny would have followed,
or tried to copy, it would have been
his boss, Phil. Phil wasrich andclassy,

THE FURNACE OF COLORS

Whohalfasleep, or waking, does nothearit:
Drone where the bees swarm,skyof the cornflower,
Blazeof a waterlily, music of the reapers—
Lithe bodies moving continually forward
Underthe heat haze?

Dust drops from campions where the hedgeis hottests
Foxgloves and grasses tremble where a snake basks,
Coiled underbrilliance. Petals of the burnet rose
Flash there, pulsating. Do the gold antennae
Feelfor the white light?

All thatis made here hides another making;
Even this water shows a magic surface.
Sky is translated; dragonfly andiris
Rise from the gray sheath; unremembered shadows
Cling, where the bloom breaks.

Yetnot that bloom, nor anykind offoliage,
Cup,sheath, or daystar, bright above the water,
Clustered forget-me-nots tufted on the stream’s bank,
Not one recalls the virginals of April
Heard, when the wood grieved.

Wakingentranced, we cannotsee that other
Orderof colors movingin the white light.
Timeis for us transfigured into colors

Known and rememberedfrom anearlier summer,
Orinto breakers

Falling on gold sand,bringingall to nothing.

Fire of the struck brand hides beneath the white spray.

Alllife begins there, scattered by the rainbow;

Yes, and thefield flowers, these deceptive blossoms,

Break from the furnace.

e

Phil could handle anything, Phil had a
good word for everybody, Phil was
tough, Phil was a dealer, Phil had the

girl he wanted when he wanted her,
Phil had a good time. Phil made peo-
ple like him by recalling little items
about them that proved he remembered

them. Hecame onthis scenein a blaze,

a loug-lost rich uncle from America
booming into a peasant hovel, dressed
in a suit madeof ten-dollarbills, grin-
ning with diamond-studded teeth,

bringing good news and gifts for all.
He gave Bennytwobottles of Scotch
and clappedhis long-fingered hands to-
gether in enthusiasm at his own arriv-
al, and draped an encompassing arm
around his overwhelmed girl friend,
and with his free hand shook everyone

else’s hand, and told Bennythere might

 

—VeRNoN WarkINs

be some off-Broadway actors showing
uplater, and told Flo her fine black hair
looked “absolutely beautiful,” and said
that the birdwoman’s puff-sleeved dress
turned herinto an “absolute knockout,”
and told a broken-neck joke to Ray.

Everyone laughed except Ray, who
sat peaceably as if waiting to hear the
rest of the joke, or some other joke,
or maybe for permission to go home.
Phil was not routed; he had already
moved on. Phil never waited for his
applause. He was just a graceful, un-
demanding distributor of largess—a
word for each and every one—and
Ray had had his turn. Now it was
Benny’s turn; Phil would do what he
could to help the guy out. Phil loaned
his blond girl friend to Bill, and then
draped his arms around Flo and Ben-
ny, grinning. Phil knew that Benny
loved best of all to hear about Phil’s
so-called underworld adventures in
darkest Jersey. (Bennyhad never been
in Hobokeninhislife.) Hollow-voiced,
in the halfway-mentally-retarded stam-
mer of the Jersey accent—buh-dakh,
duh—Phil intoned a secret to take to



 

the grave. “You know what? A guy
tried to kill me tonight. I’m in this
bar, minding my own business, Pm
phoning Monique here, and this hood
comes up to me, I’min the booth, I’m
trapped, and he says, ‘I’m gonna kill
you!” He pointed an index finger at
Floand snarled at her, acting out the
role of the hood. Flo withdrew, holding
to Benny. “Just like that,” Phil said.
“T look around, and the hood says it
again. He was readyto do it. Right
then. I had to think fast. What it
was, it was some other guy they want-
ed—not me. The hood had us mixed
up. So I hadto call up this hood’s boss
and get the hood off me. He had the
wrong guy. ‘I’m gonna hill you,’ he
says. How do youlike that? Some
town, Hoboken.”

All agreed that Hoboken was some
town. Pauline piped up, “But did you
knowthe gangster leader, to call him?”

Phil accepted the question as the
homageit was, and bowed. Benny was
delighted. The party was workingout.
Flo wasstaying beside him now; every-
thing was working out. There might
even be actors coming. There was mu-
sic and talk and noise. That was it—
noise, that was what Benny wanted.

IL had a game. Heled Bennyto
a chair and sat him down. Then,

on Phil’s instruction, the four uncrip-
pled men—Phil andBill and Vic and
unwilling Sheldon—all tried without
success to lift Benny using onlytheir
index fingers. ‘Then,still under Phil’s
instruction, theyall piled their hands
on top of Benny’s head and pushed
down, his head giving in under the
strain, his neck caving in. Abruptly
Phil shouted, “One, two,three!” They
all released the pressure and jammed
index fingers under Benny, who soared

“Bonjour!”

wonderfully into the air to bellows of
self-congratulation from his lifters.
“Your muscles overcompensate,” Phil
explained. “You push down hard and
then you can lift almost anything. You
could lift a car!” Red-faced from ex-
ertion, the menbegan tolook for some-
bodyelse to lift.

“Tt’s like you don’t have any weight,
Benny said, in amazement. He caught
hold of Flo and said, “You’ve got to
try it, too. It’s the damnedest feeling.”

“J don’t wantall that weight on my
head,” she said.

“Comeon,” Phil told her. “It won’t
hurt.” Flo pulled away, but Benny
caughther and forced her to the chair,
and the others (except Ray) crowded
around,the girls, too, and shoved their
hands in sandwiched pressure on Flo’s
head. Suddenly Floscreamedin pain,
but Benny and Phil were shouting
instructions (“When I count three,
now!”) and ignored her. Only Ray
seemedreallyto hear her. Ray pushed
himself up and movedlike a board across
the room, but they ignored him, too.
Flo screamed in pain andin fear as the
pressure of all those crushing hands
reached climax.

“Hey, now, don’t you hurt that

lady!” Raycalled out. Bennysaw him
coming on,vigilant andprotecting, his
features pained by Flo’s pain, but Ben-
ny was too far along with the game.
“Now!” Benny shouted, and the

heavy hands left Flo’s head and index
fingers lifted herinto the air. She shot
up to the ceiling, and then, balanced
on the dipping pinnacles of all those
self-hypnotized fingers, she tipped, and
fell to the floor among her tormentors.
She sat there among them in the debris
of a nowhere love affair, her neck
throbbing, and she wepttears in pain
andin anger andhate anddisgust and,

»

finally, in hopelessness (she knewthat
Benny would be around again).
Then she saw Ray looking down at

her. “They must have pretty well hurt
you, Ma’am,” Raysaid. He looked as
if he wanted to help her to her feet,
but he wasin no shape to help anybody
to his feet.

Flo got up. “I’m all right,” she told
Ray unsteadily. Shetried a reassuring
smile for him, but failed. Of course
Bennywasatherelbow,pulling at her,
wanting to know if she wasall right.
She pushed him away and went out
the door, saying nothing.

“Easy come, easy go,” said Phil.
Ray was looking at Benny in un-

happy, frustrated anger. “Man, what
youwantto hurt that lady for? Damn
it, man!”

“Don’t worry about her,” Benny
told him unconvincingly. What did
Ray know aboutit? It was none of
Ravy’s business if Benny hurt Flo, or
whatever he did to her.

“T just tell you, man, I don’t ap-
preciate the way youtreat that lady,”
Raysaid,increasing the menace of his
wordsasif trying to build himself into
somekind of gladiator.

What's the point arguing with him,
Benny thought—the poor busted guy.
Sure, he was sore about Flo; well,
Benny was sore, too. “Takeit easy,
fella,” Benny told him. “Thatgirl is
all right. She just gets sort of dramatic,
puts on anact.”

Rayheldon,looking more and more
miserable as he realized the extent of
his weakness. “You got a lot to learn,
Mister. You got a good womanthere.
‘You got to take care of her.”

“Pll worry aboutit,” Bennysaid,
and turned away. He thought he might
go after Flo, and wentto the door, but
he was a moment too late. He was
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stopped cold by an onrushing torrent
of rangy young men whopushed right
throughhim straight for Phil. “Where’s

the booze?” one of them asked. They
were Phil’s actors. Benny wasstunned
bythe thought of having real actors in
his house. But soon he was guiltily wor-
rying about Flo (as usual). Her angry
departure weighed like lead on his
stomach. You did it again, buddy, he
told himself. You screwed it up again.

One by one, the actors began to

come out of the kitchen with their
drinks. They eyed the party without
comment. They would speak only to
Phil, and only briefly even to him.
Bennytried to talk with them, but they
would onlystare at him. Actors, Benny
thought, still bemused by the idea of
suchgreat people in his house. He won-
dered if maybe they expected the rest
of the party to ask them for auto-
graphs. It would have beenperfect if

only Flo hadn’t run off. She would
have gota kick outofseeing these guys.
Just when she should be sharing his
triumph, she was gone—gone for no
good reason. Well,all right, he didn’t
need her, either. He could throwa party
without anyhelp from her.

Theactors inspected the birdwoman
and Phil’s girl, Monique, and each in
turn dismissed the birdwoman and
found out that Monique belonged to
Phil. Twoactorssidled over to Benny.

Onesaid, “Nothing moving here.”
The other said, “Right. Let’s split

out.”
Theyseemedtonotice Benny. The

first one said to him, “You breaking
awayorsticking?”
“Lm sticking,” Benny said. The

actors moved away. Great people, Ben-
ny thought, grateful for the brief ap-
pearance in his house of the brilliant
troupe.

 “Since apparently Pll be going first, I want you
to know youve beena real pal.”

The others were leaving, too. Ray
was edging toward the door, trying to
escape without having to witness or to
suffer anyfurther injury at the hands
of these head-clamping jokesters. Benny
managed to pour two drinks of the
remaining Scotch and to get one of
them into Ray’s hand. Flo was gone,
but maybe Bennycouldstill save some-
thing of the piecemeal night. “Here’s
to that cast coming off,” Bennysaid.

Steadfastly, Ray sipped the drink.
Helooked regretfullyat Benny. “You
got to be careful, pushing down on a
woman’s head and necklike that,” he
said.

“T know it! You alreadytold me!”
Bennyshouted. Ray shook his head
sadly. Bennygaveup on Rayandcalled
good nightto his friends from Queens,
and to the super and the vegetable man
and his boss and the blonde andall the
actors.

As soon as the people had gone, the
police rangthe doorbell—one white cop
and one Negro cop—and they went
through a quick two-lineskit for Benny
and Ray, whowere the only ones left.

“Ts the party over?”asked the Negro
cop.

“The party is over,” rejoined the
white cop.
They explained that kill-joy neigh-

bors had complained about the noise.
Raywent awayin their company,grate-
ful for this temporary municipal pro-
tection against Phil or any of his head-
clamping adepts who might ambush him
outside,

Bennystoodin the wreckage ofhis
room. tried, he thought. I tried to
get them together, tried to get Flo...
andlost Flo again. But he had had some

idea, when hestarted—someveryclear
idea. It wasn’t clear any more. At one
pointin the evening he scemed to have
reached it, but just when had that been?

He wentto the window andleaned out
and peeredup the street. There they
were! There wereall those people who
had been tohis party, straggling along
the sidewalk, looking for taxis or head-
ing for the subway. But he’d had them
for little while. “Hey!” Bennyshout-
ed after them. “Hello great people!”
They didn’t turn back to see him; they
were too far away, turning down
Broadway and out ofsight.

—RoyBoncarrz

 

A large home in the southwest sector
burned to the ground early Saturday. Fire
Chief Charles Frey said damage was kept
to a minimum.—Miami Herald.

Happy Charlie, always looking on
the brightside.
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LIVING WELL IS THE BEST REVENGE

WRITERlike
F. Scott Fitz~
gerald, whose

life can almost be said
to have attracted more
attention than his work,
mayhaveto wait a long
time before his literary
reputation findsits true
level. Although “Ten-
der Is the Night,” the
novel Fitzgerald liked
best of the four he pub-
lished during his life-
time, wasgenerally con-
sidered a failure whenit
first appeared (even by
Fitzgerald, whotried to
improveits standing by
writing a revised version
that nearly everybody
agreed was much worse), it has been
quietly assuming, over the years, some-
thing like the status of an American
classic. Sales in the past twelve months
exceeded five hundred andfifty thou-
sand copies, or about forty-five times the
sale of the original edition. The book,
which wasoutof print when Fitzgerald
died, in 1940, is now available in four
editions, and is required reading in
a large number of college courses in
Americanliterature. If manycriticsstill
regard it as a failure, they now tend to
see it as a noblefailure, a flawed master-
piece, andif theystill complain that the
disintegration of Dick Diver,its psychia~
trist hero,is neversatisfactorily resolved,
most of them concede that Diveris one
of those rare heroes in Americanfiction
about whom thereaderreally cares, and
that the accountof his disintegration, am-
biguous thoughit maybe,is so harrow-
ing that it makes the glittering perfec-
tion of plot in a novellike “The Great
Gatsby”seem almost too neat. The real
trouble with the book, as everycollege
English major knows,is that Fitzgerald
started out by using a friend of his
named Gerald Murphyas the modelfor
Dick Diver, and then allowed Diver to
change, midway through the narrative,
into F. Scott Fitzgerald. To a lesser
degree, he did the samething with his
heroine, Nicole Diver, who has some of
the physical characteristics and manner-
isms of Sara Murphy, Gerald’s wife, but
is in all otherrespects Zelda Fitzgerald.
The double metamorphosis was readily
apparentat the time to friends of the
Fitzgeralds and the Murphys. Ernest
Hemingway wrote Fitzgeralda cutting 

Gerald and Sara Murphy

letter about the book, accusing him of
cheating with his material; by starting
with the Murphys and then changing
them into different peuple, Hemingway
contended, Fitzgerald had produced
not people at all but beautifully faked
case histories. Gerald Murphyraised
the samepoint whenheread the novel,
which was dedicated “To Gerald and
Sara—ManyFétes,” and Fitzgerald’s
reply, Murphyrecalled the other day,
almost floored him. “The book,”Fitz-
gerald said, “wasinspired by Sara and
you, and the way I feel about you both
and the wayyouliye, and thelast part
of it is Zelda and me because you and
Sara are the same people as Zelda and
me.” This astonishing statementserved
to confirm a long-held conviction of
Sara Murphy’s that Fitzgerald knew
very little about people, and nothing at
all about the Murphys.

Nowin their seventies, the Murphys
today are not inclined to think very
much about the past. The book was
published in 1934, and Gerald spent the
next twenty-twoyearsin his father’s old
position as president of Mark Cross, the
New York leather-goods store—a posi-
tion he took out of necessity and from
which he retired, with great relief, in
1956. Last summer, he and Sara both
reread “Tender Is the Night” for the
first time since it was published, and
with varying reactions. “I didn’t like
the book when readit, and liked it

evenless on rereading,” Sara said. “I
reject categorically any resemblanceto
us or to anyone we knew atanytime.”
Gerald, on the other hand, was fasci-
nated to discover (he had notnoticed it

the first time ) how Fitz-
gerald had used “ev-
erything he noted or
was told about by me”
during the years that
the two couples spent
together in Paris and
on the Riviera—the
years from 1924 to
1929. Almost every
incident, he became

aware, almost every
conversation in the
opening section of the
book had some basis in
an actual eventor con-
versation involving the
Murphys, although it
was often altered or
distorted in detail.
“When I like men,”

Fitzgerald once wrote, “I want to be
like them—I want tolose the outer
qualities that give me myindividuality
and be like them.” Fitzgerald wanted
to be like Gerald Murphy because he
admired Murphy as much as any
manhe had ever met, and because he
was thoroughly fascinated, and some-
times thoroughly baffled, by the life
the Murphys had created for them-
selves and their friends. It was life
of great originality and considerable
beauty, and someofits special quality
comes through in the first hundred
pages of “Tender Is the Night.” In
the eyes of the youngactress, Rosemary
Hoyt, the Divers represented “the exact
furthermost evolution of a class, so that
most people seemed awkward beside
them.” Dick Diver’s “extraordinary
virtuosity with people,” his “exquisite
consideration,” his “politeness that
moved so fast and intuitively that it
could be examinedonlyinits effect”all
were, andstill are, qualities of Gerald
Murphy’s, and the Divers’ effect on
their friends has many echoes in the
Murphys? effect on theirs. “People
were alwaystheir best selves with the
Murphys,” John Dos Passos, who has
known them for forty years, has said,
and Archibald MacLeish, who has
known them even longer, once re-
markedthat from the beginning of the
Murphys’life in Europe, “person after
person—English, French, American,
everybody—met them and came away
saying that these people really are mas-
ters in the art of living.” “Atcertain
moments,” Fitzgerald wrote in his
notes for “The Last Tycoon,” “one



 

“Guess who's off to Hyannis Port for the weekend.”

man appropriates to himself the total
significanceof a time and place.” For
Fitzgerald, Gerald and Sara Murphy
embodied the significance of that re-
markable decade in France, during
which, as he once wrote, “whatever
happened seemed to have something to
do with art.” Even though Fitzgerald
himself showedverylittle interest in the
artofhis time, and ignored it complete-
ly in “TenderIs the Night,” he did re-
spondto the atmosphereof freshness and
discovery that characterized the period.
When the Fitzgeralds arrived in

France, in the spring of 1924, the
Murphyshadbeenthere for nearly three
years, and had become, according to
MacLeish, a “sort of nexus with every-
thing that was going on.” In various
apartments and housesthey rented in or
nearParis, andata villa they were reno-
vating at Cap d’Antibes, on the Riviera,
one met not only American writerslike
Hemingway and MacLeish and Dos
Passos but a good manyof the French-
men and other Europeans who were
forging the art of the twentieth cen-
tury—Picasso, who had a studio near
them in Paris, and who came down to

visit them in Antibes; Léger, wholiked
totake them on nocturnaltours of Paris’s
earthy little cafés, bars, dancehalls, and
sideshows; Stravinsky, who came to

dinner and unfailingly commented on
the flavor of the bread, which Sara
sprinkled with water and putinto the
oven before serving. “The Murphys
were amongthefirst AmericansI ever
met,” Stravinsky said recently, “and
they gave me the most agreeable im-
pression of the United States.” The
couple had come to know most of
their European friends through the
Ballets Russes of Serge Diaghilev, for
whom they had both volunteered to
work as unpaid apprentices soon after
their arrival in Paris in 1921, when
theylearned that a fire had destroyed
most of the company’s scenery. The
Murphys, who had been studying paint-
ing with one of Diaghilev’s designers,
Natalia Goncharova, went to the com-
pany’s atelier in the Belleville quarter
to help repaintthe décors for “Schehera-
zade,” “Pulcinella,” and other ballets,
and Picasso, Braque, Derain, Bakst, and
other Diaghilev artists came by fre-
quently to supervise the work and com-

mentonit. “Anybody who wasinter-
ested in the Diaghilev ballet company
became a member automatically,”
Murphy says. “You knew everybody,
you knew all the dancers, and every-
body asked your opinion on things. The
ballet was the focal center of the whole
modern movementin thearts.”

