
 



Meer SCOTLAND’S FAVOURITE SON... Most 

congenial of companions the seven-seas-’round is that world- 
famed traveler from Scotland— Johnnie Walker. Mellowed to 
please the choosiest of tastes . . . the fine flavour of this flawless 

Scotch will make it always your favourite choice. 

OHNNIE WALKER Born 1820, still going strong. 

Blended Scotch Whisky . . . Red Label . . . Black Label . .. both 

86.8 proof. Canada Dry Ginger Ale, Inc., 

New York, N. Y., Sole Importer. 

       

    

 



CT quickly —and in your neighbor- 
hood it might be you. 

For this Buick creation is the exciting 
Riviera model —very definitely the very 

last word in new body types. 

It has the swift and racy lines of a 

Convertible, but with a solid top—a 

single sheet of stout steel, neatly finished 

off inside with chromium bows. And a 

strikingly styled rear window gives really 

abundant rearward vision. 

Push-button controls drop all windows 

out of sight, leaving not even a doorpost 

to block your outlook. Interior trim is 

the richest yet—a stunning creation in- 

side as well as out. 

See and Hear 
OLSEN and JOHNSONS 

FIREBALL FUN-FOR-ALL 

every Tuesday on Television 

SEE YOUR NEAREST BUICK DEALER 

Tune in HENRY J. TAYLOR, ABC ¢owk, evicy Monday evening. 

  

White sidewall tires, os Illustrated, ovoiloble of extra cost. 

As pictured here, the Riviera is now in 

production on the Buick ROADMASTER 
chassis — which means 150-hp Fireball 
power, the silken luxury of Dynaflow 

Drive, and the matchless Buick “dream 

ride.” 

Production on this high-styled road 
star is limited, as you might expect. 

So to be “first with the last word.” it’s 

smart to see your Buick dealer soon 

about getting your order in. 

When better automobiles are built 
BUICK will build them 
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GOINGS 
THE THEATRE 

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

Ar War with HE Ammy—A camp-life comedy that 
is sometimes funny, always loud, and general- 
ly insignificant, With William Mendrek and 
many, many others. (Booth, 45th St, W. C 
6-5060. Nightly, except Sundays, at 8:40 
Matinées Wednesdays and Saturdays at 
2:40.) 

Death OF A Sateswan—This fine play, by Arthur 
Miller, about a man who suddenly comes to 
realize that he can’t go on any more is im- 
pressively acted and superbly staged. Lee J. 
Cobb is exemplary in the leading role, Win- 
ner of the Pulitzer Prize and the Drama 
Critics’ Award. (Moroseo, 45th St, W. CI 
6-6230. Nightly, except Sundays, at 8:30. 
Matinées Wednesdays and Satirdays “at 
2300) 

Derecrive Sror—Sidney Kingsley’s play, laid 
in a New York police station, is rather com- 
plicated by a social message, but it is still 
lively and amusing. Ralph Bellamy is con- 
vineing as a tough cop. (Hudson, 44th St, E. 
LU 2-1087, Nightly, except Sundays, at &40, 
Matinées * Wednesdays and Saturdays at 
2:40.) 

Goovsve, Mr Fancr—A play concerning a col- 
lege president, a famous congresswoman, and 
a Life photographer. Slick but entertaining. 
With Ruth Hussey and Conrad Nagel. 
(Fulton, 46th St, W. CI 6-638. Nightly, 
except Sundays, at 8:40. Matinées Wednes: 
days and Saturdays at 2140.) 

Two Bune Mice—Samuel Spewack’s comedy 
about a colossal hoax in Washington is fun- 
ny and adroit. Melvyn Douglas has the 
principal part, and he is handsomely assisted 
by Mabel Paige and Laura Pierpont. (Cort, 
48th St., E. CI 5-428. Nightly, except Sun. 
days, af 8:40. Matinées Wednesdays and 
Saturdays at 2:40.) 

Lone Runs—sorn vesteroav: The piece about a 
conniving junk dealer. With Jan Sterling 
and King Calder. (Henry Miller, 43rd St. 
E. BR g-3070. Nightly, except Sundays, 
at 8:40. Matinées Thursdays, except July 7, 
and Saturdays at 2:40.) ... MISTER ROBERTS: 
Henry Fonda, still patrolling the deck of a 
Navy cargo hip. With Robert Keith and 
William Harrigan. (Alvin, 52nd St., W. CI 
5-5226. Nightly, except Sundays, at 8:30. 
Matinées Wednesdays and Saturdays "at 
2:30.) ... A STREETCAR NAMED DEsine: Tennessee 
Williams’ drama concerning the tragic end 
of a woman's life. With Uta Hagen and 
Ralph Meeker. (Ethel Barrymore, q7th St, 
‘W. CI 6-0390. Nightly, except Sundays, at 
8:30. Matinées Wednesdays and Saturdays 
af 2130.) 

   

   

  

    

    

        

MUSICALS 
As THE Ginis Go—The hook, something about 

the first woman President of the United 
States, is on the slight side, but it doesn’t 
matter, because Bobby Clark has never been 
more magnificent. Irene Rich, Bill Callahan, 
and Kathryn Lee are also in the cast, The 
music and lyrics are by Jimmy McHugh and 
Harold Adamson, respectively. (Winter Gar- 
den, Broadway at soth St. CI 5-4878. Night- 
ly, except Sundays, at 8:40. Matinées 
Wednesdays and Saturdays at 2:40.) 

Kiss Me, Kate—A captivating show, very vague- 
ly based on “The Taming of the Shrew,” 
that offers some of Cole Porter's best music 
and lyrics, and splendid performances by 
Alfred Drake and Patricia Morison, (Cen- 
tury, Seventh Ave. at soth St. CI 7-3121. 
Nightly, except Sundays, at 8:30. Matinées 
Wednesdays and Saturdays at 2:30.) 

Leno an Ear—Charles Gaynor did the sketches, 
Iyrics, and music for this revue, which is cer. 
tainly one of the bright spots in town. The 
cast, made up mostly of newcomers to Broad- 
way, includes Carol Channing, William 
Eythe, and Yvonne Adair, (Broadhurst, 45th 
St, W. CI 6-660. Nightly, except Sundays, 
at 8:40. Matinées Wednesdays and Saturdays 
at 2:40.) 
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Sours Paciric—Richard Rodgers, Oscar Ham- 
merstein 11, and Joshua Logan have collabo- 
rated triumphantly on this adaptation of 
James A. Michener’s Pulitzer Prize book 
2zio Pinza contributes a remarkable singing 

and acting performance, and Mary Martin is 
delightful in the other leading role. (Majes 
tic, 4ath St, W. CI 6-0730. Nightly, except 
Sundays, at 8:25. Matinées Wednesdays and 
Saturdays at 2:25.) 

Where's Cartey?—The addition of Ray Bolger 
and Frank Loesser’s neat, fresh tunes do 
wonders for this old chestnut, which used to 
be called “Charley's Aunt.” (St. James, 44th 
St., W. LA 34-4664, Nightly, except Sundays, 
at 8:30. Matinées Wednesdays and Saturdays 
at 2:30.) 

   

  

OPENINGS 
Liserrv—A musical directed by Moss Hart, 

with music and lyrics by Irving Berlin and 
a book by Robert Sherwood, and produced by 
all three. The dances were staged by Jerome 
Robbins, and the cast is headed by Eddie Al- 
hert, Allyn McLerie, and Mary McCarty. 
Opens Friday, July 1s. (Imperial, 45th St, 
W. CO 5-2412. Nightly, except Sundays, at 

0. Matinées Wednesdays and Saturdays 
at 2:30.) 

Mu 

    

MISCELLANY 
Funzarorpin—Olsen and Johnson demonstrating 

the triumph of noise over art. (Madison 
Square Garden. CO 5-6811. Nightly, except 
Tuesdays, at 8:30. Matinées Wednesdays and 
Sundays at 2:30.) 

ler Swow—“Howdy, Mr. Tce of 1950,” pro- 
duced by Sonja Henie and Arthur M. Wirtz. 
(Center Theatre, Sixth Ave. at 4oth St. CO 
5-5474. Tuesdays through Saturdays at 8:40; 
Sundays at 8:15. Matinées Wednesdays and 
Saturdays at 2:30 and Sundays at 3.) 

Caeateara—A Spanish revue, with singers and 
flamenco dancers. (Broadway Theatre, 

a on 2s) 
Page 

BOOKS 8 
THE CURRENT CINEMA Ed 
LETTER FROM ROME EJ 
ON AND OFF THE AVENUE: 
ABOUT THE HOUSE 53 

THE RACE TRACK El 
THE SKY LINE a 

THE NEW YORKER 
23 VEST 431 STREET 

TELEPHONE 
ADVERTISING £ SUBSCANTIONS, BLYANT 9~6300 

EDITORIAL OFFICES, BRYANT 9~8200. 

— 
CHANGE OF ADDRESS 

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

61d as well as their new address. 

N ABOUT TOWN 
Broadway at 53rd St. CI 7-287. 
cept Mondays, at 8:30. Matinées Saturdays 
2:30 and Sundays at 3.) 

THE SUMMER CIRCUIT 
(In this listing you may find a summer theatre 
within a reasonable distance of where you hap- 
pen to be in the country. Dates and program 
schedules are subject to frequent revision.) 
Asineoon—Through Saturday, July o: “The 

Show-Off.” Monday through Wednesday, 
July 11-13: “For Love or Money.” Thursday 
through Saturday, July 14-16: “You Can't 
Take It with You." (Barter Theatre, Abing- 
don, Va. Nightly, except Sundays, at 8.) 

Bar Harsor—Through Saturday, July o: “H: 
Fever.” Monday through Saturday, July 11- 

“Biography.” (Bar Harbor Playhouse, 
Bar Harbor, Maine. Nightly, except Sundays, 
at 8:30. Matinées Fridays at 2:30.) 

Crarmam—Through Saturday, July o: “The 
Glass Menagerie.” Wednesday through Satur- 
day, July 13-16; “Peg o’ My Heart.” (Mono- 
moy “Theatre, Chatham, Mass. Wednesda 
through Saturdays at 8:30. Matinées Thurs- 
days at 2:30.) 

Cunton—Through Saturday, July o: “Three 
Men on a Horse.” Monday through Saturday, 
July 11-16: “Rain.” (Music Hall Summer 
Theatre, Clinton, N.J. Nightly, except Sun- 
days, at 8:30.) 

Comasser—Through Saturday, July o: Marie 
Powers in “The Medium” and “The Tele- 
phone.” Monday through Saturday, July 11- 
16: “For Love or Money.” (South Shore 
Players, Town Hall, Cohasset, Mass. Nightly, 
except Sundays, at’ §:30. Matinces Wednes” 
days at 2:30.) 

Coonamesserr—Through Saturday, July o: T: 
lulah Bankhead and Donald Cool in “Private 
Lives,” Monday through Saturday, July 11- 
16: Sir Cedric Hardwicke and Dennis King 
in “The Winslow Boy.” (Falmouth Play- 
house, Coonamessett-on-Cape Cod, Mass. 
Nightly, except Sundays, at 8:30. Matinées 
Thursdays at 2:30.) 

Cracsmoor—Through Sunday, July 10: “Ts Zat 
So?” Tuesday through Sunday, July 12-17: 
“Suspect.” (Cragsmoor Theatre, Cragsmoor, 
N.Y. Nightly, except Mondays, at 8:45. Mat! 
inées Sundays at 3.) 

Dennis—Through Saturday, July o: Signe Hasso 
in “Love from a Stranger.” Monday through 
Saturday, July 11-16: John Loder in “For 
Love or Money.” (Cape Playhouse, Dennis, 
Mass. Nightly, except Sundays, at 8:30. Mat- 
inées Wednesdays and Fridays at 2:30.) 

East Hawmpron—Through Saturday, July o: 
Enest Truex in “George Washington Slept 
Here.” Monday through Saturday, July 11- 
16: “The Male Animal.” (John Drew Thea- 
tre, East Hampton, L.I. Nightly, except Sun- 
days, at 8:43. Matinées Wednesdays at 2:40.) 

Guiroro—Through Saturday, July o: Richard 
Arlen in “Jason.” Monday through Saturday, 
July 11-16: Carol Bruce in “Lady in the 
Dark.” (Chapel Playhouse, Guilford, Conn. 
Nightly, except Sundays, at 8:40. Matinées 
Wednesdays and Fridays at 2:30.) 

Ivorrron—Through Saturday, July o: Joan 
Blondell in “Happy Birthday.” Monday 
through Saturday, July 11-16: “Light Up the 
Sky.” (Ivoryton Playhouse, Ivoryton, Conn. 
Nightly, except Sundays, at 8:40. Matinées 
Wednesdays and Fridays at 2:30.) 

Manorac—Through Sunday, July ro: “Strange 
Bedfellows.” Tuesday through Sunday, July 
12-17: “Turn to the Right.” (Putnam County 
Playhouse, Mahopac, N.Y. Nightly, except 
Mondays, at 8:45. 

Marseneao—Monday through Saturday, July 
Tallulah _ Bankhead in “Private 

5.” (North Shore Players, Marblehead, 
Mass! Nightly, except Sundays, at 8:45. Mat. 
inées Wednesdays at 2:45; special matinée 
Saturday, July 16.) 

Marunuck—Through Saturday, July o: Jane 
and Betty Kean in “My Sister Eiléen.” 
Monday through Saturday, July 11-16: Signe 
Hasso in “Love from a Stranger.” (Theatre- 
by-the-Sea, Matunuck, R.L Nightly, except 

Nightly, ex- 
at 
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Sundays, at 8:40. Matinées Wednesdays and 
Saturdays at 2:40.) 

Mrootesurr—Through Sunday, July 10: “Jenny 
Kissed Me.” Tuesday through Sunday, July 

: “An Inspector Calls.” (Green Moun- 
tain Playhouse, Middlebury, Vermont. Night- 
1y, except Mondays, at 8:30.) 

Misurn—*The Great Waltz.” (Paper Mill 
Playhouse, Millburn, N.J. Nightly, except 
Sundays, at 8:30. Matinées Wednesdays and 
Saturdays at 2:30.) 

MounTainHome Through Saturday, July o: Kay 
Francis in “Let Us Be Gay.” Monday through 
Saturday, July 11-16: Eva LeGallienne in 
“The Corn Is Green." (Pocono Playhouse. 
Mountainhome, Pa. Nightly, except Sunda 
at 8:40. Matinées Wednesdays and Saturdays 
at 2140.) 

Moruan—Thursday and Friday, July 7-8: “The 
Romantic Age.” Saturday, July 0: “The 
Mistress of the Inn.” Wednesday, July 13: 
“And He Did Hide Himself.” Thursday and 
Friday, July 14-15: “Ladies in Arms.” Sat- 
urday, July 16: “The Gospel of the Brothers 
Barnabas.” (Hedgerow Theatre, Moylan, Pa. 
Wednesdays through Saturdays at 8:30.) 

New Hore—Through Saturday, July o: Leo G. 
Carroll in “Angel Street." Monday through 
Saturday, July 11-16: Florence Reed in “The 
Circle.” "(Bucks County Playhouse, New 
Hope, Pa. Nightly, except Sundays, at 8:30. 
Wednesdays through Saturdays at §:30.) 

Newrorr—Through Saturday, July o: Jean 
Parker in “Candlelight” Monday through 
Saturday, July 11-16: Ian Keith in “The 
Winslow Boy.” (Casino Theatre, Newport, 
R.I. Nightly, except Sundays, at §:30. Mat. 
inées Wednesdays at 2:30.) 

Nyack—Friday through Sunday, July 15-17: 
Helen Hayes in “The Glass Menagerie.” 
(Rockland Summer Plays, Nyack, N.Y. Fri- 
day through Sunday evenings at §:30.) 

Ocunoun—Through Saturday, July o: 
“Charm.” Monday through Saturday, July 
11-16: Eddie Dowling in “The Time of Your 
Life” (Ogunquit Playhouse, Ogunquit, 
Maine, Nightly, except Sundays, at 8:30. 
Matinées Fridays at 2:30.) 

Ouwer—Through Sunday, July 10: Sylvia Sid- 
ney in “Pygmalion.” Tuesday through Sun- 
day, July 12-17: Edward Everett Horton in 
“Present Laughter.” (Olney Theatre, Olney, 
Md. Nightly, except Mondays, at 8:45. Mat’ 
inées Saturdays and Sundays at 2: 

Pawune—Through Sunday, July 10: “The 
Winslow Boy.” Tuesday through Sunday, 
July 12-17: “Heaven Can Wait.” (Starlight 
Theatre, ‘Pawling, N.Y. Nightly, except 
Mondays. at 8:30, Matinées Thursdays at 
2:30.) 

Princeron—Through Saturday, July o: Lizabeth 
Scott in “Anna Lucasta.” Monday through 
Saturday, July 11-16: Joan Blondel in “Hap- 
py Birthday.” (McCarter Theatre, Princeton, 
N.J. Nightly, except Sundays, at 8:40. Mat- 
ines Wednesdays and Saturdays at 2130.) 

Provincerown—Through Saturday, July o: “Ah, 
Wilderness 1” Monday through Saturday, 
July 11-16: “Thunder Rock.” (Provincetown 
Playhouse, Provincetown, Mass. Nightly, ex- 
cept Sundays, at 8:30.) 

Saratoe Seaines—Through Saturday, July of 
Guy Kibbee in “On Borrowed Time.” Mon- 
day through Saturday, July 11-16: Sarah 
Churchill and Jeffrey Lynn in “The Phila- 
delphia Story.” (Spa Summer Theatre, Sara- 
toga Springs, N.Y. Nightly, except Sundays. 
at 8:40. Matinées Wednesdays and Saturda: 
at 2140.) 

Sea Cuirr—Through Sunday, July 10: John Car- 
radine in “Jason.” Tuesday through Sunday 
July 12-17: Diana Barrymore in “Light Up 
the Sky.” (Sea Cliff Summer Theatre, Sea CIiff, L.I. Nightly, except Mondays, at 8:40 
Matinées Thursdays at 2:30.) 

SkownesaN—Through Saturday, July o: “Jenny 
Kissed Me." Monday through Saturday, July 11-16: “See How They Run.” (Lakéwood 
Theatre, Skowhegan, Maine. Nightly, except 
Sundays. at 8. Matinées Saturdays at 2:30.) 

Smitrown Branch—Through Sunday, July ro: “For Love or Money.” Tuesday through Sun- 
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day, July 12-17: “Made in Heaven.” (Old 
Town Theatre, Smithtown Branch, L.I. 
Nightly. except Mondays, at 8:40.) 

Stockeriooe—Through Saturday, July o» “The 
Late Christopher Bean.” Monday through 
Saturday, July 11-16: Kay Francis in “Let 

  

Us Be Gay.” (Berkshire Playhouse, Stock- 
bridge, Mass. Nightly, except Sundays, at 
8:45. Matinées Wednesdays and Saturdays at 
2130.) 

‘Westeorr—Through Saturday, July o: Ann 
Harding in “Yes, My Darling Daughter.” 
Monday through Saturday, July 11-16: Paul 
Lukas in “Accent on Youth." (Westport 
Country Playhouse, Westport, Conn. Night- 
ly, except Sundays, at 8:40. Matinées 
Wednesdays and Fridays at 2:40.) 

Woonstock—Through Saturday, July o: Haila 
Stoddard in “Anna Lucasta” Tuesday 
through Sunday, July 12-17: Haila Stoddard 
in “The Skin of Our Teeth” (Woodstock 
Playhouse, Woodstock, N.Y, Nightly, except 

, at 8:45. Matinfes Sundays at 

  

      
Nore—The Jacob's Pillow Dance Festival is 

offering ballet programs by members of the 
Ballet Theatre, and others. (Lee, Mass. Fri- 
days and Saturdays at 4 and 9.) 

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

DINNER, SUPPER, AND DANCING. 
Awsassavor, Park Ave. at sist St. (PL s- 

1000)—In the subterranean Garden, which 
is down among the New York Central's 
tracks, Jules Lande’s dance orchestra is en- 
sconced. No music Sundays. 

Birwore, Madison Ave. at agrd St. (MU 7- 
7000) —Harold Nagel’s and Jack Edwards’ 
orchestras provide dance music in the Cas 
cades roof garden at dinner and supper ever: 
cvening but Sunday. On Saturday, July 16 
Don Bestor’s band replaces Mr. Edwards” 
Kathryn Duffy's dancers bounce about while 
the customers rest. 

Diamono Horseswoe, 235 W. 46th St. (CI 6- 
6500)—Pearl Bailey, W. C. Handy, Jay 
Marshall, and some delectable ballet’ girls 
add a certain verve to the generally sedate 
proceedings here. Dance music by Billy 
Banks’ band. 

Et Morocco, 154 E. sath St. (EL 5-8760)— 
An almost feudal game preserve, stocked 
largely with peacocks. Chauncey Gray's or- 
chestra and Chiquito’s rumba band, 

Piemse, Fifth Ave. at Gist St. (TE 8-800) 
In the Café Pierre, Stanley Worth's mu 
every day for tea dancing and during dinner 
and supper. 

Puaza, Fifth Ave. at sth St. (PL 0-3000)— 
The Rendez-Vous Room, luxurious and pic 
turesque as can be, offers Nicolas Matthey's 
and Payson Ré's dance music after eight- 
thirty. Closed Mondays 

Sv. Reais, Fifth Ave, at 55th St. (PL 3-4500)— 
The Roof, a handsome and breezy affair, has 
dinner and supper dancing to the music of 
Milt Shaw's and Pepito Arvelo’s bands 
Closed Sunday 

Savor-Puaza, Fifth Ave. at soth St. (VO s- 2600)—Trving Con's orchestra supplies the clientele of the Café Lounge with music to dance to every afternoon and evening. 
Stork Ciue, 3 E. sard St. (PL 3-1040)— 

The young ones Seeing life through their 
first pair of rose-colored glasses. An orches- 
tra and a rumba band. 

Versaiies, 151 E. soth St. (PL 8-0310)— 
Kitty Kallen sings here after nine, and Bob 
Grant's orchestra and Panchito’s rumba band 
play for dancing. 

Watoore-Astoria, Park Ave. at 40th St. (EL 5- 3000)—On the Starlight Roof, dancing all evening, except Sundays, to Guy Lombardo’s 
orchestra, aided. at the supper hour, by 
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Mischa Borr’s energetic band. Mr. Borr is in 
charge on Sundays, when the room closes at 
ten. 

SMALL AND CHEERFUL 
(No dancing, unless noted.) 

oRaKE room, 71 E. s6th St. (PL s-0600): Except 
Sundays. Les Crosley (at cocktail time and 
dinner) and Cy Walter (later in the eve 
ning), playing the kind of piano we mortals 
play only in our dreams. Visiting artists 
perform on Sundays. ... coo roucE, 65 E. 
56th St. (PL 3-887): Eddie Davis's sprig 
ly band for dancing after eight-thirty; Ernie 
Warren plays interlude piano. Closed Sun- 
days. . .. cAFé TRoUVILLE, 112 E. sand St. (EL 
50234): Cocktail conversation fo Mary Mec- 
Nally’s piano; supper conversation to Harry 

or’s piano. Closed Sundays. . .. ume 
ctu, 70 E. ssth St. (PL 3-0425): A plausible 
reminder of upper-bracket speakeasy days, 
with Rudy Barron's violin music every eve: 
ning but Monday, and Marshall Granf's trio 
after ten every evening but Sunday. .., Ar 
MANDO's, 54 E. ssth St. (PL 3-0760): Still a 
home away from home for the Westchester 
and Manhasset groups. Easygoing piano and 
violin after nine-thirty. Closed Sundays. . .. 
reNTHOUSE CLs, 30 Central Park S. (PL o 3361): After the theatre, except Sundays, 
William Tabbert, a native of “South Pacific,’ 
sings about love, tropical and North Ameri- 
can. .... MadIsON, Madison Ave. at s8th St. 
(VO 5°5000): Piano music Mondays through 
Fridays from five to nine. .. . ONE FIFTH AVENUE, 
Fifth Ave. at 8th St. (SP 7-7000): Nancy 
Andrews does well by her meaningful songs, 
and Alan Ross has fun with some of the bet- ter show tunes. Harold Fonville and Bob 
Downey contribute chipper double piano. Sun- 
day is old-silent-movie night... , . &L cHiIco, 80 Grove St., at Sheridan Sq. (CH 2-4646): 
Good-natured Latin-American hurly-burly, 
interrupted only when the patrons indulge in 
a spot of dancing themselves. Closed Sundays 

2. 52nd St. (PL 3-0014): In the 
sumptucus bar, a Joscph's-coat example of 
interior decorating, Harry Meyerowite’s cock- tail piano and (except Tuesdays), Rudy Tim- 
field's dinner and supper piano. Closed Satur- 
days and Sundays, ... sHeRrY-NETHERLAND, Fifth 
Ave. at 50th St. (VO 5-280): Cy Coleman's 
virtuoso fretwork on the piano in the café 
bar, every evening but Sunday. . . . oto KNICK music WALL, Second Ave. at sath St. (PL o- 2724): An industrious effort to revive the night life of the possibly Gay Nineties, Paul 
Killiam’s haphazard commentary on bits of old movies is especially worth attention. .. CAFE GRINZING, 323 E. 7oth St. (BU 8-7607): 
In this Viennese restaurant, Fritzi Scheff, a yell-remembered voice indeed. Closed Mon- 

ys. 

  

    

        

   

  

    

  

  

  

  

  

    

   

  

  

BIG AND BRASSY 
copacABANA, 10 E. Goth St. (PL 8-1060): Tony 

Canzoneri, Joey Adams, and Mark Plant, 
acting like bulls in a china shop. Those large 
and lavish Copa showgirls exert a more subtle 
Sop, Dancing... . mira, Fort Lee, N.J. 
(Fort Lee 8-2000): When the Jersey wind is 
in the right quarter, you can hear Sophic 
Tucker just by sticking your head out of your 
apartment window. The Wesson Brothers’ 
humor is not quite so exuberant. 

SUPPER CLUBS 
(No dancing, unless noted.) 

BLUE AnGeL, 152 E. ssth St. (PL 3-5008): The 
music of two new stars, Irene Williams 
and Stan Freeman, now adorns this old firma- 
ment. Josephine Premice, supercharged with 
Haitian hoopla, is also around. Stuart Ro 
baroque piano and the Herman Chittison Trio 
are in the background. At dinner and from 
one-thirty to four in the morning (except 
Saturdays), the piano nocturncs of Eadie 
and Rack... ume casino, 243 Sullivan S 
at 3rd St. (OR 4-9583): Montmartre in 
ature, an illusion induced by Jimmy Daniels, 
with the aid of Garland Wilson's and Norene 
Tate's bright-eyed piano and Mae Barnes’ 
flamboyant songs. Closed Mondays. . .. vt 
LAGE VANGUARD, 178 Seventh Ave. S., at 11th 
St. (CH 2-0355): Butterfly McQueen, as 
vague and scatterbrained as she was in “Gone 
with the Wind,” essaying her first flight into 
night life. Marian Bruce sings sombrely and 
decoratively, and the Gene Fields Trio plays 
for dancing. Clarence Williams is piano 
soloist. Closed Sundays. . .. spivy's rooF, 130 
E. 57th St. (PL 35-6322): Spivy, spinning 
out those age'ess ditties about people who arc 

  

   

      
  

  

  

    

   
      
  

      

   



GOINGS ON ABOUT TOWN 
awfully bad citizens but awfully good eom- 
pany; Mabel Mercer, singing the songs Alec 
Wilder and allied spirits write especially for 
her. 

MOSTLY FOR MUSIC 
(No dancing, unless noted.) 

eooie_convon's, 47 W. ard St. (GR 5-8630): 
Wild Bill Davison and his hold-on-to-your- 
hat trumpet style, together with Jack Les- 
berg, Peanuts Hudko, Gene Schroder, Cutty 
Cutshall, and other Kilkenny cats. Ralph Sui- 
ton plays hot piano whenever they stop to 
cool their instruments. Tuesday nights are 
unrestrained free-for-alls, when other sharp- 
shooters drop in for target practice. Closed 
Sundays. . .. nick's, Seventh Ave. S. at roth 
St. (CH 2:6683); Phil Napoleon and his 
Memphis Five, a vigorous collection of roman 
candles. Sunday afternoon is jam-session time 
Closed Mondays... .aiMmy Rvan's, 53 W. 
sand St. (EL 5-0600): Sidney Bechet, Kan- 
Sas Ficlds, Sammy Price, and Big Chief Rus- 
sell Moore, making a very fine to-do. Don 
Frye is at the piano in between, Jam sessions 
Monday _ nights. Dancing... cHiLos PARA- 
mount, Broadway at 44th St. (CH 4-0440): 
Now and_then, Wilbur de Paris's talented 
septet, which includes Sidney de Paris, breaks 
away from its waltzes and rumbas and gets 
real primitive. Supper dancing only, and no 
music Mondays. ... RIVIERA LOUNGE, Seventh 
Ave. at 4th St. (WA 09-0663): A neat band- 
box, in which, after ten every night except 
on Monday, Willie the.Lion Smith, equipped 
with an ancient cigar and an ancient Stein- 
way, turns out rough, tough music. Art Hodes 
plays piano Mondays through Fridays, and 
Such useful citizens as Tony Parenti and 
Herb Ward help out now and then... . sor 
im, 1619 Broadway, at oth St. (JU 6-3170): 
A Centrally located ‘ice-cream parlor, where 
Dizzy Gillespie and Dinah Washington make 
the night hideous or divine, according to your 
opinion of bebop. Closed Mondays. 

MOSTLY FOR DANCING 
new yorker, Eighth Ave. at 34th St. (LO 3- 

1000): Nat Brandwynne’s orchestra, and 
Laura Leeds, playing the piano and singing, 
plus a spate of pretty ladies on ice skates! 
Charlie Peterson's band fills in on Sundays. 
_.. stanen, Seventh Ave. at 33rd St. (PE 6- 
5000): In the Café Rouge, Ray Anthony's 
Pand. Closed Sundays. . . . oosevery, Madison 
Ave. at 45th St. (MU 6-0200): Paul Sparr’s 
orchestra and the Three Suns, Closed Sun- 
days 

    

  

   
  

   

  

SUMMER SPOTS 
TavERN-on-THE-Green, Central Park W, at 67th 

St. (RH 4-470): In fair weather, dinner and 
supper dancing on the outdoor terrace, which 
looks and feels a lot like the vpen country. 
...astoR rook, Broadway at sath St. (CI 
6.6000): Bill Lawrences artiul baliadry, 
Blue Barron's orchestra, and Gringo's gay 
little rumba band. Closed Sundays. 

OUT OF TOWN 
Dancine—oLen 1staNo casino, New Rochelle, 

N.Y. (New Rochelle 6-6500): Joe Sudy’s 
band: closed Mondays. . .. chanicien, Mill 
burn, NJ. (Millburn 61454): Maximilian 
Bergere’s orchestra; closed Mondays... . 
sowben souare, Southampion, L.I. (South- 
ampion 788): The Sonny Kendis Trio every 
night but Tuesday 

Dinner in THE Country— Places to dine (without 
dancing, unless noted) while out motor 
seurace, Li: Beau Scjour (Hicksville 3- 
0001); closed Tuesdays... . Closter, N.J. 
Closter Manor (Closter 5-0277); closed Mon- 

  

  

    
  

  

days. . . . colo SPRING WARSoR, Li: The Moor- 
ings (Cold Spring Harbor 008); Harold 
Cooke at the piano, except Mondays. 

   Conger, N.v.: Jean's (Congers 378); clo 
Mondays. . .. CROTON FALLS, N.Y: Massé's 
(Croton Falls 960); closed Tuesdays. .. . oan- 
sury, conn: White Turkey Inn (Danbury 
2667)....00veR PLAINS, N.Y.: Old Drovers’ 
Inn’ (Dover Plains 2781)... EAST NORWICH, 
La: Rothmann's (Oyster Bay 6-0266). 
Asmat, Nx. Boni's Inn (Beacon 167), 
carmison, Nv: Bird and Bottle (Garrison 
342); closed Tuesdays... . HAMPTON BAYS, 
w.1.: Canoe Place Inn (Hampton Bays 150); 
dancing on Saturday evenings. ...HARTSDALE, 
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nx.: Tordo’s   (White Plains 8-0507).... 
MANHASSET, Mori's (Manhasset 1822); 
closed Tuesdays. .. . New Hope, pa.: Tow-Path 
Hotise (New Hope 3784). - - - NORWALK, CONN: 
Stirrup-Cup (Norwalk 6-5044); dancing on 
Saturday evenings. . . - POUNDRIOGE, N.v.: Emily 
Shaw's Inn (Bedford Village 0371); closed 
Mondays. ... . RIDGEFIELD, CONN.: Stonehenge 
(Ridgefield 232). . . . Rost, L.i.: Blue Spruce 
Tnn (Roslyn 30253); closed Mondays. 
svosser, Lx Villa Victor (Syosset 1706). 
TARRYTOWN, N.v.: Tappan Hill (Tarrytown 4- 
3031); dancing on Friday and Saturday eve- 
ings. .. wAPPINGERS Pals, N.v.: Wendover 
Farms (Poughkeepsie 8100); dancing on Sat- 
urday evenings... .WesTBURY, Li: Westbury 
Manor (Westbury 7-2184). . . . WESTON, CONN.: 
Cobb's Mill Tnn (Westport 2-4330); dancing 
on Saturday evenings... WESTPORT, CONN.D 
Red Barn (Westport 2.3071). . .. YORKIOWN 
sons. nov. Croton Heights Tim (Yorktown 
Heights 400); closed Mondays. 

ART 
(Unless otherwise noted, galleries open around 
10 and close between 5 and 6 Mondays through 
Fridays.) 

    

    
  

    

     

  

  

  

GALLERIES 
Chioren's Arr—A two-gallery showing of yuite 

creditable works by youngsters of the United 
Art Workshops of Brooklyn Neighborhood 
Houses, together with some penetrating 
analyses by 2 child psychologist. (Janis and 
Parsons, 15 E. 37th St. Weekdays; through 
July 0.) 

Drawines—An exquisitely selected collection, 
covering pretty nearly every school from the 
sixicenth century to the late nincteen-hun- 
dreds. (Wildensein, 19 E. 64th St.; through 
Sept. 30.) 

Group Swows—At the macsem, 11 E. s7th St. 
Water colors and oils by eight Americans. 
wong them Joseph DeMartini, Andrew 
Wyeth, and Raphael Gleitsman; through July 

seriRaPH, 38 W. 57th St: A large, 
erse collection of silkscreen prints, sen. 

sitively executed; through Sept. 16... . sab 
cock, 38 E. 57th St: A show combining the 
work of a number of noteworthy American 
painters of several decades ago—Albert P. 
Ryder, Ralph Blakelock, and George Luks 
among them —with that of some conten- 
porary artists, including Jean Liberte and 
Sol_Wilson; through Sept. o....SALpETER, 
36 W. 56th St: A group of small pictures 

i y, by this gallery's painters 

    

  

    

  

      

     
Weekdays, noon to 6; through Sept. 10... 

