
Price 25 cents 

YOR KER 

   



Aluminum shelving unit 
designed for the Alcoa 
collection by Alexander 
Girard. Photographed in 
Santa Fe by Charles Eames. 

  

  

"A 

  

  
There's a world of aluminum in the wonderful world of 
tomorrow . . . where beautiful things will find their perfect 

setting in endlessly variable interiors of aluminum . . . made 

from strong aluminum honeycomb . . . aluminum sheet . . . 
aluminum shapes . . . in a spectrum of tones and textures to 

line your walls or divide your rooms with pure enchantment. 
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Almost everywhere* 
you travel 

HOOVER already is 

HOOVER FINE APPLIANCES... around the house, around the world 

*From Polynesia to the Copa (whatever the native 
tongue) women in 97 countries say “Hoovers” when 
they want the world’s finest cleaner.



GOINGS ON ABOUT TOWN 
THE THEATRE 

(E.and W. mean East and We 
PLAYS 

Auntie Mame—Reopens Monday, Aug, s, after 
a five-week vacation, with Rosalind Russell 
resuming the title role. (Broadhurst, gath 
St, W. CI 6-6690. Nightly, except Sundays, 
at 8:30. Matinces Wednesdays and Satur. 
days at 2:30.) 

THe Tunnet of Love—Tom Ewell gives a very 
nice performance in this gag-ridden but occa- 
sionally diverting comedy, by Peter De 
Vries and Joseph Fields, about sexual carry- 
ings-on_ in’ Westport. Kaye Lyder, Darren 
McGavin, and Elizabeth Wilson support 
him attractively. (Royale, 45th St. W. CI 
s5-5760. Nightly, except Sundays, at S140. 
Matinées Wednesdays and Saturdays at 
2:40.) 

A Visit 10 A SMALL PLaner—A funny account of 
the adventures of a Spaceman who drops out 
of the beyond into a home in Virginia. Cyril 
Ritchard, as the astral visitor, is endlessly 
amusing, and so, for that matter, are Philip 
Coolidge, Sarah Marshall, Conrad Janis, 
Sibyl Bowan, and Edward Andrews, who 
give him a hand. Mr. Ritchard is also respon- 
sible for the astute direction. (Booth, 45th 
St, W. CI 6-060. Nightly, except Sundays, 
at 8:40. Matinées Wednesdays and Satur- 
days at 2:40.) 

Lone RuNs—NO TIME FOR SERGEANTS: Ira Levin's 
stage version of Mac Hyman's novel having 
to do with a draftee whose kindness almost 
Ills the Air Force. At present, Charles Hoh. 
man is playing the hillbilly hero, and Rex 
Everhart and Tucker Ashworth fill subsidi- 
ary roles. (Alvin, sand St., W. CI 5-5226 
Nightly, except Sundays, at 8:40. Matinées 
Wednesdays and Saturdays at 2:40.) 

MUSICALS 
BeLts Ane Rineine—Judy Holliday is an inspira- 

tion to us all in this comedy about a tele- 
phone-service answerer who takes her work 
seriously. Betty Comden and Adolph Green 
are responsible for the rather thickly plotted 
book and the generally commendable lyrics, 
and Jule Styne did the score. Sydney Chaplin 
is featured in a cast that includes Jean 
Stapleton, Eddie Lawrence, and Dort Clark. 
(Shubert, 44th St, W. CI 6-s000. Nightly, 
except Sundays, at 8:30. Matinées Wednes! 
days and Saturdays at 2:30.) 

Harpy Huntine—Ethel Merman cutting loose 
with her accustomed gusto in a fairly fecble 
musical about a lady who wants her daughter 
to follow in the footsteps of Grace Kelly. 
The book is by Howard Lindsay and Russel 
Crouse, the songs are by Herold Karr and 
Matt Dubey, and Fernando Lamas is visible 
2s Miss Merman’s fellow-principal. (Ma- 
jestic, 44th St, W. CI 6-0730. Nightly, ex- 
cept Sundays, at 8:30. Matinces Wednesdays 
and Saturdays at 2:30.) 
‘u Aener—If you are an admirer of Al Capp’s 
comic-strip hero and his playmates, the 
chances are that you will enjoy this apparent- 
Iy quite faithful reproduction of their odd 
Folkways. The stage version is the work of 
Norman Panama and Melvin Frank; Johnny 
Mercer and Gene de Paul wrote the lyrics 
and music; and Peter Palmer and Edith 
Adams head the cast. (St. James, 44th St, W. 
LA 4-4664. Nightly, cxeept Sundays, at £:30, 
Matinées Wednesdays and Saturdays at 
2:30.) 

New Grae in Town—George Abbott's rearrange- 
‘ment of “Anna Christie” has its entertaini 
moments, though they have little connec 
With anything O'Neill ever. wrote. Bob Mer: 
rill turned out the generally exceilent songs, 
and Gwen Verdon and Thelma Ritter are 
enormously winning at the head of a cast 
that features George Wallace and Cameron 
Prudhomme. (46th Street Theatre, 46th St., 
W. CI 6-4271. Nightly, except Sundays, at 
8:30. Maines Wednesdays and Saturdays 
at 2130.) 

Lone Runs—pamn yankees: Devra Korwin plays 
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a demon, Howard Caine her employer, and 
Stephen Douglass her earth-bound suitor in 
this musical derived from the novel “The 
Year the Yankees Lost the Pennant.” (Adel- 
hi, 54th St., E. JU 6-3787. Nightly, except 

Rundags, at 30. Matindes Wednesdays and 
Saturdays at 2:30.) . .. THE MOST HAPPY FELLA: 
Frank Loesser wrote the music and the lyrics 
and adapted the book for this operatic treat- 
ment of Sidney Howard's “They Knew What 
They Wanted.” Robert Weede (Richard To- 
rigi substitutes for him at the matinée per- 
formances), Jo Sullivan, and Jack Irwin are 
in the cast. (Imperial, 45th St, W. CO 5- 
2412. Nightly, except Sundays, at 8:30. 
Matinées Wednesdays and Saturdays at 
2:30.) ... MY alr LADY: Rex Harrison and 
Julie’ Andrews in an adaptation of Shaw's 
“Pygmalion.” The cast aiso includes Stanley 
Holloway, Viola Roache, and Reginaid Den- 
ny. Edward Mulhare will replace Mr. Harri- 
son on Saturday, July 27, and for a month 
starting Thursday, Aug. 1. (Mark Hellinger, 

1st St., W. PL 7-7064. Nightly, except Sun: 
ays, at 8:30. Matinées Wednesdays and 

Saturdays at 2:30.) 
OFF BROADWAY 

(Confirmation of dates, curtain times, and casts 
is generally advisable.) ~ 
Actors Pravhouse—Charles Aidman in “Ca- 

reer,” a play by James Lee. (Actors Play- 
house, Too Seventh Ave. S., at Sheridan Sg 
OR 5-1036. Tuesdays through Fridays at 
8:40; Saturdays at 6:30 and 9:30; and Sun- 
days at 2:40 and 3 

Amato Opera THeare—Starting Friday, July 
26: “Die Fledermaus,” in English. (Amato 
Opera Theatre, 150 Bleecker St. G: 
Fhdays through Sundays at 
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is free, but seats should be reserved in ad- 
vance.) 

Camneste Recmat Hau—Haila Stoddard and 
Whitfield Connor in J. B. Priestley’s “Ever 
Since Paradise.” (Carnegie Recital Hall, 
Seventh Ave. at sth St CI 7-7460. Mon 
days through Fridays at 8:40, and Saturdays 
at 6:40 and 0:40. Matinées Wednesdays at 
2:40.) 

Chery Lane Theatse—Scan O'Casey’s comedy 
“Purple Dust,” with Humphrey Davis, Roger 
Boxill, and Patricia Peardon. (Cherry Lane 
Theatre, 38 Commerce St. CH 24468, Tues- 
days through Fridays at 8:0; Saturdays at 
6:40 and 9:40; and Sundays at 2:40 and 
8:40.) 

Cikcte IN THE SouaRe—Leo Penn and Farrell 
Pelly in a revival of Eugene O'Neill's “The 
Iceman Cometh,” directed by José Quintero 
(Circle in the Square, 5 Sheridan Sq. OR 5- 
0437. Nightly, except Mondays, at 7:30.) 

Downtown Treatre—George Bernard Shaw! 
“In Good King Charles's Golden Days. 
(Downtown Theatre, 85 E. ath St. GR 3 
4412. Tuesdays through Fridays at 8:40; 
Saturdays at 7:30 and 10:30; and Sundays 
at 2:40 and 8:40.) 

Renata THeatee—Leon Janney and Frances 
Sternhagen in “The Country Wife,” William 
Wycherley's Restoration farce. (Renata 
Theatre, 144 Bleecker St. OR 4-3210. Tues- 
days through Fridays at 8:40; Saturdays at 

45 and 1 and Sundays at 2:40 and 
8:40.) 

Theatae be Lys—Kurt Weill’s “The Threepenny 
Opera,” with an English libretio by Marc 
Blitzsiein. In the cast are Katherine Sergaca, 
Gerald Price, and Pert Kelton. (Theatre de 
Lys, 121 Christopher St. WA 4-8782. Night- 
ly, except Mondays, ai S40. Matinées Satur- 
ays and Sundays at 2:40.) 

Theatre Easr—The Irish Players in three one- 
act plays by, I; A. Synge—“In the Shadow 
of the Glen,” “The Tinker's Wedding,” and 
“Riders to the Sea” (Theatre East, 211 
E. 6oth St. TE 8-fo30. Tuesdays through 
Fridays at 8:40; Saturdays at 7:30 and 
10:15; and Sundays at 2:40 and 8:40. 

MISCELLANY 
New York Summer Swakesreare Festivai—Free 

performances of “Two Gentlemen of Ve- 
ona,” presented on a trailer truck con- 
verted into an Elizabethan stage. Robert 
Blackburn, Paul Stevens, Peggy Bennion, 
and Anne Meara head the cast. (Belvedere 
Tower, Central Park at about 81st St. Night- 
1y, except Mondays, at 8:30.) 

Jones Beact Marine ThearRe—Guy Lombardo’s 
water-borne revival of “Show Boat,” with 
Andy Devine, Helena Bliss, David Afkinson, 
and the Lombardo orchestra. (Nightly at 
8:30. For tickets, call CI 7-7002.) 

THE SUMMER CIRCUIT 
(A more or less arbitrary listing of summer 
theatres and their program schedules. Dates 
and billings are subject to frequent revision.) 
Anpover—Through Saturday, July 27: “The 

Boy Friend” Monday through Saturday, 
July 20-Aug. 3: Dorothy Lamour and Robert 
Alda in “Roger the Sixth” a new play. 
(Grist Mill Playhouse, Andover, N. 
days through Fridays at 8:40, and Saturdays 
at 6 and o. Matinées Wednesdays at 2:40.) 

Bevenr—Through Saturday, July 27: “Okla- 
homa!” Monday through Saturday, July 20- 
Aug, 3: “Finian's Rainbow.” (North Shore 
Music-Theatre, Beverly, Mass. Mondays 
through Fridays at 8:30, and Saturdays at § 
and 0.) 

Cunton—Through Sunday, July 28: “The Re- 
Tuctant Debutante.” Tuesday through Sun- 
day, July so-Aug. 4: “Summer and Smoke.” 
(Clinton Playhouse, Clinton, Conn, Tuesdays 
through Saturdays at 8:30, and Sundays at 
7:30. Matinées Wednesdays and Saturdays at 
2:30.) 

Comasser—Through Saturday, Aug. 3: “The 
Pajama Game.” (South Shore Music Circus, 
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Cohasset, Mass. Nightly, except Sundays, at 
30. Matinées Wednesdays at 2:30.) 

Cracsmoor—Through Monday, July 29: “The 
Mousetrap.” Wednesday through Monday, 
July ar-Aug, 5: “Anniversary Waltz. 
(Cragsmoor Playhouse, Cragsmoor, N.Y. 

ightly, except Tuesdays, at 8:15. Matinées 
:ndays at 3.) 

Denmis—Through Saturday, July 27: Basil 
Rathbone in “Witness for the Prosecution.” 
Monday through Saturday, July 20-Aug. 3 
Jaye P. Morgan in “The Tender Trap.’ 
(Cape Playhouse, Dennis, Mass, Night! 
except Sundays. at 8:30. Matinées Weile: 
days and Thursdays at 2:30. Free perform 
ances of a new play, “Kampong Malaya,” 
will be presented by the American Theatre 
Wing Summer Workshop on Tuesday. July 
30, and Friday, Aug. 2. at 2:30.) 

East_Hawpron—Through Saturday, July 27: 
Miriam Hopkins and Sylvia Sidney in “The 
Old Maid.” Monday through Saturday. July 
20-Aug. 3: Pippa Scott in “A Time io Be 
Richa new play. (John Drew Theatre, East 
Hampton, L.I. Mondays through Fridays at 
8:40, and Saturdays at 6 and o. Matinées 
Wednesdays at 2:40. For tickets, call Cl 
7-1381.) 

Faumours— Through Saturday, July 27: Jessica 
Tandy and Hume Cronyn in “The Man in 
the Dog Suit” a new comedy. Monday 
through Saturday, July 20-Aug. 3: Joan Ben- 
nett and Donald Cook in “Janus * (Falmouth 
Playhouse, Falmouth, Mass, Nightly, except 
Sundays, at 8:30. Matinées Wednesdays and 
Fridays at 2:30.) 

Fist Through Sunday, July 28: “Gi 
Tuesday through Sunday, July 3o-Aug. 
“The Loud Red Patrick.” (Cecilwood Thea- 

ichkill, N.Y. Tuesdays through Satur- 
at 8:30, and Sundays at 7:30. Matinées 

Thursdays at 2:30.) i 
Fircweure—Through Sunday, July 28: “The 

Desk Set.” Tuesday through Sunday, July 30- 
Aug. 4: “The Cradle Snatchers.” 
Whalom Playhouse, Fitchburg, Mass. 
Iy, except Mondays, at 8:30. Matinées 
Wednesdays at 2:30.) 

Hyannis 
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doon. July 20- 
Aug, 3: “Pipe Dream.” (Cape Cod Melody 
Tent, Hyanni s. Nightly, except Sun- 

  

days, at 8:30. Matinées Thursdays at 2:30.) 
Hoe Parc—Through Saturday, July 27: Victor 

Jory in “Holiday for Lovers” Monday 
through Saturday, July 2o-Aug. 3: “The 
Tifth Season,” (Hyde Park Playhouse, Hyde 
Park, N.Y, Mondays through Fridays at 8:30. 
and Saturdays at 6 and 0.) 

tvorrron—Through Saturday, July 27: Mari- 
Tin Maxwell in “Will Success Spoil Rock 
Tlunter?” Monday through Saturday, July 
20-Aug. 3: “The Pajama Game." (Ivoryton 
Playhouse, Ivoryton, Conn. Nightly, except 
Sundays, at 8:45. Matinées Wednesdays and 
Saturdays at 2:30.) 

Kennesunweorr— Through Saturday, July 27: 
“Rio Rita” Wednesday through Saturday, 
July 31-Aug. 3: “La Bohéme,” in English. 
(Arundel Opera Theatre, Kennebunkport, 
Maine. Wednesdays through Saturdays at 
8:30.) 

Lamserrvitie—Through Sunday, July 28: * Plain 
and Fancy, Starting Tuesday, July 30: 
“South Pacific.” (Lambertville Music Circus. 
Lambertville, N.J. Tuesdays through Fridays 

       
   

    

      

at 8:40; Saturdays at 6 and 0:30; and Sun- 
days at's) 

Manorac— Through Sunday, July 28: “Will 
Success Spoil Rock Hunter?” Tuesday 
through Sunday, July, 30-Aug. 4: “Kiss Me, 

ate” (Putnam Musical Theatre, Mahopac, 
N.Y. Tuesdays through Fridays at 8:40; Sat- 
urdays at 6:15 and 0:30; and Sundays at 8.) 

Marunuck—Through Saturday, July 27: Joan 
Bennett and Donald Cook in “Janus” Hon- 
day through Saturday, July 20-Aug. 3: Den: 
nis King in “The Reluctant Debutante.” 
(Theatre-by-the-Sea, Matunuck, R.I. Night- 
ly, except Sundays, at S:40. Matinees 
Wednesdays and Saturdays at 2:40.) 

Miuisurn—"The Pajama Game.” (Paper Mill 
Playhouse, Millburn, NJ. Tuesdays through 
Saturdays’ at 8:30, and Sundays at &. Mat 
inées Thursdays and Saturdays at 2:30.) 

Monwmouth—The American Savoyards in a 
‘ten-week repertory, Through Saturday, July 
27: “The Mikado.” Monday through Satur- 
day. July 20-Aug. 3: “Utopia, Limited.” (Gil 
bert and Sullivan Festival Theatre, Mon- 
mouth, Maine. Nightly. except Sundays, at 
8:30. Matinées Wednesdays and Saturdays 
at 2:30.) 

Mountainsome— Through Saturday, July 27° 
“Brigadoon.” Monday _ through Saturday, 
July 29-Aug. 3: Jan Sterling and Jerome 
Cowan in “Here Today.” (Pocono Playhouse, 
Mountainhome, Pa, Nightly, except Sundays, 
at 8:40. Matinées Wednesdays and Saturdays 
at 2:40.) 

Mount Kisco— Through 
“Three Men on a Horse,” Tuesday through 
Sunday, July 30-Aug. 4: “A Hatful of Rain.” 
(Westchester Playhouse, Mount Kisco, N.Y. 
Tuesdays through Saturdays at 8:46, and 
Sundays at 7:30. Matinées Wednesdays at 
2:20.) 

New Hore—Through Saturday, July 27: “The 
Man Who Had All the Luck.” Starting Mon- 
day, July 20: Julia Meade in “The Love of 
Four’ Colonels.” (Bucks County Playhouse, 
New Hope, Pa. Nightly, except Sundays, at 
8:30. Matinées Wednesdays and Saturday 
atz) 

Ocunoun—Through Saturday, July 27: Dennis 
King in The Reluctant Debutante.” Monday 
through Saturday, July 20-Aug. 3: Basil 
Rathbone in “Witness for the Prosecution.” 

gunquit Playhouse, Ogunquit, Maine, 
Nightly, except Sundays, at 8:30. Matinées 
Wednesdays znd Fridays at 2:45.) 

Pawune—Through Sunday, July 28: ‘Susan 
Slept Here.” Tuesday through Sunday, July 
30-Aug. 4: “Holiday for Lovers.” (Starlight 
Theatre, Pawling, X.Y. Nightly, except Mon- 
days, at 8:30. Matinées Wednesdays at 2:30.) 

orouer—Through Saturday, July 27: 
Craig's Wife." Starting Wednesday, July 

31: “The Fourposter.” (Peterborough Play- 
ers, Peterborough, N.H. Wednesdays through 
Saturdays at 8:40.) 

Rve—Through Sunday, 
Were Here.” 
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‘Wish You 
N.Y, 

Aug. 4: 
(Music Theatre, Rye, 

Tuesdays through Fridays, and Sundays. at 
8:30, and Saturdays at 5:30 and 9:15.) 

Saratoca Seines—Through Saturday, July 27: 
Celeste Holm in “Back to Methuselah.” Mon- 
day through Saturday, July 20-Aug. 3: Mari 
Iyn Maxwell in “Will Success Spoil Rock 
Hunter?” (Spa Summer Theatre, Saratoga 
Springs, N.Y. Nightly, except Sundays, at 
8:30. Matinées Wednesdays and Saturdays 
at'2:30.) 

Skownecan—Through Saturday, July 27: Hen- 
ry Morgan in “Father of the Bride.” Monday 
through Saturday, July 20-Aug. 3: “The Boy 
Friend.” (Lakewdod Theatre, Skowhegan, 
Maine, Nightly, except Sundays, at Si1s 
Matinées Wednesdays and Saturdays’ at 
2:30.) 

Stockemioee—Through Saturday, July 27: 
“Time Limit!” Monday through Saturda 
July 20-Aug. 3: “Androcles and the Lior 
(Berkshire Playhouse, Stockbridge, Mass 
Nightly, except Sundays, at 8:45. Matinces 
Wednesdays and Saturdays at 2:30.) 

Srearroro—"Othello,” with Alfred Drake, Earle 
Hyman, and Jacqueline Brookes: Thursday 
evening, July 2s; Saturday matinée, July 27, 
and Wednesday evening, July 31... 4 “The 
Merchant of Venice,” with Katharine Hep- 
burn and Morris Carnoysky: Friday and Sat- 

unday matinée, 

   

  

  

     

          

  

    

  

About Nothing,” with Katharine Hepburn 
and Alfred Drake: Previews Tuesday eve- 
ning, July 3o; Thursday evening, Aug. 1: 
and Saturday matinée and evening, Aug. 3 
(American Shakespeare Festival T! 
Stratford, Conn. Evenings at 8:30. Matinées 
at 3. For tickets, call CI 7-3075.) 

Wavtineroro—Through Saturday, July 27: OI 
sen and Johnson in “‘Hellz-a-Poppin.” Mon- 
day through Saturday, July 20-Aug. 3 
Martha Wright in “South Pacific.” (Oakdale 
Musical Theatre, Wallingford. Conn. Mon- 
days through Fridays at 8:30, and Saturdays 
at 5 and 0.) 

Westsury—Through Sunday, Aug. 4: Wilbur 
Evans and William Tabbert in “Fanny.” 
(Westbury Musi Fair, Westbury, LT, Tues 

ays through Fridays at 8:30; Saturdays at 
6 and g:30; and Sundays at 8.) 

Westeorr—Through Saturday, July 27: “With 
Respect to Joey,” a new play. Monday 
through Saturday, July 20-Aug. 3: Jessica 
Tandy and Hume Cronyn in “The Man in the 
Dog Suit,” a new comedy. (Westport Coun- 
try Playhouse, Westport, Conn. Mondays 
through Fridays at 8:40, and Saturdays at 6 
and o. Matinées Wednesdays at 2:40. A series 
of poetry readings will continue, vith Tru- 
man Capote reading from his own works on 
Thursday, July 2s, and Marianne Moore 
from hers on Friday, Aug. 2. both at 3:30. 
For tickets, call CO 53-6170.) 

Woostock—Through Sunday, July 28: “Will 
Success Spoil Rock Hunter?” Tuesday 
through Sunday, July 30-Aug. 4: “The Pot 
ting Shed” (Woodstock Playhouse, Wood 
stock, N.Y, Tuesdays through Saturdays at 
8:40, and Sundays at 7:30.) 

Nore—The Jacob's Pillow Dance Festival is 
presenting its twenty-fifth season of ballet 
and modern and ethnic dancing. Through 
Saturday, July 27: The National Ballet of 
Canada. Tuesday through Saturday, July 30- 
Rug. 3: Alicia Markova and Hugh Laing 
Barton Mumavw, and Carola Goya and Mat- 

  

    

   

   

      

   

        

  

 



In the new Mauve Mood. .. 

Wang Suponcale “Blossoms Tones™.. 
and now at August Sale Prices 

New setting for your dreams . . . the new fashion color . . . serene and superbly 

becoming Lilac Bloom in famous Wamsutta Supercale. Smooth and fine with the famed super-s 

finish that you find only in Supercale . . . the most luxurious of all sheets and pillowcas: 

Highlight your bedroom decor with others of the famous “Blossom Tones”: petal pink, 

buttercup yellow, bud green, blond beige, moonlit gray, hyacinth blue, hollyhock rose. All these as well as 

white, you'll find at special August Sale Prices in your favorite linen departments. Now more than ever, 

amsutta Supercale is the luxury that is never an extravagance. 

WAMSUTTA MILLS, Linens and Domestics, Dept. S27, 1430 Broadway, New York 18, N. Y. Division of M. Lowenstein & Sons, Inc. 

By the makers of famous Debucale® by IWamsutta sheets and pillowcases and Wamsutta Heritage Towels.  
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GOINGS ON ABOUT TOWN 
teo. (Lee, Mass. Tuesdays and Wednesdays 

; Thursdays at 4; and Fridays and Satur- 
at 4 and o. For tickets, call PE 6-6400.) 

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

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

1000)—The Embassy Club, which has dance 
music by Chauncey Gray's orchestra and a 
rumba band after ten, will begin its summer 
vacation late in the evening of Saturday, 
July 27 

Eu Morocco, 154 E. sqth St. (EL 5-8760)— 
The nightly spectaculars are impromptu ai- 
fairs provided by the customers, not the man- 
agement. Freddy Alonso's rumba band and 
Joe D'Orsi’s orchestra perform for anyone 
who'd rather dance. Closed Saturdays and 
Sundays. 

Piease, Fifth Ave at 61st St. (TE 8-8000)— 
The Cotillion Room has a dandy little dance 
orchestra led by Joseph Sudy and a rumba 
band led by Alan Logan. Closed Sundays and 
Mondays. . ..€ There's dancing in the Café 
Pierre, from cocktails through supper, to a 
small orchestra, which is generally Stanley 
Worth's. From time to time, Renato Rossini 
strums a guitar that whispers hotly of moon- 
light in Venice. He takes Sundays off 

Puaza, Fifth Ave. at s8th St. (PL 0-3000)— 
A fife of luxury and ease is within grasp at 
the Rendez-Vous, = dining room of long 
standing, where the dance music of Maxi- 
millian Bergere and Gunnar Hansen starts 
at eight thirty. Closed Sundays 

Roosevewr, Madison Ave. at 45th St. (MU 6- 
9200)—The Grill will be closed through 
Wednesday, July 31. Next evening, Eddic 
Lane's dance orchestra will resume its harm- 
less dinner and supper sessions. 

St. Recis Roor, Fifth Ave. at ssth St. (PL 3- 
4500)—]Just about the best of the Elysian 
fields, with a built-in dance floor. built-in 
good weather, and the gossamer music of the 
small bands of Milt Shaw and Ray Bari. 
Closed Sundays. 

Savor-Puaza, Fifth Ave. at soth St (EL s- 
2600)—Every day of the week in the Café 
Lounge, from cocktails to dinner and supper, 
Irving Conn's orchestra takes care of any: 
one in a mood for motion. 

Tavern-on-He-Gree, Central Park W. at 67th 
St. (SC 4-8100)-—Plant life and ant life in 
the open-air garden, Weather Bureau per- 
mitting, aiter eight on weekdays and after 
seven on Sundays, to say nothing of dance 
music by North and South American bands 

Wavoonr-Astoria, Park Ave. at oth St. (EL 5- 
3000)—Lionel Hampton, to whom all the 
world is now a stage, has brought himself 
and his rambunctious band back to these 
Shores for a while, They're on the cool and 
stately Starlight Roof, along with Diahann 
Carroll, whose voice offers a fusion of fire 
and fantasy. The Bela Babai gypsy orches- 
tra plays for dancing. Closed Sundays... 
Gn an estuary of the voluminous Peacock 
Alley, Jozsi Ribari's boys plunk down music 
for dancing from eight until one. On Sun- 
days, from eight to twelve, the Babai dance 
band does the plunking 

Nore—The Rainbow Room, a well-known 
hill, presents hushed non-dance tunes and 
cocktails from _four-thirty to nine every 
evening except Sunday. The choice seats and 
the choice view, of course, are up near the 
windows. The ‘address i¢ 30 Rockefeller 
Plaza, the telephone CI 6-5800. 

SMALL AND CHEERFUL 
(No dancing, unless noted.) 

orake room, 71 E. s6th St (PL 5-060): 
A green pasture maintained in spic-and-span 
order Dy the very best greenkeepers. A quiet 
American named Addison Bailey is at the 
concert grand during cocktails, dinner, and 
supper_except Sundays, when Paul Morse 
drops in... ume cius, 70 E. ssth St. (PL 
3-0425): Outdoor and indoor athletes, tanning 
themselves in the fitful glare of flashlight 
bulbs. The accompaniment is Kurt Maier’s 
piano most of the night. Closed Mondays. . 
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Gouoie's New York, 232 E. s3rd St. (PL o- 
Louis (or Goldie) Hawkins’ combina- 

ivie center and canteen, where good 
neighbors gather for an evening's pastime. 
The counterpoint to the chatter js the 
piano of the owner (chipper) and of Bill Tay- 
lor (sweet mystery of life). The sound be- 
gins at cocktail time. Closed Sundays... 
MonsiGNoRe, 61 E. ssth St. (EL 5-2070): A 
rivederci Roma, Capri, Firenze, and all life- 
enhancing points cast, to the accompaniment 
of the sort of cuisine and music (Teo Fanidi's 
string sextet) that this implies, Additionally, 
some soprano or other always feels that urge 
to let go after the theatre. Music from dinner 
right through supper. Closed Sundays... . 
asve, 145 E. ssth St. (EL s-0z50): The sort 
of tiny conversation room that fascinates 
people” for whom Manhattan encompasses 
the universe. Sam Hamilton's piano is the 
prime mover at cocktails and dinner: later, 
he is joined by Don Evans, whose draw. 

iano far transcends the usual 

    

  

  

     parlor tricks. Closed Sundays... .GATssy" 
3 First Ave., al goth St. (PL 5-1067): 

Few of the East Side antique shops 
can match it in antiquarian splendor, and 
none of them set the same sort of table. The 
genius at the piano is Fred Witmer, who 
keeps fairly late hours. Closed Sundays, .. . 
wei, go E. sath St (PL 34907): The 
hands of Cy Walter, professor emeritus of 
the Steinway. are as light fingered as ever, 
his portfolio as selective, He's around th 
miniature Vanity Fair from five-thirty to 
eight and again from ten to one-thirty, or 
cven later, Closed Sundays....eL cic 
80 Grove St, at Sheridan Sq. (CH 2-4646 
Possibly the oldest, and certainly one of the 
happiest, of the Spanish settlements on this 
continent. The inhabitants hew faithfully 
to the line of their ancient customs, princi- 
pally singing and dancing. The warm-weather 
schedule is Wednesday through Saturday 
every week. ...cHATEAU MENm tv, 37 E. 
6ath St. (RE 7.8818): The Crusaders’ 
National Guard must once have used it as 
an armory. The menu is twentieth-centus 
though, and the music of Norbert Faconi, a 
amazingly agile walking, talking violinist, is 
from the Vienna woods. He is on from eight 

through supper every night but Sun- 
LLEFT BANK, 300 W. soth St. (CO 

8956): A commendable effort to bring culture 
to the Far West of town—an art gallery 
framed on the walls, 1057 interior decoration, 
and (after ten or 50) the upbeat discourse 
of the Lee Evans trio, for which Denzil Best 
mans the drums Closed Sundays. . .. casa: 
Nova, (528 Second Ave, at 7oth St. (TR 
0-813): Three candelabra grow where only 
one grew before, and plush flows Tike water. 
It adds up to a setting for French cuisine and 
Pan-European piano, violin, and voice. All 
this is available every evening but Sun- 
day... WAVERLY Lounce, 103 Waverly PL 
(AL 4-0776): In the faintly bleak bar of the 
Hotel Earle, after nine every night but Mon- 
day, Laurie Brewis is reviving the melodies 
vou thought everyone but you had forgotten. 

.. CHAMPAGNE GALLERY, 135 Macdougal St. 
(GR 7-0221): Harmless antics, largely piano 

    

    

  

  

    

    

  

    

and small talk. in an extremely relaxed house- 
hold. 

SUPPER CLUBS 

(No dancing, unless noted.) 
mu ancer, 152 E. ssth St. (PL 3-5008): 

Among ‘the dramatis personae arc Mae 
Barnes and Carol Burnett, two ladies in wait 
ing (or lying in wait) for their favorite bites 
noires. Miss Barnes’ béte is the homilies of 
songwriters; Miss Burnett's is the contents of 
television's little pointed head. Another per- 
former is T. C. Jones, whose transvestite 
parodies of all foo familiar characters can, 
when they are less than a yard wide, be funny 
The new era Jimmy Lyons trio and the piano 
of Bart Howard are the background. .. .€ In 
the lounge, except Sundays, there's cocktail 
and dinner piano by Alex Fogarty; except 
Saturdays and Mondays, there's progressive 
music by the Lyons trio from 2 to 4 A. 
UPSTAIRS AT THE DOWNSTAIRS, Sixth Ave. at 515t 
St. (CI 5-0465): Two imps of Satan—Blo; 
som Dearie and Annie Ross—put on angelic 
expressions as they trifie with the ditties that 
won them a small but definite renown on the 
cast side of the Atlantic. Closed Sundays. . . . 
s0N som, 40 W. th St. (OR 4-031): The 
head man here is now Charlie Manna. who 
builds his jokes out of materials that have 
been lying around neglected for years The 
head lady is Anita Ellis, a lass with a deli- 
cate air who sings good songs in a good voice. 
They are ably aided by the Old Guard— 
Tiger Haynes and the Three Flames, makers 
of shattered tone poems, and Jimmie Daniels, 
the establishment's perennial man-about 
town. Closed Mondays. . .. reo carer, 130 E. 
56th St. (PL s-4718): Portia Nelson, who 
Sings entrancingly enough to be classed 
among the birds that never wert, is doing 
just that. Her milicu is half Broadw 
alf Sutton Place Dancing. Closed Sur 

days... ONE FIFTH AVENUE, Fifth Ave. at Sth 
St. (SP 7-7000): The permanent party in the 
bar is Bob Downey and Harold Fonville, who 
have been playing piano since the Year 1. The 
transients are presently Clara Cedrone and 
Damian Mitchell, who work hand in hand 
and tongue in cheek. Sundays, when Miss 
Cedrone and Mr. Mitchell arc away, there are 
silent movies. 