ERTAINLY no two Americans

could have been more ideally con-
ditioned by background and tempera-
mentto recognize and respondto every-
thing that was going on, or to feel
so thoroughly at home in the excite-
ment of the modern movement. Sara
Murphy,the eldest of three daughters
of a Cincinnati ink manufacturer
named Frank B. Wiborg, had spent a
large partof her childhood in Europe
with her motherandsisters. The three
girls were strikingly beautiful, in en-
tirely different ways: Olga, the young-
est, had a serene,classic beauty; Mary
Hoyt (“Hoytie”) was dramatic, dark,
and intense; and Sara’s piquant looks
and golden hair reflected the family’s
Scandinavian heritage. Their paternal
grandfather was Norwegian. Through
family connections—Mrs. Wiborg was
General William Tecumseh Sherman’s
favorite niece, and a great friend of
Mrs. Patrick Campbell—thegirls were
exposed to Londonsociety, where their
“American”directness and their unself-
conscioustalentfor singing a wide reper-
toire of operatic arias and American
folk songs in three-part harmony de-
lighted the English. The three sisters
were presented at the Court of St.
James’s in 1914. (“Thatyear,” wrote
Lady Diana Cooper in her autobiog-
raphy, “the Wiborg girls were the rage
of London.”) Sara spoke fluent French,
German,andItalian,said just what she
thought to everyone, and was notin
the slightest degree impressed by fash-
ionable society. “I love Sara,” Lady
Diana once said to Mrs. Wiborg.
“She’s a cat who goes her own way.”
Gerald Murphy, who had known Sara
for eleven years before they were mar-
ried, in 1916 (they metat her family’s
summer place in East Hampton), says
now that while he would be unable to
relate a single incident in his life in
which she did notplay a part, she has
remained so essentially and naively
original that “to this day I have no idea
whatshe will do, say, or propose.”

Until 1921, Gerald Murphy’s con-
tact with Europe had beenlargely vi-
carious. His father, Patrick Francis
Murphy, for twenty-five years spent
five months a year in the capitals of
Europe studying the details of the Eu-
ropeans’ wayoflife and the implements
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contrived for it, which he screened and,
in many cases, improved upon before
putting them onsale in the Mark Cross
store, then at Fifth Avenue and Twen-
ty-fifth Street. The elder Murphy in-
troduced, among other items, Minton

china, English cut crystal, Scottish golf
clubs, and Sheffield cutlery, as well as
thefirst thermosbottle ever seen in the
United States. Moreover, he designed
and made up the first wristwatch, at
the suggestion of a British infantry
officer who complained that a pocket
watch was too cumbersome for trench
warfare, Patrick Murphy had taken
over Mark W. Cross’s modest Boston
saddlery shop in the cighteen-eighties
andbuilt it into an elegant New York
store, but he was far from being a
typical successful merchant of the era.
He spent most of the day reading the
English classics in his office (he had a
special passion for Macaulay), he was
known as the wittiest after-dinner
speakerofhis time, and he had notthe
slightest desire to become a wealthy
man. Fred Murphy, Gerald’s older
brother, chafed undertheir father’s re-
fusal to see the store expand. (“How
many times must I tell you I don’t
want to make more money?” Gerald
remembers his father saying.) Their
arguments led to an estrangementthat
was not madeup until Fred laydying
of woundssuffered as a tank officer in
the First World War; along with one
other officer in his regiment, Major
George §. Patton (whocarried a pearl-
handled revolver even then), Fred had
volunteered for the first French tank
corps, in the days whentank officers ran
alongside the tanksto direct their opera-
tions. Fred and Gerald were never par-
ticularly close. According to Monty
Woolley, the actor, who was a class
ahead of Gerald at Yale, “Therelation
between the brothers was something
that always seemed comical to me.
Their politeness to one another was
formidable. Theyneverrelaxed in each
other’s presence.” Gerald’s sister, Es-
ther, is ten years younger;she haslived
for manyyearsin Paris.
Along with his father’s extraordinary

taste, Gerald inherited an aversion to
the crasser forms of competition, which
made him regret his decision to go to
Yale. “I was very unhappythere,” he
says. “You always felt that you were
expected to make good in some form
of extracurricular activity, and there
was such constant pressure on you that
you couldn’t make a stand against it—
T couldn’t, anyway.” By not making
a stand, he waselected to the top fra-
ternity (DKE), was tapped for Skull
and Bones, was made manager of the  
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glee club and chairman of the dance
committee, and was voted the best-
dressed manin theclass of 1911. “This
was the blue-sweater era at Yale,”
MacLeish, who was in Bones three
years behind Murphy,points out, “and
it was most unusual to be tapped for
Bones if you weren’t on the football
team. Gerald was unimpressed by the
honor. When mywife and I went over
to Paris in the twenties, everybody
wanted us to meet the Murphys—I had
not known him at college—but they
avoidedusfor six weeks, and I had the
impression it was because Gerald knew
I was a Bones man.” Among Murphy’s
close friends today are only two men he
knew at Yale—Monty Woolley and
Cole Porter, who was two classes be-
hind him,

After his graduation, Murphy spent
six years working for his father in the
Mark Cross company. In 1916, he
married Sara Wiborg, and the next
year enlisted in the aircraft arm of the
Signal Corps. He was on the verge
of being transferred to the Handley-
Page unit in England when the armi-
stice was signed. (“T got to the gang-
plank at Hoboken,”he says.) Bythat
time, he knew that he did not want to
continue at Mark Cross. What, his
father inquired, did he want to doi
Gerald, who had had noidea until that
moment, announced that he wanted to
study landscapearchitecture. “I had to
say something,” he recalls, “and that’s
what came out.” The Murphys spent
the next two years in Cambridge, where
Gerald studied at the Harvard School of
Landscape Architecture, and then, like
a good manyof their fellow-country-
men, they decided to live in Europe,
even though by this time there were
three young Murphys—Honoria, Baoth,
and Patrick. “You had the feeling,”

Murphysays, “that the bluenoses were
in the saddle over here, and that a gov-
ernmentthatcould pass the Eighteenth
Amendmentcould,and probably would,
do a lot of other things to makelife in
the Statesas stuffy and bigoted as possi-
ble.” Perhaps more important, accord-
ing to Sara, was the desire to escape
from thepressure of “two very power-
ful families—mineespecially.” In any
case, they had enough moneyto live
comfortablyin Europe, where the rate
of exchange was highly favorable to
Americans; Sara’s father had recently
divided his fortuneinto equalshares, and
the income from Sara’s portion cameto
seven thousand dollars a year. In 1921,
withtheir three children and with “for-
cign resident” stamped on their pass-
ports, they sailed for Europeand,after
a summer in England, settled for the
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it neverlost a drop of ink. No worries about
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yourfingers,

‘You touch the point to paper and
the ink flows instantly. The polished
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lessly, line after line, seeming almost
to anticipate your thoughts.

Wetruly believe that you would be
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winter in Paris in the Hétel Beau-Site,
near the Etoile.

Walking downthe Rue de la Boétie
one day, Murphystopped to look in the
window of the Rosenberg Gallery, went
inside, and saw, for the first time in his
life, paintings by Braque and Picasso
and Juan Gris. “I was astounded,” he
says. “Myreaction to the color and
form was immediate; to me there was
something in these paintings that was
instantly sympathetic and comprehen-
sible and fresh and new. I said to Sara,
‘If that’s painting, it’s what I want to
do.” This wasthe beginningofhis ca~
recr as a painter—a career that lasted
for seven years, produced,inall, eight
remarkable canvases, and ended as ab-
ruptly as it began. His only formal
training was with Natalia Goncharova,
andatfirst Sara studied along with
him. “Wewent to Goncharova’s
studio on the Rue Jacob every
morning, and she explained to us
the elements of modern paint-
ing,” he says. “She started us out
with absolutely abstract painting—
wouldn’t let us put on canvas anything
that resembled anything we had ever
seen. Larionov, her husband, used to
comeinat night and criticize our work.”
Ina short time, Murphybeganto evolve
a style of his own, which lay midway
between realism and abstraction. His
pictures, which were often very large,
were characterized by hard, flat color
and bya meticulous rendering of objects
in the finest detail—a safety razor, the
inside of a watch, a wasp devouring a
pear. He workedslowly, taking months
to complete a picture. In 1923, he was
exhibited at the Salon des Indépendants,
and his work caused a stir among the
Paris artists, some of whomsaw it as an

original contribution; Léger,in fact, an-
nounced that Murphy was the only
American painter in Paris, meaning the
only one who had showna really Amer-
ican response to the newpostwar French
painting. Not everyone agreed. Segon-
zac, one of the judges for the 1924 In-
dépendants, argued strongly against
hanging Murphy’s “Boatdeck: Cu-
narder,” a twelve-by-cighteen-foot can-
vas showingthe stacks and ventilators of
an oceanliner; he dismissed it as “pein-
ture de batiment.” He was overruled,
and Murphy was photographedfor the
newspapers standing in front ofhis gi-
gantic picture, wearing a bowler and a
cryptic expression.

As hundreds of accounts of the era
have by nowattested, American expa-
triatelife in Paris in the twenties was
in general one of rather self-conscious
intellectual ferment. For the Murphys,
however, it was something different.

 

 

Older by a decade than mostoftheirfel-
low-expatriates, and leadinga relatively
stable existencethat centered largely on
their children, they hadlittle in com-

mon with the determined bohemianism
of many of the Americans in Mont-
parnasse. Most of their American
friends were married couples with chil-
dren, who, like them, had come to
live in Paris primarily because, as Ger-
trude Stein put it, “Paris was where the
twenticth century was.” “Ofall of us
over there in the twenties, Gerald and
Sara sometimes seemed to be the only
real expatriates,” MacLeishsaid recent-
ly. “They couldn’t stand the people
in their social sphere at home, whom
they considered stuffy and dull. They
had enormous contempt for Amencan
schools and colleges, and used to saythat

their daughter Honoria must
never, never marry a boy who
had gone to Yale. [Actually,
Honoria married a Georgetown
University man, and now livesin
McLean, Virginia, with her hu

band andthree children.] Andyet, at
the same time, they both seemed to
treasure a sort of Whitmanesquebelief

in the pure nativespirit of America, in
the possibility of an American art and
music and literature.” The Murphys’
household, in fact, was a place where
their fellow-countrymen could keep up
with muchthat was going on at home.
Gerald had an arrangement with the
drummerin Jimmy Durante’s band to
send them, in monthlyshipments, the
latest jazz records. He imported the
new gadgets being produced in America
(an electric waffle iron, for onc), knew
the latest American dances, and read

the new American books. The French,
whowerefascinated by anything Ame
ican, used to love to hear the Murphys
sing Negro folk songs and spirituals,
which Gerald had been collecting for
years; long before, he had discovered in
an old magazine in the Boston Public
Librarythe texts of manysongs sung by
Southern Negroes during the Civil
War, and he and Sara had compiled a
large repertoire of these, which they
sang in two-part harmony, Gerald sing-
ing tenorandSaraalto. They sang them
once for Erik Satie, who was delighted

with them, The dean of Les Six had
a lively interest in Americans (he once
wrote that he owed much to Columbus,
“because the American spirit has occa-
sionally tapped me on the shoulder, and
Thave been delighted tofeel its ironical-
ly glacial bite”), and on that occasion
he had cometo the Paris house of Mrs.
Winthrop Chanler expressly to hear the
Murphys’ Negro music. As theysang,
Murphyplayed a smple piano accom-
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paniment he had worked out. “After
we'dfinished,”he recalls, “Mrs. Chan-
ler asked Satie how he liked them, and
he said, ‘Wonderful, but there should
be nopiano, Have them turn theirbacks
and doit again.’ So we did the whole
thing over without accompaniment, and
Satic said ‘Never sing them any other
way’ andleft.”

For the Murphysandtheir friends,
though, America had not yet caught up
with the new century; the center of the

world just then was Paris. “Every day
was different,” Murphysays. “There
was a tension and an excitement in
the air that was almost physical. Always
a new exhibition, or a recital of the new

music, or a Dadaist manifestation, or a
costumeball in Montparnasse, or a pre-
mitre of a new play orballet, or one
of Etienne de Beaumont’s fantastic
‘Soirées de Paris’ in Montmartre—and
you'dgoto cach oneandfind everybody
clsethere, too.” Oneof the major events
of the spring of 1923, during the
Murphys’ second year in Paris, wasthe
premiére of Stravinsky’s ballet “Les
Noces” by the Diaghilev company. Of
all Stravinsky’s scores, the one for this
powerful work, based on the simple,
somewhat savage ritual of a Russian
peasant wedding, was Diaghilev’s fa-
vorite. The impresario was so enthu-
siastic about it that he had persuaded
three well-known composers—Francis
Poulenc, Georges Auric, and Vittorio
Ricti—to perform three of the four
piano parts (Stravinsky had used pi-
anos almostas percussion instruments);
the fourth part wasplayed by Marcelle
Meyer, the leading interpreter of the
new music and a friend of Sara’s and
Gerald’s. The Murphys attended all
rehearsals, and brought some of their
friends, including Dos Passos; he, in
turn, brought E. E. Cummings, whosat
in the back row andresisted meeting the
Murphys. (“I can understand that,”
Dos Passos explained. “Dve spent most
of my life keeping myfriends apart.”)
“The excitement over ‘Les Noces’

wasrising to such a pitch that we felt
movedto do somethingto celebrate the
premitre,” Murphy says. “We de-
cided to have a party for everyone di-
rectly related to the ballet, as well as
for those friends of ours who were
following its genesis. Ouridea was to
find a place worthyof the event. We
first approached the manager of the
Cirque Médrano, but he felt that our
party would not be fitting for such
an ancientinstitution. I remember him
saying haughtily, ‘Le Cirque Médrano
west pas encore une colonic américaine,
Ournext thought wastherestaurant on
a large, transformed péniche, or barge,
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a What Is a Listed Stock?
 

A stock exchange is
simply an organi-

zation of brokers and
dealers doing busi-
ness for their custom-

ers and themselves in a specified
market place. When a corporation’s
securities are listed on an exchange,
theyareeligible for trading there by
members of that exchange. To list
securities, a company must meet
certain standardsof the exchange and
file a registration statement with the
Securities & Exchange Commission.

The largest of the country’s securi-
ties exchanges, the New York Stock

Exchange,hasthestrictest listing re-
quirements. A company wishing to
haveits securities traded on the New

York Stock Exchange must show that
it is a going concern with national

investor interest and of good stand-
ing in its field, that at the time of

listing it has substantial net tangible
assets ($10 million or more) and

demonstrated earning power(atleast

$1 million annually after taxes), and

thatit has at least 500,000 shares of
stock in the hands of no fewer than
1500 persons owning at least 100
shares each. The Exchange further

requires that common stockholders

have voting rights and expects each
listed companyto issue and send to
its stockholders annualfinancial state-
ments andto publish periodic reports.