, 601 Mad 

  

son Ave. at s7th St. Two 
and some new canvases by Vaclav 

Vytlacil, in a lively and graceful show, Weel 
days; through July 30... . BERTHA SCHAEFER, 3 
E. 57th St: Small paintings mainly. neatly 
balanced hetween the fanciful and the more 
representational; through July Zo... . were, 
704 Lexington Ave., at 61st St: Paintings 
and other works by Leonard Baskin, Marjorie 
Morse, Salvatore Meo, and other, mainly 
Younger artists; through July 2. .. - DURAND- 
Rue, 12 E. s7th St: A fitfle. sunny-looking 
show that concentrates on the Impressionists 
Renoir, Sisley, Pissarro, and Monet; through 

     

        

  

    

    

  

   

  

July 20....tevm, (6 W. 57th St. Oils and 
water colors by Virginia Berrestord, Everett 
Spruce, and others; through Aug. sr. 
rewoor, 6 E, 12th St: Water colors hy Wel: 
don Kees, Adolph Gottlieh, Hans Hofmann. 
and others. Weekdays; through July 30.... 
Ac.a, 63 E. syth St: A large collection, 
chiefly by young artists, in this gallery's 
eleventh annual competitive exhibition; 
through July 8. 

OUT OF Town—At the NORTH SHORE ARTS ASSOCIA- 
Ton, Gloucester, Mass.: Twenty-seventh an- 
nual show. Weekdays, 10 to 5:30; Sundays, 
2:30 10 5:30, . . . DELAWARE VALLEY ARTISTS, 
Hope, Pa: Summer group exhibition. 

  

    

     
days, 1 to 6; Sundays, 12 to 6. ... OGUNQUIT 
ART Association, Ogunquit, Maine: Members’ 
group show. Weekdays, 10 to 5:30; Sundays, 

        

    

ROCKPORT ART ASSOCIATION, 
Twenty-ninth annual exhi- 

S, 10 to 6; Sundays, 3 to 7. 
+. PARRISH Museum, Southampton, LL: Con 
temporary American and British artists. 
Mondays, 2 to s; Tuesdays through Satur: 
avs. 1110 5; Sndizer 3 To 5: neh Thre 
day evenings, § to 1o....euid malt, East 
Hampton, LI: A group show by seventeen 
artists now living in eastern Long Island, 
including, among others, Alexander Brook, 
David Burliuk, Julian Levi, and Moscs Soyer. 
Weekdays, 10'to 5 and 8:30 to 10:30; Sun 
days. 3 0 G....SIVERMINE GUILD OF ARmists, 
Silvermine, Conn.. Paintings by Gail Symon 
and Leslie Randall. Daily, except Tuesdays, 
1:30 10 6... MYSTIC ART AssociaTION, Mystic, 
Conn.: Group show by members. Weekdays, 
10 to 5; Sundays, 2 fo 5... . BERKSHIRE ART 
center, Canaan, N.Y.: An exhibition by con- 
temporary artists, including Sol Wilson, 
Joseph DeMartini, Ogden Pleissner, and 
others. Daily, 3 0 6. . . . wooDSTOCK ARTISTS AS- 
soctanion, Woodstock, N.Y.: Group show. 
Mondays’ through Fridays, 11 to 6; Satur: 
days, 10 to 0; and Sundays, 11 to 4. 

MUSEUMS 
Jewisn Museum, Fifth Ave, at 020d St—Strik- 

ing bronzes, mostly heads and portrait busts, 
by Dean Newman, somewhat in the style of 
Epstein; through July 14. (Sundays and 
Wednesdays, 11 to 6; Mondays, Tuesdays, 
and Thursdays, 1 to 5.) 

Merrorouitan Museum, Fifth Ave. at 82nd St— 
\ loan show of French Impressionist paint- 
ings and other works; through Aug. 3... 
4A fairly jumbled but quite entertaining ex- 
hibition tracing the classic influence in art 
from early Greek times to Picasso. (Weck- 
days, 10 to 5; Sundays. 1 fo 5.) 

Museum oF Mooern Arr, 11 W. 53rd St—A 
large and practically definitive cxhibition of 
twenticth-century Ifalian art, {rom the early 
Futurists down to the present time, which fn- 
cludes works by a number of young postwar 
artists not generally known here; through 
Sept. 11... 4 Tn the Museum garden, a one- 
family house, designed by Marcel Breuer; 
through October 30. (Weekdays, noon to 7; 
Sundays, 1 to 7.) 

MUSIC 
Stapium Concears—The yearly Philharmonic- 

Symphony concerts at Lewisohn Sta 
are held on most clear nights, at § 
case of rain, which seems impossible, last- 
minute plans will be broadcast at 5, 6, and 
7 pa, over WNYC. Thu July 7 
Alexander Smallens conducting the annual 
all-Gershwin_ program, with Oscar Levant, 

  

  

   

  

  

  

     

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

    

    

  

    

   

piano... 4 Saturday, July _o: Alexander 
Smallens conducting an all-French program, 
with Lo prano; Raoul Jobin, tenor; 
Elena contralto; and Robert 
Weede, baritone. ... .€ Monday, July 11: Sir 
Adrian Boult conducting an all-Brahms pro- 
gram, with [saac Stern, violin. . . . § Tuesday, 
July ‘12: Sir Adrian Boult conducting... 
€ Wednesday, July 13: Sir Adrian Boult 
conducting, with Frances Magnes, violin 
€ Thursday, July 14: Sir Adrian Boult con: 
ducting an’ all-Beethoven program, with 
Claudio Arrau, piano. turday, July 
16: Robert Stolz condu on all-Johann 
Strauss program, with Marita Farell, so- 
prano, and Kurt Baum, tenor. (Tickets are 
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in savings that count and 

style that sings 

i Si 

White sidewall tires and wheel discs available on all models at extra cost. 
© 1949, The Studebaker Cornoration, South Bend 27, Indiana, U.S. A-   

Studebaker Commander convertible 

VIAKE Studebaker your new.car buy word—and 
how fast you find yourself cash money ahead! 

You start cutting your operating costs right away, 
thanks to Studebaker’s trim, sleek dream lines. 

Studebaker’s flight-streamed designing bars out all 
burdensome excess bulk—there’s no surplus pound- 
age in body or chassis—no squandering of gasoline. 

‘And what a relaxed, road-hugging ride you get! 
What a pleasure it is to park and maneuver this low- 
swung style star! 

Stop in at a showroom—see why a Studebaker 
buying wave is sweeping the country. Theres a 
Studebaker just right for your needs and means. 
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This whiskey Is 
5 years old 

Is you like a whiskey you can 

really taste, Old Overholt is 

for you. 

One sip will tell you it is a real 

and full-strength rye. 

So if you like a whiskey with 

rich and robust flavor—ask for 

Old Overholt next time. 

[7 

Nattonal Distillers Products Corporation 
BOTTLED New York, N.Y. 

&° 
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GOINGS ON ABOUT TOWN 
available at Lewisohn Stadium, Amsterdam 
Ave. at 138th St, AD 4-3800, and at the 
Steinway Bldg., 113 W. 57th St., CI 7-5534.) 

Opera—The Lemonade opera: Kurt Weill's 
“Down in the Valley,” along with “Hansel 
and Gretel,” both in English. (Greenwich 
Mews Playhouse, 141 W. 13th St. CH 2- 
9360. Nightly, except Sundays, at 8:30.) ... 
satmacer opera: “Aida,” Saturday, July o. 
... 4"Rigoletto,” Saturday, July 16. (Tri- 
borough Stadium. Both at 8:45. For tickets, 
call CI 7-6347.) 

Junuiaro Covers Thursday, July 7: Anple- 
ton and Field, duo piano... 4 Friday, July 
8: Felix Salmond, cello, and Leonid Hambro, 

  

  

  

    
piano. ...€ Monday, July 11: Juilliard String 
Quartet... Tuesday, July 12: Beveridge 
Webster, piano. , . . 4 Thursd:    Martial Singher, baritone. 
15: Katherine Bacon, piano. (Jui 
cert Hall, 130 Claremont Ave, at 1zend St. 
All at 4. For information about tickets, call 
MO 3-7200, Ext. 33.) 

Centra Park Maw Concerts—Edwin Franko 
Goldman conducting this year's series of 
Guggenheim Memorial Concerts. (Sundays, 
Mondays, Wednesdays, and Fridays, at 8:30.) 
..GCity Amateur Symphony, Leopold 

Prince conducting. (Saturdays at 8:30.) 
Our oF Town—Serge Koussevitzky conducting 

the Boston Symphony Orchestra in an all- 
Bach program at the Berkshire Music Festi- 
val. (Theatre-Concert Hall, Tanglewood, 
Lenox, Mass. Saturday, July 16, at 8:15.) 
...9 Leonid Hambro, piano. (South Moun- 
tain, Pittsfield, Mass, Sunday, July 10, at 
3:30.) ...G The Berkshire Quartet, in a 
Chamber-music_concert. (Music Mountain, 
Falls Village. Conn. Sunday. July 10, at 4.) 

SPORTS 
BAsisALL—At YANKEE stapium: Yankees vs. 

Washington, Friday, July 8, at 8:30; Satur. 
a et 
2:05 (doubleheader). ... . 4 A sort of free-for- 
all, for charity, between the Yankees, Dodg- 
ers, and Giants, Monday, July tx, at 
Polo Grounos: Giants vs. Philadelphia, Thu 
day, July 7, at 2:30....4 Giants vs. Pitts- 
burgh, Thursday, July 14, at 8:30, and Friday 

aturday, July 1 
, Friday, July 8, at 

and 
riewo: Dodgers vs. Gi 

30; Saturday, July o, af 1:30; and Sunday, 
July 10, at 2:05. 
I a 
cinnati, Thursday, July 14, at 8:30, and Fri- 
day and Saturday, July 15-16, at 9 

Boxine—Ray Robinson vs. Kid Gavilan, 15 
rounds, for the World's Welterweight Cham: 
pionship. (Municipal Stadium, Philadelphia. 
Monday. July Willie Pep vs. Eddie 
Compo, 135 rounds, for the Worlds Feather- 
weight Championship. (Waterbury, Conn. 
Wednesday, July 13.) 

Gowr—Metropolitan Golf Association Junior 

  

   

  

   

  

   

  

    

    

  

      

  

   

  

   
   

  

  

    

   

  

      
   

      

Championship, (Hempstead Golf Club, 
Thursday through Saturday, 

Jul New Jersey Golf Association 
Open’ Championship. (North Jersey Coun- 
try Club, Preakness, N.J. Thursday through 
Saturday, ..GLong Island 

Championshi; 

  

  (Meadow Brook Club, Westbury. Thursday 
through Sunday, July 14-17.) 

at 3:30—At BOSTWICK FIELD, 

  

MEASOW shook cLus, Westbury. sROOK POLO clus, Purchase... 
FAIRFIELD COUNTY HUNT cLus, Westport, Conn. 

RACING —EmPIRE CITY AT JAMAICA: Weekdays at 
t:15; through Saturday, July 16. The Em- 
pire City Handicap, Saturday, July o; the 
Wakefield. Wednesday, July 13; the Butler 
Handicap, Saturday, July 16. (Frequent 
trains leave Penn Station for the track Mon- 
days through Fridays between (1:10 and 1, 
and Saturdays between roiqz and 1:25.) . 
MONMOUTH park, Oceanport, 
at 2:30. (A special train leaves Penn Station 
for the track Mondays through Fridays at 
12:25, and Saturdays at 11:55.) 

Tenn tern Clay Court Championships. 
(Travers Island. Saturday through Sunday, 

          

        
  

  

   
July 0-17.) 

Thornine—At 
Weekda: 

RooSEveLT raceway, Westbury: 
8:40. (Special trains leave Penn 
ays through Thursdays at 7:03      

ror, and Fridays and Saturdays at 6:40 
and 7:03 PAL)... SARATOGA SPRING 

Ric Rack, Goshen: 
y. July 7-8, at 2. 

Yacumne—New York Yacht Club Junior Re- 
gatta. (Larchmont, Tuesday, July 12.) . 
4 Beverly Yacht Club Regatta. (Marion, 
Mass. Friday and Saturday, July 15-16.) 
...G Larchmont Race Week. (Larchmont. 
Starting Saturday, July 16.) 

OTHER EVENTS 
Unieo Namows—At Lake Success, about five 

hundred visitors are admitted to open meet- 
ings of the Security Council, the Atomic 
Energy Commission, the Commission on Con- 
ventional Armaments, and the Trusteeship 
Council. For tickets, call Fleldstone 7-100, 
Ext. 2126, the day before you want to go. 
Frequent trains leave Penn Station for Great 
Neck, where ther. connect. with buses for 
Lake Success. 

Havoen Puaneramun—The current show is called 
“End_of the World.” (Central Park W. at 
81st St. Mondays through Fridays at 2, 3:30, 
and 8:30. Saturdays and Sundays at z, 3. 4, 
5, and 8:30. Extra performances Saturday 
mornings at 11.) 

Hirte's Yaenr—The four-million-dollar Grille, 
which, in 1935, was given to Hitler by the 
German people, (if that is the right version 
of the transaction), is now on display here, 
for the benefit of a number of charities. 
(Pier 11, East River, near Wall St. Daily, 
11 to o; through Sunday, July 1 

TRANSATLANTIC Liners— Del 
day, July 7, at noon. 
day, July § at 3:30 P.ir..... @ America: Sails 
Saturday, July o, at noon....4 Britangic: 
Arrives Saturday, July o; sails Thursday, 
July 14. at 10:30 Air... . € Queen Elizabeth: 
Arrives Wednesday, July 13; sails Friday, 
July 15, at 10:30 A. 

ON THE AIR 
(Since programs are often changed at the last 
minute, the newspapers should be consulte 
final authority.) 

   

  

  

  

  

    

   

    

rasse: Sail 
. 4 Parthi:     

  

    

    

RADIO 

Music—Appleton and Field, Thursday, July 7, 
    

    
at 4 p.m, WNYC. ... 4 Felix Salmond, Fri- 
day, July 8, at 4 p.u, WNYC....4CBS. 
Symphony, ‘Bernard Herrmann conducting, 

  

   
Sunday, July 10, at 3 P.i., WCBS. 
trice Munsel, Sunday, July 10, at 7:30 R.A. 
WJZ... .ANB.C. Symphony, Arthur Fied- 
ler conducting, with Gladys Swarthout, Sun- 
day, July 10, at 8:30 Px, WNBC.. .. 4 Juil- 
liard String Quartet, Monday, July 11, 'at 4 

WNYC... 4 Eleanor Sieber, Monday, 
WNBC 

u, Monday, July 11, at o 
4 Beveridge Webster, Tuesd: 

at'q ear, WNYC. , 

day, July 12, at 8:30 par, WNYC. 
Drama—Ray Milland and Maureen O'Sullivan 

he Big Clock,” Friday, July §, at o P.M, 
BC....4 "Goodbye, Mr. Chips,’ wi 

Herbert Marshall, Saturday, July o, at 6:30 
rox, WNBC. 

Seomrs—Baseball: All-Star Game, Tuesday, 
July 12, at tirs par, WOR... .d Racing! 
Empire City at Jamaica; the Empire City 
Handicap, Saturday, July o, at 4:15 Pax, 
WNBC, WCBS. 

TELEVISION 
Charity game between _the 

. and Giants, Monday, July 
11, at 8:30 P.x., WABD. All home games of 
the Dod] e shown on WCBS, of the 
Yankees on WABD, and of the Giants on 
WPIX. ... . 4 Racing: Empire City at Jamaica; 
the Empire City Handicap, Saturday, July o, 
at 3:30 P.ac,, and the Wakefield, Wednesday, 

  

    

  

24 Claudio 
WNBC. 
July 12, 

-9 Lewisohn Stadium 

       

  

     

   

Seorts—Baseball: 
Yankees, Dodge: 

    

   

     

    

   
July 13, at 3 paw, both on WNBT. 

Miscettan— The Fireman,” an old Charlie 
Chaplin film, Thursday, July 7, at 815 P.M, 

  

WPIX....4 The tenth installment of the 
film of General Eisenhower's book “Crusade 
in Europe,” Thursday, July 7, at o pa, 
WJZ... 4 Eddie Condon, with Count Basie, 
Wild Bill Davison, y Bechet, Cutty 
Cutshall, and_others, Saturday, July o, at 
9:30 pA, WNBT. 
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ARPEGE 
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Tue Banor—A lively Italian gangster picture 
that reveals some of the activities of the post- 
war Italian underworld, With Anna Magnani 
and Amadeo Nazzari. (World, 153 W. 40th, 
CI 7-5747.) 

CHampion—A film that is nowhere near as 
trenchant as the Ring Lardner story from 
which it derives, but one that contains a lot 

terrifying action in the ring. Kirk 
makes a fine Midge Kelly, and_the 
the cast are all right, too. (Lexing- 

ton, Lexington at sist, PL 3-0336; Loew's 
72nd St, 3rd Ave. at 72nd, BU 87222; Or 
pheum, 3rd Ave. at 86th, AT 9-4607; Sher 
dan, 7th Ave. at 12th, WA 0-2166; Loew 
84rd St., B'way at 83rd, TR 7-3100; Olympia, 
Bway at 107th, AC 2-1010; and Loew's 
175th St., Bway at 175th, WA 7-5200; start- 
ing July 13.) 

Devic 1x The Fuesn—The story of an adolescent's 
love affair with a married woman, presented 
with great skill in a French film based on the 
Raymond Radiguet novel. Gérard Philipe 
and Micheline Presle head the cast. (Paris. 
4 W. 58th, MU 8-0134.) 

Hamter—Sir Laurence Olivier as_the melan- 
choly Dane, in a distinguished English pic- 
ture, which Olivier directed, (Park Avenue, 
Park at soth, PL o-7242. Showings are at 
2:30 and 8:30; extra performances Saturday 
and Sunday afternoons at 5:30 and Saturday 
evenings at 11:30. Reserved seats only.) 

Home oF the Brave—Race prejudice and its 
effect on a colored G.I. in the South Pacific. 
One of the best films on this subject ta 
have come along. James Edwards, as the 
Negro, docs a first-class job. (Victoria, 
B'way at 46th, JU 6-0540.) 

A Lemen to Tree Wives—Paul Douglas and 
Linda Darnell are very droll as a pair of 
tough citizens who love but never trust each 
other. (Embassy, Park Ave. at 42nd, MU 
7-8723; through July 8.) 

Quarter—A translation to the screen of a group 
of Somerset Maugham's slickly confected 
short stories, two of which make pleasant en- 
tertainment. A British film. (Sutton, 3rd Ave. 
at syth, PL 3-5520.) 

THe Quier ONe—A sensitive semi-documentary 

   

      

  

  

  

   

    
  

THE BIG HOUSES 

Aston, B'way at asth. (CI 6-4642) 
“Lost Boundaries,” Beatrice Pearson, Mel 

Ferrer. 
Carrot, Bway at sist. (CO s-1250) 

“Any Number Can Flay,” Clark Gable, 
Alexis Smith. 

Crirenion, B'way at ath. (LU 2-1706) 
“Lust for Gold,” ida Lupino. Glenn Ford. 

Grose, B'way at 46th. (JU 6-5555) 
MOVIE crazy, revival. 

Mareair, 7th Ave. at 47th. (CI 5-0800) 
Through July 8: “The Red Menace,” Robert 

Rockwell, Hanne Axman. 
From July o: “The Big Steal,” 

Mitchur, Jane Greer. 
Music Hawt, 6th Ave. at soth. (CI 6-4600) 

“Lock for the Silver Lining,” June Haver, 
Ray Bolger. 

Patace, B'way at 47th. (PL 7-2626) 
Through July 13: “Follow Me Quietly,” 

William Lundigan, Dorothy Patrick. 

Paramount, B'way at 43rd. (BR 0-8738) 
Through July 12: SORROWFUL JONES. 
From July 13: “The Great Gatsby,” Alan 

Ladd, Betty Field. 

  

Robert 

  

     

MOTION PICTURES 

FILMS OF MORE THAN ROUTINE INTEREST 
ARE DESCRIBED IN THIS SECTION AND 
APPEAR IN HEAVY TYPE IN THE PROGRAM 

SCHEDULES THAT FOLLOW. 

about the emotional upsets of a small, un- 
loved colored boy in Harlem. Made in Man- 
hattan by a group of amateurs. (Gramercy 
Park, Lexington ar 23rd, GR 5-1660; start- 
ing July 13.) 

The Reo Swoes—Tucked away in this intermi- 
nable study of life among devotees of 
the dance is a stylish ballet, based on the 
Hans Christian ~ Andersen _ story. With 
Moira Shearer, Leonide Massine, and 
Ludmilla Tcherina, A British film. (Bijou, 
200 W. 45th, CO 5-8215. Showings are 
at 2:30 and 8:30; extra performances Satur- 
day and Sunday afternoons at 5:30 and 
Saturday evenings at 11:30. Reserved seats 
only.) 

Sorrowrut Jones—Bob Hope in a funny remake 
of a film that was known as “Little Mi 
Marker” when it first appeared, in 1034. 
(Paramount, B'way at 43rd, BR 0-873; 
through July 12.) 

REVIVALS 
Tre Bank Dick (1040)—W. C. Fields as a bank 

dick. (Avenue Playhouse, 6th Ave, at 47th, 
PL 7-4205.) 

Brineine Ue Bary (1038) —Katharine Hepburn 
(a rich girl), Cary Grant (a scientist), and 
two leopards, (Gracie Square, 1st Ave. at 
8gth, SA 2-2478; July 0.) 

The Count or Monte Cristo (1034)—A faithful, 
slow-moving version of the great romance, 
With Robert Donat and Elissa Landi. (Ter: 
sel oth Ave. at 23rd, CH 29280; July 10- 
1. 

    

    

His Girt Frioay (1040) —A screen adaptation of 
‘The Front Page.” Rosalind Russell, Cary 

Grant, and Ralph Bellamy. (Trans-Lux 6oth 

Rivou, Bway at goth. (CI 71633) 
“Take One False Step,” William Powell, 

Shelley Winters. 
Roxy, 7th Ave. at soth. (CI 7-6000) 

“House of Strangers,” Edward G. Robinson, 
Susan Hayward. 

State, B'way at gsth. (LU 2-5070) 
“The Great Sinner,” Gregory Peck, Ava 

Gardner. 
Strano, B'way at 47th. (CI 7-5000) 

Tuly 7: “Colorado Territory,” Joel McCrea, 
Virginia Mayo. 

From July 8 “The Fountainhead,” Gary 
Cooper, Patricia Neal. 

Victoria, Bway at 46th. (JU 6-0540) 
HOME ‘OF THE BRAVE. 

FOREIGN, SPECIAL, ETC. 
Avenue Puavwouse, 6th Ave. at 47th. (PL 7-3205) 

MY LITTLE CHICKADEE, revival; and THE BANK pick, 
revival. 

Buov, 200 W. 45th. (CO 5-8215) 
THE RED SHOES. 

Emsassy, Park Ave. at 42nd. (MU 7-87.23) 
Through July 8: A LETTER TO THREE WIVES. 
July 0-12: “Jezebel,” revival. Bette Davis, 

Henry Fonda. 
From July 13: TREASURE OF SIERRA MADRE, revival. 

St., Madison at 6oth, PL 5-2746; throug} 
July 13.) 

Louisiana Story (1048)—Robert Flaherty's 
poetic account of Cajun life on a Southern 
bayou. (Thalia, B'way at osth, AC 2-3370; 
starting July (3.) 

MARRIAGE IN THE SwAbows (1048)—A Ger 
man film dealing with the difficulties of 
marriage between Jew and Gentile in the 
Third Reich. With Ilse Steppat. (Beverly, 
32d Ave. at oth, EL 58700; through July on. 

Movie Crazy (1932)—The venerable Harold 
Lloyd commotion. (Globe, B'way at 46th, JU 
6-5555-) 

Mr Litre Crickave (1040)—W. C. Fields and 
Mae West gambolling around in a most un- 
usual Western. (Avenue Playhouse, 6th Ave. 
at 47th. PL 7-4205.) 

Nanook oF tHE Noh (1022)—A splendid re- 
issue, with the addition of notable sound 
effects, of Robert Flaherty's documentary 
about ‘an Eskimos hard and exciting life. 
(Thalia, B'way at osth, AC 2-3370; starting 
July 12) 

Torment (1947)—The machinations of a p: 
chopathic teacher who attempts to frustrate 
a juvenile love affair. In Swedish. (8th St. 
Playhouse, 52 W. 8th, GR 7-7874; through 
July 0.) 

Treasure oF Sierra Maoke (1048)— Prospecting 
for gold in Mexico. Walter Huston and 
Humphrey Bogart. (Embassy, Park Ave. at 
42nd, MU 7-8723; starting July 13.) 

‘Wuthering Heieurs (1930)—Merle Oberon and Laurence Olivier on the Bronté moors. (Greenwich, Greenwich Ave. at 12th, WA 
9-3350; July 11-13.) 

Museum oF Mooern Art Fim Lisrary— Through 
July 10: “The Love of Jeanne Ney” (1928). 
*..9Starting July 11; “The Thin Man” 
(1934), with William Powell and Myrna 
Loy. Showings are daily at 3 and 5:30, A 
limited number of reservations are available, 
but only if applied for in person at the Mu- 
seum, it W. 53rd, after noon on the day of 
the showing. 

   

      

5tH Ave. Puavhouse, sth Ave. at 12th. (OR 5-0630) 
“Love Story” (in French). 

S51 Sr. Puamouse, 154 W. sth. (CO 50438 
Te A aD pe) 

formerly called “Mlle. Désirée”), Sacha 
Guitry, Jean-Louis Barrault; and “The 

Upstairs” (in French), revival, 
Marlene Dietrich, Jean Gabin. 

Lime Carneste, 146 W. s7th. (CI 6-1365) 
“Daybreak.” Ann Todd, Eric Portman. 

Lime Cinémer, 6th Ave. at 30th. (LO 41141) 
“Queen of Spades,” Anton Walbrook, Edith 

Evans. 

  

     

Panis, 4 W. 58th. (MU 8-0134) 
DEVIL IN THE FLESH; and “A Visit with Maillol,” 

short documentary film. 

(PL 0-7242) 

  

Park Avenue, Park at sot] 
HAMLET. 

  

Surron, 3rd Ave. at s7th. (PL 3-5520) 
QUARTET. 

Trans-Lux_ 60m S., 
5-2746) 
Through July 13: wis cine Frioar, revival. 

Worn, 153 W. goth. (CI 7-5747) 
THE BANDIT. 

Madison at 6oth. (PL  



EAST SIDE 

Awr, 36 E. 8th. (GR 37014) 
Through July 11: “Sleeping Car to Trieste.” 

Albert Licven, Jean Kent. 
From July 12: “Easy Money,” Greta Gynt, 

Dennis Price; and “A Canterbury Tale,” 
John Sweet, Kim Hunter. 

Gramercy Park, Lexington at 23rd. (GR 5-1660) 
Through July g: “Flamingo Road,” Joan 

  

Crawford, Sydney Greenstreet; “and 
“Showtime,” revival, Ann Todd, Richard 
Greene. 

  

July 10-12: “A Connecticut Yankee in King 
Arthur's Court,” Bing Crosby. 

From July 13: THE QUIET ONE; and “Professor, 
My Son” (in Italian), Aldo Fabrizi. 

Bevenuy, 3rd Ave. at soth. (EL 5-8700) 
Through July 11: MARRIAGE IN THE SHADOWS, 

revival; and “Devils Daughter” (in 
French), revival, Pierre Fresnay. 

From July 12: “Interlude” (in Swedish, 
German, Italian, and English), Viveca 
Tindfors; and “Naked Fury” (in French), 
revival, Pierre Blanchar. 

Lexinerow, Lexington at sist. (PL 3-0336) 
Through July 12: “The Stratton Story,” 

James Stewart, June Allyson; and “The 
Sun Comes Up,’ Jeanette MacDonald, 
Claude Jarman, Jr. 

From July 13: champion; and “Texas, Brook- 
Iyn, and Heaven,” revival, Guy Madison, 
Diana Lynn. 

Taans-Lux52n0Sr., Lexingtonat sand. (PL3-2434) 
Tuly 7: “Miranda,” Glynis Johns, Googie 

Withers. 
July 8-10; “The Lost Moment,” revival, 

Susan Hayward, Robert Cummings. 
July 11-13: “Little Women,” June Allyson, 

Elizabeth Taylor. 
Norwanoie, Park at 53rd. (PL 8-0040) 

July 7: “Chicken Every Sunday,” Celeste 
Holm, Dan Dailey. 

July 8-10: ss in the Dark,” Jane Wy- 
man, David Niven. 

July 11-12: “Jassy.” revival, Margaret Lock- 
wood. 

From July 13: “The Son of Monte Cristo,” 
revival, Joan Bennett, Louis Hayward. 

RK.O. 58m St., 3rd Ave. at sth. (VO 5-3577) 
Through July 12: “Mr. Belvedere Goes to 

College,” Clifton Webb, Shirley Temple; 
and “The Forbidden Street,” Dana An- 
drews, Maureen O'Hara. 

From July 13: “The Life of Riley,” William 
Bendix; and “Tllegal Entry.” Howard Duff, 
George Brent. 

Puaza, 42 E. s8th. (VO 5-3320) 
Though July 11: “A Connecticut Yankee in 

King Arthur's Court,” Bing Crosby. 
From July, 12: “The October Man,” revival, 

Johi Mills, Joan Greenwood. 
88m St. Puavwouse, 3rd Ave. at 65th. (RE 4-0302) 

Through July &: “Alias Nick Beal,” Ray Mil- 
land, Thomas Mitchell. 

July 0-13: “Flamingo Road,” Joan Crawford, 
Sydney Greenstreet. 

Logw's 72n0 S1., 3rd Ave, at 72nd. (BU 87222) 
Through July 12: “The Stratton Story,” 

James Stewart, June Allyson; and “The 
Sun Comes Up,” Jeanette MacDonald, 
Claude Jarman, Jr. 

From July 13: campion; and “Texas, Brook- 
lyn, and Heaven,” revival, Guy Madison, 
Diana Lynn. 

Trans-Lux 7280 S., 

  

  

            

    

   

st Ave. at 72nd. (BU 8-0304) 
Through July 8: “Take Me Out to the Ball 

Game,” Frank Sinatra, Esther Williams; 
July o-i2: “Flamingo Road,” Joan Craw- 

ford, Sydney Greenstreet. 
From July 13: “A Connecticut Yankee in 

King Arthur's Court.” Bing Crosby. 
Trans-Lux Cotony, 2nd Ave.at 7oth. (BU 8-0468) 

Through July o: “Take Me Out to the Ball 
Frank Sinatra, Esther Williams; 

Preston Foster, 

  

  

       

Robert Cummings. 
July 12-13: “Flamingo Read,” Joan Craw- 

ford. Sydney Greenstreet: and “The Clay 
Pigeon.” Bill Williams, Barbara Hale. 

Trans-Lux 85th St., Madison at 85th. (BU 8-3180) 
Through July & “Take Me Out fo the 

Ball Game,” Frank Sinatra, Esther Wil- 
liams. 

July 0-11: “Alias Nick Beal,” Ray Milland, 
Thomas Mitchell. 
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FILMS OF MORE THAN ROUTINE INTEREST 
APPEAR IN HEAVY TYPE AND ARE DESCRIBED 

ON THE OPPOSITE PAGE. 

From July 12: “A Connecticut Yankee in 
King Arthur's Court,” Bing Crosby. 

R.K.O. 86m Sr., Lexington at 86th. (AT 9-800) 
Through July 12: “Mr. Belvedere Goes to 

College.” Clifton Webb, Shirley Temple; 
and “The Forbidden Street,” Dana An’ 
drews, Maureen O'Hara. 

From July 13: “The Life of Riley,” William 
Bendix; and “Illegal Entry,” Howard Duff, 
George Brent. 

Lotw's 86th St. ard Ave. at 86th. (AT 9-5566 
Through July o: “My Dream Is Yours,” Jaci 

Carson, Doris Day; and “The Younger 
Brothers,” Wayne Morris, Janis Paige. 

July 10-13: “City Across the River,” Stephen 
McNally; and “Mexican Hayride,” Abbott 
and Costello. 

Orereum, 3rd Ave. at 86th. (AT 94607) 
Through July 12: “The Stratton Story,” 

James Stewart, June. Allyson; and “The 
Sun Comes Up,” Jeanette MacDonald, 
Claude Jarman, Jr. 

From July 13: cHAMPioN; and “Texas, Brook- 
lyn, and Heaven,” revival, Guy Madison, 
Diana Lynn. 

Gracie SQUARE, 1st Ave. at 8gth. (SA 2-2478) 
Through July & “Take Me Out to the Ball 

Game,” Frank Sinatra, Esther Williams; 
and “I Shot Jesse James,” Preston Foster, 
Barbara Britton. 

July o: sriNGING UP BABY, revival; and “The 
Spoilers,” revival, Marlene Dietrich, John 
Wayne. 

July to-11: “Flamingo Road,” Joan Craw- 
ford, Sydney Greenstreet; and “The Clay 
Pigeon,” Bill Williams, Barbara Hale. 

From July 12: “Apartment for Peggy,” re: 
vival, Jeanne Crain, William Holden; and 
“My Gal Sal” revival, Rita Hayworth, 
Victor Mature. 

WEST SIDE 

Waveaty, 6th Ave. at 3rd. (WA o-8038) 
July 7: “A Connecticut Yankee in King 

‘Arthur’s Court,” Bing Crosby; and “North- 

  

   

  

  
  

      

  

  

west Stampede,” James Craig, Joan Leslie. 
July 8-0: “Heartbeat,” revival, Ginger Rog- 

ers, Jean Pierre Aumont; and “The Dark 
Corner,” revival, Lucille Ball, Mark 
Stevens. 

July 10-11: “My Gal Sal,” revival, Rita Hay- 
worth, Victor Mature; and “The House on 
gend Street.” revival, William Eythe, 
Signe Hasso. 

July 12-13: “City Across the River,” Stephen 
McNally; and “Mexican Hayride,” Abbott 
and Costello. 

81h St. Puavnouse, 52 W. 8th. (GR 7-7874) 
Through July 0: TORMENT, revival. 
July 10-12: “Don’t Take It to Heart,” Rich- 

ard Greene. 
From July 13: “The Lady Gambles,” Barbara 

Stanwyck. Robert Preston. 
SueminaN, 7th Ave. at 12th. (WA 9-2166) 

Through July 12: “The Stratton St 
James Stewart, June Allyson; and “The 
Sun Comes Up,” Jeanette MacDonald. 
Claude Jarman, Jr. 

From July 13: caMrion; and “Texas, Bro 
Iyn, and Heaven,” revival, Guy Madison, 
Dina Lynn. 

Greenwich, Greenwich Ave.at 12th. (WA 0-3350) 
Through July 10: “Chicken Every Sundav.” 

Celeste Holm, Dan Dailey; and “Canadian 
acific,” Randolph Scott, Jane Wyatt. 

July 1-13: WUTHERING. HEIGHTS, revival; and 
“The Perfect Marriage.” revival, Loretta 
Young, David Ni 

R.K.O. 23m Sr., Sth Ave. at 23rd. (CH 23440) 
Through July 12: “Mr. Belvedere Goes to 

College,” Clifton Webb, Shirley Temple: 
and “The Forbidden Street,’ Dana An: 
drews, Maureen O Hara. 

From July 13: “The Life of Riley.” William 

  

  

    

    

   

  

9 

Bendix; and “Illegal Entry,” Howard Duff, 
George Brent. 

Terrace, oth Ave. at 23rd. (CH 2-9280) 
Through July 0: “A Connecticut Yankee in 

ing Arthur's Court,” Bing Crosby; and 
“Northwest Stampede,” James Craig, Joan 
Leslie. 

July 10-1 1: THE COUNT OF MONTE CRISTO, revival; 
and “Return of Wildfire,” Richard Arlen, 
Patricia Morison. 

From July 12: “City Across the River,” 
Stephen McNally; and “Mexican Hay- 
ride,” Abbott and Costello. 

