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IF
YOURE
A
GAD-A-
BOUT

... go places
...do things...
here...there...

everywhere!

AND
YOURE
MAD
ABOUT

...a clear,
radiant skin. ..
luminous, fresh
complexion ...

young,
sunlit look!

DON°T
GO OUT

... this all-in-one
make-up ...
perfect for
quick touch-ups...
or over
afoundation...
or as a complete
i make-up!

WITHOUT

A MAX FACTOR jo

@ N

i IPUIFIE

From California comes the Sunlit Look...
powder-and-foundation in one natural
® looking make-up! Puffs on in seconds
...lasts for hours...12 shades...in new
Regency Thin Line or regular Creme
Puff compacts, 1.50 to 7.50. All refillable.

©1964 MAX FACTOR & CO.




CATCH UP ON GOOD BOOKS

ESPECIALLY
RECOMMENDED

you have promised yourself to read

THROUGH A SHORT EXPERIMENTAL MEMBERSHIP IN THE BOOK-OF-THE-MONTH CLUB

625. A MOVEABLE
FEAST ky ERNEST
HEMINGWAY. [llus,

ANY THREE for only $]

THE TRIAL: sIMPLY BUY THREE ADDITIONAL BOOKS FROM THE CLUB DURING THE NEXT YEAR

(Retail price $4.95)

Gideon’s

i
Il.‘

627. AMERICANS
ON EVEREST by
JAMES RAMSEY ULL-
MAN. Illustrated
(Retail price $8.95)

629. GIDEON'S
TRUMPET by
ANTHONY  LEWIS
(Retail price $4.95)

614, WHEN THE
CHEERING STOP-
PED by GENE SMITH

623. THE DEPUTY
by ROLF HOCHHUTH
(Retail price $5.95)

597.THEVENETIAN
AFFAIR by HELEN
MAC INNES. (Retail
price $5.95)

620.
CONGRUOUS SPY
2 novels by JOHN

617.THEWAPSHOT
SCANDAL by JOHV
cHEEVER. (Retail

price $4.95) SHIRER.
price $10)

431. THE RISE AND
FALL OF THE THIRD
REICH by WILLIAML.
(Retail

THE IN- 626 ASSIGNMENT:
SUSPENSE. 3 novels

byHELEN MAC INNES

628. THE RAY-
MOND CHANDLER
OMNIBUS. 4 novels

615. VON RT!N'S
EXPRESS £y DAVID
WESTHFIMER. (Re-
tail price $4.95)

& THE
MARTYRED by
RICHARD E. KIM
{Retail price $4.50)

630. TOM JONES
by HENRY FIELDING
lusteated by Law-
RENCE BEALL SMITH

(Reail price $7.50)

605, PT-109: JOHN
F. KENNEDY IN
WORLD WAR Il 5y

467. THE MAKING
OF THE PRESIDENT
—1960 by THEO-

T i
th

—_—

607, THE AMER-
ICAN WAY OF
DEATH by JESSICA

Ilustrated.  (Retail LE CARRE. ~(Retail  (Retail price $5.75)  (Retail price $5.95) ROBERTJ.DONOVAN DORE H, WHITE MITFORD. (Retail
price $5.95) price $5.95) Illus(rated (Retail  (Retail price $6.95)  price $4.95)
_hﬁj price $4.95)
i STEINBECK
RASCAL! Travels

596. RASCAL by
STERLING NORTH
Tlluserated. (Retail
price $3.95)

602. THE EDUCA-
TION OF AMERI-
CAN TEACHERS 4y
JAMES_B. CONANT
(Retall price $5)

JAMES A
MICHENER

584. CARAVANS
by JAMES A. MICH-
ENER. (Retail price
$5.95)

575.THETINDRUM
by GUENTER GRASS
(Retail price $695)  FRrOST.

price $4)

THE MOST ECONOMICAL LIBRARY-BUILDING
SYSTEM EVER DEVISED: BOOK-DIVIDENDS

THE EXPERIMENTAL MEMBERSHIP
suggested here will not only prove,
by your own actual experience, how
effectually membership in the Book-
of-the-Month Club can keep you from
missing, through oversight or overbusy-
ness, books you fully intend to read;
it will also demonstrate another
equally important advantage enjoyed
by members: Book-Dividends. Through
this unique profit-sharing system
Book-of-the-Month Club members can
regularly receive valuable library vol-
umes—at a small fraction of their price
—simply by buying books they would
buy anyway.

X During this experimental mem-
bership and thereafter, if you con-
tinue, you will reccive, with every
Club choice you buy, a Book-Dividend
Certificate. Each Certificate, together
with a nominal sum, usually $1.00 or
$1.50 a volume—occasionally more for
unusually expensive works—can be re-
deemed for a Book-Dividend which you
may choose from a catalog listing over
a hundred fine library volumes. Since
the inauguration of the Club’s Book-
Dividend system over $296,000,000
worth of books (retail value) has been
received by Club members through
this unique plan.

570.IN THECLEAR-
ING by ROBERT
(Retail

Weimgwas
563. FAIL-SAFE by
EUGENE BURDICK

and HARVEY WHEEL-
ER.(Ret.price$4.95)

553. TRAVELS
WITH CHARLEY &y
JOHN STEINBECK
(Retail price $4.95)

487. THE SHORT
STORIES OF ER-
NESTHEMINGWAY
(Retail price $6)

BOOK-OF-THE-MONTH CLUB. Inc.
345 Hudson Street, New York 14, N. Y.
Please enroll me as a member of the Book-of-the-Month

Club and send me the three volumes whose numbers I have
indicated in boxes below, billing me $1.00 for all three
volumes. 1 agree to purchase at least three additional
monthly Selections or Alternates during the first year I am a
member. I have the right to cancel my membership any time
after buying these three books. During the trial and there-
after, if 1 continue, | am to receive a Book-Dividend Cer-

tificate with every Selection—or Alternate—I buy under the

system described at left. (A small charge is added to all
book shipments to cover postage and mailing expense.)
PLEASE NOTE: Occasionally the Club offers a Double Selec-
tion, two books at a special combined price. Such purchases
are counted as a single book in fulfilling the membership
obligation.

INDICATE BY NUMBER THE THREE BOOKS YOU WANT

A29-10

MR,
MRS,
Miss

Address. ..

CHY . ypsginddtiiminseanh

1

The trademarks BOOK-OF-THE-MONTH CLUB and BOOK-DIVIDEND are regus.

tered by Book-of-the-Month Club. Inc.,

in the U.S. Patent Office and in Canadu,

1



Give her L’Aimant before
someone else does...

[AIMANT

parfum de toilette

by COTY
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NEWS ABOUY TRIS ISSUE

“A remarkable woman—in a way the "It goes a long way toward explaining
prototype of the French bour- de Caulle's attitude.”

geoise.” 5 . BRT)
This is the impression Madame de Colgate Heiress Novelist
(aulle made on René Lecler after one of “For a long time I came to New York

Lecler’s recent visits to Paris. Mr. Lecler  ¢nly for funerals.” says Lee Colgate Reed
who lives and writes in London. explores  whose first novel. Oh. Be Careful!. ap-
the private life of General and Madame de  pearx in this issue. Until she was twenty-
Gaulle in “Yes. There Is a Madame de  one, Miss Colgate. a member of the Col-
Gaulle™ (page 68). The article contains  gate toothpaste clan, was brought up in
one element that startled Mr. Lecler two places: New York City and her par-
when he discovered it. and that pleased ents’ New Jersey farm. But knowing that
him besides: the private life of the de  she would someday be a writer (I can-
Gaulles is surprisingly amusing. Why?  not remember a time when I wax not
Muses Lecler. "By current French stan. certain™). and since a writer must know
dards. hoth Madame de Gaulle and her something about the world and have more
husband are old-fashioned in their way than opinions to express. Miss Colgate
of life—after all. they belong to a wasx determined to have a look at that
much older generation. But this is not  world. “When T was twenty.one | left
without a special charm.” Significantly, home and began to wander.” The wan-

| the effect of that old-fashioned view is  dering included living on a ranch in
| not to be discounted where de Gaulle’s  Arizona. living in Europe, Mexico, Cali-

politics are concerned. Observes Lecler:  fornia. “I finally sold my first short
(cont. on p. 4)



Can a wickedly glamorous
make-up also be
good for your skin??

Of course. That’s the beauty of Pure Magic. It
gives you glamour, yet pampers you like an only
child. No other make-up of its kind matches your
skin tone with eight natural shades. Your color
looks fresher. Flaws hide away. What’s more,
it’s also good for your skin.

You see, Pure Magic has a bacteria-static agent
to hold down germs. Yet it’s so light, it won’t
clog pores. Smooth it on. Hours after, you're still
refreshed, brightened, pretty. This magic really
works. It’s Pure Magic.

Pure Magic, the glamour make-up with the gentle touch
of medication . . . in compact, cake or tube

Pure Magic by Max Factor

© 1964 MAX FACTOR & CO.
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NEWS ABOUT THIS ISSUE iconi. fromp.2)

story when I was thirty-five.” Miss Col-
gate writes nowadays on the island of
Majorca. Spain, where her husband. who
is a painter, prefers to work, and in

_

Lee Colgate: a story from her past.

Gstaad, Switzerland. where her three
oldest children go to school. The strange
thing about this is that. after all Miss
Colgate’s peregrinations, the young girl
in Oh, Be Careful! leads a life almost
exactly like the life Miss Colgate led
on her family's farm in New Jersey and
in New York. The novel, which begins
on page 106, will be published early in
1965 by Harper & Row.

Fiction From an Ivory Tower

The list of don’ts for would-be fiction
writers is long: Don’t think you can re-
treat into isolation or te a primitive
island, or to any other kind of ivory
tewer. and write. Don’t remove yourself
from the thick of society. Don’t retreat
from the daily stimulation of current
events. But Robert Somerlott. who isx
about thirty years old. has proved once
again that there aren’t any rules for how
a would-be writer can best become a
writer. Last year. Somerlott moved to
a remote Mexican town, having decided
that “I would no longer put off trying
to write fiction.” Since his schooldays in
the Midwest, Somerlott had ghosted po-
litical speeches in Michigan, written
press releases in California and tourist
publicity for Mexico. Once settled in his
ivory tower, which was really an adobe
house, Somerlott began to write. He made
his first important sale to Atlantic
Monthly magazine. Other stories followed.
“Evening in the Black House,” which
begins on page 95, is Somerlott’s first
short story to appear in COSMOPOLITAN.

4

His first novel has already been bought
by Little. Brown, and will probably be
published next year. Somerlott. who is
now living in Ajijic, in Jalisco. Mexico.
has just come back from a trip exploring
the Manzanillo coast. north of Acapulco.
south of Puerto Vallarta. But he doesn’t
believe in complete isolation. Of hix
marital status. Somerlott writes us: *I[
am xingle and optimistic.”

New Heights for “The Voice”

The press release of yesteryear has
always struck us as a fascinating and
ironical document. To wit, recently there
came to our desk. along with an early
photograph of Frank Sinatra, the infor-
mation that Sinatra, “. . . upon gradua-
tion from high school became a sports
reporter for the Jersey Observer and
played semipro baseball on the xide.”
He got a job with Major Bowes as a
vocalist and. after touring the country,
“he broke into radio upon his return to
New York.” Later, “he made his film de-
but in RKO's Higher and Higher. . . .
He has dark brown hair and blue eyes.
He weighs one hundred and forty-five
pounds . . . is married to his high school
sweetheart and has two children.”

Here the release ends. Still to come
was Sinatra’s fantastic flare of popular-
ity, followed by his fall from the crest
into near oblivion. The press releasex
listing new credits became fewer, and
finally almost ceased. Then came Sina-
tra’s new toehold via From Here to Eter-
nity in 1953. Again came news releases
glittering with new credits, both record
and movie. but the background statistics
were no more. Gone was the wife. The
dark brown hair had slowly vanished.
The chairman of the hoard emerged.
weighing in at one hundred and seventy-
two pounds. Now on page 74, Nancy
Sinatra Sands, one of those two children
of the press release of yesteryear, writes

Sinatra in ’48—today a film director.

about the filming in Hawaii of None But
the Brave. Nancy had a ringside seat
since her husband, Tommy Sands. is in
the picture. And directing the picture is
moviedom’s newest director, Frank Sina-
tra.