Of the approximately one million
corporations filing reports with the
U.S, Treasury Department annually,
only about 1200 havesecurities listed
on the New York Stock Exchange.
(Another 4000 or so are listed on

other U.S. exchanges.) But that 1200

includes most of the giants of Ameri-

can industry—companies which em-
ploy some 20% of the country’s
civilian labor force, own 30% of the

corporate assets (some $327 billion
worthat the end of 1960), make two-

thirds of the corporate net profits,

and pay 60% of the dividends. Ameri-
can Telephone & Telegraph has the
largest number of  stockholders—
about 2 million; and General Motors
has the largest numberof shares out-
standing — around 280 million. At
the end of May 1962, the total market
valueot the 7.4 billion shares of stock
listed on the New York Stock Ex-
change was $327billion.

Whatare the advantages of being
listed on the New York Stock Ex-
change? Oneis that listing provides
a broad national market for the secu-
rities. In addition, listed companies

can usually raise new capital through
issuing more securities more eco-

nomically than unlisted companies.
Andfinally,listedcompanies enjoy the
intangible advantage of the prestige
of having their securities traded in a
national market.

As brokers, we are membersof the
New York Stock Exchange, and of
eight other registered securities ex-
changes in the United States where
listed securities are traded: the Ameri-
can, Boston, Detroit, Midwest, Pacific

Coast, Philadelphia-Baltimore, and

Pittsburgh Stock Exchanges and the

Board of Trade in Chicago, which is
better known as a commodities ex-

change — plus the Montreal and
Toronto Stock Exchanges in Canada.

Next WEEK:

What Does Over-the-Counter
Mean?

MERRILL LYNCH,

PIERCE, FENNER & SMITH INC
MEMBERS NEWYORK STOCK EXCHANGE AND OTHER PRINCIPAL STOCK AND COMMODITY EXCHANGES

70 PINE STREET, NEW YORK 5, NEW YORK
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that wastied up in the Seine in front
of the Chambre des Députés and was
used exclusively by the deputies them-
selves every day except Sunday. The
management there was delighted with
our idea, and couldn’t have been more
coiperative.” The party was held on
June 17th, the Sundayfollowing the
premiére, It began at 7 P.M., and the
first person to arrive was Stravinsky,
whodashedinto the salle @ manger to
inspect, and even rearrange,the distri-
butionof place cards. He was apparently
satisfied with his own seating—on the
right hand of the Princesse de Polignac,
who had commissioned “Les Noces.”

Like the famous “Banquet Rous-
seau,” in 1908, at which Picasso and
his friends paid homage to Le Douanier
Rousseau, the Murphys’ péniche party
has assumed over the years a sort of
legendary aura, so that people who
may or may not have been there give
vivid and conflicting descriptions of the
event, The forty-odd people who were
there constituted a kind of summit meet-

ing of the modern movementin Paris:
Picasso, Darius Milhaud, Jean Cocteau,
Ernest Ansermet (who conducted “Les
Noces”), Germaine Tailleferre, Mar-
celle Meyer, Diaghilev, Natalia Gon-
charova and Larionov, Tristan Tzara,
Blaise Cendrars, and Scofield Thayer,
the
or five premieres danseuses from the
company, and twoof the male prin-
cipals, but the Murphys had been ad-
vised not to invite the whole corps de
ballet; Diaghilev, a stickler for rank,

 

would not have approved. After cock- |?
tails on the canopied upper deck of the
péniche, the guests drifted downstairs to )i¢'
thesalle @ manger—all except Cocteau,
whose horror of seasickness was so ex-
cruciating that he refused to come on
boarduntil the last Seine excursion boat,
withits rolling wake, had goneby. The
champagne dinner that followed was?
memorable, and so was the décor. Hav-
ing discovered at the last moment that
it was impossible to buy fresh flowers
ona Sunday, the Murphys had gone to
a bazaar in Montparnasse and bought
up bags and bags of toys—fire engines,
cars, animals, dolls, clowns—and they
had arranged these in little pyramids at
intervals down the long banquet table.
Picasso was entranced. He immediately
collected a quantity of toys and worked
them intoa fantastic “accident,” topped.
off by a cow perchedona fireman’s lad-
der. Dinner went on for hours, inter-
spersed with music (Ansermet and
Marcelle Meyerplayed a pianoat one
end of the room) and dancing bythe
ballerinas. Cocteaufinally came aboard.
He found his wayinto the barge cap-

itor of the Dial. There were four|x:
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tain’s cabin and put on the captain’s
dress uniform, and he now went about

carrying a lantern andputting his head
in at portholes to announce gravely,
“On coule? (“We're sinking”). At
onepoint, Murphynoted with astonish-
mentthat Ansermet and Boris Kochno,
Diaghilev’s secretary, had managed to
take down an enormouslaurel wreath,

bearing the inscription “Les Noces—
Hommages,” that had been hung from
the ceiling, and were holding it for
Stravinsky, who ran the length of the
room and leaped nimbly through the
center, No onereally got drunk, no one
went home muchbefore dawn, and no
one, in al] probability, has everforgotten
the party. As Cocteauputit, “Depuis le
jour de ma premitre communion, Cest
le plus beausoir de ma vie.”
The Murphysleft Paris soon after-

wardto spend the summer in Antibes,
They had discovered the Riviera the
preceding summer, when Cole Porter
had invited them downto his rented
chateau at Cap d’Antibes for two
weeks. “Cole has always had great orig-
inality about finding new places,”
Murphysays, “and at that time no one
ever went near the Riviera in summer.
TheEnglish and Germans—there were
no longer any Russians—who came
downfor theshortspring season closed
their villas as soon as it began to get
warm. None of them ever went in the
water, you sec. When we wenttovisit
Cole, it was hot, hot summer, but the
air was dry, andit was cool in the eve-
ning, andthe water was that wonderful
jade-and-amethyst color. Right out on
the end of the Cap there was a tiny
beach—the Garoupe—onlyaboutforty
yards long and covered with a bed of
seaweed that must have been four feet
thick. Wedug out a corner of the beach
and bathed there and sat in the sun,
andwe decided that this was where we
wanted to be, Oddly, Cole never came
back, but from the beginning we knew
we were going to.” There was a small
hotel on the Cap that had been oper-
ated for thirty-five years by Antoine
Sella and his family; ordinarily,it closed
downon MayIst, whenthe Sellas went
off to managea hotel inthe Italian Alps.
That summer, though, the Murphys
persuaded Sella to keep the Hétel du
Cap open on a minimum basis, with a
cook, a waiter, and a chambermaid as
the entire staff, and they moved in with
their children, sharing the place with a
Chinese family who had been staying
there and had decided to remain when
they learned that the hotel would stay
open.
The Murphys’ regular companions

that summer were Picasso and his wife,
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Olga; his young son, Paolo; and his
elderly mother, Sefiora Maria Ruiz.
They had come down to visit the
Murphysat the Hétel du Cap and had
liked the region so muchthat they took
a villa in nearby Antibes. Picasso was
working at that time in two radically
different styles—the late~Cubist phase
that produced such milestones as his
1921 “Three Musicians,” and the mon-
umental, figurative style of his classical
period, influenced byhis work with the
Diaghilevballet. He wasstruck by the
way Sara slung her pearls down her
back when she wore them to the beach
(it was “good for them to get the sun,”
she explained ), and some of the women
in his classical paintings and drawings of
this period are shown with pearl neck-
laces thrown over their shoulders in
Sara’s manner. It was touchthat Scott
Fitzgerald later made use of when he
described Nicole Diver sitting on the
beach with “her brown back hanging
from herpearls.” Gerald and Sara saw
the Picassos nearly every day, and were
unfailingly divertedbythepainter’s gro-
tesque observations. “He blaguedall the
time, about everything,” Gerald says,
“and he rarely expressed an idea that
was in any wayabstract. Infact, the
only time I ever remember him saying
anything of an abstract sort was one day
when weall happened to see an old
black farm dog hold up a chauffeur-
driven cabriolet by lying stubbornly in
the road,in the shadeofa fig tree. The

chauffeur finally had to get out and shoo
him away with a lap robe.
Picasso watched the whole
pantomime withouta shade of
expression, and whenthe car
had driven on and the dog
had come back to lie downin
the road again,he said ‘Moi,
je voudrais étre un chien,”
Picasso seemed to be fascinated with
Americansat that time. Once, in Paris,
he invited the Murphys to his apart-
ment, on the Rue de la Boétie, for an
apéritif, and, after showing them
through the place, in every room of
which werepicturesin various stages of
completion, he led Gerald rather cere-
moniously to an alcove that contained
a tall cardboard box. “It wasfull of il-
lustrations, photographs, engravings,
and reproductionsclipped from news-
papers,” Murphyrecalls. “All of them
dealt with a single person—Abraham
Lincoln. ‘Pve been collecting them
since I wasa child,’ Picasso said. ‘I have
thousands, thousands!’ He held up one
of Brady’s photographs of Lincoln, and
said with great feeling, ‘Voila la uraie
élégance américaine!’”

Before the summer was out, the 

Murphysdecided to buy villa of their
own. What they wanted above all was
a garden, and they found one on a
hill just below the Antibes lighthouse,
attached to the home of a French Army
officer who had spent most of his pro-
fessionallife as a military attaché in the
Near East. Thevilla itself was a sort
of chalet, small and unpretentious, but
the garden was extraordinary. Each
year, returning on homeleave, the own-
er had brought back exotic trees and
plants—date palms, Arabian maples
with pure-white leaves, pepper trees,
olives, ever-bearing lemontrees, black
and white figs—all of which had pros-
pered andproliferated. Heliotrope and
mimosa ran wild through the garden,
which flowed down from the house in
a series of levels, intersected by gravel
paths, There was hardly a flower that
would not growthere, for it was on a
side of the hill that was protected from
the mistral. At night, the whole place
throbbed with nightingales. In “Tender
Is the Night,” the Divers’villa is actual-
lya cross between the Murphys’ and a
villa, high up above the Corniche near
Eze, owned by Samuel Barlow, the
American composer. Barlow hadrazed
several ancientpeasantcottages to make
his garden, and hadincorporatedseveral
others into his house. The Murphys
went to no such lengths with their
property, but they did undertake a fairly
extensive remodelling ofthe villa, which
required nearly two years to complete.
Theyhad the peaked chalet roof re-

placed witha flat sun roof—
oneofthe first sun roofs ever
seen on the Riviera—thus
providing a second story and
two bedrooms for the chil-
dren. Theyput downan out-
door terrace of gray and
white marble tiles, taking

great care to preserve a hugesilver lin-
den tree, under which they later served
almost all their meals. With his unerring
eyefor gooddesignin everydayobjects,
Murphy sought out the dealers who
serviced the local restaurants and cafés
and boughta supplyoftraditional rattan
café chairs and plain deal tables, the
legs of which he painted black. Inside,
the décorwasa trifle severe (black satin
furniture and white walls), but the house
wasalwaysfull of Sara’s flowers from
the garden, freshly picked and arranged
every day—oleanders, tulips, roses,
mimosa,heliotrope, jasmine, camellias.

While the Villa America, as they had
decided to call it, was being renovated,
the Murphys returned to Paris for a
winter of great activity. Through
Léger, who was then executing thesets
for the Milhaud ballet “La Création du  
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Monde,” Murphyhadreceived a com-
mission to create an “American”ballet
that would serve as a curtain-raiser for
the main event. Both wereto be put on
by the Swedishballet companythen resi-
dentin Paris, the Ballets Suédois. Rolf
de Maré, the company’sdirector, asked
Murphy whetherhe knew of any young
American composers in Paris who might
do a score in the American idiom, and
Murphy, without a moment'shesitation,
suggested thelittle known Cole Porter.

§} The result of their collaboration was
“Within the Quota,” a lively thirty-
minute work satirizing the impressions
of a young Swedish immigrantto the
United States. Gerald worked out the
story line and painted a stunning cur-
tain, which was a parody of the Hearst
newspapers of the day, with an ocean
liner standing on endbeside the Wool-
worth Building; across the top rana gi-
gantic headline reading, “UNKNOWN
BANKER BUYS ATLANTIC.” Cole Por-
ter’s score was a witty parody of the
piano music playedin silent-movie thea
tres. Just before the premiére, Léger
had de Maré switch the order of per-
formance;he appeared to feel that the
spirited curtain-raiser might attract at-
tention awayfrom the main work. Both
ballets, in any case, were warmly re-
ceived.

Thatspring, the Murphys rented a
house that had belonged to Gounod,
and still remained in his family, on a
hill in Saint-Cloud, overlooking Paris.
Archibald MacLeish’s poem “Sketch
for a Portrait of Mme. G— M—”
describes Sara in terms of her sitting
room in this lovely old house (“Its
fine proportions in that attitude/ of
gratified compliance worn by salons/
whose white-and-gold has settled into
home”), and expresses, incidentally,
what all the Murphys’ friends have re-
marked on at one time or another—
their talent for making any place they
live in seem revelation of their own
personalities. The Murphys did not en-
tertain lavishly. Althougha recentbiog-
raphy of Scott Fitzgerald has them giv-
ing parties for forty people at Maxim’s,
with Murphy tipping the coatroom at-
tendantin advanceto spare the “poorer
artists” in his group any embarrassment
(“MyGod!” Murphy exclaimedafter
reading this. “Can you imagine any-
thing more arrogant?””), the fact was
that neither he nor Sara could stand
large parties (which Saracalled “holo-
causts”), and, with the exception of the
féte for “Les Noces” and one or two
others, they never gave them. “Tt

 

wasn’t parties that made it such a gay
time,”Sara says now. “There was such
affection between everybody. You loved Lyuedes
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self (and thus, eventually, to us),
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your friends and wanted to see them
every day, and usually you did see them
every day. It waslike a great fair, and
everybody was so young.”
Work on the Villa America was pro-

ceedingslowly, and when the Murphys
went downto Antibes for the summerof
1924 they had to put up again at the
Hétel du Cap. Several of their friends
visited them there—the Gilbert Seldeses
(on their honeymoon), Etienne de
Beaumont andhis wife, and, later on,
in August, Scott and Zelda Fitzgerald
andtheir daughter Frances, or “Scot-
tie.” The Murphys had met the Fitz~
geralds in Paris that spring, soon after
their arrival in Europe. Scott and Zelda
had announced that they were fleeing
the hecticlife of social LongIsland, and
in June they had settled in Saint-Ra-
phaél, where they planned to live on
“practically nothing a year.” When
they came overto visit the Murphysat
the Hétel du Cap, it was evident that
the quiet life had so far eluded them.
Severe marital strains, in fact, had put
them both on edge. Onenight, after
they hadall gone to bed, the Murphys
were awakened by Scott, whostood out-
side their door with a candle in his vio-
lently trembling hand. “Zelda’s sick,”
he said, and added in tense voice, as
they hurried down the hall, “I don’t

think she did it on purpose.” She had
swalloweda large, butnotfatal, quanti-
ty of sleeping pills, and they had to
spend the rest of the night walking her
up and down to keep her awake. For
the Murphys, it was the first of many
experiences with the Fitzgeralds’ urge
toward self-destruction. Later in their
stay, when Sara remonstrated with them
for their dangerous habit of coming back

late from parties and then, on Zelda’s
initiative, diving into the sea from thir-
ty-five-foot rocks, fully clothed in eve-
ningdress, Zelda turned her wide, pene-
trating eyes on her and said innocently,
“But, Sara”—she pronouncedit “Say-
ra’ ‘didn’t you know? Wedon’t be-
lieve in conservation.”

Toward the end of the summer,
work on the Villa America had pro-
gressed far enoughfor the Murphysto
movein, and from thattimeuntil they
left Europe for good,ten yearslater,it
wastheir real home, although they also
kept a small apartment on the Quai des
Grands-Augustins, on the Left Bank.
‘They wentupto Paris at least once a
month andstayed in close touch with
everything that was going onin the cap-
ital—that winter, Gerald exhibited a
six-by-six-foot “miniature on a giant
scale” of the inside of a watchat the
Salon des Indépendants—but the Cap
@’Antibes was now their base. Murphy
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Please. It’s the Scotch with the 8 on it. Under the
Dufy.Whydo they call it Grant’s 8? That’s the age.f
Most Scotch is only four yearsold, but it really
takes 8 years to smooth out a Scotch. Water? A
little. Thank you, darling.
The light and legendary 8-year-old blended Scotch Whisky.
Eighty-six proof. Imported to the United States from Scotland
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The pure corn oil in
Mazola Margarine

than the hydrogenated
corn oil used in other

leading margarines

” Most of the corn oil in other mar-
garines is hydrogenated. That’s a
process that increases their satu-
rated fat ... and destroys impor-
tant corn oil benefits.

But pureliquid corn oil, the ma-
jor ingredient in Mazola, is never
hydrogenated. That’s why it con-
tains Jess saturated fat—gives you.
more pure corn oil nutrition.

This is another way of saying
yougetthe full benefit of the poly-
unsaturates in the corn oil in
Mazola Margarine. They’re the
wonderful nutritional elements you
want in a corn oil margarine.