Cotonat, B'way at 62nd. (CO 5-0484) 
Through July 12: “Mr. Belvedere Goes to 

College,” Clifton Webb, Shirley Temple; 
and “The Forbidden Street,” Dana An’ 
drews, Maureen O'Hara. 

From July t3: “The Life of Riley,” William 
Bendix; and “Illegal Entry,” Howard Duff, 

. George Brent. 
77m Sweet, Bway at 77th. (TR 4-0382) 

Through July 12: “My Dream Is Yours,” 
Jack Carson, Doris Day; and “The Young- 
er Brothers,” Wayne Morris, Janis Paige. 

From July 13: “The Lady Gambles,” Barbara 
Stanwyck, Robert Preston; and “Red Can- 
yon," Howard Duff, Ann Blyth. 

Loew's 83ro St., B'way at 83rd. (TR 7-3190) 
Through July 12: “The Stratton Story,” 

James Stewart, June Allyson; and “The 
Sun Comes Up” Jeanette MacDonald, 
Claude Jarman, Jr. 

From July 13: caupion; and “Texas, Brook- 
Iyn, and Heaven." revival. Guy Madison. 
Diana Lynn. 

Yorktown, B'way at 
Through July y 

Jack Carson, Doris Day; and “The Young- 
er Brothers,” Wayne Morris, Janis Paige. 

July 10-12: “Anna Karenina,” refival, Vi 
Leigh, Ralph Richardson; and “This Was 
2 Woman,” revival, Sonia Dresdel, Bar- 
bara White. 

From July 13: “The Lady Gambles,” Bar- 
bara Stanwyck, Robert Preston; and 
“Red Canyon,” Howard Duff, Ann Blyth. 

Tuaua, B'way at 05th. (AC 2-3370) 
Through July 11: “What's on Your Mind.” 

documentary film about psychiatry, 
From July 12: LouisiANa sory, revival; and 

NANOOK OF THE NORTH, revival. 
Riversioe, B'way at o6th. (RT 0-0861) 

Through July 12: “Mr. Belvedere Goes to 
College,” Clifton Webb, Shirley Temple; 
and “The Forbidden Street,” Dana An 
drews, Maureen O'Hara. 

From July 13: “The Life of Riley,” William 
Bendix; and “Illegal Entry.” Howard Duff. 
George Brent. 

Catron, B'way at tooth. (AC 2-3862) 
Through July o: “Knock on” Any Door,” 

Humphrey Bogart, John Derek; and “The 
Untamed Breed,” revival, Sonny Tufts. 

July 10-13; “Take Me Out to the Ball Game,” 
Frank ‘Sinatra, Esther Williams; and “I 
Shot Jesse James,” Preston Foster, Bar- 
bara Britton. 

Ounpia, Bway at 1074 
Throtgh July 1 

James Stewart, 
Sun Comes Up, 
Claude Jarman, Jr. 

From July 13: CHAMPION; and “Texas, Brook- 
Iyn, and Heaven,” revival, Guy Madison, 
Diana Lynn. 

Nemo, B'way at 110th, (AC 2-0406) 
Through July 12: “Mr. Belvedere Goes to 

College.” Clifton Webb, Shirley Temple; 

   
         

    

  

   

        

      

  

   AC 2-1010) 
The Stratton Story,” 
me Allyson; and “The 
Jeanette MacDonald.    

and “The Forbidden Street,” Dana An- 
drews, Maureen O'Hara. 

From July 13: “The Life of Riley.” Willian 

  

Bendix; and “Tilegal Entry,” Howard Duf 
George Brent. 

Logw's 175m Sr., B'way at 175th. (WA 7-5200) 
Through July 12: “The Stratton Story 

James Stewart, June Allyson; and “The 
Sun Comes Up,” Jeanette MacDonald. 
Claude Jarman, Jr. 

From July 13: cAMpioN; and “Texas, Brook- 
Iyn, and Heaven,” revival, Guy Madison, 
Diana Lynn. 

Couiseum, B'way at 181st. (WA 7-7200) 
Through July 12: “Mr. Belvedere Goes to 

College,” Clifton Webb, Shirley Temple; 
and “The Forbidden Street,” Dana An. 
drews, Maureen O'Hara, 

From July 13: “The Life of Riley,” William 
Bendix; and “Illegal Entry,” Howard Duff, 
George Brent. 
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THE TALK OF THE TOWN 

Notes and Comment 

OT long ago, we were scolding 
the perfume manufacturers for 
the shameless names they give 

their products (Frenzy, My Sin, Wild 
Harvest, and so on). We proposed, on 
moral grounds, a counter-scent, to be 
called Frigid, which could be used by 
ladies who are not abandoned and don’t 
want to smell as if they were. Well, 
the Russians must have been thinking 
along the same lines. At any rate, we 
are reliably informed that the Gorky 
Street Perfume Shop, in Moscow, offers, 

  

in addition to such frisky scents as Ex- 
otic, Await Me, and White Nights, a 
haunting variety named Thirtieth An- 
niversary of the Red Army. 

INANCIAL candor over and 
above the call of S.E.C. regulations 

is uncommon, so we hail the action of 
Mr. Howard S. Cullman, the well- 
known theatrical angel, who, before 
sailing for Europe last week, made 
public his latest list of Broadway in- 
vestments. Mr. Cullman gave the 
Herald Tribune a frank description of 
a portfolio of six forthcoming shows in 
which he has an interest. The Herald 
Tribune observed that he and Mrs. 
Cullman were going abroad “to study 
plays in London, Paris, and Rome.” 
‘We hope that this revelation will serve 
as a precedent and that in the future 
Morgan and Kuhn, Loeb bigwigs, sail- 
ing to pursue their Continental financial 
studies, will convey to reporters their 
commitments in such capital capital-risk 
ventures as Kansas City Southern Rail- 
way and Climax Molybdenum. In fact, 
we hope that the idea will be carried a 
step farther by Mr. Cullman himself, 

whose theatrical holdings are only a 
fraction of his properties, and that 
he will let the public in on everything he 
owns. We have one small, captious ob- 
servation to make. Mr. Cullman actual- 
ly invests in plays through Cullman 
Brothers, Inc., a tobacco firm owned 
almost wholly by him and his elder 
brother Joseph. Mr. Joseph Cullman 
owns approximately sixty per cent of the 
company, Mr. Howard Cullman ap- 
proximately forty, so the Cullman in- 
terest in the plays listed by the Tribune 
is largely the former's. How about 
some credit for Brother Joe, a relatively 
unsung tobacco magnate, languishing 
behind his cigars, yearning, we have 
no doubt, for a smidgen of Broadway 
glamour? 

The End 

E were among those invited to 
the Hayden Planetarium one eve- 

ning last week to attend an end-of-the- 
world party at eleven and the end of 
the world at twelve. We arrived to find 
a hundred or so guests, among them 
a considerable number of reporters, 
drinking Scotch and eating minced-ham 
sandwiches in the Copernican Room, 
and speculating, as journalists will, on 
the nature of man’s eventual exit. An 
expert from the Times was leading a 
discussion about what everyone present 
would be apt to be doing if the world 
were really to end in an hour, which 
we figured is just what a Times man 
would be doing if the world were really 
to end in an hour. Mr. Robert R. 
Coles, associate curator, who was to 
be the lecturer of the evening, told us 
that the Planetarium suspended the 
show during the war period. “People 
had enough to worry about without 
fretting over when the world was going 
to end, or how,” he said. “Lately, 
though, we’ve had so many requests 
from people—nice, cheerful peaple—to 
see the five cosmic catastrophes by which 

we think the world might end that 
we've revived the show, with additional 
effects. We're running it through July 
and August. This is a special pre- 
view, which accounts for the ungodly 
hour.” “I believe we should all go down 
drinking,” a young lady said to the 
Times man, gallantly raising her glass. 
“This is not the Titanic,” said the 

Times man coldly. 
Coles said that the Planetarium al- 

ways got a packet of letters from re- 
ligious people whenever it put on the 
end-of-the-world show before the war, 
and undoubtedly would get them again. 
“They complain that the Bible has al- 
ready defined the end of the world and 
that we're just wasting our time,” he 
continued. “We write back that our 

interest is scientific, not religious.” The 
sun in the ceiling of the Copernican 
Room winked out, and the party headed 
upstairs for the main chamber of the 
Planetarium. As we sat down, canned 
music of remarkable violence—bits of 
Stravinsky, bits of Wagner—was rising 
to a feverish pitch. Coles’ voice came 
from an amplifier: “In all probability, 
the world will not end for billions of 
years. In theory, however, all but one 
of the possible catastrophes that we’re 
going to show you tonight could occur 
at this very minute.” With our head 
tilted back, we watched the sun explode, 

 — 
‘ 1K HOE 
       
       

  

raining down streaks of burning gas and 
turning the New York skyline, which 
rimmed the doomed heavens, into flam- 
ing ruins. “The explosion of the sun 
would consume the earth instantly or 
turn it into gas,” Coles said, and then 
asked the audience to imagine next 
that it was looking at the earth from a 
point millions of miles out in space. A 
comet shot up, and pouf! went the speck
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THE WRITING PUBLIC 

... The accusation is too preposterous to dignify with a reply of any sort. Iam 
not a member of the Communist Party and have never been a member of the 
Communist Party. Nor have I ever followed the line of that Party or belonged to 
any organizations ‘fronting’ for it. The principles that have guided my life . . 

that represented the earth. “In the case 
of a comet,” Coles said, “we’d be sure 
to know all about it years in advance. 
Another catastrophe would be for a 
star to flash into our solar system and 
bring this planet under its influence— 
kidnap the earth, in short.” “Dreadful 
business, kidnapping,” said a voice beside 

us, to the accompaniment of ice tinkling 
in a glass. “Of course, if the new star 
should hit our sun, the consequences 
would be at least as bad,” Coles went 
on, and proceeded briskly to the next 
disaster, which consisted of the moon’s 
falling toward the earth and eventually 
dissolving, with the result that enough 

tidal waves and volcanoes were set 
in motion to wipe out human life. 
Finally, Coles pointed out, the sun is 
bound to use up its last atom of energ 
sooner or later and cool into a sort of 
ghost sun, leaving the earth permanent- 
ly frozen. With this, the New York sky- 
Tine seemed, by some magic, to be cov- 

   

 



ered with ice, and snow to fall heavily 
and steadily from a cold, gray sky. The 
sun was only a faint, copper-colored 
disc. “Nothing that ever affects the earth 
and the sun could affect the stars and the 
universe as a whole,” Coles concluded. 
“The stars are too far away. By the end 
of the world, we mean only the end of 
life on earth.” “It’s a damned outrage!” 
said the man beside us. “We can’t even 
be Eskimos! I'm going to get another 
drink.” We followed him, through the 
oppressive murk of the falling snow. 
It wasn’t a fit night out for man nor 
beast. 

Straw in the Wind 

E are in receipt of a copy of a 
notice that graced the various 

bulletin boards of the Harvard Law 
School for several recent week: 

The Placement Office has available 
rough street maps of the Wall Street area 
of New York City. Copies may be had by 
calling at the Placement Office. 

  

Hitler Slept Here 

FTER reading extensively about 
the Grille, the vessel supposedly 

built as a yacht for Hitler and now for 
sale, we went down to the foot of Wall 
Street and had a look at her. She dis- 
places 3,840 tons and is 470 feet long. 
On the day of our call, she was festooned 
with flags, but she appeared rather taw- 
dry, nevertheless, for her white hull was 
streaked with rust and she had a gen- 
eral air of dishevelment about her. We 
made our way through a throng of 
sightseers, who had contributed fifty 
cents each to charity to get aboard, as- 
cended to the bridge, and found Captain 
H. E. Byng, a tall, gray, amiable Eng- 
lishman, who now commands the Grille. 
He advised us that he took over the ship 
three months ago at Beirut, in Lebanon. 
Her owner, a textile man named George 
Arida, functions as British vice-consul in 
Tripoli. She had been lying at Beirut, 
with a skeleton crew aboard, for six 
months. Her present company numbers 
sixty and includes 
Greeks, Egyptians, Pal- 
estinians, Rumanians, 
Russians, Germans, and 
one Cyprian. Com- 
municating with them 
is a major management 
problem. Captain Byng 
told us that the ship is 
as well fitted out with 
navigational equipment 
as a destroyer and steers 

by means of a trio of buttons—one to 
head her to starboard, another to head 

her to port, and the third to speed up 
the movement of the rudder when quick 
action is advisable. During the war, 
the Grille, which then had a comple- 
ment of two hundred and fifty men, 
was used first as a mine layer and then 
as a radio-direction base for submarines, 

sending out signals from a hideaway in 
the Norwegian fiords. 

Captain Byng summoned a steward 
and sent us on a tour of the ship. The 
steward led us promptly to the Fiihrer’s 
suite—a bleak, meagrely furnished lay- 
out consisting of a bedroom, with a nar- 
row berth; a small sitting room; and the 
sort of bathroom one finds in second- 
rate hotels—and then across the ship, 
past a couple of towering gentlemen in 
fezzes, who rather resembled a pair of 
lamps, to another suite, into which he 

ushered us with the words “Eva 
Braun.” It was as austere as the Fithrer’s 
quarters. We went on, through dining 
rooms that were none too impressive and 
a cocktail lounge with a gray, hemi- 
spherical bar, to the crew’s quarters, 
where we found some despondent sea- 
men loafing beside a sign adjuring them 
in English and French not to steal 
knives, forks, or food from the officers” 
mess. From one of this group we learned 
that the chief engineer had had a hand 
in building the Grille, and we made for 
his cabin. 

The chief engineer is a German 
named Emil Wessel. In an accent rich 
with gutturals, he informed us that the 
Grille was built in Hamburg, in 1935, 
by a firm that employed him as trial en- 
gineer. “She was what you call an exper- 
iment,” he said. “We must make the 
boiler that can go without much water. 
We are not like the English, who have 
many ports to go to. We must stay at 
sea a long time.” As a consequence of 

¢ little water, the Grille’s four boil- 
ers can generate a full head of steam in 
eighteen minutes. This and other novel 
features developed for the ship proved 
helpful later in the building of the Bis 
marck, until 1941 the most powerful 
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battleship afloat. We asked Wessel 
about the bar and the Eva Braun suite. 
He snorted. “No women come on a ship 
of the German Navy,” he said, “and 
the Leader was here only to think. What 
is a bar now was a junior officers’ mess.” 

When it was decided to send the 
Grille to the United States, Wessel was 
flown from Hamburg to Beirut, where 
he hired an assortment of German me- 
chanics—former tank drivers and the 
like—whom he found on the beach 
there. They're not naval men, but he 
manages. Running on only one of her 
two turbines, the ship averaged fifteen 
knots crossing from Beirut. With full 
power, she can make thirty-two to 
thirty-four knots. After bidding fare- 
well to Wessel, we returned to thank 
Captain Byng. We asked him where he 
was going from here, and he said, “I 
await my orders. Your guess is as good 
as mine.” 

Spot Pix 
HE city desk of the News got a 
call the other morning from an 

amateur photographer who said he had 
a picture of a traffic accident he'd like 
to sell. “Woman lying in the street, 
all banged up, and people crowding 
around,” he said. The News man asked 
him how he happened to get the shot. 
“Oh, T always carry a camera with me 
in the cab,” he said, “and when I hit 
this dame...” 

Rainproof, Planeproof 

ORK on the new, permanent 
Lewisohn Stadium building—a 

large outdoor stage with two three-story 
wings for offices, locker rooms, etc.— 
which started last September and was 
held up somewhat by delays in steel ship- 
ments, is just about finished (the stage is 
finished), and, we're happy to report, 
the first concert was given, as scheduled, 
on June 20th and went off without a 
hitch. The other morning, tagging a 
aroup of distinguished persons who had 

+ major hand in the planning of the 
building—Mrs. Charles 
Guggenheimer, chs 
woman of Stadium 
Concerts, Inc.; John 
Eberson, of John & 
Drew Eberson, the ar- 
chitects who designed 
the structure; Albert 
Morgan, Acting Direc- 
tor of the Division of 

Buildings of the Depart- 
ment of Public Works; 
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Harry Benson, field manager for Sta 
dium Concerts, Inc.; and Alexander 
Fisher, president of the Commercial 

Radio-Sound Corporation, which fur- 
nished the amplification system—we 
made a brief inspection of the premises, 
which we found fairly bustling with 
activity. Cement men were finishing the 
steps leading to the basement of the right 
wing, other men were hauling up buck- 
ets of tar to complete the waterproofing 
of the roof of the left wing, plumbers 
were soberly banging on pieces of pipe, 
electricians were sorting out wires, and, 
on the stage, the New York Philhar- 
monic-Symphony Orchestra was run- 
ning through a portion of the score of 
Stravinsky’s “Firebird,” under the spir- 
ited direction of Fritz Reiner. 

When we met Mrs. Guggenheimer, 
an carnest-looking gray-haired lady who 
was smoking a cigarette in a red-and- 
goldholder, sheand her companions were 
clustered about the steps leading up to 
the stage. We learned from her, above 
the music and the clatter of the work- 
men, that the funds for the construc- 
tion, which total five hundred thou- 

sand dollars, were put up by the city; 
that the building is two hundred and 
forty-five feet long, twenty-two feet 
wide, and sixty-two fect high at the cen- 
ter; that the stage is eighty feet wide, 
forty-cight fect deep, and twenty-nine 
feet high; and thar she is quite pleased 
with the whole thing. “Stadium Con- 
certs has been sponsoring concerts for 
thirty-one years,” she told us, remov- 

ing her cigarette from its holder and 
throwing it to the ground, “and this is 
the first time we’ve had a bandstand 

  

that didn’t shake like jelly whenever you 
set foot on it. Stamp on that, will you, 
please? One evening, just before a con- 
cert, the old wooden bandstand was hit 
by lightning, and Mayor LaGuardia 
and I had to rush around like crazy 
getting a new one ready in time.” 

Mr. Eberson rapidly pointed out a 
waterproof mulberry duck curtain that 
will be lowered in rainy weather to keep 
the orchestra members and their instru- 
ments from getting wet; a twenty-nine- 
foot-deep apron, made up of five steel- 
framed aluminum panels hinged to the 
stage, so that they can be raised and 
lowered in the manner of drawbridges; 
and three sixty-five-foot-long, four- 
foot-wide plywood maskings, which 
hang crosswise over the stage, one be- 
hind another. These can be manipulated 
like the slats of a Venetian blind to 
project the music out toward the au- 
dience at whatever angle is desir- 

able. “All of them innovations,” Mr. 
Eberson said. “Question of necessity. 
We have to have a large stage to seat 
the orchestra and to put on operas, but 
we also have to recognize that the Sta- 
dium is primarily an athletic field for 
C.C.N.Y. Well, we recognize it. The 
apron covers the school’s running track, 
so when the concert season ends, we 
pull it up, by winches. The underside is 
a scoreboard for their athletic events. 
Neat, ch?” “There are shutters on the 
windows of the building, so fly balls 
won’t bust them,” said Mr. Benson. 
“The waterproof curtain . . >” Mrs. G. 
said to Mr. Eberson. “Well,” said Mr. 
Eberson, “last scason it rained twenty- 
three days out of the forty that concerts 
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were supposed to be held.” “Every time 
it rains, Stadium Concerts loses money,” 
Mrs. G. said. “So with this curtain the 
orchestra can keep going. If it’s not 
raining too hard, the audience can sit it 
out.” “They’ll hear a mixture of sound 
through the amplifiers and the curtain,” 
explained Mr. Fisher. “We've got fif- 
teen mikes placed around the stage and 
near the footlights. We've got a man 
stationed in a control box at the top of 
the back of the Stadium. He'll have a 
music score and he’ll hear the music 
as the audience hears it. If the basses 
are coming through too loud, he’ll be 
able to tone "em down. If the audience 
is breathing too hard or clinking Coke 
bottles, he’ll turn the sound up. It’s 
planeproof, too, this system. If he hears 
a plane coming over, up goes the sound.” 
“Fritz Reiner was so delighted with the 
rooms for conductors, orchestra men, 

soloists, and whatnot inside the wings 
that he wanted to set up a cot in one 
of them and sleep there,” said Mr. 
Morgan. “The television facilities . . .” 
wid Mrs. G., pressing a cigarette into 
her holder. “Well...” said Mr. Eber- 
son. 

  

  

     

Interruption 

“IT HANK goodness school is over!” 
this urchin said to another ur- 

chin. “It kills my whole day.” 

The Old Is New 

MBUED with a naturalist’s healthy 
curiosity, our man Stanley availed 

himself of an opportunity a short while 
ago to attend a late-eve- 
ning rehearsal of Olsen 
and Johnson’s “Funza- 
poppin,” which it is the 
intention of those con- 
cerned to present eight 
times a week in Madison 
Square Garden for the 
next month or so, and 
which he had been told 
was chockablock with ani- 
mals of all kinds, includ- 

ing several far from 
their native habitat. He 
returned toward noon the 
next morning, wide-eyed 
and with a couple of pow- 
der burns on his coat, and 
submitted the following 
report: 

“Figured splendid 
chance to see how polar 
bears and penguins hit it 
off. North Pole, South 
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Pole. Penguins snobs or 
troupers? How they like 
the heat? On arrival, went 

behind huge stage at one 
end of arena to hunt, in 
dim light, for animal train 
er. Found tall man who 

said he was property mas- 
ter and what did T want? 
Replied, ‘Want to sce the 
penguins. How they like 
the heat?” “Bless you,” man 
said. ‘We have no pen- 
guins. Just little people 
dressed up in cloth suits 
to look like penguins” 
Asked about polar bears. 
“This not the zoo, said 
man. ‘Only polar bear in 
show is man dressed up 
like polar bear. Only go- 
rilla is man dressed up like 
gorilla. Got a pig, though, 
some rabbits, a mouse, and 
2 goose. That is, we had 
a goose. Whitey. But after 

the television show last 
night he was supposed to 
have his picture shot, and 
he disappeared completely. 
Only way he'd eat was 
from my hand. Tempera- 
mental.” Man pointed out 
cow lying in midst of 
some trunks. ‘Stuffed,’ he 
said. ‘We'll have to get new one every 
little while. Drops from height of thirty- 
five feet every show.” Man pointed out 
wooden box full of felt ducks, then 

plaster-of-Paris horse, gorilla suit, mon- 
key suits. ‘For the little people,” he 

said. Asked him where the pig was. 
‘Downstairs,’ he said. ‘But he doesn’t 

like anybody around.’ 
“Walked to front of set. Lady 

standing at microphone in middle of 
aisle hollering at chorus line, ‘Pick ’em 

up, pick ’em up!’ Lady blew whis- 
tle. Olsen and Johnson a few feet away 
getting picture shot. Tiny blond lady 

perched on Olsen’s shoulder. One of 
little people, probably. Fullsized lady 
asked if I wanted to meet O. and J. 

Nodded. When photographer finished, 
got introduced. Olsen medium-sized, 
gray-haired, tan coat, gray pants. John- 

son short, gray-haired, blue shirt, gray 
pants, smoking cigar. Excited man came 
up, buttonholed Olsen, asked where 

should he drop rat from. ‘From the sec- 

ondbalcony,’said Olsen. Johnson agreed 
eagerly. “That’s how we work things,” 
Olsen said. ‘Surprise, incongruity. Basis 
of all humor.” ‘Bedrock,’ Johnson said. 
‘We have a library of fifteen thousand 
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«Ips O.K. on nitrates, phosphorus, potash, and lime. My guess 

is we've got a boron deficiency.” 

books on humor going back to the be- 
ginning of time,” Olsen said. ‘What 
was good eight hundred years ago is 
good today.” ‘A gag file of half a mil- 
Tion gags,” Johnson said. Another man 
came up, asked if he should drop the 
spider. Johnson said, ‘Go ahead.” He 
pointed out huge red-and-black spidery 
creature hanging from roof. Lights 
went down suddenly, and spider plum- 
meted onto people sitting watching re- 
hearsal. They screamed and knocked 
over chairs. Olsen and Johnson fell on 
each others shoulders laughing. Lady 
screamed on stage. “Testing the air 
hose for the Funtime period, before the 
show starts,” Olsen said when breath re- 

covered. ‘What was good for Aristoph- 

anes is good for New York.” Pounded 
his fist into his hand. “The old is new 
and the new is old.” ‘Old as the hills,’ 
Johnson said, nodding. “Time to do the 
bedlam number. - Excuse me.” ‘What 

we found,” Olsen said, Gs in a place 
this size we got to forget subtlety to 

make the gag clear. Where a pistol 
would do in the Winter Garden, here 
we got to use a shotgun. Instead of 
one monkey, we got to use six. Instead 
of one bag of feathers falling all over 

everybody, a dozen bags’ Johnson 
shouted into microphone, waving arms, 

“Gorgeous George, over here! News- 
paper hawker, over here! Baron Hop- 
per, over this way!” Man loomed up 
carrying large shotgun. (Baron Hop- 
per?) ‘All 1 want to do is see New 
Zealand before 1 die, he said, and 
shot off shotgun. Olsen jumped. 
Johnson jumped. I jumped. ‘No mat- 
ter how many times you hear a gun- 

shot, you always jump,” Johnson said. 
‘Foundation of all humor.” Man started 
to reload shotgun. I beat it.” 

Urban 

FTER many tries, a lady who 
spends her summers in Vermont 

persuaded her college roommate, now 
a busy New York carcer woman, to 
come up for a few days. The very first 
morning, her guest indicated an appre- 
ciation of rural life. She announced 

when she came down to breakfast that 

she'd just seen a darling little bird, 
perched right outside her window. 
Asked what kind of bird it was, she 

couldn’t be sure—some kind of mink- 
colored bird, she said.
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CLOUDLAND REVISITED 
GREAT ACHES FROM LITTLE BOUDOIRS GROW 

HENEVER I stretch out be- 
W fore my incinerator, church- 

warden in hand, and, staring 
reflectively into the dying embers, take 
inventory of my mottled past, I inevita- 
bly hark back to a period, in the spring 
of 1926, that in many ways was the 
most romantic of my life. I was, in that 
turbulent and frisky epoch, an artist, of 
sorts, specializing in neo-primitive wood- 
cuts of a heavily waggish nature that 
appeared with chilling infrequency in a 
moribund comic magazine. It was a 
hard dollar, but it allowed me to stay in 
bed until noon, and I was able to get by 
with half as many haircuts as my con- 
ventional friends above Fourteenth 
Street. My atelier was a second-floor 
rear bedroom in 2 handsome mansion on 
West Ninth Street, temporarily let out 
to respectable bachelors during the own- 
er’s absence abroad. In this sunny and 
reposeful chamber, I had set up my 
modest possessions: the draftsman’s table 
and tools of my trade; a rack of costly 
Dunhills T never smoked; and a lamp 
made of a gigantic bottle, formerly an 
acid carboy, and trimmed with an 
opaque parchment shade that effectively 
blanketed any light it gave. After pin- 
ning up a fast batik or two, I lent further 
tone to the premises by shrouding the 
ceiling fixture with one of those prickly, 
polyhedral glass lampshades esteemed in 
the Village, a lethal contraption that was 
forever gouging furrows in my scalp. Tt 
met its Waterloo the evening a young 
person from the “Garrick Gaieties,” in 
a corybantic mood, swung into a cancan 
and executed a kick worthy of La 
Goulue. The crash is said to have been 
audible in Romany Marie’s, six blocks 
away. 

I had not been installed in my dig- 
gings very long before I found that they 
were not ideally suited to provide the 
tranquillity Thad hoped for. My windows 
overlooked a refuge for unwed mothers 
operated by the Florence Crittenton 
League, and almost every morning be- 
tween four and six the wail of newborn 
infants reverberated from the chimney 
pots. Occasionally, of an afternoon, I 
beheld one of the ill-starred girls on the 
roof, scowling at me in what I inter- 
preted as an accusatory manner, and al- 
though I had in no way contributed to 
her downfall, I was forced to draw the 
blinds before I could regain a measure 
of composure. Far more disturbing, 
however, was the behavior of the clien- 
tele attracted by the tenant of the studio 
above mine, a fashionable Austrian por- 

trait painter. This worthy, a fraudulent 
dauber who had parlayed an aptitude 
for copying Boldini and Philip de Laszlo 
into an income of six figures, was the 
current Wunderkind of Park Avenue; 
the socially prominent streamed to his 
dais like pilgrims to the Kaaba, in Mec- 
ca. The curb in front of the house was 
always choked with sleek, custom-built 
Panhards and Fiats, and hordes of rav- 
ishing ladies, enveloped in sables and 
redolent of patchouli, ceaselessly surged 
past my door. What with the squeals 
and giggles that floated down from the 
upper landing, the smack of garters 
playfully snapped, and pretty objurga- 
tions stifled by kisses, I was in such a 
constant state of cacoéthes that I shrank 
to welterweight in a fortnight. 

It would be unfair, though, to hold 
the painter entirely culpable for my con- 
dition; a good share of it was caused by 
a novel I was bewitched with at the 
time— Maxwell Bodenheim’s “Replen- 
ishing Jessica.” Its publication, it will 
be recalled, aroused a major scandal, 
hardly surpassed by “Lady Chatterley’ 
Lover.” Determined efforts were made 
to suppress it, and it eventually gave 
rise to Jimmy Walker’s celebrated dic- 
tum that no girl has ever been seduced 
by a book. Whether the mot was con- 
firmed by medical testimony, I cannot 
remember, but in one immature reader, 
at least, “Replenishing Jessica” created 
all the symptoms of breakbone fever. So 
much so, in fact, that prior to a nostalgic 
reunion with it several days ago, I 
fortified myself with a half grain of 
codeine. I need not have bothered. 
Time, the great analgesic, had fore- 
stalled me. 

TT call the pattern of Mr. Boden- 
heim’s story simple would be like 

referring to St. Peter’s as roomy or Lake 
Huron as moist; “elementary” sums it 
up rather more succinctly. Condensed 
to its essence, “Replenishing Jessica” is 
an odyssey of the bedtime hazards of a 
young lady of fashion bent on exploring 
her potentialities. Jessica Maringold is 
the twenty-three-year-old daughter of a 
real-estate millionaire, willful, perverse, 
alternately racked by an impulse to bun- 
dle and a hankering for the arts. With- 
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out any tedious preliminaries, she 
weighs in on the very first page perched 
on a piano bench near a stockbroker 
named Theodore Purrel, for whom she 
is playing “one of Satic’s light affairs.” 
“She was a little above medium height, 
with a body that was quite plump be- 
tween the hips and upper thighs,” the 
author recounts, exhibiting a gusto for 
anatomical detail that often threatens 
to swamp his narrative. Purrel re- 
ceives a similarly severe appraisal: “He 
was a tall man, just above thirty years, 
and he had the body of an athlete 
beginning to deteriorate—the first sign 
of a paunch and too much fat on his 
legs.” With all this lard in proximity, 
it is preordained that high jinks will 
ensue, and they do—cataclysmically. 
“His fingers enveloped the fullness of 
her breasts quite as a boy grasps soap 
bubbles and marvels at their intact re- 
sistance.” The soap bubbles T grasped 
as a boy were not distinguished for 
their elasticity, but they may have been 
more resilient in Mr. Bodenheim’s 
youth. Meanwhile, during these gym- 
nastics Jessica surrenders herself to 
typically girlish musings. “She remem- 
bered the one night in which she had 
given herself to him. . . . She knew that 
Purrel would grasp her, and she re- 
flected on some way of merrily repulsing 
him, such as pulling his tie, wrenching 
his nose, tickling his ears.” Unluckily, 
the delaying action had been futile, and 
Purrel managed to exact his tribute. 
Now, however, he impresses her as a 
dull, self-confident libertine, an esti- 
mate borne out by his Philistine rejec- 
tion of her intellect: “I wish you'd give 
this mind stuff a rest. . . . It doesn’t take 
much brains to smear a little paint on 
canvas and knock around with a bunch 
of long-haired muss. . . . T may not be 
aworld-beater but I’ve run up a fat bank 
account in the last eight years and you 
can’t do that on an empty head.” The 
struggle between Theodore’ animal ap- 
peal and Jessica’s spiritual nature is re- 
solved fortuitously. “The frame of the 
piano, below the keys, was pressing into 
her lower spine, Tike an absurd remon- 
strance that made her mood prosaic in 
the passing of a second,” Bodenhcim 
explains, adding with magisterial por- 
tentousness, “The greatest love can be 
turned in a thrice [sic] to the silliest of 
frauds by a breaking chair, or the pro- 
longed creaking of a couch.” When the 
lust has blown away, Jessica is safe in her 
bedroom and her admirer presumably 
on his way to a cold shower. “Purrel felt 
feverish and thwarted without knowing 
why,” says the text, though any rea- 
sonably alert chimpanzee of three could 
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have furnished him a work- 

ing hypothesis. 
Jessica’s next sexual skir- 

mish takes place at twilight 

the following afternoon, in 
the studio of Kurt Salburg, 
a dour Alsatian painter who 
addresses her as “Lichchen” 
and subjects her virtue, or 
what's left of it, to a coarse, 

Teutonic onslaught. His 
brutal importunities, unac- 
companied by the slightest 

appeal to her soul, provdke 

her into withholding her 
favors, but she confers them 
a scant twenty-four hours 

later on Sydney Levine, a 
masterful criminal lawyer, 
who requisitions them in the 

terse, direct fashion of an 
Army quartermaster order- 

ing sixty bags of mule feed. 
“I have wanted you for six 
months,” Levine tells her. “I 
have no lies or romantic pre- 
tenses to give you. My love 

for you is entirely physical, 
and nothing except complete 

possession will satisfy it. . . . 
From now on, it would be 
impossible to control myself 
in your presence, and it will 
have to be everything or 
nothing.” Their romp leaves 
Jessica remorseful and more 
frustrated than ever. Es- 

chewing the opposite sex for 
three weeks, she stays glued 

to her easel, creating futuris- 

tic pictures apropos of which 

the author observes, “She 
had a moderate talent for 

painting.” The sample he 
describes would appear to 
permit some room for dis- 
cussion: ‘“...two lavender 

pineapples, placed on each 
side of a slender, black and 
white vase, all of the articles 

standing on a dark red table 
that seemed about to fall on * 
the cerise floor.” Of course, there is al- 
ways the possibility that Mr. Bodenheim 

is being sardonic, just as there is al- 
ways the possibility that the Princess Igor 

Troubetzkoy is planning to leave me 

her stock in the five-and-ten-cent stores. 

Ostensibly purified by her joust with 
the Muse, Jessica now retreads her 
steps to Salburg’s studio to bedevil him 
a bit further. This time the lecherous 

Alsatian uses a foxier gambit to achieve 

his ends. He employs the infantile, or 
blubber-mouth, approach. “If you 
should refuse me now, I would never 
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“My prediction of last Sunday night that my prediction of a 

major resignation in the State Department would be denied 

has proven one-hundred-per-cent correct.” 

live again,’ he said, in a low voice. 
“Never, never ...I am helpless and 
frightened, Jessica” His words had a 

defenceless quiver that could not be dis- 
believed. . . . A disrobed and frantic boy 

was speaking his fear that she might 
whip his naked breast.” Following a 
rough-and-tumble interlude, the par- 

ticipants spend the evening at a Nachtlo- 
kal with Purrel, whom Jessica pits 
against Salburg to keep things hum- 
ming. In the resulting scrimmage, the 
stockbroker draws first claret; Jessica 

is repelled by the artist’s craven behavior 

and, dismissing her flames as bullies and 
cowards, decides to pop over to Europe 
and see what beaux are available in 

England. There is a vignette of her, 
aboard ship, calculated to awake tender 
memories in the older girls: “She was 

dressed in dark purple organdy with 
white rosettes at the waist, stockings 
and shoes of the same purple hue, a 
long, thin cape of white velvet, and a 

pale straw turban trimmed with black 
satin.” It is a coincidence worth re- 

cording that the young person from the 

“Garrick Gaieties” referred to earlier  



  

“Mr. Humphries, how do you high-pressure somebody?” 

wore exactly this costume when she 
danced the cancan in my web. Nat- 
urally, she removed the long, thin cape 
of white velvet to facilitate her kick at 
the lamp, but in every other respect her 
ensemble was identical. Sort of spooky, 
when you come to think of it. 