Flamenco and Cheeseburgers

Identical twins Anna Maria Abascal
and Nati Abascal, who appear on this
month’s cover of CosMOPOLITAN, are
twenty-one years old, live in Seville and
are a curious mixture of the “new”
Spanish girl (see “New Roles for Span-
ish Women,” page 58) and the Spanish
girl of three years ago. before constitu-
tional reforms increased women’s free-
doms. For instance. the dark-haired
Abascal twins, who are of good family,
do not work for a living. But they have
modeled at the New York World's Fair

Mazwell Coplan

Abascal twins: “new” Spanish women.

(new attitude) for Elio Berhanyer. a
onetime shepherd (until he was twenty-
two) who is now Madrid's most famous
couturier. Yet they modeled for Ber-
hayner “only because he is a friend” (old
attitude). The twins consider themselves
typical American girls: they point out
that they are mad about Frank Sinatra
and his singing, and that they also like
cheeseburgers and ice cream, all of which
they consider very new attitude. The
twins are excellent horsewomen and
flamenco dancers (old and new attitude),
like to swim at Marbella. not far from
Seville, in far briefer swimsuits than ac-
ceptable a few years ago. and would very
much like to marry—generally an old
and new attitude of women all over the
world. When the twins posed for Cosmo-
POLITAN's cover. in the bullring at Ma-
drid, in suede, matador-inspired outfits
designed by Madrid boutique-owner Mit-
zou, they definitely considered it new at-
titude. —THE EDITORS



At long last—the fit of stretch

in a stocking as sheer as any F

you’ve ever worn. No looseness. |

No letdown. It’s made of ;.
“a new DuPont nylon:

CANTRECE

e E o : -
BETTER THINGS FOR BETTER LIVING... THROUGH CHEMISTRY Shoes in “Corfam’® man-made poromeric,_
*“Cantrece” is Du Pont’s trademark. Look for it in leading hosiery brands, at fine stores everywhere. Du Pont makes fibers, not the fabrics, stockings or fashions shown.



Bathe in the scent
of sunshine

Drift in waters soft as silk,

dappled with the fragrance

of Golden Woods Bath Oil. To make
you feel golden all over, use the

Bath Powder and Spray Mist Cologne.

Max Factor

Golden
Woods

©1964, MAX FACTOR & CO.

BEADER MAIL

Love, Love, Love

Beuverly Hills, California: 1 was intrigued
| by the article “Never Marry for Love”
appearing in the June. 1964 issue. I
think it should be required reading for
all teen-agers, not once, but at least two
or three times a year. Is it possible to
obtain reprints of this article?

In any event I shall look forward to
the publication of the book if this sec-
tion is at all representative.

—HILARD L. KRAVITZ, M.D.

Los Angeles, California: The article
“Never Marry for Love” in the June is-
sue has the ingredients of a well-re-
searched philosophy. For the benefit of
the lay reader, the Putneys should have
given more recognition to the fact that
they first found each other sufficiently
attractive members of the opposite sex.
It would also appear that they had no
conflict around self-identity and self-
acceptance. and this enabled them to
establish respect and understanding of
individuality and common interest. My
concern is that some neophytes, after
reading the article. may not be aware of
the basic need for self-awareness and

self-acceptance. —MRs. INEZ B. PARKER
PSYCIIATRIC SOCIAL W ORKER

Kew Gardens, New York: Since presuma-
bly the Putneys do not love each other.
|' I am interested in knowing just what
emotion they have substituted for love.

Of course. one should not be “preoc-
cupied with being loved.” But this does
not mean renouncing love. Rather, one
might follow. in an earthly sense. St
Francis. who sought “not to be loved.
but to love.”  —JOHN F. EICHENBERGER

The Marriage-
Go-Round

Rochester, New York: 1 have just read
Marian Champagne’s “How to Pick a
Second Husband” (July) and was reluc-
tantly fascinated by her smart, Jean
Kerr-type approach to the gentle art of
picking a second husband.

I use the word reluctantly because 1
am still groping through my own grief
following the death of a beloved hus-
band eighteen months ago. I find it dif-
ficult to appreciate the author’s blunt,
almost tongue-in-cheek discussion of a
thing as terribly personal as a woman’s
loneliness. I'm quite sure a lot of it makes
proper sense. but where is Miss Cham-
pagne’s sensitivity? —EMILY TEMPLETON

Methuen, Massachusetts: Marian Cham-
pagne’s article on “How to Pick a Second

Husband” prompts me to inquire if Mrs.
Champagne has completed more than
one voyage on the choppy sea of matri-
mony. The article. well written on serious
subjects concerning the second time
around. was also well laced with humor.
and it is hard to conceive that the author
was not speaking from personal experi-
ence. Being widowed at twenty-seven. 1
found it refreshing to read about the
grim experiences thrust upon the Loner.
written with such warmth and knowledge
of the subject. = —ALDONA K. HAUSLER

Is Immortality

Immoral?

Northbrook, Illinois: The article by
Robert C. W. Ettinger “You Can Live
Forever” (June) was one of the most
interesting and thought-provoking writ-
ings published by your magazine. It has
opened new channels of thought which
are so sorely needed today in this world
faced by so many problems. anxieties
and neuroses.

Our goal today must be instilling good
feelings toward ourselves without harm-
ing others: indeed, going further still.
with benefitting others. Harmful attitudes
are to a great extent brought on by con-
ditioning throughout childhood before
they assert themselves in harmful ways.

Conditioning our minds and spirits
toward a healthy, interesting and vital
life may be the answer. But. how to con-
dition is the question. It would have to
be a revolutionary method; perhaps the
Freezer Program may open the door to
our God-given right to happiness and
vitality and hope. —NAME WITHHELD

Chicago, Illinois: 1 am writing about
“You Can Live Forever” by Robert C.
W. Ettinger. In no way do I agree that
these things will or should come to pass.
They are morally wrong. Since your
magazine did not agree or disagree with
the author, I can only say that I feel you
were wise in this decision. However.
this is a very controversial matter and
through your magazine many more peo-
ple will read this man’s ideas—many
more than would read them in his book
and. therefore. you are helping to plant
these thoughts in minds that might ordi-
narily not think about these things which
are against the laws of God.

—DORIS NORDMEYER

Misunderstood Swedes

Chicago, Illinois: 1 am at work on a book
dealing with Scandinavian psychology
and spent eight months in Sweden last
year.

(cont.on p. 8)
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FIVE BIG BOOKS

WITH MORE THAN 1itd
KITCHEN-TESTED RECIPES

‘ X ',.r?ir_’/ﬁ Wil d (i
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Better Homes & Gardens
INVITES YOU TO CLAIM THIS COLORFUL IDEA-PACKED

! Complete Library of
"7" Creative Cooking

All 5 VOLUMES for only $ 29 5

sl antivesdii,

as your introduction to Better Homes & Gardens Family Book Service . .
to purchase as few as 4 selections (AT BARGAIN PRICES) during the next 12 months.

f 5OOK s o

v o

WEAT COOK

PLUS A SMALL
SHIPPING CHARGE

. when you agree

What a bargain! You get this $14.75 retail value for only $2.95...and join a Book Service
that saves you money on the books that women read and use most.

uUsT MAIL the coupon and

Better Homes & Gardens will
send your Complete Library of
Creative Cooking—a $14.75 re-
tail value—for just $2.95.

Here are over 1,700 kitchen-
tested recipes...over 1,000
how-to illustrations that bring
magic to mealtime . . . drama to
dining . . . fun to entertaining!
You are given this giant 5-vol-
ume set practically as a gift to
introduce you to the best and
most economical way to save
money on the books you want
for your home, family and read-
ing pleasure.

Yours — best-selling books of
ALL publishers
AT SUBSTANTIAL SAVINGS!
If YOU have the marvelously
feminine urge to create —to
change and brighten your life—
the new Better Homes & Gar-
dens Family Book Service will
help you in a grand new way.
It brings you books that will
stimulate you to do things that
are new...exciting...fun to do.
Wonderful reading entertainment
Better Homes & Gardens Fam-
ily Book Service gives you the
most useful, most practical
homemaking guides —plus the
books everybody is talking
about today: outstanding nov-
els, informative books about
the world we live in, good
books for young people. The

finest reading entertainment —
from all publishers —is yours
to enjoy.

How the Family Book Service works
Each month you receive. FREE.
the magazine, Editors’ Choice,
which describes new book selec-
tions. You may accept the cur-
rent selection, or alternates, or
no book at all that month. As a
member, you agree to purchase
as few as four during the next
12 months.

PLUS: FREE BONUS BOOK
CERTIFICATES GIVEN AT ONCE
Books come to you at an aver-
age of 20% off publishers’
prices. You get a free Bonus
Book Certificate with every
book you buy — starting with
your first purchase of any selec-
tion or alternate. Each of these
certificates, together with a
nominal sum (about $1), may
be exchanged for a Bonus Book
you select from a large catalog.
Your savings can be as high as

50%.

NO RISK — SEND NO
MONEY. If not delighted with
the 5-Volume Complete Library
of Creative Cooking. return
within 10 days and all charges
and trial membership will be
canceled. Just fill out coupon
and mail to Better Homes &
Gardens Family Book Service,
Dept. C-1. 400 Community
Drive, Manhasset, N.Y.

Sent to you at once! 5 Fascinating, Picture-Packed Cook
Books — More than 1,700 Kitchen-Tested Recipes — Over
1,000 Photographs . . . More than 500 in Natural Full Color
MEAT COOK BOOK—How to Buy, salads, homespun slaws and

Store, Prepare and Serve all
Kinds of Cuts. Over 200 Photos,
Many in Color. More than 400
recipes—with easy, step-by-step
directions. Plus fascinating sec-
tions on sauces, sea food, salads
and casseroles.

BREAD COOK BOOK—360 rec-
ipes. Even if you've never opened
an oven door, you'll bake crusty,
golden loaves of bread, coffee
cakes, biscuits, doughnuts, muf.
fins, scones, date loaves, tasty
forelgn breads and holiday ‘'spe-
cials."

SALAD BOOK-Vegetable, Fruit,
Meat, Sea Food Salads, Dress-
ings—Over 300 Color and Mono-
chrome Photos. More than any
other dish, salads give you a
chance to show off ... and here's
the way to do it: crisp bowl

\

potato salads, colorful fruit sal-
ads, gay relish trays—all fun to
mix and serve.
DESSERT CDDK BOOK — 400 De-
lectable Recipe Treats — Over
150 lllustrations, 60 in Lip-
Smacking Full Color. Here are
sure-to-succeed directions for
making perfect cakes, fillings,
icings, frostings and decorations
oao cookies and candies ...and
dessert ‘‘spectaculars.”
CASSEROLE COOK BOOK — 400
edy Pop-into-the-oven One-
Dnsh Meals for the Family ... or
a Crowd. Here are puffy cheese
souffles and tender omelets,
thick chowders, old-fashioned
stews, glorious sandwiches—ac-
tually hundreds of mouth-water-
ing, Qquick-as-a-wink family
feasts.

I Better Homes & Gardens Family Book Service, Dept. C-1
400 Community Drive; Manhasset, New York 11030

Please send me the 5-Volume Better Homes & Gardens Complete Library of

Creative Cooking(a retail value of $14.75) and bil! me only $2.95, plus shipping.

As a trial member I receive each month the Family Book Service news,
EDITORS’ CHOICE, which describes and illustrates the current selection and
alternate selcctions. I may reject any selection simply by returning the form

| always provided. Selections will be offered at reduced prices, usually at a dis-
count of 20% below regular publishers’ prices, plus shipping. 1 agree to accept
only four selections during the next 12 months, after which 1 may resign at any
| time. ONCE 1 receive, FREE, one Bonus Book Certificate for every selec-
tion or alternate 1 buy starting with my very first purchase. 1 may exchange
each of these Certificates, together with a nominal sum — about $1 — for a
Bonus Book of my choice.
NO RISK - 10 DAYS’ FREE EXAMINATION! Return The Complete Library
| of Creative Cooking within 10 days if not fully delighted — and your member-
ship will be canceled immediately.
Print
Name

I Address

City. State

Zip
Ia Canada: $3.95 Mail to: Better Homes & Gardens Family Book Service, 3333 Metropolitan Blvd., Montreal, P.0. I



FOR PEOPLE WITH
runaway

perspiratlon

pulse

(excessive underarm moisture)

TUSSY

introduces new

FORMULA 11

the potent extra-protection
antiperspirant/deodorant
created for everyday use

Formula Il is the extra-protection anti-
perspirant and deodorant “buffered” to
make it safe for clothes—non-irritating
to normal skin. That means you can use
it every day to keep your underarms
drier, odor-free longer. You and your
clothes will have more protection!
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READER MAIL (cont. trom p. 6)

The authors Fleming, in “Swedish
Moral<™ (August). failed to make note
of the Swedish birth rate. which. for all

| of the sexual laxity. remains about two

thirds that of the United States and
three quarters that of the rest of Scan.
dinavia. Your authors may have noticed
that despite their sexual freedom. Swedes
are conservative and reserved in their
social habits as compared to people of
the United States. It is a widespread be-
lief that this neurosis has grown out of
Sweden's failnre to ally with other Scan-
dinavians against Germany in World War
Il. To the best of my information. the
Swedes were more like the Norwegians
and the Danes before the war. Today
there ix a vast psychological gulf. and
Sweden feels surrounded by enemies.