 

Try light, golden delicious
Mazola Margarine . . . you'll get
the full benefit of pure liquid corn
oil in Mazola Margarine.  

had converted a gardener’s cottage into
a studio, where he worked a good part
of every day. Anothersmall farmhouse,
or bastide, on the property had been
made over into a guest cottage. The

4 children—then three, five, and six—
were overjoyed by the new arrange-
ments, and it seemed to most of the
Murphys’ friends that the life of this
fortunate family hadfallen intoits true
pattern.

apo closest to the Murphysfind
it almost impossible to describe the

special quality of their life, or the charm
it had for theirfriends. An evening spent
in their fragrant garden, looking out
over the water toward Cannesand the
mountains beyond,listening to records
from Gerald’s encyclopedic collection
(everything from Bach to the latest
jazz), savoring the delicious food that
always seemedtoappear,exquisitelypre-
pared andserved,at the precise moment
and under the precise circumstances
guaranteed tobringoutall its best quali-
ties (Provencaldishes, for the mostpart,
with vegetables and fruits from the
Murphys’ garden, though there was
often a typically American dish, such
as poached eggs on a bed of creamed
corn); the passionate attention to every
detail of his guests’ pleasure that gave
Murphyhimself such obvious pleasure;
Sara’s piquant beauty and wit, and the
intense joy she took in herlife and her
friends; the three beautiful children,
who seemed,like most children who in-
habit a specialprivate world,to be com-
pletely at homein adult company (Ho-
noria, wholooked like a Renoir and was
dressed accordingly; Baoth, robust and
athletic; Patrick, disturbingly delicate,
and with a mercurial brilliance that

made him seem “more Gerald than
Gerald” )—all contributed to an atmos-
phere that most people felt wonderfully
privileged to share. “A party at the
Murphyshadits own rhythm,and there
was never a jarring note,” Gilbert
Seldes recalls. “Both of them hada pas-
sion for entertaining and for other peo-
ple.”

Thecentral fact in all this was the
marriageitself, which often seemed the
most entrancing of all the Murphys’
creations. “The marriage was unshak-
able,” says Dos Passos. “They com-
plemented each other, backed each
other up in a waythat was absolutely
remarkable.” As with most good mar-
riages, though, the Murphys’ was in
manyrespects a matching of opposites.
Sara was frank, direct, even brusque
at times; she said what she thought,
and she didn’tflirt. “Sarais incorrupti-
ble,” Mrs. Winthrop Chanler once  
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A-BILLION-DOLLAR DONNYBROOKPITS TOM
GARTEN.HIS PURCHASING POWER AGAINST JOHN
SINCLAIR &. HIS CHEMICAL SPENDING MONEY !111!

  

TOM: Tom Garten once again, with gladsome

news for advertisers and agencies alike, about the

enormous purchasing power of Huntington, West

Virginia—Pocketbook, Pouch and Portemonnaie

of the entire 4-state 72-county Supermarket area

served by WSAZ-TV!

JOHN: And JohnSinclair, Jr., with a bit of news

for Mr. Garten! If Charleston—Mixer of the
Nation’s Chemicals—is not the Spending Money

Seat of Supermarket, then why do most reference

sources refer to us as ‘‘Charleston-Huntington’’?

Our own very handsome Supermarket brochure

(available on request, or through the Katz

Agency) does so. Surely you rememberour Retail

Sales Growth Charts, Mr. Garten? The ones that
show ‘‘Charleston-Huntington” up more than
most markets of 4 - to 2-million population—up

64 % in total sales from 1950 to 1960, up 77 % in

food, and up a whopping 103 % in drugs?

TOM: Mr. Sinclair, I am fully aware of those

figures and the market designation! Charles-

ton appears before Huntingtonfor purely,

alphabetical reasons. Further, column,

widths would not accommodate a

moreaccurate handle: “The Hun-

tington Tri-State Complex-Charleston.” I would

remind you,sir, that Huntington is no one city.

Rather,it runs in all directions—west to Affluent

Ashland with its petroleum paychecks—north to
Ironton and Portsmouth where highly skilled
workers play merry tunes on time clocks while

their children eat up a storm andtheir wivesspend

money as though it were going out of style!

JOHN: Are you suggesting, sir, that Charleston

stands plop in the middle of some vast unpopu-

lated waste? You reckon without the peoples and

payrolls of Parkersburg, Marietta and Beckley!

All of which lie within easy reach of our station’s
splendid signal . . .

TOM: Oh my! Time once again to declare this

debate a draw, in the interest of our common

selling effort.

JOHN:And to declare the advertiser winner! For
it is he who,for a single price, can have both

Charleston and Huntington. Indeed,

‘Supermarket itself! WSAZ-TV, Chan-

nel3,anNBCPrimary Affiliate, Divi-
sion: The Goodwill Stations,. Inc.   
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remarked in admiration. “I’ve never
heard her say a silly or indifferent
thing.” And yet, with all her candor,
Sara tookher life and herfriends large-
ly, delighted in them, and was rarely
provoked. Like her mother’sold friend
Mrs. Patrick Campbell, whooftenvisit-
ed them at Antibes, she “didn’t care
much whatpeople did, so long as they
didn’t doit out in the streets and fright-
en the horses.” Gerald’sstyle, one felt,
was a more consciouscreation. “Sarais
in love with life and skeptical of peo-

ple,” Gerald once told Fitzgerald. “’m
the other way. I believe you have to do {{
things to life to makeit tolerable. ’ve
always liked the old Spanish proverb:
‘Living well is the best revenge.’”
Gerald’s Celtic good looks; his beauti-
ful clothes, which would have seemed
a trifle too elegant if anyone else had
worn them;his perfectionist attention
to subtle gradations of feeling—these
sometimesacted as a barrier to intimacy,
so much so that Fitzgerald once ac-
cused him of “keeping people away
with charm.” “Oh, Gerald could be
preposterous in those days,” one of
their best friends recalls. “He’d be-
come wildly enthusiastic about some-
thing like pacifism, and go around ask-
ing if you really wanted to kill people,
and he loved to talk in aphorisms—T
think the best way to educate children
is to keep them confused,’ he would say,
and then keep on saying it. Also, at
times a chill would descend. He has
always been the most Irish person I
know, and when the black mood came
over him, he was absolutely unreach-
able. But then he could be utterly
captivating when he wanted to, which
was most of the time. You had this

fecling that he was doing all kinds of
things for your pleasure, and always
with the most exquisite taste.”

Tt was, as MacLeish has pointed out,
taste in the positive sense—not simply
the opposite of bad taste—that the Mur-
phys lived by. “Gerald could take some-
thing you hadn’tevennoticed and make
you see how good it was,” MacLeish
says. “He knewall about Early Ameri-
can folk art, for example, long before
the museumsstarted collectingit, and he
could tell you the towns along the New
England coast where you could go and
see marvellous old weather vanes or
painted signs. He has always had this
capacity for enriching your life with
things he’s found—like those old Negro
spirituals, like his collection of rare ré-
cordings of the early Western songs,
which Nicolas Nabokov used when he

wrote the music for our ‘Union Pacific’
ballet. Gerald had nointerest at all in
poetry until I introduced him to Gerard   
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How to keep ajet up to snuff
 

So you've bought a shiny new jet—
a 5%-million dollar, 248,000-pound
beauty. (Good work!) And you'd like
to know how to maintain it. Read on,
and we'll show you how. (Read on even
if you don’t havea jet. We think you'll
find it interesting.)

First off, rememberthat a jet spends
about %4rds ofits time on the ground—
being checked, analyzed,tested, looked
into, cleaned, inspected, re-tested and
checked again. (If you took care of
yourself the way we take care of our
jets, you'd be in excellent shape, in-
deed.) Maintenance, you'll find, is a big
job— as important asflying.
To illustrate: last year a statisti-

cally-inclined gentleman in our Main-
tenance Department reported that
3,400,000 pages of technical informa-
tion were turned out on the subject of
Braniff equipment. (That’s 14 Britan-
nicas, 1962 Edition—or some51 feet of
shelf space.) 1,500,000 of those pages
were by Braniff, on Repair and Main-
tenance alone— and don’t think they
weren't studied carefully. Be prepared
for some paper work.

little shoppinglist

Let’s start with a hangar. You'll need
one little over 3 stories high — large
enough for a 139-foot plane; power,
cleaning and ground equipment; and a
maintenance crew of 40*. If you have
other planes to keep out of the rain,
multiply accordingly. (Whentheplanes
are away, your maintenance crews can
play regulation-field football, indoors.
We have two such hangars at our 38-
acre maintenance base in Dallas, and
extensive maintenancefacilities at our
main jet stops in New York, Chicago,
Minneapolis/St. Paul and Lima,
Peru**, No football however, touch or
otherwise.)

(Let us catch up with those aster-
isks. *The “40” refers to Maintenance
Crew only —12 cleaners, 25 mechan-
ies, 1 foreman, and 2 inspectors who do
nothing but inspect. **These are only
some of our jet stops.)
Now you'll also need a few other

things. For one 4-engine jet, you should
have 6 engines ($350,000 each). For 2

For the man who has every-

thing —a quick course in

jet maintenance. Part I:

A few things yowll need.

planes, you'll need 12 engines, and so
on. For all our aircraft, we maintain
about 50% more engines than we need
at any one time. They’re rotated at
fixed intervals— after a certain num-
ber of hours, not when someone hearseine?
An engine may perform perfectly,

but whenits timeis up, off it comes —
willy-nilly — to be re-built completely.
Every part is cleaned, scoured, pol-
ished, tested and checked. Anything
worn is replaced. In due course, the
engineis re-assembled, checked,tested,
re-tested, re-checked (do you have a
feeling this goes on forever?), and put
up ona test stand to run for hours as
the final check. (In a sound-proofed
test building, of course.) If the engine
performsperfectly, it goes backto fly-
ing, while the oneit replaces gets the
“treatment.”

Just part of the story

‘The 50% we mentioned is what wecall
a “percentage of maintenance spares”
and the principle holds for every im-
portantdevice on a plane—from radar,
radios, gyroscopes, Instrument Land-
ing (ILS) Equipmentto seats and ash
trays. At Braniff, we have enough
spare “everythings” to run a couple
of airlines.

What's more, every single part that
is important enough to have a serial
number has a “History.” The history
tells when the part was made, what
planesit has flown on, whereit is now,
every adjustment ever madeon it, and
whenit'is due for replacement or
scheduled check-up, (Engines aren't
the only things that get a going-over
on a willy-nilly basis.)

If someone tightens a screw on a
“whatsis” on a Braniff 707-227 in

Buenos Aires, the information must
gointo the plane’s log andall the ap-
propriate histories — of the plane, the
whatsis, and the screw if it has a serial
number. (You can’t have a 227, by the
way. They’re special — the best— and
only Braniff has them.)
With a fieet of planes fiying to more

than 50cities around North and South
America, over 18,438 route miles, you
can see how all this might get compli-
cated, Our “History Department” has
its own data processing equipment, to
help it keep track of everything.

Two more for the road
Let us observe two things before we
get to the bottom of the page. Though
they may use different procedures,
every certificated airline has ways to
produce the sameresults. (They can’t
match our year-in, year-out on-time
record, though.) Also, you should know
that the modern jet is one of the most
dependable pieces of machinery ever
built— more so, probably, than your
new car. (Please, all manufacturers of
cars: forbear to write us.) And if you
cared for your car the way wecare for
our jets, you’d have the enginerebuilt
every 1,000 miles, not just greased
andoiled.
And a word from our sponsor (us)

While we're up, we might as well tell
you where you canfly Braniff jets. (In
case you don’t have the information by
heart.) Non-stop between New York
and Dallas; non-stop between Chicago
and Dallas; between Minneapolis/St.
Paul, Kansas City, Dallas, San An-
tonio and Mexico City (are you still
with us?) between Denver, Dallas and
Houston; and down around South
America.

‘That was our commercial passage—
designedto let you know that we don’t
doall this maintaining just for exer-
cise. Next month, Part IT: “Continuous
Maintenance” and curious testing de-
vices. Till then, fly Braniff. (Leave
your jet at home so your maintenance
crew can go overit.)

 

Reprints available.

BRANIFF Yulnalonal AIRWAYS
General Offices: Dallas, Texas
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Talk about careful readership. One
of our favorite advertisers (non-golf-
ing variety) ran an ad recently in
Business WEEK showing a golfer

and caddy. Ever since, we’ve been
getting letters from eagle-eyed read-

ers pointing out the golf boners in

the photograph. One man writes:
“|... [detected a right-handed wood
in the golf bag of the left-handed
golfer.” Another reports: “. . . his
caddy is violating one of the prime
rules ofcaddying by standing directly
in line with the putter’s aim.” We’ve
always known that Business WEEK
is not merely read. It’s used. From
editorial to advertising pages, its
contents are perused, reviewed, re-
acted to—week after week—by our
managementsubscribers. They don’t
hesitate to show us, either.
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You advertise in Hie
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WEEK | s

when you want *
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Manley Hopkins, and that set him off;
he used to pin a Hopkins poem to his
shaving mirror every morning, and to
this day he can recite a good manyof
them. In return, he gave me back
Wordsworth, whom I had long aban-
donedand thought dreadfully dull. Just
four lines he’d seen, and how they
sprang out!”
Thelong, quiet days at Antibes cen-

tered on the beach, which Gerald grad-
uallyclearedof seaweed;on the garden;
and onthelittle port, where the Mur-
phys always kept a boat. They loved
to cruise,-and hada succession of boats,
beginning with a small sloop, the Pica-
flor, progressing through a somewhat
larger one, named after Honoria, and
culminating in the hundred-foot schoon-
er Weatherbird, which was designed
andbuilt by a memberof the Diaghilev
troupe, Vladimir Orloff, whohad at-
tachedhimself to the Murphyfamilyin
Paris and had come downtolive in
Antibes whentheybuilt the Villa Amer-
ica. Orloff, the son of a Russian no-
bleman who had managed theprivate
bank account of the Czarina, had seen
his father murdered by the Bolsheviks
soon after the October Revolution;
escaping from Russia, he had madehis
way to France, where, like so many
of the young White Russian émigrés,
he gravitated to Diaghilev. He worked
for Diaghilev as a set designer, but his
real métier, born of a childhood spent
on his grandfather’s yachts on the Black
Sea, was naval architecture. He de-
signed the Weatherbird alongthelines

of the American clipper ships, which he
considered the most beautiful vessels
ever launched. (The Weatherbird took
its name from a Louis Armstrong rec-
ord withthattitle, which the Murphys
hadsealed intoits keel.)

Life at the Villa America was too
varied, though, to allow for the estab-
lishment of any sort of daily routine.
The Murphysusually hadfriendsstay-
ing with them,in the bastide or at the
Ferme des Orangers, a donkey stable
that they had converted into a fully
equipped housekeeping cottage in an
orange grove across the road from the
Villa America. (Robert Benchley, who
spent a summerthere with his wife and
two sons, rechristened it “La Ferme
Dérangée.”) Theyalso travelled con-
tinually, not only to Paris and back but
all around Europe, often with another
couple. During the summer of 1926,
they wenttothefiesta in Pamplona with
Ernest Hemingwayandhis first wife,

|| Hadley, and Hadley’s friend Pauline
Pfeiffer, who later became the second
Mrs. Hemingway. “When you were
with Ernest, and he suggested that you
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try something, you didn’t refuse,”
Murphyrecalls dryly. “He suggested
that I test my nerve in the bull ring
with the yearlings. I took along my
raincoat and shook it about, andall of
a sudden this animal—it was just a
yearling and the horns were padded,
but it looked about the size of a loco-
motive to me—came right for me, at
top speed. Evidently, I wasso terrified
that I just stood there holding the coat
in front of me. Ernest, who had been
watching verycarefully to see that I
didn’t get into any trouble, yelled
‘Holdit to the side!” and miraculously,
at the last moment, I moved the coat
to myleft and the bull veered toward
it and went past. Ernest was delight-
ed. He said P’d made a veronica.”
Hemingway adored Sara Murphy, but
he seemsto have had reservations about
Gerald. He judged men according to
his own rigorousstandards of masculin-
ity (his favorite comment then about
someone he admired was “You'd like
him—he’s tough”), and Gerald, de-
spite his performance in the bull ring,
was perhaps not tough enoughto suit
Hemingway. Atthe sametime, Gerald
always felt a tacit competitiveness on
Hemingway’s part, which weighed on
their relationship. More than once,
when Murphy expressed an opinion
with which Hemingwayagreed, Hem-
ingway turned on him and said, some-
what resentfully, “You Irish know
things you’ve never earned the right to
know.” As a result of these undercur-
rents, Gerald was never as close to
Hemingway as he was to Scott and
Zelda Fitzgerald.