AVING installed herself in an 
apartment in Chelsea, Jessica 

plunges intrepidly into the bohemian 
whirl of London, keeping a weather 
eye out for brainy males. At the 1919 
Club, a rendezvous so named “in com- 
memoration of a Russian revolution” — 
an aside that pricks your curiosity as to 
which one the author means—she en- 
counters four. They are (disguised 
under impenetrable pseudonyms) Ram- 
say MacDonald, the Sitwell brothers, 
and Aldous Huxley, but, regrettable to 

, no pyrotechnics of note occur. At 
last, the situation brightens. One eve- 
ning, Jessica finds herself in her flat 
discussing Havelock Ellis with a person- 
able ex-officer named Robert Cham- 
berlain, “. .. and during the course of 
the talk Jessica partly unloosened her 
heliotrope blouse because of the warm- 
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ness of the room, and sprawled at ease 
on a couch without a thought of sensual 
invitation.” Innocent as the gesture is, 
Chamberlain, in his crass, masculine 
way, misconstrues it. “His confidently 
thoughtful mood was shattered, and for 
the first time he looked steadily at the 
tapering, disciplined curve of her legs, 
slowly losing their plumpness as their 
lines fell to her ankles, and half revealed 
by her raised, white skirt; and the slop- 
ing narrowness of her shoulders, and 
her small-lipped, impishly not quite 
round face that was glinting and ten- 
uous in the moderated light of the 
room.” But the foregoing is merely a 
feint on Bodenheim’s part, and two 
months of interminable palaver are 
necessary before his creatures coalesce to 
make great music. The slow buildup 
plainly does much to intensify Chamber- 
lain’s fervor: “His mind changed to a 
fire that burned without glowing—a 
black heat—and his emotions were 
dervishes.” Once the pair wind up in 
the percale division, the same old sense 
of disillusion begins gnawing at Jessica. 
A week of stormy bliss and she is off to 
New York again, hastily sandwiching 

   

in a last-minute affair with Joseph 
Israel, a London real-estate broker. 

The concluding fifty pages of “Re- 
plenishing Jessica” cover a span of ap- 
proximately six years and vibrate with 
the tension of high-speed oatmeal. Jes- 
sica passes through a succession of lovers 
(including poets, musical-comedy stars, 
and other migratory workers), marries 
and discards Purrel, and inherits four 
million dollars, zestfully described as 
composed of real estate, bonds, and cash. 
(Offhand, I cannot recall another novel 
in which the scarlet threads of sex and 
real estate are so inextricably inter- 
woven. It’s like a union of Fanny Hill 
and Bing & Bing.) All these stimulat- 
ing experiences, nevertheless, are no 
more than “a few snatchings at stars 

  

“that turned out to be cloth ones sewed 
to the blue top of a circus tent,” though 
one suspects a handful of the spangles 
may have been negotiable, Tired of 
drifting about the capitals of Europe 
and unable to find a mate who offers 
the ideal blend of sensuality and savvy, 
she devotes herself to teaching children 
to paint at an East Side settlement house. 
Here, among the burgeoning lavender 
pineapples, she meets a saintly, partial 
ly deformed type given to reading 
Flaubert and writing aesthetic critiques. 
His luxuriant brown beard, exalted eyes, 
and general Dostoevskian halo augur 
well, and as the fiyleaves loom, Jessica’s 
saga ends with an clegiac quaver rem- 
iniscent of a Jesse Crawford organ solo. 

  

  

ERY book of consequence ulti- 
mately produces lesser works that 

bear its influence, and “Replenishing 
Jessica” is no exception. As collateral 
reading, I can recommend a small semi- 
scientific monograph I myself recently 
helped to prepare. It concerns itself with 
the peculiar interaction of codeine and 
ennui on a white hysteroid male of 
forty-four exposed to a bookful of erotic 
fancies. Unlike the average hypnotic 
subject, the central character was fully 
conscious at all times, even while asleep. 
He ate a banana, flung the skin out of 
the window, flung the book after the 
skin, and was with difficulty restrained 
from following. It sounds technical but 
it really isn’t. It’s an absorbing docu- 
ment, and above all it’s as clean as a 
whistle. Not a single bit of smooching 
in it from start to finish. I made certain 
of that. —S. J. PERELMAN 

  

He made his discovery while digging for 
quarts near one of his bogs—Boston 
Traveler. 

Or were they fifths?



TIME IS A STREAM 
UNICE, her daughter, had a way 
of quoting “If it were done when 
’tis done, then ’twere well it were 

done quickly,” but not, Mrs. Throck- 
morton noticed, if it were Eunice who 
had to do it. Old Mrs. Throckmorton 
disliked the quotation in any case—to 
her, it sounded like a quip, and she dis- 
liked all quips—bu for Eunice to say it 
now was cruel. The only possible way to 
do this—Eunice would have called it a 
business, but to old Mrs. Throckmorton 
it was a breaking, a tearing apart—the 
only way for her was to do it slowly, so 
that the tear could be made little by 
little and the living tissue be given time 
to heal itself. Mrs. Throckmorton’s lips 
were firm and disagreeable, but her 
soul was rocked, and she shrank and 
trembled. 

Standing in the drawing room, where 
the packing cases were already full, with 
her finger she touched the peacock- 
feather fan that Eunice had taken, with 
other things to be sold, out of the cabi- 
net. The fan should have stayed in the 
cabinet, where its colors had remained 
rich and brilliantly tender for years— 
‘“‘years that the locust hath eaten, but 
they hath not eaten the feathers,” said 
Mrs. Throckmorton. 

“Locusts can’t be figurative and actu- 
al,” said Eunice, in her crisp, sure young 
voice. 

Eunice was sensible, ruthlessly sensi- 
ble. You could be ruthlessly sensible, 
Mrs. Throckmorton thought, if you 
had a short nose; with a long nose it 
was not endearing. Eunice’s nose was 
slightly long, it was a Dunbar nose. 
Mrs. Throckmorton’s mother-in-law 
had been a Dunbar. Eunice was a thor- 
ough Dunbar. Sometimes Mrs. Throck- 
morton could not help wishing that 
Damaris had been able to come, or the 
more gentle Anne, but Eunice had no 
children, and Eunice, of course, was 
such an excellent manager; she man- 
aged her husband (whom Mrs. Throck- 
morton often thought of as poor Tom) 
so that she was always free to get away. 
Eunice was to take Mrs. Throckmorton 
to the hotel in London and stay with her 
for a few days and find somewhere 
for her to settle. Mrs. Throckmorton 
sighed. 

The fan had been brought back to 
England from—India? China? Java? 
Anyway, from far jungles, where the 
peacock had flown alive and wild. Now 
it was transmuted into a fan, and the fan 
had outlasted the peacock. Uncle Mc- 
leod had brought it home. “Your Great- 
Uncle Mcleod,” she told Eunice now, 

though she had told her this many times 
before. There was always a Mcleod, as 
there were always a Eustace, a Eunice, a 

Damaris, and an Anne. “That is Uncle 
Mcleod, in the Benjamin West—with 
the white frilled trousers, holding the 
hoop. Where is the Benjamin West?” 

“Packed,” said Eunice. She hid a lit- 
tle yawn as she pushed in the straw of 
the last big case. “This will be all to 
go tomorrow,” she said. 

Mrs. Throckmorton did not see Un- 
cle Mcleod as the little boy in the pic- 
ture. She saw him in the dining-room 
chair where he had sat when she was 
first brought in by her husband to shake 
hands with him. His head was bent; the 
creases of his chin went into his cravat. 
Cravat! I must be very old, thought 
Mrs. Throckmorton, but it was a cra- 
vat. The cravat was white, like the 
frilled trousers, but glossy; the chin full 
and flesh pink—the pink of an Ophelia 
rose. She could still see him clearly; he 
seemed far more alive than Eunice, with 
her neat, mouse-colored head, clear, 
blue eyes, and quick, clearing-away 
hands. Mrs. Throckmorton drew a 
feather, with its deep eye, slowly 
through her fingers; the eye stared up 
at her. She sighed and put the fan back 
in the cabinet. 

“Mother, you have put that fan away 
again!” 

“Yes, Eunice.” 
“As fast as I sort things out, you 

muddle them up. You know all ‘the 
things in the cabinet are to 

be sold. We decided that. 
You can’t keep 
thing.” 

“No,” said Mrs. Throck- 
morton slowly. 

“You will be far more 
free,” argued Eunice. 

“I do not wish to be free,” 
said Mrs. Throckmorton. 
was still as deep as a bell. 

“You know very well—" began 
Eunice, but Mrs. Throckmorton inter- 
rupted her, 

“One does not wish to be free of 
one’s house,” she said in her bell voice. 
“Not even in this generation.” 

every- 

Her voice 

T was, Mrs. Throckmorton ac- 
knowledged with pride, a big house. 

Its lines of windows reflected the day 
as they reflected morning and evening, 
the passing of night, sunrise and sun- 
set; through the panes, the light, fil- 
tered green from the elms, fell on the 
floor and washed the walls; through 
the panes you looked out at elms 
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where the rooks built, at fields, flocks, 
and quiet gray walls. In front of the 
house was a ha-ha; she remembered 
writing that to her mother in her first 
letter from the house. What is a ha-ha? 
A sunk fence with a ditch, to separate 
lawns from fields. “Our parkland is 
green fields,” she had written to her 
mother, “with elms and chestnut trees.” 
There were nuts, too, in the lanes, from 
the hazels, she wrote, and “at night the 
moon and the smell of country rise over 
the fields; sometimes a white cat, gone 
hunting, slinks by the new-mown hay; 
there are white lilacs in the garden and 
magnolias against the wall. . . .” 

At first, she had not liked the mag- 
nolias. “Why not, my love?” Eustace 
had asked. “They seem—they seem to 
eat the house,” she said. He spoke of 
the grace of the magnolias in the Japa- 
nese painting in the study. “Japanese 
painters etherealize,” she had said. 
“These magnolias are real.” She had 
grown to like the magnolias. Now, in 
the years, they had reached the roof. 
The chimneys were tall, clear, and 
strong, and their smoke rose, or did not 

rise, giving a message to the neigh- 
borhood. “We look to the big house,” 
the people used to say. They would 
not say that now. Mrs. Throckmorton 
sighed. The swallows flew back and 
built under the eaves of the house every 
year. They would still do that. The 
house would not change—for the 
swallows. 

“Mother, you are looking white. You 
should go and lie down.” Eunice opened 

the cabinet door to take out 
the fan. 

“Eunice, I beg of you, 
leave that fan where it is— 
for today.” 

“Why not get it done?” 
asked Eunice sensibly. She 
laid her hand, not unkindly 
but firmly, on her mother’s 

shoulder; through the gray dress, she 
could feel how its bones were hunched 
and bent; they increased her firmness. 
“You must accept this, Mother.” 

“I do.” Mrs. Throckmorton’s voice 
could be harsh as well as deep—dis- 
agreeable to hear. Eunice winced, but 
she stroked her mother’s shoulder. They 
were nearer in that moment than they 
had been all this time. The older wom- 
an seemed to sink and sway, as if an 
eddy had caught her under her daugh- 
ter’s hand. “I do,” she said, as if she 
gasped, and then she came up for breath. 
“I do, but you can’t expect me to— 
to—" “Enjoy it,” she had meant to 
say, but what she said was “endure it.” 

“Well, then, as we have to have
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this tooth out, let’s have it out quick- 
ly.” Eunice sprang away, and her voice 
was gay, as if this determination were 
refreshing, but Mrs. Throckmorton re- 
fused to be refreshed. 

“It is not a tooth,” she said. “It is 
a house.” 

“Oh, Mother!” said Eunice, irri- 
tated. “We know all that. Do you 
think Damaris and Anne and I haven’t 
feltit? Butweknow ithastobe. Then do 
it. “If it were done when ’tis done—"” 

“Eunice!” Mrs. Throckmorton 
thundered. Then her voice broke. She 
was silent, trembling. At last, she was 

able to say, “I will not have these . . . 
quips thrown at my head.” 

“It may be a quip, but it’s true.” 
“If IT wanted to use words,” said 

Mrs. Throckmorton bitterly, “I should 
find something as true—true but not 
wounding.” 

“Then, what?” 
“There are—other quotations.” 
“Name one,” said Eunice tri- 

umphantly. She knew, and Mrs. 
Throckmorton knew she knew, that her 
mother’s weakness was that she was 
vague; even for Eustace she had not 
been able to achieve accuracy and clarity 
in the clear-tongued, clear-eyed, clear- 

brained way he had given to the girls. 
Young Eustace—Stacey, they called 
him—had been the same as she. He had 
understood. But Stacey was dead— dead 
at Dunkirk; he had known what she 
could not explain, that in her misty, grop- 
ing slowness she was nearer to truth. 
“Yes, Stacey was the most truthful of 
my children,” old Mrs. Throckmorton 
had once said. Now tears pricked the 
thin lids of her eyes. How could she be 
clear when she dreaded this clear- 
ness? She was too riddled (“muddled,” 
Eunice, Eustace, and the girls would 
have said, but “riddled” was more true), 
riddled with experience, with facts and 
thoughts, truths, half truths, light, half 
light, whispered, caught allusions, dread- 
ful, shouted facts. How do they expect 
me to be clear? I know too much, 
thought old Mrs. Throckmorton. 

From where she stood, she could hear 
the rooks. The boys—generations of 
Eustaces and Mecleods—had heard 
them in their frocks. The first Eustace 
had married a Dunbar and handed on 
her nose to his children. Her own Eus- 
tace had stood there, and her children— 
Stacey and Funice, Damaris and 
Anne—had stond at the nursery win- 
dow to watch the swallows come, the 
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rooks build, each spring. “We ate rook 
pie,” said Mrs. Throckmorton, speak- 
ing her thoughts aloud. She traced the 
edge of the cabinet—its inlay of scrolls 
and winding vine leaves. “Only the 
backs, of course. You only eat the backs 
of rooks.” 

She looked up and caught her daugh- 
ter’s eye. Eunice was smiling. “Name 
one,” said Eunice again. 

OMETHING snapped in Mrs. 
Throckmorton’s eyes. It seemed to 

Eunice that her mother’s eyes were sud- 
denly clear; usually, to Eunice, they 
were slow, saurian, ugly eyes. Mrs. 
Throckmorton looked at the bookcase, 
walked straight across to it, and took out 
a book. It was a small, rubbed volume. 
She looked at the title—“The Thoughts 
of Marcus Aurelius Antoninus.” That 
conveyed nothing to her, but she opened 
it and ran her finger down the page and 
stopped. 

“Well? What is it?” asked Eunice, 
half mocking, half impressed. 

‘The words looked up at old Mrs. 
Throckmorton from the page, and if 
the quip had stung her, these words cut. 

“Well? Read it,” said Eunice. “Read 
2. 

Mrs. Throckmorton read in a whis- 
per, “Time is a rushing torrent, a 
stream, fed by life and its changes. One 
thing swims into sight and is swept away, 
another comes fleeting past—’ No! said 
Mrs. Throckmorton fiercely. “No! 
That isn’t what I meant. No!” She 
hastily turned the pages, trying to sweep 
it away. “No!” But where her finger 
came to rest, the words faced her again: 
““In this stream, wherein there is no 
abiding . . >” Mrs, Throckmorton was 
silent. She closed her eyes, not to let 
Eunice see how the words had wounded 
her. 

“But how beautiful! How strange!” 
said Eunice in a changed, quiet voice. 
“In this . . . wherein there is no abid- 
ing... But it fits!” 

“It fits,” said her mother harshly, and 
she threw off her daughter’s arm. 

It was true. Like water seeping up 
through the floors, through cracks in the 
walls, through small holes and chinks, 
the stream had come: the first war; then 
Eustace dying; then selling off the land, 
bit by bit, to pay; the girls marrying and 
going to their new homes; the second 
war, and Stacey killed; and all the time 
money growing less and less, repairs left 
undone, costs rising. “You will have to 
give it up, Mother,” the girls had said. 

“I shall never give it up 
“It’s ridiculous, your living here all 

alone in this huge house.” 

 



THE NEW YORKER 

“Mother, you must! Soon you will 
be reduced to absolute want.” 

“How can you be reduced to want 
if you want nothing? I can continue to 
live here on nothing for years.” 

“No one can live on nothing.” 
“T have fruit and vegetables. I have 

the bees. I intend to sell the car and 
buy a goat. There is all this grazing. 
‘The rents pay for the rates and taxes.” 

“You need lighting.” 
“I shall go to bed with the sun. I can 

gather wood for fires.” 
“The house is tumbling down over 

your head.” 
“Tt will last my time.” 
“There are still things,” they had 

urged. “Clothes.” 
“I have my clothes.” 
“Toothpaste.” 
“I have no teeth.” 
“Still, there are things. Toilet pa- 

per!” one of them had said triumphant- 
Iy. 

“I should use leaves,” said Mrs. 
Throckmorton. 

Then her body had betrayed her— 
her old, ugly Judas body. It had begun, 

_ for no reason, to faint. The first time it 

happened, she had warned herself that 
this would be the end, did it ever show. 
It was bound to show; it seemed outside 
her power to control. Grudgingly, she 
had to admit it; her body fainted. Well, 
what if it does? thought old Mrs. 
Throckmorton. She remembered a per- 
forming troupe that she and Eustace had 
once travelled out with on a ship. Out to 
where? It did not matter—to Las 
Palmas, Bermuda, or Peru. The troupe 
was Japanese, a family of acrobats, and 
they practiced their thick- 
set contortions on deck ev- 
ery day. The mother had 
fits; when she had a fit, 
they would place her aside 
and ignore her and, when 
it was over, go on prac- 
ticing again. “That is the 
way it should be,” Mrs. 
Throckmorton had said 
when she told the story, 

but the girls—Eunice and 
Damaris and Anne—did 
not think so. One of 
them, it seemed, would be 
impelled to give up her 
home and come and live 
with her mother unless . . . 

T had, of course, to be 
unless. The house was 

up for sale. The girls had 
taken their share of the 
family furniture, pictures, 
silver, and china, and to- 

morrow the moving van would come 
and remove Mrs. Throckmorton’s 
flotsam and jetsam, for flotsam and jet- 
sam it had become. 

“Would you like a flat or rooms, 
Mother?” one of them had asked. 

“I don’t care.” Don’t expect me, said 
Mrs. Throckmorton’ look, ever to care 
again. 

“Mother, be sensible. You must keep 
within your compass.” 

“My compass is wide. Now, in this 
time, people cannot be wide,” said old 
Mrs. Throckmorton, “cannot have a 
vision of the scope of quiet, of spacious- 
ness.” The lawns fell wide from the 
terrace to the ha-ha; the rooks in the 

elms had been for centuries as famous 

as the steeple of the ample Norman 
church. Here, in the house, were rooms 
built for room, and corridors for pacing, 
and windows that ran from low sills to 

ceiling and gave vistas of the land and 
cloud and sky. How beautifully the light 
fell through the old Venetian blinds, 

slatted light and shadow on the polished 
floors, and light poured down the well 
from the cupola on the stairs, touching 
wood and inlay, glass and paint, the sides 
of porcelain and china, light falling on 
rich patterns in the colors of Persian 
rugs. “We were not afraid of living in 
our houses then,” said Mrs. Throck- 

morton to herself. Now they were 

afraid; the width and richness were all 

gone—gone with the family portraits, 
family Bibles, family names; the seed 
was plowed down in the furrow, and 
suffering took the young flesh as it took 
the wrinkles of the old. It is not their 
fault, though I judge them, thought 
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Mrs. Throckmorton. She was not angry 
with people but with the cruelty of time; 
she felt a passion against the power of 
time, against its wanton, drowning 
cruelty. She felt hate and passionate 
rage. “Let it come and do its worst,” 
said old Mrs. Throckmorton. 

Tf only she could have been alone! 
‘The morning of the last day, Eunice 
brought her a cup of tea in bed and 
looked at her to see if she had slept. “Did 
you expect me to sleep?” asked Mrs, 
Throckmorton. Eunice waited near her 
all day, and through the county, in the 
small towns and villages, in farms and 
cottages bright now with summer 
flowers—pinks, pansies, lupines, holly- 
hocks—in shops where the people gos- 
siped, they waited, too; as the tear began, 
they felt for her and would not let her 
feel alone. The fibres gave up their clasp 
one by one, the filaments with the min- 
utes, and the minutes wreaked their way 
as fiercely as the hours while they waited 
around her, “Mother, are you all 
right!” “Sit down, Ma'am. You 
oughtn’t to be standing.” “I called in, 
Mrs. Throckmorton, to see . ..” 

‘Twice, she gave way, twice went un- 
der—ance when a man she had not seen 
before, a little man in a pepper-and-salt 
suit who, Eunice said, was an “expert” 
(taking a magnifying glass out of his 
pocket and holding it over chair arms 
and table legs, and pictures and their 
frames, and china), thoughtfully rang 
with his finger and thumb one of her 
blue-and-white bowls as it stood on the 
chimneypiece. “I understood it was 
for sale, Madam,” said the little man 
furiously. “Not today. Today it is a pri- 

vate bowl,” said Mrs. 
Throckmorton. “Oh, 
Mother! Come away.” 

Once was when Mrs. 
Throckmorton came on 
the spice cabinet standing 
outside on the white sand 
of the kitchen path. For a 
moment, she failed to 
comprehend. She stood 
looking at it, holding to a 
piece of ivy from the wall. 

“But you said it should 
go with you, Mother.” 

“Tt shouldnt go any- 
where,” said Mrs. Throck- 
morton in an ugly, loud 
voice. “It belongs. It be- 
longs on the wall of the 
kitchen. You know that 
very well, Eunice. It is 
not an ornament. It is for 
spice. Where else should 
it go?” “Mother, listen.” 
“I will not listen. These  
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are facts.” But as she said that, a dark 
young man in a green apron, green 
as the ivy, came and gave her a look 
of pity, picked up the spice cabinet, and 
carried it away. 

It was sunset when they were closing 
up the van. It seemed to Mrs. Throck- 
morton to be a white sunset, without 
colors, with no richness or promise— 
sterile. The rooks cawed but no smoke 
went up from the chimneys. Eunice 
fetched her mother’s bag and gloves. 
“Shall we go?” 

“Yes. No,” said Mrs. Throckmorton. 
“Do you want to go through the 

house again?” 
“Yes.” With the white light on her 

forehead, Mrs. Throckmorton went 

through the rooms. The last thing she 
saw was the nursery fireguard, with a 
label on it—a white label printed with 
the figure “505” it was standing at the 
foot of the stairs in the hall; it had the 

hole in it where Stacey had kicked it 
through, and a strand of pale-blue wool 
threaded through the wire. Her heels 
made an insignificant tapping on the 
bare floors. She put her hat straight and 
went out the door, touched the knock- 
er with her gloved hand, and walked 
down the drive to where Eunice was 

waiting with the car. They drove away 
not on a road, thought Mrs. Throck- 
morton, but on a swift and cruel tide. 

TIME, they say, is all one; different 
sorts of time can be all one. The 

girls had chosen that she should go to 
an expensive luxury hotel. “A complete 
change for Mother. Something utterly 
different. It will help her to forget.” 
‘They had settled it in their clear-sighted 
way. Now Mrs. Throckmorton stood 
tall in the lounge, waiting while Eunice 
registered and asked for their keys. The 
lights were bright, a throng of people 
passed in and out through the revolving 
glass door, telephones rang, lifts sang 
up and down, and small pageboys in 
coffee-colored uniforms, with pert white 
gloves, went through the crowd calling 
out messages and names. Mrs. Throck- 
morton, her hat slightly on one side 
again, faced an urn filled with honey- 
suckle and orchids. 

“Isn’t this rather fun?” asked Eu- 
nice, her face flushed with pleasure, com- 
ing across and taking her mother’s arm. 

“They do not mix,” said Mis. 
Throckmorton. 

“What doesn’t mix?” asked Eunice 
lightly. 

“They and the honeysuckle.” She 
nodded toward the urn. Then she shut 
her eyes. Let the—the dénouement be 
swift, she thought. She did not like 

THE TOM~TOM 

This is the day for bicycles. 
Yesterday was a swimming day, 

A day for splashing head over heels, 
When every child would have screamed dismay 
At anything less than dolphin play. 

But today they are all on wheels. 
Large and little and middle-sized, 
An army of children goes mechanized. 
As if for a silver medal, 
Around and around they pedal. 

And we saw no rockets fly, 
No messenger brought the word. 

Yet lonely, lonely, the beaches lie 
And the saltiest bathing suit is dry 
While every child sweeps breathless by 

Like a bird, like a bird. 
How did they know? What sign was sent 
To herald the seashore’s banishment? 
Who proclaimed it the time and weather 
For bicycling all together? 
Tomorrow, or the day after, 

‘The pedals will lose their power. 
Solemn, and yet with laughter, 
They will turn to something dafter, 

All at the selfsame hour. 
All of a sudden the windy heights 
Will burst into gaudy bloom of kites 
With a heaven-aspiring reach 
And a child attached to each. 

But that hour overthrown, 

The falcon kites will be grounded. 
As if a bugle had blown, 

As if a signal had sounded, 
‘They will learn as one to be monster tall 
When a madness of stilts assails them all. 
Together in hot compliance, 
They will walk the village like giants. 

If you ask them, they are perplext. 
The calendar gives no warning. 

One does not tell the next, 
Yet they wake and know in the morning 

(As a swallow knows the time 
For quitting a rainy land) 

When the rope should whirl to the skipping-rhyme 
Or the baseball thud in the hand, 

Or the multitudinous din 
Of the roller skates begin. 

It is something that tom-toms say. 
You cannot explain it away, 

Though reason, though judgment reels. 
For yesterday was a swimming day 
And today is the same as yesterday, 

Yet now they are all on wheels. —Pryrris McGiNLEY 

“dénouement,” or any French words; 
she searched for an English one and 
found it simply. “The end,” said Mrs. 
‘Throckmorton. 

But it was not the end. She was here 
in the lounge of the hotel; her skirt was 

bagged at the knees, she had wisps of 
hair on her neck, her hat was sliding, 
her face felt dark and raw. “You 
shouldn’t-have brought me here,” she 
said to Eunice. 

“Oh, come, Mother. Tt will cheer



you up. You will feel 
quite different after a 
hot bath. We each have 
a private bath. Isn’t that 
splendid?” 

“Splendid!  Sumptu- 
ous!” said Mrs. Throck- 
morton, in her loudest 
bell voice. 

The bathroom was 
sumptuous—white, tiled, 
and vast, with chromium 
fittings. “Rather differ- 
ent from home, with 
that old  mahogany- 
edged tub and the 
chipped willow pattern,” 
Eunice pointed out. 
“Perhaps they will put 
fixed basins in now.” 
The bathroom lights 
were also bright; they 
made Mrs. Throckmor- 
ton’s body in the bath 
look more than ever ugly 
and wooden and worn. 
Like the bodies of those 
wooden Christs you see 
in the roadside shrines 
abroad, Mrs. Throckmorton thought— 
weathered by all weathers, stark. 

For the first time, she saw herself 
stark naked. 

In the hotel dining room, there was 
a press and a clatter of tongues and sil- 
ver and china and glass. She was too 
tired for the hotel dining room; she 
could neither eat nor talk but sat up- 
right and criticized the wine and sent 
the soup away. The waiter, she saw, had 
derision in his eyes for this old woman, 
opinionated, ugly, harsh, and slow, this 
old—the waiter would not think of 
Christ for a woman, Mrs. Throckmor- 
ton was sure—this old totem of a 
woman. Yes, a totem, thought Mrs. 
Throckmorton. A totem is the symbol 
of unseen and intimate relations, of re- 
generation of life, And a house, she 
thought, slowly turning her glass that 
held the second order of wine—Eunice 
was being wonderfully patient—a house 
is more than a building in which to 
dwell, a dwelling place or an inn; it is 
more than household affairs; it is a 
family, kindred, a line; it is genesis— 
the sign, among men, of a living force, 
of life. Life as you do not know it, said 
Mrs. Throckmorton silently to Eunice, 
to the waiter, to the crowded room. A 
house is a root, she said. It is the root 
that bears the seed. That is what I be- 
lieve, said old Mrs. Throckmorton to 
herself. And I am not wrong. 

When the waiter turned back again 
and showed them his face, his eyes were 
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bland, and Mrs. Throckmorton de- 
spised_ him, 

“Are you enjoying it, Mother?” 
“No, thank you, Eunice. I am too 

old.” 
“You are tired. Soon you will be in 

bed.” 

N bed was no rest. There were no 
trees outside the window, no field 

sounds, no gentle air; even with the 
window open the room smelled of cen- 
tral heating and the press of bodies, and 
the sounds were the sounds of-lifts and 
bells and, far off, the streets below. The 
sheets on the bed had turned a faint gray 
from quick laundering, the pillows were 
unfamiliar, the satin eiderdown oppres- 
sive. She wanted the old red Paisley 
folded at the foot of her bed, light and 
warm on her feet, the thin linen case 
on her pillow, and to wake for a moment 
at dawn and hear the cocks crow from 
the farms and the wind rustle the elms, 
and to sleep again, till morning. A rush 
of regret filled her for what she had 
done—not regret of pathos but furious 
regret. Why did I let them make me 
do it, she thought. I should have stood 
against them. I should have consented 
to die first—frozen to death or starved. 
Her cheek felt like a cinder against the 
pillow; her eyes were gritty and hard. 
“Let me die now,” prayed Mrs. 
Throckmorton, but she went on living, 
her heart beating steadily in the hotel 
dark, She could not bear it. She put on 
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the light. It woke Eunice in the next 
room, and Eunice came in. 

“Not sleeping, Mother?” 
“Did you expect me to sleep?” she 

said tartly, as she had said it to Eunice 
once before. And she asked, “What 
were those words I read to you that 
morning?” 

“Yesterday?” asked Eunice sleepily. 
“Was that—yesterday? Yes. Those 

words I liked.” 
“You didn’t like them. They made 

you angry.” 
Mrs. Throckmorton brushed her 

hand across the sheet impatiently. “Say 
them.” 

Eunice could not remember them. 
She guessed, and said slowly, because 
she was sleepy,  “Time—is a stream— 
aahh—wherein there is no abiding.’ 
“No abiding,” repeated Mrs. 

Throckmorton. “You are sure? Sure 
those were they?” 

“Quite sure,” said Eunice, more 
awake. “ “Time is a stream wherein 
there is no abiding.” ” She looked at 
Mrs. Throckmorton and thought she 
looked very frail. “I shouldn’t think of 
it now, Mother.” 

“I want to think of it. I like it. ‘No 
abiding,” ” said Mrs. Throckmorton, on 
the hotel pillows. She looked around the 
hotel room and shut her eyes. ““‘No 
abiding.’ That is the healing, in the end. 
Go back to sleep, Eunice. There is noth- 
ing you can do for me. I am glad.” 

—RumMER GODDEN  
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LE o PeR OO Ebel, ECS 
ROUGE, IMPAIR, ET MANQUE 

VER since my early, irresponsible 
days, when, because of insol- 
vency and a youthful concept of 

the romantic life, I worked for a few 
months as assistant to an assistant crou- 
pier at the Casino Municipal in Nice, T 
have regarded the croupiers at the Ca- 
sino in Monte Carlo with the fervent 
respect that members of amateur orches- 
tras pay to the Boston Symphony. Every 
time T have happened to be on the Rivie- 
ra in later years, I have made a trip to 
Monte Carlo to watch the paramount 
gaming-table virtuosos of them all, and 
their skill, elegance, and imperturbabili- 
ty have never yet failed to impress me. 
At roulette, they spin the wheel with 
éclat; make quick, neat stacks of exactly 
twenty chips; place bets for players, toss- 
ing chips with such precision that they 
fall directly on a number; pay off a dis- 
tant player with a cascade of chips that 
lands right in front of him; rake in 
losing stakes without disturbing win- 
ning ones; watch the players’ faces and 
hands; memorize the patterns of bets; 
and multiply in a fraction of a second 
the number of winning chips by thirty- 
five, seventeen, eleven, or eight, de- 
pending on whether they had been put 
on one number (en plein), on the line 
between two numbers (a cheval), on 
three numbers across the board (trans- 
versale), or on the intersection of four 
numbers (en carré). They perform 
these and other feats with the impecca-~ 
ble sang-froid of a chief of protocol di- 
recting a diplomatic dinner in a Foreign 
Ministry. 

In the course of my pilgrimages to 
Monte Carlo before the war, I became 
acquainted with some of the croupiers, 
and every once in a while I would have 
an after-hours apéritif with one whom I 
shall call Gaston Raymond; I do not 
like to use his real name, because he is 
still working at the Casino and our 
meetings were strictly sub rosa. Crou- 
piers are not supposed to mix socially 
with non-residents of the Principality— 
an injunction that goes back to the old 
days when dishonest croupiers would 
join forces with a gambler, pay him fake 
winnings, and later split the take. “That 
used to be the only surefire way to 
cheat,” M. Raymond once remarked to 
me, “but nowadays even that’s impos- 
sible. We croupiers are always being 
watched by the Casino’s almost-secret 
police, on and off duty.” 

To outwit the almost-secret police, 

M. Raymond and T would avoid the 
showy premises of the Café de Paris and 
meet in a small bistro on a steep, narrow 
street in La Condamine, the harbor 
section of Monaco. M. Raymond at that 
time lived in rooms above it. His apart- 
ment had no rugs, smelled of onion 
soup, and was kept, alternately, in order 
by his wife and in disorder by his two 
sons. Its piece de résistance was an old- 
fashioned phonograph ornamented with 
a picture of the His Master’s Voice fox 
terrier and equipped with a big brass 
horn. These and other details of the 
ménage I gathered second-hand from 
M. Raymond, because, though we were 
good friends, I was never invited to his 
home, in accordance with the extremely 
low local standards of hospitality. 