Miss Artelius. the universitv adminis-
trator. and Mr. Ahlstedt. the jonrnalist.
are quite wrong when they say promis-
cuity is negligible in Sweden. The truth
is quite the opposite.

Your suggestion that Swedish love is
more truthfully depicted in To Bed . . .
Or Not to Bed is erroneous. The idea
that an ltalian businessman would have
difficulty finding a girl in Sweden borders
on the realm of science fiction and is
probably viewed with amusement in most
of Europe.

The Swede’s schizophrenia with regard
to alcohol is quite true. Swedish tourists
have the reputation of being drunks.

It is also quite true that a large pro-
portion of Swedish women are disparag-
ing of Swedish men. No such difficulty
exists in Denmark and Norway. Again. a

| problem engendered by World War 11?7

—NEIL ELLIOTT BLUM

Loud Voice With
Nothing to Say

Baltimore, Maryland: T rise in protest
about your July article on Catherine
Spaak. You present her as the sex Kkitten
of the sixties and as one who speaks for
the teen-agers of today. Well. I am a teen-
ager of today and she certainly does not
speak for me. As a matter of fact. I don’t
think she has anything at all to say.
—ALAN B. SILVERS
AN AMERIGAN TEEN-AGER

' Novel Reactions

Selah, Washington: 1 was appalled when
I read “Running Scared™ (July). This
sort of literary work does not belong in
a magazine such as COsMOPOLITAN,

We wonder whyv our young people of
today have so many problems. Part of
the reason is that they can walk into
their own homes. pick up a magazine and
read such trash. —>IRs. JOHN WARD

Lamesa. Texas: My compliments to you
on “Running Scared.” Until this one
came along. I'd begun to wonder if
Coswyo weren't scraping the bottom of the
barrel. It has suspense. drama. trulv
splendid characterizations (broad though
some of them may be). plot and just
plenty of all it takes to make a good
story.

Let's encourage this fellow Mcdonald.
Perhaps the art of writing fiction isn’t
dead after all. —LOUISE 5. THURMAN

Ventura, California: “Running Scared”
failx to qualify as a mystery. There is
never any answer to the man’s twisted
personality. It fails in any way to satisfy
or enlighten. You read on. hoping to
understand the man. and you end up in
just as much of a fog as the writer. as
well as having a feeling of senseless. all-
pervading horror. It turns one’s stomach.

—MARY MYREN

Houston, Texas: | wish to compliment
vou on your choice of “Running Scared”
by Gregory Mcdonald for your complete
novel in the July issue.

That young man is certainly talented.
I'm looking forward eagerly to his next
work. which [ hope to find in your re-
markably fine magazine.

—MRS. JACKSON BRADLEY

Belle Harbor. Long Island : After reading
Gregory Mecdonald's “Running Scared.”
I wonder at the ability of your story
editor. Not only did I have to wade
through this trash to find out why this
nice hoy killed himself. and why his hero
friend let him do it. but I never did find
out either answer.

(1 enjoyed The Carpetbaggers and
other books of that type—for at least
they developed character studies and
plot. Don’t think I'm a prude.)

—MKS. SELMA HOROWITZ

Newport News. Virginia: Thank vou.
thank you. thank vou!!! “The Fall of
Glenda McDuffee™ (August) was the
most delightful. delicious. delectable piece
of reading I've come across in gloomy-
paged months! It was like sipping sun-
shine. 1 am infinitely glad and grateful
that you chose to use your brilliant talent
in adding to the happiness and love in
this wide world. instead of the ugliness
and misery. May you be blessed a thou-
sandfold. —DOROTHY PETERS

The Fiction Addiction

Tberville, Quebec: How do you manage.
each and every month. to round up two
or three outstandingly good stories and
at least two outrageously bad ones? It's
inturiating and frustrating. If they ranged

(cont.on p. 10)
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READER MAIL (cout. from p. 8)

from bad to mediocre, one could simply
stop reading Cosmo. But the frustration
wouldn’t end, for then one would miss
out on your consistently excellent, pro-
vocative and informative articles, and
book, movie and music reviews.

Take the July issue. “View From the
Keyhole”—tops; sensitively written and
gratifyingly typical Cosmo at its best.
“Queen of the Most Wanted”—an unex-
pected light bit of fluff, refreshingly,
untypically Cosmo. “The Woman From
Down the Road”—typically Whitfield
Cook, ergo typically Cosmo and. in this
instance, utterly nauseating. “Why Did
You Cry for Me”—oh my sainted aunt.
I could cry for you if you can see any-
thing vaguely worth spending good read-
ing time on in this senseless, pointless,
dreary rambling anent unbelievably neu-
rotic people: I could cry also for Mrs.
Oates. whose obvious writing ability
could and should be put to so much bet-

| ter use than such inane drivel. That’s

what's so maddening about your bad
selections; the writing itself is always
of such high caliber that one continues
to read, never quite knowing until the
end of the story whether it's a boom or
a bust. Then when it falls flat on its
face as suspected. one can only fling

| the magazine across the room and silently

rage “Dammit, they've hoodwinked me
again!” only to crawl shamefacedly
under the couch a few minutes later to
retrieve it and begin the next story with
the dubious. muttered comment that—
“Well, maybe it'll be better: it couldn’t be
worse.” “Running Scared”—than which
there is no than-whicher—was worth the
price of the magazine all by itself. and
therefore doubly maddening because it
leaves me no prerogative to complain
that I've wasted my money.

I've sworn off you for life so many
times you wouldn’t believe it. I vow each
month I will not buy the current issue. I
studiously avoid it when newsstand
browsing. I snatch it up angrily at the
last minute, slap down the extra thirty-
five cents, and curse myself for a weak-
kneed fool all the way down. I set aside
my other purchases the moment I'm home
and settle down with a drink. cigarette.
tranquilizers and CosMo. at once eager
and apprehensive.

This war of nerves will be the death
of me yet! —MBRS. J. D. NELSON

At Home Where?

Florida: We read with great interest the
At Home Abroad idea in “The Market-
place” (July). We have just returned
from a three-week vacation at the New
York World’s Fair with our nine children.
and had a wonderful time on a sur-
prisingly small amount of money. It was
such a success for us that we decided

we'd like to try a foreign country next
year.

Thinking along these lines while read-
ing your article, it struck a bell: why not
trade homes for a month with a family
in another country? A complete switch,
including servants, furnishings, food, etc.
This leaves just the transportation and
entertainment expense.

Our children range in age from kinder-
garten through high school; we are in
our late thirties; and there is even our
mother in her early sixties. Our home is
in Florida. two blocks from the ocean
and nine miles south of Cape Kennedy.

We think CosmoproLITAN would be
ideal to help develop this. as we have
been faithful and satisfied readers since
1948.

Anyone interested?

—MR.

AND MRS. W.C.W.

Conquering Her
Disability

New York, New York: I think your read-
ers would be interested in hearing a suc-
cess story of a very special sort—the suc-
cess of one woman in overcoming total
paralysis to make a career for herself.

Ann Adams. stricken by polio several
years ago, is paralyzed from the neck
down and has difficulty moving her head.
She must spend all her time in a respira-
tor chair which breathes for her in much
the same way as an iron lung. She ix
grateful to the March of Dimes which
spends twelve hundred dollars annually
on her medical services and nurses. Yet
she also feels very strongly that “Each
person has a responsibility to provide for
himself to the utmost of his ability.”

A few years ago she decided to learn
how to draw with a pencil in her teeth
so she could eventually become self-
supporting. It took her three months be-
fore she could even control the move-
ments of the pencil—complicated as it
is by the raising and lowering motion of
the respirator chair. Today as an increas-
ingly well-known illustrator, she does in-
tricate, lovely drawings and paintings
which are reproduced on Christmas cards
—and Ann is gradually reaching her goal
of becoming self-supporting.

Her perseverance toward conquering
her disability serves as an inspiration to
all physically disabled people and demon-
strates that each one can be usefully em-
ployed. As a specialized placement agency
for disabled persons, J.0.B. is very proud

of her. —FRED C. BOARD

EXECUTIVE DIRECTOR
JUST ONE BREAK, INC.

Miss Adams’ Christmas cards, distrib-
uted by the Artistic Greeting Card Com-
pany, can be obtained by iriting: Miss
Ann Adams. 3405 Hendricks Avenue,
Jacksonville, Florida. —THE EDITORS

(cont. on p. 12)



8weet Music®, shown below. is made with all cotton broadcloth. Elastic straps and band: rubber, cotton,"Polypropylene” Olefin, nylon. A, B, C cups, €3.00. Other versions: with
stretch back (83.95), contour cups in lace {85.00) or cotton (23.95). *Reg. U. 8. Pat. Off. ©1964 by Maidenform. Inc.. makers of bras, girdles, swimwear,and active sportswear.

Keep your eye on 1/3(11'//0{(/57///“‘

The new stretchable straps on this Sweet Music bra can’t possibly curl, ripple, or twist!
They're made with an amazing new mesh—elastic that’s specially constructed to lie flat
permanently. In the back, the straps take a low-down swoop for those who care to bare.



READER MAIL (con. from p. 10

The Rebel Yell-Loud
And Clear

Sullivan’s Island, South Carolina: Shirley
Ann Grau (“The Southern Mind.” Au-
gust) may quite easily classify herself
with Erskine Caldwell. Tennessee Wil-
liams and even LeRoy Collins. These
writers are the biggest liars in the world
or they are in reality ignorant of the
South or they simply prostitute their writ-
ing by falsifying facts to appeal to a

press which will not print truth but
only what liberal hypocrites wish to have
printed.

There may be a few isolated places
where the Negro is discouraged actively
from voting. However. it is not so where
I have been. He has only to register and
vote. No coercion of any kind is used.

What the South resents most is not in-
tegration but the ignorant. bigoted. hypo-
critical American press—newspapers.
wire services and television, and. oh yes
—the magazines!

Shirley Ann Grau leaves the impression
that Southerners are generally lazy and
unproductive. This is a bald-faced lie!
Southerners are much the same as North-
erners. Westerners or others. Some are
lazy and some are ambitious.

All in all. Shirley Ann Grau's article
is what the South has come to expect: it
is about as false a piece of trash as has
been printed. —JOHN B. BROUGHTON

Baton Rouge, Louisiana: 1 am sick and
tired of people writing about the South
as if it were some poor relation. not pull-
ing its own weight. Especially a person
who is supposed to be from the South. but
who apparently is one of those who is
“above it all” but wishes to have the
Southern background of graciousness to
call upon at will. Miss Grau gives the
implicit impression that she is patting
the South on the head because it is strug-
gling to better itself. and she certainly
Lias traveled all right, but I'm afraid not
in the right direction.

—MARY FRANCES TURNER

Orlando, Florida: Surely vour face must
be red because as the August issue of
CosmopoLiTaN hit the newsstands the
daily papers were screaming headlines of
mass rioting in Harlem and Rochester.
At a time when it is advisable to draw
the people of this nation together, you
have helped broaden a gap.

Hate ix being incited between the
white man and the black man through-
out this very great and wonderful United

States of America. Have you forgotten,
“United we stand, divided we fall”?
—MRS. DORIS FERGUSON

Nashuville, Tennessee: As an eighty-eight-
year-old Southerner. I know more about
the South than Shirley Ann Grau will
ever learn. No one. Southerner or not.
with the mind and heart of a New Eng-
lander. can have any conception of what
the South was or is. Miss Grau has picked
out xcattered incidents in the South and
has concluded that they are universal
Southern occurrences. She finds dirt. un-
sanitary conditions, shacks for homes.
poor white trash. laziness. illiteracy and a
rough element. But all this is found in
city slums and in rural sections outside
the South.