HE Fitzgeralds and the Murphys
had seen a great deal of one an-

otherin Paris in the winter of 1925-26,
during which Sara and Gerald had as-
sumed, more or less unwittingly, the
role of friendly guardians. A decade
older than the Fitzgeralds, they looked
upon their baroque exploits with a
mixture of tolerant amusement and
genuine concern, and the Fitzgeralds,

for their part, often wentout of their
way to try to shock the Murphys.
“Scott couldn’t bear to be ignored,”
Murphysays. “If he felt that Sara
was not paying enoughattention to
him, he would try to irritate her, or
even revolt her—like the time she was
riding in a taxi with Scott and Zelda
and Teddy Chanler, the composer, and
Scott suddenly pulled out some filthy
old hundred-franc notes and began
stuffing them into his mouth and chew-
ing them.” Even in the early days, it
was an odd friendship. The two cou-
ples had almost nothing in common ex-
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Shopping Arcade.
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cept their great affection for each oth-
er, Neither Scott nor Zelda seemed to
have the slightest interest in the art,
the music, the ballet, or even thelitera-
ture of the period; Scott knew the
American writers in Paris, and spent a
large part of his time that winter get-
ting Hemingway recognized, but he
met few Europeans, and he never
learned to speak more than a few words
of French, which he made not the
slightest effort to pronounce correctly.
The simpler aspects of the Murphys’
life at Antibes—their cultivation of the
life of the senses—never appealed to
Fitzgerald at all. He scarcely noticed
what he waseating or drinking. He
stayed out of the sun as muchas pos-
sible, and his skin never lost its dead-
white pallor. When the others on the
beach wentin swimming, Scott would
get up, take a flat running dive into the
shallow water, and come right out
again. He never showed anycuriosity
about Murphy’s painting, and appeared
to consider it a mere diversion. Gerald,
for his part, was not particularly im-
pressed with Fitzgerald as a writer. He
had not cared much for “The Great
Gatsby” (Sara had), and neither of
them read the Fitzgerald stories that
were appearing (infrequently just
then) in the Saturday Evening Post.
“The one we took seriously was Ernest,
not Scott,” Murphysays. “I suppose it
was because Ernest’s work seemed con-
temporaryand new,and Scott’s didn’t.”

None of this seems to have inter-
fered with their spontaneousliking for
cach other, however. “We four com-
municate byourpresence rather than by
anyother means,” Murphywrote to the
Fitzgeralds in 1925. “Currents race
between us regardless: Scott will un-
cover for me values in Sara, just as
Sara has knownthem in Zelda through
her affection for Scott.” Looking back
onthe friendship today, both the Mur-
phys tend to stress their feeling for
Zelda. “I don’t think we could have
taken Scott alone,” Gerald has said.
Sara,particularly, liked this strikinggirl.
“She hardly ever said anything that
wasn’t personal,” she recalls. “She
used to do such odd things, even back
in the early days. We were sitting at
a table in the Casino at Juan-les-Pins
one day, just the two of us, and a man
came over to be introduced. Zelda
smiled her beautiful smile and sweetly
murmured a taunt of her Alabama
school days, ‘I hope you die in the
marble ring,’—but not quite loud
enough to be heard by the man, who
thought she was making the usual pleas-
antry. And the strange thing was that
no matter what she did—even the
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wildest, mostterrifying things—she al-
ways managed to maintain her dignity.
She was a good woman, and Pve never
thought she was bad for Scott, as other
people have said.” The Murphys’ feel-
ing for Zelda sometimes bothered Scott,
who would demand to know whether
they“liked Zelda better than me.”

In February, 1926, the Fitzgeralds
rented a villa in Juan-les-Pins and
stayed on the Riviera through the fol-
lowing October. The summer, which
began very gaily, ended by putting a
severe strain on the Fitzgerald-Murphy
friendship. The Riviera was no longer
the quiet summerretreat it had been in |)
1923. It had begun to fill up with
Americans, for one thing; some were
old friends—the Charles Brackets with
their two children, Alexander Wooll-
cot, the MacLeishes, the Philip Barrys
(Barrylater used the Murphys’ terrace
as the setting for his play “Hotel Uni-
verse”)—but a good many more were |_
not. The Hotel du Cap wasfilled to
capacity, and the little Garoupe beach
now had a row of bathhouses forits
clientele. The Murphys’ role in this
rapidly changing scene was difficult to
define. Theirlife centered on their chil-
dren and their beautiful garden, and
they never participated in the sort of
high jinks that the Fitzgeralds were
forever cooking up, such as kidnapping |"
waiters and threatening to sawthem in
half, Even so, the Murphys,with their
children and their house guests, their
amusing talk, and their midmorning
ritual of dry sherry and sweetbiscuits,
were generally the focus of the day’s
activities on the beach that Gerald had
reclaimed. Fitzgerald’s attitude toward
the Murphys, and especially toward
Gerald, had bythis time become some-
what ambivalent. His affection for Sara
was close to being an infatuation; he
would sit gazing at her across the din-
ner table for long periods, and say,
“ara, look at me.” (Zelda, whose
jealousies were notable, was never jeal-
ous of Sara, though.) For Gerald, he
sometimes evinced an absolute and un-
critical admiration. “Scott used to ask
Gerald for advice on literary matters,”
says MacLeish. “He seemedto feel that
Gerald’s superb taste must apply to
everything.” At the same time, Fitz-
gerald often appeared to be under a
compulsion to ridicule Murphy’s ele-
gantstyle. “I suppose you have some
special plan for us today,” he would
jeer upon meeting Murphyatthe beach.
Once, ontheterraceat the Villa Amer-
ica, Murphyheld up a hand and said
portentously, “I hear a pulsing motor
at the door.” “God, how that sort of
remarkdates you! ”snapped Fitzgerald,  Yardley men’s deodorants have a
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completely missing the deliberate ar-
chaism.

Fitzgerald’s ambivalence toward the
Murphys was possibly related to his
feeling that they were wealthier than
in fact they were. The complex of
illusions and emotions in which Fitz-
gerald always enveloped the rich is
well known, and once,in a letter to
Edmund Wilson, he coupled the Mur-
phys with TommyHitchcock ashis only
“fich friends;” he seems to have had
no understanding of the gulf that lay
between the Hitchcocks’scale of living
and the Murphys’. He often asked
Murphy,in his naive way, what their
annualincome was, and when Murphy
would try to explain that they did not
live entirely on income—that they sim-
ply spent what they wanted to spend,
andconstantly reduced their capital to
do so—Fitzgerald would merely look
blank. Scott and Zelda lived poorly on
a great deal of money; the Murphys
lived extremely well on considerably
less. They had norich friends, and
took pains to avoid the sort of wealthy
society people whohadstarted coming
down to Cannes and Nice. But their
moneywasinherited and theyhad more
of it than most of the people around
them, and since theydid live extremely
well, Fitzgerald’s affection for them
wastainted with some of the animosity
and awe thathe inevitably felt for the
very rich. Whenhe wasdrinking heavi-
ly, as he did more and more that sum-
mer, this hostility took concrete form.
Hewasscornfulof the idea of a caviar-
and-champagnepartythat the Murphys
gaveoneeveningat the Casino in Juan-
les-Pins, and he set out quite deliberate-
ly to wreck it. “He madeall sorts of
derogatory remarks about the caviar-
and-champagne notion to begin with,
evidently because he thought it the
heightof affectation,” Murphyrecalls.
“We wereall sitting at a big table on
the terrace—the MacLeishes and the
Hemingways and a few others—and
when a beautiful young girl with a
much older man sat down at the next
table, Scott turned his chair all the way
around to stare at them, and stayed
that way until the girl became so ir-
ritated that the headwaiter was sum-
moned. They moved to another table.
Then Scott took to lobbing ashtrays
over to a table on the otherside of us.

He would toss one and then double up
with laughter; he really had the most
appalling sense of humor, sophomoric
and—well, trashy. The headwaiter was
summoned again. It was getting so un-

pleasantthat I couldn’ttakeit any more,
so I gotup andleft the party. And Scott
wasfurious with me for doingso.”
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Not long afterward, the Murphys
gave a partyat the Villa America that
could have been, and probably was, the
model for the Divers’ famous dinner
party in “Tender Is the Night.” Fitz-
gerald again seemed to be under some
compulsion to spoil the evening, which
he later re-created with such sensitivity

in his novel. Hestarted thingsoff inaus-
piciously by walking up to one of the
guests, a young writer, and asking him
in a loud, jocular tone whether he was
a homosexual. The man quietly said
“Yes,” and Fitzgerald retreated in
temporary embarrassment. When des-
sert came, Fitzgerald picked a fig from
a bowlof pineapple sherbet and threwit
at the Princesse de Caraman-Chimay,a
house guest of the Murphys? friend and
neighbor, the Princesse de Poix. It hit
her between the shoulder blades; she
stiffened for a moment and then went
on talking as though nothing had hap-
pened. At this point, MacLeish took
Fitzgerald aside, suggested that he be-
have himself, and received forhis pains,
without warning, a roundhouse right to
the jaw. Then Fitzgerald, apparently
still feeling that not enough attention
was being paid him, began throwing
Sara’s gold-flecked Venetian wine-
glasses over the garden wall. He had
smashed three of them this waybefore
Gerald stopped him. As the party was
breaking up, Gerald went up to Scott
(amongthe last to leave) andtold him
that he would not be welcome in their
house for three weeks—a term of ban-
ishmentthat was observed to the day.

Suchincidents were bad enough,but
the Murphys were even moredisturbed||
by the Fitzgeralds’ accelerating process
of self-destruction. Scott’s work was
practically at a standstill. Although he
talked about the new novel he waswrit-
ing (the book that became, after eight
years and countless revisions, “Tender
Is the Night”), he hardly ever seemed
to be working.(Fitzgerald produced no
short stories at all from February of
1926 until June, 1927.) He was often
depressed and uneasy abouthis talent,
and his drinking had becomea serious
problem. Mostof the Fitzgeralds’ spec-
tacular escapades that summer, which
have been enshrined in the Fitzgerald
canonby his biographers, were blatantly
self-destructive: Zelda plunging down a
flight of stone steps because Scott had
goneto makeobeisance to Isadora Dun-
can, at the next table; Scott and Zelda
returning from dinner with the Mur-
phys at a restaurant in Saint-Paul-de-
Vence, driving their little car onto a

trolley-car trestle, and falling sound
asleep there until early the next morn-
ing, when a farmer saw them and
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pulled their car to safety a minute or
twobefore the trolley was due; Zelda
throwing herself under the wheels of
their car after a party and urging Scott
to drive over her, and Scott starting to
do so. Their behavior alienated a good
manypeople that summer,but the Mur-
phys stuck by them and worried deeply
about them both. “What we loved
aboutScott,” Gerald says, “wasthe re-
gion in him where his gift came from,
and which wasnever completely buried.
‘There were moments when he wasn’t
harassed or trying to shock you, mo-
ments when he’d be gentle and quiet,
andhe’dtell youhis real thoughts about
people, and lose himself in defining what
he felt about them. Those were the
moments when you saw the beauty of
his mind and nature, and they com-
pelled youto love and value him.”
The Fitzgeralds went home to

America in December, and the Mur-
phys had whatSara,in aletter to Scott
and Zelda, described as a “grand quiet
spring”following “a dash through Cen-
tral Europe with the MacLeishes.”
(“But we never went to Russia as
planned,”she added, “as bv the time
we gotvisas the theatres had closed and
the snow started to melt, not to men-
tion the opening of the season for ex-
ecutions.”) The summer of 1927 was
relatively quiet, too, without the Fitz-
geralds to contend with, and Murphy
waspainting steadily. The Fitzgeralds
had settled outside Wilmington after a
brief, riotous sojourn in Hollywood, and
the newsfrom and about them wasfar
from reassuring. Whentheydecided to
comeover to Europe for the summer of
1928, though, the Murphys were de-
lighted. “Tt will be greatto see youboth
again, because we are very fond of you
both,” Murphy wrote. “Thefact that
we don’t get on always has nothing to
do withit.”

Nobody got on with Scott and Zelda
that summer. Scott’s drinking was
worse than ever. Zelda’s sudden de-
cision, at the age of twenty-eight, to be-
comea professional ballet dancer led to
constant friction between them, al-
though Scott outwardly supported her
efforts and got Murphyto arrange for
her to take lessons with Egarova, who
had been a dancer with the Diaghilev
company. For the Murphychildren,
though, the summerwasa lovely one.
Its highlight wasan overnighttrip on the
sloop Honoria to a cove beyond Saint-
Tropez, where Vladimir Orloff, digging
in the sandtopitcha tent, “discovered”
an ancient map with detailed instruc-
tions, in archaic French,that led them to
a seriesof further clues, and finally, with
almost unbearably mounting excite-
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ment, to the unearthing of a chest con-
taining key-winder watches, compasses,
spyglasses, and (for Honoria) a quan-
tity of glittering antique and imitation
jewels. Honoria hassaid that it was not
until yearslater that anyof the children
suspected the authenticity of the find.

Ona visit to the United States in the
late fall of 1928, the Murphy family
wentacross the country by train, stop-
ping off at a ranch in Montana to
join the Hemingways, and then go-
ing on to Hollywood, where Murphy
served as consultant to King Vidor on
the filming ofthe all-Negro film “Hal-
lelujah;” Fitzgerald had told Vidor|}
about Murphy’s collection of old Negro
songs and spirituals, and Vidor wanted
to use them in the film, It was not a
completely successful venture; Holly-
woodwasthenin the midstof the transi-
tion from silent pictures to talkies—
“Hallelujah”itself changedto soundin
mid-production—andthe confusion was
total. But the summer of 1929, back at
the Villa America, was one of the hap-

piest the Murphys had spent, full of
gaiety and goodfriends. Honoria Mur-
phy, then twelve, remembers looking
downat the terrace from her bedroom
window, seeing the flowers and the
lovely food andtheladies in their beaded
dresses, and thinking “how it all blend-
ed in, and how youjust wanteditto last
forever.” The Fitzgeralds were back
again, too, like ghosts at the banquet.
Torn and hounded by their personal
furies, they would have been difficult
companyunder anycircumstances, but
now another severe strain had been put
ontheir relationship with the Murphys.
Scott had decided to use Sara and Ger-
ald as the central charactersin his novel,
and he was “studying” them openly.
His methods were anything but subtle.
“He questioned us constantly in a really
intrusive and irritating way,” Murphy
says. “He kept asking things like what
our income was, and how I had gotinto
Skull and Bones, and whether Sara and
I had lived together before we were
married. I just couldn’t take seriously
the idea that he wasreally going to write
about us—somehow I couldn’t believe
that anything would come of questions
like that. But I certainlyrecall his peer
ing at me with sortof thin-lipped, su-
percilious scrutiny, as though he were ||
trying to decide what made metick.
His questionsirritated Sara a good deal.
Usually, she would give him someridic-
ulous answer just to shut him up, but
eventually the whole business became
intolerable. In the middle of a dinner
party onenight, Sara had all she could
take. ‘Scott,’ she said, ‘you think if you
just ask enoughquestions you’ll get to  
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know what people are like, but you
won’t. You don’t really know anything
at all about people.’ Scott practically
turned green. He got up from thetable
and pointed his finger at her and said
that nobody had ever dared say that to
him, whereuponSara askedif he would

like her to repeatit, and she did.”
Sara had felt for a long time that

Scott was too wrappedupin himself to
understand even those closest to him,
and she was notalonein this opinion;
Hemingway warned him in letter
that he had stopped listening to other
people, with the result that he heard
only the answers to his own questions.
Sara put her ownirritation succinctlyin
a note to Scott soon after the incident
at the dinner table. “Youcan’t expect
anyone to like or stand a continual
feeling of analysis, & subanalysis &
criticism—on the whole unfriendly—
such as we havefelt for quite a while,”’
she wrote. “Itis definitely in the air—&
quite unpleasant. . . . If you don’t know
whatpeople are like it’s your loss.
But you ought to know at your age
that you can’t have Theories about
friends. If you can’t take friends large-
ly, & without suspicion—then theyare
not friends at all.” A subsequent note
from Sara was even moreexplicit: “We
have no doubt of the loyalty of your
affections (and we hope you haven’t
of ours) but consideration for other
people’s feclings, opinions, or even time
is completely left out of your make-
up.... You don’t even know what
Zelda or Scottie are like—in spite of
yourlove for them. It seemedto us the
other night (Gerald too) thatall you
thought and felt about them was in
terms of yourself....1 feel obliged in
honesty of a friend to write you: that
the ability to know whatanotherperson
feels in a given situation will make—

or ruin—lives. Yourinfuriating but de-
voted andrather wise old friend, Sara.”