SOME months ago, I had occasion 
to visit Monte Carlo for the first 

time since the war, and on the afternoon 
of the day I arrived, I went to the 
Casino, in the hope of finding M. Ray- 
mond. Nothing seemed to have changed 
around the place. The lawns and beau- 
tifully kept flower beds were intact, and 
were being patrolled by a half-asleep 
Monegasque carabinicre, who looked 
like an oversized lead soldier in his tall 
helmet, red-and-royal-blue uniform, 
and heavy epaulettes; the ancient, im- 
maculate landaus, smelling of horse and 
nostalgia, were debouching fragile 
white-haired English ladies in front of 
the Casino; antiquated Rolls-Royce 
taxis, once the town cars of optimistic 
plungers, were drawn up in front of the 
imposing entrance of the Hotel de Paris, 
diagonally across the way. (Before the 
war, Monte Carlo had the largest num- 
ber of Rolls-Royces, per capita, of any 
country in the world.) At a counter 
in the Commissariat office, to the left 
of the Casino entrance, I presented my 
passport and three hundred francs (a 
dollar) and was issued an admittance 
card for a month. I didn’t have to es- 
tablish that I enjoyed une situation so- 
ciale indépendante, as was required be- 
fore the war; today anybody can gamble 
at the Casino except house employees, 
minors, citizens of Monaco, and visitors 
in uniform, The only conspicuous 
change in the big anteroom, or Atrium, 
as it is called, was the presence of a row 
of slot machines—made by the Mills 
Novelty Company in Chicago—which 
looked altogether out of place among 
the marble Tonic columns. The people 
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trying to hit the jackpot on them, 
though, had the grim, determined ex- 
pression common to slot-machine play- 
ers anywhere. I walked into the im- 
mense gold-and-stucco Renaissance hall 
known as the Salle Schmidt, where the 
public gambling tables are laid out. 
“There was M. Raymond, standing be- 
hind Table No. 7, as I had so often seen 
him, uttering his monotonous “Mes- 
sieurs, faites vos jeu,” spinning the 
wheel, and keeping a sharp eye on the 
board spread before him. He had not 
changed—a slim, trim, tense man, with 
dark hair carefully brushed back and an 
intent expression that dissolved into a 
smile only when one of the players 
threw a pourboire chip to one end of the 
table, where an assistant croupier picked 
it up, nodded his thanks, and put it into a 
slot called by old-timers No. 37. When 
M. Raymond saw me, he inclined his 
head casually, as if he had seen me only 
the day before, announced, “Rien ne va 
plus,” and shot an indignant glance at 
a rawboned woman who was trying 
to place a last, desperate bet. When I 
edged over beside him, he whispered to 
me that he was delighted to see me and 
how about an apéro, same place, same 
time as in the old days? : 

I got to the bistro at six, and M. 
Raymond arrived ten minutes later, 

still wearing, under a trench coat, his 
dinner jacket without side pockets— 
the honesty-inducing uniform of all 
Monte Carlo croupiers. We shook 
hands, slapped each other on the shoul- 
der, and asked the customary ques- 
tions about each other’s well-being. 
M. Raymond assured me that he had 
been positive T would show up again. 
“Everybody comes back to Monte 
Carlo,” he said. “Those who win come 
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back to try and win again, those who 
lose return to recoup their losses, and all 
the ones who don’t play come back just 
because they like the place.” He took 
off his trench coat, threw it onto an 
empty table, pulled a chair under him 
with one foot, sat down, and called to 
Georges, the swarthy, garlicky owner- 
and-bartender, for two vermouth-cas- 
sis—all in what seemed like one motion. 

“You look the same,” 1 said. 
“A little shabbier,” M. Raymond 

said. “Everything is a little shabbier. 
My dinner jacket is getting shiny at 
the elbows. We asked the management 
for a special clothing allowance, and 
they reminded us that they lost a hun- 
dred and thirty-six million francs last 
year—almost four hundred and fifty 
thousand dollars. They didn’t say that 
they lost it because they repainted the 
place, fixed up the gaming rooms, kept 
a fiftcen-hundred-ton yacht on hand 
for rich patrons to take cruises on, and 
spent fifty million francs on a new res- 
taurant. Nobody cares about the crou- 
piers. Bah, the croupiers! Let them fork 
out fifteen thousand francs of their own 
for a new smoking. Ca, alors!” He 
sighed, as he always had whenever the 
depressing subject of spending any of his 
own money came up, although in the 
course of a day’s work he could pay out 
as much as four million francs” worth of 
the Casino’s chips with total impassivity. 
In his private finances, M. Raymond 
has always been a petit bourgeois, like so 
many of his French compatriots at the 
Casino. 

Contrary to a commonly held notion, 
the majority of the fourteen hundred 
employees of the Casino are not citizens 
of the Principality. In fact, of the twenty 
thousand inhabitants of Monaco only 
about thirty-five hundred are citizens, 
enjoying the enviable prerogatives of 
not having to pay any income taxes and 
not having to serve in anybody’s army. 
The local naturalization laws, like the 

membership bylaws of an exclusive club, 
are designed to keep the number down, 
and bar anyone from applying for citi- 
zenship unless his family has resided in 
the Principality continuously for four 
generations. Most of the applicants are 

French citizens, and they, even after 
fulfilling the Principality’s ~require- 
ments, may have difficulty in disen- 
gaging themselves from their allegiance 
to France. M.. Raymond, who is a third- 
generation resident, hopes that his sons 
will become citizens of Monaco and 
have the pleasure of inspecting the armed 
forces of their three-hundred-and-nine- 
ty-five-acre country (half the size of 
Central Park), which consist of one 
company of comic-opera carabinicri at 
the palace of the ruler, Prince Rainier 
III; and of reading its comforting an- 
nual budget, which last year amounted 
to four hundred and fifty-cight mil- 
lion francs, spent, in considerable part, 
on such cheerful items as maintenance 
of the Exotic Gardens and the Ocean- 
ographic Museum, propaganda to lure 
tourists, and new uniforms for the com- 
pany of carabinieri. The budget is bal- 
anced by sales taxes on cigarettes, beer, 

and matches; the sale of postage stamps 
(many stamps, of new issues, are sold 
directly to foreign dealers in large 
blocks); and revenue from the Casino. 
In the old days, the Casino provided 
for almost the entire budget; last 

year it contributed a measly nine mil- 
lion francs, but the country’s finan- 
cial situation is still about as rosy as 
can be found anywhere. M. Raymond’s 
major fear for his sons is that they will 
be called up by the French Army to 
fight the Boches. Being a real French- 
man, he has no doubt but that sooner or 

later the moment will come to take on 
Germany again, and all he hopes is that 
it will come after his boys have become 
Monegasques. M. Raymond fought the 
Boches himself in the First World War. 
T asked him how his older son, whom IT 
had met before the war, was getting on. 
“René finishes school this year,” he said. 
“Next year, I trust he will get a job at 
the maison, and then, in due time, be- 
come a croupier.” Whenever M. Ray- 
mond feels tender and sentimental about 
the Casino, he calls it the saison, but 
when any embittering financial matter 
obtrudes itself, such as buying a new din- 
ner jacket, it is always just “the Casino.” 
“My father was a croupier, and we 
should keep up the tradition,” he con- 

tinued. “Before the war, when the place 
was booming, they had work for six 
hundred and fifty croupiers, and we 
all made good money. Besides, there’s 
a pension. In addition to our basic 
salary—three hundred and forty-four 
thousand to four hundred and eighty- 
four thousand francs a year, depend- 
ing on length of service—we get the 
cagnotte, which is the collection of 
tips. It’s counted every night, and 
these days, I can tell you, it’s a gauge 
of the clients’ giness rather than 
of their generosity.” 

M. Raymond sighed again. “They 
don’t bet as much as they used to, ei- 
ther,” he said. “Twenty-five years ago, 
the average client lost two hundred 
and fifty gold-standard francs—ffty 
dollars—a night. Today, he loses three 
thousand inflated francs—less than ten 
dollars. You saw the kind of people 
who come to the Casino now—black- 
marketeers, retired concierges, whole- 
salers who had an in with the Boches 
during the Occupation. The old devil- 
may-care gamblers don’t come any 
more. The French aristocrats are broke; 
the British can’t take their money out of 
England; the American oil, cattle, and 
automobile kings go to Mee-ah-mee; the 
big ranchers in Brazil stay home; the 
rajahs and ex-kings are afraid to show 
their faces among crowds of people. 
Nowadays, it's a red-letter occasion 
when the Aga Khan comes over from 
his villa in Antibes and loses a couple of 
million francs in the Salles Privées. The 
various ballets of Monte Carlo have 
emigrated; Balanchine and Serge Lifar 
are too busy to come here. 4h, est la 
barbe.” 

L interrupted before he could go on 
with this calamitous train of events, to 
ask about his father. “Papa died just be- 
fore the war,” he said. “He devoted his 
life, as you know, to the maison. He 

started as an attendant; in the proper 
time became a croupier; later was made 
sous-chef, the man who supervises the 
seven other men at the board, and, even- 
tually, chef de partie. That's the fellow 
whositsin the high chair and has final re- 
sponsibility for everything that happens at 
that particular station. Above the chef de 

  

 



  

partic are only the Inspector of Tables, 
the Room Inspector, and, at the top, 
Monsieur le Directeur des Jeux.” M. 
Raymond instinctively ducked his head 
in a bow at the mention of Monsieur le 
Directeur, a gesture of reverence 
brought about by awe and two genera- 
tions of service. “For a few years, Papa 
was on the board of the croupiers’ Dis- 
ciplinary Council, which operates like an 
Army court-martial. Papa’s memory 
was formidable. Every good croupier 
can, up to a point, photograph in his 
mind the layout of chips on a table 
before the ball is rolled, but Papa could 
carry in his head the complete pattern 
of as many as three tables. There 
might be forty people betting, but he 
would know precisely how much each of 
them had staked on a certain number or 
combination of numbers. He knew the 
methods, whims, and frailties of a vast 
number of players, and never failed to 
make the right decision in a dispute. He 
refused to talk about his work while he 

was with the maison, but after he re- 
tired, at sixty-five, he would reminisce 
about his experiences. He told us often 
of the time when he was in charge of 
the table at which M. Pierpont Morgan 
asked for permission to play over the 
maximum stake, which then was twelve 
thousand francs on a simple chance and 
is now a hundred thousand francs. Papa 
ruled no, and was upheld by the man- 
agement. Of course. Even the maison 
couldn’t afford to play against M. Mor- 
gan. Another of Papa’s favorite stories 
was about Charles Wells, an English- 
man. He came to Monte Carlo in 1891 
and created a sensation. He would play 
from eleven in the morning to midnight 

without so much as 7 
taking time out to eat. 
He had the courage and 
concentration of the 
born gambler. Above 
all, he had luck and 
knew what to do with 
it. He won the equiv- 
alent of two hundred 
thousand dollarsin three 
days. He broke the bank 
several times.” 

“In those days, did 
that mean breaking the house?” I asked. 

“No,” M. Raymond said. “Nobody 
ever broke the Casino; T simply meant 
that Wells won all the money stored at 
one table. Tn 1891, twenty-franc gold 
pieces and American silver dollars, 
worth five francs, were used to bet with. 
Today, each table starts play with a 
capital, in chips, of five hundred thou- 
sand or a million francs. There is al- 
ways backing for more than a hundred 
million francs’ worth of chips on hand, 
so you certainly couldn’t bankrupt the 
management by cleaning out a few 
tables. No more could you in Wells 
day. But then when a table went bank- 
rupt, they would ceremoniously cover 
it with a black cloth for twenty minutes, 
before they resumed play, with new 
money. Wells took his winnings and 
left town. He was back a few months 
later and ran a stake of a hundred and 
twenty francs up to ninety-eight thou- 
sand. There was a popular song about 
him—< The Man Who Broke the Bank 
at Monte Carlo.” But he was smart; 
he knew that the bank always won in 
the end. At any rate, he invested some 
of his winnings in shares of the Casino. 
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Incidentally, the Wells story has a 
moral—or so I’ve heard. In 1893, he 
was sentenced by a London court to 
eight years in prison for gambling with 
other people’s money. There you are.” 
M. Raymond regarded me virtuously. 
“He was one of the romantic types, 
like the Duke of Westminster, who 
would lose or win on such a mag- 
nificent scale that he never knew exactly 
where he stood. Once he left his yacht 
here in the harbor over the winter, and 
when he returned the next year he 
found half a million francs’ worth of 
chips in his dresser drawer. Those peo- 
ple gambled for the sake of gambling, 
and not for the money involved. And 
the great cocottes! Papa was fond of 
them. He often told about one who had 

an uncanny way of attaching herself 
to men in the Salles Privées who were 
having a winning streak. She was a vo- 
luptuous redhead and would drink noth- 
ing but the very best champagne, served 
in a hollowed-out pineapple. It had to 
be a fresh pineapple for every bottle. 
Papa said she tipped well and had better 
manners than most duchesses and mil- 
lionaires’ wives. Not at all like those  
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crapules today, who come in between 
one cocktail and another, wearing beach 
clothes, gabbling in loud voices, and ask- 
ing us to open the windows. They don’t 
know that no fresh air or sunshine must 
ever invade the gambling rooms during 
business hours, according to a tradition 

as old as the maison itself.” 

TRADITION as old as the 
maison is a tradition ninety-one 

years old. The Casino was founded in 

1858, at the request of Prince Charles 

II of Monaco, who had been observ- 

ing with rapture and envy the fat rev- 

enues derived from such gambling 
places as Baden-Baden and Bad Hom- 

burg. Originally, the Casino occupied 
the old Villa Bellevue, a private house, 
since torn down, in La Condamine. 

The first concessionaire, 2 M. Frossard, 

from Lisbon, went broke right away. 
His successor, M. Daval, from Paris, 
threw a monumental opening-day par- 
ty in a nearby villa—landaus sent to 

Nice to fetch celebrities, a dinner for a 

hundred and fifty people, the garrison 
presenting arms on the square. The af- 

fair was a huge success, but, unfortu- 

nately, it cost so much money that M. 

Daval had none left to carry on with. 
Then the Société Lefebvre, Griois, et 

Cie. took over, on a fifty-year con- 

cession, and the Casino was shifted to a 

couple of other spots in the Principal- 

ity, and finally to its present site, in the 

old Plateau des Spéluguessection. Prince 
Charles III changed the name of the 

section to Mount Charles, or, as it has 

become better known, Monte Carlo. 

The Plateau des Spélugues was a 
wasteland when the Casino was built 

there. No one wanted any part of it, 

and Prince Charles eventually had to 

offer land free to anybody willing to 
build a hotel or villa near the Casino. 

Now, of course, one of those lots 

couldn’ be bought for the number of 

five-hundred-franc chips it would take 
to cover it. By the time the new Ca- 

sino was ready to open, the concession- 

aires had gone broke, and M. Francois 
Blanc, who had been running the Bad 

Homburg Casino, stepped in. He or- 
ganized a corporation, and in 1863 
he paid 1,700,000 francs to Lefebvre, 

Griois, et Cie, for their physical assets 
and their concession (which has since 

been renewed until 1975). He sum- 
moned his friend Charles Garnier, who 

had designed the Paris Opéra and who 
owed him some money, and asked him 
to enlarge the Casino, Garnier’s con- 
tribution is the Casino’s theatre, which 

looks like an offspring of the Opéra. 
Blanc’s corporation took the deceptive 

name of Société Anonyme des Bains de 

Mer et du Cercle des Etrangers 2 Mon- 

aco (Monaco Sea Bathing and For- 

cigners’ Club, Inc.). The administra- 

tion was divided into a service intérieur, 

which was in charge of the private po- 
lice, the yacht basin, and the beaches run 

by the company, as well as the activities 
inside the Casino, and a service extérieur, 
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which financed road building and vari- 
ous other enterprises. The company be- 
came a success almost immediately, pay- 
ing not only its own expenses but also 
most of those of the Principality, through 
a percentage-of-earnings arrangement. 

RayMoND entered the service of 
© the Société Anonyme des Bains 

de Mer et du Cercle des Etrangers at 
the age of twenty-seven, not 
long after he got back from 
the First World War. For 
a few years, he worked at a 
number of lowly jobs—as 
an usher, a fireman, a clerk, 
and a table attendant—in 
compliance with a house rule that a man 
can become an aspirant (candidate for 
croupier) only after having served at the 
Casino in various lesser capacities for at 
least two years. “T spent the last six 
months of my apprenticeship as the fel- 
low who, among other chores, picks up 
chips that have fallen on the floor,” M. 
Raymond told me. “No real gambler 
would ever bet such a chip again, because 
it’s supposed to bring bad luck. Accord- 
ing to custom, those chips were tips for 
the employees, but there was always a 
poor sport who would try to hide chips 
under his foot and pick them up when I 
wasn’t looking.” He shook his head: 
“Pm sorry to say, mon views, that an em- 
ployee of the Casino finds it difficult to 
have a high opinion of his fellow-man.” 

After his apprenticeship, M. Ray- 
mond asked to be enrolled as an aspirant. 
‘The waiting list was long, as it is now, 
because practically every young man in 
Monaco wants to become a croupier. 
Those who are citizens of the Princi- 
pality ordinarily have priority, but, ow- 
ing to the influence of his father, M. 
Raymond was soon told to present him- 
self for the gruelling examinations that 
would decide whether he should be ad- 
mitted to the school for croupiers. “A 
candidate has to be more than twenty- 
one and less than thirty-five years of 
age,” M. Raymond said. “His health 
has to be perfect. A commission of Ca- 
sino officials headed by Monsieur le Di- 
recteur des J eux” —again he instinctive- 
ly inclined his head—“examines each 
aspirant, with particular regard for 
smartness of appearance, general alert- 
ness, education, knowledge of foreign 
languages, and the ability to calculate 
rapidly. Yes, and the conformation of 
his hands, too. The judges prefer 
croupiers with long, supple fingers.” 
As a demonstration, M. Raymond 
waved his right hand gracefully in 
the air and then snapped his fingers, 
producing a sound that was immedi- 
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ately interpreted by Georges as an or- 
der for two more vermouth-cassis. 
“After three days of examinations, I was 
admitted to the school for croupiers,” 
M. Raymond went on. “There are 

courses for roulette croupiers, and other 

courses for croupiers at trente-ct-qua- 
rante and baccarat. The instructors are 
veteran croupiers and members of the 
management. The hard part is that you 

have to do your daily work 
as an usher, or whatever, 
and then go to school at 
night. After class, most of 
the aspirants stay at the 
maison for another couple 
of hours to practice finger 

exercises, counting chips, rolling the ball 
with only the thumb and forefinger, and 
spinning the wheel with the forefinger 
and middle finger.” E 

I broke in to remark that the crou- 
piers at the Casino Municipal in Nice 
had used five, or even ten, fingers to 
spin the wheel when I worked there. 
“If you will forgive me,” M. Raymond 
said, “we can’t consider those—those 
bunglers in Nice croupiers. Here we say 
that being a croupicr is a distinction, a 
position that must be earned. When 1 
went to school, a whole week’s classes 
were devoted to the study of the peculiar 
phraseology of the maison. A roulette 
wheel is always referred to as a cylindre. 
‘The stakes are reckoned in francs, of 
course, but are more often spoken of in 
terms of the louis d’or, though the louis 
dor, which was worth twenty francs, 
has been out of circulation for over thir- 
ty years. The players are always ad- 
dressed as ‘Messieurs, even if there are 
only women around the table—as in 
Messiours, aux trois dernidres; which 
means that there will be only three more 
throws before the table is closed for the 

night. The tradition of addressing the 
people at the table as ‘Messicurs’ stems 
from the days when ladies were not 
supposed to have any association with 
gambling, and T wish those days were 
back. Women around a gambling table 
shorten a croupier’s life expectancy. Un- 
der French law, a man has the right to 
keep his wife from entering a gambling 
casino, but if you ask me, too few of my 
compatriots do so.” 

The training course for a croupier 
lasts for from six to ten months, de- 

pending on the candidate’s aptitude. He 
must master every trick and traditional 
rule of the profession. The wheel must 
remain in motion while the bettin es 

on; after each play, it must be spun in 
the opposite direction; the ball must be 
rolled against the direction of the 

wheels rotation, with enough momen- 
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tum to circle the rim from seven to nine 
times before falling into one of the 
ivory-and-rosewood slots. The chips 
must be raked in from the board and 
piled into stacks of twenty almost in- 
stantly. Throwing a chip so that it rolls 
is almost cause for dismissal from the 
school. Each month, there is an ex- 
amination, and some students are 
dropped. “Actually, T didn’t think the 
examinations were terribly hard,” M. 
Raymond said. “I passed the finals, but 
the next morning I almost wished I 
hadn’t. Two of the older croupiers took 
me to a table in the ‘kitchen’ —that’s 
what we call the Salle Schmidt—and set 
me to work as a probationary croupier, 
with real clients. Of course, the clients 
didn’t know it was my début, and they 
didn’t make it any easier for me. I had 
dreadful stagefright, and just about 
everything went wrong that morning. 
One of the people at the table was a 
lady in her nineties, with trembling 
hands. They trembled so much, in fact, 
that I didn’t notice that she was playing 
la poussette—staking her chips between 
mangue [1 to 18] and impair [odd], 
and giving them a little push to the ap- 
propriate side whenever manque or im- 
pair came out. Today, I would spot her 
in a second, but on that day I was so busy 
making announcements, spinning the 
wheel, rolling the ball, and counting and 
raking in and paying out and rearrang- 
ing my chips that I didn’t see anything 
until the sous-chef stopped her. And on 
the other side of the table there was 
what we call an avocat, a man who al- 
ways waits until a number comes up on 
which a lot of people have staked a bet, 
and then claims that one of the chips on 
the number is his. He couldn’t fool me 
now—1I'd have him sized up in a minute. 
But, Lord, I must have been a sad sight! 
When I was finally relieved, after two 
hours, I was sure they would fire me. 
I went home for lunch and told Papa I 
would never amount to anything as a 
croupier. He laughed and said I should 
have seen Jus first day at roulette. In 
the afternoon, when I had another 
stretch of duty, things went much bet- 
ter, and after two weeks I was made 

a full-fledged croupier. Tt was a won- 
derful day. The papers said that the 
French Army had moved into the Ruhr; 
Papa took me to dinner at the Her- 
mitage Hotel and ordered a bottle of 

champagne. What a dinner that was! 
Which reminds me...” 

M. Raymond looked at his watch 
and called to Georges for the check. 
I knew better than to try to persuade 
him to have one more, because he 
‘maintains that a croupier, like a surgeon, 
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must lead an abstemious life in order 
to be able to stand the nervous strain of 
his profession. He works six hours a 
day—one four-hour trick in the after- 
noon, with a twenty-five-minute break, 
and one two-hour period in the evening, 
with a fifteen-minute break. As he 
was putting on his trench coat, he 
asked me, “Do you remember Lucien 
Schwab, who's in charge of the Casino 
workshop? The fellow who builds our 
roulette wheels? I'm certain you do, 
and he'd like to see you again. Why 
don’t you come down to the maison 
tomorrow at ten, when we open, and 

Tl take you downstairs to see him. 
I'm not on duty until noon. Maybe 
you'd like to watch the systémiers for 
a while before we call on Lucien.” 
The systémiers are the insignificant, 
seedy gamblers who try to supplement 
their wretchedly inadequate incomes by 
following enormously complicated bet- 
ting systems. Most of them are past 
middle age. There are a few white 
haired patriarchs and shrivelled old 

women who have been in Monte Carlo 
since long before the First World War, 
gambling every morning. I told M. 
Raymond that I would be delighted to 
watch the systémiers and renew my ac- 
quaintance with M. Schwab. 

IY Bal systems depend on the out- 
come of the day’s first spin of 

the wheel at a certain table, and any 
systémier playing such a system must 
be on hand for it. In roulette, the per- 
centage in favor of the house is 5.26, 
and to stay in the game against this im- 
mutable mathematical disadvantage for 
any length of time the penurious 
systémiers must play cautiously. In 
many cases, if they succeed in 
making la matérielle, or what 
they consider necessary to sus- 
tain life for a day, they go 
home; if, on the other hand, 
they lose, they may stop eating 
for a day or two, until they can 
scratch together another smat- 
tering of capital. They live in 
bare rooms a long way from 
the rococo suites of the Hermit- 
age Hotel; instead of patronizing the 
Restaurant des Ambassadeurs or Le 

Bec Rouge, they have tripes nigoises at 

one of the small restaurants where a 
glass of red wine is included in the 
price of a dinner and the waiter writes 
the bill on the paper tablecloth. Funda- 
mentally, they are less interested in 
getting rich than in proving that once 
they get the proper sequence of num- 

bers and colors lined up, their systems 
are infallible. In 1939, at the begin- 
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ning of the war, the Casino was closed 
for three months, and frustrated sys- 
témiers are said to have staggered 
around the town like movie alcoholics 

in search of a bottle. 
I got to the Casino for my rendez- 

vous with M. Raymond about fifteen 
minutes before the gambling rooms were 
opened. The Atrium was already full 
of systémiers—a bunch of hapless men 
in threadbare suits and women in dresses 
that had plainly been made over several 
times. Some were nervously making 
last-minute calculations in their note- 
books, which they kept hidden in their 
hands. When the doors to the gam- 
ing rooms were opened, at five min- 
utes to ten, there was a wild rush. 
Fach player headed for a particular 
seat at a particular table. They put 
down their notebooks, diagrams, and 
pencils, and fingered their ties, cigarette 
cases, rabbits’ feet, coins, or other tokens 

of luck. No one spoke. At ten o’clock, 
the chef de partie said, ““Messieurs, faites 
wos jeux.” No one at the table I was 
watching even picked up a chip. The 
first round is rarely played by any 
systémier. They watched the ivory ball 
circle the rim of the bowl and fall into 
aslot. The croupier said, “Neuf; rouge, 
impair, et manque,” and they instantly 
became animated. Each one hurriedly 
consulted his tabulations and then be- 
gan to bet. Most played the simple 
chances or a douzaine, a vertical col- 
umn of twelve numbers, which pays 
twice the stake. 

I watched them for a while and 
then went back to the entrance, where 
I found M. Raymond waiting for me. 
“Have you been in with our poor un- 
fortunates?” he asked. “Les habitués 

des priv fives et des chances 
simples, we call them. They're 
a nuisance, but we can’t help 
feeling sympathetic toward 
them. In their way, they're as 

loyal to the smaison as we are, 
T guess. A lot of them will wait 
for a certain sequence of num- 
bers to come up if it takes until 
midnight. On the other hand, 
some may be out of here in five 

minutes. They say their calculations 
are scientific, but their systems have as 
much in common with science as crys- 
tal balls. The two most popular sys- 
tems are doubling the bet after a loss 
and a form of doubling called the 
flat-stake = system—both carried out, 

of course, in accordance with the sys- 
témier’s personal computations. But, 
oh, that doubling up! When 1 was 
young, Papa had me read Thackeray’s 
“The Newcomes.” You remember
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where he warns against doubling up— 
or against martingale? Naturally, 
there are few systémiers who have 
enough money to afford a long run 
of straight doubling up. Say they start 
with a fifty-franc bet on rouge. After 
twelve successive losses, their next stake 
would have to be two hundred and four 
thousand eight hundred francs—and 
twelve consecutive rolls of one color 
are not uncommon. In fact, rouge once 
came up twenty-three times without a 
break, and manque has come up eight- 
een times.” 

“How about single numbers?” T 
asked. 

M. Raymond took a notebook out 
of his breast pocket. “Both 22 and 32 
have turned up six times in succession. 
But a systémier practically never bets 
on a single number. Most of them play 
their own variation of the flat-stake sys- 
tem, which gives them a longer run for 
their money. The way it works is that 
you bet one chip on a simple chance. As 
soon as you have lost five times, you 
double your bets and put up two chips 
until you have lost five times. Then 
you go back to one chip. But for every 
time you have won a two-chip bet you 
reduce the five required single-chip 
losses on the next round by one. I know 
it sounds complicated, but really it isn’t. 
Look, suppose you are in your two-chip 
sequence. In the course of losing five 
times, you win twice. Then, when you 
return to betting single chips, you need 
lose only three times before switching 
the bet back to two chips, since two 
from five is three.” M. Raymond waved 
his hands helplessly in the air. “T can 
only assure you that it is as simple as 
counting fingers to a systémier, and 1 
can further assure you that not one of 
them ever got rich at it.” 

An elderly woman came by, breath- 
less and excited. M. Raymond greeted 
her politely. “Quel salaud, that bus 
driver!” she exclaimed. “He couldn’t 
have failed to see me at the bus stop, 
and yet he went straight on by. Did 
I miss much? TI hope 27 hasn’t been 
up. Or 17.” She didn’t wait for M. 
Raymond’s answer but hurried into 
the Salle Schmidt. “The most popular 
numbers are 17 and 29,” M. Raymond 
said. “Don’t know why. Let’s go down 
to the basement and see Schwab.” = 

WE descended a stairway, went 
through a number of corridors 

where men in faded overalls—firemen, 
plumbers, and electricians—were at 
work, and entered a big room filled 
with dust, machines, large tables, part- 
ly finished roulette wheels, and half a   
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dozen mechanics. Schwab, the boss, a 
stoical Alsatian in a gray work coat, 
was examining a drill press when we 
arrived. He had, I knew, come to 
Monte Carlo in 1932, when the de- 
pression wiped out his lipstick-manu- 
facturing business on West Fourteenth 
Street, in New York. He walked over, 
shook hands with me, and said he was 
delighted to see me again and to have 
a chance to talk English with an 
American. “I should have stayed on 
Fourteenth Street,” he said sadly. “I 

could be rich now.” 
“It’s not hard to make a lot of money 

in America, eh, Lucien?” asked M. 
Raymond. 

“It’s not hard to lose a lot, either, 
Gaston,” M. Schwab said. “Like up- 
stairs, you know. The only difference 
is that over there no one ever gave you 
the viatigue, the way they used to do 
here, and told you to beat it when you 
were broke. They always gave you a 
second chance.” 

“What was the viatigue?” T asked. 
“In its more prosperous days, the 

Casino would help a systémicr who had 
finally got to the end of his rope and was 
ready to jump off a cliff,” M. Raymond 
said. “The management would give 
him a ticket home and pocket money and 
put him on a train. The viatigue was a 

loan—nobody could come back to the 
Casino before it was paid off. Upstairs, 
there are two rooms filled with the files 
of people who've been deported. The 
maison has never liked suicides or heg- 
gars. Bad publicity, both of them.” 

One of the workmen came up to ask 
M. Schwab for advice, and we all went 
over to look at an unvarnished wheel he 
was working on. M. Schwab told me 
that roulette wheels and bowls are made 
of extra-hard rosewood, that their life 

span is about fifteen years, and that ev- 
ery two months each wheel in the Ca- 
sino is given a thorough going over. 

“And that’s not all,” said M. Ray- 
mond. “Every morning before the place 
opens, Lucien’s men check the wheels 
with spirit levels and calipers, under the 
eyes of an inspector, to be sure the bal- 
ance and alignment are perfect.” 

“We started about fiftcen years ago,” 
M. Schwab said. “You remember the 
English engineer who caused all that 
fuss, Gaston?” He turned to me. “This 
fellow had been hanging around off and 
on for years—more of a spectator than 
a player. Then, one day, he began to 
play heavily at a certain table. He bet 
all over the board, but he seemed to 
have some kind of method, because he’d 
brought a book of figures with him. His 
success was amazing. I believe he made 
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over nine million francs in three weeks. 
They were getting quite frantic upstairs, 
werent they, Gaston?” 

“They were indeed,” M. Raymond 
said. “My God, the man was unbeat- 
able! The management assigned their 
smartest inspectors to watch him. It took 
us a while to catch on, but we did, final- 
ly.” He chuckled. “Tell him the rest, 
Lucien.” 

“One morning, we went up before 
opening time and disassembled all the 
wheels and bowls,” M. Schwab said. 
“We simply interchanged the parts, 
from one table to another. That day, 
the fellow didn’t win. Matter of fact, he 
lost everything, and eventually went 
home on the viatique.” He paused for 
dramatic effect and looked at M. Ray- 
mond. They both smiled, as though they 
were remembering a good joke. “The 
English engineer had been studying the 
sequence of winning numbers at that 
particular table for several years,” M. 
Schwab went on. “He’d assumed that 
cach bowl and wheel must have certain 
physical irregularities—tiny scratches, 
an almost imperceptible unevenness— 
which would account for some num- 
bers’ coming up more frequently than 
others. He was right. Ever since 
then, we’ve been switching the parts 
around every day.” 

“The only way to make money in 
Monte Carlo is not to gamble,” M. 
Raymond said. “Santa Claus doesn’t 
work at the maison. You can’t believe in 
miracles.” 

“I saw one once,” said M. Schwab. 
“It was a few years ago, in the Summer 
Sporting Club, down near the beach, 
where there were roulette tables on a 
terrace. The croupier was saying ‘Rien 
ne va plus’ when a hundred-franc chip 
dropped straight from heaven and fell 
on No. 8. A moment later, the ball 
dropped into the slot of No. 8.” 

M. Raymond looked skeptical. “I’m 
sure there’s an explanation,” he sai 

“Naturally. There was a lady sitting 
on the balcony above the terrace who 
had lost all her money. Then she found a 
chip in her purse. She got mad, threw it 
over the balustrade, and won. She came 
down to collect her thirty-five hundred 
francs, stayed, and went broke again.” 

“Of course,” said M. Raymond. 

WE said goodbye to M. Schwab and 
went back to the Atrium. It was 

almost noon, and automobiles were 
drawing up under the porte-cochre in 
a steady stream—tourists in big buses, 
mummified rentiers in their old cars, the 
elegant apéritif crowd in Rolls-Royce 
taxis. A nervous little man with ruffled 
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| white hair came out of the Salle Schmidt, 
carrying a pad, a pencil, and a handful 
of thousand-franc bills. He was one of 
the systémicrs whom I had observed 
that morning. M. Raymond nodded to 
him and smiled. “Good morning, M. 
Lemaitre. You've been lucky today?” 

‘The little man looked disgusted. 
“Lucky?” he said indignantly. “Ha!” 
He angrily beat his hand against his 
pad. “I dropped my stake by error on 
rouge when, according to all my figures, 
noir was supposed to come up!” He 
went on out. 

M. Raymond looked after him. “I 
remember an American who came here 
between the two wars to study the 
game. He spent a long time watch- 
ing the wheels and in the bar, think- 
ing. One day he said to me, Tve 
got it. Pve found the solution. The 
trouble with all these people here is that 
they want to win, and, of course, they 
lose. Suppose T wanted to lose? Then 
T ought to win, eh?’ I said that it sound- 
ed logical enough, but where was the 
man who wanted to lose? He had an 
answer for that. He said, ‘Suppose the 
man doesn’t gamble with his own 
money. Then he might want to lose.” 
So he hired a fellow and gave him two 
thousand francs, with instructions to 
lose it as quickly as possible. For this 
chore, the man would get two hundred 
francs. The American’s capital was 
fifty thousand francs, and he intended to 
try out his plan for three weeks. Well, 
you should have seen his agent bet! He 
threw his employer’s money all over 
the table.” 

“What happened?” T asked. 
“The first day, he was cleaned out in 

twenty minutes. The following day, he 
lost his daily stake in eighteen minutes. 
The third and fourth days, he lost 
quickly, too. The fifth day, believe it 
or not, he won sixty thousand francs. 
The American, who had been watch- 

ing, came to the table and took the 
chips. He gave a thousand francs to 
the fellow who had gambled and a 
thousand-franc tip to the croupier, and 
left. He was a smart zype. Never came 
back.” —JosEPH WECHSBERG 

‘WHAT PAPER D’YA READ? 

Loretta Van 
Youne Jornson 
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—Adv. for the 68th St. Playhouse in the 
Times. 

Loretta Van 
Youne JounsoN 
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—Adv. for the same theatre in the Herald 
Tribune. 
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Hard Problem, Quick Solution 

aries,” we are 
informed that there 
are in the United 

States about eight million people with a 
few drops of Negro blood who are pass- 
ing as whites. The difficulties faced by 
an imperceptibly colored doctor and his 
wife, who decide to join these eight mil- 
lion, provide the theme of the film. The 
doctor accepts a position in a New Eng- 
land hospital after his transformation 
and is presently fortunate enough to 
save the life of a high-ranking physician 
by an emergency operation. Having 
seen what the hero can do with scalpel, 

hemostat, and suture, the patient ad~- 
vises the young man that there is a very 
nice practice in a New Hampshire town 
which he can have for the asking. For 
quite a while thereafter, we follow a 
relentless chronicle that demonstrates 
how the doctor, his wife, and their two 
children become popular members of a 
New Hampshire community. Regret- 
tably, just when things are really swim=- 
ming along, the war intervenes. The 
doctor gets a commission in the Navy, 
which is revoked a couple of days later, 
when Naval Intelligence, always right 
on the job, discovers that he has Negro 
blood. This news gets around town, 
and everybody shuns the doctor and 
his family, but then the local minister 
delivers a lecture on tolerance, and 
everything is fine again, except, of 
course, that the doctor’s son presumably 
can’t go on dating his local girl and 
that the doctor’s daughter will have to 
overcome some New Hampshire lad’s 
nervousness about miscegenation if she 
wants to marry him. 