She says we are unlike the North and
intimates that this is to our discredit.
It is only our distinctive personality and
way of life that make us different. and
we are proud of just what we are. But
she belittles that pride and the high
spirit of the South. the high character of
its citizens, its hospitable and gracious
living. and she assumes none of this ever
existed. My memory goes back a long
way and. while my Southern hat is off to
Miss Grau as a lady, I must say what
i< true: her estimate of the South. past
or present, is pure. unadulterated bunk.

—SAM TILDEN LARKIN

Melbourne, Florida: | lived in the Siuth
in a farming area thirty vears ago.
Georgia and Tennessee. and | haive vet
to see a farmhouse with glassless win-
dows covered with shutters. Not even in
the tenant houses where the “poor. mis-
treated” Negroes live. [ have never
seen walls. beds or houses infested with
vermin. Poor people yes. but in clean
houses and clothes. perhaps barefoote:l
and in mended clothes. but clean. I have
been in Negro and white homes where
the bare floors were bleached white by
scrubbing and cleaning. even when the
owner worked in the fields all day.

I had never eaten grits until my first
trip to Chicago where we were served
grits with our ham and eggs for break-
fast as a Southern dish.

Hatred in the South. Miss Grau? Yes,
everywhere there’s hatred—North. South.
East and West. but I pray God most of
it in the South ix directed at turncona:s
like vou. Miss Grau. who stir up trouble
by reporting bitter. distorted half-truths.

It is a great pity that most of the

(cont. on p. 14!
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Southerners are too polite and easy-going
to openly blast articles like the one by
Miss Grau; I am not.

—MRS. HARRY T. WILMOTTE

| Chickasaw, Alabama: Shirley Ann Grau.

with leftist pen. presents little truth
about the South. The truth is that whites
do value that minute percentage of blacks
who are moral and industrious. But the
Southern mind does not countenance
those innumerable Negroes wanting much
more for nothing. Negroes have more
than they deserve.

The Southern mind. now informed on
Communism’s grip on America. has even
more contempt for all white integration-
ists. After many years in both North and
South. I remember meeting no integra-
tionist I consider a patriotic, informed
American. If informed. he would know
that integration is a Communist objec-
tive. furthered by all Communist front
groups. —E. L. CROSS

W ashington, D.C.: This ambitious Louisi-
ana novelist has very cleverly mixed her
facts with fiction. What I saw televised
in the alleys of Harlem. New York. will
match any scene she can compare it with
ir the South.

I. for one. have traveled throughout the
United States. I find the Southern people
charming, attractive. intelligent, and they
have the best food in the U.S.

A Southerner places great value on
manners. He thinks your Northern push-
ing and shoving to catch a subway is
idiotic.

Your novelist speaks of the uninter-
esting hills in North Carolina. She fails

| te mention the green tobacco fields, the

adorable. sleepy towns where one neither
breathes smog nor hears the screech of

| cars bringing destruction to the nervous

system.

Ours is a lovely country. There is
room for all and we. as citizens. must
learn to love each section for what it is.

—J. BARCROPT

Nashville, Tennessee: 1 have to agree
with Miss Grau that “the real crime is
stupidity.” And she is one of the best
examples of it. The most disgusting of all
human beings—North or South, colored
or white—is a white Southerner who pre-
tends to rise above her heritage to de-
nounce the South in terms acceptable to
the peddlers of misunderstanding and
distrust like vou.

It would take pages to list the lies

| she told and implied on these pages. If

you went into the ghetto of Harlem and
recorded vour findings ax an analysis of
the Northern mind. your report would be
no more inaccurate than the Grau story.

—BILL KENNEDY

Little Rock. Arkansas: You have inflicted
upon your readers a broad sweeping in-
dictment of the entire South. branding
the inhabitants as poverty stricken. ignor-
ant. superstitious and stupid.

This unrealistic diatribe does nothing
to improve attitudes or conditions of
either race. and only reveals the deep-
seated frustrations and bitterness of the
author. —MRS. MARY L. JONES

San Francisco, California: T have just
finished reading part of your article. I
say part. because I was so sickened by
its antiwhite Southerner theme that I
could not finish it.

Looking back, I can remember that
you have published a great many stories
that seem to condone and even encour-
age mongrelization of the races. and I do
not want to help support such an atti-
tude by buying your magazine.

—MARTHA ANN DAVENPORT

Middlesboro, Kentucky: The article by
Miss Grau is readable; perhaps it could
be classed as fiction! It is weak on re-
search. or did someone in the slack-
jawed South snub our writer? She sounds
quite feline. and almost as vapid as her
dreamy examples. She speaks of the
“ugly little Shenandoah Valley (Vir-
ginia) towns.” As I traveled the maligned
area in early April. I am sure she is
mistaken. Never have I seen lovelier
scenery. Those stone houses at Middle-
burg. Staunton. Lexington and area are
outstanding examples of architecture and
a way of life that many love.

There are poor. stupid. rude people
everywhere. I think the average person in
the South has better manners, in public
at least. than our Northern brothers!

The South had the Harpes; the North
had the Jukes—the poor. the no-goods.
the jealous rabble-rousers will always
he with us. Face it.

Perhaps we should all read Mr. Tho-
reau’s Walden again—he even retired in
the North. Why don’t more people retire
there now if this is such a lost Eden?

—MRS. E. W. J. BOSTON

Dallas, Texas: Miss Grau says the poor
whites are always the troublemakers in
the South. They are the ones who do the
lynching and the arson. That could only
be the statement of an extreme extremist
ct perhaps an educated fool.

She says we are a violent people with
a low regard for human life. But. so help
us God. I think if there were thirty-eight
of us Southerners watching a girl being
stabbed to death. as in New York City.
at least one of us would get violent and
step right up and say. “You all better not
do that” We wouldn't even ask for her
mother’s maiden name.—MARCE ROBERTS

Due to limited space it is necessary to edit some of the letters.
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After Surgery—
How Long
For Recovery?

To get an answer to that important
question the National Center for Health
Statistics haz done yeoman service col-
lecting data on more than four million—
actually, 4.709,000—people who under-
went surgery in the course of a recent
year. And out of that vast mass of infor-
mation have come guideline figures for
six of the most common of all surgical
procedures. For 611.000 tonsillectomies.
the average convalescence period—which
means that time from operation to return
to full activity on the job. running the
house or buckling down to schoolwork—
was 10.2 days. It was 281 days for
303,000 appendectomies: 28.2 davs for
236,000 hemorrhoidectomies. For hernia
repairs—312.000 of them—average recu-
peration period was 41.9 days: for 231.000
hysterectomies, 52 days. As for childbirth
—also classified as a surgical procedure
—the average convalescence after 3.247.-
000 deliveries turned out to he 15.4 days.

Sprain an Ankle?
Keep Moving

Assuming there’s no actual dislocation
involved—and that’s true for the great
majority of garden (and street. stairs and
wherever-else-it-happens) varieties—your
best bet after an ankle sprain is to get
back on your feet fast. That's the clear
implication of a studv by Dr. .James E.
Nevin of Cleveland covering forty-eight
paratroopers with moderate and severe
sprains. While some of the men were
ireated with plaster cast immobilization,
others were made immediately ambulant
with Novocain injections, adhesive strap-
ping—and, in some of the most severe
cases, with crutches for partial weight-
bearing. Results: where the plaster cast
men took more than six weeks on the
average to recover fully and get back to
duty, the early-on-the-feet men were over
their sprains and back paratrooping in
two weeks.

End of Diaper Rash

A synthetic fabric with a remarkable
property (when placed under the usual
cotton diaper. it allows moisture to flow
in only one direction and not back again}
hax been used by Dr. Sidney Clyman of
New  York Universitv  Post Graduate
Medical School to help overcome stub-
born diaper rashes. Chafing and rashes
m the diaper area produced by bacterial

action on ammonia in urine are common
in infants; there are also other skin dis-
orders that refuse to heal because of con-
tinued contact of the baby’s skin with
urine. Dr. Clyman picked fifteen children
with the most serious outhreaks. In ev-
ery one. the liner—a nine-by-sixteen-
inch knitted polyolefin cloth called Bo-
baby—byv permitting urine to pass
quickly through to be absorbed by the
diaper and not allowing any of it to re-
contact the skin, brought striking im-
provement.

Wrapping Up
Skin Troubles

For many of the most stubbornly per-
sistent skin disorders. a newer treatment
—-in which cortisonelike hormone prepa-
rations are applied under a plastic film—
can do an excellent joh. Latest report on
the wrap-up method—and the film can
be just ordinary plastic kitchen wrapping
—comes from Dr. Harry M. Robinson, Jr.
and two other dermatologists at the Uni-
versity of Maryvland School of Medicine.
They tried it in 531 patients and found
that it helped most of those with such
severe chronic skin troubles as pustular
psoriasis. neurodermatitis, eczema, dis-
coid lupus erythematosus lichen planus.
and granuloma of the elbows and knees:
it even brought some measure of relief
for those with still tougher mycosis fun-
goides and parapsoriasis. Although no
cure. the combination of film and hor-
mone is superior to other topical treat-
ments. avoids the need for taking hor-
mones internally and even the need for
resort to X-ray therapy. Probably, the
Maryland physicians say. the benefit
comes not only because the plastic film
keeps medication in place, but also be-
cause it causes maceration, or softening
of the =kin. so the drugs can penetrate
more readily to where they’re needed.

Cold for Comfort

A burgeoning. surprisingly successful
new approach to treating many common
uches and pains is to freeze them away.
Suffering from a sprain. back pain, even
bursitis? An ice cube massage could
help rub it out—as it has. and quickly.
in seven thousand patients. according to
a report by Lt. Col. Arthur E. Grant, an
Army medical officer at Fort Sam Hous-
ton. Texas. Actually. the cold massage
itself isn’t curative: it numbs pain =0
patients can move—and it’s the moving
that speeds recovery. Grant finds.

Cold mayv work wonders. too. for sore
throats—and it isn’t the throat that gets
cooled. A discovery by Captain S. L.

(cont. on p. 18)
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At last! A Cover Girl complexion...
so natural you cant believe its make-up!

Cover Girl covers so completely, looks so
natural no one would guess you’re wearing
make-up. Best of all, it’s glamour that’s good
for your skin! Most make-ups do nothing for
your skin, but Cover Girl —and only Cover
Girl —helps improve your complexion with
the proven benefits of Noxzema medication.

Use fragrant Cover Girl liquid every morn-
ing; pat on the powder for a sheer, soft fin-
ish. Your make-up always looks smooth and
fresh, never caky or mask-y. The antiseptic
powder fights germs on your puff, guards
against skin problems with every touch-up.
You'll love your new Cover Girl complexion!

NEW COVER GI RL MEDICATED MAKE-UP BY NOXZEMA

©1964 THE NOXZEMA CHEMICAL COMPANY, OWNERS OF THE TRADEMARK NAME—COVER GIRL

Powder, Liquid, Matte Make-Up
inyour skin shade $1.50 ea. plus tax



what a beautiful black shoe

This shoe is changing its mind about color again — with
Shu-Mak-Up. For the umpteenth time since it was basic
black! As the original color-coating for leathers and fabrics,
Shu-Mak-Up changes any shoe shade as easily as you’d
change a nail polish to accessorize a dress. In 24 Designer
Colors, or blend your own to match any fabric color. $1.25
each. Conditioner for recoloring 50¢. Blending Chart is free!
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MEDICINE (cont. from p. 16)

Brody, a Naval medical officer at the Ma-
rine Corps Air Station, Cherry Point.
North Carolina, is that often when a
throat feels sore. the real trouble lies in
little tender spots in neck muscles. Dur-
ing an outbreak of sore throats aboard a
Naval vessel, Brody noticed such tender
spots while examining many of the men.
He found that simply pressing them
gently with his fingers brought imme-
diate, temporary relief for the throat
soreness. and that spraying the neck mus-
cle areas with cold ethyl chloride then
provided lasting relief. In subsequent
trials with more than one hundred fifty
patients, children as well as adults. he
reports that ethyl chloride spraying
eliminated sore throats in 75 per cent of
the cases, including many with angry
red throats and even tonsil involvement.

Little Girls’
Chronic Affliction

Whatever else they’re made for, little
girls too often seem to be made for two
nagging afllictions: recurring urinary in-
fections and chronic difficulty in voiding.
If you have a daughter with one or both
troubles, there could be good news in
the work of two physicians. Drs. Rich-
ards P. Lyon (San Francisco) and Emil
A. Tenagho (Alexandria, Egypt). who
have found that often there is a specific
—and readily correctable—anatomic rea-
son: a constricting ring of tissue in the
urethra, the tube which extends from
bladder to exterior. Studying one hun-
dred eighty-two young patients, they dis-
covered the abnormality in one hundred
thirty-seven and have been able. they
report, to cure 70 per cent by using in-
struments to dilate the ring.