Fitzgerald never replied, but some
yearslater, in a longletter, he tried to
tell Sara little of what her friendship
meantto him:

 

In my theory, utterly opposite to Er-
nest’s, aboutfiction,i.e. that it takes half a
dozen people to make a synthesis strong
enough to create a fiction character—in
that theory, or rather in despite of it, I
used you again and again in Tender:

“Her face was hard & lovely & pitiful”
and again

“He had beenheavy,belly-frightened with
love of her for years”

—inthose and in a hundredother places I
tried to evoke not you but the effect that
you produce on men—the echoes and re-
verberations—a poor return for what you
have given by your living presence, but
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nevertheless an artist’s (what a word!)
sincere attempt to preserve a true frag-
mentrather than a “portrait” by Mr. Sar-
gent.... I know that you and Gerald are
one & it is hard to separate one of you
from the other, in such a matter for exam-
ple as the love and encouragement you
chose to give to people who were full of
life, rather than to others, equally interest-
ing andless exigent, who were frozen into
rigid names. I don’tpraise you for this—
it wasthelittle more,the little immeasur-
able portion of a millimeter, the thing at
the absolute top, that makesthe difference
between a World’s Championandanalso-
ran, thelittle glance when you weresitting
with Archie on the sofa that you threw at
meandsaid:

“And—Scott!”
taking me in too, and with a heart so
milked of compassion by your dearest ones
thatno personin the world but you would
have thatlittle moreto spare.

Geers warning was prophetic, al-
though she did not suspect at the

time how veryclose to ruin the Fitz-
geralds’ lives had veered. Scott and Zel-
da left Antibes in October to spend the
winterin Paris, where Zelda sank deep-
er and deeper into the schizophrenia
that culminated,the following April, in
her mental breakdown. Whetheror not

Scott understood Zelda’s tragedy, he
sawpretty clearly what was happening
to him, and, with his writer’s honesty,
he faced upto it squarelyin his portrait
of Dick Diver. Dick’s long “process of
deterioration” hasits origins, like Fitz-
gerald’s, in a fatal weakness of char-
acter; wanting to be good,to be kind, to
be brave and wise, Diver “had wanted,
even more than that, to be loved.”Fitz-
gerald’s own deterioration has the cle-
ments of a classic morality play, which
maybe onereasonfor the popular appeal
of the Fitzgerald saga; the fact that
Fitzgerald recognized his  self-indul-

gence andyet never quite gave up the
effort to be a first-rate writer gives the
storyits tragic dignity.

Tt would behardtobelieve that Fitz-
gerald ever considered Gerald Murphy
tobeself-indulgentin this sense, or that
he attributed the catastrophe that over-
took the Murphys in 1929 to anything
but a gratuitous slap of fate. Perhaps
the strange ironyof circumstances and
of coincidencehelped convince himthat
he and Zelda and Gerald and Sara were
somehow identified—were indeed “the
same people”—but there was nothing
in the events themselves to justify this
notion. In October, 1929, soonafter the
Fitzgeralds left for Paris, the Murphys?
youngest child, Patrick, then nine, de-
veloped a persistent fever, which was
first diagnosed as bronchitis and then
found to be tuberculosis. While Sara

 

and the others remained behindto close
the house, Gerald took Patrick to a  
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sanatorium at Montana-Vermala,in the
Swiss Alps. This village was the family’s
home for the next eighteen months.
‘The Murphys did everything theycould
to keep their own and Patrick’s spirits
up duringthe long ordeal. Theyrented
a chalet on a mountain near the hospi-
tal, and furnished it with all their cus-
tomaryskill. Friends came to visit—
Hemingway, Dos Passos, Dorothy
Parker (for six months), Donald
OgdenStewart and his wife—and Fitz-
gerald came up frequently from Pran-
gins, near Geneva, where Zelda had
been placed in a sanatorium. Deter-
minednot to succumbto the gloomyat-
mosphere in the village, nearly all of
whose inhabitants were tuberculosis suf-
ferers in one stage or another, Gerald
andSara bought an abandonedlittle bar
and dancehall there, did it over com-
pletely in American style, and engaged
five-piece band from Munich to come
up and play dance music on Friday and
Saturday nights. The Murphys’ refusal
to go underwas profoundly moving to
their friends. “The memoryof a night
with the gay Murphys of Paris and
Antibesin that rarefied cold silence and
atmosphereof death is one of the most
terrifying of mylife,” Stewartsaid re-
cently. “But I am prouderof them for
that fight for Patrick than for anything
else in their lives. The pointis, they
were not only the mostalive, the most
charming, the most understanding peo-
ple—they were, when the roofof their
dream housecrashed into their beautiful
living room,the bravest.”

After a year and a half in Switzer-
land, Patrick was thoughtto be cured,

and the Murphysreturned to the Villa
America. They spent two more years
there, and these were in a sense a coda
to the decade that had endedso jarringly
for so manypeople in 1929. Manyof
their friends had gone home to America.
Murphy no longer painted; he had
stopped abruptly whenPatrick first be-
cameill, and he never tookit up again.
(His own explanationis that he realized
by then that “T was not goingtobefirst
rate, and I couldn’t stand second-rate
painting.” His total production—eight
paintings—wasexhibited in a one-man
show by the Bernheim Jeune gallery
in Paris in 1936,and in 1960 five of the

 

  

i pictures were sent on a tour of Amer-
ican museums in a show assembled by
the Dallas Museum for Contemporary
Arts, which now hasthree of them inits
permanentcollection.) The Murphys
spenta great part of their time cruising
the Mediterraneanontheir new schoon-
er, the Weatherbird. But the world was

changing, and the Riviera had lost its
innocence. Putting into a tiny Italian
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harbor one day, they were surround-
ed by a group of swimmers shouting
“Mare nostrum!” and when they went
ashore they found pictures of Mussolini
plastered on every wall. At Antibes,
the Hétel du Cap was nowthe Grand
Hétel du Cap, and its expensive new
Eden-Roc swimming club functioned
from mid-June to mid-August as an
adjunct of the American film colony.
“At the most gorgeous paradise for
swimmers on the Mediterranean,”
Fitzgerald wrote, “no one swam any
more, save for a short hangover dip at
noon. ... The Americans were content
to discuss each other in the bar.” Then
in 1933, Patrick’s symptoms suddenly
recurredin a new and grave form, and
the Murphysdecided it was time to go
home. They sold the Weatherbird (to
a Swiss, who wasarrested after the war
for using it to smuggle gold from Tur-
key into France), closed the Villa
America against their eventual return,
andsailed for New York. They have
never been back.

Bythe time “Tender Is the Night”
cameout, in 1934, the era, the places,
and the emotions that the book evoked
seemed fairly remote to the Murphys.
Dick Diver seemed to haveverylittle to
do with Gerald, and if Fitzgerald had
drawn a great manydetails, conversa-

tions, and incidents from life, he had
somehow managedto leave out most of
the elementsof the Murphys? experience
in Europe that mattered to them—the
excitement of the modern movementin
Paris, the good friends, the sheer sensu-
ous joyofliving at Cap d’Antibes. And
yet, a year later, when Baoth, the Mur-
phys’ older son,died of spinal meningitis
that developed with shocking sudden-
ness from a case of measles he caughtat
school, Gerald could write to Scott from
the depths of his grief, “I know now
that what you said in “Tender Is the
Night’ is true. Only the invented part
of our life—the unreal part—has had
any scheme,anybeauty. Life itself has
stepped in now and blundered,scarred
anddestroyed. ... How ugly and blast-
ing it can be, and how idly ruthless.”
Then,in January, 1937, the long fight
to save Patrick’s life ended in a hospital
at Saranac Lake.

Oneof the things that kept Murphy
going duringthese years was the neces-
sity of coping with a family economic
crisis. The Mark Cross company, from
which he had escaped so happily years
before, had goneprecipitously downhill
since the death of Patrick Francis Mur-
phy,in 1931, and was now abouta mil-
lion dollars in debt and underpressure
to declareitself bankrupt. Murphy was
obliged to assume responsibility for the

 

  

 

  
    

BLENDED.
SCOTS WHISKY
100% Seach Whisks
Snes oe Babee

DUOTLANTS

CUTTYSARK
THE BUCKINGHAM CORPORATION
ROCKEFELLER CENTER * NEW YORK

67

    
DISTILLERIES

PRODUCE

  

  
     

   

     
THIS QUALITY

SCOTCH WHISKY
IMPORTED BY    

 

   BLENDED 86 PROOF  

 

 Gauloises. .. the best selling cigarette in France...is now avail-
able in America The rich, emphatic taste and aroma is the
very same you enjoy over there because the tobacco is selected
and blended in France. The only difference... it is now pack-
aged in Virginia to sell at American prices. Vive la difference!

   Unmistakably French

 

Gauloises
Ask for “Goal-waz””
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firm. Taking over the management, he
retained full control for the next twen-
ty-two years, during which he cleared
the debts, moved the store to its pres-
ent Fifth Avenue address, and applied
his imagination andtaste to a variety
of new items, which proved extreme-
ly profitable. But the work, he says,
was never congenial and often seemed
like sleepwalking. “Theship foundered,
was refloated, set sail again, but not
on the same course, nor for the same

port,” he once wrote.

In the years since they left Europe,
the Murphys havecontinuedtolive sim-

ply and—in accordance with Gerald’s
Spanish proverb—very well, following
closely the new movements in art, music,

andliterature. Curiously, having never
particularly cared to own paintings or
hang them in their houses, they never
bought any of the work of the modern
masterswhoweretheir friends. Inasum-

mercottage they have at East Hampton,

though,thereis one magnificent Léger,

which they acquired by what Murphy
still feels to be a small miracle. Léger

madehisfirst trip to the United States

in 1931 as the Murphys’ guest (he was
seasick the whole trip), and they were

instrumental in getting him introduced
to the right people at the Museum of

Modern Art,which gave him a big one-
man show in 1935. At the vernissage
of that exhibition, Léger came up to

Gerald and Sara andsaid that there was

onepicture in the show he wanted them

to have, andthat he would presentit to
them asa gift if they could pick it out.
‘There were more than two hundred
canvases on view, and Gerald quickly
despaired offixing ontheright one. But
as he andSaradescendeda flightofstairs
she pointedtoa picture on the wallat the
foot of the stairway andsaid, “I think

I see it.” The colors, mostly muted

brownsandreds, were unlike anything
they had ever knownhim to use before.

While they were looking at it, Léger

came up behind them andsaid, “I see
you’vefoundit.” He turned the paint-
ing around and showed them, written
on the frame, “Pour Sara et Gérald.”

HATEVERtheir feelings to-

ward “TenderIs the Night,” the

Murphys never wavered in their loyal-
ty to Fitzgerald. They stood by him

throughthe vicissitudesofhis last years,

and lent him moneyto help send Scottie

through Vassar. (When Fitzgeraldpaid
it back in full, Murphy wrote him,

characteristically, “I wish we could feel

we'd done you a service instead of mak-
ing you feel some kind of torment.
Please dismiss the thought.”

)

Fitzgerald
wasdeeply grateful. In 1940, he wrote

JULY 28,1962

“a small
cabin”
W.B. Yeats,the Irish poet, craved a
small cabin on Innisfree, with
“nine bean-rows” and “a hive for
the honey-bee.”“J shall have some
peace there,”he said. But if your
sudden job-transfer, moving you
cross-country, permits no time for a
poetic search, Homerica will help your
familyfind peace and joy in a con-
cordant commu-
nity. Homerica
first analyzes cS £4.
your family eee
needs—economic, educational, social,
gudlspecial—then, recommenda sperife
suburbs, helps find the house you'll
feel at home in. Working solely for
you, the buyer, we'safesuard your
interests in over 200 cities, 2000
suburbs, Ask David Putnam fordetails.
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52 Vanderbilt Ave., New York, OR 9-5435
8460 Wilshire Blvd., Los Angoles, DU 7-3111

SLEEP
SHUT OUT DISTURBING NOISES!
FLENTS* Anii-Noise

EAR STOPPLES q
Easy to use, comfortable. Reo-
ommended by doctors.

Ideal For Swimmers!
Trial box of 1 pr. 40¢ ppd.

 

Now
Enjoy
Restful    
SHUT OUT DISTURBING LIGHT!
LENTS* LIGHT SHIELDS
Sleep soundly. Nap anytime,
anywhere. Soft satin padding
for snug fit and comfort.

Black sateen, $1.50 ppd.
Atom or Dep. stores—or send check o€ MO. te:

FLENTS PRODUCTS CO., Inc., Dept. N
103 Park Avenue, New York 17, N.Y.

vim

   

  

 

Decalcomania Lamps

WARD and ROME

63 E, 57th St.. N. Y. 22, N.
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(Advertisement )

 



THE NEW YORKER

from Hollywood, “There was manya
daywhenthe fact that you and Sara did
help me... seemed the only pleasant
human thing that had happened in a
world where I felt prematurely passed
byand forgotten.” They attended his
funeral a few monthslater.

This past winter, Murphy went to
see the film of “TenderIs the Night.”
He wentalone (Sara flatly refused to
go) one Friday afternoon to a theatre
in Nyack, near the small Hudson River
community wherehe and Sara nowlive,
and whenhe sat downherealized that
there was no one else in the vast, dark-
ened auditorium but an elderly char-
woman sweeping the back rows. “It
was an extraordinary sensation,” he
says, “and oddly appropriate somehow
to the unreality of the film, which dis-
regards everything exceptthebattle of
the sexes, and dismisses the lureof the
era with a nostalgic ridiculing of the
Charleston. It wasso far from anysort
of relationship to us, or the period, or
poorScott,that I couldn’t feel any emo-
tion at all except a vague sympathyfor
Jennifer Jones trying so hard to play
the eighteen-year-old Nicole. I came
out of the movie house and found that
it had started to snow,so I went and had
the chains put on the car. And thenfor
somereason, driving home, I had a real-
lyvividrecollection ofScott on that day,
years and years ago, when I gave him
back the advance copyof his book and
told him how good I thought certain
parts of it were—not mentioning Sara’s
feelings—and Scott took the book and
said, with that funny, farawaylook in
his eye, ‘Yes, it has magic. It has
magic.’ ” —Catvin Tomkins

The beauties, along with the queen's
court, camescreaming upto the reviewing
stand behind a shrilling escort of police-
men.—Atlanta Journal.

Those are the famous raving beau-
ties,

In those five years Macmillan rebuilt
the Toryparty, which was badly demoral-
ized at the time of the Suez invasion in
1056, and ledit to victoryin the general
elections—Niagara Falls Gazette.

Morale didn’t really pick up until ten
yearslater.

HOW’S THAT AGAIN? DEPARTMENT
[From the Berea (Ky.) Citizen]

ALL VACANT LOTS WITH THE CITY
MUST BE MOVED BY JUNE 30. LOTOWNERS WHO DO NOT COMPLY WILL
BE SUMMONED TO APPEAR BEFORE
FREJUDGE AND SUBJECT TO BE

 

By Orperor Crry Counctt.  
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MEMBER OF THE CORDUROY COUNCIL OF AMERICA

   Sunset House
picks
CROMPTON CORDUROY...
just for the funofit.

Double fashion scoopin fluid wide wale cotton corduroy with Everglaze Minicare®
performance for lasting spot and water repellency. Beige, pecan. Sizes 5-15.
About $26, Crompton-Richmond Company-Inc., 1701 Avenveofthe Americas, NY 18.

PECK & PECK, FIFTH AVENUE AND ALL BRANCHES
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BELLODGIA

Paris France

aeee
FLEURS DEROCAILLE - NARCISSE NOIR - MUGUET DU BONHEUR.
NUIT DE NOEL - TABAC BLOND - FRENCH CANCAN- BELLODGIA 



ONLY RUNNING RACES
IN METROPOLITAN AREA

July 30 to Aug. 4

 

“| 7HE RESORT OF RACING

onmouth
Park

OCEANPORT,N.J.
0} 2 miles from Garden State

Parkway, Exit 105

 

Post Time
July 26 & 27

SPECIAL TRAINSDirect to Grandstand (DST)
Lv.Penn, Sta. NY 11:48, Lv. New'k (PRR) 12:03
Ly: Liberty St. NY 12:00, Lv. New’k (CNJ)12:00
SPECIAL RACE BOAT: Lv. Battery Pk., NYC
10:15 AM Daily: Lv. 69St. Pier, Bklyn., 11 AM
BUSES: Lv.Port Authority Term., 10 to 12:30

CHILDREN UNDER 16 NOT ADMITTED

POST 2 PM Daily Double 1:50

“AIl'MILK and HONEY’at the Martin Beck!”