  

   

    

‘There are a number of moving mo- 
ments in “Lost Boundaries,” but by and 
large it’s pretty glib, despite its praise- 
worthy intentions. Actually, the genesis 
of the picture is more interesting than 
the picture itself. It seems that Louis 
de Rochemont, the producer, a while 
ago discovered in New England a doc- 
tor something like the hero. Subse- 
quently, he persuaded Readers Digest 
to have W. L. White turn the story of 
the doctor into a happy tale of race re- 
lations. While the piece was warming 
hearts from Maine to Saudi Arabia, Mr. 
de Rochemont began to shoot his film, in 
Portsmouth, New Hampshire, employ- 
ing many amateurs in his cast, including 
the Reverend Robert A. Dunn, the 
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town minister. Among the non-amateur i 
players are Mel Ferrer, who is properly 
noble as the doctor; Beatrice Pearson, * 
who is gallant as the wife; and Richard 
Hylton, who is sturdy as the son. 

PAIR of films about gambling — 
“The Great Sinner” and “Any 

Number Can Play”—showed up last 
week. In the first, Gregory Peck, 
looking rather like young Abe Lincoln 
in Illinois, portrays a nineteenth-century 
character named Fedja, who is appar- 
ently supposed to be Dostoevski. This 
Fedja is a successful author until he hops 
off a Moscow express at Wiesbaden to 
pursue a siren known as Pauline Ostrov- 
sky. Pauline and her dad, General Os- 
trovsky, are crazy about roulette, so 
much so that the General, at the time 
the story opens, is in hock to a cad, one | 
Armand de Glasse, for a couple of hun- 
dred thousand marks. To prevent Ar- 
mand from taking Pauline in lieu of 
cash, Fedja gets to work at the roulette 
table and breaks the bank almost in- 
stantly. This leads to no good, however, | 
for Fedja gets the gambling fever and | 
starts going steadily downhill, Now and 
then he has a fit. Eventually, all his 
woe pays off, since he quits the game, 
puts his experiences in a book, and lives 
happily ever after with Pauline, on fat 
royalties. Mr. Peck is joined in this 
calamitous endeavor by Ava Gardner, 
Melvyn Douglas, Ethel Barrymore, 
Walter Huston, and Frank Morgan. 

While Mr. Peck is going broke and 
having fits in the first picture, Clark 
Gable is fighting off angina pectoris in 
the second. Mr. Gable plays an honest 
gambling-joint proprietor who, though 
ill, makes a nice living. His wife and 
his son, however, scorn his occupation. 
His wife so much wants to be poor but 
proud that she maintains a “memory 
room” in her basement to remind her of 
the old, poverty-stricken days, and there 
she spends most of her time instead of 
in the fairly elegant non-memory rooms 
upstairs. After several reels of almost 
solid talk, Mr. Gable lambastes a pair 
of bandits who are trying to hold up 
his establishment, turns the place over to 
his assistants, and goes fishing, to rest 
his ticker. Among those present, be- 
sides Mr. Gable, are Alexis Smith, Mary 
Astor, and Frank Morgan. Mr. Morgan 
seems to be turning into a gambling 
fiend. —JouN McCarTEN 
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LETTER FROM ROME 
June 28 

F the Italian governments experts 
are to be relied upon, Ttaly has just 
struck it rich. She has made her 

first major discovery of oil, in the 
Po Valley, near the town of Corte- 
maggiore, which is next door to land 
once owned by Giuseppe Verdi, whose 
“La Traviata” has been a money-maker 
itself. The oil strike is the most sur- 
prising good news that 
Ttaly, as used to bad luck 
as she is to bright sun- 
shine, has had in modern 
times. There is some- 
thing comic and pathetic 
in the Tralians’ increduli- 
ty at this sudden, pleasant 
change in fortune. This 
nervousstate of mind was 
perfectly exemplified by 
Il Messaggero, a leading 
independent Rome paper, which an- 
nounced under a huge headline that 
it had “news destined to arouse enor- 
mous interest,” and then stammered, 

“For once, it is good news, so good 
that at first one hesitated to believe it 
or was tempted instinctively to dimin- 
ish its importance.” Then II Messa, 
gero took a deep breath and said, “Oil 
has been found in the Po Valley, in 
our own motherland.” The Milan Cor- 
rire della Sera was so excited that it 

managed to include its home town, 
the Deity, and the national destiny in 
one annunciatory sentence, which sent 
the Milan stock market soaring: “It 
will be Milan, used as a refinery center, 
that will exploit this enormous economic 
wealth that God has desired to reveal 
to Italy so that she may have the 
strength to rebuild after her tragic days 
of sacrifice.” 

The remarks by Enrico Mattei, vice- 
president of the Azienda Generale Ita 
liana Petroli, or A.G.I.P., the state- 
owned oil corporation that made the 
strike, were less metaphysical: He said 
that the oil field covers thirty acres in the 
triangle between the medieval towns of 
Lodi, Piacenza, and Cremona; that 
after Finance Minister Ezio Vanoni 
paddled his hands, voluptuously and of- 
ficially, in the crude oil, the first well 
was stoppered up, there being nothing 

at hand in which to store or transport 
the stuff; that the Cortemaggiore region 
also contains a huge deposit of methane 
gas, on which the industry of the entire 
country could function for the next 
three-quarters of a century; and that, 
to put it mildly, “a profound transfor- 
mation of Italy’s economy isabout to take 

  

  

    

place.” Under such gratifying circum- 
stances, Italy, which today is always 
buying or borrowing from everybody 
else’s coal or oil buckets, will tomorrow 
be independent, riding around on her 
own gasoline and cooking her spaghetti 
and running her industries on her own 
natural gas. 

A.G.L.P.’s vice-president also sadly 
and prophetically commented that “pe- 

troleum, like zold, gives 
bad counsel,” meaning 
that as a modern source 
of power oil rouses the 
old Adam in men, which 
it has, indeed, already 
done here. The battle for 
control is even now be- 
ing viciously fought, with 
chauvinism and greed, on 
the national and interna- 
tional fronts, even though 

the latest figures for the area are some- 
what dispiriting—an estimate of a yield 
of a mere hundred thousand tons an- 
nually, which is nothing like Texas. 
However, Italians cheerfully suspect 
that the rest of the Po Valley is richer 
than that, since they have read rumors 
of an E.R.P. threat to cut its aid to the 
national petroleum industries, whose 

“too ambitious program could ruin the 
world petroleum market”—or perhaps 
only America’s dominance of it. Ob- 
viously, the political crux of the Po Val- 
ley discoveries is the widely held belief 
that, because they were made by a state 
agency, the oil and gas logically belong 
to Italy and her people. Among most 
citizens, the situation has caused bound- 
less satisfaction and boundless worry. 
‘The Communist Party’s sentiment that 
“the oil is the least of our troubles; now 
we must preserve it from the cupidity of 
the New York and London trusts” has 
been echoed in 2 multitude of non-Com- 
munist hearts. For it appears that Stand- 
ard Oil (New Jersey) and Anglo-Ira- 
nian Oil between them own sixty per 
cent of LR.O.M. SLAP. and 
S.T.A.N.I.C., which are Italy’s refin- 
ery groups; and that the British and 
Americans expect to have more than 
a still, small voice in the operations 
to come. Furthermore, British and 
American machinery will be needed 
to develop the oil field, and that fact 
alone could force A.G.I.P. to make 
certain concessions. Just now it looks 
to many Italians as if the oil will belong 
to the Italian people only as long as it 
stays underground. 

The methane deposit hasan older, less 
exciting story. At Busseto, Verdi’s 
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Cortemaggiore property, the Maestro 
forbade his peasants to smoke in his fields 
near the vents through which natural 
gas poured, for fear they would blow 
him and his farm sky-high. The gas in 
this region has been used for years, but 
in drilling for oil the engineers discov- 
ered that the deposit was much larger 
than anyone had realized. The gov- 
ernment plans to draw off three hun- 
dred million cubic metres of it during 
the balance of 1949. The expectation 
is that by 1955 the yield will be nine 
billion cubic metres a year, the equiv- 
alent in energy of more coal than Ttaly 
is at present importing. 

Conceivably, the Po Valley oil will 
change Ttaly’s position among the world 
powers. The Romans built Europes 
first great roads, but ever since horses 
went out of style, after the industrial 
revolution, Italy has been able to travel 
forward only with difficulty. If the Po 
Valley really adds up to something big, 
Traly may be able to speed into the future 
on the only new European resource 
that has turned up since the start of the 
Marshall Plan. 

Rex= has been suffering from what 
people consider, depending on 

their viewpoints, a scandal, a wave of 
false modesty, or just the thing the anti- 
clerical intelligentsia prophesied at last 
year’s spring elections would come to 
pass under a Demo-Christian, prelate- 
dominated government. The climax 
was the banning from the walls of Rome 
of its most exquisite, aesthetic poster, the 
nude figure (shown only from the el- 
bows up) of Botticelli’s famous “Birth 
of Venus.” It was one of the official 
posters for the city of Florence’s re- 
cent festival honoring the fifth cente- 
nary of Lorenzo the Magnificent. It 
is suspected that the order for the sup- 
pression was the idea of the chief of 
police—the already unpopular Minis- 
ter of the Interior, Mario Scelba. When 
he was asked in Parliament if Venus 
violated the laws on pornography, he 
refused to reply, as is his Ministerial 
privilege. Prior to the banning of Botti- 
celli, the government required Roman 
movie posters of no more than ordinary 
commercial daring to be bandaged with 
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strips of paper, which, in most cases, 
turned out to belittle signs saying “Great 
Success” or “Closing Soon,” wittlly 
pasted over movie stars’ bosoms or 
knees; and some recent issues of several 
of the humorous cartoon weeklies, such 

as T'ravaso, which is the Italian Punch, 

have been seized. 
Suitably, the Ninth National Con- 

gress for Morality has been sitting at the 
Campidoglio, attended by Premier de 
Gasperi, by some leading Demo-Chris- 
tian senators and deputies, and also by 
the noted endocrinologist Professor Ni- 
cola Pende, a scientific supporter of 
Fascist Party Secretary Achille Starace’s 
“Manifesto sulla Razza,” to which 
Pende contributed the statement that 
Jews do not belong to the Italian race. 
Premier de Gasper?'s rambling speech at 
the final Morality Congress meeting 
boiled down to the simple phrase “Be 
discreet.” This seems feeble advice to a 
handsome population dwelling among 
beautiful antique public statues and 
paintings. 

HE Socialists have just held an- 
other congress, this time at the 

Argentina Theatre here, in an effort 
to find out what they consist of. They 
seem not to know, nor can even their 
enemies (usually, in Europe, brilliant at 
defining other people’s confused ideolo- 
gies) make out. At their Milan Con- 
gress early this spring, the Socialist Di- 
rectorate divided into three factions. 
Giuseppe Saragat, who is Right Wing, 
controls seven of the fifteen directors; 
the Left Wing has five; and the center 

three, which, naturally, gives the center 
a stranglehold on the two others, since 
neither wing can have a majority with- 
out the middle. When the Italian gov- 

ernment, backed by the Right Wing 
Socialists, supported the Atlantic Pact, 
which is generally unpopular here in 
non-governmental circles, the center al- 
most caused a government crisis by rush- 
ing over to the anti-Atlantic-Pact So- 

cialist Left. This faction is ably led by 
Matteo Mateotti, son of the famous So- 
cialist Giacomo Mateotti, who was mur- 
dered, on Mussolin?’s orders, two years 
after the March on Rome. 

The Rome congress decided, for one 
thing, that a new Party symbol must 
be selected. Tts postwar device so far 
has been three Spanish Republican ar- 
rows across a Marxist hammer and 
sickle, which gives the Communists too 
much credit. The realistic elder Social- 
ist and novelist Ignazio Silone, who 
heads his own autonomous, Socialist- 
splinter party, volubly and insistently 
advised the younger Saragat Socialist 
Party to find its true postwar character 
and policy, and probably a new title, 
since its commonly used initials, P.S.L.I. 
(for Partito Socialista Lavoratori Itali- 
ani), sound like “piselli,” or “green 
peas.” Silone also vehemently and sen- 
sibly advised each of the major parties 
and the various splinters, including his 
own, to find out what voters would back 
it and why, and what on earth the 
relation is anyway now between the So- 
cialist voters of last spring’s elections 
and the split peas that the P.S.L.IL 
has become. Silone’s attacks on the 
Saragatians so enlivened the congress 
that at one point there were shouts of 
“Toss him out,” but the “Internation- 
ale,” hastily played on a gramophone, 
brought everybody to his feet, and to 
brotherly attention. The congress closed 
with a compromise vote for unification, 
at last. As a matter of fact, the decisive 
meeting of the congress was the one 
that took place at the Grand Hotel, 
behind closed doors, and was attended 
by the Comisco (Committee of the In- 
ternational Socialist Conference) dele- 
gates, the various national Socialist chiefs, 
who are dominated by Léon Blum’s 
French party. On this occasion, they 
worked out the compromise unification 
program for the Italians, on directives 
from Paris, Washington, and London. 
And even from Rome. —GENET 

GOING AFTER COWS 

Co, boss! Co, boss! Co, boss! The boy’s refrain 
Inquires among the birch trees in the swamp 
‘To where his cows lie, mildly twitching flies, 
Their udders cool in mud. The bell cow pricks 
Her ears, ungainly rises. Clang! Her bell’s 
Metallic telltale threads the cobwebbed air, 
And brings the boy upon them, with a shout. 

Perforce, the gentle ladies lift their skirts 
And waddle barnward, while the boy behind 
Cries: Haie! Go home! Haie, home! Go home! 

—RoBerT W. PARKER 
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Why the famed 

GUEST COFFEE 

is no longer a private luxury 

    

   HUT 
® It was once the private coffee 

of the world’s greatest coffee 

merchant — blended from his 

fragrant treasury of rare and 

marvelous coffees. 
But eloquent and delighted 

guests who tasted it finally per- 

suaded him to put this wondrous 

coffee on the market — that is 

how Yuban came to be. 

Today, as then, Yuban is 

made from rare and costly cof- 

fees — and word of its marvel- 

ous goodness still goes round. 

YUBAN 
The Guest Coffee 

Availableat better 
storeseverywhere. 
Regular, Drip or 
Pulverized Grind. 
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THE SKY LINE 
The Genteel and the Genuine 

  

OCEANPORT, N. J. 
Between Red Bank & Long Branch 

One of America’s most beautiful and mod- 
ern race courses. Spacious grandstand and 
luxurious five-story club house . . . the ulti- 
mate in comfort and convenience. 
POST 2:30—DAILY DOUBLE CLOSES 2:15 

Children not admitted 
SPECIAL TRAINS DIRECT TO GRANDSTAND 

DAYLIGHT TIME 
. Penn Sta. N.Y. 12:25 (Sats. 11155 
{Newark 12:40 (Sats. 12:00) Li. Liberty 8. (Tersey Central) 12:30 

5, 12:30) 
ular Trains 10 Track 
cave Plex 80 (W. 40th St... 

Ly. Pier 10 (Cedar St.) Noon. 
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Enjoy FRITOS!... 
crisp, delicious, 
golden chips of 
com! The perfect 
snack with drinks, 
sandwiches, salads, 
sea food. Get guar- 
anteed-fresh 
FRITOS today... 
only 10¢ at better 
food stores. 

   

       

  

New, tempting, crisp 
CHEE-TOS— those 
crunchy snacks— 
made with real cheddar 
cheese! Be a perfect 
hostess —serve a bowl 
of CHEE-TOS, too! 

© _FRITOS - Mamaroneck, New York 

    
  

Woe. an honest library build- 
g, using thoroughly modern 

forms, is erected, that’s still 
news, for the genteel tradition in archi- 
tecture continues to lay its hand heaviest 
on libraries and universities, as the re- 
cent opening of Princeton’s mock-Goth- 
ic library dismally reminded us. The 
building T wish to use as an 
example—the addition to the 
Harlem Branch of the New 
York Public Library, on 
136th Street, just west of 
Lenox Avenue—should have 
been news back in 1942, 
when the addition was 
opened, but the war was the absorbing 
topic of the times, and it went almost 
unnoticed. Not long ago, however, the 
interior was redecorated, and its drab 
buffs gave way to light green and 
bright magenta. I am taking this trans- 
formation as a sufficient excuse for 
saying something about the building, 
for in the main this library has set a 
sound precedent that no city adminis- 
tration should be able to, or should 
want to, ignore. 

This brings me to a brochure got out 
a while ago by the New York Public 
Library. On one page of it, there are 
pictures of three library buildings, span- 
ning the last fifty years, and in a way 
they sum up not only American archi- 
tectural history but the major archi- 
tectural problems of our time. The old- 
est of these buildings is the original 
Chatham Square Branch of the New 
York Free Circulating Library, which 
opened in 1899, occupying the first floor 
of a conventional Georgian dwelling 
house with two dormer windows. To 
give the interior of the library enough 
light, the first-floor front wall was re- 
placed by two big plate-glass win- 
dows. This adaptation was forthright, 
and the whole architectural sense of 
the building was, of course, ruined. The 
same thing happens, on a larger scale, in 
new buildings when the architect tries 
to adapt a wholly modern function, that 
of a laboratory or an office building or 
a hospital, to the outmoded forms of 
another age. If he sticks to historic 
forms, the building won’t work; if he 
is kind to the new functions, the build- 
ing is deformed. 

The second picture shows one of the 
structures, quite admirable for their day 
(1903, in this instance), designed to the 
order of the Carnegie Library Fund. 
These buildings were of a fairly stand- 
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ard plan, in the palatial Renaissance 
mode; the one in the brochure, across 
the street from the old Chatham Square 
building, has, typically, three great, 
round-arched windows on the main 
floor (the entrance was rather clumsily 
combined with one of these) and, above, 
two banks of smaller windows punctu- 

ated by six heavy Roman 
Doric columns. The lintel 
above these columns carries, 
in plain, handsome letters, 
the words “New York Pub- 
lic Library.” This building 
definitely belongs to the City 
Beautiful phase of America’s 

architectural development, when such 
architects as McKim, Mead & White 
and Daniel Burnham were attempting 
to give American cities the monumental 
grandeur of Paris and Rome. This 
movement was abortive, however, part- 
ly because it ignored the living sources 
of architecture, partly because the way- 
ward speculative builders paid no at- 
tention to its monumentality and classic 
proportions. Yet there is one aspect of 
the old Carnegie Libraries that still 
deserves respectful consideration. Even 
without the legend, they are easily 
identifiable as public buildings, and their 
bland, dignified faces remind the pass- 
erby of the spacious and leisurely tra- 
ditions of another age. The outward 
forms were old-fashioned, for no one 
dreamed of asking someone like Louis 
Sullivan, condemned to designing coun- 
try banks during this period, to under- 
take a Carnegie Library. Nevertheless, 
despite the heavy masonry and the clas- 
sic columns, a more functional facade 
was developing, to say nothing of a 
more functional plan. 

I come now to the most recent 
phase of the evolution of the New York 
Public Library—the three-story addi- 
tion to the Harlem Branch, which is the 
point of departure of this article. (This 
extension, incidentally, contains the 

well-known Schomburg collection of 
books by and about Negroes.) Both in 
plan and in elevation, it is a bold ad- 
vance. Instead of letting only as much 
light reach the main reading room, on 
the first floor, as Renaissance fenestra- 
tion would permit, the architect, Louis 
Allen Abramson, used three vast win- 
dows, with panes of glass wider than 
they are high, that spread across the 
whole front, so that it is possible to read 
without artificial light as far as fifty feet 
back from the windows. The room has a 

 



high ceiling, which not only makes 
it airy but provides space along one 
side for a mezzanine, which serves 
as an art gallery—an important part 
today of many libraries. On the upper 
floors, horizontal exterior bands of 
buff brick alternate with horizontal 
bands of windows, which are the same 
width as those on the main floor, and 
have the same sort of panes. In join- 
ing the new extension to the old li- 
brary, the architect succeeded in getting 
the maximum of light into the con- 
necting rooms, too, and in general, by 
reason of the directness of his approach 
to his problems, he has made a major 
gain in both lighting and simplicity over 
the old-fashioned Carnegie Library 
building. 

Unfortunately, because of this very 
directness the building has lost a quality 
that was worth preserving, for out- 
wardly it is hard to identify as a library. 
It might be a school, it might be a health 
center or a laboratory; even the bold 
lettering that identifies the older librar- 
ies is absent, and the feebly incised 
letters over the entrance almost look 
as if they had been scratched in as an 
afterthought. The cold buff brick of 
the fagade arbitrarily allies it with the 
factory. Functionally, this library is a 
great improvement on the earlier types, 
and a worthy example of contemporary 
form. But it has not mastered the ques- 
tion of outward expression; a further 
refinement, a further intimacy of de- 

tail—a plaque, a free-standing sculp- 
tured figure, or even an artful use of in- 
scription—is necessary if such a building 
is to tell its story. None of the clichés of 
the past are serviceable, but neither are 
any of the clichés of present-day con- 
structivism. Once again we are faced 
with the problem that Siegfried Giedion 
has posed, the problem of combining 
monumentalism and symbolism, which 
in this case is the problem of making a 
library building look even more like 

a library than the Carnegie Libraries | 
do. 

NE of the best of the recent ex- 
amples of remodelling is the en- 

trance, on Fifty-seventh Street, of the 

twenty-seven-year-old Fisk Building, 
which covers the southern block front | & 
between Broadway and Eighth Ave- 
nue. In its original state, the entrance 
was a broad, high, almost square open- 
ing, divided vertically into three sections 
by pilasters in a conventional Renais- 
sance motif, and flanked at each side by 
a square column ornamented with two 
half medallions at top and bottom 
and one full medallion two-thirds of 

  

Top performance, highest versatility in a 2% x 3% camera. 
Superb color. Built-in flash synchronization. Kodak Ektar f/3.5 
Lumenized Lens. 1/400 shutter. Coupled range finder. With 
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Scenic wonder in Norway 
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Nine flights a week, and the only DC-6 planes to 
Scandinavia. You can name your departure day. 
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Before you travel, consult 
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CONTINENTAL ARTISTS 
Imported Recordings 

NOEL COWARD 

Mad Dogs and Englishmen & Let's Say Good- 
bye No. G-B4269; $1.45. 
Sigh No More & | Wonder What Happened To 
Him No. 6-B3433; $1.45. 
Nina & Matelot No. 6-B9434; $1.45. 
Never Again & Wait A Bit, Joe 

No. G-BS435; $1.45, 
Noel Coward Medley No. G-C2043; $2.00. 

YVONNE PRINTENPS 

Pll Follow My Secret Heart (with Noel 
Coward) No. G-DA1363; $2.00. 

MARLENE DIETRICH 

Ich Bin Von Kopf Bis Fuss Auf Liebe Einge- 
stellt & Nimm Dich In Acht Vor Blonden 
Frauen G-EG1770; $1.45, 
Give Me The Man & Quand L'Amour Meurt 

6-EG2275; $1.45. 

LALE ANDERSEN 

Lili Marlene (original recording) & Drei Rote 
Rosen No. G-E66993; $1.45. 

Minimum shipment $4.00. Shipping 
charges additional. Send for list of 
records by these and other artists. 

Gramophone Shop 
(No branches anywhere) 

18 EAST 48 ST. = DEPT. N = N.Y. 17 

HOTELS 

AMBASSADOR 
(of; 1[¢7.\c]o] 
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transient accommodations 

to a distinguished clientele. 

# PUMP ROOM 
* THE BUTTERY 

* THE PARADE 
The unusual 

* SARAH SIDDONS WALK 
available for private parties, 

meetings and all special functions. 

Ernest Byfield Pres. 
Frank Bering Chmn. 

James A. Hart Mng. Di 

NORTH STATE PARKWAY AT GOETHE 
Chicago 10, Hllinois     

the way up. The street number, 250, 
was painted in bold figures on the glass 
above the triple center door, and the 
opening was topped by a lintel on which 
appeared, in raised metal lettering, the 
name of the building. Apart from the 
fussy ornamentation, it was not a bad 
entrance, but it certainly was not a 
distinguished one. The entrance that has 
replaced it has a simplicity, a freshness, 
an elegance altogether lacking in the 
first effort. The new portal, which is 
of the same dimensions, has a main en- 
trance—four clear-glass doors—and a 
narrow side door of opaque glass, on 
the right. Above the four main doors is 
a vast sheet of glass, and above the side 
door there are three small panels of 
glass. The doors are set in aluminum 
frames; an M-shaped vertical aluminum 
column separates the side door from the 
others, and a similarly shaped horizontal 
aluminum member separates the doors 
from the glass above them. As a result 
of this composition and of the concealed 
fluorescent floodlighting, the walls and 
the terra-cotta-colored ceiling of the 
foyer are visible from the outside; even 
before entering, one penetrates the 
building visually. The entrance is set 
in a broad frame of polished granite, 
without ornamentation of any kind to 
compete with the only things that should 
attract the eye—the large metal street 
number placed above the doors, where 
the vertical and horizontal metal mem- 
bers meet, and the name of the building, 
clearly incised in the granite lintel. The 
interesting thing about these two de- 
signs, the old and the new, is how 
different their effect is. The orig- 
inal scheme was an attempt to apply 
the conventions of Renaissance design 
to a new problem; the new design 
sweeps away the irrelevant historic 
forms and achieves clarity and com- 
posure without posturing of any kind. 
The remodelling architect, Giorgio 
Cavalieri, deserves public thanks for 
carrying through this job with such re- 
serve. 

  

OMEBODY told me a while ago 
that the four new stations on the 

Eighth Avenue subway line in Brook- 
lyn embodied several improvements on 
the earlier stations along this route, and 
I made a long, weary journey to check 
up on this information. Inspection of a 
couple of them—Liberty Avenue and 
Euclid Avenue—indicates that the in- 
formation is correct, though the depar- 
tures are not quite as radical as I had 
hoped they would be. They consist 
largely of adding color and fluorescent 
lighting. The earlier stations on this line 
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AND UNIQUE 

Many useful decorating ideas are 
yours, in the Drexel booklets. Write 
for them today—two booklets about 
traditional furniture, 15¢ in coin for 
the pair; two booklets about Prec- 
edent furniture, 25¢ in coin for the 
pair. Address: 2272 Huffman Road, 
Drexel, N. C. 
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fion @ summer vacation 
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warm weather delight \ 6d 
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At better food stores, 17¢ a jor plus 3c deposit 
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were opened during the last depression, 
and such virtues as they had were en- 
tirely of a negative nature; in the course 
of fifteen years they have become grimy 
and prematurely dilapidated. Even the 
signboards seem to me badly designed; 
the tips of the directional arrows are 
barely visible at a short distance. The 
new stations are at least more radiant; 
the one at Liberty Avenue is done in 
cream (Guernsey, not Holstein) and 

blue tiles, and the one at Euclid Avenue 
has been done in cream tiles, and the 
name has been executed, possibly by 
some loyal graduate of City College, in 
the fine colors of that institution—black 
letters on lavender. There is a broad 
warning stripe of yellow concrete to 
mark the edge of the platforms, and 
tubular lights greatly brighten the sta- 
tions, so the total effect is quite gay. 
Perhaps the most ingratiating touch is 
the bins for cigarette butts set into the 
walls at the landings of the stairs from 
the street, a little like those provided 
in Pullman roomettes—a thoughtful 
bit of planning indeed. These new 
stations are admittedly better than the 
old ones, but even so they lack certain 
devices I would suggest, among them 
an adequate means of indicating to the 
passenger aboard a train, before it enters 
a station, what the name of the stop is. 
Another thing is a large-scale map of 
the city and a boldly indicated plan 
of the lines. All the present maps are 
small, confusing, and exasperating. 
Haven't our New York administra- 
tors ever heard of the London Under- 
ground system? For all our boasting 
about American ingenuity, we still 
haven’t produced a subway station in 
New York that compares with any 
of those done in London by Adams, 
Holden & Pearson during the last 
twenty years. 

HOSE who are interested in the 
history of American architecture 

may be pleased to know about the ap- 
pearance of Carl Bridenbaugh’s mono- 
graph called “Peter Harrison, First 
American Architect,” published by the 
University of North Carolina Press for 
the Institute of Early American History 
and Culture, at Williamsburg, Virginia. 
It fills a sad gap in our historic knowl- 
edge, for though Harrison is usually re- 
ferred to as the first American profes- 
sional architect—Bridenbaugh, who is 
the director of the Institute, confirms 
this—little is known about the man, 
partly because, since he was a Tory, 
his plans and papers were burned by an 
indignant mob in New Haven. Mr. 
Bridenbaugh, the author of “Cities in the     
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Wilderness,” an excellent study of early 
city development, is a resolute scholar, 
and he has brought together, for what 
he modestly calls 2 “biographical essay,” 
the few facts about Harrison that are 
available. Happily for the man’s repu- 
tation, all his buildings are still standing, 
not merely the Redwood Library, in 
Newport, his best-known work, but the 
equally restrained and Palladian syna- 
gogue in the same city, and the more 
conspicuous (and afterward altered) 
King’s Chapel, in Boston. I am full of 
gratitude for this monograph, and I 
can’t help wishing that a series of sim- 
ilar books would appear on the neg- 
lected architects of the period between 
1870 and 1910—on W. R. Emerson 
and Halsey Wood, for example; on the 
firm of Babb, Cook & Willard, in New 
York; on Schmidt, Garden, and Mar- 
tin, in Chicago; on Irving Gill, in 
California. Do their works have to dis- 
appear before we begin to realize that 
they need to be appraised and cherished? 

—LEwis Mumrorp 

EGO 

Vague, submarine, my giant twin 
swims under me, a girl of shade 
who mimics me. She’s caught within 
a chicken wire of light that’s laid 
by netted waves on floor of sand. 
I dare not look. I squeeze my lids 
against that apparition and 
her nightmare of surrounding squids, 
her company of nounless fright. 
She is the unknown thing I am 
and do not wish to see. In flight, 
I swim the way my comrades swam 
and hide among them. Let me keep 
their safety’s circle for a charm 
against that sister in the deep 
who, huge and mocking, plans me harm. 

—DivLys BENNETT LAING 

It was their first breakfast together at 
the honeymoon resort. The waiter had 
just served hot Grape-Nuts Wheat-Meal 
and folks at the other tables were turn- 
ing in the direction of the delicious aroma. 

“Dear,” remarked the bride, “do you 
always tap the sugar spoon in that funny 
little way when you sweeten your cereal 2” 

“That, darling, is one of my peculiar 
little habits. I see you have one too.” 

“Me?” she asked coyly. “For instance?” 
“Well,” replied he, “you usually eat 

your hot Grape-Nuts Wheat-Meal with 
Your right hand, don’t you?” 

“Yes, dear, I do. But whats so odd 
about that?” asked she. 

“Most people I know eat it with a 
spoon!” answered he with a smile. 

—Adv. in Woman's Day. 

And now for a fine, crunchy divorce!     
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MR. MOOKERJHEE 
Foreign experts here also recommend 

a 25 per cent reduction in the number 
of employees on the government payroll 
in the interest of efficiency and economy. 

—A.P. dispatch from New Delhi. 

I ADVISE the foreign experts to 
tread cautiously. I speak as a man 
whose career almost foundered on 

the problem of eliminating unnecessary 
employees in India. 

I was sent to Calcutta by the United 
Press in the torrid autumn of 1945, 
with specific instructions from the U.P. 
division manager in Bombay to run the 
Calcutta bureau with not more than one 
Indian assistant, plus the usual retinue of 
messengers and coolies. If possible, I was 
to dispense with the assistant. Like most 
other outfits immediately after the war, 
the U.P. was in the midst of an economy 
drive, in an effort to get operations back 
to a normal, peacetime basis. I had just 
joined the U.P, after being discharged 
from the American Field Service, in 
Secunderabad, and I was anxious to 
demonstrate not only that I was a man 
who knew how to economize but that 
T was an executive to be reckoned with 
as well. 

Mr. Mookerjhee, a Hindu whom my 
predecessor in Calcutta had hired as 
cable editor, was my first executive 
problem. I had had a report about him 
before I left Bombay. The former head 
of the Calcutta bureau had written me 
that Mr. Mookerjhee was “willing but 
unsatisfactory,” and added that he was 
incapable of editing cables and couldn’ 
even type accurately. The division man- 
ager had advised me to fire him and 
then, if I found that I could not get 
along without an assistant, hire the best 
man that could be found among the 
available Indian journal- 
ists in Calcutta. He had 
great hopes for me, he 
said, and would keep a 
sharp eye on my per- 
formance. 

It took me only a day 
or two to realize that my 
predecessor had been 
right about Mr. Mookerjhee. The cable 
copy he laid on my desk, with a timid 
smile, was awful. Next, I tried him 
at copying off mailer stories, which 
weren't in “cablese,” but he wasn’t any 

good at this, either. His typing was full 
of errors, and he omitted words and 
sometimes whole sentences. 

At last, I called Mr. Mookerjhee in- 
to the small anteroom I had set aside for 
“executive” matters and explained the 
situation to him. He sat with his slender 

  

hands folded on his lap and nodded 
sympathetically. His dark, liquid eyes 
forgave me everything. He realized he 
was no good— “absolutely useless” was 
what he said. The agency had been 
foolish to keep him as long as it had. 
He was a terrible burden. 

He went so far in running himself 
down that I began to assure him he 
really wasn’t as bad as all that. He 
was really quite good, I told him. It 
was just that this type of work took 
a particular kind of temperament—in 
fact, a rather undesirable one. And 
on an impulse T told him T would give 
him a full month’s severance pay— 
he had been with the office only ten 
weeks—and do my best to find him 
another job. 

I wrote the division manager that 
I had given Mr. Mookerjhee notice 
but that I definitely needed an assistant. 
I said I was looking around for the 
right man and had asked Mr. Mooker- 
jhee to remain until I found one. 

Finding the right man wasn’t easy. 
I put ads in the Calcutta Statesman and 
the Amrita Bazar Patrika, and was 
deluged with letters from applicants who 
professed, in broken English, to read 
English and write it fluently. I had sev- 
eral of the more promising ones try out 
on a couple of cables. They weren’t up 
to it. In my opinion, there is no way to 
tell anyone when to use “a” instead 
of “the” in a sentence. He either knows 
or he doesn’t. 

Mr. Mookerjhee watched with gen- 
uine sympathy my fruitless efforts to 
find a replacement for him. He sighed 
and seemed upset each time a new pros- 
pect didn’t pan out, and one morning, 
after a particularly discouraging day 

spent testing applicants, I 
found a vase filled with 
jasmine on my desk. 

INALLY, I discov- 
ered Mr. Bannerjhee. 

He was a Hindu em- 
ployed in the Calcutta of- 
fice of the O.W.L, but, 

with the war over and the O.W.L’s 
future uncertain, he was looking for 
a permanent connection. I tried him 
out on the definite and indefinite articles. 
He wasn’t infallible, but he was a lot bet- 
ter than any of the others had been. I 
wired the division manager that I was 
hiring Mr. Bannerjhee, as of Novem- 
ber 15th, and that T was keeping Mr. 
Mookerjhee on until November 30th, 
to help break in Mr. Bannerjhee. 

‘The rapport between Mr. Mooker- 
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romantic fragrance. 
See the difference. See the 

smoother, prettier, more radiant 

complexion you have always 
wanted. Start your flawless com- 
plexion care today... with Luxuria, 
the cream that's blonded-by-hand! 