MOSTLY FOR MUSIC 
(Open Tater than most places, and no dancing, 
unless noted.) 
EppiE conon's, 47 W. 3rd St. (GR 5-8630): 

Exactly the right kind of music for muskrats 
to ramble to is being made by Wild Bill 
Davison, Cutty Cutshall, Gene Schroeder, 
Bob Wilber, George Wettling, Leonard Gas 
kin, and the perpetual guest artist, Mr. Con- 
don, a talking guitarist, who alw 

  

  

  

  

  

  

     
  

   

  

  

   

  

VANGUARD, 178 Seventh Ave. S., at t1th St. (CH 2-0355): The Modern Jazz Quartet, an 
semblage of many moods, Some of them in- 
rutable, is trying them on for size. Sunday, 

July 28, they will collaborate with Jean Shep: 
herd, a lobster-shift disc jockey, on a matinee session (4:30 P.M). Closed Mondays... . He emsens, 161 E. sqth St. (PL o- Some- 
times more a mass meeting than a listening post. Undaunted, the Jonah Jones quartet, a fairly steady dict here, ratiles on and on 
The breaks are taken by the Betty Miller 
trio. This mus s at nine, and there 
is also cocktail and dinner piano every day; on Sunday nights, guest musicians hold the fort... wicks, Seventh Ave. S. at roth 
St. (CH 2:6683): The Empire City Six, a group of firehrands from guess where, is 
making the noise in here now. Jam sessions on Sunday afternoons. Closed Mondays. . 
amy vans, 53 W_ sand St. (JU 6-0800)° idney de Paris, Wilbur de Paris, Omer 

meon, Lee Blair, Benny Moten, and ofh- 
ers of the faith turning time back to the 
days when jazz was plain, simple, unaf- 
fected jazz. Don Frye is the intermission 
pianist. Closed Sundays; jam sessions Mon- 
day nights. ... THE COMPOSER, 65 W. 58th St. 
(PL 90-6683): You'd be wis? to ski the non- 
listeners at the primeval bar and join the lis 
teners in the back room, where an absorbing 
music festival is being conducted by two honor 
exchange students—Marian McPartland, of 
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LURLINE and MATSONIA to HAWAII 

MARIPOSA nd MONTEREY to the SOUTH PACIFIC 
CALLING AT TAHITI, NEW ZEALAND, AUSTRALIA, FIJI, SAMOA AND HAWAII 

>t Completely air-conditioned Yr All first class % Spacious 

decks, swimming pools, lounges 7 World-renowned cuisine 

7 Beautiful staterooms 3 Varied entertainment program 

Once more a fleet of four modern Matson passenger liners 
sails the pleasure paths of the Pacific. 
The famous LURLINE, and its new companion ship, the 
MATSONIA, join in weekly sailings between California and 
Hawaii. Now you can enjoy a round-trip on two great ships, 
and five or six days in Hawaii, all in a two-week vacation 
period. 
The MARIPOSA and MONTEREY sail every 3 weeks from 
San Francisco and Los Angeles on a new route to Australia 
and New Zealand. It's a popular voyage, now more exciting 

MATSON NAVIGATION COMPANY - 

than ever. Loads of time to shop and explore each port, with 

a luxurious liner as your hotel all the way. If you've a yen 
for a particular paradise, stop off, then continue your cruise 
3 weeks later. Or arrange a special sea-air itinerary to any 
South Pacific, Orient or round-the-world destination. 

See your Travel Agent or any Matson Lines office; New York, Chicago, 
San Francisco, Seattle, Portland, Los Angeles, San Diego, Honolulu. 

so77 
THE SMART WAY TO HAWAII AND THE SOUTH PACIFIC 

go 

THE OCEANIC STEAMSHIP COMPANY 
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GOINGS ON ABOUT TOWN 
Londen, and Bernard Peiffer, of Paris. Both 
are equipped with trios, pianos, and a con- 
siderable insight into present-day currents of 
thought about music. The Peiffers hide out 
on Sundays, and the McPartlands on Mon- 
days. Johnny Mehegan, the eminent Juilliard 
pedagogue, and his thoughtful piano études 
are on tap from six to around nine every 
evening but Saturday, when he’s away; Sun- 
days and Mondays, he’s there all night. ... 
siroLaND, 1678 Broadway, at send St. (JU 
6-7333): Through Wednesday, July gr, the 
Maynard Ferguson band, which represents 
high-pressure (or Age of Anxiety) jazz, and 
Phineas Newborn, Jr.'s, quartet, which gazes 
to the far horizons. The night after that, 
Johnny Smith's progressive quartet, Morgana 
King, and the Mathew Gee All-Stars should 
be arriving. Mondays are guest nights... 
Hickory House, 144 W. s2nd St. (CI 7-9524): 
On the dais in the center of the oval bar is the 
trio led by Billy Taylor, a pianist who can 
take a melody apart, find out what makes it 
tick, and put it back together again better than 
ever. This demonstration begins at ten every 
evening but Monday. ... LOWER BASIN STREET, 
90 Seventh Ave. S., at Sheridan Sq. (W 
4-600): The quartet of Gene Krupa, a drum 
major who likes to hammer his points home 
and the group called Les Jazz Modes are the 
principals at the moment, Closed Mon- 
days. . . . sounsoN staeer, 330 E. 56th St. (EL 
5-886): The music that comes out of the 
Woodwork (brand-new and kind of pretty 
woodwork, too) is well aged, since it is 
made by Turk Murphy's septet, which, 
though domiciled in San Francisco, sounds as 
if it were born and bred in Dixie. Sunday, its 
day of rest, is given over to guests in a simi- 
lar state of euphoria. .. . BYLINE ROOM, 28 W. 
56th St. (CI 7-1718): Who should turn up in 
this small restaurant but Eddie Heywood and 
his trio, knocking out their special brand of 
middle-ground jazz with great enthusiasm, 
Closed Sundays. . . . Metropole, Seventh Ave. 
at 48th St. (JU 6-2278): Some old-line mu- 
sicians, worthily engaged in painting the town 
red, hot, and blue. They are Tony Parenti, 
Marty Napoleon, Ken Kersey, Red Allen, Sof 
Yaged, Buster Bailey, Cozy Cole, and Claude 
Hopkins. Reveille is at 3:30 P.\. weekdays. 
It's at 1:30 rv. Saturdays and Sundays, 
when_Coleman_ Hawkins, Charlie ‘Shavers, 
Roy Eldridge, Pee Wee Erwin, Zutty Single- 
ton, and Russell Moore join forces with the 
Messrs. Parenti and Napoleon. . .. CENTRAL 
rLaza, 111 Sceond Ave, at 6th St, (AL 4- 
0800): A weekend study hall for anyone who 
believes that jazz had a very happy childhood. 
Friday and Saturday, July 26-27, helpful 
hints will be dropped by Conrad Janis and 
his Tailgaters, Charlie Shavers, Gene Sedric, 
Tony Parenti, Dick Wellstood, Willie the 
Lion Smith, Art Trappier, and Panama 
Francis. . . , CAFE BOHEMIA, 15 Barrow St. (CH 
35-0274): 16's hard to tell who's on first, tenor 
Sax, or drums. Village soothsayers whisper 
that Miles Davis's scholarly quintet and Can- 
nonball Adderley’s hell-bent fivesome are 
currently at play, but who can tell? Two 
facts, though, are incontrovertible—the room 
is closed Tuesdays, and the musicians, basi- 
cally modernists, hold that the end justifies 
the means. 

DINNER IN THE COUNTRY 
(Places to dine while out motoring, Telephon- 
ing_ahead is always wise; a few places insist 
on it. No dancing, unless noted.) 
sanksviLte, nv.: La Crémaillére (Bedford Vi 

lage 4-3306); closed Mondays. ... BETHPAGE, 
Li: Beau Sejour (WElls 1-0091) 
Tuesdays. . .. coNGERs, N.v.: Jean's 
gers 8§-6178); closed’ Mondays. . . . DANBURY, 

  

  

  

    

  
  

    

  

  

      

    

   

  

      

  

     
  

  

        

   

  

  

conn: White Turkey Inn (Spring 5-0125) 
... EAST NORWICH, L.1.: Rothmann's Inn (OV- 
Ster Bay 6-0266). . . . FisHiLL, N.v.: Boni's Inn 
(Beacon 9-7304); closed Mondays. . . . GARRI- 
sow, N.x.: Bird and Bottle (Garrison 4-3342); 
closed Tuesdays... . GLENWOOD LANDING, L.i.: 
Swan Club (ROslyn 3-0037); dancing on 
Friday and Saturday evenings; closed Mon- 
days... warTsoALE, Nov: Tordo's (WHite 
Plains 8-0507). ... LAKE success, L..: André 
(HUnter 2-7717); piano on Friday and Sat- 
urday evenings; closed Mondays. . . . NORWALK, 
conn.: Silvermine Tavern (Victor 7-4558). 
.. PORT WASHINGTON, L.1.: Nino's Continental 
(POrt Washington 7-7644); dancing; closed 
Mondays. . .. 9 Riviera (POrt Washington 
7-6500); dancing every evening except Mon- 
day... . POUND RIDGE, N.v.: Emily Shaw's Inn 
(Pound Ridge 4-873); piano; closed Mon- 
days. . .. ibGEFIELD, CoNN.: Fox Hill, on Route 
7 between Ridgefield and Danbury (ldle- 
Wood 8-2628); piano every evening except 
Monday. .... sMiTHToWN, Lt Frank Friede’s 
Riverside Tnn_ (Smithtown 2-1016); closed 
Tuesdays. . .. 4 Mont d'Or Inn (Smithtown 
2-1007); closed Mondays. . . . SOUTH HUNTING- 
Ton, Li: Round Hill (Hamilton 3-0850); 
closed Mondays. . ., svosser, L.1.: Villa Victor 
(WAlnut 1-4000); Thursdays through Satur 
days, the songs and piana of Hugh Shannon; 
closed Mondays. . . . TARRYTOWN, N.v.: Tappan 
Hill (MEdford 1-3030); organ (unfortunate- 
Iy) every evening except Monday; dancing 
on Friday and Saturday evenings. ...wesr 
sury, Li: Westbury Manor (EDgewood 3- 
2184); piano every evening except Sunday. 
..westeoRT, conn: Red Barn (Capitol 7- 
6204). 

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

GALLERIES 
Antoine BouroeLLe—Bronze sculptures, water 

colors, and ink drawings; through Aug. 30. 
(World House, o87 Madison Ave., at 77th 
St.) 

Americans; Group SHows—ALt the sascock, Sos 
Madison Ave., at 68th St; Such nineteenth- 
and twentieth-century artists as Albert P. 
Ryder, George Luks, Gladys Rockmore 
Davis, and Sol Wilson; through Aug. 30. 
... CONTEMPORARY Ams, 802 Lexington Ave. 
a 62nd St: Paintings by Margit Beck, 
Stephen Csoka, and others from the tenth an’ 
nual travelling exhibition, plus sculptures by 
(for instance) Lily Ente and Winslow Eaves; 
through Friday, Aug. 2, (Weekdays, ro to 
5:30; Monday evenings, 8:30 to 10.). . . GRAND 
Centar, 15 Vanderbilt Ave. at 43rd St: 
Nancy Craig, Hobart Nichols, Gordon Grant, 
and others in a showing of portraits, land: 
scapes, water colors, and sculptures; through 
Aug. 30....KRAUSHAAR, 1055 Madison Ave., 
at 8oth St.; Paintings by contemporary Amer- 
icans, including William Kienbusch, Karl 
Schrag, and Joe Lasker; through Wednesday, 
July 31... MiLew, 55 E. s7th St.: Leon Kroll, 
Stephen Etnier, Ogden Pleissner, and other 
painters; through Friday, Aug z.... sewn, 
683 Fifth Ave, at sath St: Paintings and 
drawings by, among others, Reginald Marsh, 
Edward Hopper, and Charles Burchfield; 
through Friday, July 26. (Mondays through 
Fridays, 10:30 0 5:30.). .. BERTHA SCHAEFER, 
32 E. $7th St: Cameron Booth, Balcomb 
Green, and Manolo Pascual are three of the 
participants in this year’s “Fact and Fan- 
tasy” presentation of paintings and sculp- 
tures; through Aug. 23....ZABRISKIE, 32 E. 
65th St: An exhibition entitled “The Cit 
1900-30," comprising works by George Be 

  

  

    

      

  

  

  

     

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

    

 



  
Enjoy great TV entertainment from Plymouth! *‘Date with the Angels.” with Betty White, and Lawrence Welk's **Top Tunes and New Talent” 

“We don’t mind how rough it is...what’s the shortest road?” 

One of the great thrills in driving your new Plymouth 
is discovering that you're the master of where you're 
going... not the road! 

The reason is Plymouth’s new Torsion-Aire Ride— 
exactly the same luxury suspension system you get in 
cars costing $6000 and up! Plymouth Torsion-Aire 
Ride puts bumps out of business. . . floats you easily 
over any road. .. lets you glide around turns without 

sidesway or lean ...stop without nose-dive or dip. 
It’s a ride that’s made for roaming. Free forever 

from bounce or jounce, youll find yourself exploring 
interesting new roads . . . ranging colorful, traffic-free 
byways on your vacation trips! 

And only Plymouth brings you lorsion-Aire com- 
fort in the low-price 3! Try it today! Compare “all 3.” 
Join the thousands who've picked a winner in Plymouth! 

Toto... PAY Torsion-Aire...the ride thats 3 years ahead 

 



  
Knowledgeable people buy Imperial whiskey 

—and they buy it by the case 

BLENDED WHISKEY + 86 PROOF « 30% STRAIGHT WHISKEY, 6 YEARS OR MORE OLD « 70% GRAIN NEUTRAL SPIRITS. 
HIRAM WAIKER & SONS INC, PEORIA, ILINOIS    



GOINGS ON ABGCUT TOWN 
lows, John Sloan, 
Wednesday, July 31. 

Americans AND EUROPEANS; GROUP SHOWS—AL THE 
contemporaries, voz Madison Ave. at 77th 
St: Graphics by Gabor Peterdi, William 
Scott, Marino Marini, and others; through 
Wednesday, July a1... ev, 611 Madison 
Ave, at sth St: Paintings by Marie Lau- 
rencin, Buffet, Jacus, and others; through 
Aug. 30... MELizer, 38 W. 57th St: Water 
colors and drawings by—to name a few of the 
artists—Jankel Adler, Louis Bunce, and 
George Constant; through Sept. 30... Rosen- 
ses, 20 E. 7oth St: Nineteenth- and twen- 
tieth-century paintings and sculptures by 
American and French artists, including Karl 
Knaths, Fernand Léger, and Oronzio Malda- 
relli; through Aug. 30. ... WILOENSTEIN, 10 E. 
64th St. American and French paintings and 
drawings by Homer, Courbet, Pissarro, and 
others; through Aug. 30. . . . WORLD HOUSE, 087 
Madison Ave, at 77th St: An exhibition of 
paintings, drawings, sculptures, water colors, 
and prints, with examples by Afro, Lynn 
Chadwick, Stuart Davis, and others; through 
Aug. 30. 

Pre-Cotumian  Arr—A show entitled “Pre- 
Columbian Abstractionists;” through Aug. 30. 
(Widdifield, 818 Madison Ave., at 6oth St. 
Tuesdays through Fridays, 2 to 6.) 

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

Sculptures and drawings by Rodin and a set 
of seventy-three sculptures by Degas, plus 
works by Maillol, Brancusi, and others. . . 
G “Faces in American Art,” an exhibit made 
up of more than a hundred photographs of 
artists, art critics, and collectors, taken by 
such cameramen a¢ Edward Steichen, Alfred 
Stieglitz, and Arnold Newman. . .. @ Tmpres- 
Sionist and modern paintings, on loan from 
private collections, by Gauguin, Renoir, Mo- 
digliani, and so on; through Sept. 2. (Week- 
days, 10 to 5; Sundays, 1 to 5.) 

Museum of Movern Aer, 11 W. 53rd St—An 
exhibition in honor of Picasso's seventy-fifth 
birthday, containing more than three hundred 
of his oils, sculptures, collages, water colors. 
pastels, and drawings; through Sept. & 
(Mondays through Fridays, 11 to 6, and 
Thursday evenings until 10; Saturdays, 11 
to 7; and Sundays, 1 to 7.) 

Brookurn Museum, Eastern Parkway—Modern 
European drawings and prints by van Gogh, 
Matisse, Miro, and others; through Sept. 2 
(Weekdays, 16 to 5; Sundays, 1 to 5 

Solomon R. GuscenHem Museum, 7 E. 72nd 
St—Recent acquisitions and works on loan, 
including paintings, sculptures, and drawings 
by Pierre Soulages, Joan Mir6, and Joseph 
Glasco; through Aug. 11. (Tuesdays through 
Saturdays, 10 to 6; Sundays, noon to 6.) 

Whitney Museum, 22 W. sath St—Paintings, 
sculptures, and drawings from the Museum's 
permanent coleetion; through Sept. 22. 
(Daily, 1 to 5.) 

IN THE COUNTRY 
anvover, mass. Addison Gallery of American 

Art: “Art Schools U.S A., 1957,” made up of 
works in various mediums by graduates of 
fifteen art schools and universities; through 
Sept. 23. (Weekdays, o to 5; Sundays, 2:30 
10 5.) ...EAST HAMPTON, Li: Guild Hall 
“Trees in Art,” consisting of paintings, tapes: 
trics, screens, scrolls, and prints by Vero- 
nese, Fragonard, Innes, and others; through 
Aug. 13. (Weekdays, ‘10 to 5.)...mrsmc, 
conn. Mystic Art Association: The second 
regional exhibition; through Aug. 1s. 
(Weekdays, 10 to 5:30; Sundays, 2 to 5:30.) 
_..0GUNGUIT, MAINE. Museum of Art of 
Ogunquit: Paintings by Morris Graves and 
Mark Tobey and sculptures by Tom Hardy 
and Philip McCracken comprise a show de- 
voted to artists of the Pacific Northwest, 

and others; through 

  

  

  

      

  

   

  

     

   

  

  

    

  

    

    

    

which runs concurrently with an exhibition 
of paintings, drawings, and sculptures entitled 
“Americans of Our Times;” through Sept. o 
(Weekdays, 10:30 to 5; Sundays, 1:30 to 8.) 
...€ Ogunquit Art Association: Edward 
Betts, Robert Laurent, and Marguerite and 
William Zorach are four of the members who 
have paintings and sculptures on view; 
through Wednesday, July 31. (Weekdays. 
10 to 5; Sundays, 2t0 5.) .. . PROVINCETOWN, 
mass. Provincetown Art Association: Paint: 
ings, drawings, prints, and sculptures by (for 
instance) Philip Malicoat, Will Barnet, and 
Robert Motherwell; through Saturday, July 
27. (Weekdays, 16 to 6 and 7 to ro; Sun- 

s, 2 to 6.) ...ROCKPORT, Mass. Rockport 
Art Association: This summer's second show 
(mixed mediums), including items by Ken 
Gore and Joseph Margulies; through Aug. 6. 
(Weekdays, 10 to 5:30; Sundays, 3 to 6.) 
woonsrock, N.v. Woodstock Artists Associa 
tion: Paintings and sculptures; starting Sat- 
urday, July 27. (Mondays through Fridays, 
1 to 5:30; Saturdays, 11 to 5:30; Sundays, 
noon to 3.) 

  

  

   

  

  

     
    

  

  

music 
Stabium Concerts—Final performances of the 

season by the Stadium Symphony Orches- 
tra—Thursday, July 2s, at 8:30: Franz Allers 
conducting, with Marais and Miranda, folk 
singers... @ Saturday, July 27, at 8:30: 
Franz Allers conducting a program of Offen- 
bach and Lerner-Loewe music, with Laurel 
Hurley, soprano; Frank Porretta, tenor: and 
Martial Singher, baritone. . . . @ Monday, July 
29, at 8:30: Joseph Levine conducting, with 
the American Ballet Theatre. ...q Tuesday, 
July 30, at 7:30 (primarily for children) 
Julius Rudel conducting, with Herb Sheldon, 
barrator. . .. 4 Wednesday, July 31, at 8:30! 
Julius Rudel conducting, ‘with Jorge Bolet, 

    
     

  

  

  

piano. . ... 4 Thursday, Aug. 1, at 8:30: Julius 
Rudel conducting an_all-Tchaikovsky pro- 
gram, with Mischa Elman, violin... 4d Sat- 

   urday, Aug. 3, at 8:30: Salvatore Dell-Isola 
directing a Rodgers and Hammerstein pro- 
gram, with Annamary Dickey, soprano 
Claramae Turner, contralto; William Tab- 
bert, tenor; Jack’ Russell, baritone, and a 
chorus. (Lewisohn Stadium, Amsterdam Ave. 
at 138th St. AD 4-s80o, Tickets are also 
available at the Steinway Hall box office, 113 
W. syth St, CI 7-sz3s. In the event of 
threatening weather, last-minute plans are 
broadcast at 5, 6, and 7 p.M. over WNYC 
and at 7:05 Pie. over WQXR.) 

Cenrear Park Mart Concerrs—Richard Franko 
Goldman conducting the Goldman Band in 
this summer's series of Guggenheim Memo- 
rial Concerts. (Sundays, Mondays, and Fri- 
days at 8:30; through Friday, Aug. 16. Robert 
Russell Bennett will conduct several of his 
own works on Friday, Aug. 2.)...4 Franz 
Bibo conducting the City Symphony Orches- 
tra, with Isidore Cohen, violin. The last in a 
series of four concerts! (Saturday, July 27. 
at §:30.)...4 Emerson Buckley conducting 
the Naumburg Symphony Orchestra, with 
Eric Friedman, violin. (Wednesday, July 31, 
at 8:30.) 

Jazz Concerr—A free concert by Duke Elling- 
ton and his orchestra. (East River Park Am- 
phitheatre, East River Dr. near Grand Street 
Monday, July 29, at 8:30.) 

IN THE COUNTRY 
Berkswine Festivai—Friday, July 26, at 8:30: 

Charles Munch conducting the Boston Sym- 
phony in an all-Berlioz program, with Joseph 
de Pasquale, viola. . ... 4 Saturday, July 27, at 
8:30: Charles Munch directing a performance 
of Berlioz's opera “L’Enfance du Christ,” in 
concert form, with Florence Kopleff, con- 
tralto; Cesare Valletti, tenor; Gérard Souzay, 
baritone; Donald Gramm, bass; and the Berk: 
shire Festival Chorus. ... 9 Sunday, July 28, 
at 2:30: Pierre Monteux conducting; no 
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Double Dip Dalton. 

Bonwit’s top cream cashmere 

  

sweater with contrasting color 

news at the plunging ribbed 

neckline. Very wonderful way to 

look in a sweater year. Champagne 

with brown, azure blue with gray, 

apple with champagne, gray with 

charcoal. Sizes 34 to 40 at 29.95 

Matching doeskin skirt, 19.95 

Mail or phone orders. Sports Floor 

New York White Plains 

Chicago Cleveland Boston
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I. MAGNIN sco. 
CALIFORNIA SEATTLE 

B. brightened by white . 

a costume that will make its way 

handsomely through the day and 

late-day. Sleeveless sheath of thin 
black wool with a white satin 

detachable gilet and a 

velvet-collared jacket. A Phyllis 

DeTrano original by Georgette 

in 5 to 15 sizes 39.95 

mail orders (please add 55¢ for shipping) fo 3240 Wilshire, Los Angeles 
or telephone your nearest I. Magnin store 

    

    
  

   

        

   

    

     

You'll enjoy a world of 
swimming fun at The 
Greenbrier's magnificent 
new outdoor pool. The 
delightful blending of all 
sport and recreational 
facilities with gracious 
hospitality is a tradition 
at America’s premier 
year-round resort. 

  

For reservations see your travel agent or New York Res. Office: 30 Rockefeller Plaza, CIrcle 5-8668 
WHITE SULPHUR SPRINGS WEST VIRGINIA   

GOINGS ON 
ABOUT TOWN 

soloists. . .. € Wednesday, July 31, 
A song recital by Gérard Sou 

- 4 Friday, Aug. 2, at 8:30: C 
conducting’ the Boston Symphony; 

   

   

  

    

   
       

     

ists... 9 Saturday 
Munch conducting with Isaac ; 

.. 4 Sunday, Aug. 4, at 2:30: Charle 
conducting, with Rudolf Serkin, pi 
glewood, Lenox, M: 
Avg. 11.) 

BerksHire Music Barn— Jazz and foll 

Through 

  

   
  

Saturday, July 27, at 4: The 
Choir. . .. 4 Sunday, July 28, a 
Ellington and his orchestra. 4 Saturday 
Aug. 3. at 4: The Weavers. ...q Sunday, 
Aug. 4 at S30: Woody Herman and his 
Fourth Herd. (Lenox, Ma 

Caste Hi Concerrs— Friday 
July 26-27: Isaac Stern, violin 
and Saturday, Aug. o- 
ducting_the Vermont 
with Grant Johar 
Mass. Evenings at 

  

     

          

mphony Orchestra, 
piano. (Ipswich; 

    

  

   

  

   

a 
..GSunday. July 28, at_3: Walter Hendl 

Conducting, with “Aaron Rosand, violin 
4 Monday, July 20, at 8:30: Dor 
directing the Columbus Boychoir. 
day, July 30, at 8:30: Walter Hend 
ing ‘the Chautauqua ony Ore 
soloists. , 4 Weds 

  

   
  

    

   Soloists. Thursday, Woe 1s 4 
Donald Bryant directing the Columbus Boy- 
choir. . . . € Saturday, Aug 
ter Hendl conducting the 
phony Orchestra, with the Col 
choir, (Chautauqua, N.Y.) 

Empire STATE Music Festivai—Final performances 

  

  

auqua Syni- 
us Boy- 

    

  of the season by the Symphony of the Air— 
Thursday, Jul a di- 
recting Phe era me Butterfl 

  

   
   

  

      

  

with ano; David Pole 

  

ne Malbin, sop 
   

    
tenor; and John Tyers, baritone. ... qT: 
day. 6. at 8:30: Laszlo Halasz conduct- 
i ballet group headed by the Hun- 

  

garian dancers Vera Pasator and Erno 
Vashegyi. ... @ Saturday, July 27, at 
A repeal performance of “Madame Butter- 
fly”... 0 Sunday, July 28, at 3:30: Remo 
Balognini cor ucting, wit i Stanley 
piano, and Julian Olevsky, siolin 
day, July 28, at 8:30: Another perform; 
of “Madame Butterfly.” (Ellenville, N.Y. 
For tickets, call OX 7-0490.) 

Music Mountain—The Berkshire Quarter, with 
n Boatwright. soprano. (Falls Village, 

. Sunday, July 28, at 4.) 
Neweorr CarnivAL oF Music—Martin Fischer 

ing the Rhode Island Pops Orches 
. Aug. 2: With Rhonda Fleming 

and Kathryn Gra calists; Geof 
Holder, 
stone, a 4 Saturday, Aug 
3: With Risé Stevens, mezzo-soprano, Vie 
Damone, vocalist; Geoffrey Holder, singer 

    

    

   
  

    

          

   
      

  

   
     

     

  

    

and dancer; Teresita Latana, Spanish danc- 
er; and Bhaskar and Sasha, Tndian dancers 
(Amphitheatre, King’s Park, Newport, R.I. 
Evenings at 8:30.) 

SOUTHERN VERMONT ART CENTER: July 28: 

  

Cesare Valletti, tenor. .G Sunday, Aug. 4: 
Alan Carter conducting the Vermont Syn 
phony Chamber Orche Grant_Jo- 
hannesen, piano. (M , Vt. Affer- 
noons at 3:30.) 

South Mountan—Saturtlay, 
Claremont String Quartet. 
Aug. 3: John Corigliano. vi 
bers of the New York Philharmonic-Sy 
phony. (Pittsfield, Mass. Afternoons at 3.) 

SPORTS 
Basesau—At Yankee Stadium: Y: 

Chicago, Thursday, July 25, at 2. 
Kees vs. Detroit, Friday, July 26, 5; 
Saturday, July 27, af about 2:30 (the annual 
Old-Timers Day festivities, with a couple of 
innings or so involving Joe DiMaggio, Ty 
Cobh, Lefty Gomez, and other major-league 
stars of past years, will start at 1:30); and 
Sunday, July 28, at 2 (doubleheader)... 
G Yankees vs. Kansas City, Tuesday, July 

     

      

  

   
    

    

 



30, at 2, and Wednesday, July 31, at 1:30 
(doubleheader). . . . @ Yankees vs. Cleveland, Friday, Aug. 2, at 8:15, and Saturday, Aug. Zatz 

Boxine—Floyd Patterson vs. Tommy (Hurri- 
cane) Jackson, 15 rounds. for the World 
Heavyweight Championship, (Polo Grounds 
Monday, July 20. Preliminaries at 8:30; 
main bout at 10.) 

Gou—New York State Golf Association Ama- teur Championship. (Elmira Country Club, Elmira. Through Sunday, July 28... 
4 Westchester Golf 

  

  

   
PoLo—Sundays at 3:30—At MEADOW BROOK CLUE, 

Jericho. ND 800K POLO clue, Purchase. 
RaciNe—At BELMONT park: Weekdays at irs, 

through Saturday, Aug. 3. The Dwyer Hand- 
icap, Saturday, July 27: the Top Flight Hand- 
icap, Wednesday, July 31; and the Brooklyn 
Handicap, Saturday, ‘Aug. 3. (Frequent 
trains leave Penn Station for the track Mon- 
days through Fridays between 10:45 and 1, 
and Saturdays between 10:30 and 1:25.)... 
Monmouth park, Oceanport, N.J.: Weekdays 
at 2:30; through Wednesday, Aug. 7. The 
Monmouth Oaks, Saturday, July 27, and the 
Choice Stakes, Saturday, Aug. 3. (A special 
train leaves Penn Station for the track Mon- 
days through Fridays at 12:20, and Satur- 
days at 1:55. Weekdays, a boat leaves Pie 
80, W. goth St, at 11, and is met at Atlantic 
Highlands by buses for the track ) 

Spomts-Car Racine—At Lime Rock Park, Lime 
Rock, Conn.: Sunday, July 28, al 2. 

Tennis—Men’s Invitation Tourname 
ow Club, Southampton. LI. Tue: 
Sunday, July 30-Aug. 4.) 

TROTTING—At YoNKers macewar: Weekdays at 8:30; through Wednesday, July 31. (Buses to the frack from the Mount Vernon station; special train from Grand Central at 7:15 . SARATOGA acEwAY, Saratoga Spring 
Weekdays at 815; through Saturday, Aug. 24... ROOSEVELT RACEWAY, Westbury: Week- days at 8:40, from Thursday, Aug. f, through Saturday, Nov. 30. (Special trains will leave Penn Station for the track weekdays at 6:51; additional trains Fridays and Saturdays 
at7.) 

Yachtine—Marblehead Race Week. (Marble- head, Mass. Through Saturday, July 27.). . . € Larchmont Race Week. ~ (Larchmont. Through Saturday, July 27.) . ..€ Bar Har- hor Regatta, (Bar Harbor, Maine. Saturday, July 27.). ..€ Nantucket Yacht Club Regat- ta "(Saturday and Sunday, July 27-28.) 

OTHER EVENTS 
Uniteo Nations—The organizations activities will be more or less quiescent for the next couple of months; there are, however, periodic meetings of the Security Council and regular sessions of various commissions and_com- mittees that the public may attend. A limited number of tickets are available, but only to those applying for them in person at the ad- missions desk in the public lobby no earlier than thirty minutes before the start of each 

meeting. Meetings usually convene at 1. or 11 and at 2:30 or 3, Mondays through Fi days. (General Assembly Building, First Ave. at 45th St.) ... € Hour-long tours the lobby of the General Assembly Building 
every ten minutes or so from to around 
4:30 daily. 

Marower II—A replica of the ship that sank 
the Merrimac, or something, is now on dis- play here, along with a model Pilgrim vil- 

and various related exhibits. (Pier 81, W. gist St. Weekdays, 10:30 to 10:30, and Sundays, noon to 10:30; through Nov. 15.) 
Havoen Puanerarium, Central Park W. at 81st St. (TR 3-1300)——The current show, “Earth, Air. and’ Space,” explain the part astron. omers are playing in the International Geo- sical Year. (Mondays at 1, 2, and 3:30; Tuesdays through Fridays at 1, 2, 3:30, and 8:30; Saturdays at 11, 1, 2, 3, 4, 5, and 8:30; and Sundays at 1, 2, 3, 4, §, and 8:30.) ... 4G Every night except Monday, a half-hour conducied tour of the Planetarium starts at 8. 
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A BEAUTY 
ONA 
BUDGET 

   Double-Duty Hillman Husky Station Wagon 

It’s hard to believe the Hillman’s price 
tag; how could so much car cost so 
little? How could British craftsmanship 
build so much solid value into a car 
that sells for about $1,000 less, model 
for model, than “low-priced” American 
automobiles? 

You'll admire Hillman even more 
when you examine its complete line of 
economy cars: the handsome Hillman 
Husky Station Wagon with 44 cu. ft. of 

load space—the beautiful, roomy Hill- 
‘man 4-Door Sedan, with stylish comfort 
for the whole family—the stunning Hill- 
man Minx 3-Way Sports Convertible— 
the luxurious Hillman Minx Estate Car. 

You owe it to yourself, and your 
family, to road-test a Hillman today, 
at your Hillman/Sunbeam Dealer's. 

Priced from $1,535 rox 
Parts and service everywhere. 

BRITISH-BUILT... AMERICAN BEAUTY 

all 
new 

Rootes Motors, Inc., 505 Park Ave., N.Y. 22, N.Y. + 9830 W. Pico, Los Angeles 35, Calif. 
In Canada: Rootes Motors (Canada) Ltd., Toronto, Montreal, Vancouver 

HILLMAN 
A ROOTES GROUP PRODUCT    

    

  

All-New Hillman 
Minx 4-Door Sedan
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GOINGS ON ABOUT TOWN 
Arounp THE Wonton 80 Davs—A big, splashy 

funny adaptation of the Jules Verne fant 
The film has a huge cast, led by David Niven 
and the Mexican comedian Cantinflas, all of 
whom are first-rate. As for the scenic effects, 
they're tremendous. (Rivoli, B'way at 4oth, 
CI” 7-1633. Nightly at f:30. Matinees 
Wednesdays, Saturdays, and Sundays at 

o. Extra performances Saturday morn- 
ings at 10:30. Reserved seafs only) 

A Face in Te Crowo—Something about a TV. 
entertainer who is mentally, morally, spiritu- 
ally, and commercially dubious but neverthe- 
less’ a hell of a man with a guitar. Andy 
Griffith is expert as the no-account strummer. 
(Globe, B'way at 46th, JU 6-5555; through 

  

   

    
July 28. € Academy of Music, 126 E. 
14th, GR 32277; RKO, 58th St, srd Ave. 
at 58th, EL 5 . 86th St., Lexing-     3577; RK! ig 
ton at 86th, AT o-8000; R.K.O. 23rd St, 8th 
Ave. at 23rd, CH 2-3440; Riverside, B'way 
at o6th, MO 3-4530; Nemo, B'way at t1oth, 
MO 6-8210; and Coliseum, B'way at 81st. 
WA 77200} starting July 31.) 