Safer Inhaling

If you'd like to give up cigarette-smok-
ing but willpower fails. relax; you may
be able to enjoy your puffing in relative
safety, without getting smoke in your
lungs. Dr. Hylan A. Bickerman and oth-
er investigators at Columbia University’s
College of Physicians and Surgeons, act-
ing on the assumption that the link be-
tween smoking and respiratory disease is
inhaling. have worked out a new and
safer pufling technique: you draw on
your cigarette and, while holding the
smoke in your mouth behind closed lips,
breathe air in through your nese; then
you exhale smoke and air together. Any
smoker who makes an effort can learn
the noninhaling method in a few tries
and get a pleasurable sensation from it.
the investigators claim.

—LAWRENCE GALTON

For more information about these
items, consult yvour physician.
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(OVIE GUIDE

Anthony Quinn, Gregory Peck in Behold a Pale Horse. When the Spanish Civil War

ends, the private, man-to-man battle goes on—back and forth across the Pyrenees.

Pale Horse,
Brilliant Rider

Fred Zinnemann has done it again.
The master director who gave us The
Nun’s Story, High Noon, From Here to
Eternity and The Sundowners has pre-
sented us with another of his almost
poetic texthooks on how to make a great
movie. The film is Behold a Pale Horse
and the story is as simple as its back-
ground (the Pyrenees, between Spain
and France) is overwhelming.

Opening with stock news footage from
the Spanish Civil War, Zinnemann slides
artfully into his picture so that when
Gregory Peck first appears among em-
bittered revolutionists being driven across
the border by a Nationalist victory, the
change in film quality is almost imper-
ceptible.

For twenty vears then, we are told,
Peck comes back again and again to
Spain carrying on his private war. To
police captain Vinolas (Anthony Quinn),
his capture becomes an obsession. and
Vinolas sets a trap in a hospital where
Peck’s mother (Mildred Dunnock) is
dying. An informer (Raymond Pellegrin)
takes the word to Peck. but an innocent
priest (Omar Sharif) also goes to warn
the aging revolutionary that his mother
is already dead. Finally. Peck goes back
to Spain anyway. “because they don't
think that I can.” He dies in a final
burst of gory glory, failing to kill Vinolas
but getting the informer.

No story line could convey the essence
of this film. which is incredibly beauti-
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ful, from its judicious use of camera
shots of faces to its perfectly suspenseful
and meaningful score by Maurice Jarre
(he won an Oscar for Lawrence of Ara-
bia). We are transported from France to
Spain by the click of a few castanets as
the camera flies across the mountains. . ..
A zither sounds, followed by a bass string
being plucked over a far-off horn. . . . A
guitar heats as Peck sneaks up to kill
a sniper on a roof.

Peck, whose Oscar for To Kill a Mock-
ingbird was rated by some as a senti-
mental gesture from the industry to its
workhorse, workaday actor son, shows
that he deserves everything they've got
to give him for Pale Horse. Like an old
lion with a sore paw, he scowls and snarls
—browbeating the poor priest. cuffing
the boy who adores him (Marietto An-
geletti). meanly suspicious of the in.
former. He squints his eves over the
smoke of a homemade cigarette because
he doesn’t see so well anymore. (There
is a perfect moment when he has to put
on spectacles to jimmy a lock.)

Quinn is also brilliant—handsome and
arrogant. accepting a bribe in the form
of a beautiful horse, lighting the tallest
tapers in church and promising to go to
Lourdes if God will grant him victory,
Iying in bed beside his unattractive wife,
his every thought written across his sul-
len face.

The victory of the story, of course, be-
longs to the revolutionary. In the end, he
and his mother lie side by side—two
stark corpses in a morgue—resembling
themselves somehow, but still as unreal
as death. It is a fantastic movie moment.

That HorribleBoo-Boo

The sensational Eugene Burdick-Har-
vey Wheeler novel Fail Sufe is a screen
natural and has been directed by Sidney
Lumet with some pictorial beauty. in
contrast to the horror of its subject mat-
ter. A weird allegorical opening of a
matador and dying bull, with other-
worldly sound effects, sets the pace for
the tension to come.

SAC in Omaha sends bombers to their
fail-safe points. due to a UFO (Uniden-
tified Flying Object). which is approach-
ing the U.S. When the UFO proves harm-
less. the planes are recalled—save for
one group which goes on toward Moscow.
The rest of the story concerns SAC’s and
the President’s efforts to recall the group.
to bring it down with US. fighters. to
help Russia knock it out, and finally, the
horrible trade of New York City for
Moscow as an even swap in accidental
nuclear destruction.

Fail Safe must inevitably suffer com-
parisons with its predecessor, the con-
troversial satire Dr. Strangelove, and in-
deed it is sometimes difficult to see where
this serious treatment of such a pressing
theme differs from the humorous Stanley
Kubrick version. (For instance, there are
obvious similarities between George C.
Scott’s general in Strangelove and the
Walter Matthau portrayal, in Fail Safe,
of a hard-nosed political scientist who
says things like, “Sixty million dead are
better than one hundred million.” They
are equally frightening and absurd.)

Fail Safe has many faults. One prays
fervently that in reality the SAC war
room is not inhabited by such hysterical
and unbalanced class-conscious snobs as
Fritz Weaver . . . that in the event of a

“President” Fonda: when fail-safe fails.



real crisis there would be no time for the
incredible ideological discussions which
slow the film . . . that the President and
his Pentagon advisers are better prepared
than are Henry Fonda and his fictional
aides in this drama . . . that no techno-
logical failure, Russian jamming. or lack
of foresight such as exists in Fail Safe
can take place. (The doomed lead pilot
cannot be recalled by the President’s
voice or even his wife’s words, due to
prearrangements to avoid his being
duped by Russian imitators. Surely SAC
has licked this little problem.)

Despite these illogical drawbacks. Fail
Safe is as scary for grown-ups as a
child’s ghost story is for kids. Its dra-
matic possibilities override its farfetched
probabilities, and it does offer some fas-
cinating scenes of SAC technical opera-
tions.

Susan Hayward: where has love gone?

Soap: Large

Economy Size

Hollywood has mined everything from
Pulitzer Prize gold to the headlines of
the Los Angeles newspapers, never over-
looking its own explosive history for
source material.

Where Love Has Gone is Joe Levine’s
posh production of the timely but taste-
less Harold Robbins novel of the same
name, and surprisingly, it looks better on
wide screen than it did in print. Judi-
cious cutting could improve it even more,
for parts are tediously long. Still, it’s a
good “woman’s picture,” a high-class
soap opera based on a familiar newspaper
scandal with lots of that “adult” dialogue
scriptwriters dote on nowadays.

The story of a spoiled, successful sculp-
tress (Susan Hayward). whose daughter
(Joey Heatherton) stabs Mamma's seamy
gigolo lover to death. opens with the
murder and includes a flashback. Michael
Connors is the regenerate father whose
fcrmer refuge in self-pity and booze
busted up his marriage to Susan and left
her wide open for sex as an antidote.

Mr. Connors is a fairly wooden actor.
But Susan Hayward is marvelous (hav-
ing played this same part for years) let-
ling out all stops from hedonistic aban-
don to heartbroken tears. Miss Heatherton
is properly intense as the hostile mixed-
up teen-ager. There is also a neat acting
job by Jane Greer as a juvenile proba-
tion officer.

But it is Bette Davis as a San Fran-
cisco society dowager (Susan’s mother)
who bears the matriarchal blame for all
the unforgiven failures and tragedies of
the film. Somehow—in her furs and
jewels. her gorgeous Edith Head gowns,
with a becoming silvered wig—Miss Davis
doesn’t seem half the monster the plot
insists she is. She gives a vitally alive
performance. and it is a welcome relief
to see this great pro on the screen again
in a part she needn’t be ashamed of.

Flight # 22

Consolidated’s commercial jet flight
#22 crashes on takeoff from Los Angeles
Airport. Was it the bird feathers sucked
into one engine, poor maintenance, a
hangover from the tense ground fight for
promotion between execs Nehemiah Per-
soff and Glenn Ford, or the nonchalant,
almost bored attitude of chief pilot Rod
Taylor. who was wisecracking and drink-
ing coffee on takeoff?

Fate Is the Hunter is a mystery movie
—a film where the bedeviled Ford de-
termines to solve the cause of the crash
that took fifty-three lives (only stew-
ardess Suzanne Pleshette survived). He
has to do this with the press, his airline

Nancy Kwan, Glenn Ford: but is it fate?

colleagues. the CAB, and suing relatives
of victims on his neck. What we get are
a number of dramatic flashbacks show-
ing that the pilot was or was not: irre-
sponsible, a boozer, a wencher, a hero, a
great flier, a philosopher and a benefac-
tor of his fellowman. Nancy Kwan, Wally
Cox, Dorothy Malone and Mark Stevens
(in a touching portrayal as a drunk)
provide the clues.

The airborne re-creation of Flight #22,
which turns up the cause of the first
crash, provides a heart-stopping ending.
So, despite its fuzzy philosophizing about
believing or disbelieving in fate, this is
an exciting film.

Shelley Winters: madam of the house.

A “Social Comment”

A House Is Not a Home opens with
lots of black and white photos resembling
the cheap tabloids of the Jimmy Walker
era. They make a voluptuous promise for
what is actually a pretty thin movie.

The story of Polly Adler’s rise to fame
and fortune through procuring, her con-
nections with police graft, Tammany pol-
itics and the underworld is a sleazy story
unredeemed by either the wisecracks that
pass for comedy or the oversimplified
dialogue that fits the sentimental scenes.

Shelley Winters’ bumbling naiveté as
the madam is unconvincing: likewise her
thwarted love story with Ralph Taeger.
In some of the “social comment” which
accompanies the film, Miss Winters
sounds as if she’d just learned to read.

Two minor acting bits enliven the pro-
ceedings—Kaye Ballard as a good-hearted
girlfriend, and Cesar Romero who turns
in an acute performance as the late

Lucky Luciano. —LIZ SMITH
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THEATER

Bob Preston as Ben Franklin

The Music Man meets the Sage of Philadelphia as one of Broadway’s
most versatile actors undertakes to play a sixty-seven year
old while he is still young enough and lusty enough to handle it.

f this country ever decides to add an-

other face to the four Presidents
gracing Mt. Rushmore. I think it would
be nice if they made it that famous
American who was promised the Presi-
dency and twenty thousand acres in
Ohio. Of course, you know I mean Ben-
jamin Franklin, who got the land but
didn’t make the White House.

Furthermore, to pose for such a mile-
high and stony caricature, I'd nominate
Robert Preston, the forty-six-year-old
actor now imitating a sixty-seven-year-
old Ben in the new Broadway-bound mu-
sical Ben Franklin in Paris. Craggily
handsome Bob—-veteran of thirty films,
eleven Broadway shows. and heaven

knows how many Pasadena Playhouse
dramas and TV appearances—is lots of
people’s idea of Mr. All-American. The
public simply can’t forget his stage and

screen performance as Harold Hill, the
Music Man, and he still gets fan mail
reading: “You have to write my daugh-
ter tonight and tell her that she must
practice, practice, practice,” or “I thought
you'd like to see this snapshot of our
high school band’s new uniforms.”

But Preston’s offbeat decision to play
Benjamin Franklin this season has noth-
ing whatsoever to do with his all-Ameri-
can image. On the contrary, he hates all
the static overidentification that causes
actors to be typecast and spends most ot
his time departing from whatever suc-
cessful impression he most recently left.
Since 1951. the broad-shouldered, infec-
tiously likable star. who escaped from
Paramount’s Hollywood factory where
he was mired in a succession of roles as
an unlovable and lovable heel, has thor-
oughly enjoyed his freedom to be differ-

IRREPRESSIBLE Preston and ingenue Jacqueline Mayro enjoy rehearsing for

Ben Franklin in Paris. Musical bows at Lunt-Fontanne Theater on October 13.

ent on a very much larger-than-life scale.

My two-part interview with him ranged
from the best banquette at Sardi’s, where
he greeted friends in a pale blue tie,
elegant white shirt, slacks and pink
seersucker jacket (“I look like a candy
butcher™”). to Delmonico’s most secluded
cocktail corner. where he appeared more
conservatively in a trim grey suit and
stunning suntan (“You stinker, making
me come into town from Rye on a beau-
tiful day like this”). Mostly the tape re-
sounds with laughter—that of the inter-
viewer. then Preston’s low-key, quiet,
deep voice, drifting into a “funny” about
Robert Mitchum. turning from a chuck-
le to an outright. basso guffaw, telling
theater anecdotes and breaking himself
up. He is salty and opinionated. but seems
to temper these volatile elements with a
trace of middle-of-the-roadism—a kind of
reserved desire to play it a bit safe.