“Lusuria Cleansing Cream 1.00, 2.00, 350 

Hovis blind hyn 
PARIS             
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flowering shells... . black or 
brown suede with 

gunmetal dewdrops. 
19.95 

Yes, you moy order by mail or 

phone COlumbus 5-6367 * Sorry no C.O0.D's. 

vy 
537 FIFTH AVE, NEW YORK 

  
  

  

jhee and Mr. Bannerjhee was immedi- 
ate and complete. They acted like two 
old friends who have unintentionally 
offended each other and are trying to 
make amends. Mr. Mookerjhee would 
jump up to bring Mr. Bannerjhee copy 
paper, pencils, and carbons before MT. 
Bannerjhee had a chance to ask for 
them—sometimes before he even real- 
ized he needed them. Mr. Bannerjhee, 
on his part, was tactful and gentle. He 
asked questions in a soft, lilting voice, 
and Mr. Mookerjhee’s normally low- 
pitched tones became even more mur- 
murous in response. Whenever the tele- 
phone rang, they engaged in a lengthy, 
wordless byplay that implied that since 
the call was undoubtedly important, 
only the other was qualified to answer 
it. Eventually, they solved the problem 
by taking telephone calls alternately, and 
each would smile deprecatingly as he 
picked up the instrument, to assure the 
other that he was certain nothing could 
be more trivial than this particular call. 
Their long looks of silent communion 
affected me so much that I soon found 
myself issuing instructions around the 
office in an apologetic half whisper. 

Toward the end of the first week, 
Mr. Mookerjhee and Mr. Bannerjhee 
started going out to lunch together. 
Each day, 1 watched them from my 
office window as they crossed Chow- 
ringhee Square, delicately holding hands, 
and T began to have a vague feel 
ing that something was going wrong. 
I thought perhaps T was uncomfortable 
only because I couldn’t get accustomed 
to seeing men hold hands, an ordinary 
practice in India; or it may have been 
the illusion, from the distance of the 

office window, that Mr. Mookerjhee 
and Mr. Bannerjhee were identical. 
Both were trim and long-legged, with 
the same shade of mahogany skin, and 
both had long, slender necks and car- 
ried their heads slightly to one side, 
like drooping flowers. 

N November 30th, Mr. Mooker- 
jhee wore a shirt with a collar and 

a green necktie instead of his hitherto 
invariable white, open-throated polo 
shirt. About four o'clock, he began 
assembling his personal things in a card- 
board box, with deft, precise move- 
ments—a cake of soap, a small blue 
towel, a comb, a bottle of sesamum 
oil, a pocket English dictionary, and |p; 
several back copies of American news 
magazines, which he must have res- 
cued from the wastebasket. 

I didn’t like watching him. I went 
into the anteroom and busied myself 

at my desk. In a few minutes, there 
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and EVELYINING 
weve gor 

18 yours! 
® taste-tempting food! 

® bigger-than-big cocktails! 

© large, clean, airy . . . 

and quiet rooms! 

© lullaby-soft beds! 

® well-trained, courteous service! 

Luxury!...we're remodeled and re- 

decorated from kitchen fo penthouse! 

  

  

~ WATERLOO HOUSE 
For gracious living . . . a delightful 
summer haven on a Garden Water- 
front. HORIZONS, charmingly ap- 
pointed, is but a few steps from the 
ocean at Coral Beach. 

New York Office, 22 East 47th St. 
Phone MUrray Hill 8-3670 

eossee BERMUDA #oeeee 
“WE MEND ALL 

BUT BROKEN HEARTS!” 

INVISIBLE CHINA REPAIRS—missing parts re- 
placed. Your SILVER restored, cleaned, plated. lac- 
auered. JEWELRY repaired, diamonds or rhinestones 
replaced. Gold-plating. LIGHTERS and GADGETS 
repaired. LAMPS MOUNTED. Bring or mail. 

LITTLE GREY GIFT SHOP 
Antiques Bought, Sold, Restored. 
Dept. 7N., 1350 Madison Ave. (95th), N. Y. 28 

Alwater 9-4020. 
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was a knock at the door. I said, “Come 
in,” and Mr. Bannerjhee came for- 
ward silently and laid a sheet of yellow 
paper in front of me. It was a news 
story written from a piece of cable copy 
T had spiked a couple of days previous- 
ly. Tt bore Mr. Mookerjhee’s initials. 

“What's this?” I asked. 
Mr. Bannerjhee smiled and clasped 

his elongated hands in front of him. 
“Mr. Mookerjhee wrote it,” he said. 

“Oh,” I said, and looked at the copy 
again. “You must have helped him.” 

“Just a little,” he replied with a 
shrug. 

“Well, it’s not bad,” I said. I held 
it out to him. 

He didn’t take it. “Mr. Mookerjhee 
is very happy here,” he said. 

“Yes, T know. I'm sorry... . 
There was a long pause. Mr. Ban- 

nerjhee kept his large, chocolate-colored 
eyes fixed on my face. 

“Mr. Mookerjhee and I have become 
very good friends,” he said, at last. 

I nodded. “I’m trying to find him 
another job,” T said. 

“T believe he is capable of doing the 
work here,” Mr. Bannerjhee said with 
careful emphasis. “I will help him.” 

I laid the paper back on the desk. 
“I’m afraid that’s impossible, Mr. Ban- 
nerjhee,” I said. “He isn’t up to it, 
and anyway I can’t keep you both. I 
have orders from Bombay.” 

Mr. Bannerjhee hesitated for a mo- 
ment, then slowly bobbed his head. “I 
am prepared to resign.” 

“Nonsense!” I said. “You can’t re- 
sign. I brought you here to replace 
Mr. Mookerjhee.” 

“T can’t take Mr. Mookerjhee’s job. 
T couldn't sleep nights,” Mr. Banner- 
jhee said. 

I told him he wasn’t taking Mr. 
Mookerjhee’s job—that I had decided 
to let Mr. Mookerjhee go long before 
he had come into the office and that 
he would accomplish nothing by step- 
ping out himself. It would just put me 
to great inconvenience, after I had spent 
two painstaking weeks breaking him in. 
Besides, I pointed out, he had given 
up his O.W.L. job and would be out 
of work himself. 

Mr. Bannerjhee looked sadder than 
ever and kept shaking his head. “Yes,” 
he said. “Yes, I will be out of work, but 
T can’t keep this job. I am prepared.” 

‘There was a knock at the door. It 
was Mr. Mookerjhee. He came toward 
the desk hesitantly, reached for the 
yellow paper, then drew back, and 
turned to Mr. Bannerjhee with a look 
of benign reproach. 

“Mr. Bannerjhee forced me to write 
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SPEEDBIRD STYLE T0 LONDON 

   
  

      
=n 
meal are all a part of Speedbird service - . . served 

in flight, with a smile from your attentive steward or stewardess. 

  

EATING. A satisfying snack, a delightful 

  

SLEEPING is easy in the pressurized cabin. And 
what comfort to know that BOAC has 30 
years of flying experience; more than 100 
‘million-miler Speedbird Captains. 

GOOD CARE OF YOU 

From London BOAC and associated airlines offer superb connections to the world’s 
key cities. From Amsterdam (14 flights each week) to Zurich (13 flights each week) 
BOAC links the alphabet of geography with fast, frequent service. It's a schedule 
beyond compare — for Europe, and the Middle East, West Africa, East Africa, 
South Africa, Pakistan, India, Far East, Australia, New Zealand and Japan. Here 
are a few sample round trip fares*. 

$666.00 (53) Weekly Flights ATHENS $975.60 (9) Weekly Flights 
$822.60 (13) “  « BRUSSELS $673.20 (14) “ 

*Round trip fares from New York. From Montreal slightly less. 
A THOUSAND ROUTES AROUND THE WORLD from $1,700 

PARIS 
ROME 

LONDON FARES TO LONDON* 
from New York or Montreal 

From Via Days of Week 
NEW YORK Glasgow Sun., Tues., Fri. 
NEW YORK Shannon Mon., Thurs. MONTREAL $349.00 $628.20 
MONTREAL Glasgow Wed., Sat. *Fares to Scotland or Ireland are slightly less 

DAILY SERVICE TO BERMUDA, $126.00 Round Trip (plus tax) 

YOUR LOCAL TRAVEL AGENT IS OUR LOCAL OFFICE. Information and bookings also at 
most airline offices; or at BOAC, 420 Madison Ave., New York 17, N.Y.(Tel.: PLaza 5-5960); 
and at BOAC offices in Baltimore, Washington, D. C., Chicago, Los Angeles, San Francisco, 
Montreal and Toronto. 

From One Way Round Trip 
NEW YORK $350.00 $630.00   

British Overseas Airways Corporation 
Routes to Ausiralia, New Zealand and South Africa in association with Qantas Empire Airways, Ltd., 
Tasman Empire Airways Limited and South African Airways, respectively. Also fo Australasia across 
the Pacific from San Francisco via British Commonwealth Pacific Airlines Limited.  
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races at 

Jamaica 
THROUGH JULY 16 

EMPIRE'S popular Summer Meeting 
continues through July 16 at 

convenient JAMAICA. For an 

afternoon of racing thrills, don't 
miss EMPIRE'S final week—and 
these important Stake races! 

On Saturday, July 9 
THE EMPIRE CITY HANDICAP 

$50,000 added 

On Saturday, July 16 
THE BUTLER 

$50,000 added 
One Mile and Three-Sixieenths 

8 THRILLING RACES DAILY 

SPECIAL TRAINS: direct to track loave Penn. 
Station from 11:10 A.M. (Sats. 10:47 A.M.) and 
Flatbush Avenue, Brooklyn, from 10:25 A.M. 

First Race 1:15 P.M. 
Daily Double Closes 12:55 P.M. 
General Admission $1.60 Tax Included 
Children Not Admitted   

it,” he said quietly. “He came over 
specially to my house last night. I didn’t 
want to. He corrected it three times. 
We are good friends.” 

“You can do this work, Ramuni,” 
Mr. Bannerjhee said to him. 

Mr. Mookerjhee shook his head. “I 
know what Mr. Bannerjhee has told 
you,” he said to me. “That he is pre- 
pared to resign. I don’t permit it. I 
leave in any case. In any case. This 
I am firm on. I have told him it.” 

Mr. Mookerjhee’s eyes were moist. 
Mr. Bannerjhee’s eyes were moist. 

‘The session lasted two hours. At the 
end, there were some emotional and 
glowing speeches in my honor by Mr. 
Mookerjhee and Mr. Bannerjhee, and 
considerable handshaking all around. 
‘Then they left the office arm in arm, 
pausing long enough for Mr. Mooker- 
jhee to put the soap, towel, and comb 
back in his desk. He was still with us. 

M* correspondence with the division 
manager during the next three 

weeks was lengthy and inconclusive. I 
patiently explained that I needed a mini- 
mum of two assistants, and that both 
Mr. Mookerjhee and Mr. Bannerjhee 
were indispensable. He less patiently 
replied that my proposal was prepos- 
terous. I kept a box ready for my own 
soap, towel, and comb. 

After four or five exchanges of let- 
ters, the division manager was suddenly 
called to Tokyo, and there, absorbed 
in weightier matters, he had no time 
for Mr. Mookerjhee and Mr. Banner- 
jhee. When I left Calcutta, a year 
later, they were both firmly entrenched 
in the organization. Mr. Mookerjhee 
still didn’t know the difference between 
“a” and “the,” but his typing had 
improved slightly. 

—RoBErRT CLURMAN 

. 

BirmINGHAM, ExcLaxp, June 6 
(AP)—Mrs. Iris Taylor smelled smoke, 
jumped out of bed, and landed in her 
witchen—one floor down. A smoldering 
blaze had weakened the bedroom foor- 
boards. Mrs. Taylor, 26, came to rest on a 
kitchen table in a shower of jlaster. She is 
in a hospital being treated for shock— 
The Post Home News. 

‘The Post seems a little jarred up itself. 

Ar G. Kerry & MiLLer Bros. 
CIRCUS 

A Rear Live GIRAFFE 
A JUNGLE-BRep RHINOCEROS 

450 PEOPLE 14 ACRES OF TENTS 
218 ANIMALS 28 ADVERTISING MEN 

—Albia (Iowa) Monroe County News. 
Can we carry water for them? 
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finest 
English Ale | 
The product of over 

8 200 years’ brewing | 
3 experience 

   

v | and distinction 
in which you taste 

the goodness of 
the finest British 

Malt and the appe- | 
tizing tang of | 

the finest Kentish 
hops. i 

Be y 
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Famous all over | 
the World 

Brewed and bottled in England by 
WHITBREAD & CO., Ltd. 

Brewers since 1742 
General U.S. Importers 

VAN MUNCHING & CO., INC., NEW YORK 

MENEMSEA _ 
BAR - 

The salty tang ‘and romance 
of Martha's Vineyard and this 
snug fishermen's harbor — at 
New York's new bar and cocks 
tail lounge. 

  

  

  FOR SALE 
One of the two houses in the New York area 

designed by 
FRANK LLOYD WRIGHT 

* bedrooms, 3 baths, radiant heating. detached 
Hobby House: on 12 beautifully landscaped and 
wooded acres with several brooks. In the New 

York. 
anged., 

CARL H. BOOTH, Realtor 
BERNARDSVILLE, N. J. 

Tel: Bern. 8-0585, 8-1077 

eafore 
[EERE Sr . 8th St. 
Sutton Place @ Sa, Village 

THE ARISTOCRAT OF SEA FOOD RESTAURANTS 

  

Jersey hills, 
536.000. 

Excellent commut    

  
  

    

  

    
      



THE RACE 
TRACK 

Younger Generation 

UTIFULLY 
watching the 

present collection of 
two-year-olds, Dve 
been able to find 

only three worth any special attention. 
They are Ferd, winner of the Youth 
ful and Juvenile Stakes; Striking, a live 
ly sister of Busher; and Navy Chief, 
who won the Great American Stakes, 
at Aqueduct, last week. There has been 
the annual epidemic of croup and 
snuffies among the younger racers, and, 
as usual, everyone says that all the well 
fancied colts are being saved up for 
Saratoga. In the meantime, I think that 
those I’ve named will do. 

Navy Chief, in case you haven’t kept 
up with him, has finished first in four 
of his seven starts and second in the 
rest. But for a spot of bad luck three 
weeks ago, he would have had five out 
of seven. His saddle slipped or twisted 
during the running of the Tremont 
Stakes, a circumstance that seems to 
have escaped the catlike eyes of horse- 
players, and Arcaro, his jockey, afraid 
that the saddle might come off alto- 
gether, sat still and held tight. The re- 
sult was that Navy Chief was beaten 
by Fox Time. It was quite something 
else again the following week, in the 
Great American Stakes; Navy Chicf 
took command quickly, and won easily 
from Fox Time. First Glance was third. 
Incidentally, Navy Chief, who is owned 
by E. P. Taylor, is just about the only 
member of Taylor's stable who hasn’t 
something the matter with him. (Pm 
touching wood as I write this.) The 
last mishap to one of Taylor's horses 
occurred the other morning when Epic, 
his King’s Plate winner, developed a 
crack in a hoof while doing a slow 
gallop. 

Speaking of luck, Navy Chief was 
Arcaro’s hundredth winner this season. 
His ninety-ninth was Miss Request, 
earlier that afternoon, and she was the 
first favorite he’d won on since June 
15th. 

MOST interesting experiment in 
racing is being made by Dale 

Shaffer at the Fair Grounds, in De- 
troit, where I spent a few days recent- 
ly. For a long time now, the horses and 
jockeys at the Fair Grounds have been 
the humdrum sort you'd expect at any 
fair grounds. Last January, Shaffer, 
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shocking cologne 
and 

shocking bath sponges 

shocking 
cologne 

275 * 5.00 
9.00 

On train, plane, anywhere! 
Pure magic — the Sponges! 
In water, the plump, pink 
tablet swells into a generous, 
4" x 5” spongy washcloth... . 
Shocking-scented. And Shocking 
Cologne is double-strength. ,. 

shocking 
bath sponges 

175 
prices plus tox 

doubly enchanting! 

GIFT MEMO: Give both 
Shocking Cologne 2nd Bath > 
Sponges — thereby displaying 4 
taste and imagination 
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now showing. 
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WESTPORT, CONN. 
This is the country home and the 

setting one dreams of finding. A 
Colonial house of infinite charm and 
perfection. 4 master bedrooms; 3 
baths. Fine old trees; an intimate 
view; and a river bounding several 
acres of meadowland. Remodelled 
studio-barn with kitchen and bath. 
A complete country place in excel- 
Lent condition throughout. 

Brokers Protected 

HELEN M. CASHEN 
Westport, Conn. Tel. 2-3377           

  

  

   
NEWLY DECORATED 

LUNCHEON COCKTAILS 
r 

DINNER SUPPER 

Entertainmenfiand Music for 
Dancing from 5:45 10 closing 

No Coven de 
unt .M. 
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Air-Confftioned 

Hot Dene 
PLAZA CIRCLE 

          

    

"AT 61st STREET 

¥ 
  

York's 
Favorite 
Chinese 
Restaurant 
Air 
onditioned 

150 West 52 St. 

220 Canal St.   

who is young, active, and full of ideas, 
helped organize and became president 
of the Michigan Racing Association, 
Inc, a syndicate that took over the 
plant for this season and will build 2 new 
one, which Shaffer will operate for 
ten years. The new setup, which, to 
judge from the plans, will be something 
Special, will be ready next May. (It 
may be a surprise to the Empire City 
management that you can build a race 
track now if you really want to.) 
Shaffer, by the way, is better than 
a green hand. He is vice-chairman of 
the Kentucky Racing Commission and 
owner of Coldstream Stud, one of 
the larger thoroughbred-stock farms. 

Last summer, his yearlings brought 
$316,400 at the Keeneland Sales. 
Also—and hardly anyone remembers 
it—he bred Bull Lea, the sire of Cita~ 
tion, Coaltown, Armed, and other 
Calumet Farm racers. Shaffer believes 
that people like to sce good horses 
run, and he has brought in the finest 
racers who have appeared at the Fair 
Grounds since Cavalcade went there to 
win the Detroit Derby, fifteen years 
ago. 

The best show I saw out there was 
the Hurry Up High Weight Handicap, 
at five furlongs, which was won by Rose 
Bed, a six-year-old you probably never 
heard of. Although the footing was 
rough from a rain the day before, 
she did the distance in a minute flat, 
which is not bad for a mare her age. 
Rose Bed is owned and trained by a 
David Harum sort of character named 
Marion Van Berg, a shrewd auctioneer 
of livestock who drifted into the race- 
horse business about five years ago. Just 
now, he has stables at Detroit, at Ar- 
lington Park, and at Ak-Sar-Ben 
(that’s “Nebraska” spelled backward), 
in Omaha. He trains all his horses him- 
self, going from track to track by plane, 
which, he says, beats training by tele- 
phone. He does all right, too. The 
afternoon Rose Bed won, he saddled 
two other winners at the Fair Grounds. 

—Aupax MiNor 

  

LETTERS WE NEVVA FINISHED 

A-READIN’ 

Davip McKay Company, Publishers 
Washington Square, Philadelphia 6 

Dear Mg. P- 
Old Sarge wrote a book . . . 
David McKay announces publercashun 

June 15th. 
Old Sarge sez it appeels dubble, first 

ter men, then ter the wimmin folks 
awaitin’ up late nites ter claim the win- 
nins. 

Old Sarge is 

  

    

Sterling and Crystal 

for your Strawberry Preserves 

No question about the kind of jam 
you're serving in this jor! The strawberry 
motif on the cover and spoon handle 
says, it's strawberry. 
Complete, 4% inches high, 13.00; 3% 
inches high, 11.00. 

PRICES INCLUDE FEDERAL TAX. 
MAIL AND PHONE ORDERS FILLED 

ELoORADD 5.6630 

GEORG JENSEN INC. 
Fifth Avenve of 53rd St. New York 22 

  

  

500 ACRE FARM 
and private shooting preserve 

in Connecticut 90 minutes from New 
York. Excellent farm land and game 
cover. Thirteen buildings, modern dairy 
barn, Pheasant pens, etc. Unique property. 
Price $250,000. Write Box E. K. 

% THE NEW YORKER 
25 West 43rd St. New York 18, N. Y.     
      
        

  

      
     

     

      

       

Are you searching for 
UNUSUAL 

PICTURES 
Not the stereotyped ma- 
chine-made reproductions. 
that are so common, but 
out-of-the-ordinary colo: 
eichings and old prints to 
make your home 
“DIFFERENT. 

  

     LEGAL WORDS 
«+ Lawyers bound for foreign courts 
find legal vocabularies quickly avail- 
able at Berlitz. Easy mastery, with 
Berlitz-directed native teachers. Ger- 
man, Spanish, etc. 

“is BERLITZ (at 50th St.) 
Circle 6-0110  
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ON AND OFF THE AVENUE 

MAY not know 
muchaboutcamp- 

ing, but I certainly 
know enough not to 

+ give advice to camp- 
ers. You won’t catch 

me telling woodsmen what they ought 
and ought not to take with them in 
the way of equipment. But just in case 
they have overlooked some of the worth- 
while gear that is now around for the 
first time, or for the first time since 
the war, I shall endeavor to report, 
noncommittally, on what is available. 
Although I am not going to propose a 
patented thingumajig that prevents salt 
from caking to a camper who knows 
darned well that an old aspirin bottle 
makes the best possible outdoor shaker, 
I shall tell, for the benefit of anyone 
who isn’t happy with an old aspirin 
bottle, where the thingumajig is to be 
had. You can’t ask for more caution 
than that. 

Probably everybody who has ever had 
the remotest interest in camping is fa- 
miliar with the superior tents manu- 
factured by David T. Abercrombie, of 
97 Chambers Street, who for the past 
fifty-odd years has been equipping dis- 
tinguished explorers, undistinguished 
campers, and plain hikers. The tents 
are made in numerous styles, and of a 
variety of fabrics, all of which have been 
treated with the company’s special green- 
copper solution, which renders them 
waterproof, verminproof, and resistant 
to mildew and rot, and also adds to the 
strength of the cloth without appre- 
ciably increasing its weight—an im- 
provement over the heavy paraffin meth- 
od of weatherproofing. 
Incidentally, the clear 
light-green color im- 
parted by the copper 
preparation is soft and 
pleasing to the eyes. 
What seems to be the 
most popular of the 
company’s tents for or- 
dinary camping is the 
No. 21 Aberlite, of the 
Explorer type. This par- 
ticular model is made of 
a cotton material and 
has a floor that is six and 
a half feet square; it will 
sleep two people com- 
fortably and three in a 
pinch. “The fore part of 
the tentis wedge-shaped 
and seven feet high, and 

   
   
   

ABOUT THE HOUSE 

the top slopes down to a rear wall two 
feet high at the corners and two and a 
half feet high in the center. A sewn-in 
waterproof ground cloth, a bobbinet 
ventilator,and a zippered bobbinet screen 
at the entrance combine to make the tent 
both snakeproof and bugproof. The 
front flap is unusually wide and can be 
raised to form a canopy. The whole 
thing weighs around twelve pounds and 
rolls up into a neat package a trifle more 
than two feet long. The tent costs $60. 
If you don’t want to bother with cutting 
tent poles and stakes, you can buy them 
ready-made. A two-piece knockdown 
support, designed for the tent and made 
of telescoping aluminum tubes, which 
are held together by screws that can be 
turned by hand, and that can’t possibly 
get lost, because they are built in, costs 
$7.50. A full complement of aluminum 
stakes—the tent requires seventeen—is 
$3.96. 

HE Coleman gasoline stoves, 
which many woodsmen agree 

simply can’t be beat for outdoor cook- 
ing, now have, in addition to their old 
virtue of instant lighting without the 
nuisance of priming, a new type of 
burner, which is windproof and can 
be regulated to any heat. The most 
all-round satisfactory of these cookers 
is, I am told, a two-burner job with 
a collapsible steel base and a two-and-a- 
half-pint fuel tank, which holds enough 
gasoline (it has to be the non-lead kind, 
because lead gasoline clogs up the burn- 
ers) to keep both burners going full tilt 
for three hours. The stove weighs ten 
pounds and costs around $10, at David 

  

Abercrombie, Macy, and Abercrombie 
& Fitch, among other places. David 
Abercrombie also sells a wood-burning 
stove, for heating as well as cooking, 
that is such a cozy litde thing that I 
should never dare mention it among 
all these severely practical appliances if 
I hadn’t been assured it is a great fa- 
vorite of campers headed for a cold cli- 
mate. It is made of thin steel, weighs 
fifteen pounds, and has more or less the 
appearance of an old-fashioned cook- 
stove in miniature; there is plenty of 
room on its two-lid top for a couple of 
stewpots. A slender, telescoping chim- 
ney comes with the stove, which costs 
$25, complete. For an extra $4.50, 
there is an asbestos ring that can be sewn 
to a tent, to provide a safe outlet for the 
chimney. For those who travel light, 
Abercrombie & Fitch have what must 
surely be the least complicated and least 
cumbersome of grills; it has the con- 
siderable advantage of burning either 
wood or charcoal, and I understand that 
it performs quite effectively. This un- 
pretentious contrivance, which is called 
the Hi-Lo, has an eleven-by-seventeen- 
inch stand, notched at three levels to 
allow raising and lowering of the fire 
pan. The price is $5.25, the weight is 
around seven pounds, and the com- 
ponents fold up to make a small pack- 
age. 

The ordinary, boxlike top-of-the- 
stove oven is, I understand, regarded 
with stony reserve by most woodsmen, 
not only because it is bulky, even for 
automobile transport, but because it is 
likely to rust in bad weather. Well, for 
the benefit of those campers who hold 

out for a dietary vari- 
ation from the stewed, 
the fried, and the 
grilled, T can report that 
there are now on the 
market bakers about as 
big around as an aver- 
age skillet and not much 
deeper, which won't 
rust, because they are 
made of chromium-fin- 
ished or stainless steel. 
Both Bloomingdale and 
Macy have assembled 
large collections of these 
oven substitutes, which 
can be depended upon 
to turn out quite respect- 
able biscuits, baked po- 
tatoes, and things of 
that sort. Some of the 
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A marvelous House 
Gift—and certainly a towel treat 
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27x54" — $2.75 

six — $15.75 
For monograms in red, blue, green, 
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bakers come with detachable plastic han- 

dles. Prices start at $2.95. 

UST about everything that is needed 
in the way of implements for out- 

door cooking and serving is supplied by 
fourteen sturdy pieces of aluminum con- 
tained in a set called the Sportsman, 
2 marvel of convenience in which plates 
and cups for four people, as well as pots 
and pans, fit into one another in the 
neatest way you can imagine. The entire 
collection, which includes two remov- 

able handles that hook firmly onto the 

pots and skillets, nests in a seven-quart 

covered bucket, which is useful for all 
kinds of camp chores. The kit sells for 

$10.95, at Abercrombie & Fitch, Lewis 

& Conger, and David Abercrombic. 
Perhaps people who don’t believe that 
boiled coffee is mandatory in the woods 
had better be warned that the coffee- 
pot included in the nested outfit is capa- 
ble of making only that standard camp 
beverage. Those whose preference in 
coffee is more sophisticated might in- 
vestigate a perfectly splendid aluminum 
drip coffeepot at the Bazar Francais, 
666 Sixth Avenue (21st); at Wana- 
maker; or at Macy. The top and the 
bottom of this big, handsome utensil, 
which makes eighteen cups, are cgg- 
shaped—the bottom half, of course, is 
flattened enough to provide a base— 
and of identical size. It costs around 
$7.50. Macy has an assortment of cof- 
feepots that should satisfy all coffee-lov- 
ing campers; there are four-cup alumi- 
num or stainless-steel percolators; small 
and large aluminum or stainless-steel 
Dripolators; and a number of good- 
quality enamel drip pots, including some, 
at $3.71, with long plastic handles and 
plastic knobs on the tops. Stern has some 
remarkably serviceable alu- 
minum percolators, which 
begin at $2.50. 

HAT sort of ice chest 
is needed on a camp- 

ing trip depends, obviously, 
on how near the camp is to a 
source of ice. Every house- 
furnishings store has numer- 
ous inexpensive boxes that are perfectly 
adequate if they can be restocked every 
day or so; for more prolonged periods, 
the dependable and comparatively cost- 
ly containers on hand at Abercrombie 
& Fitch might be considered. One of 
these, the Arctic Hamper, is ideal for 
carrying either frozen foods or ice. It 
is an olive-drab, waterproof canvas case, 
insulated with two-inch cork, enclosing 
a galvanized-metal ice chest that is fif- 
teen inches high, fifteen inches long, and 
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eight inches wide; it will hold about 
twenty-five pounds of ice. The jacket 
has stout canvas handles on two sides, 
and a hinged top, which zips shut and 
can be padlocked. It costs $28.85. A 

Fiberglas-insulated chest, which is re- 

ported to give a lot of satisfaction, is 

$22.50. A. & F. won’t furnish any 
guarantee as to how long ice lasts in these 
containers, but you can feel pretty sure 

that no better camping iceboxes are 

made. 

HERE are so many excellent 
varieties of camp tableware around 

this summer that anyone who doesn’t 
know exactly what he wants will have a 
hard time choosing among them. Aber- 
crombie & Fitch have stainless-steel 
plates, bowls, and cups, which run 
from $1, for a soup bowl, to $3, for a 
large dinner plate. A set of these is, of 
course, an investment for a lifetime 
of camping (if that’s what you look for- 
ward to), since the metal is very strong 
and is impervious to outdoor ills. The 
rather self-consciously elegant Boonton 
plates, made of an extra-heavy plastic 
that closely resembles china, cost around 
$1.60 each, at A. & F. as well as at 
most housefurnishings stores. Cups and 
saucers are eighty-five and sixty-five 
cents apiece, respectively. All these are 
in pastel shades; no white. Dennison, 
411 Fifth Avenue (37th), carries plas- 
tic-lined paper plates that look like in- 
expensive earthenware; the finish is ab- 

solutely non-absorbent, even under the 
strain of hot stew. Twenty-five cents 
will get you a dozen six-inch plates or 
eight eight-inch ones. Macy and the bet- 
ter-furnished five-and-ten-cent stores, 

notably the Woolworth at Fifth Avenue 
and Thirty-ninth Street, have a large 

selection of cheerful plastic 
tableware in pale colors— 
outsize, saucerless coffee 

mugs, at around thirty 
cents each; large plates, at 

around forty cents; and 
cereal bowls, at around 
twenty-five cents—and 
Woolworth has spillproof, 
airtight quart containers, 

made of pliable plastic, at forty-nine 
cents. To go with all this table equip- 
ment, you will find the Masslin dinner 
napkins a great convenience; the fab- 
ric isn’t woven but is made by press 
ing cotton and rayon fibres together. 
These napkins, with their pretty pat- 
terns, may seem inappropriately dressy, 
but their additional usefulness as first- 

rate dish towels is not to be overlooked. 

They are available in nearly all de- 
partment and houscfurnishings stores, 
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at thirty-nine cents for a package of 
eight. 

You are probably tired of being 
directed to Abercrombie & Fitch 

every time the subject of camping comes 
up, but the truth is that this resourceful 
firm seems to have dealt with every con- 
tingency of outdoor life, and you will 
almost certainly be a more comfortable 
and a happier camper if you spend a 
2ood deal of time on the eighth floor 
there. Or—and to some unregenerate 
weaklings this may seem the pleasanter 
way—you might chart an agreeable 

course through all this fine equipment 
instead of going camping. Anyway, you 
should know about such minor A. & F. 

merchandise as Halazone tablets, for 
purifying contaminated water; a knife 
sharpener called Rolit ($1), which is 
a pillbox-size edition of a popular sharp- 
ener; an extremely restful form-fitting 
canvas folding chair (to my shocked 
surprise, I learned that campers often 
sit) that weighs only six and a half 
pounds and costs $6.25; a new portable 
fluorescent light ($15.95) run by two 
batteries, which furnish fifty hours of 
glareless light for reading or general 
illumination; and an electric lantern 
($5.35) that gives a choice of a six- 
hundred-foot spotlight or a dome flood- 
light, suitable for reading. Both A. & F. 
and David Abercrombie carry an assort- 
ment of luxuriously warm sleeping bags 
that are more incredibly light than many 
eiderdowns met with in bedrooms; prices 
begin at $21 and go on up to $101.50. 

Not to be overlooked at David Aber- 
crombie are some cylindrical food bags, 
of waterproof cotton cloth, priced at 
from eighteen cents, for a one-pound 
bag that purports to keep salt dry, to 
eighty-two cents, for a bag that will 
hold fifteen pounds. The same concern 
has numerous ditty bags; a quarter and 
up. A small, seemingly unimportant 
item that will, nevertheless, prove a god~ 
send to the camp cook is a pair of really 
reliable kitchen tongs. There are tongs 
everywhere, of course, but there are few 
that get such a death grip on a hot can 
or a boiled potato as the Hot Lifter, sold, 
for sixty-nine cents, at Lewis & Conger 
and Bloomingdale, among other places. 

URING the war, at the request 
of the War Department, the 

Diamond Match Company developed 
what it cautiously calls water-resistant 
matches, for the use of amphibious 
troops. These matches are not labelled 
waterproof, because they won’t strike 
after they have been completely sub- 
merged for more than four hours. No   
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Can’t blame the girls if they gossip while they 
wait for work that waits on the morning mail! Getting 
incoming letters opened, sorted and distributed 
earlier would perk up office output and cut clerical 
costs... which is where the PB MailOpener comes in! 

The MailOpener gives envelope edges a quick 
shave... quickly, safely, efficiently. .. Handles 
a whole morning’s mail in a jiffy... is quiet, durable, 
handsomely styled .. . hand and electric models— 
a real economy in every office, large or small... Ask 
the nearest PB office for an illustrated folder. .. 
or write for one today! 

@MAILOPENER 
PITNEY-BOWES, INC., 1694 Pacific St., 
Stamford, Conn. 
-..Originators of the postage meter... 

Offices in 93 cities in U.S. and Canada 
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Goblet 

INL: in Fie and lineage, this rare 

18 kt. gold goblet, 515» high. Made 

in London by Robert Burton, 

circa 1758. Engraved with the arms 

of Rogers. Baronet of Wisdome 

and Blackford, County Devon. 

James Robinson 
716 FIFTH AVE., AT 56TH ST., N. Y. 19 
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briefer dousing, though—much less the 
rain and fog that put standard matches 
out of commission—will faze them. 
These trustworthy items ought to have a 
great success with campers who don’t 
depend entirely on pocket lighters. The 
matches come in the same kind of boxes 
as the ordinary kitchen variety, and 
each box contains eight packets of fifty 
matches; they can be ordered, for nine- 
teen cents a box, at any Gristede store. 

= you run away with the idea that 
all hardy virtue has been taken 

out of camping by downy sleeping bags 
and pastel plates, you should perhaps 
have a look at the grim side of a woods- 
man’s life, as evidenced by the para- 
phernalia on sale at the Boy Scout Trad- 
ing Post, 42 East 33rd Street, and at 
any of Modell's Army & Navy Stores. 
Modell has standing grills ($1.47) that 
go over a fire built right on the ground, 
and pack frames ($5.44) that will ease 
the burden of the hiker who wants to 
load a mountain of stuff onto his back. 
Minor items to be found at the Scout 
store are waterproof steel matchboxes 
(what's the matter with two sticks, 
boys? ), at seventy-five cents; a combina- 
tion salt-and-pepper shaker that is said to 
keep the salt dry, at seventy-five cents; 
giant safety pins for blankets, at forty 
cents a half dozen; and an interlocking 
knife, fork, and spoon set, made of stain- 
less stecl, at $2.25. That a large num- 
ber of compasses that formerly sold for 
$2.50 are being offered for clearance 
by the Scout store for $1.25 each may 
interest campers who are not yet on 
a Scout’s easy terms with the moss on 
trees. SSH. 