The Goto of Nartes—Four stimulating episodes 
in the lives of some diverting residents of 
southern Italy. Directed by Vittorio De Sica, 
who also figures as an actor in one of the 
stanzas, this Italian Alm includes in its ad- 
mirable cast Sophia Loren, Toto, Paolo 
Stoppa, Silvana Mangano, and Pasquale Cen- 
namo. (Art, 36 E. Sth, GR 3-7014: through 
July 31, tentatives) 

The Green Man—An English film that gives 
Alastair Sim an opportunity to make the most 
of his comic powers. It has to do with a man 
who discovers early in life that he should 
dedicate himself to homicide. Mr. Sim makes 
murder in all the film's lethal moments quite 
effective. (Guild, 33 W. soth, PL 7-2406.) 

A Harri of Rain—Under Fred Zinnemann’s 
forceful direction, this adaptation of the play 
about drug addiction that was presented here- 
abouts a couple of years ago proves to be a 
pretty exciting melodrama. In the cast are 
Don Murray as a war hero who has taken to 
narcotics after being badly shot up in Korea; 
Eva Marie Saint, as his long-suffering wife; 
Anthony Franciosa, as his sympathetic broth” 
er; and Lloyd Nolan, as his selfish father. 
All of them give fine performances. (Vie- 
toria, B'way at 46th, JU 6-0540.) 

Lust ror Lire—A superb review of Vincent 
van Gogh's career, in which excellent use is 
made of his paintings. Kirk Douglas is high- 
Iy persuasive as van Gogh, and Anthony 
Quinn is a creditable Gauguin. (Greenwich, 
Greenwich Ave. at r2th, WA 9-3350; and 
Terrace, oth Ave. at 23rd, CH 2-9280; 
through July 27. ...9 Gramercy, Lexington 
at 23rd, GR 5-1660; and Trans-Lux Colony, 
2nd Ave. at 7oth, BU 8-0468; through July 
27, tentative. . .. 4 Waverly, 6th Ave. at 3rd, 
WA 08038; July 26-28....€Trans-Lux 
85th St., Madison at 85th. BU 8-3180; start- 
ing July 28, tentative.) 

The Reo BatLoon—The hero of this brief and 
pretty fantasy is a small French boy who is 
pursited all over Paris by a balloon that re- 
gards him as its master. Written, directed, 
and produced by Albert Lamorisse, the film 
has the valuable services of M. Lamorisse’s 
son Pascal as the young sprat. (Waverly, 
6th Ave. at 3rd, WA 0-8038; starting July 
31) 

La Strapa—A topflight Italian film whose di- 
rector, Federico Fellini, demonstrates an 

  

  

  

  

   

  

Astor, B'way at 
“Beau James, 

sth. (JU 6-2240) 
Bob Hope, Vera Miles 

Carrot, B'way at sist. (JU 2-5060) 
“The Pride and the Passion,” Cary Grant, 

Frank Sinatra, Sophia Loren 

  

  

  

Cuimenion, Bway at 44th. (JU 2-1796) 
THE TEN COMMANDMENTS. 

Guo, B'way at 46th (JU 6-5555) 
Through July 28: A FACE IN THE CROWD. 
From July 20: Theatre closed. 

  

Maveair, 7th Ave. at 47th. (CI 5-0800) 
=X ” James Stewart, Audie Mur- 

  

MOTION PICTURES 
FILMS OF MORE THAN ROUTINE INTEREST 

ARE DESCRIBED IN THIS SECTION 

  

ability to see the ltalian scene steadily and 
“hols, The lealing avtore— Anthony Guin 
and Richard Basehart—do well by the énter- 
prise; the only difficulty, in fact, is that Giu- 
lietta Masina, the heroine, is a rather limited 
actress. (Trans-Lux 32nd St., Lexington at 
s2nd, PL 3-2434.) 

Sweet SMELL OF Success— Another contribution 
to the current movie vogue for Kicking heel- 
ish characters around. The low specimen on 
exhibit here is a Broadway gossip columnist 
who is so convinced of his own importance 
that he behaves like a madhouse Napoleon. 
The theme of the piece has to do with his at- 
tempts to keep his young sister from marry 
ing a guitar player, an undertaking in which 
he is assisted by a press agent as amoral as 
he is. Written by Clifford Odets and Emest 
Lehman, and directed by Alexander Mac- 
Kendrick, the picture has a worthy cast 
headed by Burt Lancaster and Tony Curtis. 
(State, B'way at 45th, JU 2-5070.) 

The Ten Commanoments—What life might have 
been like in Old Testament times if Cecil 
Blount deMille had been around to expand 
and enliven things. A spectacular piece of 
work, which lasts for almost four hours. In- 
cluded in the cast are Charlton Heston, who 
plays Moses; Sir Cedric Hardwicke, who 
plays a Pharaoh; Yul Brynner, who plays the 
Pharaoh's son; ‘and about a’ million other 
performers. (Criterion, B'way at 44th, JU 
2-1706. Mondays through Fridays at z and 
8; Saturdays at 0:30, 2:30, and 8; and Sun- 
days at 2:30 and 8. Reserved seats only) 

Tue Treo Ker—Jack Hawkins interpreting a 

  

   

        

THE BROADWAY AREA 

FILMS OF MORE THAN ROUTINE INTEREST 
APPEAR IN HEAVY TYPE AND ARE DESCRIBED 

IN THE SECTION ABOVE 

Music Hat, 6th Ave. at soth. (CL 6-4600) 
“Silk Stockings.” Fred Astaire, Cyd Charisse. 

Paramount, B'way at 43rd. (LO 3-1100) 
“Band of Angels,” Clark Gable, Yvonne 

De Carlo. 
Rivou, B'way at 40th. (CI 7-1633) 

AROUND THE WORLD IN 80 DAYS. 

  

Scotland Yard inspector. who is out to find a 
safe-cracker of almost incredible ingenuity 
Everybody in the cast is O.K. An English 
film.” (Sutton, 3rd Ave. at 57th, PL o-1411; 
through July 27.) 

Torerol—Bullfighting at its best. A Mexican 
film in which the eminent toreador Luis Pro- 
cuna, who is also one good actor, reénacts 
his life. With an English commentary. (Fine 
Asie 58th, PL 5-6030; through July 
28. 

12 Angry Men—A lively explanation of how an 
oddly assorted group of jurors stumble to 
a verdict in a murder trial involving an cight- 
cen-year-old hoy accused of doing in his fa 
ther. Henry Fonda, Lee J. Cobb, and Jack 
Warden aré included in a very strong cast 
(sth Ave. Cinema, sth Ave. at 12th. WA 4 
8330: through July 31. tentative.) 

  

  

    

      

REVIVALS 

Aexanoer Nevsky (1038) —F v's account 
of medieval warfare. In Russian. (Thalia, 
B'way at osth, AC 2-3370; July 25.) 

Anthony Aoverse (1036)—Fredric March as 
the peripatetic Anthony. (Greenwich, Green- 
wich Ave. at 12th, WA o0-3350; July 28-30.) 

Bamer (1042)—Walt Disney's deer, (Trans- 
Lux Normandie, 110 W. 57th, JU 64438.) 

Chapavev (1035)—Russian melodrama of & mi- 
nor revolutionary hero. (Thalia, B'way at 
905th, AC 2-3370; July 25.) 

Te Laoy Vanishes (1038)—Hitcheock’s express 
train, with Dame May Whitty, Margaret 
Lockwood, and Paul Lukas aboard. (Thalia. 
Bway at oth, AC 2-3370; July 26.) 

Lime Fusmve (1053)—Richie Andrusco as a 
who has himself a day at Coney 

Island despite the thought that he may have 
killed his brother. (Thalia, Bway at osth, 
rane 

THe Macmiricent Seven (1056)—A kind of 
Oriental Western, directed by Akira Kuro- 
saa. In Japanese. (Thalia, B'way at osth, 
AC 2-3370; July 20.) 

Ruarsoov in Buue (1945)—Joan Leslie, Robert 
Alda, and Alexis Smith in a musical biog- 
raphy of George Gershwin (Greenwich 
Greenwich Ave. at 12th, WA o-3350; July 
28-30.) 

Tre 39 Sees (19335) —More Hitchcock mystifica- 
tion, taking in 2 shooting in a theatre, 2 man 
hunt in Scotland, and so on. A British film, 
with Madeleine Carroll and Robert Donat 
(Thalia, Bway at osth, AC 2-3370; July 26.) 

Uwssrro D. (1055) Vittorio De Sica’s sad 
study of the twilight of an aged government 
pensioner. In Ttalian, (Thalia, B'way at osth, 
AC 23370; July 20.) 

Museum oF Mooern Art Fim Lissarr—T1vo pro- 
grams in a series entitled “Sixty Years of 
French Films." Through July 27: “Taris” 
(1032), directed by Jean Vigo; “L’Affaire 
Est Dans le Sac” (1032), directed by Pierre 
Prévert; and "La Péche 4 1a Baleine” (1034) 
with Jacques Prévert. ...@ July 28-31: “The 
Fourfeenth of July” (1932), directed by 
René Clair. (Showings every afternoon at 3 
and 5:30, and Thursday evenings at 8. A 
limited number of rescrvations are available, 
hut only to those applying for them in person 
at the Museum, 11 W. 53rd, after 11 on the 
day of the showing or. if it is a Sunday, 
after 1.) 

      

  

   

    

   
  

  

Roxy, 7th Ave, at soth. (CI 7-6000) 
“An Affair to Remember,” Cary 

Deborah Kerr. 
Stare, B'way at 45th. (JU 2-5070) 

SWEET SMELL OF SUCCESS. 
Vicronia, B'way at 46th. (JU 6-0540) 

A HATFUL OF RAIN. 
Warner, B'way at 47th. (CO s-s711) 

“Seven Wonders of the World,” the third 
Cinerama production. (Mondays at 8:40; 
Tuesdays through Fridays af 2:40 and 
8:40; and Saturdays and Sundays at 2, 5, 
and 8:40. Reserved seats only.) 

Worn, 153 W. oth. (CI 7-5747) 
“Stella” (in Greek). Melina Mercouri. 

Grant, 

 



EAST SIDE 

Aar, 36 E. 8th. (GR 3-7014) 
Through July 31° (tentative): He coup oF 

apes (in Italian). 
Acaoemy of Music, 126 E. rath. (GR 3-2277) 

Through July 30: “Bernardine,” Pat Boone, 
Janet Gaynor; and “Public Pigeon No. 1, 
Red Skelton, Vivian Blaine. 

From July 31: A FACE IN THE crown; and 
“Monkey on My Back,” Cameron Mitchell, 
Dianne Foster. 

Gramercy, Lexington at 23rd. (GR 5-1660) 
Through July 27 (tentative): LusT FOR LIFE, 
July 2830 (tentative): “Gunfight at the 

OK. Corral,” Rurt Lancaster, Kirk Doug- 
as 

From July 31 (tentative): “Value for Mon- 
ey.” Diana Dors, John Gregson; and “Out 
of the Clouds,” Anthony Steel, Robert 
Beaty. 

Lexineton, Lexington at sist. (PL 3-0336) 
Through Tuy su: “Designing Woman,” 

Gregory” Peck, Lauren Bacall; and “Be- 
yond Mombasa,” Cornel Wilde, Donna 
Reed. 

From July 31: “Something of Value,” Rock 
Hudson, Dana Wynter; and “The Seventh 

eanor Parker, Bill Travers, 
ingtonat sand (PL3-2434) 

La sTRADA (in Italian). 
Sutton, 3rd Ave. at 57th. (PL o-1411) 

Through July 27: THE TiRD kev. 
From July 28: “Doctor at Large,” Dirk Bo- 

garde, Muriel Paviow 
RK.O. 58m St., 3rd Ave. at sith. (EL 5-3577) 

Through July 30: “Bernavdine.” Pat Boone, 
Janet Gaynor; and “Public Pigeon No. 1, 
Red Skelton, Vivian Blaine. 

From July 31: A FACE IN THE CROWD 
“Monkey on My Back,” Cameron Mits 
Dianne Foster. 

Fine Arts, 130 E. sith. (PL 5-6030) 
Through July 28: Torerol 
From July 20: “The Light Across the Street” 

(in “French), Brigitte Bardot, Raymond 
Pe! egrin. 

Puaza, 42 E. 58th. (EL 5-3320) 
“The Constant HusFand,” Rex Harrison, 

Kay Kendall. 
Baroner, 3rd Ave. at soth. (EL 5-1663) 

“Maid ‘in Paris” (in French). Dany Robin, 
Daniel Gelir 

Beekman, 2nd Ave. at 66th. (RE 7-2622) 
Throtgh July 27 (tentative): “Gunfight at 

the OK. Corral,” Burt Lancaster, Kirk 
Douglas. 

July 28-30 (tentative): “Desk 
Tracy, Katharine Hepburn 

From July 31 (tentative): “Value for Mon- 
ey." Diana Dors, John Gregson; and “Out 
of the Clouds” "Anthony Steel, Robert 
Beatty. 

6871 ST. Puaviouse, 3rd Ave. at 68th. (RE 4-0302) 
To be announced. 

Logw's 72n0 Sr., 3rd Ave. at 72nd, (BU §-7222) 
Through July 30: “Désigning Woman 

Gregory” Peck, Lauren Bacal; and “Be- 
yond Mombasa,” Cornel Wilde, Donna 
Reed. 

From July 31: “Something of Value” Rock 
Hudson, Dana Wynter; and “The Seventh 
Sin,” Eleanor Parker, Bill Travers, 

Trans-Lux Cotony, znd Ave at 7oth. (BU &-9468) 
Through July 27 (tentative): Lust rom wire; 

and “Accused of Murder.” David Brian, 
Vera Ralston, 

July 28 (tentative ght and Day,” re- 
al, Cary Grant, Alexis Smith; and “No 

Time for Comedy,” revival, Rosalind Rus- 
sell, James Stewart. 

July 20-30 (tentative): “Loving You,” Elvis 
Presley, Lizabeth Scott; and “The Tall T,” 
Randolph Scott, Maureen O'Sullivan 
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From July 31 (tentative): “The D. 
Webb; “and “Untamed Youth,” 
Van Doren, Lori Nelson. 

Trans-Lux 85th St., Madison at 85th. (BU 8-3180) 
Through July' 27 (tentative): “Desk Set,” 

Spencer Tracy, Katharine Hepburn. 
From July 28 (tentative): LUST FOR LIFE 

R.K.O. 867 St., Lexington at 86th. (AT 9-800) 
Through July 30: “Bernardine,” Pat Boone, 

Janet Gaynor; and “Public Pigeon No. 1.” 
Red Skelton, Vivian Blaine. 

From July 31 A Ace in HE crowd; and 
“Monkey on My Rack,” Cameron Mitchell, 
Dianne Foster. 

Oreeum, 3rd Ave, at Soth, (AT g-4607) 
Through July 30: “Designing Woman,” 

Gregory” Peck, Lauren Bacall; and * 
tod Mombasa,” Cornel Wilde, Donna 

ced. 
From July 31: “Something of Value,” Rock 

Hudson, Dana Wynter; and “The Seventh 
Sin,” Eleanor Parker, Bill Travers. 

WEST SIDE 

Waventy, 6th Ave. at 3rd. (WA 9-8038) 
July 25: “This Could Be the Night,” Jean 

Simmons, Paul Douglas; ad “Above Us 
the Waves,” John Mills, John Gregson. 

July 26-28: LST FoR LiFe. 
“The Wayward Bus” Dan 

Dailey, Jayne Mansfield; and “The Young 
Stranger,” James MacArthur, Kim Hunter. 

From July 31: THE reo 8BALLOON (a French film 
without dialogue); and “The Lost Conti- 
nent,” an Italian documentary film on In- 
donésia acd Malaya, with an English nar- 
ratio: 

mw St. Puarwouse, 52 W. &th. (GR 7-7874) 
Through July 30 (tentafive): “Desk Set,” 

Spencer Tracy, Katharine Hepburn. 
From July 31 (tentative): “Value for Mon- 

ey," Diana Dors. John Gregson; and “Out 
of the Clouds” “Anthony Steel. Robert 
Beatty 

51H Ave, Cineme, sth Ave. 

2 Jack 
Mamie 
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Through July 3: tive): 12 ANGRY MEN; 
and “The Nake e,” a documentary film 
on photography, narrated by Raymond 
Massey. 

Suemoan, 7th Ave. at 12th. (WA g9-2166) 
Through July 30: “Designing Woman, 

Gregory” P Lauren Bacal, and “Be- 
yond Mombasa,” Cornel Wilde, Donna 

  

Reed. 
From July 31: “Something of Value,” Rock 

Hudson, Dana Wynter; and “The Seventh 
Sin” Eleanor Parker, Bill Travers. 

Greenwicy, Greenwich Ave.at 12th. (WA0-3350) 
Through July 27: wus ror Lire; and “Accused 

of Murder,” David Brian, Vera Ralston, 
July 28-30: RmaPsODY IN BLUE, revival; and 

ANTHONY ADVERSE, revival, 
From July 31: “On the Bowery,” a semi- 

documentary film; and “Too Bad She's 
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Bad” (in Italian), revival, Sophia Loren, Vittorio De Sica. 
RK.O. 23w0 Sr., 8th Ave. at 23rd. (CH 2-3440) Through July 30: “Bernardine,” Pat Boone, anct Gaynor; and “Public Pigeon No. 1,” 

ed Skelton, Vivian Blaine 
From July 31: a race In THE crowd; and “Monkey on My Back.” Cameron Mitchell, 

Dianne Foster. 
Temrace, oth Ave at 23rd. (CH 2-9280) Through July 27: Lust For Lire; and “Accused of Murder,” David Brian, Vera Ralston July 28-20: “Ten Tall Men,” revival, Burt 

   

      

Lancaster, Gilbert Roland; and “Fallen 
Angel.” revival, Alice Faye, Dana An- 
drews. 

July 30-31: “Loving You," Elvis Presley,    Lizabcth Scott; and “The Tall T," 
dolph Scott, Maureen O'Sullivan, 

Guo, 33 W. soth, (PL 7-2406) 
THE GREEN MAN. 

51H St. Puavrouse, 154 W ssth, (JU 6-4500) “The Rising of the Moon” with Cyril Cusack and other Abbey Theatre players. 
Trans-Lux NorMaNie, 110 W. 57th. (JU 6-4448) 

BAMBI, revival. 
Lire Carneste, 146 W. 57th. (C1 6-3454) 

“Lovers’ Net” (in French), Francoise Ar- 
noul, Daniel Gelin. 

Paris, 4 W. sith (MU 8-0134) 
“Passionate Summer” (in French), Made- 

leine Robinson, Raf Vallone; and “The Tragic Pursuit of Perfection.” a short film 
on Leonardo da Vinci 

Loew's 83o St, B'way at 83rd. (TR 7-3190) Through July 30: “Loving You,” Elvis Pres- 
ley, Lizabeth Scott; and “The Tall T.” Randolph Scott, Maureen O'Sullivan. 

From July 31: To be announced. 
Thaua, B'way at osth. (AC 2-3370) July 25: ALEXANDER Nevsky and cHAPAYEV (both in Russian and oth reviv 

July 26: THE LADY vANISHES, revival; and THE 39 steps, revival. 
July 27: ume rucmve, revival, and “Side Street Story” (in Italian), révival, Toto. July 28: “Flamenco” (in Spanish), revival: and “Stars of the Russian Ballet” (in Russian), revival, 
July 20: umserro 0. (in Italian), revival; and THE MAGNIHCENT Seve (in Japanese), re- vival. 
July 30: A program of eleven short films on music—“David Oistrakh Concert,” “Mu. by the Masters,” and others July 31; “Manon” (in French), revival, Ce- cile Aubry; and “Dédée” (in' French), re- Simone Signoret. 

Rivesioe, B'way at 06th. (MO 3-4330) Through July 30: “Bernardine.” bat Boone. anet Gaynor; and “Public Pigeon No. 1." ed Skelton, Vivian Blaine. From July 31: A FACE IN THE crow; and “Monkey on My Back,” Cameron Mitchell, Dianne Foster. 
Oturia, B'way at 107th, (UN 5-8128) Through July 30: “Loving You,” Elvis Pres- ley, Lizabeth Scott; and “The Tall T,” Randolph Scott, Maureen O'Sullivan From July 31: To be announced, 
Nemo, B'way at 110th, (MO 6-8210) Through July 30: “Bernardine,” Pat Boone, anct Gaynor; and “Public Pigeon No. 1," 

ed Skelton, Vivian Blaine. 
From July 31° A Face in THE crowd; and “Monkey on My Back.” Cameron Mitchell, 

Dianne Foster. 
Cotsen, Bway at 181st, (WA 7-7200) 

Through July 30: “Bernardin,” Pat Boone, Janet Gaynor; and “Public Pigeon No. 1,7 
Red Skelton, Vivian Blaine 

From July 31: a race In THE crows: and “Monkey on My Back,” Cameron Mitchell, 
Oster. 

  

   

  

   
   

    

  

    

  

        

  

   
    

  

  

   

  

    

     



  
on smart lips everywhere — because it is the best!



  

THE TALK OF THE TOWN 

Notes and Comment 

E went up to the Polo Grounds 
one afternoon last week to 
watch a ball game. It has been 

vears since we knocked off on a weekday 
and went to a ballpark to watch real, 
live players, tossing the ball around in 
the flesh. We suddenly got tired of 
watching flat black-and-white figures 
tossing the ball around on television, so 
up to the Polo Grounds we went. We 
bought a box seat (first-basc line; 
$3.15), and a score card (15¢), and a 
pencil (104), and hurried down to our 
seat. The usher dusted off the seat with 
a cloth, and we handed him two bits, 
and he said “I thank you very much.” 
As soon as we sat down, a voice from a 
blaring loudspeaker said, “Ladies and 
gentlemen, the National Anthem!” 
We rose. The players were on the field, 
their caps over their hearts, facing the 
clubhouse. They stood like living stat- 
ues, and the crowd stood like living 
statues, and there was a moment of 

solemnity. The instant the Anthem 
ended, the crowd began to sound like 
a baseball crowd, howling and yowl- 
ing, and a noise like a tidal wave went 
through the stands, and from nowhere 
the white-jacketed and white-hatted 
venders appeared. “Hot dog! Hey, hot 
dog, hey!” “Beer, beer!” “Orange 
drink, orange drink!” 

The grass was exquisitely green— 
just about the greenest turf we've ever 
seen. The Giants, by the way, were 
playing the Cincinnati Redlegs, and we 
had forgotten, thanks to television, that 
the Redlegs have red legs—red-and- 
white striped socks. They also wear red 
shirts, and the red of the Redlegs looked 
fine against the green of the turf. The 
Giants wear black-and-white socks, and 
they looked good, too. The blue of the 
umpires’ uniforms was handsomely 
dark, and the three white bags glistened 
in the sun. The park was little more 
than a tenth filled—some six thousand 
intense men and women and boys and 

    

girls. What was lacking in numbers was 
made up for in noise. “Come on, come 
on, get going, get going! Fight, boy, 
fight!” Two large Father Knicker- 
bockers stared at us from two large 
beer signs. Both Father Knickerbockers 
were having beers. We had a beer 
(35¢). 

O’Connell hit a triple. Jubilation 
from the crowd. “Hey, hot dog, hey!” 
We bought a hot dog (20¢). It came 
with mustard and was resting on a neat 
small square of white paper. We sat 
back, happy in the summer heat. Some- 
one hit a foul behind home plate and 
the catcher went back and back and 
back, and the crowd moaned; he caught 
the ball, and the crowd cheered as 
though our boys had safely landed on 
the Normandy beaches. A sign along- 
side the scoreboard said “Ladies Day 
Every Saturday.” The Giants got a run 
in the bottom of the first, and the Red- 
legs got a run in the top of the second. 
We had forgotten all about the real, 
live sound that a ball makes when it hits 
a mitt. It is not quite a pong-g-g and 
it’s not quite a ping-g-g, hut it’s a satisfy- 
ing sound, and it was like music to our 
cars. Pong-g-g, ping-g-g went the balls. 

‘The terrible moment arrived when a 
pitcher had to be sent to the showers. 
There was the deep, deliberate, deadly 

  

carnest conference on the mound. Off 
to the clubhouse went a Giant pitcher, a 
sad man with a sad walk, and in from 
the bull pen, with a relaxed, almost im- 
pudent gait, came another Giant pitcher. 
A man in the grandstand behind us, 
wearing a yellow corduroy jacket and a 
red-and-green checked shirt, began to 
strum a ukulele. He also was wearing a 
broad-brimmed straw hat. He was a 
noisy, happy fellow, a strident, un- 
leashed, magnificent fellow, and he 
shouted so that his voice could be heard 
above all the other six thousand. “We 
want something!” he cried. “We want 
something!” He played his ukulele. 
“Peanuts! Fifteen cents! Peanuts!” 
cried a vender. “Hey, peanuts!” cried a 
man near us, and the vender tossed 
him a bag of peanuts. The man tossed 
the vender a quarter, and the vender 
tossed the man back a dime. “Hey, 
beer, hey!” cried a vender. “Orange 
drink! Orange drink!” cried another 
vender. “Giant flags! Cigars, cigarettes, 
Cracker Jack!” cried another. “Tap 
the whiskey !”” shricked the ukulele man. 
“Time’s a-wastin’! Dust rag! 4h, 
oui!” Nobody gave him a second 
thought. He had come to the ball game, 
he had bought his ticket, and he could 
yell his head off and break his ukulele 
strings, so far as anybody cared. 

Someone lined one down to first, and 
the first baseman went into a toreador 
waltz, loping toward home to cut the 
man off. The two men went into 
a dance, and the hitter was put out. 
Seventh inning, and everybody on his 
feet. “Hey, hot dog, hey!” The loud- 
speaker went googoo, and it was hard 
to understand what the announcer 
was saying. “Hank Sauer batting for 
Atomic” is what we heard. “Attention, 
please! Number Ten batting for War- 
saw.” “Attention, please! Number 
Seventeen running for Alpine!” “Hot 
dog, hey, hot dog!” We had another 
hot dog. We had another beer. The 
Giants were behind, five to three. A 
white butterfly circled first base. “Fight,



20 

fight, fight!” cried the ukulele man. 
“Want me to fix it up for you? Dust 
rag! Ah, oui!” 

The Giants lost, five to four. “Spec- 

tators will not be permitted on the 

field until the players and umpires 
have reached their dressing rooms,” 
said the loudspeaker, inexplicably clear 
again. The game was over, and the 
players raced toward the clubhouse. 
“Thank you, ladies and gentlemen,” 
said the loudspeaker, “and good after- 

noon.” Boys tumbled out of the stands 
and rolled in the green grass on the 
field. The loudspeaker played martial 
music. We strolled with the crowd to- 

ward the clubhouse exit and stopped by 
a plaque to James J. Walker. “1881- 
1946. Mayor of the City of New 

York,” it read. “Friend and Fan, whose 

Sunday baseball law made it possible 

for millions of his fellow-citizens to en- 

joy the game.” Nicest inscription we've 
ever read. 

   

Bron INTELLIGENCE: The cable 
address of the English firm of 

Hooper & Co., Ltd., which specializes 
in building bodies for Rolls-Royces, is 
“Sociable London.” 

Up Fifth Avenue 

IFTY years ago, the Fifth Avenue 
Coach Lines introduced the first 

motorized bus service in the United 

States, and last week, by way of cele- 

brating that fact, the outfit exhibited a 

trio of newfangled buses, one of them 

air-conditioned, down in Washington 
Square. As a steady patron of the Fifth 

Avenue Coach Lines, we attended the 

exhibition to see what the future is going 

to bring us in the way of transportation. 

As we were examining the air-condi- 
tioned bus, which was done 
up in yellow and green, 
we were taken in hand by 
a gentleman who identi- 

fied himself as John A. 

Moreland, vice-president in 
charge of maintenance of 
the Fifth Avenue Coach 

Lines. “We've been ex- 

perimenting with this bus 

for the past year, but there 

are still a good many kinks 
to eliminate before we can 
go all out for air-condition- 
ing,” said Mr. Moreland. 
“The chief difficulty is that 
on short hauls, such as we 
have, the doors are con- 
stantly opening and shut- 
ting, which makes it very 

expensive to maintain an even tempera- 
ture. But at least we’ve made a start, 
and Pm sure the engineers will come 
up with a solution to our problem. One 
thing you may have noticed is that the 
air-conditioning unit—a ten-ton haby— 
doesn’t result in much of a bulge on the 
rear of the bus. As far as the interior 
goes, youll notice that the usual stan- 
chions have been removed and that the 
area behind the side door has been ar- 
ranged like the lounge of an airliner, 
with the seats placed in a semicircle. 
‘This way, we open up the back of the 
bus, so that passengers will be inclined 
to head for the rear without any urging 
from the driver. Therc’s three inches 
more space between the seats at the 
front of the bus, and instead of carrying 
forty-nine seated passengers and twen- 
ty-five standees, buses like these will 
carry forty-five and twenty-three.” 

We thanked Mr. Moreland and pro- 
ceeded to look over the two other buses, 

which, though they had the same in- 
terior design as the air-conditioned bus, 
were painted outside in a combination 
of turquoise and gold. There weren’t 
very many people about when we made 
our inspection, and we felt a bit lonely 
as we rested in the lounge of one of 
the buses. Presently, however, we were 
joined by an elderly gentleman who was 
dressed rather sportily in a brown silk 
suit, a pink shirt, and a black tie. “You 
will find this hard to believe,” he said to 
us, “but I remember when the Fifth 
Avenue Coach Lines changed from two 
horses to three horses. That seemed 
pretty amazing, but it was practically 
revolutionary when they got rid of the 
horses—must have been three, four 
hundred of them—and substituted mo- 
torbuses. Before they gave up horses 
entirely, they experimented with a sin- 
gle motorbus for quite a while. T used 
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to think it was very daring to go up the 
Avenue in a motorbus, and also a little 
expensive, since the fare on the motor- 
bus was a dime, as against a nickel on the 
horse-drawn buses. Personally, T think 
the service in those days was a lot more 
satisfactory than it is now. Can’t re- 
member any buscs at that time getting 
together in slow-moving caravans, the 
way they do now. But, of course, traf- 
fic was lighter in the old days. I’ve been 
a follower of buses ever since I was a 
kid, and I don’t think there’s a line in 
Greater New York that I haven’t been 
on. Even when I travel to Chicago, to 
see my daughter, I take a bus, though 

I prefer city buscs to the cross-country 
types. [ thought it was outrageous 
when the double-deckers were taken 
out of service on Fifth Avenue. They 
were a most pleasant way to travel, 
and a great thing for tourists.” 

We broke away from our nostalgic 
companion and moved into the third 
bus, where a team from the Voice of 
America was preparing to make a tape 
recording of a trip up Fifth Avenue, 
which would later be broadcast in 
France. “It is interesting that the first 
motorbuses here had engines and chas- 
sis that were made in France,” onc of 
the team said to us. “Tt scems strange 
now, does it not, that in 1907 truck 
motors had to be imported. But for 
us it is a good thing, since it gives us 
something with which to identify this 
line with France when we broadcast.” 
A driver boarded the bus and immedi- 
ately started the motor. “No, no!” 
cried the Voice of America operative 
we'd been talking to. “You must wait 
until T give the signal.” The bus driver 
obediently cut his motor, and the opera- 
tive bent over his recording machine. 
He was still fiddling with the device 
when the motor of the bus began to roar 

again. The Voice man 
screamed in anguish. “Not 
until T give the signal!” he 
shouted. The bus driver 
turned off his motor, 
glanced back at the re- 
cording team apologetically, 
and said, “T guess T just 
start up from force of hab- 
it.” Finally, everything was 
ready for the broadcast; 
the driver, on signal, made 
a highly satisfactory rack- 
et with his motor; and 
we were off. The man 
who had been working on 
the recorder thrust a mi- 
crophone at his associate, 
who promptly announced 
excitedly, “Alors, mous 
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“You're right. Itis still wet” 

sommes en route, traversant Washing- 
ton Square, qui rappelera a bien des gens 
le souvenir de notre Parc Monceau a 
Paris.” The broadcaster got a lot of 
oral mileage out of our trip up the Ave- 
nue, and he was still going strong when 
we disembarked at Forty-fourth Street. 

. 

() EeiEanD in the ladies’ lounge 
of the Radio City Music Hall: 

“Oh, I never go anywhere with straight 
eyelashes. They make me feel sloppy.” 

Aristocrats’ Purveyor 

EVE been thinking about mush- 
rooms, off and on, since our re- 

cent talk with Gordon Wasson, the 

mycologist and mycophile of J. P. 
Morgan & Co. One passage in his and 
his wife’s book, “Mushrooms Russia 
and History”—in which, after char- 
acterizing the species of Boletus edulis 
as “the aristocrats of the mushroom 
world . . . the most famous of common 
mushrooms, the delight of epicures, the 
‘cep’ of English gourmets. . . supreme 
in fragrance and taste. It lends itself to 
pickling and drying, so that it keeps 
indefinitely and then may be served in 
soups and sauces,” the authors go on to 
say, “In New York there is one firm, 
the Reliable Mushroom Company in 
Rivington Street, that confines its busi- 
ness to dealing in these imported dried 
mushrooms” —sent us down to the 
Reliable, in the teeming heart of a dis- 
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trict where most merchants offer their 
wares on the sidewalk. Not so the pro- 
prietor of the Reliable, Mr. Max Fessel, 
a slow-spoken man with a brooding 
look, whom we found seated behind 
a window festooned with strings of 
dried mushrooms. 