ROBERT MIMI

WEEDE* BENZELL
MOLLY

PICON
IN THE MUSICALHIT

 

also starring TOMMY RALL
Mail Orders Filled Mon. thru Thurs. Eves.:
$8.60, 7.50, 6.90, 5.75, 4.60, 4.05. Fri. & Sat.
Eves.: $9.60,8.30, 7.50, 6.90, 5.75, 4.60. Wed.
Mats. $5.00, 4.60, 45, 2.90, 2.30.
Mats. $5.75, 4.60, 4.05, 3.45, 2.90. Give
alt. dates & enc.’ stamped, self-add. env,

Martin Beck Theatre
302 W. 45 St., N.Y.C., Cl 6-6363

in ROMEat the
DANCE CASINAdelle ROSE

  

 
and, of course, in New Yorkit's
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‘THE WORLDS MOST BEAUTIFUL BALLROOM
CONTINUOUS DANCING EVES~ EX MON. 2 GREAT BANDS
[MAT.THURS. AND SAT.» SUN. CONTINUOUS FROM 3:30

52ND STREET WEST OF BROADWAY

  
   

THE CURRENT
CINEMA

Yes, Yes, Yes

cc oney, Money,
Money,” a

brisk and very amus-
ing French comedy,
has Jean Gabin in a
part that is really
worth playing. He is
in splendid form as a

master counterfeiter whois persuaded,
by the promise of a sizable cut of the
take, to leave the South American coun-
try wherehe lives in lotus-eatingretire~
mentandreturn to Paris to take charge
of a big counterfeiting operation being
plannedby a trio of crooks, all of them
new tothis particular line of work and
each of them a modelof simple-minded
avarice and treachery. The persuader,
oneofthetrio, is a former brothel-keep-
er, a chubby, blinking soul, whois not
doing very well as a loan shark. His
bordello, having beenclosedforall prac-
tical purposes bythe police, hecomesthe
rather dazzling headquarters for plan-
ning the manufacture and disposal of
two million dollars’ worth of fake Dutch
guldens. Thepicture, which, in its sly,
mockingway,is as instructive as a docu-
mentary, moves at a pace that never
lets down—along boulevards and side
streets all over town, from printing
shops in dingyalleys to an excursion boat,
on the Seine (where Gabin meets the
man whowill distribute the banknotes)
to a private hospital room (where he
hides out on the daythe notesare print-
ed). He plays with subtle, deadpan au-
thority, quietly making the necessary
arrangements, at first registering off-
hand contemptfor his inept colleagues
and thensuddenlybecomingalert when
he recognizes real talent and tempera-
ment in the young engraver whohas
been brought in to do the job. In an
extremely effective episode, the two
men,each appreciating the worth of the
other, seriously discuss life and art at a
party, while the foolish crooks and their
foolish women babble and drink cham-
pagne. Myfavorite scene, though,is one
in which Gabin calls on Francoise
Rosay, in the role of a sweet-faced,
hard-eyed old lady whose artificial-
flower shop is a front for her real busi-
ness ofselling special paper to forgers.
The twoformercronies sit at a table,
sentimentally sipping wine, as she gives
him the news—obituary, mostly—of
their companions in crime; then they
click off the nostalgia and get down to
more pressing matters. Well, so it

[anUPROARIOUSLY FUNNY!4
ART CARNEY IS AN ACTOR
FOR ALL SEASONS!’—newsweek

ART CARNEY
PHYLLIS THAXTER..

Er
recs

alsoserine ELIZABETH ASHLEY
\ BILTMORE THEA. ij 3.25"

a TheyAlt Cheered!
s< “You'll find your-

self overwhelmed
with laughter.”’

—Taubman, Times

, ZERO MOSTEL

fs FUNNY THING

 

  

      
  

  
  

  

HAPPENEDON THE WAY0 THERUM
4ewMUSA CMe,th

 

‘ok GILFORD AVIO BURKS —RUTH KOBART
aso RAYMOND WALBURN

‘nd
JOHN CARRADINE

CORIINAL CAST ALOU  
— Evgs. 8 30 Mats Wed. & Sat.

conc. ALVIN THEATRE250 w.52 St.,N.V.C. Cir. 5-5226}
   
 

“RICHARD RODGERS IS A MAGICIAN!
ENCHANTED MUSIC...IMAGINATIVE,
~AD —Tovbman,

SNS
“0, WHAT A BEAUTIFUL EVENING!
THE ONE SHOW YOU MUST SEE!”

— Walter Winchell
MAIL ORDERS FILLED THRU JAN. 5
Eves.: Orch, $9.20; Mezz, $7.50; Balc. $6.90,
5.75, 4.80, 3.85, Wed. Mai.: Orch.$5.25; Mezz.

-80; Balc. $4.00, 3.50, 3.00. Sat. Mat.: Orch.
5.75; Mezz, $4.80; Bale. $4.00, 3.50, 3.00.

Tax, Included. Pleaselist ‘alternate dates and
enclose stamped, self-addressed envelope
54th STREET THEA.,152 W. 54th St.,N.Y.19
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ingSeaEAPO, RingeSea :
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June, July & Aug.
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r *Pesst,
Wolfschmidt.”

“What’s this,
a talking soda?”

“Let’s get together,
Wolfschmidt.”

“Tl bet you
say thatto all
the vodkas.”

“Only you,
Wolfschmidt.

m You’ve
gottaste.”

  

WORLD'S
aNe)LG)    

 

  

      

  

  

  

ec

Catiayne
BLTe ou

“Can you

squeeze me
in?”   
   PRODUCT OF U.S. A. © 80 PROOF

VODKA
100% GRAIN NEUTRAL SPIRITS   

 

Pssst: Wantto try something delicious this summer?

Try the Wolfschmidt Pssst! (Wolfschmidt vodka, soda, ice and lemon squeezedin.) Soda has never tasted this good before.
Wolfschmidt makesit possible. It has the touch oftaste that marks genuine old world vodka. More?

GENERAL WINE ANDSPIRITS COMPANY, NEW YORK 22,N.Y., MADE FROM GRAIN, 80 OR 100 PROOF. PRODUCT OF US A



goes—scene after scene, actor after
actor. The characters, major and mi-
nor, are shrewdly drawn, andall the
performancesare good. Bernard Blier,
as the ex-brothel-keeper; Ginette Le-
clerc, as his acid, disenchanted wife;
Maurice Biroud,as the gifted engraver;
and Martine Carol, as his decorative,
faithless wife, are especially good.

‘Sea IN THE Crry” is an
amateurish melodrama, awash in

crocodile tears, that insults both its sub-
ject andits audience. It is about a poor
Puerto Rican family that is beset by a
series of catastrophes, ranging from a
mouse onthe loose to seduction, man-
slaughter, andsuicide,in and outoftheir
awful apartmentin East Harlem. Rick
Carrier wrote, directed, photographed,

and producedthepicture, and if he has
left out one cliché of background,plot, |"
or character, I cannot think what it
mightbe. Robert Gentile, as the young
sonof thefamily, and Robert Corso,as
a juvenile gang leader,indicate now and
then that they might dointeresting
work another time. —Eprru OLIVER

ON THE TWENTY~FIFTH
OF JULY

Onthe twenty-fifth of July
there was no mail, not

even bill, leaving my
being high and dry on
a screened porch, pen between
mylips to writea sister
T never had, compiling
condolences for a man
whois not yet dead, but
who amblesby, stick in hand,
slashing at Japanese beetles,
his glasses hanging mad.

Thereis no need to write
the letter, to fulfill

the wish, to amplify
anyyearning, thereis no
needto reach up andpull
the air flight back that
did not take meoff; yet

at the rear of myhouse,
the hound,rooting deep
to bury a bone, finds
a message I sent to
the beetles of Japan.

—Daviw Cornet DeJonc

Morton H. Fetterolf, Jr., Philadelphia
Cricket Club member and a State repre-
sentative, received the pros’ top honor for
outstanding contribution to golf. He was co-
sponsorofa bill which has become lawlow-
ering the age minimum for caddies from
14 to 12.—Philadelphia Evening Bulletin.

Oneof the immortals.

(Advertisement)

 

 
    

 

A title on the door ... rates a Bigelow on the floor

P.S. In the big leagues now? Then let the guys in the bleachers know who’s
pitching! Steal the spotlight with a beautiful, impressive Bigelow in your dugout.
Special designs, colors and textures available. Call any Bigelow district office
or our Contract Dept., 140 Madison Avenue, New York, N. Y. People who
know ¢ »6 buy BIGELOW.
 

   

 

KITCHEN
VENTILATOR

in Ctainless.Cteel
Carefree beauty of stainless is easy to wipe

clean. Its never-stain sparkle is as deep as the

metal, no wear-through, no chipping. The

permanenceof your home is matched by the

carefree permanenceof kitchen and bath

accessories madeof solid stainless steel.

eMmehaekcteCMeceemus
BeCea UMae OeCL Coems
to: Republic Steel Corporation, Dept. NY-5, 1441 Republic Building, Cleveland 1, Ohio.)  
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WHERE TO CATCH A WAHOO
OR an Englishman who has
labored for years under the “Come
to Britain” literature put out by

ourtravel associations, whose knees have
buckled annually beneath the load of
hollyhocks, horn dances, guardsmen,tall
Welsh hats, Lads a Bunchum, Cornish
pasties, double Gloucester cheeses, and
smocked decrepitude seen in posters of
old hamlets called St. Just-in-Rose-
land or Huish Episcopi, it is natural to
take an interest in America’sbelated at-
tempts to makethe holidaytraffic a little
less markedly one-way. Thatis whyI
have been lookingso intently at a pic-
ture, measuringsixteen inchesbyten, of
the “1270-mile Columbia River in
Oregon,” which formsthe top half of a
full-page advertisement inserted in the
London Times by the U.S. Travel
Service. Not quite the whole mileageis
shown,I think, but the vistas areas il-
limitable as anyonenotin orbit can rea~
sonably expect, and a manin the right
kind ofhatis riding a horse in the fore-
ground. “You can fish for trout and
salmonhere,”the legendtells me. “All
you needis a license that costs 7/2.”

Whatkind ofimageofitself does the
United States project to lure us over?
Bigness, yes. Size is implicit in the pic-
ture, for every thinking Englishmanis
aware that, to accommodate itself in
these islands, a twelve-hundred-and-
seventy-mile river would havetorise in
the extremenorth of Scotland and flow
south—bywayof Gretna Green, Man-
chester (birthplace of De Quincey),
Bampton, and Wookey Hole (don’t
miss the museum )—to Land’s End,in
Cornwall (King Arthur,pixies, saffron
cake), and thence sweep back to its
starting point throughtherich folklore
deposits of East Anglia and the unfor-
gettable local color of the Bronté coun-
try. No salmon would ever runup such
a geographical absurdity. But bigness is
not, whenoneturnsfromillustration to
text, the prevailing note of this appeal.
Whatthe United States has to offer, in
exchange for our British quaintness, is
unquestionably the bizarre.

Foursubheadings in bold type back up
the opening appeal to the British to
“have more fun than a barrel of mon-
keys—and dine out on the experience

 “Well, dear, how did all your electronic brains work today?”

fortherest of yourlife” and crystallize,
if I may so putit, the essence of the
down-to-earth informative text below
the picture of the Columbia River. The)
read: ®

LIvINGLACIERS, RAZOR CLAMS,
CUT-THROAT TROUT

WHERE TO CATCH A WAHOO
OX-PULLS AND QUILTING BEES

HACIENDAS, SALTBOXES—
AND SKYSCRAPERS

in that order.
These are not casual subheadings of

the kind (“Box ofpills,” “Fell for it,”
“Scissors alleged ...”) slipped in to
break up the text by copy editors, who
then cut out the passage referred to.
They are given supporting evidence.
“Walk over living glaciers that are
still on the move,” the advertisement
begs. “Watch an ox-pull,”it cries. The
open sea off Florida’s endless beaches
“teems”—there it is in black-and-
white—“with . .. wahoo.” Yougetthe
conviction inevitably, as you read on,
thathereis a country where the improb-
able is zrue, that the warm adjuration
to “watch swarmsofsea lions sunning
themselves on Pacific rocks. Photograph
bald eagles on the wing”is no empty
promise,as insubstantial as a Welsh bon-
net against a background of rambler
roses, but a plain statementof the reali-
ties of the American scene.

This is exactly the America we
British want—a thoroughly un-British
place. We have noliving glaciers here.
‘There are some on the Continent, across
the wahooless Channel, but even those,
as Mark Twain found, moveintolerably
slowly. Our ownare so dead that noth-
ing remains but the bare bones, odd
scatteringsof detritus here and there too
defunct even to be mentioned in our
travel literature. Ourbald eagles, if we
have any, are on the perch. The cop-
pery-barked gumbolimbotree, which I
note will surprise me in the Everglades,
together with strangler figs, black man-
groves forty feet high, and roseate
spoonbills, finds no footing in these
hollyhock-riddenislands. Wherever one
looksin this spacious advertisement, the
eye rests upon some delicious bizarreriv
thattakes the stuffing right out of Huish
Episcopi. My itinerary will include
Dagger Flats and Lost Horse Plateau.
Amongthe townsI shall see are Big
Bone Lick, Buzzards Bay, Ohoopee,
and Muleshoe. I shall eat hush puppies
and hominy grits and popovers and al-
ligator pears. I am invited to dig clams
for an outdoor clambake, to attend a
barn-raising, to swim beside giant tur-
tles, to “photograph the huge barns
of the Amish in Pennsylvania . . . the
manor houses of Dutch patroons,” to
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QUEEN
LOB 8   

from our
largecollection
of English and
French dining chairs

A meticulously crafted replica of one of
the finest Queen Anne chairs we have seen.
Reproduced from the museum original, in
the mellow luxury of old mahogany; and
covered in lush Scalamandré silks. Gra-
cious, comfortable chairs that are at home
around a dining table, card table or as
occasional chairs. Arm Chair 24" wide,
42"high; Side Chair 1944" wide, 41" high.

SIS,SUBST ea. 2%, S15 ca.
F.O.B. New York City. Add $8 per chair crating
charge beyond normal delivery area,

There’s no other shop like Lloyds in New
York. For here, is one of the few places
that you take your own sweet time to
browse through a wonderful collection of
fine antique and reproduction furniture,
decorative accessories, and estate pieces.
Here, your own sense of good taste and
value can lead you to the pieces that you’d
like to live with.

Pu LeUaSoUhele}

LLoyYDs
116 EAST 60th ST., N. Y. 22, N. Y., PL 9-7313

   

    
 

 

new and unusual

Christmas

Cards
A new group ofthe famous
‘MetropolitanMuseum ofArt
cards. Paintings from the
Italian primitives to Cézanne DB
and Scurat, medieval ivories and miniatures
in precious colors, Byzantine enamels on
gold, Renaissance angels, tapestries and
embroideries in colored silks, Greek vase
paintings, drawings and prints by Leonardo
da Vinci, Rembrandt, Diirer, and Gauguin,
anda festive variety of designs from Egypt,
India, China, and Japan.4z Thecards, printed
in limited editions, under the direct super-
vision of the Museum, cost from5 to 95 cents
each. The catalogue — which also illustrates
Museum jewelry and other
Christmas presents ~ will be mailed about
September first.

unusual

 

The Metropolitan Museum of Art
255 Gracie Station, New York 28
Please send me the Museum’s new catalogue
ofChristmas cards, 25 cents enclosed NQ

Name.

Address. 
 

 

try a hero sandwich, and go maple-
sugaring.

Afterward, I shall dine out on the
experience. For the rest of mylife. Not
ad nauseam, naturally. I am not such
a fool as to go on and on about gumbo
limbo trees until the company grows
restless and begins to inquire whether
I didn’t see any pseudo-events while I
was overthere. The art of the thing
is to hold back, to throw out a sentence

and leave it dangling, to stir up an
Oliver Twist complexin the audience.

“T always think the popovers in
Ohoopee take a lot of beating. ...”

“Wemetaninteresting old character
in Passamaquoddy, at a box-salting,
actually. ...”

“Did I ever show you mysnap of a
bald patroon? They swarmonthe Hud-
son, you know, during the ox-pull sea-
Sones oo

“Oh,if yowre thinking of going to
theStates, don’t fail to watch the Amish

raising their huge haciendas. Pennsyl-
vania teems with them.”

 

  

T seems a pity, looking through the
U.S. Travel Service’s long list of

delights, that the information comes,
for me, too late. In threevisits to the
States, I have managed to miss the lot.
Nobodyasked me to a quilting bee. I
never swam beside turtles or pulled
an ox orate apple pandowdy. Thebears
in the Great Smoky Mountains were
asleep, and so were the glaciers in the
Rockies. No one told me a fishing
license on the Columbia River was only
7/2, or Pd gladly haveraised the fare
to Oregonandback. I saw no coppery-
barked spoonbills forty feet high. I
did see an awful lot of Americans, but
they wereshorter. One evening in New
York, feeling perhaps subconsciously
aware of a lack of that note of quaint-
ness, of the bizarre, that alone makes
foreigntravel worthwhile, I asked my
host if we could do something really
American—of the country, rich in the
ethos of the place. “I want to make
Ohvopee with the natives,” I said—or
would havesaid,if I had hadthe infor-
mation in time. It was midnight, and he
took me to some place on Broadway
where we sat surrounded—indeed, be-

leaguered—byhugehills of nuts curi-
ously wrought and twisted, and ate waf-
fles stuffed with blueberries, enriched
with bacon, and with maple syrup over
all. It was un-English, all right. It
made a change from eating crumpets at
4 p.m.in an Olde Tea Roomein Chip-
ping Sodbury with brass warming pans
at your elbow. Butit was not an experi-
ence you could dine out onfor therest
of yourlife. —H.F. Exuis  

  

 

  
WHAT
DO YOU
MEAN

“FOOLISH
VIRGIN’?