  

   

Claudia could feel drops of cold per- 
spiration gather beneath her armpits and 
run riot with her imagination—From a 
story by Rose Franken in Redbook. 

Girls can certainly get snarled up. 

I really love her, but just can’t get that 
letter out of my mind. You see she is 
very beautiful and 22 years old. So am I. 
—ddvice column in the Denver Rocky 
Mountain New 

You great big gorgeous thing! 
  

HOW'S THAT AGAIN? DEPARTMENT 

[From the Ring) 
It will be recalled how badly Herr 

Max. who whipped the Brown Bomber in 
their previous bout, hence upsetting the 
applecart in a one rounder, proved both 
amazing and thrilling to the followers of 
fisticuffs. 

    

  
  

   

      

**Oh, for the 

carefree life at 

Mont Tremblant’’ 

Vacationists long remember gay 
times at this famous French vil- 
lage in the Laurentian moun- 
tains. Swimming, sailing, cruises 
daily on the Tremblant Islander. 
Riding, golf, tennis. Excellent 
cuisine. Bars, lounges. Dancing. 
Cottages. Free from black fl 
and mosquitoes. No hay fever. 
Rates $8514 a day with meals. 
Overnight from New York. 
Early reservations suggested. 
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P. Q., Canada 

Famous year round resort 
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DEPARTMENT OF THE ARMY 
Orrick oF THE CHIEF OF ENGINEERS 

‘WasHineron 25, D. C. 
1. Information has been received of 

serious injury to personnel while attempt- 
ing to erect hinged base map panel section 
of the Map-Reading Instruction Kit. 

2. It is the opinion of the Chief of Engi- 
neers, based on reports received, that the 
major contributing cause to the above in- 
jury was the use of improper erecting 
methods. 

3. To insure both the safety of personnel 
and to prevent damage to the kit, the fol- 
lowing erection procedure will be used 
whenever the Map-Reading Kit is erected: 

a. Empty carrying case of all compo- 
nent parts. 

b. Turn carrying case bottom side up. 
c. Lay hinged map panel on floor; un- 

fold face down; (correctly laid out, dowel 
pins in bottom of hinged map panel will be 
butted up to holes in end of inverted carry- 
ing case). 

d. Remove parts attached to hinged 
map panel. 

e. Lay out supporting braces on ei- 
ther side of hinged map panel. 

f. Fasten supporting braces to hinged 
map panel (both sides) while panel is on 
floor. 

g. With one man on each side of 
hinged map panel, lift into position, in- 
serting pins in holes in end of carrying case. 

h. Hold in position while supporting 
braces are locked into carrying case. 

4. The above listed erection steps fol- 
lowed in the order given will insure a 
maximum of safety to personnel, protec- 
tion to equipment, and ease in erection. It 
cannot be too strongly emphasized that the 
key to safe erection is contained in para- 
graph 3f above. 

5. The above erection procedure togeth- 
er with appropriate illustrations will be 
included in a change to TM5-9990, “Kit 
Instruction Map Reading,” to be pub- 
lished in the near future. To provide a 
further safety factor, there is being de- 
veloped in this office a modification to the 
hinged map panel section which may be 
made by the instructor or others connected 
with the use of the kit. This information 
will be published as MWO ENG 9990-1. 

6. Until such time as the above publica- 
tions are available, it is recommended, as 
far as practicable, that the information 
contained in paragraph 3, above, be dis- 
seminated throughout the commands of 
the commanding officers addressed. 

7. Since the injury referred to in para- 
graph 1, above, resulted in permanent dis- 
ability, it is further recommended that all 
personnel possessing this training aid be 
instructed to stencil on the outside of the 
carrying case the following statement, 
“CAUTION: To erect, fasten supporting 
braces to hinged map panel (both sides) 
while panel is on floor. See C1, TM 5-9990 
for detailed erection instructions,” and 
that a copy of the enclosed illustration be 
fastened to the inside of the carrying case. 

For TrE CHIEF OF ENGINEERS: 
s/ Henry F. Hannis 

Colonel, Corps of Engineers 
Executive 

—Michigan Military District Bulletin. 

Why not send a few dozen of those 
kits to the enemy? 
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¥) Now You Can Enjoy 

A Real Demi -Tasse Coffee 

    Like no other coffee in the world— 
Medaglia d’Oro is the perfect after-dinner demi-tasse! 

Now in your own home —you can Available in 4 oz. and 12 oz. vacuum- 
brew coffee to delight a gourmet packed tins. At better food shops. 

the same superb, real demi-tasse cof- CAFFE’ 
fee served in internationally famous \[EDAGLIA 
restaurants. Try it. Utterly different, DORO — 

pleasure! If you like “cafe noir”, ; 
you'll never use anything else! The Real Demi-Tasse Coffee 

it is especially roasted and blended 

MEDAGLIA D’ORO - 81 WATER STREET = NEW YORK CITY 
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HE contents of 
: “A Mencken 
¢ Chrestomathy’’ 

(Knopf) were col- 
lected by its author 
and editor, H. L. 
Mencken, from 
magazine and news- 
paper pieces, unpub- 
lished notes, and sev- 
eral books that are 

now out of print, among them “In De- 

fense of Women,” “Making a Pres- 

ident,” “Notes on Democracy,” “A 

Book of Burlesques,” and six of the 

“Prejudices” series. After reading quite 
a lot of it—it has six hundred and 

twenty-seven pages and, as the author 

used to say in his book reviews, no 
index—I find that I admire Mr. 

Mencken’s prose style, and his energy 
and curiosity, as much as I ever did, 
which is saying a mouthful. Also, I find 
myself trying to analyze from memory 

the effect that his writings had in the 
nineteen-twenties on those of us who 

were of high-school or college age. It 
was at that time, with that audience, 

that he reached the pinnacle of his suc- 

cess as an entertainer. We read him 

then with much more enthu- 

siasm than we did F. Scott 
Fitzgerald or Shakespeare, and 
because young men are serious 
readers (I mean of books that 
they read voluntarily), it would 
seem to follow that he influ- 
enced our thinking. I recall 
hearing it said that he did. Our 
teachers said so, and so did we. 

But I never did hear it re- 
marked then that many of 
Mencken's broad judgments 
were deliberately clownish and 
therefore subject to change 
without notice, like the stage 
reactions of Bobby Clark. We 
knew he was funny, but we 
must have thought we could de- 
pend on his opinion of, say, the 
Gettysburg Address and confi- 
dently make t our own. So which 
did we read—Mencken in the 
American Mercury of March, 
1928, or Mencken in “Preju- 
dices: Third Series”? In the 
former, his “Chrestomathy” re- 
veals, he wrote, “So old Abe put 
away hisreflections,and launched 
into the tried and sure-fire stuff. 
Once started, the furor loquendi 
dragged him on. Abandoning the     

BOOKS 
Chrestomathy & la Maryland 

simple and crystal-clear English of his 
considered utterance, he stood a sentence 
on its head, and made a pretty parlor or= 
nament of it. . . . Finally, he launched a 

sonorous, meaningless epigram, and sat 

down.” In the piece in “Prejudices,” 
which also appears in the new collection, 
he wrote, “The Gettysburg speech is at 
once the shortest and the most famous 
oration in American history. Put beside 
it, all the whoopings of the Websters, 
Sumners, and Everetts seem gaudy and 
silly. Ttis eloquence brought to a pellu- 
cid and almost gem-like perfection—the 
highest emotion reduced to a few poeti- 
cal phrases. . .. It is genuinely stupen- 
dous.” I take it that some disciples in 
the nineteen-twenties read one of those 
passages and some another, and since 
each is a highly acceptable specimen of 
the author’s manner, both must have 
been widely and fanatically quoted by 
his converts. It is clear that Mr. Menck- 
en did his part to make the American 
campus a true clearing house for ideas. 

By including both of his Gettysburg 
diagnoses in the present book, Mr. 
Mencken shows that he still is, as he 
was then, a comedian. But he is a dead- 
pan comedian. I suppose that is the rea- 

if | it 

son it took his college readers of twen- 
ty years ago so long to catch up with 
him. When they did, they laid aside 
their infatuation with him and began 

to underrate him. As I said, young 
readers are serious readers, and flippancy 
per se upsets them. It is unfortunate 
that most of them read little of Menck- 
en’s writing beyond the poker-faced 
jokes and epigrams and the philosophical 
horseplay of which his books of that pe- 
riod were largely composed. They did 
not go on to search out and read his 
journalistic stuff, in which he was stead- 
ily trenchant and on the level; they 
did not follow closely his literary criti- 
cism, which was sincere, emotional, and, 
in terms of his special bias, consistent. It 
should go without saying, by now, that 
Mencken was not only a writer but an 
institution. I won’t belabor the fact 
that his importance in his heyday was 

something that cannot be measured fair- 

ly by reading now the things he wrote 
at the time. A good deal of what he 
wrote remains sound as well as enter- 
taining. “A Mencken Chrestomathy” 
may cure in former readers the dis- 
affection I referred to above, because 

it provides samples of the journalistic 
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4 WORKERS 
look at Europe 
       

Members of the International Longshoremen’s & 
Warehousemen's Union wanted to know the truth 
about conditions in Europe. They sent a four-man 
delegation of rank-and-file workers from the job to 
find out. They went through France, Italy, Jugo- 
slavia, Czechoslovakia, the Soviet Union, Scandi- 
navia and England. They learned a lot that's im- 
portant to every American. “Report From Europe’ 
is an exciting story of their three-month trip. Fore- 
word by HARRY BRIDGES. 108 pp. Illus. 50c. 
ILWU-CIO 150 Golden Gate Ave., San Francisco 
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and the toughly critical Mencken in ad- 
dition to a lavish supply of yesterday's 
slapstick, worn thinner than ever now 
and inserted here, with the author’s 

cheerful defiance, for reasons that were 
probably sentimental. 

My own wholly respectful plan in 
reading the book (and I will not be sur- 
prised if other readers, old and new, 
employ it, too, of their own accord) 
was to glide lightly over everything in it 
that deals with man in general, woman 
in general, science, economics, morals, 
religion, death, or psychology, keeping 
a corner of one eye alert for the occa- 
sional ripe sentence, or punch line, that 
concentrates the flavor of Menckenian 
verbal vaudeville. Here, I would say, 
is such a sentence: “Unluckily, all this 
took place in the United States, where 
the word honor, save when it is applied 
to the structural integrity of women, 
has only a comic significance.” In his 
philosophical papers, Mr. Mencken is 
always ready to deny the facts of life 
in order to score a point or make a 
joke. “The notion that schoolboys are 
content with their lot,” he wrote once, 

“seems to me to be a sad delusion.” 
There never has, of course, been any 
such notion or delusion. The popular 
theory is exactly the reverse. To make 
the popular theory his own for the mo- 
ment, and embroider it through four 
pages of argumentative text, the author 
naturally began by implying that it was 
not popular. The trick is known to ev- 
ery good literary entertainer. Few 
writers have played it more gaily, 
learnedly, and consistently than Mr. 
Mencken. In “A Mencken Chrestom- 
athy,” this phase of his art takes up 
roughly three-fifths of the book. 

Mr. Mencken’s essays on literature 
are something else again. Discussing 
style, or the function of criticism, or 
the work of a particular author, he still 
seems, as he did when he wrote the 
pieces in this collection, one of the most 
perceptive, as well as one of the most 
original, of American critics. Here he 
is not only funny but careful and 
thoughtful. Also, in hissincerity he often 
becomes excited—in his analyses of 
Bierce and Conrad, for instance, and 
especially in his review of “An Ameri- 
can Tragedy.” The thoughtfulness and 
excitement extend, oddly, to some of 
his pieces on politics. 
barnyard humor at the expense of the 
politician in a democracy, I conclude 
from the evidence in the “Chrestom- 
athy” that politics has interested Mr. 
Mencken greatly, and not altogether, 
in spite of his protestations, as entertain- 
ment. The essay on Theodore Roose- 
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velt, published in 1920, is a case in 
point—a well-organized and unface- 
tious study of political activity in this 
country. There is no facetiousness, 
for that matter, in the obituary of Wil- 
liam Jennings Bryan that Mencken 
wrote for the Baltimore Evening Sun. 
‘The writer was completely cold in his 
hatred. The journalistic pieces in the 
book, which include the Bryan obit, an 
carlier dispatch from Dayton, Ten- 
nessee, a ringside story on the Demp- 
sey-Carpentier fight, a Presidential- 
convention story, and two reports on 
prohibition, seem so good partly, I think, 
because of Mr. Mencken’s advantages, 
unusual in the field of hitting a type- 
writer fast to make an edition, of a 
catholic vocabulary and a vast fund of 
information superimposed on a quick 
mind and a perfectly mastered style. 
As the author suggests in his preface, 
he has a bent for hot, rapid writ- 
ing. Toward the end of the book, Mr. 
Mencken has incorporated a section 
entitled “Buffooneries.” The things in 
it are neither as droll nor as sure-hand- 
ed as the deadpan buffooneries I men- 
tioned earlier, which are passed off as 
cosmic criticism. Many people have 
said that Mr. Mencken will live for 
posterity chiefly through his monumen- 
tal work “The American Language.” 
Very possibly that is true. It’s a strange 
fact, in this connection, that his rare 
attempts to reproduce spoken Ameri- 
can fictionally, in whole sentences—as 
in the playlet called “Death: A Philo- 
sophical Discussion,” a so-called buf- 
foonery—show him to be nearly deaf 
to the tones and rhythms of American 
speech. Some of his dialogue is as bad 
as anything in Sinclair Lewis. Luckily, 
in Mr. Mencken’s recent Days series— 
“Happy Days,” “Newspaper Days,” 
and “Heathen Days”—the descrip- 
tions of low characters are fine and 
amusing, because Mr. Mencken made 
them in his own language. The actual 
conversation of these characters was 
something he could not reproduce, in 
spite of his encyclopedic knowledge of 
its separate parts. (The following, 
from “Death: A Philosophical Discus- 
sion,” is a specimen of Mr. Mencken’s 
creative use of the triple negative he 
studied and identified so well in the 
laboratory: “First Pallbearer—It’s a 
question nobody ain’t ever an- 
swered.” Second Pallbearer— Nor 
never wont”) Probably a mind fit 
for writing accurate dialogue would 
be incapable of a philologist’s master- 
piece like “The American Language.” 

In some ways, 
the author 
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Chrestomathy” is one of genial stub- 
bornness, of good-humored, compre- 
hensive loyalty to his past efforts. There 
is wonderful stuff in it, for which you 
will have to prospect and dig. Mr. 
Mencken in defense of himself is an in- 
gratiating, if uncritical, fellow. Perhaps 
his views on sex in America are dated, 
or perhaps, having been influenced too 
much by his second-hand observations on 
prairie life, they were never sound, but 
I like his stalwart sneer at the Kinsey 
Report. It comes in a footnote to one of 
Mr. Mencken’s frequent arguments that 
the sex act is sparely practiced, though 
widely talked about, in the United 
States. The argument in question was 
first printed in 1918. The footnote 
says, “I see nothing in the Kinsey Report 
to change my conclusions here.” All that 
humorless document proves is (a) that 
all men lie when they are asked about 
their adventures in amour, and (b) 
that pedagogues are singularly naive 
and credulous creatures.” 

Mr. Mencken himself is, of course, 
heartily and engagingly pedagogical, 
though neither credulous nor naive. It 
was both a worldly and a pedantic 
stroke to use the little-known word 
“chrestomathy” in the title of this col- 
lection. He devotes a page of the 
preface to it, remarking blandly, “A 
few newspaper smarties protested that 
the word would be unfamiliar to many 
readers, as it was to them.” Newspaper 
reviewers have inevitably taken their cue 
from that, as the author must have ex- 
pected they would, and in all the no- 
tices I have seen to date they have ex- 
plained, cutting into the space at their 
command and leaving less space for re- 
viewing, that a chrestomathy is a col- 
lection of choice passages from an au- 
thor or authors—or, in a more special 
sense, which Mr. Mencken chose to 
ignore, one compiled to assist in the ac- 
quirement of a language. I will add my 
nickel’s worth of reference material to 
the kitty by pointing out that readers 
who follow the Double-Crostics of Mrs. 
Elizabeth S. Kingsley already know 
about chrestomathy. The word “chres- 
tomathic” appeared in a Double-Crostic 
several weeks before the first announce- 
ment of Mr. Mencken’s book. 

—JoHN LARDNER 

BRIEFLY NOTED 

FICTION 
WorLp FULL OF STRANGERs, by 

David Alman (Doubleday). A tale 
of contemporary working-class life 
that has the seamy hyper-realism, if 
not all the acuteness, of some of the   
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proletarian novels of the thirties. As 
a writer, Mr. Alman shows incisive 
skill, but the uniform despair of his 
New York slum dwellers results not 

“only in a fevered sort of monotony 
but in a lack of the sociological exact- 
ness he seemingly wants to achieve. 
Most of the minor characters, despite 
their moroseness, are first-rate. The 
two main ones—a onetime social 
worker who becomes terrifyingly 
brutal after joining the police force, 
and a firmly embittered shipyard 
hand—are warped beyond plausibili- 
ty. The last scene is fully as sadistic as 
the finale in “The Young Manhood 
of Studs Lonigan.” 

‘THE RoBBER, by Bertram Brooker 
(Duell, Sloan & Pearce). Ingenious, 
if very speculative, biographies of two 
of the New Testament’s more mys- 
terious personages—Barabbas and 
Joseph of Arimathea—plus an origi- 
nal, if less convincing, portrait of 
Judas Tscariot. Mr. Brooker builds 
his appraisal of Barabbas and Joseph 
on the slender Biblical references to 
them and on his own thorough 
knowledge of Holy Land terrain and 
politics. He presents Barabbas not as a 
thief but as an active champion of 
violent social overturn, who would 
have been quite willing to dic in Jesus’ 
stead, and Joseph of Arimathea as a 
Tolstoyan type of liberal nobleman, 
all out for land reform and opposed 
to violence. His version of Judas, as 
a mystic given to near-hysterical out- 
bursts, sounds less likely. ‘The work, 
neither profound nor elaborate, is a 
well-sustained job of narrative. 

O Carevess Love, by Hobert Skid- 
more (Doubleday).” One of litera- 
ture’s most durable types—the wom- 
an of doubtful virtue but inspiring 
character—appears amidst some 
West Virginia mountain villagers to 
set the moral tone of an unassuming 
fable concerning the otherworldly 
folk of the hills. Mr. Skidmore’s peo- 
ple have about the customary quota of 
unlettered charm, but he has, happily, 
given his well-tried theme a slight 
twist by presenting his heroine as a 
handsome and openhearted girl who, 
although perfectly willing to make 
a start in the oldest profession, finds 
it unexpectedly difficult to do so. The 
male members of the community are 
shyly perturbed at her overtures, and 
the women sympathetically envious 
of her intended career. She decides to 
abandon her plans, after being re- 
vealed as the most admirably honest 
person in the place. The author sym- 
bolizes the fantastic quality of his lo-   
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cale by means of a river that alter- 
nately appears and disappears. His 
plot is almost as evanescent. 

THE Rock Criep Our, by Edward 
Stanley (Duell, Sloan & Pearce). 
Partial light on the 1805 conspiracy 
in the Louisiana Territory, which re- 
sulted mainly in the disgrace of Aaron 
Burr and, probably to the regret of 
quite a few school children, in the 
writing of “The Man Without a 
Country.” Mr. Stanley views Burr’s 
attempt to dominate what was then 
the southwestern area of the country 
as doomed from the start. His central 
figures are Harmon and Margaret 
Blennerhassett, a highborn Irish 
couple who had settled in the Ohio 
Valley and were lured by Burr's 
smooth talk into being the biggest 
financial contributors to his plans. 
‘The depiction of this pair and of Burr 
shows little careful shading, but the 
author’s background data is informa- 
tive. He might, however, have given 
more space to Burr’s inglorious ex- 
pedition and less to the Blennerhas- 
setts. 

THE RUNNING THREAD, by Drayton 
Mayrant (Appleton-Century- 
Crofts). Employing the usual elisions 
of geography and history to which 
writers of historical romances have 
accustomed their readers, Miss May- 
rant swishes a pert Irish girl from 
the Aran Isles to Charleston, South 
Carolina, and from the ante-bellum 

gallantries of Charleston into the 
city’s Reconstruction pangs. The 
heroine combats, in turn, her shrew- 
ish sister-in-law, a berserk slave, a 

Union spy, and a catty Southern 
belle, the last being the most vicious. 
Among the deftly interspersed back- 
eround effects are the attack on Fort 
Sumter, a hurricane, one of the first 
successful submarine forays, and 
Sherman’s march to the sea. These 
happenings are sandwiched between 
less momentous domestic ones with 
magic-lantern speed, but the chroni- 
cle of Confederate life holds up well. 

GENERAL 

  

‘TuE ForeI1GN PoLicy oF SoviET Rus- 
s1a, by Max Beloff (Oxford) 
vey, in two volumes, of Soviet diplo- 
macy from 1929, when the world 
depression brought on the first mani- 
festations of international aggression 
since the World War, to 1941, when 
the Nazi-Soviet Pact blew up. This 
is perhaps the most painstaking analy- 
sis of the subject in English, and al- 
though it is primarily a work of schol- 
arship, it is written as a freely flowing 

sur-   
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Sala? 
EAREST YOU can come to the philoso- 

N pher’s tower in this teeming town is 
CBS Television's transmitter headquar- 

ters, in the cloud-capped spire of the 
Chrysler Building. There, in serene and 
lofty purlieus, the intricate miracles 
occur which hurl pictures and sounds 
out into the atmosphere, to be fielded 

by your television set at home. Inside 

the quiet tower room are great metal- 
jacketed cabinets. housing the humming 
transmitter tubes. Rows of wall panels, 

peppered with dials and switches, keep 
an eye on things. From this transmitting 

apparatus, shining copper conduits snake 
up the walls and on through the ceiling, 

up, up, to reach the transmitting antennas 

on the topmost outside level of the 

spire. And through these conduits pass 

the most beautiful television programs 

historical narrative, and is helped 
along by the fact that the author has 
kept his voluminous notes and source 
references out of the reader’s way as 
much as possible. Mr. Beloff does not 
take the attitude that Russian foreign 
policy is a “mystery inside an cni 
ma,” and he shows that there have al- 
ways been sound reasons—from the 
Kremlin's viewpoint—for Soviet dip- 
lomatic moves, though he does not 
credit the Russian leaders with any 
genius for international prognosis. At 
the end, he remarks that his researches 
have only strengthened his belief that 
“history above all is the study of the 
imperfect, the contingent, and the 
unique.” 

Image ano Ipea, by Philip Rahv 
(New Directions). Fourteen essays 
on literature by one of the sharpest 
of the younger American critics of 
the unaffiliated Left. There are two 
good articles on Henry James, and an 
amusing and perceptive piece on the 
split in American writing between the 
“palefaces” (the votaries of an at- 
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    tenuated intellectual awareness) and 
the “redskins” (the lusty proponents 
of the outdoors, nationalism, and the 

in the world. 

  

ND SPEAKING of antennas, those prongs 

you see way up there sticking through 

the Chrysler spire are the antennas of 

the new CBS-TV transmitter. They're 
‘made of stainless steel, weigh 300 pounds 

apiece and could hold up a Buick, 

should one get out of hand. The reason 

they're strong is so they can stand up 

under chunks of falling ice; the reason 

they're stainless is so they won’t rust and 

discolor the shiny skin of the spire. The 
new antenna was installed only a few 
weeks ago which is why you have prob- 
ably noticed that CBS-TV programs have 
suddenly come through with extraordi- 

nary sharpness and clarity. 

T IS USUALLY wise, as any broadcaster 
| i tell you, to make a good impres- 

sion on the Federal Communications 

Commission. So the other day two 
prominent CBS officials invited one 
prominent FCC official to watch a tele- 
vision rehearsal from the studio floor. 

All three were deeply engrossed in the 
program when the floor manager tapped 

them on the shoulder to say that in case 
they were interested the boxes they were 

sitting on contained a 17-foot python 
and a full-grown (man-eating) crocodile. 
both live and waiting for their cues. 

CBS TELEVISION   
literary treasures to be found in the 
study of low life). Other subjects in- 
clude Tolstoy, Dostocvski, and Kaf- 
ka. Also in the book are four short 
sketches, one of them an examination 
of Virginia Woolf's rather com- 
placent analysis of Arnold Bennett 
and his school, and the last an all-out 
assault on Bernard De Voto and 
Kulturbolschewismus, in which Mr. 
De Voto is demolished, to the au- 
thor’s satisfaction at least, and salt 
sown where he stood. 

A Stupy OF INTERPERSONAL RELA- 
TI0Ns, edited by Patrick Mullahy 
(Hermitage). An inquiry under- 
taken by a group of writers, all of them 
associated with the William Alanson 
White Psychiatric Foundation, and 

all of them more or less upholding 
two connected points of view, which, 
boiled down to axiom length, are that 
the frustration of purely biological 
impulses does not entirely account for 
human maladjustment and that the 
psychiatrist must seek enlightenment 
on mental illness in the relation of 
the individual to the existing social 
order. Thus, in effect, the symposium 
becomes a criticism of Western so- 
ciety. The authors, most of whom 
write in fairly nontechnical language, 
include Clara Thompson, whose two 
essays on the changing status of 
women are especially illuminating; 
Harold D. Lasswell; the late Ruth 
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Benedict; Ernest G. Schachtel; and 
the late Harry Stack Sullivan. 

A New THEORY oF Human Evoru- 
‘T10N, by Sir Arthur Keith (Philosoph- 
ical Library). Sir Arthur’s new the- 
ory turns out to be not so new after 
all. His central thesis, in a simplified. 
perhaps oversimplified—form, might 
be called an apology for those who 
contend that race has had an effect 
of paramount importance on the his- 
tory of mankind. This doctrine rests 
on an acceptance of race-conscious- 
ness in human development. (Sir 
Arthur’s concepts do not include an 
acceptance of “Aryanism,” but he 
does maintain that it is nonsense to 
deny that the Jews are a distinct and 
recognizable race.) The races of 
man, he contends, are the product 
of an evolutionary process that be- 
gan when primitive men split into 
tribal groups; these groups, in turn, 
became nations, and the nations be- 
came the races. (“Nationalism is the 
feeling that characterizes a nation in 
the throes of race-making.”) As 
for the evils of racism, which bring 
about wars, Sir Arthur holds out 
little hope for their eradication; he 
thinks that patriotism and blood 
brotherhood are biologically deep 
seated, and that man’s two chief 
fears—fear of individual death and 
fear of the death of his race—will 
continue to determine his actions. 
A strongly worded minority report. 

Patterns oF AnTtr-DEMoCRATIC 

  

Troucut, by David Spitz (Mac-| 
millan). Mr. Spitz has confined his 
attention to those serious American 
writers, all well above the rabble- 
rousing level of literacy, who have 
formulated theories of govern- 
ment that have a common aver- 
sion to the principle of equalitarian- 
ism. Among the philosophers Mr. 
Spitz examines are the advocates of 
“natural aristocracy” (a hardy peren- 
nial in American political thought, 
from Alexander Hamilton to George 
Santayana, T. S. Eliot, and Fulton 
J. Sheen); Lawrence Dennis, the 
most highly educated (Harvard 20) 
of our admitted native Fascists; 
James Burnham, who argues the 
economic impossibility of democracy 
from a reverse-Marxist point of 
view; Irving Babbitt; Ralph Adams 
Cram; and the racial-superiority 
brethren. The author has done his 
best to expound as fully and fairly 
as possible the numerous ideologies, 
and has then proceeded, without any 
polemical frothing at the mouth, 
to expose these creeds in their own   
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Fly the Atlantic the Luxury Way 
sg? SABENA's service 

(2 between New York 
and Europe is the 

last word in de luxe air travel. Fast, air- 
conditioned and pressurized DC-6’s 
cross the Atlantic high above any weath- 
er disturbances. 

No detail is overlooked to make your 

trip completely enjoyable, including 
delicious hot meals prepared by New 
York’s famed Brussels Restaurant. 

Direct flights, New York-Brussels, with 
excellent connecting SABENA service 
to the principal cities of Europe, the 
Near East, the Belgian Congo and 
Johannesburg. South Africa. 

Make reservations now, to assure desired going 
and return dates. See your Travel Agent, or ¥ § 

BELGIAN 
AIRLINES SABEN 

in Bruges, some. 
times called the “Venice 
of ‘the North.” One of 
Belgium's most pictur. 

422 Madison Ave., New York 17, Plaza 3-1800 
The ltbetsl Abrline wie THe    
  

  

  

io   1 YEAR;       

Canada 

NAME. 

SUBSCRIPTION BLANK 

THE NEW YORKER 
25 WEST 43RD STREET, NEV YORK CITY 18, N. Y. 

Please enter my subscription to your magazine for 
2 YEARS. My remittance is enclosed. 

U. 8. and Possessions 1 year—$7.00; 2 years—$11.00 
«+. 1 year— 8.00; 2 years— 13.00 

Latin AmericaandSpain 1 year— 7.50; 2 years— 12.00 
Other Foreign . . . . 1 year—10.00; 2 years— 17.00 

Sbssrinrs ordering a change of address are requested 
to notify us at least four weeks in advance and to give us 
their old address as well as the new. 

  

ADDRESS. 
    (Please include posiai zone number)     
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A famous 
Sea Food house 
for more than 

65 years 
Closed on Sunday 

Latalluhed 1879 
"374 Fulton St., Brooklyn 

   
  

FOR RENT 
DURING JULY and AUGUST 
OPEN ONLY 
TUESDAY ond THURSDAY 
10 AM. fo 4 P.M. 

NEW YORK CIRCULATING | 
LIBRARY of PAINTINGS 
51 East 57th Street, N.Y. * Plaza 9.7754 

= 
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terms. 
one. 

FieLpinc’s New TraveL Guibe To 
Europe, by Temple Fielding 
(Sloane). This guide, by a former for- 
eign correspondent who has done alot 
of travelling about Europe since the 
war, should be consulted only after 
the decision to go abroad has been 
made; otherwise, it is likely to dis- 
coufage the most hopeful voyager. 
Where the old guides got down to 
the points of interest in foreign coun- 
tries without delay, this one is forced 
to use up a hundred and thirteen 
pages just discussing the vexing me- 
chanics of postwar travel—the im- 
munization shots, the reservations that 
must be made weeks and months 
ahead for every night one intends to 
stay in Europe, the money required 
(the author says one must count on 
spending at least twenty-five dollars 
a day for living expenses, which seems 
high), the official forms that must be 
filled out, and so on. The rest of the 
book is an extremely satisfactory in- 
dex to the countries, including Ethi- 

opia, that welcome tourists. Through- 
out, the author goes easy on cathedrals 
and historic spots and concentrates on 
currency, hotels, tipping, local rack- 
ets, what one has to pay for a Martini 
(and what is likely to be in it), and 
what to buy and what not to buy. 

Gasp, by Blodwen Davies (Green- 
berg). A discursive guidebook, by a 
Canadian, on the Gaspé Peninsula, 
whose history is as rich and turbid as 
that of any other part of the New 
World. The Vikings landed on its 
shores nearly a thousand years ago, 
and when the spread of Christianity 
made fish an important item in the 
diet of Europeans (for days of ab- 
stinence), Breton sailors, long be- 
fore Columbus, crossed the Atlantic 
and fished in Gaspésian waters. 
Jacques Cartier arrived on this conti 
nent via the Gaspé. General Wolfe, 
during the French and Indian War, 
pillaged and burned Gaspé fishing 
villages, as an economic tactic, and, 
later, Royalist refugees from the 
United States found new homes on 
the Gaspé coast. Mrs. Davies knows 
the territory and its people well; her 
book not only is of general interest but 
should be especially valuable to the 
tourist who likes to know something 
about what he is looking at. Many 
ood photographs. 

A useful book, and a unique 

MYSTERY AND CRIME 

| Tren Grr wrtH THE HOLE Iv HER 
Hea, by Hampton Stone (Simon & 

Schuster). Two young men from 
the New York County District At- 
torney’s office are assigned to look in- 
to some threatening letters received 
by the head of one of those households 
in which normality is an almost un- 
heard-of quality. Among those sus- 
pected of the threats, and, later on, of 
murder, are the young lady men- 
tioned in the title (she was injured in 
an automobile accident and has a 
silver plate in her head), her half 
brother (a bottlesa-day man), 
sculptor, a member of Alcoholics 
Anonymous, and the heroine’s justi- 
fiably bewildered young suitor. The 
D.A’s men, obviously, get to their 
solution the hard way with that batch 
of suspects on their hands. Very well 
planned. 

Tue FLyiNG Rep Horse, by Frances 
Crane (Random House). The Pat 
Abbotts again, right in their element 
in Dallas, where people arc evidently 
richer, better dressed, handsomer, and 
fonder of skulduggery than they are 
anywhere else. At the start, Abbott is 
concerned with what seems to be 
a routine bit of investigation for an 
oil millionaire, but this tepid state 
of affairs lasts only until one of 
the ladies of the client’s family is 
shot, a few hours after the Abbotts’ 
arrival. From then on out, no holds 
are barred, and even Mrs. Abbott 
comes in for some rough stuff, 
when she is abducted. Just right for 
Crane admirers, who insist on good 
plotting as well as on the flash of 
diamonds. 

I Am Arram, by Elma K. Lobaugh 
(Doubleday). Almost any woman 
except the ninny named Dorothy 
who relates this tale would walk out 
abruptly on the household she de- 
scribes, between fits of the vapors. 
Among Dorothy’s major complaints 
are the isolation of her residence— 
which is stuck off on a Middle West- 
ern river sand dune—a bratty stepson. 
the frequent appearance of arsenic in 
her food, and a crackling noise in 
her bedroom. All this would, of 
course, culminate fatally if it werent 
for an athletic director who (for rea- 
sons not readily apparent) is attracted 
to Dorothy and who goes to bat for 
her when she faints on his doorstep 
one rainy night. 

Things I Never Knew Till Now 
When you walk your left arm and right 

leg swing together— alter Winchell in 
the Mirror. 

Are you listening, all you ships at sea? 

    
 



PONTIAC 

    

   
Few people can take a good look at the 1949 

Pontiac without wanting to own one—for 

here is the most beautiful automobile that 

ever graced a curb or rolled over a highway. 
And our earnest advice to all the folks 

who have lost their hearts to a Pontiac is— 
“Go ahead and place your order!” For the 1949 
Pontiac is even better than it looks! 

Its performance is simply wonderful. It 

MOTOR DIVISION of 

behaves and handles like a million dollars. It 
is superbly comfortable. It is rugged, depend- 
able and long-lived. It is economical to operate 
and inexpensive to maintain. It offers the 
driving convenience of Hydra-Matic Drive. 
And it is priced down close to the lowest. 

Yes—go ahead and place your order for a 
beautiful new Pontiac—the car that’s not only 
mighty pretty, but also mighty good! 

GENERAL MOTORS CORPORATI
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SH fit Sa all 
ORY ts you why / 

NEW YORKERS know how beer should taste. 
‘That's why — in this great city, where more 
beer is sold than in any other city in the world 
— more people ask for Rheingold Extra Dry 
than for any other beer. 

All over town, more than 25,000 friendly 
Rbeingold dealers are ready to se: 

Cope. 1949, Licbmann Breweries, Ine. 

BREWED iebmann Breweries, BREWERS FOR 112 YEARS. EST. 1837—IN NEW YORK 1854  