“ was born in Poland, a great coun- 
try for mushrooms, and came here 
when I was five,” he said. “I was 
brought up in this neighborhood and in 
Trenton. My father sold mushrooms to 
grocers; he never had a shop of his 
own. I helped him for a while, and 
started out on my own thirty years 
ago. My wife helps me with the pack- 
ing and mailing—a large part of our 
business is out of town—and our two 
children used to help also. But now
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FOUR STATES | 
VISIBLE FROM 
The POINT 

Viren 

“And to think, Louie, you're wanted in every single one of them.” 

my daughter is married and teaches 
Hebrew at the Seward Park High 
School, a few blocks away, at the 
corner of Essex, Grand, and Ludlow 
Streets, and my son Howard has just 
graduated from dental school. We do a 
business of around fifty thousand dollars 
a year, in mushrooms from Chile and 
Furope—Swigzerland, France, Italy, 
and Poland. The Chilean grades, which 
came in during the war, when we were 
cut off from Europe, are the cheapest— 
about a dollar fifty a pound—and the 
Polish the most expensive, fluctuating 
between five and eight dollars a pound. 
‘The Russian Boletus edulis is excellent 
but risky to handle; ten years ago, 
Amitorg brought in four hundred cascs, 
but they were rejected by the Food 
and Drug people, and now, if you order 
from Russia and your imports are re- 
jected by the American government, 
the Russian government makes you pay 
anyway. I try to buy when the market is 
low. IT keep a surplus stock in various 
cold storages. The market is pretty 
high right now. Prices have just about   

quadrupled in the last twenty years. We 
sell to resort hotels in the Catskills and 
on the seashore, and to individuals 
in nearly every state. Some of them 
learn about us when they come here 
as sightseers. The news just travels 
around. Our main source of customers 
is people who come, or whose par- 
ents came, from where the mushrooms 
come from. We run classified ads in 
the Polish-language papers. Dve just 
had an order from an outstanding 
place—Houston, Texas. We mostly 
sell only impprted mushrooms, and only 
dried ones. The fresh mushroom is a 
processed mushroom; I think mush- 
rooms dried in forests have a better 
flavor.” 

Mr. Fessel said the main dish for 
which his product is used is mushroom= 
and-barley soup. “Also for stewing, 
with steak, in omelets, and in chow 
mein,” he said. “Dried mushrooms 
should be washed in lukewarm water, 
then soaked in cold water, with a 
few pinches of salt, overnight. Theyre 
casy to cook. My wife makes a mar- 
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vellous  mushroom-and- 
barley soup, with milk, 
lima beans, two medium 
diced onions, two medi- 
um diced potatoes, two 
medium sliced carrots, 
and salt and pepper to 
taste. Cook on a slow fire 
for an hour and a half, 
or in a pressure cooker 
for forty-five minutes. 
Delicious!” 

Mr. Fesscl’s principal 
extramycological activity is 
pinochle. He and his wife 
live in the house in which 
their shop is situated. 
“People come in and ask 
for the divine, or hallu- 
cinogenic, mushroom that 
the Wassons wrote about, 
but we don’t handle 
it,” he said. “My mush- 
rooms have never given 
me visions, but they’ve 
given me and my family 
a lot of satisfying meals.” 

Roster 

AC her young daugh- 
ter’s request, a 

mother we know who is 
summering in Maine 
agreed to allow her to en= 
roll in a private French 
class and, after a few 
weeks, curious to know 
what other children were 

in the class, asked her to write down 
their names and their ages or grades. 
This is the report she reccived: 

Andy, 4th grade. 
Kate, 3rd grade. 
Cathy, 8th grade. 
Joana, 7th grade. 
Barbara, 3rd grade. 
Mrs. La Blanc, 35 or 36. 

Fish 

(QUR man Sankey dropped by the 
office the other day, remarked 

“Olaf, the walrus, is one-third grown 
and teething,” and deposited the fol- 
lowing dispatch: 

“Have been down to new Aquarium, 
at Coney Island, to watch fish. Struck 
foggy evening, with deep mist rolling in 
off Atlantic. Aquarium hard by Atlantic, 
and also hard by Cyclone roller coast- 
er. Could not see Cyclone through 
fog but could hear shrieks of demented 
customers. Damned ecric. Entered 
Aquarium—90 cents, open until 10 
p.m. Not a sound in Aquarium. Noth- 
ing but big-cyed fish in tanks, swimming
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around like fish. Heard sudden ‘crackle- 
crackle’ and hurried over to crackle- 
crackle tank, where three electric eels, 
dull-looking, elongated chaps, were ly- 
ing on bottom, while attendant touched 
them from above with electrode. Eels 
responded like electric eels—‘crackle- 
crackle.” Voice from loudspeaker near 
tank said, ‘Crackling noises you hear 
are caused by the eels’ discharge.” Volt- 
meter alongside tank registered 450 
volts. Attendant slid electrode under 
another eel—525 volts. Some cel! Tape 
recording of organ music accom- 
panied exhibition. Tape recording ren- 
dered “Tea for Two.” Damned cerie. 
Joined by knowledgeable-looking young 
man, who introduced himself as Carle- 
ton Ray, assistant to director of Aquari- 
um. ‘Eels will not leave their mother 
until they hit three hundred volts,” said 
Mr. Ray. ‘After three hundred volts, 
they are blind, of course.” Tea for Twa, 
and Two for Tea, Just Me for You, and 
You for Me. “The voltage of mature 
ecls is about five hundred volts,” said 

Mr. Ray. “They come only from the 
Amazon and Venezuela, and cost from 
a hundred to cight hundred dollars. 
The shock of the discharge is effec- 

tive for a radius of more than twenty 
feet. Any living thing in the area will 
be at the very least paralyzed.” Moved 
away from cel tank and 
stepped outside build- 
ing, with Mr. Ray, to 
watch white pelicans 
from the Caribbean 

and large green tur- 
tes in wading pool. 
Turtles weighed 550 
pounds, give or take a 
hundred, and operate 
only on alternating cur- 
rent. Stopped next by 
penguin pool, also out- 
doors. “That’s Annie, 
said Mr. Ray, pointing 
to drowsy black-foot. 
‘Annie is a male. Annie 
was once called Ca- 
narsie, is twenty-one 
years old, and is a vet- 
eran of the old Aquari- 

    

um, at the Battery. 
There are horseshoe 
crabs in the bottom of 

  

the pool.” 
“Went along with 

Mr. Ray to walrus and 
sea-lion pool, also out- 
doors, but was told bot- 
tom part of pool is 
viewable from inside 
Aquarium itself. This 
known, in Aquarium 

circles, as oceanic tank. Whole mob 
of walruses and sea lions asleep. Prob- 
ably the heavy weather. ‘Poor Olaf, 
the walrus,” said Mr. Ray. ‘He’s teeth- 
ing. I think Ill go over and rub his 
gums.’ Mr. Ray leaped over the rail, ran 
around the edge of the pool, leaped onto 
a cypress floating platform where Olaf 
and his friends were sleeping, and 
rubbed Olafs gums. Mr. Ray re- 
turned in a trice. He scemed sad. ‘Olaf 
is really asleep,’ he said. ‘We have a 
beluga whale on order, and we want 
arctic seals. Sea lions can use their 
back fect to walk, but not seals. Sea 
lions arc adventuresome. When they 
moved in here, they crawled along the 
ledge above the pool, where I just 
walked, looked over at the boardwalk, 
and jumped back into the pool. They’re 
no fools! Too smart to jump over 
the ledge! Lets go inside and sce the 
fish. 

“Went inside with Mr. Ray. Stun- 
ning parrot fish winked at me. Winked 
back. ‘Parrot fish do not ordinarily like 
reporters,’ said Mr. Ray. Flattered. 
Moved along to triggers, grunts, snap- 
pers, porcupine, and tomato clownfish. 
Tomato clownfish interesting little 
creatures. In a class by themselves: 
touch sea anemones without being in- 
jured. Fiddler crab in tank with tomato 
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clownfish touched sea anemoncs and 
backed away, stunned. Saw starfish, sea 
urchins. Man standing alongside with 
child said, ‘Sce the tiny crab. He breathes 
like me.” Mr. Ray rapidly excused him- 
self, to return to hisichthyological duties. 
Saw arrow crabs, golden striped bass, 
yellow demoiselles, blue devils, slippery 
dicks. Slippery dicks very shrewd. Saw 
coneys, leopard sharks, butterfly fish. 
Butterfly fish behave like leaves. 
an ichthyological fact. Saw 
grouper. Nasty disposition. Lady peer- 
ing into tank remarked, “They make 
wonderful cating.” Moved along to 
lunchroom on sccond floor. Marine 
menu: fried fish sticks and cole slaw 
(75¢); lobster salad on soft roll (65¢); 
potato chips with clam-and-cream- 
cheese dip (45¢); grouper ($6.50— 
family dinner). 
“Hadhamburgerand left Aquarium.” 

    

  

   

The Heat 

AX elderly lady motorist drove a 
conspicuously overheated Olds- 

mobile into a Noroton, Connecticut, . 
garage with the corollary, and explana- 
tory, complaint that the fan helt was 
jammed. The garageman opened the 
hood and, after a brief scarch, pried 
from the ailing mechanism two divi- 

dend checks from an 

Eastern steel corpora- 
SHAW tion, onc in the amount 
BECR &) of eleven hundred dol- 
he lars and the other six- 

  

“Let >em impeach the Supreme Court, I say! And 
while they're at it they can impeach the President 

and the whole damm Congress!” 

teen hundred dollars. 
The woman quickly 
thrust the crumpled but 
still reasonably intact 
drafts into her bag, 
from which she then 
drew cash to pay the 
service charge. The ga- 
rageman waived the fee 
but besought her ea 
nestly, and even a little 
distractedly, to explain 
the explanation, “Well, 
Tl tell you,” she said, 
climbing in behind the 
wheel and adjusting 
her bonnet in the rear- 
view mirror, prepara- 
tory to resuming her 
journey. “My husband 
and T bought this car 
second-hand in Green- 
wich, where, 2s you 
know, they have a 
higher standard of liv- 
ing.” Then she was off 
in a cloud of summer 
dust. 

  

     



  
«I figure, what's it all matter? If cigarettes don’t get you, radiation will.”



THE INTERVIEW 
AM always very careful of my ap- 

I pearance, so you could not say that 
I spent much more time than usual 

over myself that morning. I trimmed 
and oiled my mustache, but then I often 
do that; I always like it to look very 
neat, like Raj Kapoor’s, the film star's. 
My sister-in-law and my wife were 
watching me, my sister-in-law smiling 
and resting one hand on her hip, and my 
wife only looking anxious. I knew why 
she was anxious. All night she had been 
whispering to me, saying, “Get this job 
and take me away to live somewhere 
alone—only you and I and the chil- 
dren.” I had answered “Yes,” because 
I wanted to go to sleep. I don’t know 
where and why she has taken this no- 
tion that we should go and live alone. 

When I had finished combing my 
hair, T sat on the floor, and my sister- 
in-law brought me my food on a tray. 
It may sound strange that my sister-in- 
law, and not my wife, should serve me, 
but it is so in our house. It used to be 
my mother who brought me my food, 
even after I was married; she would 
never allow my wife to do this for me, 
though my wife wanted to very much. 
Then, when my mother got so old, my 
sister-in-law began to serve me. I know 
that my wife fecls deeply hurt by this, 
but she doesn’t dare say anything. My 
mother really doesn’t notice things any 
more; otherwise, she certainly would 
not allow my sister-in-law to serve me. 
She always used to be very jealous of 
this privilege, though she never cared 
who served my brother. Now she has 
become so old that she can hardly see 
anything, and most of the time she sits 
in the corner by the family trunks, and 
folds and strokes her pieces of cloth. 
For years now she has been collecting 
pieces of cloth. Some of them are very 
old and dirty, but she doesn’t care. No- 
body else is allowed to touch them, and 
once, I remember, there was a great 
quarrel because my wife had taken one 
of them to make a dress for our child. 

My mother shouted at her—it was ter- 
rible to hear her, but then she has never 
liked my wife—and my wife was very 
much afraid, and cried, and tried to 
excuse herself. T hit her across the face, 
not very hard and not because I wanted 
to, but only to satisfy my mother. It 
seemed to quiet the old woman, and she 
went back to folding and stroking her 
pieces of cloth. 

All the time I was eating, I could 
feel my sister-in-law looking at me and 
smiling. It made me uncomfortable. I 
thought she might be smiling because 
she knew I wouldnt get the job for 

which I had to go and be interviewed 
that day. I also knew I wouldn’t get it, 
but I didn’t like her smiling like that, 
as if she were saying, “You see, you 
will always have to be dependent on 
us.” It is clearly my brother’s duty to 
keep me and my family until I can get 
work and contribute my own earnings 
to the household, so there is no need 
for smiling. But it is true that I am 
more dependent on her now than on 
anyone clse. Lately, my sister-in-law has 
become more and more the most impor- 
tant person in the house, and now she 
even keeps the keys and the household 
stores. At first, I didn’t like this. As 
long as my mother was managing the 
houschold, T was sure of getting many 
extra tidbits. But now I find that my 
sister-in-law is also very kind to me— 
much more kind than she is to her 
husband. It is not for him that she saves 
the tidbits, or for her children. She 
never says anything when she gives them 
to me, but she smiles, and then I feel 
confused and rather embarrassed. My 
wife has noticed what she does for me. 

1 have found that women are usual- 
ly kind to me. I think they realize that 
I am a rather sensitive person, and that 
therefore I must be treated gently. My 
mother has always treated me very gen- 
tly. T am her youngest child, and T am 
fifteen years younger than my brother, 
who is next to me. (She did have sever- 
al children in between us, but they all 
died.) Right from the time when I was 
a tiny baby, she understood that I necd- 
ed greater care and tenderness 
than other children. She always 
made me sleep close beside her in 
the night, and in the day I usual- 
ly sat with her and my grand- 
mother and my widowed aunt, 
who were also very fond of me. When 
I got bigger, my father sometimes want- 
ed to take me to help in his stall (he 
had a little grocer’s stall, where he sold 
lentils and rice and cheap cigarettes and 
colored drinks in bottles), but my moth- 
er and grandmother and aunt never 
liked to let me go. Once, I remember, 
he did take me with him, and he made 
me pour some lentils out of paper bags 
into a tin. I rather liked pouring the 
lentils—they made such a nice noise as 
they landed in the tin—but suddenly 
my mother came and was very angry 
with my father for making me do this 
work. She took me home at once, and 
when she told my grandmother and 
aunt what had happened, they stroked 
me and kissed me, and then they gave 
me a beautiful hot fritter to eat. The 
fact is, right from childhood I have been 
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a person who needs a lot of peace and 
rest, and my food, too, has to be rather 
more delicate than that of other people. 
I have often tried to explain this to my 
wife, but as she is not very intelligent, 
she doesn’t seem to understand. 

Now my wife was watching me 
while I ate. She was squatting on the 
floor, washing our youngest baby; the 
child’s head was in her lap, and all one 
could sec of it was the back of its naked 
legs. My wife did not watch me as 
openly as my sister-in-law did, but from 
time to time she raised her eyes to me, 
looking very worried and troubled. She, 
too, was thinking about the job for 
which IT was going to be interviewed, 
but she was anxious that I should get it. 
I cannot imagine why she wanted us to 
go and live alone, when she knew that 
it was not possible and never would be. 

And even if it were possible, I would 
not like it. T cannot leave my mother, 
and I do not think I would like to live 
away from my sister-in-law. I often 
look at her, and it makes me happy. 
Even though she is not young any more, 
she is still beautiful. She is tall, with big 
hips and eyes that flash. She often gets 
angry, and then she is the most beautiful 
of all. Her eyes look like fire and she 
shows all her teeth, which are very 
strong and white, and her head is proud, 
with the black hair flying loose. My wife 
is not beautiful at all. I was very disap- 
pointed in her when they first married 
me to her. Now I have grown used to 
her, and I even like her, because she is 
50 good and quiet and never troubles me 
at all. Bue I don’t think anybody else in 

our house likes her. My sister-in- 
law always calls her “that beau- 
ty,” and she makes her do all the 
most difficult household tasks. 
She shouts at her and abuses her, 
which is not right, because my 

wife has never donc anything to her and 
has always treated her with respect. But 
I cannot interfere in their quarrels. 

I finished my meal and then I was 
ready to go, though I did not want to. 
My mother blessed me, and my sister- 
in-law looked at me over her shoulder, 
and her great eyes flashed with laugh- 
ter. I did not look at my wife, who still 
sat squatting on the floor, but I knew 
she was pleading with me to get the job. 
Even as I walked down the stairs, 1 
knew what would happen at the inter- 
view. I had been to so many during the 
past few months, and the same thing al- 
ways happened. Of course, I know I 
have to work. My last position was in an 
insurance office, and all day they made 
me sit at a desk and write figures. What 
pleasure could there be for me in that? 
I am a very thoughtful person, and T



  

always like to sit and think my own 
thoughts. But in that office my thinking 
sometimes caused me to make mistakes 
over the figures, and then they were 
very angry with me. T was always afraid 
of their anger, and I begged their for- 
giveness and admitted that I was much 
at fault. But the last time they would 
not forgive me again, although T begged 
many times and cried what a faulty, bad 
man I was and what good men they 
were, and how they were my mother 
and my father, and how I looked only 
to them for my life and the lives of my 
children. But when they still said T 
must go, I saw that the work there was 
really finished, so I stopped crying. I 
went into the cloakroom and combed 
my hair and folded my soap in my tow- 
¢l, and then I took my money from the 
accountant without a word and left the 
office with my eyes lowered. But T was 
no longer afraid, because what is fin- 
ished is finished, and my brother still 
had work and probably one day T would 
get another job. 

Ever since then, my brother has been 
trying to get me into government serv- 
ice. He himself is a clerk in government 
service, and enjoys many advantages. 
Every five years, he gets an increase of 
ten rupees in his salary. He has ten days’ 
sick leave in the year, and when he re- 
tires he will get a pension. It would be 
good for me to have such a job, but it 

is difficult to get, because first there is 
an interview, at which important people 
sit at a desk and ask many questions. Be- 
cause I am afraid of them, I cannot un- 
derstand properly what they are saying, 
but IT answer what I think they want 
me to answer. But it scems that my 
answers are somehow not the right ones, 
because they have not given me a job. 

Now, as I walked down the stairs, 
I wished I could go to the cinema, in- 
stead. Tf I had had ten annas, perhaps T 
would have gone; it was just time for 
the morning show. The young clerks 
and the students would be collecting in 
a queue outside the cinema now. They 

would be standing and not talking 
much, holding their ten annas and wait- 
ing for the box office to open. I enjoy 
those morning shows, perhaps because 
the people who come to them are all 
young men, like myself—all silent and 
rather sad. I am often sad; it would 
even be right to say that I am sad most 
of the time. But when the film begins, 
TI am happy. I love to sec the beautiful 
women dressed in golden clothes, with 
heavy carrings, and necklaces, and 
bracelets covering their arms, and to 
see their handsome lovers, who are all 
the things I would like to be. And when 
they sing their love songs, so full of deep 
feelings, the tears sometimes come into 
my eyes, because I am so happy. After 
the film is over, I never go home 
straightway, but T walk around the 
streets and think about how wonderful 
life could be. 

WwW HEN I arrived at the place where 
the interview was, I had to walk 

down many corridors and ask directions 
from many peons before T could find 
the right room. The peons were all rude 
to me, because they knew what I had 
come for. They lounged back on 
benches outside the offices, and when I 
asked them, they looked me up and 
down before answering, and sometimes 
made jokes about me to one another. 
But I was very polite to them, for even 
though they were only peons, they had 
uniforms and jobs and belonged here, 
whereas I did not. At last I came to the 
room where I had to wait. Many others 
were already sitting there, on chairs 
drawn up against the wall all around 
the room. No one was talking. I found 
a chair, and after a while an official 
came in with a list and asked if anyone 
else had come. I got up and he asked my 
name, and then he looked down the list 
and made a tick with a pencil. “Why 
are you late?” he asked me very sternly. 
I begged pardon and told him the bus 
in which I had come had had an acci- 
dent. He said, “When you are called for 

an interview, you have to be here exactly 
on time, or your name is crossed off the 
list.” T begged pardon again and asked 
him very humbly please not to cross 
me off this time, I knew that all the 
others were listening, even though none 
of them looked at us. He said some more 
things to me very scornfully, but in the 
end he said, “Wait here. When your 
name is called, you must go in at once.” 

I didn’t count the number of people 
waiting in the room, but there were a 
great many. Perhaps there was one job 
free, perhaps two or three. As I sat 
there, T began to feel the others all hop- 
ing anxiously that they might get the 
job, so I became worried and anxious, 
too. I stared around and tried to put 
my mind on something else. The walls 
of the room were painted green halfway 
up and white above that, and were quite 
bare. There was a fan turning from the 
ceiling, but it didn’t give much breeze. 
An interview was going on behind the 
big door. One by one, we would all be 
called in there and have the door closed 
behind us. 

I began to worry desperately. Tt al- 
ways happens like this. When I come to 
an interview, I never want the job at all, 
but when I see all the others waiting and 
worrying, I want it terribly. Yet at the 
same time I know, deep down, that I 
don’t want it. I know it would only 
be the same thing over again: writing 
figures and making mistakes and then 
being afraid when they found out. And 
there would be a superior officer in my 
office to whom T would have to be very 
deferential, and every time I saw him or 
heard his voice IT would begin to be 
afraid that he had found out something 
against me. For weeks and months 1 
would sit and write figures, getting 
wearer of it and wearicr, and thinking 
my own thoughts more and more. 
Then the mistakes would come, and my 
superior officer would be angry. 

My brother never makes mistakes. 
For years he has been sitting in the same 
office, writing figures, being deferen-



tial to his superior officer, and concen- 
trating very hard on his work. But, 
nevertheless, he is afraid of the same 
thing—a mistake that will make them 
angry with him and cost him his job. I 
think it is right for him to be afraid, for 
what would become of us all if he also 
lost his job? Tt is not the same with me. 
T believe I am afraid to lose my job only 
because that is a thing of which one is 
expected to be afraid. When I have 
actually lost it, I am really relieved. But 
this is not surprising, because I am very 
different from my brother; even in ap- 
pearance I am different. AsT have said, 
he is fifteen years older than I, but even 
when he was my age, he never looked 
as I do. My appearance has always at- 
tracted others, and right up to the time 
I was married my mother used to stroke 
my hair and my face and say many 
tender things to me. Once, when I was 
walking on my way to school through 
the bazaar, a man called to me very 
softly, and when I came he gave me a 
ripe mango, and said, “You are beauti- 
ful, beautiful.” He looked at me in an 
odd, kind way, and wanted me to go 
with him to his house, in another part 
of the city. I love wearing fine clothes 
especially very thin white muslin kurtas 
that have been freshly washed and 
starched, and arc embroidered at the 
shoulders. Sometimes I also use scent— 
a fine khas smell—and my hair oil also 
smells of khas. Several years ago, just 
after [ was married, there was a hand- 
some teen-age girl who lived in the 
tailor’s shop opposite our house and who 
used to wait for me and follow me 
whenever I went out. But it is my 
brother, not I, who is married to a 
beautiful wife, and this has always 
seemed most unfair. 

The big closed door opened and the 
man who had been in there for an in- 
terview came out. We all looked at him, 
but he walked out in a great hurry, with 
a preoccupied expression on his face. 1 
could feel the anxiety in the other men 
getting stronger, and mine, too. The 

  

   

official with the list came, and we all 
looked up at him. He read off another 
name, and the man whose name was 
called jumped up from his chair. He 
started forward, but then he was 
brought up short by his dhoti, which had 
got caught on a nail in the chair. As 
soon as he realized what had happened, 
he became very agitated, and when he 
tried to disentangle himself, his fingers 
shook so much that he could not get the 
dhoti off the nail. The official watched 
him coldly and said, “Hurry, now! Do 
you think the gentlemen will wait for 
as long as you please?” In his confu- 
sion, the man dropped his umbrella, and 
then he tried to disentangle the dhoti 
and pick up the umbrella at the same 
time. When he could not get the dhoti 
loose, he became so desperate that he 
pulled at the cloth and ripped it free. Tt 
was a pity to see the dhoti torn, because 
it was a new one, which he was prob- 
ably wearing for the first time and had 
put on specially for the interview. He 
clasped his umbrella to his chest and 
scurried into the interviewing room 
with his dhoti hanging about his legs 
and his face swollen with embarrass- 
ment and confusion. 

We all sat and waited. The fan, 
which seemed to be a very old one, 
made a creaking noise. One man kept 
cracking his finger joints—tik, we 
heard, fik. All the rest of us kept very 
still. From time to time, the official 
with the list came in and walked around 
the room very slowly, tapping his list, 
and then we all looked down at our feet, 
and the man even stopped cracking his 
fingers. A faint and muffled sound of 
voices came from behind the closed 

door. Sometimes a voice was raised, but 
even then I could not make out what 
was being said, though I strained hard. 

My previous interview was very un- 
pleasant for me. One of the people who 
were interviewing took a dislike to me 
and shouted at me very loudly. He was 
a large, fat man who wore an English 
suit. His teeth were quite yellow, and   

when he became angry and shouted he 
showed them all, and even though I was 
very upset, I couldn’t help looking at 
them and wondering how they had be- 
come so yellow. I don’t know why he 
was angry. He shouted, “Good God, 
man! Can’t you understand whats said 
to you?” It was true I could not under- 
stand, but I had been trying hard to an- 
swer well. What else did he expect of 
me? Probably there was something in 
my appearance he did not like. Tt hap- 
pens that way sometimes—they take a 
dislike to you, and then, of course, there 
is nothing you can do. 

Now the thought of the man with 
the yellow teeth made me more anxious 
than ever. I need great calm in my life. 
Whenever anything worries me too 
much, IT have to cast the thought of it 
off immediately; otherwise, there is a 
danger that I may become ill. T felt now 
as if T were about to become very ill. 
All my limbs were itching, so that it 
was difficult for me to sit still, and I 
could feel blood rushing into my brain. 
I knew it was this room that was doing 
me so much harm—the waiting, silent 
men, the noise from the fan, the official 
with the list walking up and down, 
tapping his list or striking it against his 
thigh, and the big closed door behind 
which the interview was going on. I 
felt a great need to get up and go away. 
I didn’t want the job. I wasn’t even 
thinking about it any more—only about 
how to avoid having to sit here and wait. 

Now the door opened again and the 
man with the torn dhoti came out. He 
was biting his lip and scratching the 
back of his neck, and he, too, walked 
straight out without looking at us at all. 
The big door of the interviewing room 
was left slightly open for a moment, and 
I could sec a man’s arm in a white shirt- 
sleeve, and part of the back of his head. 
His shirt was very white and of good 
material, and bis ears stood away from 
his head, so that one could see how his 
spectacles fitted over the backs of his 
ears. I suddenly realized that this man
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“The industry prefers us not to stress speed, but I can tell you, in strict confidence, 
she’ll do well over a hundred and twenty easily.” 

would be my enemy, and that he would 
make things very difficult for me, and 
perhaps even shout at me. Then I knew 
it was no use for me to stay there. The 
official with the list came back, and a 
panic seized me that he would read out 
my name. I rose quickly, murmuring, 
“Please excuse me—bathroom,” and 
went out. I heard the official with the 
list call after me “Hey, Mister, where 
are you going?” so I lowered my head 
and walked faster. T would have started 
to run, but that might have caused some 
kind of suspicion, so I just walked as 
fast as I could down the stairs and right 
out of the building. There, at last, I was 
able to stop and take a decp breath, and 
I felt much better. 

STOOD still only for a minute, and 
then I started off again, though not 

in any particular direction. There were 
a great many clerks and peons moving 
past me in the street, hurrying from one 
office building to another, with files and 

papers under their arms. Everyone 
seemed to have something to do. In the 
next block, I found a little park, and I 
was glad to see people like myself, who 
had nothing to do, sitting under the 
trees or in any other patch of shade they 
could find. But I couldn’t sit there; it 
was too close to the office blocks, and 
any moment someone might come up 
and say to me, “Why did you go 
away?” So I walked farther. I was feel- 
ing quite lighthearted with relief over 
having escaped the interview. 

At last I came to a row of eating 
stalls, and I sat down on a wooden 

bench outside one of them, which was 
called the Paris Hotel, and asked for 
tea. I felt badly in need of tea, and since 
Tintended to walk part of the way home, 
I was in a position to pay for it. There 
were two Sikhs sitting at the end of my 
bench, who were eating with great ap- 
petite, dipping their hands very rapidly 
into brass bowls. Between mouthfuls, 
they exchanged remarks with the pro- 
prietor of the Paris Hotel, who sat high 
up inside his stall, stirring a big brass 
pot in which he was cooking the day’s 
food. He was chewing a betel leaf, and 
from time to time he very skillfully spat 
the red betel juice far over the cooking 
pot and onto the ground between the 
wooden benches and tables. 

I sat quietly at my end of the bench 
and drank my tea. The food smelled 
good, and it made me realize that I was 
hungry. I made a calculation, and de- 
cided that if I walked all the way home, 
I could afford a little cake. (Iam very 
fond of sweet things.) The cake was 
not very new, but it had a beautiful 
piece of bright orange peel inside it. 
What I wanted to do when I got home 
was to lic down at once and not wake 
up again until the next morning. That 
way, no one would be able to ask me any 
questions. By not looking at my wife at 
all T would be able to avoid the question 
in her eyes. T would not look at my sis 
ter-in-law, either, but she would be 
smiling, that I knew—Ileaning against 
the wall, with her hand on her hip, and 
looking at me and smiling. She would 
know that I had run away, but she 

would not say anything. 

Let her know! What did it matter? 
It was true I had no job and no imme- 
diate prospect of getting one. It was 
true that I was dependent on my broth- 
er. Everybody knew that. There is no 
shame in it; there are many people with- 
out jobs. And she had been so kind tome 
up till now that there was no reason she 
should not continue to be kind to me. 

The Sikhs at the end of the bench 
had finished eating. They licked their 
fingers and belched deeply, the way one 
does after a good meal. They started to 
joke and laugh with the proprietor. I sat 
quiet and alone at my end of the bench. 
Of course, they did not laugh and joke 
with me, for they knew that I was su- 
perior to them; they work with their 
hands, whereas I am a lettered man 
who does not have to sweat for a living 
but sits on a chair in an office and writes 
figures and can speak in English. My 
brother is very proud of his superiority, 
and he has great contempt for carpen- 
ters and mechanics and such people. 1, 
too, am proud of being a lettered man, 

but when I listened to the Sikhs laugh- 
ing and joking, it occurred to me that 
perhaps their life was happier than mine. 
It was a thought that had come to me 
before. There is a carpenter who lives 
downstairs in our house, and though he 
is poor, there is always great eating in 
his house, and many people come, and 
I hear them laughing and singing and 
even dancing. The carpenter is a big, 
strong man, and he always looks happy, 
never anxious and sick with worry the 
way my brother does. To be sure, he 
doesn’t wear shoes and clean white



clothes as my brother and I do, nor does 
he speak any English, but all the same 
he is happy. T don’t think he gets weary 
of his work, and he doesn’t look like a 
man who is afraid of his superior officers. 

I put the ignorant carpenter out of 
my mind, and thought again of my 
sister-in-law. If I were kind to her, I 
decided, she would really be kind to me 
someday. I became quite excited at this 
idea. Then I would know whether she 
is as soft and yet as strong as she looks. 
And T would know about her mouth, 
with the big, strong teeth. Her tongue 
and palate are very pink—just the color 
of the pink satin blouse she wears on 
festive occasions. And this satin has often 
made me think also of how smooth and 
warm her skin would feel. Her eyes 
would be shut and perhaps there would 
be tears on the lashes, and she would be 
smiling, but in a different sort of way. 
I became very excited when I thought 
of it, but then the excitement passed and 
I was sad. I thought of my wife, who is 
thin and not beautiful, and is without 
excitement. But she does whatever I 
want and always tries to please me. I 
thought of her whispering to me in the 
night, “Take me away to live some- 
where alone—only you and I and the 
children.” That can never be, and so 
always she will have to be unhappy. 

Sitting on that bench, I grew more 
and more sad when I thought of her 
being unhappy, because it is not only she 
who is unhappy but I also, and many 
others. Everywhere there is unhappi- 
ness. I thought of the man whose new 
dhoti had been torn and who would 
now have to go home and sew it care- 
fully, so that the tear would not be seen. 

I thought of all those other men sitting 
and waiting to be interviewed, all but 
one or two of whom would not get the 
job for which they had come, and so 
would have to go on to another inter- 
view and another and another, to sit 
and wait and be anxious. And my 
brother, who has a job but is fright- 
ened that he will lose it—and my moth- 
er, who is so old that she can only sit 
on the floor and stroke her pieces of 
cloth—and my sister-in-law, who is 
warm and strong and does not care for 
her husband. Yet life could be so dif- 
ferent. When I go to the cinema and 
hear the beautiful songs they sing, I 
know how different it could be, and 
also sometimes when I sit alone and 
think my thoughts, I have a feeling that 
everything could be truly beautiful, But 
now my tea was finished and also my 
cake, and I wished I had not bought 
them, because it was a long way to walk 
home and I was tired. 

—R. PRAWER JHABVALA 

THE GARDENER 

Father, whom T knew well for forty years, 
Yet never knew, I have come to know you now— 
In age, make good at last those old arrears. 

Though time that snows the hair and lines the brow 
Has equalled us, it was not time alone 
That brought me to the knowledge I here avow. 

Some profound divination of your own 
In all the natural effects you sought 
Planted a secret that is now made known. 

These woodland ways, with your heart’s labor bought, 
Trees that you nurtured, gardens that you planned, 
Surround me here, mute symbols of your thought. 

Your meaning beckons me on every hand; 
Grave aisles and vistas, in their silence, speak 
A language which I now can understand. 

In all you did, as in yourself, unique— 
Servant of beauty, whom I seek to know, 
Discovering here the clue to what I seek. 

When down the nave of your great elms I go 
‘That soar their Gothic arches where the sky, 
Nevertheless, with all its stars will show, 

Or when the moon of summer, riding high, 
Spills through the leaves her light from far away, 
I feel we share the secret, you and I. 

All these you loved and left. We may not stay 
Long with the joy our hearts are set upon: 
This is a thing that here you tried to say. 

The night has fallen; the day’s work is done; 
Your groves, your lawns, the passion of this place 
Cry out your love of them—but you are gone. 

O father, whom I may no more embrace 
In childish fervor, but, standing far apart, 
Look on your spirit rather than your face, 

‘Time now has touched me also, and my heart 
Has learned a sadness that yours earlier knew, 
Who labored here, though with the greater art. 