No reporter needs to see Richard Bur-
ton and Elizabeth Taylor these days.
Quotes from and about them are implicit
in interviews with other actors who know
them. Preston is no exception. He and
Burton have a mutual admiration society
going that will surely one day result in
some sort of acting collaboration. Burton
says, “Preston is the foremost American
Shakespearean actor. with a voice like
golden thunder. He can do anything; he
can go on the stage with Olivier or any of
the greats and act them into a corner. I've
never known such magnetism in an
actor.” Preston himself is full of praise
for Burton’s Hamlet, and he enjoyed kid-
ding Richard about the black slacks,
black V-neck sweater and white T-shirt
he wore in the modern-dress version. “I
told him—‘Why, you’re in costume and
everybody else is in modern dress. That’s
a costume.’ He grinned in that very shy.
wonderful Welsh way he has because he
knew I was right. It was a costume. Yes,
I'd love to do Shakespeare with Richard.
but in a play where there are opposing
roles.” He firmly rejected the suggestion
someone had made that he should have
played Claudius. Hamlet’s stepfather.
“That’s an intriguing role for a character
actor who is over the hill. There’s no
challenge to Claudius.”

The very youthful and virile Preston



has now picked up the most challenging
gauntlet of his theatrical career. His at-
tempt to portray Ben Franklin was
judged as the ultimate in gall by some
of the Sardi Set who felt the whole idea
was a masterpiece of miscasting. Preston
said, “Let’s wait and see. It sure may
be, but it beats going to Las Vegas.”

How can a good-looking six footer with
a crinkly forehead under wavy. abundant
hair (now shaved) play the plump, aging.
balding Philadelphian at the court of
Louis XIV? Preston, who is a master
stylist, just laughed at the realistic
naiveté of such a query.

“Franklin can’t be vounger than sixty-
seven historically. but his activities and
his strength would be a little too much
to cast actually to age. You know. it’s
like Paul Scofield sayving, ‘I want to
play Lear before I'm too old.” I won’t
make up too much. I hope to suggest
him in so many different ways. All you
should do is tell the audience in the
beginning how old Franklin is and make
them accept it.

“You know he wears a coonskin cap
at the French court, dressing the part of
the frontiersman over there. boots. a
bearskin coat, all that. His feeling was
that with all those powdered wigs around
Louis. he wanted the King to know which
one was Franklin. And it worked. be-
cause he played the Great Commoner
before his time: he played the New
World to that sophisticated court.™

I mentioned the fact that the musical
endows the aging Franklin with a love
life. Preston said. “That’s another rea-
son for casting a younger man than his
actual age. To his dying day. you know.
one of the things we still marvel at—in
his letters—was his. er. uh. lustiness—
unquote. He was always active in that
field. So this musical—which is the kind
of musical 7 can do. that is to say. a
book that could still be an interesting
play without music—does have a depar-
ture.

“I've heen pondering the fellow so. [
dont think the modern-day American
man is geared to understand the mind of
a man like Ben Franklin. He's a little
outside the average workaday business-
man’s ken. They're more apt to say. ‘Why
didn’t Franklin get with one thing and
stick with it and make himself a big suc-
cess?’” Well, we've got a thing in the play
where Ben sees his first bicycle and asks
what it is. It has everyvthing except ped-
als. Ben says. ‘How does it go?” A man
goes da-da-dum with his feet on it across
stage. Ben says. ‘Well, that could he im-
proved. I wish I had time for that sort
of thing." That's the outlook of the man.
He went in so many different directions.”

Like Ben. Preston himself has gone in
a number of different directions since
Paramount hired him fresh from the Pax-
adena Playhouse and changed his name
from Preston Meservey. For his first im-

Phutos by Fricdman-Abelea

SWEDISH musical comedy star Ulla Sallert and natty leading man talk over her
role as French countess who falls in love with aging ambassador from the U.S.

portant role in Union Pacific. Cecil B. De
Mille ordered him to grow a mustache.
=T will if I can.” said the nineteen year
old and promptly set the stvle for all the
rogues to follow in his many vears under
contract. 'nion Pacific. which still kicks
around on the late show. is also «till a
good film, and if you care to see vintage-
movie Preston. don’t miss it.

“Everytime I did a picture, I did that
same guy.” says the actor. “That’s why
I hated it. During World War II. I was
on a troop ship and a kid ran up on deck
and said. ‘Come see the movie. 1 went
down. sat on the steps and on came Missy
Stanwyck. Joel McCrea and me in Union
Pacific. Here I was going off to war. |
said. ‘I've seen this picture.” and walked
out. Later. on a TV special, | sang a song
about those days called °I Died for a
Living.

“But making movies was fun then be-
cause as vou did them. they were never
~o imminent that vou thought vou were
going to have to ever see them.”

| asked him what had been the turn-
ing point in his career and he snorte:l.
~Oh. vou peaople. youre so full of turn-
ing points all of vou . . ." so we stopped

and ordered another dry martini before
he told me how he got out of Paramount
in the early fifties just as Hollywood was
ceasing to be the motion picture capital
of the world. “Well. I zuppose the turn-
ing point was when I finally found myself
out from under contract. Paramount had
taken me on at nineteen. fed me well and
they were like a family to me—I virtual-
ly didn't know anything else except for
my stage experience as a kid. So. I went
to England in 1951 and made a forgetta-
ble movie called Cloudburst and foun-l
all my colleagues working at night in the
West End in theater. When it was over.
I'd had this taste of working with theater
people again. Then when I got back to
New York I found José Ferrer looking
for someone to replace him in Tiwcentieth
Century.

1 «aid. "Look no further. I'll rep'ae
vou." So I did, and the critics came back
and expected to see this—well. not eve:
Greg Peck. but a movie actor who hal
always played leads in the Bs and her-
ies in the A's. But it worked. So afte-
doing that to no shame. people though
of me and 1 got the revival of The Md'e
Animal. 1T would never have heen given

(continued ) 23



dounsdior

Me! A “Working Gal’’?

Many smart women are discovering—
by choice or just plain necessity—
that being a Beauty Counselor offers
a most exciting and pleasurable way
to achieve personal success . . . and
a good income.

Beauty Counselors present, by appoint-
ment, their internationally famous
cosmetics and toiletries to select
clientele, who have the unique oppor-
tunity to Try Before They Buy . . .

at home.

Counselors, who devote full or part-
time, have found security in this
helpful and rewarding career.
Perhaps you'd like to be a

Beauty Counselor in your community.
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Just fill in and mail this coupon
to see how you may qualify as a
Beauty Counselor. There is no
obligation, of course, but you
must be over 25.
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BOB

that kind of chance in motion pictures—
never in the world.

“Then after The Music Man. 1 was
offered parts that never before had come
my way. Of course. the leading man
image is one that I don’t really care for
either. It's wonderful to arrive at the
point in years as well as in experience
and security where you want each suc-
ceeding role to destroy the image of the
one before. Although it hasn't been as
tiresome being identified with The Music
Man, since Harold Hill was so much fun
to play and seems to have meant so much
to the public. So there is that part of the
image that you don’t let go. Later I could
play a conniving, wicked charmer like
Nat Bentley in Nobody Loves an Alba-
tross because people in the audience re-
membered The Music Man. The next for-
ward step is called—Gently Moving
Into Sixty-seven Year Old Roles.” He
laughed aloud.

I asked if there wasn’t some question
he wished a reporter would put to him.
He said, “No.” seemed to reconsider.
| then went on. “My decision recently was
never to do an interview again. After
reading Laurence Olivier’s article in
Life. I decided that. Because he said it
all. from his Olympian heights. He talked
about acting and about personal things—
this is where your chronology has to be
so carefully guarded by yourself. Other
people can't do it. I remember my first
interviews for Paramount—and the pic-
tures of me on ‘my’ yacht, ‘my’ ranch.
|'my’ tennis courts, with a beach ball.

Somewhere that beach ball picture still
| exists and will come back to haunt me.

L —— There I was making a hot one hundred
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| dollars a week. and Mom, Dad, my kid

PRESTON AS BEN FRANKLIN (continued)

role with Shirley Jones, but he fought Warner's every step of the way to get it.

brother and [ all living in a small apart-
ment on it. Well, you say to yourself.
*This is the way it is and I've gotta go
along with this.”

“Now I'd like to know how much of
this over the years rubs off on you. How
much it influences what you become. 1
decided after reading Olivier that it
would have been marvelous if. at the age
of nineteen, I had known enough. had
perspicacity enough. to have always told
the truth.

“My forearming now when [ come to
talk to someone like you is to consciously
say to myself—put it right in the fore-
ground of my mind—*Tell the truth. Tell
the truth because people are going to
read it."”

Preston lives today in a converted
carriage house on two-and-a-half acres
in Rye. only thirty-three miles from New
York's theater district (“It’s very se-
cluded. I've been known to water the
lawn in my altogether”). He has been
married to actress Catherine Craig for
almost twenty-four years and they are
now reconciled after a brief separation
that occurred a few seasons back (“I
haven't had any unhappy experiences
with the press. There was no invasion of
privacy when we were separated. As a
matter of fact, most news people knew
Catherine as well as they knew me and
were more sorry than I was. So when it
was patched up they were all tickled to
death™).

Here are some other Preston comments
culled from the tape:

Carol Burnett: “She is so talented that
they don’t know what to do with her. She
needs careful handling. She needs to be
told she’s beautiful—these people are



beautiful. She cannot be left on her own.”

Critics: “Critics are good to actors—
unless the actor is truly to blame for the
debacle, he is not blamed by the critics.
But they gut the writer. It’s a shame.”

Acting: “l may sometimes suggest a
line to an author. But write a play, no. I
may think up bits of invention and talk it
over with the director. But direct, no. My
fun is still trying to play a few of the
many roles to be played.”

Television: “An occasional TV thing is
fine, but to tie up in a series, no matter
how successful it might be, would be
the equivalent to me of going back into
the movies under contract.”

Money: “I don’t know what they do
with my money. I have business managers
in California. I haven’t had that prob-
lem since I was with Paramount and
Joel McCrea sent a little man to me and
said, ‘Do whatever he says.’ I obeyed
because Joel was the happiest, most suc-
cessful man I'd ever seen in my life.”

Publicity vs. Notoriety: “I think there
are people who are victimized by the
press, but they’ve put themselves into that
spot where that, unfortunately, is more
what they’re selling than what they’re
selling. I don’t include here our two
greatest living examples—Richard and
Elizabeth—because they both function
professionally.

“The only thing that ever annoys me is
that the people who have helped create
an image become the scoffers at it and
the sneerers. You know Jayne Mansfield
is a pretty bright young gal. She’s got a
brain in her head. But the very people
who helped her create her public self are
the ones who now poke fun at her. This
I don’t understand.”

The topless bathing suit: “I have noth-
ing against it, except maybe the people
who wear it will be the people who
shouldn’t be seen in slacks either.”

Politics: “Well, for a while there we
were known as ‘Rye’s Democrats.” 1
think there are a few more of us now. But
if the greatest man in the world came
along, be he Republican or Democrat,
I'd vote for him.”

Extremism: “I hate the troublous times
we are going through. But I think the
only things that rub off on people are the
things they’re unaware of learning. You
can’t instruct or beat them over the head.
If you've got a message, you have to play
it so you don’t alienate another entire
segment of people you might be able to
reach and influence.”

At the end of our second meeting, the
permanent little frown line between Pres-
ton’s eyes seemed to have deepened. He
said, “Look I don’t care what you do with
this interview really, but if your art
department runs across that Paramount
picture of me with the beach ball, could
you just forget it?” Then he exploded
with laughter and called for the check.

—LIZ SMITH
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The perfumed skin cosmetic that restores moisture
Entirely new! Its fabulous foaming action liquefies instantly to release a magic
moisture that refreshes your thirsty skin. Leaves you feeling satin-smooth, soft
all over . .. and fragrant with the heady scent of Desert Flower. 2.00

DESERT FLOWER

SATIN FOAM
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TRHE MARKETPLAGE

In America, do as the Finns do.