   

  

 

  

 

Downhere, a Foolish Virgin is two things: a drink and a
cocktail bar. The drink is mixed with the great Virgin
Rums maderight here on the islands . . and it’s served
(naturally enough) in the Foolish Virgin Bar. The home of
both is the Virgin Isle Hilton. Join us! Dine on our Torch-
light Patio, swim in oursalt-water pool, dance under our
special stars, tan on goldenbeaches,tennis—everything fun,
friendly and happily Hilton. Newly re-decorated, too!
(25 air minutes from San Juan; $200 duty-free shopping.)

‘See your travel agentor call any Hilton Hotel or Hilton
Reservation Office—LO 3-6900 in New York.

on sunny
ST.THOMAS

U.S. VIRGIN

ISLANDS

 

She Lost her Blue G
on the Rome Express

‘Wewere frantic! tore our compartmentapart!
wrote an avid Bali fan. All word gameaddicts
—pleasure travelers, traveling executives,
bright stay-at-homes—love Bali, the classic
card word game. Easy to tote, ever-challeng-
ing both assolitaire and in competition. The
only long-word game. Pix scores nix!

BALLnew edition $3.00 ppd.
at your STOREorat 204

204 E. 38th St, New York 16, N. Y.   
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THE RACE
TRACK

Bingo!

NCE again,
Beau Purple

and his rider, Bo-
land, have demon-
strated their skill in

utterly muddling their opposition, this
time by leading from beginning to end
of the Brooklyn Handicap at Aqueduct
last Saturday, just as they had in the
Suburban on the Fourth of July. More
than three lengths behind, Garwol
nosed out Polylad for secondplace, and
Carry Back was fourth, followed by
‘Tutankhamen, Bal Musette, Hitting
Away, and Ambiopoise, none of whom
seemedanythreat to the winner. Inci-
dentally, the mile and a quarter was run

 

in two minutesflat, which is three-fifths }
of a second faster than the track mark
set in the Suburban. One gathered from
the paddock gossip before the Brooklyn
that the race wouldn’t be run the same|!
wayas the Suburban, which had a slow
early pace, or the same way as the
Monmouth Handicap of the previous
Saturday, which started off at lively
clip. (Carry Back wonit, with Beau
Purple third.) Indeed, Jim Fitzsim-
mons, whotrains Hitting Away, said
beforehand that his colt, a fast one,
would not set the pace, as he usually
docs. So, with everybody waiting for
someone else to take the initiative, a
moderate gait was enough to put Beau
Purple in the lead. He did the first
quarter in 0:2346 and the second
in 0:23%4,but tore through thethird in
0:224% and then did the fourth in
0:24% andthelast one in 0:2534. P'd
say that Beau Purple wonthe Brooklyn
in that third quarter. Old-timers will
remember, I am sure, howthe horses
saddled by Jimmy Rowe, who worked
for James R. Keene and H. P. Whit-
ney, and whoin my book wasthe great-
est American trainer, would put in a
very fast quarter at somestageof a race,
which wouldusuallydo the trick. May-
be Allen Jerkens, who turns Beau
Purple out so beautifully for Hobeau
Farm,is makinguse of the sametactic.
Anyhow,he’s had more winners during
the meeting than anyother trainer at
Aqueduct. By the way, Beau Purple
mayskip Saratoga and rest up for the
autumn meetings.
Many racegoers thought Carry

Back’s impost of 127 poundsbeat him.
It seemed to me that he waslighterin
flesh and more wroughtup than he was
at Monmouth, and besides, he had a
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JULIUS WILE SONS & C0., ING., NEW YORK. PIMIM'S MADE WITH LONDON DRY GIN, GRAIN
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AT SENSIBLE RATES
+, overlooking Lake Michigan onChicago's
Goid Coast. Enjoy superlative luxury five
minutes from downtown . . . steps from
famousrestaurants and exclusive
North Michigan Avenuestores.
Completely Air-Conditioned.
Rooms,suites and apartments
bythe day, month oryear.

St.Buberts n.y.ottice pu s-9747
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GOURMET TOBACCO

MGT BLEND THIRTY-ONE

  
Unique Rere toboccos selected without compro-
mise... slow-burning end cool to the tongue

Blend Thirty-One is avcilable only by
meil from the blendor ct $3 for handsome
6-02. conister, $6 for 13-02, Vecuum-packed in
plastics for freshness. SPECIAL (with money back
guorantee} Introductory $1 packet (1/02.Jonly 50¢.

       

  

 

M.G.T. TOBACCO COMPANY
P.O. BOX 8K, KEW GARDENS 15, NEW YORK

MEMBER PIPE and TOBACCO COUNCIL

 

‘SHORE DINNERS » STEAMERS FRESH FISH + PRIME MEATS.
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Please enter mysubscriptionto your
magazine for
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Myremittanceis enclosed.
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Canada, Latin America andSpain
Lyear— 8.00; 2years— 14.00

  

Other Foreign
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Subscribers ordering a change of
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four weeks in advance and to give us their
old address as well as the new, Please in
clude postal zone numbers for both addresses
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Every Mutual Benefit Life policy of currentissue
provides that return of part of the annual premium
for the period beyond the date of death shall be
determined on a daily basis. This means that your
beneficiary receives full value for the premiums
you’ve paid—infact,the largest possible return.It’s
a Mutual Benefit Life guarantee. For more informa-
tion about this and other unique features, write for
our‘‘Seven Significant Benefits.””

Benefit is our middle name

MUTUAL BENEFIT LIFE
INSURANCE COMPANY OF NEWARK, NEW JERSEY » SINCE 1845
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A RINEHARTJie.

}) SUDDEN DEATH
3 throws the

spotlight of suspicion
on the cast and

crew ofa hit
Broadway musical.

’ COUNTER-
{ WEIGHT
i by Daniel Broun $3.50 §

ANYONE, EVERYONE

can sustain, and participate
in, American art

Join   
  

   

   

Collectors of American Art, inc.
Your $5.00 membership Guarantees
you an Original—a painting, or a print,
or a piece of sculpture in the annual
distribution.

19 East 71 St., New York 21
Ewity A. Francis, President

HOLT, RINEHART AND WINSTON, INC. YU 8.0771   

rough trip in the Brooklyn, being
crowdedatthefirst turn and being car-
ried wide cominginto the stretch. And,
to capit all, a bandage on oneofhis legs
came loose, and that must have upset
him.

O offset my enthusiasm for the
Brooklyn, the racing at the Big A

last week wasjust one gallop at six fur-
longsafter another, andpretty dull. An
exception was the Astoria Stakes, which
Affectionately won, as expected. Mr.
Fitz saddled three of the Wheatley
Stable’s two-year-old fillies for the As-
toria—No Resisting, who beat Affec-
tionately in the Colleen at Monmouth
last month, and King’s Story and Bold
Princess—and they finished second,
third, and fourth, in the order named.
Affectionately will be out for the Soror-
ity Stakes at Monmouththis weekend,
and I'll be surprised if she doesn’t
win. .. . For sometime, I’d been hear-
ing about Ahoy, a two-year-old son of
Sailor, and how he’d been overwhelm-
ing his fields in Maryland and Jersey,
but I’d neverseen him until he appeared
for the Great American the other after-
noon. He won,all right, but he had to
go all out to beat Near Man, whois
hardly a champion.

S you probably know, Cicada, the
MeadowStable star, didn’t run

for the Monmouth Oaks in Jerseylast
Saturday, and, with her out of the race,
the plum went to Barry Ryan’s Firm
Policy, who beat Royal Patrice, Fortu-

nate Isle, and six other three-year-old
fillies. The reason Cicada wasidle was
that at almost the last momentherstable
decided to wait for this weekend’s rich
Delaware Handicap. In that one, she’ll
be meeting Bramalea, who will have
Primonetta as a running mate, and Rose
O'Neill, Linita, and Mighty Fair, who
were the first three in the New Castle
Stakes at Delaware Park last Saturday.
Curiously, horses comingfrom the West
Coast, as the California ace Linita did
for the NewCastle, seldom win the first
time vut in the East. She just couldn’t
catch Rose O'Neill.

HEYdothings on the grandscale
at Hollywood Park. When twen-

ty-two entries turned up for last Sat-
urday’s Juvenile Championship, it was
run off in two divisions, with a purse of
$102,100 for each. The result also was
oneforthe record books, both sections go-
ing to the same owner, J. Kel Houssels,
a Las Vegashotel man, whose YFlash
won the first one, at 8-1, and whose
Noti won the second, at 7-1. How
lucky can you get?—Aupax Mayor



BOOKS
BRIEFLY NOTED

FICTION

‘Tue Favourire,by Francoise Mallet-

Joris, translated from the French by
HermaBriffault (Farrar, Straus &
Cudahy). Francoise Mallet-Joris is
a writer of extraordinary talent who
here makes herfirst expedition into
the realm ofthe historical novelist, but
becauseshe is an original, and because
sheis incapable of writingcarelessly,
her historical novel is not at all or-
dinary. Discussing the decision of
Louise de La Fayette,aged
twenty and a favorite of
Louis XTIT, to become a
nun, Mme. Mallet-Joris
makes no attempt to find
a final explanation of
Louise’s hard decision, but
the readeris left in no doubt about
the truthofthe girl’s suffering as she
struggles to find her feet among the
intrigues that surroundherat court,
and at the end there is no doubt
aboutthe futility of both the intrigues
andthe suffering. Louise is a young
girl whois caught up ahead of her
time in an adult world that is both
pitiless and desperate, and she suc-
cumbstoo easily to her ready-made
fate, not because it is inevitable but
becauseit is harsh enoughtosatisfy
her egotistical desire to enjoy the sen-
sation of total loss, and also because
it is harsh enough to convince
her that she, too, is now an adult,

capable of coming to a decision and
then sticking to it. Mme. Mallet-
Joris has portrayed this girl under
different names and in different
manifestations in her earlier novels,
but she has never needed the distance
of centuries to lend perspective to
her work, andshe does not need that

distance now. Whatthe distance of
years does for this book is to make
it quiet. It is a quiet, faintly colored
book that must be watched closely
for signs of the storms that rage just
beloweye level. The translation is
beyond reproach.

MEeeEtING aT THE Last JUDGMENT,
by Petru Dumitriu, translated from
the French by Richard Howard
(Pantheon). M. Dumitriu’s fever-
ish account of life in present-day
Rumaniais relieved and made human
by the occasional domestic interludes
he describes, but his novelis generally
disjointed, as though the narrator,
hard-pressed for time, were jotting

 

down random notes on his most im-
pressive or frightening memories.
Once a fairly important Communist
official, hetells of the years he spent
in Party favor, of his crime against
the state, of his fear and disgrace,

and, finally, of his escape from
Rumania with his wife but without
their child.

GENERAL

Men anv Decisions, by Lewis L.
Strauss (Doubleday). A good book

of memoirs. Mr.Strauss be-
ganhis public career by work-
ing as Herbert Hoover’s sec-
retary during the First World
War.(Helived on the money
he had saved upto go to col-
lege, so that,like his boss, he

could serve without pay.) He ended
it as a nomineefor the post of Secre-
tary of Commercein President Eisen-
hower’s Cabinet—and was the ninth
Cabinet nominee in American history

to be refused confirmation by the
Senate. Strauss’ self-portrait suggests
the reason for this anticlimax: he re-
sembleshis idols, Herbert Hoover and
Robert A. Taft, men ofability and
integrity but with little power to
convey their charm. But Strauss’
writing has charm—a V.I.P. charm,
cautious and little stiff, but charm
nonetheless. It’s in part the glamour
of big doings, like talking finance
with Ivar Kreuger and running the
Atomic Energy Commission, and in
part Strauss’ incurable busyness—his
penchant for getting mixed up in
something and trying to make it
work better. Most of all, though,
he offers the charm of history-as-I-
saw-it—in sum, a fest of high-level
gossip.

Tue Necro Revott,by Louis E. Lo-
max (Harper). A Negro newspaper-
man describes the state of mind of
American Negroes today. He con-
centrates on the mood of the young
people who are committed to direct
action (sit-ins, Freedom Rides, boy-
cotts, picketing) to win civic equal-
ity—not only because this moodis
new but because he thinksit is domi-
nant. However, knowing that opin-
ion isa spectrum,he also explains some
less typical attitudes. He discusses, for
example, the older generation of
Southern Negro leaders, who are
willing to work a little while longer
to equalize separate facilities, and the
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Now-the new4
besiseller!-THE }
ROTHSCHILDS

By FREDERIC MORTON
141th printing,

$5.95 nowat your bookstore. ATHENEUM

 

Sagan
discovers
America

The bittersweet story of an American husband's
obsessive love. Runaway French best seller —now
it’s your turn to savor the “perfect refreshment for
a hot summerafternoon.” —The Atlantic

The Wonderful Clouds
by Francoise Sagan
$3.00 at all bookstores
DUTTON 
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*IN WASHINGTON,D.C.

 

What more could weoffer you? Extra
conveniencesineveryoneof our 200

rooms . . . a bathroomscale, a terry-
cloth robe, oversize towels, large-size

soap, and, of course, perfectly appointed
rooms. . . plus a gift pack oftoiletries!
At the Manger Hay-Adams you enjoy
a newpeak in hotel hospitality. It’s

one of the world’s finest hotels!
Completely Air Conditioned

Mangouay:

Aowss fromthe White House.
Toth at H STREET. N.W. > WASHINGTON, D.
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Black Muslims, who are out-and-out
racists. In the course of his research,
Mr. Lomax found most American
Negroes certain that, some way or
other, they will get full freedom;
he himself has high hopes for the
long-range effects of the current
campaign to register Southern Ne-
groes as voters. Mr. Lomax’s book
is optimistic but not comfortable—
its frankness is often justifiably bitter.
It is an illuminating, urgent state-
ment.

Or Time, Work anp Leisure, by
Sebastian de Grazia (Twentieth Cen-
tury Fund). The results of the
Twentieth Century Fund’s Leisure
Study, written by one ofits two re-
search directors and with a foreword
bythe other, August Heckscher. The
source material consists of statistical
surveys, which are faithfully given
as appendixes, but the conclusions, as
they are filtered through the culti-
vated and humanistic mind of Pro-
fessor de Grazia, take a strange and
wonderful form. His bookis actually
a plea for withdrawal, untidiness,
Cockaigne, the leisurelylife in the
good society, and a warning against
such entrenched foes as advertis-
ing, time-mindedness, the Protestant

work ethic, and tyranny. A remark-
able document, halfwaybetween so-
ciology and Athenian philosophy.

RockinG THE Boar, by Gore Vidal
(Little, Brown). A lively collection
of magazine essays by the novelist
and playwright, expressing his opin-
ions aboutpolitics andliterature. Does
Mr. Vidal often wander from the
announced subject and talk about
himself? Yes. Doeshe often proclaim
himself a shocking rebel when he

hasn’t faced up to the sad truth that
no matter how hard you try, you
can’t shock all of the people ali of the
time?Is he, in fact, rocking the boat
no harder than one rocks a cradle?
Yes, and again yes. Yet he writes
with such disarming directness,
brightness, and appealthatit’s impos-
sible not to enjoy whathesays.

 

Sun., May 20. Natural History. Early
Morning Bird Trip. For the nature lover
a most rewarding experience is an early
morning bird trip to beautiful Mount
Auburn Cemetery at the height of the
spring migration. Meetat the Main Gate
on Mount Auburn St., Cambridge, at 6:45
A.M. Binoculars and keen ears are the
only requirements. After a ten-minute
wait, the gate will be closed. Return op-
tional.—Appalachia, the bulletin of the
Appalachian Mountain Club, Boston.

Youcan juststay there and die?
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    Late afternoon’ onthe East
Terrace. Cool green lawns
and slender pines dappled with
lingering sunshine . . . Glacier Point
rising sheerto the Valley's rim. Here,
Natureslakes the spiritual thirst . ..
and Mrs Whitman pours tea at five.
THE AHWAHNEEIN YOSEMITE

YOSEMITE NATIONAL PARK, CALIFORNIA

the great
books
of all
time.”

—New York Vy
Times Book }f
Review

by RICHARD HUGHES
$4.95 © HARPER
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\
FOUNDER MEMBER 
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PRIZED KENTUCKY BOURBON

100 PROOF BOTTLEDIN BOND OR MILD 86 PROOF

From ieft to right: “Dandy” Pinch Bottle, 1900; “Amber” Glass, 1880; “Canteen G.
ALR,” ; “Pewter Pitcher," 1900; “Companion” Decanter, 1910; “Bar Bottle’ Cut
Glass,191 “Gold Medal” Decanter, 1949; ‘Harper's
Ceramic Jug, 1890; “Little Companion” Cut Glass, 1910; “Nautical,” 1890; “The
American" Flask, 1875; Carboy" Wicker-Covered, 1880; “Cameo”Miniature, 1899.
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‘Thesimple fact is that J&B Rare Scotch Whisky has become one of America’s
leading brands. For manysignificant reasons we believe. But especially because
the yenerable English house of Justerini & Brooks which ships us J&B safeguards
its quality with traditionalBritish determination. Try J &B,offlavour unsurpassed.
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