‘The truth is on me now that was with you: 
How life is sweet, even its very pain, 
The years how flecting and the days how few. 

Truly, your labors have not been in vain; 
These woods, these walks, these gardens—everywhere 
I look, the glories of your love remain. 

Therefore, for you, now beyond praise or prayer, 
Before the night falls that shall make us one, 
In which neither of us will know or care, 

This kiss, father, from him who was your son. 

—Joun Harr WHEELOCK
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JEUX D'ETE 
ATE in the afternoon, when their 

| work was done, the young men 
of the town sailed their boats 

along the coast, out past the big hotels 
where foreigners stayed. They drifted 
in a wide, restless half circle around the 
private beaches belonging to the hotels. 
They liked to look at the foreign people 
and at the girls. The foreigners carried 
portable radios and smoked expensive 
cigarettes and their voices—French, 
German, and English—floated over the 
calm Adriatic bays and rocky shore. 
‘The hotels, up on a low cliff behind the 
beaches, were square and imposing, 
built before the war and the People’s 
Revolution. Now the hotels were said 
to belong to the people, and it was per- 
haps because of this ownership that the 
people hung about at a distance, staring 
in. There were Yugoslavs as well as 
strangers in the hotels—well-to-do civil 
engineers, and meritorious members of 
the police—but the young men were not 
interested in any of them. One would 
have said, indeed, that they failed to see 
them. 

The chief magnet those last, hot days 
of July was a trio of girls on the beach 
of the Hotel Marina. All day, every day, 
the girls lay, stretched like offerings, on 
the warm rocks, under a sun that 

bleached their hair and turned their 
faces brown. They had neat hair and 
straight teeth, and they wore frilly 
skirted bathing suits that covered the 
tops of their rather fat legs. 

“American women are said to have 
the finest legs in the world,” one of the 
dining-room waiters remarked, as if he 
had been deceived. He hung over the 
railing of the dining terrace, watching 
the three motionless girls. From the 
pocket of his white jacket he fished out 
two butts he had saved from the break- 
fast ashtrays. He offered one to his com- 
panion, another waiter, who lit both, 
flipping the match down among the 
bathers. 

“They aren’t women,” his com- 
panion said. “They are litde girls.” 

“They think they are women.” 
Nancy and Patty and Linda were 

conscious of being observed. Even with- 
out opening their eyes, they could tell 
when men were looking. They always 
smiled at the waiters—the right sort of 
smile, friendly but distant—and they 
swam cautiously, tentatively, around the 
anchored boats and the blond young 
men from town. Nancy and Patty were 
sisters; Linda was a friend. The three 
were being clucked through Europe by 
a Miss Baxter, a professional chaperone, 
who, though careful, had decided that 

    

no harm could come to them on the 
beach, and had gone off to town today 
on the pretext of visiting churches. The 
girls had been looking at things in Italy 
and were shortly to be looking at things 
in Greece. They had looked at every- 
thing in Paris, in Nice, in Florence, in 
Rome, and in Venice, all in less than 
four weeks. It had been cold in Paris 
and hot in Rome and smelly in Venice, 
and this beach, halfway down the Dal- 
matian coast, was the best part of the 
trip. They were good-tempered girls. 
They made no demands on the strange 
things they saw, or the strange people 
they met, and they had left a bland, 
favorable impression with the travel 
agents and consular officials with whom 
they had come in contact. To the un- 
discerning, they were alike as triplets. 
Miss Baxter could tell them apart, 
though. So could the boys in the boats. 

Nancy and Patty lay with their eyes 
shut, silent, as if speech might interfere 
with the business of getting brown. The 
advantages of having spent the summer 
abroad were easily outweighed by the 
fear that in the autumn they would be 
paler than their friends. Secretly, they 

wished they had stayed home and gone 
up to the lake; but it was a wish neither 
of them expressed, not even to each oth- 
er. Someone had told them that there 
were no beaches in Greece—none, at 
least, where they would be staying. 
They were determined to grasp all the 
benefits possible from these few days of 
sun. Only Linda seemed unable to settle 
down. She looked at the sea and then 
up at the waiters. Suddenly she got up, 
with no explanation, and climbed the 
concrete steps that led up to the hotel. 
Her departure had the effect of a signal. 
The sisters behaved as if an inhibiting 

force had been removed. Patty rolled 
over, sighing. Nancy knelt, blinking. 
She looked at the shallow side of the 
rocks, and at the part where it was safe 
to dive. 

“Going in?” said Patty. 
Nancy shook herself like a little dog, 

cold at the thought of the water she 
would strike. She climbed to the top of 
the piled-up rocks, gathered courage, 
and suddenly dived. 

The boat nearest the beach was 
painted blue. One of the boys on board 
smoked a cigarette, the other sat with his 
feet over the side, moving them in the 
colorless water. He watched the girl who 
was swimming out to them. Both boys 
were fair, and nearly black with 
sun. Nancy caught a rope and, with the 
other hand, pushed back her dripping 
hair. 

“I Like your boat,” she said. 
“Come on, then,” said the boy with 

the cigarette. He bent over and held out 
his hand. 

“Uh-uh.” She shook her head vigor- 
ously. Her eyelashes were stuck to- 
gether in points with water. The boy 
with the cigarette lay prone. He edged 
closer to the side. He looked at her and 
then, suddenly giving up, lowered his 
head on his crossed arms. 

“Come with us,” said his friend, 
slowly, with great concentration. He 
had to fish each word from a sea teem- 
ing with English expressions. 

“Oh, for goodness’ sake,” said the 
girl. “Can’t a person even talk about 
your boat without starting something?” 

The boy smoking had not under- 
stood. He said to his friend, “Ask her to 
come for a sail. Tell her we'll go around 
the island.” 

His friend shook his head impatiently, 
and the girl let go the rope. She pushed 
herself out with a long backstroke and 
then turned over and swam to shore. 
‘They watched her pick her way out on 
the shallow side of the pier, over rocks 
perilous with sea urchins. 

The boy smoking threw his cigarette 
into the calm water. He said, “Why 
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does she always come out, then? 
They're crazy, I think.” 

“The other girl would come,” said 
his friend. He looked at the dry rocks 
above the shore, where Linda, back 
from the hotel, was settling down on a 
towel. “That’s the one,” he said, with 
an assurance that would not have sur- 
prised the sisters. Men had followed the 
girls in Italy, but only Linda’s door had 
been nearly broken down. She was not 
prettier, or fairer, or better dressed. 

But she was the one Miss Baxter 
watched, and, with a resigned conces- 
sion to the workings of nature, so did 
Nancy and Patty. 

It took Linda, as always, about three 
minutes to arrange herself on a beach 
towel. “I've had a letter,” she said, at 

“For gosh sakes, fellows! Just a tree now and then” 

last. “Remember that reporter we met 
in Florence, the one that was taking pic- 
tures for that Italian magazine?” 

The sisters exchanged a look. The 
reporter, like every other man encoun- 
tered on the trip, had shown an undis- 
guised preference for Linda. “He wants 
to know if were coming back through 
Italy,” she went on. “They're trying 
out a new kind of submarine in Genoa 
or someplace. He wants me to go 
down in it, in the submarine. He says 
he'll take my picture. As he says, how 
can you make a submarine interest- 
ing all by itself? He says the story 
needs me. He says they’ll put me on 
the cover.” 

“On what cover?” said Nancy. She 
longed to ask how he had known where 

to write, but felt it an unnecessary diver- 
sion. 

“Oh, of some magazine.” 
The sisters were silent. They were by 

no means plain, and it seemed unfair 
that Linda should have everything. One 
of us would have had a chance if Linda 
hadn’t been along, Nancy thought. 

“Ive cabled home,” Linda said. 
“That’s why I went up to the hotel 
just now. I thought I’d better do it and 
get it over with, I’ve asked my parents 
if it’s all right. Baxie wasn’t around, so 
I sent the cable myself.” 

“Why a cable?” said Patty. “Could- 
n’t you have just written?” 

“He wants an answer right away. 
Anyway, it’s better to have your 
parents’ consent; it’s only polite. You
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sort of have to have it,” said Linda, 
calmly, as if she were frequently in- 
volved in these emergencies. “T cabled, 
‘Offered chance to go down in new- 
type submarine for magazine cover 
please cable immediate permission.’ Soon 
as I get the answer, Pll tell him yes.” 

“Well, I suppose your parents would 
hardly refuse,” said Patty. “I mean, it’s 
a once-in-a-lifetime chance.” 

“They might,” said Linda, frown- 
ing. “They don’t know it’s a responsible 
sort of submarine, with officers and ev- 
erything. They don’t know there’re go- 
ing to be reporters and people around, 
and they don’t know it isn’t going to 
cost them any more money. T couldn’t 
getall that in.” 

“You could have got in ‘expenses 
paid)” said Nancy. “Anyway, they 
probably wouldn’ mind if they did have 
to pay something, for a thing like that.” 

“T wouldn’t ask them for 
money,” said Linda, virtuously. 

At this point, a display of virtue was 
insupportable. 

“Naturally you wouldn’t ask for any 
more,” said Nancy. “Naturally. Tt hap- 
pens tobe free.” She added, “You didn’t 
even tell them which navy it was.” 

“T forgot.” 
After a silence, Patty said, “I'll bet 

your parents won’t want you to be on 
the cover. Ours certainly wouldn’t.” 

“Nao,” said Nancy, “and what's more 

  

  

more 

T wouldn’t like it. Not for myself.” 
“Neither would I,” her sister said. 
“Well, it wouldn’t be cither of you, 

anyway,” said Linda, “so it doesn’t 
matter.” She lay flat on her back, look- 
ing dreamily—but with slightly nar- 
rowed cyes, as if there were calculation 
in the dream—up to the fringe of pine 
that hung over the edge of the cliff. 
There was so much truth in her re- 
mark that the others were not of- 
fended. Linda's success was inevitable: 

she would be famous first, married first, 
everything first. Unable to compete, 
they tacitly decided to share the excite- 
ment of her career. 

“Wait till Baxie hears it,” Patty said. 
“She’ll be thrilled. Tt’s a lot more ex- 
citing than her old churches.” 

“Poor Baxie,” Linda said, closing 
her eyes, giving herself up to the deli- 
ciousness of sun and of being pretty and 
desired. “Churches are Baxie’s kind of 
fun, T guess.” 

    

A it happened, Miss Baxter was 
spending the afternoon in a café. 

The café was on a square facing what 
seemed to be a very old church. Con- 
scientiously, she noted every feature of 
the church and of the square, so that she 
could tell the girls about it later on. The 
girls were not allowed to sit in cafés. 
They had promised their parents before 
sailing. Cozy with guilt, Miss Baxter 
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wondered if she was being fair in enjoy- 
ing something her charges were not 
permitted. Returning to her exercise in 
observation, she recorded swallows, two 
sailors in uniform, a Gothic fountain, 
the absence of motorcars, and the fact 
that every window shutter on the square 
was painted the same shade of green. 
She was in a mood to find everything 
lovely; the glass she drank from seemed 
enchanting, and a poster announcing 

summer festival with the words 
SUMMER GAMES—JEUX D’ETE’ 

struck her as being something of great 
ienificance and charm. 
Her companion, a shabby gentleman 

from a tourist office, ordered slivovitz 
for them both. He was fat and amiable 
and anxious to improve his English. He 
carried a dictionary and looked every- 
thing up before he spoke. Miss Baster 
gravely assisted him. To her charges, 
she appeared plain and effaced. How- 
ever, the man from the tourist office 
was not the first to have asked for help 
with the English language. Miss Bax- 
ters blue cyes held a kind of watery 
sympathy. She wore soft pastel suits with 
felt flowers pinned to the lapel, and 
blouses with pleated jabots. Part of the 
year, she taught history in a girls’ board- 
ing school. Summers, she hired herself 
out as governess, chaperone, compan- 
ion—anything that promised a season 
of travel or country living. This sum- 

mer was particularly 
wonderful, for the girls 
parents had let her 
choose the travel plan 
and given them all a 
large allowance. She 
was almost excruciat- 
ingly grateful. Three 
times a week she sent 
the parents a dull, de- 
tailed account of the 
places they had visited 
and the things they had 
seen. “We particularly 
enjoyed seeing the love- 
ly Gold Staircase of 
Venice,” she had writ- 
ten. “Linda was in- 
trigued by the amusing 
round hats worn by the 
Italian gentlemen of 
the Renaissance. In the 
morning we hired a 
gondola. The girls were 
amused at the bargain- 
ing required in hiring 
this conveyance. Nancy 
remarked . ..” Three 
times a week she put 
this sort of thing in the 
post, closing each let- 
ter with her fulsome 
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thanks. She wanted to 
thank the parents, but 

she also wanted to let 
them know that they 
were getting their 
money’s worth. When 
she was with the girls, 
she talked incessantly. 
She felt that she was 
not doing her duty or 
earning her keep if she 
kept a single impression 
to herself. Sometimes, 
talking on and on, she 
obliterated the scene 
she was so anxious they 
should take away with 
them. She had been 
deeply moved in Venice 
by a small thing, the re- 
flection of water from 
the canal outside shin- 
ing on the ceiling of the 
room. She had pointed 
it out to the girls, one 
of whom had said in- 

dulgently, “Honestly, 
Baxie!” Yet she re- 
membered it now, and 
she remembered Flor- 
ence because for break- 
fast she had been given 
a fresh fig that was cold 
as water and tasted of 
cream. She also remem- 
bered how the bootboy 
in Florence had pointed 
to her bed, then her, then himself, then 
clasped his hands and put his head 
against them. 

“Did you care for Italy?” said her 
companion politely. He waved a fly 
away from his drink. 

Miss Baxter considered her answer 
with care. The Croats and the Italians, 
she knew, were traditional enemies. “It 
is difficult to travel in a Latin country 
with a party of girls,” she said. Her 
drink smelled of warm fruit. She drank 
the last of it and felt patches of heat 
covering her checks. 

He smiled sympathetically and said, 
“It will be different here.” 

“I know.” Tears started to her ey 
How kind he was, how kind they all 
were, how kind the Florentine bootboy 
had been, how lovely the swallows 
were, swooping across the square! 

“We are not like the Italians,” he 
said. The waiter took away their small 
glasses and set fresh drinks before them. 

“Thank goodness for that,” Miss 
Baxter murmured, not really listening. 

“Our boys are good boys,” the man 
said. What he next had to say he as- 
sembled from his dictionary. Miss Bax- 
ter sipped her new drink, smiling at 

  

  

everyone. He had found the words: “I 
should say that, with our people, what 
matters is only the pure animal pleasure 
of making love.” Uttered in bald Eng- 
lish, it sounded quite wrong. Hastily, 
he ruffled his dictionary again. 

“Pm sure,” said Miss Baxter, still 
dreamy. The word “pure” had taken 
hold and she derived a sleepy pleasure 
from the idea of her girls purely in love. 
She had been so often in love herself, 
and fell so easily into romantic difficul- 
ties! The man from the tourist bureau 
seemed in no hurry to get back to work. 
Miss Baxter was perfectly content to sit 
on beside him. Conversation became at 
once halting and discursive: she remem- 
bered that they represented countries 
politically apart. Although not in the 
least politically minded, it seemed to her 
natural that the subject might arise, and 
destroy this new relationship—warm, 
sleepy, pleasantly sensuous. Tt was pos- 
sible that he, too, felt this constraint, 
Their talk became slower. An aware- 
ness of what they were really about, and 
of what this was bound to lead to, sur- 
rounded them like—Miss Baxter 
thought—a warm little cloud. All the 
same, it made it difficult to get on with 

  

“Thank God, my mind is not clogged with a lot of extraneous facts!” 

the normal interchange of polite speech, 
particularly between strangers who 
barely spoke the same tongue. It was 
almost seven o’clock before the length- 
ening shadows of buildings on the 
square reminded her of how long she 
had been away. Yawning, her com- 
panion paid for their drinks. For the 
moment, they were glad to part. 

The man from the tourist office ad- 
mired her frilled blouse. “Our women 
are like men,” he said, holding her 
hand. “It is your femininity we find ap- 
pealing.” The “you” was collective— 
Miss Baxter was too modest to accept 
the entire tribute for herself—yet some- 
thing like intimacy established itself, as if 
they had been through danger together, 
and Miss Baxter, brushing something 
invisible from her cheek, agreed that 
femininity was important. They made 
an appointment to meet on Sunday. 

“It is our last day,” she said, already 
savoring Sunday, and feeling warmly 
sad at the parting to follow. 

  

Por came during the walk back 
to the hotel. The road from town 

was long and hot, and the flaming 
oleanders cast a thin lacy shade. How 

——
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could she have left her girls alone, on 
the beach, for an entire afternoon? I 
cannot be trusted, she thought. It was 
a thought she wore with comfort. It be- 
came her, like the curly lines of her 
clothes and the almost liquid anxiety in 
her eyes. She thought about Sunday, 
and the man from the tourist office. He 
was fat and affable. He was a kind man, 
she thought, halting in a patch of shade. 
But her charges, her girls! They might 
have drowned, or had indigestion, or 
disappeared in a sailboat with the blond 
young men from town. 
The pure animal pleas- 
ure of making love, the 
man had said. Perhaps 
he had been trying to 
warn her. The trouble 
had been his voice, so 
very reassuring; it had 
prevented her from taking in the import 
of his words. By the time she reached 
the hotel, anxiety was like a rope around 
her throat, and her voice, when she 
asked the desk clerk if he had seen her 
girls, was hoarse and uncontrolled. 

“Your girls are here,” said Linda, 
behind her. They had dressed for the 
evening in fresh, cool blouses and skirts. 
Their hair, streaked with sun and salt, 
was brushed, their lips rouged and ex- 
pectant. Their expectancy terrified Miss 
Baxter; they seemed to her terribly in 
danger. Ileft them alone for most of a 
day in a country where anything might 
happen, she said to herself, but even as 
she produced the thought, she knew 
that the danger she had left them ex- 
posed to was not political. The truth 
was that she herself had always been 
expectant, still was (What about Sun- 
day? What about the man from the 
tourist bureau? ), and her life was 
strewn with errors and moves of un- 
surpassable stupidity. 

“Oh, Baxie!” Nancy cried, falsely 
enthusiastic. “Guess what! Linda’s 
been asked to go down in a submarine, 
and she’s cabled home for permission.” 

Even if I were perfectly sober and 
could consider this rationally, Miss 
Baxter thought, I could not consider 
myself a greater failure than at this 
moment. 

“I wish you had discussed it with me 
first,” she said. “It was up to me to send 
the cable. What will Linda’s parents 
think of me? After all they’ve spent.” 

“It’s not going to cost them any- 
thing,” Linda said sulkily. 

“I mean, after all they’ve spent for 
me,” said Miss Baxter. “Oh, I cannot 
bear it. No, no, don’t tell me who has 
invited Linda to go down in a submarine. 
One of those boys in the sailboats . . .” 

They denied it together, indignant. 

  

Linda said, “Honestly, Baxie, when you 
get like that, a person doesn’t know 
what to do with you. It’s not your fault. 
You couldn’t help it if he asked me.” 
“Who?” 

“This reporter,” Nancy said. “You 
know, the one we met in Florence. The 
one that told us to be careful in Italy 
not to talk to married men.” 

“Yes, but then we met this other 
man, remember?” said her sister. “That 
sort of nice married man with the 
mustache, on the train, the one that 

told us never to talk to 

~ ol 

Miss Baxter was not 
to be diverted. “I said 
nothing in any of my 
letters home about a re- 
porter. What on earth 
are your parents going 

to think now? If only you girls would 
try to understand my position, my . . . 
my position,” she said. 

“Oh, Bax,” said Linda, affectionate- 
ly. She put her arm about Miss Baxter’s 
shoulders and said, “What's your posi- 
tion, Baxie?” 

The elating effect of the slivovitz 
had worn off just enough to give her 
a headache. But she still retained an 
alcoholic feeling of clarity. “My posi- 
tion is that T owe your parents a great 
deal in return for this trip. Your position 
is that you are spoiled, silly, and rich.” 

She spoke so quietly that it was a mo- 
ment or so before any of the girls real- 
ized a scene had been created. They 
looked at one another. They considered 
her reference to money indelicate in the 

single men?” 

  

extreme, but none of them could say so. 
“They had been brought up to deprecate 
extravagance and to say that they 
couldn’t afford things. Also, they felt 
that Baxie had no right to divert atten- 
tion from Linda to herself. This was 
Linda’s moment; even Baxic, unworld- 
ly though she was, ought to realize it. 

In silence they filed out to the dining 
terrace for dinner. In silence they at- 
tempted to sulk; but they kept forgetting 
they were annoyed and even found 
themselves commenting on Miss Bax- 
ter’s description of a church. 

“How long will we be in Greece?” 
Linda said. 

“A week.” 
“A whole week!” Tt was impossible 

to tell whether her exclamation meant 
joy or dismay. 

“A whole weck for all of Greece,” 
Miss Baxter said. “Then back to Paris 
and home. We shall have had the best 
of it by then. August is so hot. We've 
had the best part of the summer. 
There’s only tomorrow here and then 
Sunday, our last day.” 

“Our last day,” Nancy said, working 
herself up to a feeling of nostalgia. 

“T’ll have my answer by then,” Lin- 
da said, looking dreamily out to the 
warm summer sea, “T’ll have my cable 
and I can tell him yes, and then we’ll 
have Greece and then there’s my sub- 
marine. Oh, Baxie!” 

“I know,” Miss Baxter said, “Only 
don’t count on it, Linda dear.” 

But this was so preposterous that 
none of them bothered to reply. 

—Mavis GALLANT 

BITTER THOUGHTS ON RECEIVING A SLICE 
OF CORDELIA’S WEDDING CAKE 

Why have such scores of lovely, gifted girls 
Married impossible men? 

Simple self-sacrifice may be ruled out, 
And missionary endeavor, nine times out of ten. 

Repeat “impossible men”—not merely rustic, 
Foul-tempered, or depraved 

(Dramatic foils chosen to show the world 
How well women behave, and always have behaved). 

Impossible men—idle, illiterate, 
Self-pitying, dirty, sly, 

For whose appearance even in city parks 
Excuses must be made to casual passersby. 

Has God’s supply of tolerable husbands 
Tumbled to a new low? 

Or do I always overvalue woman 
At the expense of man? 

DoT? 
Tt might be so. 

—RoBERT GRAVES



LETTER FROM THE EAST 
TurTLE Bay 

Jury 15 

OSQUITOES have arrived 

M with the warm nights, and our 

bedchamber is their theatre 

under the stars. I have been up and 
down all night, swinging at them with 
a face towel dampened at onc end to 

give it authority. This morning I suffer 
from the lightheadedness that comes 

from no sleep—a sort of drunkenness, 
very good for writing because all sense 
of responsibility for what the words say 

is gone. Yesterday evening my wife 
showed up with a few yards of netting, 

and together we knelt and covered the 

fireplace with an illusion veil. Tt looks 

like a bride. (One of our many theorics 
is that mosquitoes come down chim- 

neys.) I bought a couple of adjustable 

screens at the hardware store on Third 

Avenue and they are in place in the 

windows; but the window sashes in this 

building are so old and irregular that 

any mosquito except one suffering from 
elephantiasis has no difficulty walking 
into the room through the space be- 

tween sash and screen. (And then there 
is the even larger opening between up- 
per sash and lower sash when 
the lower sash is raised to re- 

ceive the screen—a space that 

hardly ever occurs to an apart- 

ment dweller but must oc- 

cur to all mosquitoes.) 1 also 
boughta very old air-condition 
ing machine for twenty-five 
dollars, a great bargain, and I 
like this machine. It has almost 

no effect on the atmosphere of 
the room, merely chipping the 
edge off the heat, and it makes 
2 loud grinding noise reminis- 
cent of the subway, so that I 
can snap off the lights, close my 
¢yes, holding the damp towel 

at the ready, and imagine, with 
the first stab, that I am riding 
in the underground and being 
pricked by pins wielded by 
angry girls. 

Another theory of mine 
about the Turtle Bay mosquito 
is that he is swept into one’s 
bedroom through the air-con- 
ditioner, riding the cool indraft 

as an eagle rides a warm up- 
draft. Itis a feeble theory, but 
a man has to entertain theories 
if he is to while away the hours 

of sleeplessness. I wanted to 
buy some old-fashioned bug 
spray, and went to the store for 
that purpose, but when I asked 
the clerk for a Flit gun and 

some Flit, he gave me a queer look, as 
though wondering where I had been 
keeping myself all these years. “We got 
something a lot stronger than that,” he 
said, producing a can of stuff that con- 
tained chlordane and several other un- 

mentionable chemicals. I told him IT 

couldn’t use it because I was hypersensi- 

tive to chlordane. “Gets me right in the 
liver,” I said, throwing a wild glance at 

him. 
The mornings are the pleasantest 

times in the apartment, exhaustion hav- 

ing set in, the sated mosquitoes at rest 

on ceiling and walls, sleeping it off, the 
room a swirl of tortured bedclothes and 

abandoned garments, the vines in their 

full leafiness filtering the hard light of 
day, the air-conditioner silent at last, 

like the mosquitoes. From Third Ave- 
nue comes the sound of the mad build- 
ers—American cicadas, out in the noon- 

day sun. In the garden the sparrow 
chants—a desultory second courtship, 

a subdued passion, in keeping with the 
great heat, love in summertime, relaxed 

and languorous. T shall miss this apart- 
ment when it is gone; we are quitting it 
come fall, to turn ourselves out to pas- 
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ture. Every so often I make an attempt 
to simplify my life, burning my books 
behind me, selling the occasional chair, 
discarding the accumulated miscellany. 
I have noticed, though, that these puri- 
fications of mine—to which my wife 

submits with cautious grace—have usu- 
ally led to even greater complexity in 
the long pull, and I have no doubt this 
one will, too, for I don’t trust myself in 
a situation of this sort and suspect that 
my first act as an old horse will be to 
set to work improving the pasture. I 
may even join a pasture-improvement 
society. The last time T tried to purify 
mysclf by fire, I managed to acquire a 
200 in the process and am still support- 
ing it and carrying heavy pails of water 
to the animals, a task that is sometimes 

beyond my strength. 

BOOK 1 have decided not to 
burn is a small one that arrived in 

the mail not long ago, a gift from a 
friend in Ithaca. It is “The Elements 
of Style,” by the late William Strunk, 
Jr., and it was known on the Cornell 
campus in my day as “the little book,” 
with the stress on the word “little.” I 
must have once owned a copy, for I 
took English 8 under Professor Strunk 

  “This is an intoxicating drink, Miss Norton, with you standing nearby.”
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“O.K., now start haggling.” 

in 1919 and the book was required 
reading, but my copy presumably failed 
to survive an carly purge. I'd not laid 
eyes on it in thirty-eight years. Am now 
delighted to study it again and redis- 
cover its rich deposits of gold. 

“The Elements of Style” was Will 
Strunk’s parvum opus, his attempt to 
cut the vast tangle of English rhetoric 
down to size and write its rules and 
principles on the head of a pin. Will 
himself hung the title “little” on the 
book: he referred to it sardonically and 
with secret pride as “the little book,” 
always giving the word “little” a special 
twist, as though he were putting a spin 
on a ball. The title page reveals that the 
book was privately printed (Ithaca, 
N.Y.) and that it was copyrighted in 
1918 by the author. Itis a forty-three- 
page summation of the case for cleanli- 
ness, accuracy, and brevity in the use of 
English. Tts vigor is unimpaired, and 

for sheer pith I think it probably sets a 

record that is not likely to be broken. 
‘The Cornell University Library has one 
copy. It had two, but my friend pried 
one loose and mailed it to me. 

The book consists of a short intro- 
duction, cight rules of usage, ten prin- 
ciples of composition, a few matters of 
form, a list of words and expressions 
commonly misused, a list of words com- 
monly misspelled. That’s all there is. 
The rules and principles are in the form 
of direct commands, Sergeant Strunk 

snapping orders to his platoon. “Do not 
join independent clauses with a com- 
ma.” (Rule 5.) “Do not break sen- 
tences in two.” (Rule 6.) “Use the 
active voice.” (Rule 11.) “Omit need- 
less words.” (Rule 13.) “Avoid a suc- 
cession of loose sentences.” (Rule 14.) 
“In summaries, keep to one tense.” 
(Rule 17.) Each rule or principle is fol- 
lowed by a short hortatory essay, and 

the exhortation is fol- 
lowed by, or interlard- 
ed with, examples in 
parallel columns—the 
true vs. the false, the 
right vs. the wrong, 
the timid vs. the bold, 

the ragged vs. the trim. 
From every line there 
peers out at me the 

puckish face of my 
professor, his short hair 
parted neatly in the 
middle and combed 
down over his fore- 
head, his eyes blinking 
incessantly behind steel- 
rimmed spectacles as 
though he had just 
emerged into strong 
light, his lips nibbling 
cach other like nervous 
horses, his smile shut- 

tling to and fro in a 
carefully edged mus- 
tache. 
“Omit need] 

words!” cries the au- 
thor on page 21, and 
into that imperative 
Will Strunk really put 
his heart and soul. In 
the days when I was 
sitting in his class, he 
omitted so many nced- 
less words, and omitted 
them so forcibly and 
with such eagerness 
and obvious relish, that 

he often seemed in the 
position of having short- 
changed himself, a man 
left with nothing more 
to say yet with time to 

fill, a radio prophet who had outdis- 
tanced the clock. Will Strunk got out 
of this predicament by a simple trick: he 
uttered every sentence three times. 

When he delivered his oration on brevi- 

ty to the class, he leaned forward over 
his desk, grasped his coat lapels in his 
hands, and in a husky, conspiratorial 
voice said, “Rule Thirteen. Omit need- 
less words! Omit needless words! 
Omit needless words!” 

He was a memorable man, friendly 
and funny. Under the remembered 
sting of his kindly lash, I have been try- 
ing to omit needless words since 1919, 
and although there are still many words 
that cry for omission and the huge task 
will never be accomplished, it is exciting 
to me to reread the masterly Strunkian 
elaboration of this noble theme. It goes: 

  

Vigorous writing is concise. A sentence 
should contain no unnecessary words, a 
paragraph no unnecessary sentences, for
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Without a Word Being Spoken... 
.a new Cadillac car states the case for 
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accept the “car of cars” as the dwelling place of America’s 
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name on a motor car has stood as the hallmark of all that is 

good and desirable in an automobile. Certainly no motor 

car has borne this distinguished name more proudly than 
the Cadillac car for 1957. It is, in every respect, the greatest 
achievement of Cadillac’s quest for quality. If you have 
yet to drive this newest Standard of the World, we invite 

you to do so soon. You will be most welcome at any time. 
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Done... quick as you can say Waring Ice Jet 

There are a hundred uses for crushed ice, but only one way to produce all you want in a jiffy— 

with the Ice Jet ice-crusher attachment for your Waring Blendor. Just think of this: the 

Waring Ice Jet crushes up to four trays of ice cubes in ninety seconds. Right there you have 

all vou need for any purpose—drinks, chilled salads, buffets, hors-d’oeuvres, desserts. A re- 

markable device—and so easy to use for a hundred uses. Specify the Ice Jet by name: Waring! 

P.S.—For the free Waring recipe booklet, the whole story of you and your Waring Ice Jet, write: Dept. N, 
WariNG Propucts CORPORATION, 25 W. 43rd St., New York City 36. Subs. of Dynumics Corp. of Amer. 

   



  

Done... in two shakes 
of a Waring Blendor 

Hundreds of different treats for the whole 
family to enjoy! The gamut of goodies—irom 

  

in jig-time with the ever handy Waring 
Blendor. And remember this, there is only 
one Blendor— Waring! 

  

Done... in the wink 
of a Durabilt Iron 

A dress can be pressed virtu: anywhere in 
the world with the Durabilt Continental, 
the only American iron made for foreign 
travel. Like all Durabilt models, it folds flat 
to two inches, fits into luggage lightly and 
easily, and is perfect at home, too. All yours 
—the 115 or 280 volt AC-DC Durabilt Con- 
tinental—for only $12.95. 

    

Done... with a spin 
of the Waring Mixor 

Recipes galore! And to make them with ease. 
here is the gracefully arcing handle that 
eliminates wrist fatigue. Here is the three- 
speed switch you've been looking for, right 
on top within reach of either hand. Here is 
joy in the kitchen: a beautiful Waring Mixor 
to do the work. Make a note now, see the 
Mixor of mixers— Waring! 

the same reason that a drawing should 
have no unnecessary lines and a machine 
no unnecessary parts. ‘This requires not 
that the writer make all his sentences 
short, or that he avoid all detail and treat 
his subjects only in outline, but that every 
word tell. 

There you have a short, valuable 
essay on the nature and beauty of brevi- 
ty—sixty-three words that could change 
the world. Having recovered from his 
adventure in prolixity (sixty-three 
words were a lot of words in the tight 
world of William Strunk, Jr.), the 
Professor proceeds to give a few quick 
lessons in pruning. The student learns 
to cut the deadwood from “This is a 
subject which... .,” reducing it to “This 
subject. ..,” a gain of three words. He 
learns to trim . . . used for fuel pur- 
poses” down to “used for fuel.” He 
learns that he is being a chatterbox when 
he says “The question as to whether” 
and that he should just say “Wheth- 

er”—a gain of four words out of a pos- 
sible five. 

The Professor devotes a special para- 
graph to the vile expression “the fact 
that,” a phrase that causes him to quiver 
with revulsion. The expression, he says, 
should be “revised out of every sen 
tence in which it occurs.” But a shadow 
of gloom scems to hang over the page, 
and you feel that he knows how hopeless 
his cause is. I suppose IT have written 
“the fact that” a thousand times in the 
heat of composition, revised it out maybe 
five hundred times in the cool after- 
math. To be batting only .500 this late 
in the season, to fail half the time to con- 
nect with this fat pitch, saddens me, for 
it scems a betrayal of the man who 
showed me how to swing at it and 
made the swinging scem worth while. 