Finnish Bracer

The Finnish system of physical fitness
has become all-American. Normandy
Products Company has introduced their
Saunette, a 225-pound, plug-in sauna
bath. Philippine mahogany without, and
seamless molded glass fiber within, the
Saunette has a hardwood bench, terry-
cloth backing—and a thermostat that
regulates heat up to 250 degrees (air
vents circulate fresh, dry air). Although
it needs no special installation, the
Saunette price tag is bracing in itself:
$695. Available at Hammacher Schlem-
mer in New York; Neiman-Marcus in
Dallas: and the Joseph Horne Company
in Pittsburgh.

Presidential Pastime

With the sound and fury of the cam.
paign ringing in the air, there had to
be a game like Hat in the Ring, devised
by two congressional aides to amuse
themselves—and us. The game duplicates
a national convention campaign, and
gives each player—or candidate—his
choice of strategy: economy campaign
(“likely to cost less and gain fewer dele-
gates”), full-scale. or blitz (“likely to
cost considerably more and gain more
delegates™). The candidates choose for
home states, decide whether or not to
avoid the New Hampshire primary. raise
funds for increased expenses. They also
get unexpected benefits (“Your personal-
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ity and charm win over twenty delegates
from candidate leading on last ballot™)
or penalties (“Gas-filled balloon used in
demonstration explodes. injuring fifty
of your delegates. who defect . . .").

Island-in-the-Sun
Earthenware

Vera—whose brilliant  scarves are
known to women throughout America—
has gone native. Royal Worcester. the fine
china company, has just introduced its
first earthenware line, designed by Vera
and hand-painted in Jamaica. The color
and spontaneity of design make this line
noteworthy. Particularly attractive is one
setting which fairly pulsates with sun-
shine—a sunflower nestling in the center
of each cup and on each saucer—creat-
ing an island-in-the-sun atmosphere that
is perfect for casual dining.

Rent a

Traveling Home

A perfect way to see the Old West—
without a wasted minute—is to fly there
and then rent a home on wheels. Ameri-
can Airlines recently conducted an ex-
periment with the Cortez Traveler (a
nineteen-foot family camper which sleeps
four). After landing in either Phoenix or
Los Angeles, families were able to pick
up the Cortez for sight-seeing (at 8150 a
week and twelve cents a mile). After the
tour was over, the camper was dropped
off again at either city, and the families
flew on home. So successful was the ex-
periment that there are already bookings
for 1965.

Also available through the same airline
is a tour of Universal Studios in Holly-
wood. For the first time you can see just

Sight-seeing from your armchair.

what’s behind the silver screen—how
stunts and special effects are achieved,
how scenes are shot, how famed locales
(like London’s Soho district and Amer-
ica’s Fort Laramie) are duplicated.
Bring your own camera along and cap-
ture the whole thing on film. Cost: 82.50
for adults, $1.25 for children.

The New

Subterraneans

There’s a new concept in houses today.
The Underground World Home, Inc. peo-
ple are convinced that the best place on
earth to live is under it, and they've even
built an underground home at the World's
Fair to prove it.

The idea of subterranean residences

The best place on earth is under it.

got underway two years ago with a ten-
room dwelling in Plainview, Texas. Next
came one in Dallas, then a home beneath
a mountaintop in Colorado. Currently
the company is developing an area out-
side Las Vegas: one hundred and fifty
custom-built houses will be constructed
beneath a golf course. The above-ground
snorkels ot each home (which supply
air) will be disguised as palm trees, and
when subterranean fireplaces are blazing
merrily, smoke will rise from the palms.
Proposed name of the course? You
guessed it: Smoking Tree.

The natural earth insulation tends to
maintain constant temperature and re-
duced humidity and the homes are con-
siderably cheaper to heat. Air is filtered,
is thus purer (good news for allergics),
and housecleaning is cut to a minimum
(dusting is necessary only once every six
weeks). Maintenance is almost nil—no
painting, storm windows or screens. In-
surance costs are an eighth of those top-
side. The big drawback. no sun. is offset
by an intricate lighting system which cre-
ates effects from sunrise to starry night.

(cont. on p. 28



|t'S a TaYIor wine.. .and YOU’“ |Ove lt! Get-together people
like the mood and magic of this light-hearted
New York State Rosé Wine. Pink and pert,
it keeps sophisticated company on any
occasion. Chill it for a gay refresher at any
time. Delightfu! with any food—at home or
dining out. / Ask your wine merchant for
Taylor booklets that show you how to enjoy
wine more—cooking, dining or entertaining.
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In his latest album, “Ballads, Blues

and Boasters,” Belafonte brings to mind the words
of an old spiritual, ‘. .. sometimes I'm up,
sometimes I'm down ..." With a wide variety of
songs, he expresses the moods that every man (and
woman) experiences at one time or another.
Boasters like “Tone the Bell Easy” and “‘Back of
the Bus,” find Belafonte in a satisfied and
expansive mood while blues such as “Blue Willow
Moan"" are for everyone who has ever known
trouble. And, of course, ballads like ““Four Strong

Winds" find Harry right at home in his

musical element. A dynamic
performance in Dynagroove sound!
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The mosl trusted name in sound

THE MARKETPLACE (continuea)

There is another. even more pertinent.
application of the underground principle.
Right now, a giant shopping center in
Japan contains 185 stores underground.
And a proposed project in America is a
subterranean motel and restaurant com-
plex at an airport; because there are no
vibration or noise problems at that level,
motel rooms could be located nearer the

| airstrip than is otherwise possible.

So intriguing is the idea that the In-
ternational Meeting on Underground

| Planning and Construction (a European-

founded organization) is going to the
World’s Fair to look at the Underground
Home exhibit when it holds its first
American meeting this month.

His and Hers

Used to be that dumbbells were only
for the ninety-eight-pound weakling male.

| Not any more. Now girls exercise with
| dumbbells designed expressly for them,

For the chic woman, the chic dumbbell,

| as well as for apartments. Princess Smart

Belles, by Diversified Products, come in

| white or blue, and are made of a new
| material called Orbatron, fused with a

plastic outer shell that doesn’t make that
ear-shattering clang when dropped.
Weighing in at three pounds each, Prin-
cess Smart Belles have an Executive

| companion—for the businessman who

wants to work off his lunches. These are
the same thing, but heavier (five pounds)
and bronze- or burgundy-colored. They
also masquerade as paperweights on ex-

| ecutive desks. The pre-teener is another

member of the family with specially de-
signed equipment. Brunswick has just
put out the Bantam 8 and 9, starter
bowling balls for eight to twelve vear
olds. Next—Dbarbells for toddlers?
—ALEXANDRA FRYE
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GIFT BOX SHOWN
APPROX. ¥2 ACTUAL SIZE

INDIVIDUAL BOTTLES
SHOWN EXACT SIZE

This Fabulous Treasure Chest of Great Perfumes
... avatlable only: through COSMOPOLITAN!

Once again Cosmopolitan Magazine brings you an Exciting

Perfume Collection. This fabulous NEW 1964 Treasure Chest COSMOPOLITAN, Radio City c-10
with all ten of the above alluring perfumes, vaiued at more P.O. Box 851, New York 19, New York
than $20 and famous the world over, can be yours for just $5 PLEASE SEND ME Gift Packages of

(postage and all taxes included). Not colognes, not samples
but generous miniatures of various type fragrances that you
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BOOKS

- The Mental Illness of
Five Young Women

The Inner Room. by Vera Randal (Al
fred A. Knopf, 8$3.95). Seldom has a
novel on the nature of mental illness as
powerful as this one been written. It
takes us down the twisting paths of iso.

& novel.

lation and despair. tracing the break-
downs of five women—all verv different.
all with very different problems. The set-
ting is a mental hospital. No reader can
help feel a knotting in his stomach. in
empathy with what the women are going
through. in fear that he might some day
be faced with the same challenge.

The problems of each of the women
are explored in detail—in separate chap-
ters. Katherine is married to an obste-
trician. who. when she says that their
newborn baby is beautiful. says. "“Beau-
tiful? I don’t know. Five pounds isn't
exactly a strapping specimen.” She has
her breakdown in a subway station. She
calls the psychiatrist who has been treat-
ing her and tells him she is not visiting
him that day. “Where are vou?" he says.
“It doesn’t matter where I am.” she says.
“We're all brothers and sisters every-
where. I suppose voure my brother. too.
even if you are a murderer. Now I'm
going home to my son. . . .”

Booze is Carol’s answer to life. She
blames her mother for her troubles. I
is my considered opinion that you are.
in your very puritanical fashion. a bitch.”
Yet she has the self-knowledge to write.
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after her alcoholic brother has killed
himself in a car accident. “There must
be men who are adult. There must be
babies who suckle milk. not Scotch. from
bottles.”

Alice has lost her husband to an in-
curable disease. As she sits in a drug-
store near the hospital where he is dying.
eating a peanut butter sandwich after
an all-night vigil. she reaches her break-
ing point. “Only ies crv.” her hus.
band once told her. and she has remem-
bered. holding back the tears with fierce
passion.

The fourth woman, Binnie. has had a
baby out of wedlock. But one realizes
that her endless boyfriends. her baby
and her illness have all been a way of
escaping her very proper parents. *| like
bars.” she says. “They keep people out.
They keep my mother and father out.”
Cries her father when he visits her:
“Which one was it, Binnie? | want to
know which one.”

With Janet. the patient who has re-
covered. we see the strong ties that exist
among the women who are tossed into
this tempering crucible. A husband and
child are waiting for her. but Janet al-
most gives up her chance to return to
the world. feeling she must stay to help
others. A hospital is for sick peaple, a
doctor insists. and she is no longer sick.

Vera Randal. now forty-two. has writ-
ten a first novel of great perspicacity and
dignity. She has enormously advanced
the understanding of mental illness.

Housewife’s Burden

Jonathan Swift’s Directions to Ser-
vants. with drawings by Joseph Low
{Pantheon. $4.95). Today the servant is
a thing of the past. the machine is the
housewife’s burden. But wishful thinkers
continue to pine for the convenience of
maids, nurses. cooks and butlers. The
servants would all work quite cheaply.
and be loyal and faithful retainers. So
much for romanticism. Satirist Jonathan
Swift. writing in the early 1700s. knew
better: such idealized servants were few
and far between—even then. In this hand-.
somely illustrated hook. his advice to
those “in ~ervice”™—really aimed at those
who give them service—still hits home.

To butlers: “If any one desires a glass<
of bottled ale. first shake the bhottle. to

see whether any thing be in it: then
taste it, to know what liquor it is, that
vou may not be mistaken: and lastly.
wipe the mouth of the bottle with your
hand, to shew your cleanliness.”

To cooks: “If vou be employed in
marketing. buy your meat as cheap as
vou can: but when vou bring in vour
accounts. be tender of vour master’s hon-
our: and set down the highest rate. . . .”
And: *If a lump of soot falls in the
soup. and you cannot conveniently get it
out . . . it will give the soup a high
French taste.” And: “If vou melt your
butter to oil. be under no concern . . .
for oil is a genteeler sauce than butter.”

To maids: “If vou happen to break
any china with the top of the whisk on
the mantle-tree or the cabinet. gather up
the fragments. put them together as well
as you can and place them behind the
rest. o that when vour lady comes to
discover them you may safely say they
were broke long ago. before you came
te the service. This will save your lady
many an hour’s vexation.”

Even in Swift's time there was class
mobility. and some servants. as if in a
foreboding of things to come. managed
to improve their station. Muses Swift:
“If vou are a voung. slightly fellow,
whenever vou whisper to your mistress
at the table, run vour nose full in her
cheek. . . This | know to have had very
good consequences in some families.”

“A Poor Tame Lamb”

The Family of Pascual Duarte. by
Camilo  José Cela (Atlantic—Little.
Brown. 84.50). Meaningless death is the
thread running through this novel. which
ostensibly is the journal of a Spanish
peasant named Duarte, who was exe-
cuted for murder in 1937. “My childhood
memories are not exactly pleasant.” he
tells us, and indeed they are not. The
son of a brutal. bullying father and a
virago of a mother. he soon learned to
disappear during arguments: otherwise
they would turn on him. His younger
sister. beautiful and spirited. brought
some joy into the family. but she turned
to prostitution. A still vounger brother.
deficient in mind and body. survived ten
heartbreaking vears. then mercifully
died. Not a pleasant background. a=
parched and barren as the Spanish soil.



Shortly after he married, his wife was
thrown by a horse and had a miscarriage.
In a rage, Duarte stabbed the animal re-
peatedly. A second child was born. but
soon died. The vacuum that resulted
and the constant bickering of wife and
mother caused Duarte to leave home, his
wife to be unfaithful. On his return she
died, but not before telling him the name
of her seducer. Duarte strangled him.
Back from prison years later, he remar-
ried; the battles with his mother began
again; he resorted to violence again.