I treasure “The Elements of Style” 
for its sharp advice, but IT treasure it 
even more for the audacity and self- 
confidence of its author. Will knew 
where he stood. He was so sure of 
where he stood, and made his position 
so clear and so plausible, that his peculiar 

| stance has continued to invigorate me— 
and, I am sure, thousands of other ex- 

students—during the years that have 
intervened since our first encounter. He 
had a number of likes and dislikes that 
were almost as whimsical as the choice 
of a necktie, yet he made them seem ut- 
terly convincing. He disliked the word 
“forceful” and advised us to use “for- 

cible” instead. He felt that the word 
“clever” was greatly overused; “it is best 
restricted to ingenuity displayed in small 
matters.” He despised the expression 
“student body,” which he termed grue- 
some, and made a special trip downtown 
to the Alumni News office one day to 
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Traveling men get 

Juicy steaks on 

“The Executives”— 

United's for-men-only 

nonstops to Chicago 

n 

eh—3 

4:30 and 5 p.m. de luxe dinner 
flights from La Guardia to Midway. 
For reservations call United 
Air Lines, MUrray Hill 2-7300, 
or an authorized travel agent. 

P.S.—Ladies (and men, too) 
can enjoy United's regular after-business. 
dinner nonstops to Chicago 

Local times quoted   

protest the expression and suggest that 
“studentry” be substituted, a coinage of 
his own which he felt was similar to 
“citizenry.” T am told that the News 
editor was so charmed by the visit, if not 
by the word, that he ordered the student 
body buried, never to rise again. “Stu- 
dentry” has taken its place. It’s not 
much of an improvement, but it does 
sound less cadaverous, and it made Will 
Strunk quite happy. 

A few weeks ago I noticed a headline 
in the Tunes about Bonnie Prince 

Charlie: “CHARLES’ TONSILS OUT.” 
Immediately Rule 1 leapt to mind. 

  

1. Form the possessive singular of nouns 
with 's. Follow this rule whatever the final 
consonant. Thus write, 

Charles's friend 
Burns's poems 
the witch's malice 

Clearly Will Strunk had foreseen, as far 
back as 1918, the dangerous tonsillecto- 
my of a Prince, in which the surgeon 
removes the tonsils and the Times copy 
desk removes the final “s.” He started 
his book with it. T commend Rule 1 to 
the Times and TI trust that Charles's 
throat, not Charles’ throat, is mended. 

Style rules of this sort are, of cours: 
somewhat a matter of individual prefer- 
ence, and even the established rules of 
grammar are open to challenge. Profes- 
sor Strunk, although one of the most 
inflexible and choosy of men, was quick 
to acknowledge the fallacy of inflex- 
ibility and the danger of doctrine. 

“It is an old observation,” he wrote, 
“that the best writers sometimes disre- 
gard the rules of rhetoric. When they do 
so, however, the reader will usually find 
in the sentence some compensating 
merit, attained at the cost of the viola- 
tion. Unless he is certain of doing as 
well, he will probably do best to follow 
the rules.” 

It is encouraging to sce how perfectly 
a book, even a dusty rulebook, perpetu- 
ates and extends the spirit of a man. 
Will Strunk loved the clear, the brief, 
the bold, and his book is clear, brief, 

bold. Boldness is perhaps its chief dis- 
tinguishing mark. On page 24, ex- 
plaining one of his parallels, he says, 
“The left-hand version gives the im- 
pression that the writer is undecided 
or timid; he seems unable or afraid to 
choose one form of expression and hold 
to it.” And his Rule 12 is “Make defi- 
nite assertions.” That was Will all over. 
He scorned the vague, the tame, the 

colorless, the irresolute. He felt it was 
worse to be irresolute than to be wrong. 
I remember a day in class when he 
leaned far forward in his characteristic 

pose—the pose of a man about to im- 
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Always Fashionable 

because it is so famously 
“old fashioned.” It takes 
you back to the historic 
old English taverns. The 
faithfully reproduced sur- 
roundings, the companion- 
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part a secret—and croaked, “If you 

don’t know how to pronounce a word, 
say it loud! If you don’t know how to 
pronounce a word, say it loud!” This 

comical piece of advice struck me as 

sound at the time, and I still respect it. 
Why compound ignorance with inaudi- 
bility? Why run and hide? 

All through “The Elements of 

Style” one finds evidences of the au- 
thor’s deep sympathy for the reader. 
Will felt that the reader was in serious 

trouble most of the time, a man floun- 

dering in a swamp, and that it was the 
duty of anyone attempting to write 
English to drain this swamp quickly and 
get his man up on dry ground, or at 
least throw him a rope. 

“The little book” has long since 

passed into disuse. Will died in 1946, 
and he had retired from teaching sev- 
eral years before that. Longer, lower 

textbooks are in use in English classes 
nowadays, I daresay—books with up- 
swept tail fins and automatic verbs. T 
hope some of them manage to compress 
as much wisdom into as small a space, 
manage to come to the point as quickly 
and illuminate it as amusingly. I think, 
though, that if I suddenly found myself 
in the, to me, unthinkable position of 
facing a class in English usage and styl, 
T would simply lean far out over the 
desk, clutch my lapels, blink my eyes, 
and say, “Get the Little book! Get the 
little book! Get the little book!” 

1 SEE by the paper this morning that 
a steel drum containing radioactive 

sodium waste is floating at sea, about 
a hundred and cighty-five miles from 
here. Tt is described as “a menace to 
navigation,” and I guess it is a menace, 
all right—at least, I wouldn’t want to 
hit it while out sailing. The news story 
says the Atomic Energy Commission 
has “authorized” the dumping of radio- 
active sodium waste in the ocean. I 
sometimes wonder about these cool as- 
sumptions of authority in areas of sea 
and sky. ‘The sa doesn’t belong to the 
Atomic Energy Commission, it belongs 
to me. I am not ready to authorize 
dumping radioactive waste into it, and 
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Welcome sight to the traveler, navigating his way 

homeward from office, tennis court, golf club 

or garden—the Great Refresher—Pimm’s Cup 

No. 1, first concocted in London a hundred 

years ago. Today, being discovered by 

discerning adventurers everywhere. Plan on 

Pimm’s Cup tonight! 
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Pimm’s Up! Enjoy Pimm’s the 
traditional way in Pimm’s 
original tankards. 
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T suspect that a lot of other people to 
whom the sca belongs are not ready to 
authorize it, either. The only reason 
the Commission authorizes it is that the 
Commission is desperate; it doesn’t real- 
ly know how to get rid of atomic waste, 
and neither does anybody else. 

A neighbor of mine in Maine, Dr. 
Clarence Little, who experiments with 
mice, told members of the Bangor Ro- 
tary Club the other day that because of 
fallout their children’s children will be 
abnormal: they will have water on the 
brain, clubfeet, defective kidneys, defec- 
tive eyes. I recall that when the A.E.C. 
was waiting, last May, for “suitable” 
weather for touching off the experi- 
mental blasts in Nevada, it left the de- 
cision about the date to an electric 
brain. Whether this brain had water on 
it I don’t know. Another mechanical 
brain that I read about recently sudden- 
ly refused to think at all. Men stood by 
and fed it questions, but it scemed stag- 
gered by them and failed to come up 
with an answer, which did not surprise 
me. I am unable to understand how 
any man in a responsible position in any 
country of the world, when told that 
there is a wide difference of opinion as 
to the effects of radiation on people yet 
unborn, can choose the optimistic view 
and discard the pessimistic view, on the 
mere chance that the optimists are cor- 
rect in their prophecies. Suppose they 
are wrong. Suppose the pessimists, or 
alarmists, are correct. What then will 
we have done in our arrogance? 

‘These test explosions are for “‘sccuri- 
ty,” but it would appear from some of 
the evidence at hand that we are now 
in the business of buying security for 
ourselves with the lives and bodies of 
unborn children, and if that should 
prove to be the case, then I think this is 
the ugliest bargain I ever heard of— 
uglier and more bestial than any other 
bargain ever made on earth, and T am 
ashamed to be a part of this race of 
shrewd traders and selfish security hunt- 
ers. That our intentions are good is a 
poor excuse. We seem able to whip our- 
selves into a frenzy of solicitude for the 
life of a boy trapped in a well, at the 
same time gambling away the lives of 
thousands and perhaps millions of boys 
yet to be born, most of whom will never 
fall into a well, except the well we are 
digging for them in our ignorance, a 
well so deep and terrible that it staggers 
even a mechanical imagination. 

Having split the atom, we assume 
that we must keep splitting it, contami- 
nation or no contamination, as though, 

    

  

   

  

having broken a horse, we assume we 
must ride. Atoms for war have the pre- 
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CHEF-D'OEUVRE 

FOR 

HORS D'OEUVRES 

An unusual server, 
gracefully sculptured 
from a single block 
of richly grained 
American black walnut. 
Itis unexpectedly large 
—a full 20” across— 
conveniently divided into 
three compartments. 21.00 
Mail, phone su 7-4000 
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At benier furniture ond department stores. Send 
10¢ in coin or stomps to Deparment N for booklet. 
UNION-NATIONAL. INC 

JAMESTOWN, N.V 
  

A RIOT OF COLOR IN FINE 
SUMMER WATCH BANDS 

From India, Italy, France, England and 
Ireland, come our Fabulous collection of 
Raw Silks, Madras, Tartans, Linens and 
Foulards. For men and women. 1.50 - 2.50 

“Have you looked at your 
watch band lately?" 

425 Madison five. NYC 
Bet. 48th & 49th Sts. 
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Northampton, Mass. 
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text of security, atoms for peace the 
pretext of heat and power for future 
ages. The security is fast fading in a 
general uneasiness about the conse- 
quences. As for the heat and the power, 
what are we proposing to heat, and 
whom are we planning to endow with 
power? If some of the predictions come 
true, then we are in fact engaged in pro- 
viding foot warmers for the clubfooted 
and power for those with water on the 
brain and defective vision. 1 do not 
know, and neither does anyone else, 
what sort of murder T am being made 
party to by these “authorizations.” [ just 
hope that my generation is not destined 
to become known as the “clever” gen- 
cration—full of ingenuity displayed in 
small matters. I hope that in the giddi- 
ness of our triumph we have not already 
placed the atomic submarine ahead of 
the sea itself, the planc ahead of the sky. 

—E. B. Warre 

At the wedding reception held at the 
Ritz the couple’s young friends from Ox- 
ford wore irises as boutonniéres and silk- 
en waistcoats. There was a witty and 
fantastic display of hats. Among the par- 
ents’ friends were Mr. and Mrs. Sach- 
everell Sitwell, Anne, Lady Cowdray, 
Mr. and Mrs. Peter Thursby, Lady Eliza- 
beth von Hofmannsthal in a red rose 
Juliet cap and mink, and Mr. Patrick 
Leigh Fermor, who is finishing his book 
on Greece, Lady Sherborne, sister of Sir 
Philip, in green and a scarlet feather 
toque. Miss Judy Montagu and the Hon. 
Hamish St. Clair Erskine. Augustus John, 
O.M., had emerged from his seclusion, in 
tweeds and a scarf, of course. The promis- 
ing young artists Mr. Campbell Methuen, 
son of Lord Campbell-Methuen the paint- 
er, and Miss Julie Guyatt were present, 
also the bride’s sister Miss Serena Dunn 
and Mrs. Hugh Fraser, who, before her 
marriage, was Miss Antonia Pakenham. 
She wore two pale roses fastened to her 
right temple. with a veil smoothly drawn 
over her forehead. After a champagne 
buffet lunch the young people began to 
dance the Rock 'n’ Roll. A pre-Victorian 
England had come to life—warm, sple 
did, generous and unconcerned —The 
Queen, London 

And that’s good enough for us. 

  

STATEMENTS WE DOUBT EVER GOT 
MADE VEHEMENTLY BY A NEWSBOY 

| Braven Dyer in the Los Angeles Times] 
‘Why does Walter O'Malley want to 

move the Brooklyn Dodgers from their 
long-time home to Los Angeles? 

Lately 1 have been asked this question 
by many inquisitive citizens, including. . . 
2 6th and Spring newsboy who informed 
me most vehemently that “even dem Bums 
won't draw out here, even if Norrie Poul- 
son dresses up Chavez Ravine like Walt 
Disney's eye-appealing Disneyland.” 
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BIG DAY by CLIPPER" 
      

    
Shrines...only hours away by Pan Am 
Sightseers are delighted with the awe- 

  

inspiring shrines that line Pan Am’s Te es Rye 
64,085 panoramic miles to 82 lands the Hn a A ens 
world around. Fly for only 10% down on tr Bema xr E on rote 
Pan Am’s World-Wide Plan, Go Now— Call your Travel Agent or 
Pay Later. *Trade-Mark, Re. U. 5. Pat. OF, ¥ 3 
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The more you know about Scotch, 

the more you like    
   Ballantine's 

LIQUEUR BLENDED. 
SCOTCH WHISKY 

ors: 

21” Brands, Int. nov.c. se PROOF   ALSO IMPORTERS OF 94.4 PROOF BALLANTINE'S DISTILLED LONDON DRY GIN DISTILLED FROM GRAIN



  

    

How to tell the sexes 

by what they eat 
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all-male lunch 1 all-girl lunch 

Ne may have noticed that men and Ce oi mii, 

women look different. (Women are better- 

looking, you agree.) And if you are a true Appetizer 

student of such things, you may have 

noticed they also talk differently, think 

differently and behave differently. And 

they also have different eating habits. 

A “Schrafft’s survey” suggests you can 

quickly tell men from women 

by their lunches: == 

° 

W. think that characteristic differences like these 

—which extend into every realm of activity— 

account for the fact that Ladies’ Home Journal is 

so successful. The Journal is edited entirely 

for women. It lives, breathes, thinks, talks, eats 

with women. Journal editing captures the whole, 

wide, wonderful world of women—and 

reflects this world interestingly, inspirationally 

and enjoyably. 

~&
 

  

As a result, more women buy and read 

Ladies’ Home Journal than any other magazine. [ 
1 

And advertisers, who recognize the power of the [] 

relationship between women and the Journal, Coffee 1 
|] 

1 

invest more money in the Journal than in any 

other women’s magazine. For example, 

during the first six months of 1957, Journal ———— m= = = — = mm = —— 

revenue reached an all-time high, more than _ ! § \3 

$15,000,000—a 17.5% increase in revenue ~~ 2D } 2 15 

over the year before. TL’Addition’ y Ca 28% ( 
(5 = ) . 

1 
1 

Women have a world 

of their own... 

and a magazine =JOURN A 

of their own... 
A CURTIS PUBLICATION 

wuthe No. J) magazine tor women x No. in circulation x No. J) in newsstand sales x No. J) in advertising revenue
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qn the bridge 

and into the trees! 

It takes 3 minutes to cross the 
Brooklyn Bridge from 
Manhattan to Concord Village in 
fashionable Brooklyn Heights. 
Here you will find the luxury 
of apartments by Tishman, in a 
garden setting akin to suburbia. 

CONCORD 
VILLAGE 

Tillary and Adams Streets 
Brooklyn Heights, 

. Brooklyn, New York     

  
   
    

   

  

16 story fireproof buildings with 
rooftop terraces. 82% of the grounds 
devoted to gardens, plazas and parking. 

Living-dining rooms up to 30" 
+ large foyers » de luxe steel 

with 10.4 cu. ft. 
refrigeratol seboard 
radiation » master TV antennae 
+ interior house telephone 

ge, carri: torage 
ir conditioning, parking 
availabl 

rooms « 
fac 

IND. subway entrance (High 
Street Station) on the grounds. 
Other lines nearby. Reach Wall 
Street in 5 minute 

See our furnished model apartments 
2 rooms. . . .$115-$137 

3% rooms. . . .$135-$197 
42 rooms. . . .$160-$277 

Some available for immediate occupancy 
24-hour doorman attendance. 
Maid service available. 

RENTING AGENT 

195 Adams St. 
(in Concord BROWN, 

Village) HARRIS, 14 East 47th 
TRiangle Street STEVENS, 

5-8475 we. OXford 7-8800 

TISHMAN REALTY AND CONSTRUCTION CO., INC. 
(Owners and Builders Since 1898) 

450 Park Avenue, New York + Murray Hill 82700   

THE RACE 
TRACK 

Two for the Money 

OU can say 
what you like 

about Poly Hi— 
some old hands in- 

2\ sist that she isn’t 
X quite a topnotcher— 

but there’s no deny- 

ing that she gives you a lot of run for 
your money. In the half-century-old 
Astoria Stakes, which was run off at 

Belmont Park on Wednesday of last 
week, she led five other two-year-old 
fillies all the way, and won with a bit 

to spare from Pocahontas. Sweet 

Mandy was third. It was Poly Hi’s 
eighth victory, and her share of the 
purse brought her carnings to $85,- 
820—mnot a bad bargain for Mrs. 
George Zauderer, who bought her at the 
Saratoga yearling sales last August for 
$5,500. Originally, one of the condi- 

tions of the Astoria was that the winning 
owner give a dinner at the Waldorf- 
Astoria (the old one, at Fifth Avenue 
and Thirty-fourth Street, of course) 
for the other owners and the racing offi- 
cials. Itis said that the blowout given by 
Jack Follansbee after his Astarita won 
the first Astoria lasted nearly a week 
and that the bar bill ate up the whole 
purse. Those were the days. 

    

RACE I'd like to have seen last 
weck was the Equipoise Mile at 

Arlington Park, which Swoon’s Son 
won from some of the faster runners 
in the Middle West. Call Me Lucky 
was second and Fabius was third. It 
must have been delightful to watch, and 
it had a most satisfactory result, prov- 
ing, as it did, what a good colt Swoon’s 
Son is. Frankly, I have been a push- 
over for him ever since I saw him win 

at Washington Park as a two-year-old, 
in 1955. If you care for statistics, he 
has won twenty-two of his thirty-one 
starts, and has been unplaced only once. 
Most of his successes have been at Ar- 
lington and Washington Park, and I'd 
say that the Equipoise Mile was one 
of his best. He carried a hundred and 
thirty-two pounds, giving as much 
as twenty-seven pounds to his opposi- 
tion (Call Me Lucky got twenty-four), 
and won by lengths in 1:3544. That 
is burning gas. It was the first time the 
race has been won under such high 
weight. (Armed tried it and finished 
third. So did Coaltown, and finished 
second.) Bardstown, the winner last 

Weekend Tourist or Golfer 
The smartest new versatile “Wagon 
Lit" bag from Rome. Strikingly brilliant 
woven stripes of yellows, reds, greens. 
black for colorful difference trimmed 
with op grain cowhide. Makes a week- 
end or travel bag par excellence. It 
will carry dress, lingerie, or weekend 
accessories. An excellent golf carry-all 
for shoes, shirts, socks etc. Rolls up 
without wrinkling—may be packed in 
suitcase. Softly padded top-grain cow- 
hide handles for balance and comfort. 
For both men and women. 16/2 x 11 x 
51/2". Initials stamped froo. $13.75. Tax 
included. 

Plummer 
734 Fifth Ave. L) 57th St. N.Y. C. 

LANCERS 
AN UNUSUAL DINNER WINE! 

Imported from Portugal 
A Light bodicd Rose wine— 
tightly cficrvescent— 
delightfully different in 
ste. Bowed in hand 
molded earthenware. 
crock or glass jug: 

  

sote importers VINTAGE WINES, INC 
114 East 16th Street, New York 3, N. Y.   
  

“Thanks a lot Sir Lancelot” 
“Same here, Guinevere’ 

Knighthood is always in flower at idyllic Crystal Lake 
Lodge. A pageantry of events: Tennis Tournamon:s on our © pro clay courts, Golf range, Summer Repertory 
Blayers, 1500 forest acres, private 60 acre. lake Stocked with_ prize tagged fish for Jousters. Folk dance with Fritzie Girdon. Dances by that Merlin Teddy Charles and his Jazz Band, Excellent ur ‘own found tables. Owned and operated 

Arthurian branch of the Slutsky family. 
IN THE ADIRONDACKS 

CRYSTAL LAKE LODGE 
CHESTERTOWN 12, N.Y. 

Phones: 3830—in N.Y.C. OL 3.1884 
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122 W. 49th ST. (6th & 7th) N. Y., CI 6.0870 
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(The American Tradition Series is sponsored by the Popular Education Project of The Fund for The Republic, Inc.) 

The Case of the 9-Pound Suitcase 

The Schoolteacher was a convict. 

The hard fact was still unbelievable to the bewildered, quiet 
young man. Just a few weeks before he had been a respected 

citizen of a small, pleasant California town, a teacher of 
children. To break the quietness of this placid, routine life, 
he had decided to fly to Las Vegas for a weekend. On his 
arrival he was arrested—an envelope of marijuana had been 
found in his luggage. Where the envelope had come from 
he didn’t know. But he couldn't prove that. The State of 
Nevada, with a pat circumstantial case, had convicted him 

and sent him “for a period of two to 10 years” to the State 

Penitentiary. 

One other man refused to believe the circumstantial evi- 
dence. The Schoolteacher’s uncle was convinced that his 
nephew was innocent. So the San Francisco importer closed 

his office and started a grim and determined search for help. 
Finally he found two men who were willing to re-examine 
the facts of the case. One was Colonel George White of the 
Federal Narcotics Bureau, the other was Mr. Jake Ehrlich, 
a prominent trial attorney.   

Colonel White investigated. These were the facts: 

The Schoolteacher had picked up his ticket at the San 
Francisco Airport. By mistake, he checked his suitcase to 
Las Vegas on the wrong airline. By the time he had straight- 
ened out the mixup, the bag was enroute to Las Vegas via 
Los Angeles. The clerk assured him that his suitcase would 
be in Las Vegas when he arrived. The Schoolteacher went 
on to Las Vegas. His bag was not there. 

Thoroughly irritated at the way his holiday was starting, the 

young man telephoned both Los Angeles and Burbank air- 
ports. At last his bag was found in Burbank. But the airport 

employee who found the bag thought it was suspiciously 
light. He called the airport police, who opened the suitcase 
toseeif it had been rifled. They found a few pieces of clothing 
and an envelope containing an ounce and a half of marijuana. 

The Burbank Police were called. They replaced the narcotic, 
closed the bag and shipped it on to Las Vegas, telephoning 
the story to the Las Vegas Sheriff's Office. When the School- 
teacher finally claimed his long-lost luggage, he was arrested, 
charged, and speedily convicted of illegal possession of 
narcotics. 

The case of The People vs. The Schoolteacher might well 
have ended there. But it didn’t because Colonel White's in- 
vestigation discovered a new fact. The manifest of the flight 
that carried the bag from San Francisco to Burbank showed 
its weight to be twenty pounds. The Las Vegas Sheriff's Office 
weighed it in at nine pounds. Somewhere between San Fran- 
cisco and Las Vegas— during which time it would have been 
physically impossible for the Schoolteacher to have access to 
it — the bag lost eleven pounds. Obviously, the Schoolteacher 
had not been the last person to open the suitcase. Obviously, 

the real criminal had not been caught. 

Armed with Colonel White's report, Attorney Ehrlich, work- 

ing without compensation, made his plea before the Nevada 
State Board of Pardons and Paroles. Sixty-nine days after 

he entered prison the Schoolteacher was a free man. Today 
he is teaching children that American Justice is quite as de- 
termined to protect the innocent as it is to convict the guilty. 

  

People who care about justice and who do something about 
it—people like Colonel White and Attorney Ehrlich—exem- 
plify the finest traditions of America, those principles which 
are as alive in Twentieth Century America as they were in 
the days of our Founding Fathers. 

The American Tradition Project of the Fund for the Repub- 

lic has compiled hundreds of true stories of contemporary 

Americans whose actions have advanced the cause of free- 
dom and justice. Some of these stories have been published 
in a booklet, The American Tradition in 1957. Free copies 
are available. Write to the American Traditions Project, Box 
48462-BN, Los Angeles 48, California. 

(Advertisement)
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Laissez Faire, 
the Blond Collie 
(A PILFERPROOF FABLE) 

Once upon a time, a collie named 
Laissez founded a system for ap- 
propriating liquor. She’d decork 
new bottles and cleverly replace 
the seal. But one day her master 
switched to Bellows Partners 
Choice which is protected by an 
Alcoa® Pilferproof seal. “This one 
I must leave alone,” theorized 
Laissez and, feeling depression 
imminent, she swallowed three 
maxims of Adam Smith, 

MORAL: 

Hard times are just 
around the corner for 
anyone who competes 
with an Alcoa Pilfer- 
proof Closure. With the 
first opening twist, a 
slotted band breaks, 
foils thieves or counter- 
feiters. Yet the bottle is 
easy to open and rescals 
tightly. Buy whiskies 
like Bellows Partners 
Choice, capped with 
Pilferproof, and get 
what you pay for. 

    

   
    

  

   
BROKEN CAP SAYS 
IT'S BEEN OPENED 

LUMINUA 
CLOSURES 

  

THE ALCOA HOUR 
Television's Finest 
LiveDrama, Alternate 
Sunday Evenings 

  

      

year, didn’t start. Ankle trouble is 
plaguing him. 

Se many three-year-olds were en- 
tered for the Lamplighter Handi- 

cap at Monmouth the other afternoon 
that it had to be run off in two sections: 
Stratmat won the first and Pro-Brandy 
the second. Pro-Brandy was ridden by 
Howard Grant, an eighteen-year-old 
who at the moment is the idol of the 
Jersey racegoers. He had only two win- 
ners that day; the day before, however, 
he had had five. Oh, well, it’s chicken 
one day, feathers the next. On the 
whole, young Grant has done remark- 
ably well at Monmouth, riding forty- 
nine winners during the first thirty-two 
days. He came into racing about two 
years ago at River Downs, a track near 
his home in Cincinnati, and got a job 
walking hots (walking horses around 
and around to cool them out after a race 
or a workout), at fifty cents a hot. Later 
that summer, George Stribling, a train- 

er on the Ohio circuit, hired him as an 
exercise boy. The story goes that Grant 
learned to handle his mounts by exer- 
cising a selling plater named Fancy 
Dreams, who had a trick of wheeling 
and tossing her riders out of the saddle. 
When Fancy Dreams was no longer 
able to throw Grant, he was ready for 
the races. He rode his first one at 
Wheeling last September, and his first 
winner at Cranwood Park, near Cleve- 
land, a month later. Last winter, he was 
the leading rider at Charles Town and 
also did fine at Bowie. Horses run well 
for Grant, and trainers like him, too, 
because he admits his mistakes and tries 

to correct them. As a rule, popular 
young riders aren’t like that. At present, 

Grant's passions are horses, hamburgers, 
Coke, and rock ’n’ roll, in the order 

named. 

IDS on the construction of the new 
track for Aqueduct were closed 

last week, and there were some changes 

in the board of trustees of the Greater 
New York Association, which runs the 
show. Most noteworthy, Marshall 
Cassidy, the Association’s secretary-gen= 
eral since its incorporation, was made 
a vice-president and the director of rac- 
ing. Now, perhaps, we'll get something 
done. —Aupax Minor 

  

FLOOK’S TOUR 

[From the Baltimore N ews] 

Mr. and Mrs. Roy S. Flook of Farqu- 
har Estates recently spent three days in the 
Northern Neck section of Virginia, visits 
to Fredericksburg and Weems, Va., where 
they saw the interior of a crab packing 
house. 

Need a Bodyguard? 
Take First National City Bank 

Travelers Checks 

Best protection any traveler can have 
against theft or loss of funds. Famous 
for over 50 years—accepted like cash 
everywhere. Promptly refunded if lost 
orstolen. Cost only $1 per $100. Good 
until used. Buy them at your BANK. 

FIRST NATIONAL CITY BANK 

TRAVELERS CHECKS 
Backed by The First National City Bank of New York 

Member Federal Deposit Insurance Corporation 

  

  

CIMA IM ex 
at Buck Hill 

Vacation days are perfect in the beau- 

tiful Poconos. Sports include golf, 

tennis, swimming in outdoor pool, 
riding, lawn bowling, fishing, Social 
entertainment. Congenial atmosphere. 

Advance reservations necessary 
3 HOURS FROM 
NEW YORK AND 
PHILADELPHIA 
New York 
Reservation 

Office 
30 Rockefeller 

Plaza 
Clrcle 5-5620 

   

  

   

  

MEET ME AT — 

Aifredo's—where the same superb 
delectable cuisine is excellently 
served 3s at Alfred's of Rome 

Daily Noon to 11 P.M. ly 
Saturday until 1 AM. 

41 WEST 8th ST. IN GREENWICH VILLAGE 
Across the street from the SeaFare 

PANAMA 
Its 1,000 years ago on San Bias Islands 
For color folder, see your Travel Agent 
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NEW YORK’S PRAYERS 
GO WITH You, DUDLEY! 

  

Victor A. Dudley accepts best wishes from coach and han- 
dler Stan Freberg on eve of skywriting record attempt. 

As millions of Gothamites anxiously scan the skies 
next Monday at High Noon, a pioneer, alone but 
for his frail airplane, will attempt what no man has 
done before. Victor A. Dudley, the unassuming 
sign painter from North Hollywood, California, will 
make his assault on the orthographic barrier by 
skywriting a five-letter Anglo-Saxon word over 
New York. 

“I’m skywriting to win,” says the intrepid Coast 
birdman, “I intend to wrest victory from ‘The Lady 
in Blue,” as we say, and I sure hope one and all are 
gazing upwards as I spell the word right.” 

A self-admitted amateur, Dudley has never pre- 
viously indulged his hobby at a height greater than 
25 feet. “I got all my theory from a correspondence 
course and my field work with a crop duster friend 
on weekends. I traded him signs for lessons. This 
is the first time I’ve worked with smoke but I guess 
it can’t be too different from DDT.” 

“Besides,” he adds, “if I don’t skin it the first 
time I'll try again at Noon the next day, and so 
forth. I don’t have to be back at the drawing board 
till a week from Monday.” 

Cautioning against overconfidence is Dudley’s 
coach and trainer, Stan Freberg. “One word doesn’t 
seem like much to a sign painter,” he states. “I only 
hope he doesn’t overwrite, that’s all. Bear in mind 
that except for ‘GOOD EATS’ and ‘50—GIRLS— 
50,” my boy has never written anything shorter 
than ‘EVERYTHING MUST GO!’ ‘PRICES 
SLASHED!,” or, ‘IF YOU LIKE US TELL YOUR 
FRIENDS IF NOT TELL US.” 

Up-to-the-minute pre-takeoff reports on the 
Dudley Trials will be heard on most New York 
radio stations throughout the morning beginning 
next Monday, July 29. They will continue until 
Dudley either joins the ranks of such aviation im- 
mortals as Dr. Hugo Eckener, Wiley Post and the 
Wright Brothers... or retreats homeward to his 
brushes lonely and discredited. 

Well-wishers may send cards, letters, floral offer- 
ings, toast, and baked potatoes to Dudley Head- 
quarters, The Best Foods Inc., 1 East 43rd Street, 
New York. 

Godspeed, Budiey! 

(Advertisement)
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ON AND OFF THE AVENUE 

HE name of 4ER Too 
L has become so pious- 

ly associated with 
historic restorations 
and Early American 

Ay shrines that our 
| schoolchildren may 

well come away from their cultural 
pilgrimages to Mount Vernon, Wil- 
liamsburg, Monticello, the Schuyler 
Mansion, and other historic points with 
the idea that somebody in the firm wrote 
the Declaration of Independence or 
fought the Battle of Bunker Hill. If so 
reverent an attitude has been induced 
over the years by Scalamandré’s docu- 
mentary damasks and silks, I hesitate to 
think what impressionable people will 
make of the company’s latest depar- 
ture—a new group of wallpapers im- 
peccably reproduced from eighteenth- 
and early-nincteenth-century patterns. 

Many of these papers arc of a splen- 
dor that would go very nicely on the 
walls of the throne room of Bucking- 
ham Palace, but there are also quite a 
few that are disarmingly simple. Among 
the latter arc a prim little pattern in 
brown and white, copied from a fabric 
Jefferson brought from France, that 
would be demure enough for the sitting 
room of an Early American farm- 
house—or, at least, a twentieth-century 
version thereof; some Colo- 
nial designs, donc in tone- 
on-tone damask, that would 
be extremely casy to live 

with, despite a certain cle- 
gance; and several lovely 
reproductions of zoiles de 
Jouy, whose simplicity is 
none the less appealing for 
being so artfully studied. 

Is with the grander 
papers, though, that the 
Scalamandré heart obvious- 
ly belongs, and small won- 
der, since some of them 
are downright magnificent. 
There are, for instance, a 
perfect Adani design done 
in a ravishing cerulean blue 
and picked out with a classic 
motif in white; a dazzling 
Empire arrangement com- 
posed of stately vertical 
rows of feathery wreaths; 
marvelously wrought ex- 
amples of flock on paper or 
silk; and some simulated 

brocades that look for all 

ABOUT THE HOUSE 

the world like silk damask. The papers 
are all hand-screened, and come in a 
great variety of colors, at prices that run 
from $8.25 to $22 a single roll, through 
decorators. I saw the papers at the 
Scalamandré showrooms at 63 East 
52nd Street, and almost any day now 
they can be seen at another Scalamandré 
showroom, at 15 East 57th Street, 

which has heretofore been devoted to 
fabrics. 

LTHOUGH I have sincere admi- 
ration for the work of the 

‘Williamsburg restoration, I sometimes 
find myself just a wee bit replete with 
all its authoritative documentation. I 
suppose that explains both why I took 
for granted the authentic good looks 
of Katzenbach & Warren’s latest re- 
productions of Williamsburg wallpapers 
and why I was so pleasantly surprised 
by their patent freshness and charm. 
The new collection, which is the first 
K. & W. has devoted to Williamsburg 
in three years, includes cight designs, 
copied from old dispatch-box linings, 
commemorative papers, and the like, 
that not only show a fine selective taste 
but are reproduced with remarkable 
technical excellence. These are ma- 
chine-printed papers, priced at from 
$3.30 to $3.90 a single roll, and yet 
the effect is comparable to that of 

    

fine—and much more expensive— 
hand-screening. The patterns are quite 
varied, including an unusual geometric 
one; a small, very beautiful Chinese 
design; a chaste allover pattern of 
singularly informal-looking crowns, 
commemorating the coronation of 
William TIT; an earlier and much more 
elaborate paper depicting scenes in 
the life of Charles II; a forthright 
striped paper, copied from an old hand- 
woven blanket; an intricate combi- 
nation of feathers and flowers; and so 
on—all in a wide selection of delightful 
colors. 

In a showing of thirteen handsome 
new handmade wallpapers, which for 
reasons obscure to me is called the 
American Court Collection, Katzen- 
bach & Warren has splurged a long way 
from the antiquarian appeal of Wil- 
liamsburg. The well-known designer 
Marion V. Dorn contributed six of the 
papers, the most dramatic of which (itis 
also the most romantic) is a graceful 
study of bamboo, with leaves and slen- 
der branches seeming almost to flutter 
in a soft breeze. Like all the designs in 
the collection, it comes in numerous 
color combinations and can be ordered 
in any you want. I found it particularly 
good with chalk-white foliage on a 
ground of lampblack. Another unusu- 
ally effective paper (this onc by the 
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Setting: Pans Gow 

Darling, you're sure to stay up all night 

in'Good News”by Warner's 

You're not the type for early re- >cret’s in the one-piece lined 
tirement from the scene of fun! E 2 at hugs you alw 
But, till now, you've had prob- 
lems, because your strap 

lloped cups, front zipper cle 
Either in embroidered white cotton, 

, the strapless bs lightly foam-lined cups 6. 
always stays up, can’t twist, slip, 
or tum, can’t ever be anything 
but beautifully comfortable. 

Maxers OF MERRY Wipow ¥, A’LURE® BRAS, STA-FLAT  
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Enjoy the 

continental habit 
of refreshing 

  

KOLNISCH 4, 
EAU DE COLOGNE 

IMPORTED from COLOGNE the City of «4711» Fame 
by Colonia, Inc. New York 

THE TERRY WHOPPER 

(a whale of a robe 
for mesdames et messieurs) 

  

    

C'est magnifique! C'est necessaire! Lifted 
from a hook in a Paris hotel and copied 
faithfully for your dry-off plaisir, this gen- 
erous spread of white terry acts as a lush 
blotter after a shower. Ladies: tie the belt 
around collar. And men: wrap it around 
your waist. One size fits all of you. $6.95. 

nity J Add 35c for 

THE TOG SHOP SE ves 

  

    

California designer Justema) is a plain 
green lattice pattern that is combined 
with a paper evoking the architectural 
variations of an old-fashioned summer- 
house. These two can be used together 
in an endless variety of ways. The de- 
signers of other papers in the collection 
have drawn inspiration from such 
sources as a Renaissance church door 
in Florence, a picce of rich eighteenth- 
century Venetian fabric, and a gateway 
of Talian ironwork. Most of the thir- 
teen patterns have a degree of dignity, 
and all reficct a pleasing imagination. 
The prices are from $7.50 to $12 a 
single roll, and the papers are available, 
through decorators, at 575 Madison 
Avenue (57th), or, to retail customers, 
at W. & J. Sloane, Lord & Taylor, and 
Bloomingdale. 

NHACKNEVED charm—a quality 
as rarely met with in the realm 

of applied design as it is in other forms 
of human endeavor—characterizes the 
newest handmade wallpapers turned 
out by Woodson, a firm that was es- 
tablished almost two years ago at 26 
East 55th Street and has been function- 
ing ever since with a lightness that stops 
decorously this side of frivolity. The de- 
signs on exhibition are mostly of flowers 
of one kind or another, but none of them 
suggest in any way the usual wallpaper 
floral. For instance, a pattern called 
Meissen brings to mind the scattered ar- 
rangement of small flowers on the Ger- 
man porcelain; a second design is strewn 
with fat Hawaiian leis of blue carna- 
tions; in a third, the heads of white dai- 
sies with green centers make a striking 
pattern on a polished-black ground; in a 
fourth, lightly brushed-in white flowers, 
which a salesman identified for me as 
wild roses, stand out starkly on a bril- 
liant-orange background; in a fifth, a 
tangle of pale-green and honey-colored 
maidenhair fern makes another lovely 

pattern; and in a sixth, which is perhaps 
the most engaging of the lot, highly styl- 
ized flowers in varying intense shades 
of blue are intertwined among vertical 
wavy lines of vivid green, the whole 
suggesting Matisse in his latter days. 
Most of the patterns are printed on a 
polished ground, a technique that lends 
an effect of depth to the design, and all 
arc available in a number of color com- 
binations—not just the ones I have 
mentioned. Prices run from $8 to 
$10.50 a single roll, through decora- 
tors. 

  

  

    

ROM time to time, returned trav- 
ellers who are interested in matters 

of applied art bend my ear with reports   

JULY 27,1957 
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Beautifs iful oi.» 

BRECK 
TB: Ae 
A SOFT NATURAL WAVE 

A PROFESSIONAL PERMANENT 

BIRRERESC KK 

Feauty Salon 
5 EAST 57th STREET 
NEW YORK PLAZA 8-1910 

  

    Candids 1, Bachrach 
Bradford Bachrach, photographer of women 

54 East 52nd St., New York + Plaza 5-6233 
  

  

‘OUR SUN ROOF IS FAMOUS. You can 
lunch there with a maximum of comfort 
and a minimum of clothes while getting a 
real tan. Showers, massage, game courts, 
golf practice, gym. Summer memberships. 
Health Roof Club. Entrance 247 Park 

  

      

  

  

  

John J. Hyland, Manager
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of the superiority of California design 
to our local output, and in such con- 
versations the name of Kneedler- 
Fauchére, a San Francisco enterprise 
that serves as an outlet for imported and 
domestic decorative art, frequently 
crops up to prove a point. Well, a col- 
lection of Oriental wallpapers from 
Kneedler-Fauchére is now a perma- 
nent fixture in the penthouse show- 
rooms of Karl Mann Associates, 16 
East 55th Street, and I must say it 
bolsters up the West Coast side of the 
argument considerably. Although the 
collection is labelled Oriental and has a 
distinctly Eastern flavor, the papers 
were actually designed by an American, 
Harry Lawenda, and only made in 
Japan—by hand, of course. The re- 
sult, whatever you want to name it, is 
a spectacular achievement in modern 
decoration. Probably the most arresting 
of the group is a series in which coarse, 
natural-colored raffia or rush grasses are 
superimposed on solid-colored papers 
in exquisite shades, giving an effect that 
is at once brilliant and subtle. These o or 
cost $12.75 a single roll. fo Togetherness 

I despair of giving you any recogniz- 
able description of another group of de- 
signs by Mr. Lawenda, which he calls wh y 
Kin Gin They are made of two | eso corn. *inspired by MeCalls of course 
thicknesses of paper (one thickness is 
rice paper and the other is a soft back- 
ing), between which some kind of gold 
foil appears to have burst in a serics of 
flowerlike explosions that follow no par- 
ticular pattern. I have no idea how this 
is accomplished, but I hope I have con- 
veyed some impression of its extravagant 
beauty. Single rolls range in price from 
$5 to $12. 

Beautiful in a very different way are 
Kneedler-Fauchére’s silk wall cover- 
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      From our unique antique gold jewel 
collection. Oriental pearls in 15 kt, gold. 

  

ings, which come in some three dozen Diamond and pearl bracelet, $275. 
different colors (all at $9.50 a single Pearl bracelet, $320. Pearl clusters: 
roll), and in which entrancing Japanese ring, $280; tiny earrings, $150. F.T.1. 

1 ee] ue. em jel silks—deep slate blue, lemon yellow, IY GEORG JENSEN INC. 
a radiant orange-gold, and the palest Ee = tn al rere 0. TAB, a 
pink, among others—are backed with ; 
  

  

    
  

  

  

paper for hanging. Variations of the silk PE 

in broad self stripes that look like some I : 
segal velvet bromade, These are $182 talian food COUNTRY DINING# 

Often people ask us to recommend 
really tastes SL Ct Thy eee rae 2 

tomers, we've prepared this guide, 
with map and locations, of 39 inns 

= achieve the standards we have set 
RU FFINO for The Red Barn. Just send us name & 

; copy. And when you're in the area, 
Ttaly’s Prize $n nee B 

WESTPORT, CONN. 
‘on Merritt Parkway, Exit 41 

wall coverings are flocked patterns done FREE Guide to 

. England. As a service to our cus- 

better with [) 
= and eating places which we feel 

& 
& and address and we'll send you a 

CHIANTI ( Il EL RED BARNS 

Schieffelin & Co., N.Y. (IT [vii LD DDD ch ch cb cb ob ary 
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BREWED 

IN LIMITED 

QUANTITIES 

FOR THOSE 

WHO RELISH 

THE WORLD'S 

MOST 

DISTINCTIVE 

BEER 

  

ror 
ADAM SCHEIDT BREWING CO. 

NORRISTOWN, PA. 

IN NEW YORK PHONE CHICKERING 4-5841 
IN NEW JERSEY PHONE UNION 4-3000   

single roll. The last entry in the Knee- 
dler-Fauchere exhibit—as different as 

possible from the sumptuous Oriental 
wall coverings—consists of two papers, 
made in Portugal, that simulate Moor- 
ish and Spanish tiles with extraordinary 
fidelity. One is the classic design so 
ubiquitous in North Africa and Anda- 
lusia, done in brilliant blue and white 
with touches of yellow, and the other, in 
the same coloring, is of a later and more 
rococo period of decoration. Both are 
reproduced on heavy, thickly glazed pa- 
per, and have a depth and lustre that 
startlingly resemble the original faience 
tiles. A single roll twenty inches wide 
and cight yards long costs $5.25. 

E now leave the rarefied atmos- 
phere of decorative art to look 

into the very practical matter of a com- 
fortable bed and how to procure the 
same, it being my conviction that a good 
bed, if it doesn’t actually eliminate most 
of life’s problems, at least makes them 
easier to bear. Let us, then, hie to 

the factory and showrooms of Hein & 
Kopins, manufacturers of custom bed- 
ding, at 332 East 75th Street, where 
negotiations for a good night’s rest may 
be entered into. To begin with what 
may scem one of the more insignificant 
of the H. & K. services, we shall dis- 
cuss the firm’s expert renovating of all 
kinds of mattresses—those made at its 
own factory as well as the mattresses of 
other manufacturers. Hein & Kopins 
believes that any mattress that is slept 
on regularly by a normally heavy adult 
should have certain simple repairs made 
every five years at the outside. Since the 
ordinary houscholder doesn’t keep to 
any such ideal schedule, however, the 
mattresses the firm is called upon to do 
over usually involve a fairly extensive 
amount of renovation, which, in addi- 
tion to sterilization, may include picking 
over the hair or wool filling, tying 
inner springs with Italian twine, re- 
placing ticking, and administering any 
number of other treatments calculated 
to improve the health and efficiency of 
a mattress. The firm specializes in mat- 
tresses for antique or odd-size beds, 
and will make them of any type and of 
any material the customer wants—cov- 
ering horsehair with a layer of lamb’s 
wool, or lamb’s wool with a layer of 
horsehair, to suit the whim of the occu- 
pant of the bed. For people with weak 
backs, a plywood board is frequently 
built into the top of the box spring, cov- 
ered with a thin layer of lamb’s wool, 
and then enclosed in the ticking. In 
fact, the methods the Messrs. H. & K. 

use in dealing with a mattress are as 
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Happy as a clam in an 

easyvbaby 

  

THE PERFECT BABY PRESENT 
Here is a pediatrician-approved cradle chair 
that elevates and supports the smallest baby 
{use from 2 weeks until the baby is able to sit 
up by himself). Now your baby ean see just 
what's going on in the family circle. More smil- 
ing and less fussing when your youngster is free 
from the boredom of being flat on his back in 
his crib, carriage or pen. Easybaby frees moth- 
er's hands for feeding; is the ideal way to keep 
the baby happy and secure af mother's side, 
about the house, traveling in car, train or plane. 
Sturdy wood construction, hand finished with 
satin-smooth rounded edges, in your choice of 
pale pink, blue or yellow. FULLY ASSEMBLED, 
complete with separate washable mattress, safe- 
ty strap and hand holes. Satisfaction guaran- 
toed or money refunded. Send check or money 
order. We pay postage in U.S.A. and Canada. 
$9.95. 

HARVEST HOUSE, BOX 433, ORCHARD PARK, N. Y. 

  

  

Preferred by the fown's 
most interesting people for 

LUNCHEON o COCKTAILS 
DINNER SUPPER 

Addison Bailey in "Song. With- 

  

out Words" at the piano di 
cocktail time, dinner and supper. 

Air Conditioned 

440 Park Avenue, at 56th Street 
Plaza 5-0600 

Open every day. 

  

MARC BERGE DESIGNS DISTINCTIVE 
INTERPLAY CONTEMPORARY FURNITURE 

NEW YORK + ONE PARK AVENUE 
PHILADELPHIA + 2323 CHESTNUT STREET 

CHICAGO + 325 NORTH WELLS STREET 
SAN FRANCISCO + LOS ANGELES  
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numerous and as varied as the crotchets 
of their customers, so there is not much 
point in my enumerating them here. 
Everything is made to order, and nego- 
tiations must be carried on through a 
decorator. 

THE news that Hein & Kopins will 
make mattresses and box springs 

for any kind of antique bed encouraged 
me recently to hunt for antique frames 
into which such mattresses could be 
fitted, and I am now in a position to 
report that beds seem to have withstood 
the ravages of time less successfully than 
most other pieces of ancient cabinet- 
work, or, at any rate, they are consider- 
ably scarcer in these parts than antique 
tables and chairs, or desks and bureaus. 
However, Elinor Merrell, 18 East 69th 
Street, has a number of antique beds— 
an English fourposter, several French 
pieces, and a couple of unusual Italian 
iron beds—all of the eighteenth or early 
nineteenth centuries; Ginsburg & Levy, 
815 Madison Avenue (68th), has on 
hand four fourposters that are fine ex- 
amples of English and Early Ameri- 
can cabinetmaking; and Frederick Vic- 
torfa, 154 East 55th Street, can show 
some eight or ten ancient pieces— 

TANK 

English, French, Ttalian, and German. 
Tf you don’t hold out for authentic- 

ity, and just want a first-rate bed that 
will go with cighteenth-century fur- 
nishings, maybe you had better settle for 
one of the very skillful reproductions in 
which Smith & Watson, at 20 East 55th 
Street, specializes. All cabinetwork here 
is made to order, either from the cus- 
tomer’s own drawings or {rom 8.& W's 
designs, which are sometimes suggested 
by an Empire chair back, an Adam 
settee, or even by a bed. (Much of 
the firm’s work is reproducing a single 
antique bed for owners who have one 
and want a pair, and in most cases you 
would be hard put to it to distinguish be- 
tween the copy and the original.) 
Among the beds on view at S. & W. 
are a Sheraton reproduction in mahog- 
any, with simulated bamboo fretwork 
in the headboard ($420); a copy of an 
Tralian Palladian design, made of pear- 
wood, with a remarkably graceful inset 
of rosewood ($360); and a fine Chip- 
pendale model in mahogany ($260). 
The prices refer to single beds and in- 
clude only headboards; side rails and a 
footboard are $75 extra, and it costs 
anywhere from $60 to $215 more to 
make the bed double size. —S. H. 

TOWN 

On the forgotten si- 
ding, weeds grow, between 
sway-backed boxcars, drop- 
sical gondolas dripping 
gray dust. Who needs 
empty, red, slatted hop- 
per cars used for shipping 
exhausted ore? Bees 
hum, and Ramén Gonzé- 
lez thinks, sitting on 
his wooden steps, in Mex- 
ican. I can’t call 
to him be- 

cause here comes the main line’s living shriek 
and clatter with a swaying swoosh, the sun flash- 
ing from eighty windows; white, blind grub faces, 
in hermetically sealed glass, click-clack past. 

Fishing-pole grass 
grows on the dead 
spur track where Ra- 
mén’s house is anchored 
fast; rusty wheels spread 
among the thistles sa- 
bre sharp and stacks 
of ties where crickets sing; 
a grave of names on red 
neglected cars on the si- 
ding, ding, ding. 

—JoHN ATHERTON 
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PIC 
HIGH FIDELITY 

HITS OF THE MONTH 
Recordings of classical and popular 
works in dazzling Radial Sound of- 

fered for a limited time only at the 
special price of $2.98. Each of these 
splendid recordings ordinarily retails 
at $3.98. 

FOR JULY — AUGUST 
  

  
  

TCHAIKOVSKY=... 
IN D MAJOR FOR VIOLIN AND ORCS 

CONCERTO NO, TIN GM 
NIN ANI ORCTTESTI 

AHTHUR CROMIAUK + 
CONDUCTING THE VIE? 
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TCHAIKOVSKY: Concerto in D Major for Violin 
and Orchestra, Op, 35—BRUCH: Concerto No. 1 
in G Minor for Violin and Orchestra, Op. 26— 
Arthur Grumiaux, violinist, with the Vienna 
Symphony Orchestra, Bogo Lescovich conduct- 
ing. LC 3365 

IE GOLDEN BOY ROY HA 
SF, 

THE GOLDEN BOY: Roy Hamilton—For music 
to dance to, sing along with, or just solidly 
listen to, you'd have to go a far piece to match 
the boy whose rock is rhythmic and roll re- 
strained—in short, Roy Hamilton! LN 3364 

(for a limited $2.98 EACH “zx 
zz, 
Sie riveuiy 2 
= = SEPIC:= 
“=.__RADIAL SOUND = 

ZINN 
A PRODUCT OF CBS 

® "Epic" Marcas Reg. “CBS” T.M.
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at the 

Curragh 

of Kildare 

  

From the Book of Kells 
(Seventh Century) 

Back nv ta pawn of history, King 
Conari of Ireland kept a royal stable of 
thoroughbred horses. Ancient records 
from the first century A.D. tell of his 
entries in the races held at the Curragh 
of Kildare. The royal sport is still dear 
to the hearts of Irishmen, and still the 
pounding of thoroughbréd hooves thun- 
ders over this famous racecourse. 

Like Ireland’s horses and their riders, 
Irish Whiskey ranks among the greatest 

in the world. So it should, for whiskey 
was born in Ireland. 1t is still made from 
the finest grains, the purest water, and 
aged with loving care. 

Enjoy this whiskey with a thorough- 
bred tradition—mild, smooth, flavour- 
some ‘Irish’: Take it straight, with tonic, 
highballed, mixed, on-the-rocks, or in 
Irish coffee. You'll agree it’s a very fine 

whiskey indeed. 
Small wonder so many men who know 

ALL whiskeys drink ‘IRISH. 

IRISH 
WHISKEY 

  
IRISH WHISKEY DISTILLERS, IRELAND 
‘Dunphy's Originallrish, Gilbey's Crock o' Gold, John Jameson, 
John Locke, John Power, Old Bushmills, Paddy, Tullamore Dew   

THE LORD DID THE REST 
EFORE I came for a stay of 
some length in the United States, 
T used to wonder why Americans 

were so good at games. In England, it 
had scemed that it might possibly have 
something to do with America’s being a 
hard-currency area. Or did it come 
from drinking all that milk and orange 
juice? Now I have been here nearly 
a year, and I have discovered why 
Americans win games. It has nothing 
to do with orange juice (I drink it my- 
sclf, and still puff climbing stairs) or 
dollars. ‘The explanation is very sim- 
ple: the victorious American athletes 
have God on their side. Superficially, 
this looks like a modern example of the 
adage that God is on the side of the 
big battalions. But the truth is subtler; 
God and the leading American athletes 
understand cach other. 

I first began to grasp this fact when 
I read a newspaper account of Tom 
Courtney’s victory in the 800 metres 
at the Olympics. Derek Johnson, the 
English hope, had shot ahead of 
his competitors in the last stretch and 
apparently had won the race; the 
gold medal had been as good as in 
his pocket. But Courtney, who had 
already made his “final” spurt, made 
another and passed Johnson to win 
narrowly. In an interview after the 
race, Courtney said, “I ran out of 
steam thirty yards from the tape and the 
Lord really helped me 
the rest of the way.” 
Against collusion of 
this sort, such British 
resources as grit, guts, 

and determination are 
clearly useless and out- 
dated. 

American athletes 
are thankful for the as- 
sistance they receive 
from God, and rightly 
so. Glenn Davis, who 
won the 400-metre 
hurdles at Melbourne, 
said, “When I crossed 
the linc, I just looked 
up in the sky and said “Thanks. 

Most formidable in the U.S. squad 
was an actual minister of religion, 
whose victory could scarcely have been 
in doubt at any time. Life had a photo- 
graph of Rev. Bob Richards, the pole 
vaulter, in prayer after having made a 
leap. The caption is eloquent: “Pole 
vaulter Bob Richards waits prayer- 
fully as bar he has just cleared quivers. 
It stayed up at Olympic record height 
of 14 feet 11% inches.” Naturally. 

One might suppose that American 

  

i 

  

athletes have an entente with God be- 
fore the games and that His actual 
assistance is given only at crucial mo- 
ments. But no—He had a hand in se- 
lecting the Olympic squad. “I believe 
in the Lord very much,” said Milt 
Campbell, an American decathlon com- 

petitor, who, at the trials, was beaten 
for the third hurdles position. “In my 
mind came the thought that the Lord 
didn’t want me to be a hurdler. He 
wanted me to be in the decathlon, and 
so I went to the decathlon trials.” 
It is almost superfluous to add that 
Campbell won the gold medal in the 
decathlon, setting an Olympic record. 

So far, the American athletes’ alli- 

ance with God scems largely unchal- 
lenged, although I did read of an Aus- 
tralian girl high jumper who may have 
been trying to cut in. She read the Bible 
between jumps. But she did not win 
an Olympic gold medal; clearly other 
nations have a long way to go. Yet 
some Americans are evidently worried 
that there may be a threat to their 
monopoly. A New York journalist 
was sent to Melbourne just to find out 
the incidence of Christianity among the 
competitors. 

HE intervention of God is not re- 
stricted to track meets. T have not 

heard Him directly invoked in base- 
ball, but I was very impressed, when 

watching a ball game 
on television, to sce 
occasionally substituted 
for the usual beer com- 

mercial an appeal to 
go to church. I thought 
at first that this juxta- 
position of baseball and 
religion was incongru- 
ous, but on mature 
reflection I realize 
that my first thought 
was naive. In fact, 
God even gets into the 
television big-money 
games. On one quiz 
program, a competitor 

said she had asked friends to pray for 
her rival as well as for her, since no 
one knew whom God would will to 
win. Her theology was a little more 
complex than that of the athletes. 

I have wondered why God is not 
interested in gymnastics and Greco- 
Roman wrestling, where the Russians 
carried off so many Olympic pr 
the Americans were undistingu 
Perhaps He will get around to these 
sports by 1960. But recently He has 
been preoccupied with boxing. Floyd 

   



      

   
...the exciting story of people... 

what they do, what they feel, what they want, 

what they think . . . an ever-changing story 

told with warmth, understanding and wonder. 

u read by more than 20,000,000 people 

«+. capture.
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     BROADWAY MUSICAL 
JAMBOREE     

      

Thelma Ritter 
in the New Musical      
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WALLACE ~~ PRUD'HOMME 

PRICES: Evgs.: Mon. thru Thur: 
Divans (First 9 Rows) $8.60; Orcl 

       

  

   
    

    

     

    

  

3.00, Wed.” Mat 
$4.80; Orc 

. $4.00, 3.50. Baic. $3.00, 2.50, 
rch. Divans (First 9 Rows) $5.00; 
Mezz. $4.00, 3.50; Balc. $3.00, 

  

      

  

         con. 46th Street THEATRE 226, Veest 
Circle 6-4271 © Mats. Wed. & Sat. 

  

     

  

   

    

  

  

  

RALLY CRITICS AWARD 

BEST MUSICAL OF THE YEAR 
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FRANK LOESSER'S MUSICAL 

THE MOST HAPPY FELLA 
starring ROBERT WEEDE 

MAIL ORDERS FILLED 
PRICES: Eves. Mon. thru Sat.: Orch. $7.50; Mezz. $6.25; 
Balc. $4.95, 4.30, 3.60, 3.00, 2.50. Mars. Wed. & Sat. 

fc. $3. 2.50, 2,00, 
nd LIST 2 

          

         

  

         ALTERNATE DATES, 
Bh, IMPERIAL THEA, W. 45 St., N.Y. 

  

        
  

= 1— Atkinson, ELECTRIFYING THE TOWN?" — Atkinson. 

Prices: EVES: Orch. $8.05: Mezz. $6.90; Bale. 
$5.20, 3.60, 3.00, 2.50, MATS. WED. & SAT.: Orch. $4.80; Mezz. $4.30; Bale. $3.60, 3.00. 2.50. 
Alr-Cond. MAJESTIC THEA. 245 W. 44th St. 

  

  

     AL "GLORIOUSLY FUNNY" KERR Her 717 
‘GEOROE AXELROD and CLINTON WILDER preven WP 

CYRIL RITCHARD 
A NEW COMEDY BY GORE VIDAL 

VISIT=SMALL PLANET 
4 + EDWARD ANDREWS 

nim Coma. BOOTH, W.45 St. Eves, 40. Mats. Wed. & Sat. 

       

        
      

  

     

Patterson, who a few months ago won 
the heavyweight boxing championship, | 
is excellent testimony to God’s present 
concern. Patterson is on very intimate 
terms with—in his phrase—“the Fel- 
low upstairs.” Their combination was 
ruthless and irresistible. Victory w 
inevitable. “The Lord was in my cor- 
ner—I just couldn’t miss,” Patterson 
said afterward. “He’s the one who put 
the heavyweight crown on my head— 
sure couldn’t have done it without Him. 
From the moment I stepped in the ring 
I just knew I was destined to have my 
hand raised from above.” One cannot 
but feel sorry for Archie Moore, the 
underequipped opponent facing certain 
defeat. “The target was in sight and 
I just let fly with a short left,” Patter- 
son went on. “I could see his eyes go 
glassy as he fell back, and 1 knew that 
if he got up it wouldn’t do him any 
good. T just hit him again, and the Lord 
did the rest.” 

Amen. 

  

—Joun Day 

This letter is to inquire and verify re- 
ceipt of my entry in the PHotopLAY Cut- 
Out Picture Puzzle Contest. I would very 
much like to know if my entry was re- 
ceived by you as it took me several weeks 
to prepare it each evening after work, 
when my children had retired. 

(MRgs.) Groria WoNG FENNESSY 
New York, New York 

Many, many letters like the above were 
received, and we should like to thank all 
our readers for the enthusiasm with which 
they entered this contest. Inasmuch as we 
received over 25,000 entries, we are sorry 
that it was impossible to acknowledge 
each one individually. 

After our December issue came out the 
entries started coming in, and our offices 
were filled with the most fantastic works 
of art. Just before Christmas many little 
trees were delivered, with the finished pic- 
tures hung on the branches, and we placed 
each of these where they could be seen to 
best advantage. 

A treasure chest of the stars’ pictures 
was ope of the most beautiful entries. This 
was hand-made. put together with spag- 
hetti as part of the frame, split peas used 
as nail-heads—all painted in gold and 
white—and each star’s picture was framed 
in the same way. We were heartbroken 
to find that a few of the names were mis- 
spelled and it therefore had to be dis- 
qualified —Photoplay. 

Answer Mrs, Fennessy’s question! 

Among rank-and-file members of his 
own Democratic party, 28 per cent told 
interviewers for the Gallup Poll that they 
did not know who Kennedy is. 

On the other hand, 12 per cent of Dem- 
ocrats questioned said they did not know 
why Kefauver is—Portland (Maine) 
Sunday Telegram. 

Yeah, but that’s another matter. 
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EVENING 

1 called him to come in, 
The wide lawn darkened so. 
Laughing, he held his chin 
And hid beside a bush. 
The light gave him a push; 
Shadowy grass moved slow. 
He crept on agile toes 
Under a sheltering rose. 

His mother, still beyond 
The bare porch and the door, 
Called faintly, out of sound, 
And vanished with her voice. 
T caught his curious cycs 
Measuring me, and more-— 
The light dancing behind 
My shoulder in the wind. 

Then, struck beyond belief 
By the child’s voice I heard, 
I saw his hair turn leaf, 
His dancing toes divide 
‘To hoofs on either side, 
One hand become a bird. 
Startled, I held my tongue 
“To hear what note he sang. 

Where was the boy gone now? 
1 stood on the grass, alone. 
Swung from the apple bough, 
‘The bees ignored my cry. 
A dog roved past, and T 
Turned up a sinking stone, 
But found beneath no more 
Than grasses dead last year. 

Suddenly, lost and cold, 
T knew the yard lay bare. 
1 longed to touch and hold 
My child, my talking child, 
Laughing or tame or wild, 
Solid in light and air, 
“The supple hands, the face 
To fill that barren place. 

  

Slowly, the leaves descended, 
The birds resolved to hands; 
Laugh, and the charm was ended, 
‘The hungry boy stepped forth. 
He stood on the hard earth, 
Like one who understands 
Fairy and ghost, but less 
Our human loneliness. 

Then, on the withering lawn 
He walked beside my arm. 
Trees and the sun were gone, 
Everything gone but us. 
His mother sang in the house, 
And kept our supper warm, 
And loved us, God knows how, 
The wide earth darkened so.   —J ames WriGHT 
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8 Races Daily 
First Race 1:15 P. M. 
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Jor a Week or Weekend 
Superb meals and comfortable 
accommodations await you at 
the beautifully situated Inn ad- 
joining Princeton University 
campus. 100 fine rooms. Cocktail 
lounge. Meeting rooms. Golf. 
Ample parking. Air Conditioned. 

"DOUBLE ROOMS FROM $8.00 
WRITE, OR CALL PRINCETON 1.5200 
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PRINCETON, N. J. 
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CHIANTI 

have you ever tasted real Chianti? 
THINK before you answer. Only 
Chianti imported from Italy's famed 
Chianti region bears the proud symbol 
of the black rooster. Ask for Brolio.... 
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MUSICAL 
EVENTS 
Jazz Records 

N the three years 
since its forma- 

tion, the Modern 
y Jazz Quartet, which 

is made up of John 
Lewis, piano, Milt 
Jackson, vibraphone, 
Percy Heath, bass, 

and Connie Kay, drums, has become, 
along with Gerry Mulligan’s various 
groups and the Jimmy Giuffre Trio, 
one of the most intelligent, stubborn, 
and cheering of all modern-jazz groups. 
Most contemporary small-band jazz 
depends on stiff, bony ensemble pas- 
sages, which are used only as terminal 
points for long strings of solos. But the 
Modern Jazz Quartet, although it has 
occasionally frittered away a good deal 
of its subtle, intense inventions in a 
delicate tangle of structural devices like 
the fugue and the rondo, has rejuvenat- 
ed, in a brilliant and fascinating manner, 
two of the carliest and most basic in- 
gredients in jazz—collective improvisa- 
tion and the blues, which were prema- 
turely swamped in the nineteen-thirties 
by the stentorian arrival of the big jazz 
bands and great individualists, like 
Louis Armstrong and Coleman Haw- 
kins. The quartet’s soloists, who are most 
often Jackson and Lewis, usually per- 
form—because of the close-knit, aston- 
ishingly sensitive nature of the group— 
more as temporary offshoots from 
tight, central frameworks than as inde- 
pendent improvisers stepping baldly off 
into space. When Jackson, who gets a 
rich, forceful, quavering tone from his 
instrument, solos, Lewis works out a 
clear but discreet secondary melodic line 
behind him that is sometimes so provoca- 
tive that it unintentionally upstages 
Jackson. (Lewis has the rare gift 
among jazz pianists of being able to act 
both as a sympathetic and agrecably 
distorted echo of the soloist he is sup- 
porting and as a convenient source of 
choice phrases that the soloist, if flag- 
ging, can lean on.) Thus the group is 
always in a state of ready and casy 
counterpoint, where, in the busiest pas- 
sages, all the performers seem to jostle 
each other graciously, like the occupants 
of a crowded royal box. 

ide from the consistent excellence 
of its playing, much of the success of the 
group is due to its leader, Lewis, who is 
also an exceptional composer and ar- 
ranger. Although his playing—simple, 
single-note melodic lines that have a shy, 
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for dining . 
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Whether you come for a meal, a 
weekend or longer, you'll enjoy the 
attractive Hotel Thayer at the U. S. 
Military Academy—only 40 miles 
fromNewYorkCity.Cocktail Lounge. 

SUNDAY DINNER Served from 12 fo 8 P.M. 
LUNCHEONS from $1.50 + DINNERS from $2.60 
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FOR SALE 
Ideal Artist's Home 

2 studios, 3 bedrooms, 14 baths, dining 
room, modern kitchen, Chrysler Air Temp 
heat. 2 garages. 1 acre, beautiful garden. 
near harbor and shopping center. $25.000 
50 Raymond Street Uniper 1-5454 
  

             Fok Gull 
803 Madison Ave, at 68th St. * RE 4-1680 
LUNCHEON « cocktails * DINNER 
Open Sunday Entertainment till 4 A.M. 
Rooms for private parties + Diners’ Club 
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crystalline quality, an almost inaudible 
left hand, and a calm, teatime ap- 
proach—has a deceptive, amateur air, 
he is an uncanny performer, who often 
puts together, from ingenious combi- 
nations of nearly childish figures, solos 
that take on the tireless ring of classic 
improvisations. In addition, Lewis, who 
is thirty-seven and holds a couple of 
degrees in music, probably has no equal 
in contemporary jazz as a melodic com- 
poser. His melodies, which are usually 
derived from the blues, have a grace- 
ful and enormously appealing melan- 
choly that sticks fast in the mind, much 
in the manner of such simpler pioncer- 
ing jazz compositions as “Royal Gar- 
den Blues” and “That’s a Plenty.” 
Two of them—“Django,” written as 
a requiem for the late French guitarist 
Django Reinhardt, and “Two Degrees 
East, Three Degrees West” —have al- 
ready become indestructible jazz tunes. 

The quartet's new recording, “The 
Modern Jazz Quartet” (Atlantic 
1265), is admirably crisp and unclut- 
tered. In addition to Lewis's “La 
Ronde,” a two-minute piece that offers 
some resounding solo wire-brush work 
by Kay, and “Baden-Baden,” a fast 
blues by Jackson and bassist Ray 
Brown, it consists of nine standard 
tunes, five of which form a ballad med- 
ley played as a single unit. “Bags” 
Groove” and “Baden-Baden” are per- 
haps the most forthright recordings the 
group has yet made. Both have simple 
structures and straightforward solos, 
while Kay, a superior drummer who 
generally uses the wire brushes, shifts 
to sticks and forces the group into 
steady, irresistible gallops. The quartet’s 
collective approach is particularly appar- 
ent in “Between the Devil and the 
Deep Blue Sea.” During Jackson’s scc- 
ond solo, Lewis drifts in behind him 
with a series of queer, limping tremolo 
phrases that seem to nudge Jackson 
quietly and firmly along, as if otherwise 
he might falter and, in doing so, take 
the whole group down with him. 

  

Ne drumming appears 
to have become permanently set 

in the narrow, florid, and often insen- 
sitive patterns of the drummer Max 
Roach, who, in the past seven or eight 
years, has had as much influence on his 
instrument as Charlie Parker on his. A 
new recording, “Orgy in Rhythm: Art 
Blakey” (Blue Note 1554), though a 
sometimes unruly, tobogganing affair, 
is a stirring exception to the staccato, 
typewriter insistence of the Roach 
school. Blakey, whose style is full of 
mushrooming cymbal sounds and up- 
roarious, tidal snare-drum rolls, is 
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joined on the trap drums by Arthur 

Taylor, Specs Wright, and Jo Jones, 
the last two of whom occasionally take 

turns on the timpani. Also present are 

Ray Bryant, piano; Herbie Mann, flute; 
‘Wendell Marshall, bass; and a steaming 

Afro-Cuban rhythm section, made up 
of Sabu, on the bongos and timbales, 
and four others, who rattle away on 
conga drums, timbales, maracas, the 
cencerro, and the tree log. Of the four 
numbers on the record, three are large- 

ly Afro-Cuban, and have opening and 
closing sections in which a series of 
rousing chants are got off by Sabu and 
Blakey. In between are such disarming 
things as Jones racketing along against 

a conga-drum background; sharp, rifle- 
like bongo drums pitted against the 

subterranean rumbling of the timpani; 
and, in a couple of places, three trap 
drummers playing vigorous unison fig- 
ures with all the authority and noise of 

the millennium. Blakey takes a stunning 

solo in a number called “Toffi,” and in 

“Split Skins” the Afro-Cuban drum- 

mers rest while Blakey, Taylor, and 
Jones work out an intricate series of 

supporting and solo figures, not to men- 

tion a solo that is probably the best one 
Jones has ever recorded. Although the 
notes on the record help designate which 
soloist is which, it might be of some addi- 

tional use to know that, in all the din, 

both Taylor and Wright produce iden- 
tical heavy, clipped, rather wooden 
sounds, Jones a lighter, crisper, almost 
startled ‘sound, and Blakey a muzzy, 
booming sound. 

Pre a small New York firm, 
has reissued, on one side of a twelve- 

inch long-playing record called “Walk- 
in’; Miles Davis All Stars” (Prestige 
LP-7076), a recording made about 
three years ago, with Davis, trumpet; 

Jay Jay Johnson, trombone; Lucky 
Thompson, tenor saxophone; Horace 

Silver, piano; Percy Heath, bass; and 
Kenny Clarke, drums, all of whom 
play, in two extended blucs—“Walk- 
in’ and “Blue ’N Boogie” —some of 
the best and most sustained modern- 

jazz improvisation set down in the past 

decade. On the second side, Davey 
Schildkraut, alto saxophone, replaces 
Johnson and Thompson, and the results 

(there are three standard tunes), 

though far more dulcet, are only slight- 
ly inferior. This is a remarkable record. 

—WHITNEY BALLIETT 

EISENHOWER, 
CONGRESS TO 

HAVE LUNCH 
—The Times. 

Bon appétit. 
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pleasant atmosphere you 
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There’s stretch-out comfort for six. 
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Waterview = 

‘A Homesites On 

_4 GARDINERS BAY 
Qn Barnes Landing, on Gardiners Bay, 

I offers an exceptionally fine > 
location for your summer or year {42 
round home. Waterview sites, 3 

  

“> only a few hundred feet from 
oo Gardiners Bay, are $975 per lot, 
o/ minimum 3. The lots farther 
"&_ from the waterfront are much less. == A= 

  Actual waterfront is also 
available. The price is more, of 

/, course. Drive out Montauk Highway 

(Route 27) through East Hampton 
to Amagansett. At the Amagansett => 

railroad station, turn left and 

follow the Barnes Landing signs. 

Or write or phone for a folder 
containing additional information. 
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THE CURRENT 
CINEMA 

The Deadly Needle 

5 ABOUT the only 
! drug addicts T 

paid much attention 
to untl recently 
were Sherlock 
Holmes, De Quin- 
cey, and the gang of 
Oriental hashish fan- 
ciers who ornament 
the works of Sax 

Rohmer. For all their fondness for nar- 
cotics, though, none of them ever struck 
me as pitiable victims of a vicious habit. 
As a matter of fact, what with Holmes 

finding tranquillity, De Quincey immor- 
tality, and the Fu Manchu crowd bliss 
in the drug habit, they often seemed to 
demonstrate that theres much to be 
said for a judicious jolt every now and 
then. However, the movies of late have 
entered several rebuttals to the notion 
that narcotics do good like a proper drug 
should. Having shown us some of the 
woeful effects of the habit in “The Man 
with the Golden Arm” and “Monkey 
on My Back,” Hollywood has contin- 
ued to build up its case in “A Hatful of 
Rain,” a picture adapted from a play 
that ran on Broadway a couple of years 
ago. 

‘The film—written by Michael V. 
Gazzo (who wrote the original drama) 
and Alfred Hayes, and directed by Fred 
Zinnemann—gets off to a rather slow 
start but works up a lot of momentum 
before the climax has been reached. It 
has to do with a war hero who, after be- 
ing gravely wounded, is shot full of 
morphine at a military hospital. When 
we first encounter him, our man, unable 
to shake off the habit thus accidentally 
acquired, is living with his conspicuously 
pregnant wife and his brother in a hous- 
ing development on the lower East Side. 
Although he has been hopped up to the 
nines for several months, his wife is 
unaware of the nature of his predica- 
ment, and when he goes off into the 
night in search of drugs, she concludes 
that he’s up to some extramarital she- 
nanigans. To complicate matters, the 
brother, who has almost bankrupted 
himself in supplying the unfortunate fel- 
low with money for narcotics, is desper- 
ately in love with the pregnant lady. As 
it happens, both brothers have had a 
distressing time of it in their carly years, 
when they were placed in a series of 
homes by their father, a widowed bar- 

   

  tender. When Father, a resident of 
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Florida, decides to visit his sons—mostly 
because he wants to pick up twenty-five 
hundred dollars that the now bankrupt 
brother once promised him—things be- 
come very sticky emotionally. Upbraid- 
ing one son for not being able to produce 
the cash, and praising the other for 
being a model youth, the bartender, a 
singularly obtuse type, has everybody 
hopelessly disturbed in a very short 
while. 

As is customary in dramas about 
dope, there are several dreadful peddlers 
of the stuff on view, and in their utter 
depravity they occasionally come peril- 

\ ously close to caricature. But while the 
| movie is wildly sensational in places, 
| there is enough solid melodrama to keep 
you reasonably interested, and some of 

\ the dialogue has a fairly lively flavor. 
{ Mr. Zinnemann docs an excellent job 

pictorially as he surveys various facets of 
Manhattan (although I don’t think our 
housing administrators arc going to en- 
dorse his bleak view of their creations), 
and the cast he has assembled is com- 

mendable. As the drug addict, Don 
Murray is as plausible as anybody could 
be in such a bizarre situation, and, as his 
wife, Eva Maric Saint is lovely and ap- 
pealing. In Lloyd Nolan Mr. Zinne- 
mann has found exactly the right man 
to play the crude bartender, and he was 

! fortunate indeed to have Anthony 
Franciosa on hand to depict the brother. 

{ Whenever the melodramatic pyrotech- 
nics die down, as they sometimes do, 
Mr. Franciosa reveals quite a nice talent 

—Joux McCARTEN 
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Weve thought of it many times. 

fabulous 
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East 
Chicago 

ACCURACY 
The TTS Sports Wire puts a great 

premium on accuracy. 
Making a correction on the TTS wire is 

a major operation and double checking 
the box, for both style and fact, is mandi- 
tory.—d. P. Sports Log. 

This rare 8 YEAR OLD Kentucky Straight g 
Prepare the operating room at once Bourbon is demanded by people who know 

and appreciate the ultimate in pleasure. Un- . 

matched and unchallenged for satisfying 

flavor and light bodied aroma, OLD BARTON 

is proudly served in famous gathering places 

from coast fo coast. 
Distinctively gift carloned 365 days a year. 

DEPT. OF HIGHER LEARNING 
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[From the University of 
Buffalo student handbook. 1956-57 

Pan HerLesic Counce 
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symbolism to the coordinating body of 
the sororities on the U. B. campus 

BARTON DISTILLING COMPANY 
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UNITED NATIONS 

STAMPS 
The United Nations Philatelic 

Information Committee 
announces the publication of its 
latest booklet “WHY U.N.? 
A copy will be mailed without 
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COMMITTEE New York 36, N.Y. 
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S its title indi- 
cates, P. H. 

Newby’s “Revolu- 
tion and Roses’ 
(Knopf) is about the 
flourishing of love 
and romance in the 

midst of a political upheaval, and since 
it is a comedy, it quite expectedly uses 
the romance to show up the silliness of 
the revolution. The revolution is the 
coup by which the Egyptian officer corps 
under General Naguib overthrew King 
Farouk—a revolution peculiarly suited 
to Mr. Newby’s purposes, since it not 
only had a comic-opera quality but was 
almost completely bloodless, and there- 
fore easier to laugh at than the revolu- 
tion that smashes a great many eggs in 
order to make its omelet. Tt is the Egyp- 
tians who have had the last laugh; their 
“silly” revolution has had momentous 
consequences for the world, and partic- 
ularly for the British. As an English- 
man whose business is humor, Mr. 
Newby cannot be insensitive to this 
irony, but it is not obtrusive 
in his book. 

In fact, any sort of irony is 
missing from “Revolution and 
Roses.” Mr. Newby dissolves his 
caustic observations about people 
in a warm bath of benevolence; 
almost every character is made 
ridiculous and then patted on the 
back and made “lovable.” This 
revolution is less than bloodless; 
it does not bring out even the 
merest touch of malice or cruel- 
ty in anyone, which leaves Mr. 
Newby with very little to casti- 
gate. The main Egyptian char- 
acter—Mahmoud Ychia, an 
Army licutenant who has a fan- 
tastically disproportionate sense 
of soldierly honor and asks to be 
held responsible for Farouk’s cs- 
cape from Alexandria because 
he was courting an English- 
woman when the King fled—is 
a prime object of Mr. Newby’s 
bland derision until he is sudden- 
ly brought in limping and wear- 
ing a civilian suit “so padded that 
he appeared about four fect 
across the shoulders,” hollow- 
checked and appallingly aged. 
(“I have changed, yes? You 
see my hair. Grey! Yes, grey 
here and here. I am an old man. 
We grow old in Egypt quick- 
ly”) This shift from satire to 

  

  

BOOKS 
Opéra Bouffe on the Nile 

pathos prepares us for the transforma- 
tion of Yehia into a figure of dignity. 

“This desire to have it both ways is evi- 
dent, too, in the treatment of the Brit- 
ish. A parade of stock comic carica- 
tures passes through the novel, and Mr. 
Newby, who never bothers to do more 
than make them instantly recognizable 
as the usual types of postwar British 
comedy, clearly expects the mere sight 
of them to arouse his readers to merri- 
ment. The minute he introduces us to 
young Tim Blainey (“The very thin 
fair hair . . . the pursed-up lips, the but- 
ton nose . . . he was like a girl in his in- 
nocence”), we know exactly where we 
are. Tim is the obtuse, incredibly pro- 
vincial young Englishman whose stu- 
pidity will provide a chuckle or two, and 
then will finally become a kind of virtue, 
a sign of incorruptible moral purity. 
Elaine Brent, the newspaperwoman 
who sneaks into Egypt to cover the rev- 
olution and, as a result of attracting the 

amorous attentions of Yehia, becomes 
an important figure in the confused po- 

  
“Mirror, mirror on the wall, 

Who is the fairest one of all?” 

“Elizabeth Taylor.” 
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litical machinations of both the royalists 
and the Naguibites, has this same re- 
deeming stupidity. She is another stereo- 
type in Mr. Newby’s well-stocked gal- 
lery—the thirtyish bachelor girl trying 
to carve out a career in a man’s world 
but really much more concerned about 
the state of her coiffure than the state of 
the nation. Later, when the inevitable 
colonial officer (acting Vice-Consul 
Waldo Grimbley) appears, puffing 
away at his pipe and saying, “Blainey, 
which of you is Blainey? I’ve heard of 
you. Now, which branch of the family 
is it? There was an Irish branch. I 
knew the Gloucester Blaineys. Old Sir 
Edward. ...Well, what d’you want? 
. . . Hope you're not after passages to 
England. No time for yellow-bellies,” 
the air of cozy familiarity grows even 
thicker. And Mr. Newby also throws 
in the Second Secretary of the British 
Embassy (“ ‘But I don’t suppose they’ll 
come to much harm. Women, you 
know. Courteous to women, and all 
that sart of thing. ‘Why not join our 

party? Harriet says there are 
going to be charades’”), and 
the sabre-rattling tabloid journ- 
alt. Wyvell Speen (* ‘We 
ought to see the Ambassador. 
Why don’t we go and see the 
Ambassador? . .. That Brent 
in the hands of the wogs, I can’t 
stand the thought of it’ ”). 

In “Revolution and Roses,” 
then, Mr. Newby invites his 
readers to contemplate an Egypt 
full of harmless and charming 
buffoons and a group of Eng- 
Iishmen who could hardly run a 
grocery store, much less an em- 
pire. What are we to make of 
this picture? The character 
through whom Mr. Newby com- 
ments on the action, Tim Blai- 
ney’s brother, Eric—a middle- 
aged Englishman who has a 
beautiful young Greek wife and 
works in his father-in-law’s cof- 
fee business—displays a weary, 
tolerant awareness of the stupid- 
ity and fecklessness of Egyptian 
and Briton alike. Then he sud- 
denly becomes fed up and begins, 
half ironically, to harangue the 
Second Secretary of the Em- 
bassy, partly in an effort to shock 
this bewildered young official 
and partly to let off steam: 

“Well, Thomas, to hell with all 
liberal ideas, I say. ... Down with 
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Where Comfort Adds, 
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You can’t help a child up a hill with- 

out getting near the top yourself! 

The New York City Mission Society maintains 
the largest Protestant camping program for under- 
privileged children in New York City. Last year 
2,298 boys and girls enjoyed 38.397 camping days 
at the Society's fhree upstate camps, Green Acres, 
Minisink, Sharparoon, and other camps as well. 

  

     

The need is so much greater than the funds 
available. Will you help New York children of all 
races and creeds enjoy an experience in God's 
great outdoors that can change their lives, 
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by 

    

my contribution of §.. 

   
      

    

    

Please make check payable to 
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105 ost 220d Street, New York 10 
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self-determination! No votes for women! 
Three cheers for the British Empire! 

- 1 disagree with selflessness. I don’t be- 
lieve that the other man is as good as I am. 
My conscience has been overvalued. I have 
discovered all too late in life that I am tem- 
peramentally a reactionary, and from now 
on my conduct will be governed by greed 
and naked self-interest.” 

And finally, losing his composure alto- 
gether, he turns in a rage on his father- 
in-law (who, with his pitiful reverence 
for culture and his sublime incompre- 
hension of the Western ideas that make 
up his “philosophy,” seems to represent 
for Mr. Newby the new intellectual of 
the rising colonial countries): “I don’t 
believe in education. . . . Your ideas are 
all rubbish! I understand perfectly well, 
but they’re all rubbish!” This is Mr. 
Newby joining in for the moment with 
the Kingsley Amises and John Wains, 
that chorus of “angry young men” who 
have lately come into prominence in 
English letters and whose response to 
the declining fortunes of their country 
and to the dullness of life there has been 
to cry out “A plague on both your 
houses,” while declaring truculently 
that they believe in nothing and care 
even less. 

But anger is not Mr. Newby’s char- 
acteristic note. The main assertion of 
“Revolution and Roses” is that there is 
no point in getting angry with anyone. 
Revolution or no revolution, the Egyp- 
tians are still as foolish and endearing as 
ever, and as impossible to take seriously; | © 
empire or no empire, the British arc 
what they always were, and that—ridic- 
ulous though it may scem at times—is 
better than anything else in sight. This 
assertion of the essential superiority of 
the British character is made quietly; it 
is assumed to be too self-evident to re- 
quire demonstration. Mr. Newby never 
puts us in danger of believing that Tim 
Blaincy and Elaine Brent and Wyvell 
Speen are really England. All they are, 
like all such stereotypes in postwar Eng- 
lish comedy, is evidence of the ability of 
the British to laugh at themselves, and 

consequently yet another demonstration 
of their abiding greatness. 

—NorMAN PoDHORETZ 

BRIEFLY NOTED 

FICTION 

Coup bE GrACE, by Marguerite Your- 
cenar, translated from the French 

by Grace Frick in collaboration with 
the author (Farrar, Straus & Cud- 
ahy). A short, melancholy novel, set 
in the form of a casual reminiscence 
by a German soldier of fortune, who 
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i Your Bathrobe, Sir...” 
Everything's been thought of for 

your comfort at the Manger 
Hay-Adams, America’s finest small 

hotel . . . from fully-stocked 
bathroom chests to individual 
terry cloth bathrobes. 200 rooms 
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Cheval Blane 
“A Gay bit of Paris in New York™ 
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No) 145 EAST 45th STREET 
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WHICH COMES FIRST...THE LEMON OR THE SALT? 

Decisions, decisions! Ah, but learn well the secret pleasures of Tequila Unadorned, 
a discovery which delighted the conquistadores of Old Mexico centuries ago. 

First, a smidgin of salt... placed on the back of the hand... then to the lips to pique the 
taste buds (fractious fellows, they) n the Cuervo. Afterward, some say, a 

touch-taste of lemon adds just the right tartness for full savor. V Jose Cuervo tequila? 

Aficionados fervently declare there is no other, that its distinctive character 
puts Cuervo in a class apart. It has been thus for 150 years... a fine liquor of 

the New World. No snob, Cuervo is thoroughly enjoyable straight (or with a dash of 
Maggi Seasoning), or in your favored highballs and cocktails. Try Cuervo today! 

SOLE U.S. IMPORTERS / YOUNG'S MARKET COMPANY, LOS ANGELES, CALIFORNIA  



    
Few shows have the bounce of “Li'l Abner,” yet this high- 
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on Sadie Hawkins Day. . . 
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lighting, colored spotlights. 

  

From Stupefyin’ Jones to Daisy Mae, Super Anscochrome shows Hot pursuit, stopped cold! Denizens of Dogpateh show up sharply 

entire scene in crisp and colorful detail. The super speed of this new even at 1/100 sec., f/3.5. Super Anscochrome, the world’s fastest 

color film lets you use smaller lens openings; gives pictures greater depth. color film, is actually faster than standard black-and-white films! 

FILM SPEED 100. Maybe you will never shoot a 

show, but Super Anscochrome’s Exposure Index of 100 means 
you can be sure of superb color at dawn or dusk . . . or indoors 
With just window light. On vacation, too, in bad weather, when 
you've got to shoot or miss the chance altogether! Super 
‘Anscochrome is the premium-quality color film. It’s premium- 
priced, too—but wait until you see your slides and prints! 

    
Available in 
120-size rolls 
and 35mm magazines. 
Daylight type. 

Important! Tf yours is a snapshot camera, Super Anscochrome 
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COLOR 
CAMERA? 
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NEW ANSCO MEMAR 
has features you'll 

find on cameras costing 

three times as much 
...yet it’s so simple, even a first-time 
photographer can get great color, black- 
and-white, flash pictures. Single-stroke 
lever sets the shutter, advances the film, 
counts shots, prevents double exposures 
automatically! //3.5 lens. Synchronized 
for flash, strobe. $41 50 

    
ANSCO 

Super Memar £/3.5 
A best-selling miniature ...now with exciting 
new features. LVS shutter; synchronized for 
fash, strobe. Self-Timer. £/3.5 lens. Coupled 
range-finder. Speeds fo 1/300. $7450 

ANSCO Super Memar f/2 
One of the finest 35mm Be 
the Ansco name. Six- 
element Solagon f/2 
lens. Coupled range- 
finder. Synchro-Compur 
LVS shutter to 1,500. 

$12450 

Ansco 
At comera counters everywhere. Look for 
those displaying Ansco products. A Division of 
General Aniline & Film Corp., Binghamton, N. 

            

tells of a childhood friend, Conrad, 
and his sister, Sophie, and of the brief, 
unreturned love that Sophie had for 
the narrator in Poland during the 
Bolshevik Revolution. Tt is a queer, 
hollow book, full of sorrowing for 
what seems an impossibly distant 
place and time. Nonetheless, Mme. 
Yourcenar writes with such delibera- 
tion and clarity that she forces the 
essential tragedy of the relation- 
ship—no matter how remote—into 

the reader’s mind. 
Letter FROM PEKING, by Pearl S. 

Buck (John Day). This straightfor- 
ward novel revolves, with a kind of 
comfortable, apple-pic glow, around 
2 middle-aged American woman, 
Elizabeth MacLeod, whose husband, 
Gerald, part American, part Chi- 
nese, has sent her and their son back 
to Vermont from Peking, where he 
has stayed on after the Communist 
victory as the president of a univer- 
sity. He dies there while attempting 
to escape to America—and the old 
life dies with him—Tleaving the way 
clear for Elizabeth to send down 
roots through their son, who marries 
an American girl, and through a 
neighbor, who proposes. 

THE Rep MARTEN, by Peter Nisser 
(Knopf). An extremely chronologi- 
cal novel about the lives—year in, 
year out—of three generations of 
farmers in Sweden during the seven= 
teenth and early eighteenth centuries. 
Mr. Nisser tells his story in a matter- 
of-fact manner (and Naomi Wal- 
ford has translated it from the Swed- 
ish into clear, pleasant English), but 
the people concerned—a stolid bunch 
whose daily routine is punctured at 
long intervals by murder, witchcraft, 
war, and the most violent outbreaks 
of feeling—seem much more remote 
than just a few hundred years and 
an ocean away. 

GENERAL 

THE Invasion oF FRANCE AND GER- 
MANY, 1944-1945, by Samuel Eliot 
Morison (Little, Brown). Volume 
XI of the author’s tremendous liter- 
ary project—the “History of United 
States Naval Operations in World 
War II”—which has three install- 
ments to go. This one covers Op- 
eration Neptune-Overlord, which 
breached Fortress Europa in the 
north, and Operation Anvil-Dra- 
goon, which performed the same 
service in the south. Professor Mori- 
son, who witnessed much of the 
action he has covered in these 

    volumes (he was not, however, pres-   

73 

L 

For you who are 
never quite satisfied 

with less 
than the finest 

A COOPERATIVE 
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“@©f all the 

n@vels by 
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HOUSE PARTY 
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A sophisticated new 
novel about love and 

sex and marriage 
along the highways and 
byways of Fifth Avenue 

and Sutton Place 
    

    
A novel by LEONORA HORNBLOW 

$3.75 RANDOM HOUSE   

ent at the invasion of Normandy), 
writes, as usual, without the slight- 
est taint of official cant: he describes 
the world’s greatest scaborne as- 
sault—from the days of its carliest 
planning, through the high-level 
wranglings as to how best to carry it 
out, to its triumphant conclusion— 
in a crisp narrative style that makes 
this history, written thirteen years 
after the fact, seem hot and immedi- 

te. Illustrated. 
Guost Suir oF THE CONFEDERACY, 

by Edward Boykin (Funk & Wag- 
nalls). This book is a considerably 
inflated footnote to American naval 
history, but the story at its core is a 
good one. Tt deals with the two-year 
cruise of the Confederate commerce 
raider Alabama, under Captain 
Raphael Semmes, one of the most in- 
trepid and picturesque fighting men 
who ever paced a quarter-deck. A 
bark-rigged steam sloop with a crew 
of English, Dutch, Welsh, Irish, 
French, Italian, Spanish, and Rus- 
sian sailors (the Boys in Gray!), 
the Alabama became the greatest 
single scourge of the high seas the 
world has seen, running up a score of 
sixty-nine Northern vessels sunk, 
burned, or captured before the U.S.S. 
Kearsarge found her and sent her to 
the bottom off Cherbourg. The au- 
thor writes like a man with a raging 
fever, and fairly wallows in gore 
during the Alabama’s death throes, 
but he sticks close to recorded fact 

and this book is very exciting. THus- 
trated with contemporary photo- 
graphs and reproductions of paint- 
ings. 

THE Prick oF PowEr, by Herbert 
Agar (Chicago). “We have got to 
understand,” said Dean Acheson, in 
1946, “that all our lives the danger, 
the uncertainty, the need for alert 
ness, for effort, for discipline will be 
upon us, It will be hard for us.” That 
observation, quoted in this book, 
could be cited as the text of Mr. 
Agar’s present sermon—an evalu 
tion of America’s stewardship, since 
1945, of the world power that has 
been thrust upon her. Mr. Agar, who 
has long since left these shores for 
England, finds America wanting in 
many ways—he has a stinging chap- 
ter on the McCarthy madness and 
the political servility that permitted 
it—but not hopeless. He believes that 

we potentially have the qualities— 
originality, generosity, daring, ideal- 
ism, and imagination—to keep this a 

decent world instead of letting it be- 
come “a clean planet with no people 
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Laugh der belly inside-outen Co 
Tales und poems und wisenspouten_— 
Ja, here ist ein rootletooter— 
Humperdump to Pussenbooter ; 

WUNDERBARLAND- 
Further tales und poems mein 

Grossfader told by DAVE MORRAH 
On der counter also finden Cinderella 

Hassenpfeffer und Fraulein Bo-Peepen 
$1.50 each RINEHART & €O,, INC. 
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Just chill, garnish with chives and serve. 
Enjoy af home the supreme refreshing fla- 
vor of this delightful warm weather soup. 

anh 
VICHYSSOISE cream soup 

Write for booklet “23 Unusual Soups” Dept. Y. 
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A great historical 
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on it,” but that up to now we haven’t 
put these qualities to work. The book 
is written with grace, irony, and wit. 

THEY Saw It Happen: 1485-1688, 
compiled by C. R. N. Routh (Mac- 
millan). “The trained historian will 
provide us with a more factually 
truthful account than we are likely 
to get from any one eye-witness,” 
Mr. Routh remarks in introducing 
this anthology of contemporary ob- 
servations on memorable moments 
in Tudor and Stuart England. “But 
something is lost in the process,” 
he adds. “The raw material has a 
quality of its own which the manu- 
factured article too often fails 
to preserve.” The raw material 
here collected numbers eighty-eight 
samples, most of them drawn from 
diaries, letters, or official reports by 
foreign diplomats, and it cannot be 
denied that the great majority of 
these vanished voices have a rich and 
vivid immediacy. In common with 
all such kaleidoscopic miscellanies, 
however, its parts are too brief, too 
teasing, and too diffuse, with the 

result that the final effect is not an 
illumination but a kind of strident 
babble. 

WiNGs oF THE Forest, by William J. 
Long (Doubleday). Another post- 
humous collection of wildlife studies 
(most of them previously unpub- 
lished) by the physician naturalist 
whose acquaintance we first made a 
year ago in “The Spirit of the Wild.” 
Dr. Long, who died in 1952, did 
most of his writing in the years be- 
fore and shortly after the First World 
‘War, and the influence of the Ernest 
“Thompson Seton school is strongly 
apparent in his style and general phi- 
losophy, but when he speaks to us in 
his own voice—notably in a portrait 
of a hen partridge and her flock, and 
in a glimpse of chattering crows—the 
somewhat faded sentimentality van- 
ishes and our attention is most en- 
joyably rewarded. Drawings by Ray 
Houlihan. 

Contexts oF Crrricism, by Harry 
Levin (Harvard). Professor Levin, 
as his little book on Joyce made plain 
years ago, is an unusual combination 
of learned scholar and imaginative 
critic. This collection of sixteen ad- 
dresses and essays ranges widely, 
from a brilliant analysis of “Don 
Quixote” to a very funny discussion 
of “paralipsis,” “enthymeme,” “an- 
acoluthon,” and other classic gram- 
matical devices (and outrages) in the 
prose of Ernest Hemingway. The 
author sometimes comes out of the   
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from Stanley Kramer's 
great motion picture, 

“THE PRIDE 

AND THE PASSION” 

CARY GRANT 
FRANK SINATRA 

In brilliant high fidelity — composer 
George Antheil’s powerful and 
heroic score from one of the most 
memorable films of the year! 

Another outstanding soundtrack 
album from    
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“Fascinating . . . frightening, en- 
tertaining and thought-stimulat- 
ing”—N.Y. Times 

6th BIG PRINTING! 

         $4.00 McKAY
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We know a little girl who has an 
imaginary playmate named Delby. 
She thinks about Delby so much 
that he has become very real to her. 
And her parents and aunts and 
uncles cater to her whim and pre- 
tend that Delby is real to them, too. 

Wishful thinking like that isn’t 
limited to children. Every day we 
get letters from people who want 
to know the name of a stock that 
is completely safe, guaranteed to 
increase in value by leaps and 
bounds, and certain to pay nice fat 
dividends regularly for years and 
years. And of course that stock, 
like Delby, simply doesn’t exist. 

We're all for preserving a little 
girl's illusions about her perfect 
playmate. But when it comes to in- 
vestment matters, our Research 
Division lays it right on the line 

and says categorically that there 
isn’t any all-purpose dream stock. 
That doesn’t mean, however, that 
there aren’t hundreds of sound 
investments well-suited to different 
circumstances. 

Just outline your situation and 
your special needs in a letter, and 
our Research Division will make 
suggestions about suitable invest- 
ments—real ones. Not a Delby in 
the lot. 

MERRILL LYNCH, 
PIERCE, 

FENNER & BEANE 
Members New York Stock Exchange 
and all other Principal Exchanges 

70 Pine Street, New York 5, N. Y. 
Offices in 112 Cities   

  
    

library blinking (he solemnly ob- 
serves that the Metro-Goldwyn- 
Mayer motto ars gratia artis “has no 
classical sanction whatsoever”), but 
for the most part, his criticism, as he 
remarks of Milton’s verse, recovers 
on the swings what it loses on the 
roundabouts. 

THE FRAME OF ORDER, edited by 
James Winny (Macmillan). What 
the editor calls “an outline of Eliza- 
bethan belict,” produced by excerpt- 
ing philosophic and scientific treatises 
of the late sixteenth century. Mr. 
Winny, who teaches English at 
Cambridge, believes that Timothy 
Bright on the four humors, Edward 
Forset on similarities between the in- 
dividual and the body politic, Thomas 
Digges on the Copernican system, 
and so on, are an indispensable back- 
ground for reading Shakespeare or 
Donne, and so they are. They are, 
however, equally worth reading 
for their own sake—for the in- 
satiable curiosity of the Elizabethans 
about everything from why dead ecls 
do not float to how the Devil tor- 
ments the souls of the wicked, and 
for the vigor and sinewy eloquence 
of the prose. 

[3 

There is some similarity in the life of 
George Washington and the new Law- 
rence Park Shopping Center. For exam- 
ple: 

‘Washington had a brother named Law- 
rence and the shopping center’s name is 
Lawrence Park on Lawrence and Sproul 
Roads. 

‘Washington crossed the Delaware River 
and the shopping center is located in Dela- 
ware County. 

Washington was considered a “First” 
President and Lawrence Park will be the 
first shopping center to have a motion pic- 
ture theatre in the area. 

Washington chopped down the cherry 
tree and to commemorate this legend the 
shoppers at Lawrence Park will be given 
free cherry candies. 

‘Washington, as a child, was seen throw- 
ing stones across the Rappahannock River 
in Northern Virginia at the lower ferry of 
Fredericksburg and Lawrence Park Shop- 
ping Center is “a stone’s throw” from 
Broomall, Newton Square, Media, Spring- 
field and Havertown.—Press release re- 
ceived by the Upper Darby (Pa.) News. 

It’s just uncanny, that’s what it is. 

Lauren Bacall waited for four hours 
for Irving Lazar to escort her to the Billy 
Wilder party. Irving was taking a walk 
near his home when a motorcycle cop col- 
lided with his Derriere—Louella Parsons 
in the Houston Chronicle. 

Walk, hell! That’s one of those little 
French cars. 

  
  

Blechman. 

A cocktail guest name of Lore, 

Who suddenly stretched on the floor, 

Said: “These Birds Eye Fish Bites 

Are such utter delights, 

I must save my strength to eat more!” 
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NEW YORK'S MOST EXCLUSIVE 
HOTEL RESIDENCE FOR 

YOUNG WOMEN 

If you are seeking a career in New York, you 
will appreciate The Barbizon. Music studios. 
Social activities. Sun deck, swimming pool, 
radios. Coffee shop. From $4.25 daily. 
Weekly on application. Write for booklet. 

Lexington Ave. at 63rd St., New York 

  

     

   
    

    

   
    

‘Study Art in 

East Hampton, Long Island 

Under the personal direction of 

VICTOR DE PAUW 
Individual Instruction 

Outdoor Painting Classes 

Oils + Water Colors * Pastels     
  

  

tel: East Hampton 4-1335 
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Dry to bring out the clean. clear, real-beer taste 

that’s never sweet, never bitter—never duplicated. 
And this distinctive real-beer taste has made 

Rheingold the largestselling beer in New York. 

BREWED BY Licbmann Breweries, BREWERS FOR 120 YEARS. ESTABLISHED 1837. Sor. 203%: buahemsn Brewarten, But Now York. 3. ¥ 

 



  

For Direct-Line 
Teletype 

reservations at 
any Sheraton Hotel 
call the Sheraton 

nearest you. 
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PACIFIC DIV. 
SAN FRANCISCO 
Sheraton: Palace 
LOS ANGELES 

Sheraton-Town House. 
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Huntington- Sheraton 

‘CANADIAN £1 

NIAGARA FALLS, Ont. Wo 
The SHERATON - BROCK TORONTO 

King Edward Sheraton 
NIAGARA FALLS, Ont 

Sheraton Brock 
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Family Plan — No room charge for children under 14 accompanied by adults rol connsught 
 