On the surface, Duarte is harsh, un-
feeling, almost an animal. Certainly he
seems so, from examining the bare bones
of his story. But when you read author
Cela’s prose, you realize he is much
more—the symbol of all the lost. all the
damned. all those who do not manage to
rise above the stench of their lives. Camilo
José Cela’s novel is a masterful tour de
force; he makes the reader understand
that no man is exactly what he seems, no
man is independent of his fellows, no
man is not deserving of some sympathy.

It is as the chaplain says who is with
Duarte when he is executed: “. . . Most
people would consider [him] a hyena (as
I myself thought when I was first sum-
moned to his cell), but when the depths
of his soul were probed, it was easy to
discover he was more like a poor tame
lamb, terrified and cornered by life.”

A Real
Swinging Mother
A Mother’s Kisses, by Bruce Jay Fried-
man (Simon & Schuster. $4.95). When
Joseph’s mother visits the summer camp
where he is working as a waiter, she is
an immediate success with the other kids’
daddies. Coming back from the dance
floor the evening of a social, she says to
Joseph about her partner: “This is really
too much. Steppies he’s making with me.
Intricate ones. The way he feels. Gene
Kelly can take a back seat. Don't look
now, but your mother’s part of a new
dance team.” Meanwhile, Joseph has
been doing some living of his own—with
a girl camper. “Your body tells me
things,” she says. “Oh my darling, this
is evil. We mustn’t. . . .” All this, while
they are merely dancing. But Joseph
eventually gets the brush from the girl,
and Mother gets her Jewish protective-
ness up: “She’s some little bitch. I spot-
ted her behind the second I came in.”
In one way or another. Mother has
been coming to the rescue all of Joseph's
seventeen years. But now all of his
Brooklyn friends are going off to college:
“Schnayerson . . . reserved and humor-
less as though pondering tricky surgical
incisions at the age of six. off to Louis-
ville for pre-med; the charming Negbar
twins who had . . . begun to entertain

needy Bensonhurst girls at home in
dressing gowns and ascots, both Michi-
gan State for liberal arts; . . . sticky-
fingered McKeown. the block’s only
Catholic, who never missed a fly ball . . .
Duquesne on an athletic scholarship.”

All Joseph gets is rejections, until a
friend of his mother’s (who else?) slips
him into a peacheroo of a school called
Kansas Land Grant Agricultural. where
even the French course stresses the
names of green leafy vegetables. Here
his troubles continue, because Mother
comes right along to coddle him—follow-
ing him into class to bring him a sweater
(“He’ll kill me for this,” she tells the
class. “but what can I do? I'm one of
those crazy mothers”). The alien Mid-
west air does something to Joseph, how-
ever, and he begins to question his
mother’s ways. When she asks a bar-
tender for “bourbon on the rock.” he has
the temerity to correct her: “Rocks,
Mother. There’s more than one of them.”
Replies Mother: “And that’s what you
pick me up on?”

Bruce Friedman’s novel about the tor-
tured thrashings of maternal love is the
funniest book that has been published
this year. Chuckles, guffaws. grins and
plain loud laughter are the price the

reader must pay for scanning every page.
Friedman’s mastery of character and
idiom leave nothing to be desired. Joseph
is a milksop who has somehow managed
to preserve his masculinity; his mother
is a lovable, horrible, sweet, callous
woman. Their common bond is that each
has a talent for bringing out not the
worst, but the most ineffectual, in the
other. Until Joseph manages to fly the
nest, there is no hope for either. Tt is as
if Orville Wright had to break with Wil-
bur before the first plane could go up.
Hope for Joseph springs up when he
meets an irrepressible male student at
Kansas Land Grant named Gatesy, who
calls him Boss. Visiting a nearby girls’
school, they meet some of the locals. Says
Gatesy: “Girls, I'd like to have you meet
one of those fabulous,New York Freudian
operators. Meet the Boss.” Says Joseph
timidly: “Hi, he’s kind of flamboyant,
isn’t he?” Says Gatesy to Joseph after-
ward: “We’ll be talking about this
charge for years. The way you walked
over there with that little Borscht Belt
trot and slipped them that ‘lamboyant’
line . . . I'm giving Winchell an inside
on this immediately.”
Under a friend’s outrageous flattery, a
mother’s kisses can be forgotten.
(continued)
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BOOKS

(continued)

Out of the Car and

Into the Wilderness

Roadless Area, by Paul Brooks (Alfred
A. Knopf, $4.95). On the map, roadless
areas are those where the tourist or trav-
eler who would never dream of getting
out of his car is nowhere to be found, for
the very good reason that roads are non-
existent. To nature lovers like Paul
Brooks and his wife Susan, this is a
conservation devoutly to be wished.

One of the places they visit in this re-
laxed, informative book is the Virgin
Islands National Park on the island of
St. John, which is reached by boat from
St. Thomas. Despite the tropical climate,
there are “no snakes. no army ants, scor-
pions small and noncombative. lizards
everywhere and utterly charming.” The
trees are magnificent: the kapok—whose
fibers “are used for unsinkable cushions
by American yachtsmen”; the rain tree
—*“umbrella-shaped”; the lignum vitae—
wood “‘so hard it is used for gears”; the
turpentine tree—“the tree with a name
you can taste on your tongue.” Brooks
and his wife swam contentedly along the
island’s coral reefs by moonlight—until
they learned that the natives preferred the
daylight, because nearsighted sharks
might mistake a human leg for a finny
snack.

The Great Smoky Mountains National
Park, only some fifty miles long by
twenty miles wide, astride the North
Carolina-Tennessee border. “is a living
museum, whose exhibits change with the
altitude and the seasons. In a day’s climb
one can travel through successive biologi-
cal zones equivalent to a journey from
southern Tennessee to the Canadian bor-
der.” But be sure to hang your food sup-
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plies from a tree before entering your
tent for the night: otherwise, like the
Brooks'. you'll have a happily chomping
bear for nocturnal company.

In Utah’s Canyonlands, the tempera-
ture range is 130 degrees. “The Indians
who once dwelt in these canyons were
slowly driven elsewhere, not by warlike
invaders from outside. but by unbeliev-
able years of drought.” Little has changed
since. The canyons are the result of ero-
sion, of the earth crust lifting and of
long-since-gone rivers cutting down into
the now arid land. There is conflict in
this silent place, for to keep it unspoiled,
conservationists must battle mining, graz-
ing and hunting interests, each of whom
has his own plans for the land.

Paul Brooks’ pleasant book includes
many other trips. from Alaska to Africa.
In a serene way, it preaches an exciting
gospel—the contentment of a man who
appreciates the out-of-doors for what it
tells him about the helter-skelter pace of
the modern world. and who knows that
the rewards of the wilderness are not to
be found just a short car ride away on
some superhighway in the sky. Nor is
anything that is worthwhile.

Do the Vices

Carry the Day?

The Italian Girl, by Iris Murdoch (Vik-
ing, $4.50). Edmund Narraway goes
back to his mother’s house after her
death—not to mourn, but because he won-
ders whether he is mentioned in the will.
He is somewhat prim. given to watching
life rather than partaking of it, but the
events that soon befall him are enough to
shake anyone out of any size lethargy.
Items: his “innocent” niece asks him to

pay for her abortion, he finds his gross
brother sleeping with one of the servants.
his sister-in-law tries to seduce him, and
on and on until Edmund’s mind reels.

Miss Murdoch. a former Oxford phil-
osophy don. is always concerned in her
novels with the struggle of good vs. evil.
but here the casual reader might well
think that the vices have carried the day.
Such is not the case. Miss Murdoch has
placed Edmund in these turgid surround-
ings not to tempt him. but to test him.
Edmund does not represent good so much
as he does sterility. Nor do his relatives
represent evil so much as they do weak-
ness. What he, and they, are tested by is
malice—the troublemaking quality which
is so much a part of life, and which one
must learn to cope with, if one is to live
at all.

*This spirit of malice is personified in
the character of David Levkin, who is a
factotum to Edmund’s brother. Levkin is
continually busy: doing a bit of seduc-
ing, offering the master of the house his
sister, showing up in rooms when he's
not wanted and not showing up when he
is.

Edmund escapes this brouhaha when
he finds his long-repressed emotions
fanned by the Italian girl—his mother’s
cld servant. She’s really not old, because
his mother had a whole string of Italian
girls, and Edmund has come to think of
them as all being one. Actually. this one
is younger than he is, and Edmund finds
in her the naturalness which he has long
been seeking.

Miss Murdoch's novel scatters vices
upon its characters like rice on bridal
couples. Her intent is to show whether
these vices grow or wither. She is not
concerned with the command of emo-
tions, but with the use of emotions. and
within the complex relationships of Ed-
mund Narraway and his family. she
shows that Edmund’s repression had been
much the same as the family’s license. It
is a rich, moral pattern she weaves, and
the reader becomes entranced by the
figures she creates. The Italian Girl is a
spirited. sensitive commentary on the
dangers of living in limbo.

Just Deserts

Three Times Three, a Mystery Om-
nibus, edited by Howard Haycraft and
John Beecroft (Doubleday, $6.50). Pri-
vate Eye Phil Marlowe, Lord Peter Wim-
sey, Mr. and Mrs. North. Dr. Gideon
Fell. Hercule Poirot and diverse other
sleuths indulge in mayhem, logic and
lucidity in this collection of novels, novel-
ettes and short stories—blasting the
reader with all three barrels of the mys-
tery writers’ arsenal. A most pleasant
way to see others get their deserts—just,
of course. —GEORGE WALSH
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FASRION

For taking a walk on the wild side: vertically striped tunic
and skirt worn with stockings that are actually leotard length.

The Jail

t the Fashion Group showing. com-

mentator Andrew Goodman sur-
veyed the girl on the runway and an-
nounced, “This little girl spent a weekend
in Sing Sing and she loved it.” Of the
same designer’s baggy pants, checked
jump suit, a Midwestern buyer wonders,
“If women do want a pants look, is this
the way to do it?”

Bizarre as the Rudi (topless bikini)
Gernreich outfits may appear, they rep-
resent an influential U.S. designer’s views
of a big fashion trend for women: the
covered-up leg via pants or fanciful
stockings, for city streets. for town-and-
country strolls, for a jaunt from New
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don Chop House in Detroit, or at Al
Green’s on the Hill in Grosse Point, or
Voisin in New York.

But the choice of which kind of cov-
ered leg outfit for which place—and worn
with what accessories—can be “as deli-
cate as a cat nosing caviar for the first
time” says one finicky designer. Gern-
reich’s jump suit demands an above-knee
coat and low-heeled shoes. Chanel, who
hates a projecting derriere (like a fe-
male acrobat’s), favors the pants suit for
indoors: slacks worn with Chanel jacket
and jewelry—and high-heeled sling shoes.
The accessory rules are tricky.

fitting checked jump suit with

cowl n:eck; with three-quarter-length coat, Yashmak helmet.

ird Look

York to Paris, for lunching at the Lon-

Courréges, who is credited with start-
ing the chic, pants-suit-for-daytime trend
three years ago, teams narrow short
coats (about three inches above the knee)
with what are undoubtedly the most ele-
gant pipestem pants ever devised. But
the Courréges pants and short coat de-
mand his slim, short boots. What women
may need most desperately is a central
information telephone service. Or at
least, a rule book.

As for the stockinged leg. striped.
diamond-patterned, paisley or whatever.
one rule for good looks is “shorter coats
and dresses worn with leotard-length
stockings.”



More covered-leg looks from Paris de-
signer Jacques Heim: the “rugby
stripes.” which are heavy. plain, knit-
ted tights with just three rughby stripes
going around the leg. beginning at the
ankle and going up to midcalf. Girls
who think a booted leg looks too heavy
can get the optical illusion of a boot via
two-colored tights: the lower part (up
te midcalf) is the boot, the upper part
is another color. One pair of Heim’s
tights looks like thigh-high boots: the
tights are black right up to midthigh,
then white above, are worn with a skimpy,
less than three-quarter-length coat. Both
optical illusion boots are worn with low-
heeled, open-throated shoes. As for a
woman deciding which she can get away
with wearing where, she’ll just have to
spend plenty of time. like the cat, cir-
cling all this exotic caviar.

U.pr.l.

Exposed kneecap for evening: Berthe-
lot’s sarong-draped formal from Dior.

Leg Show or
Not to Show

“Twice the length of the lady’s glove”
was just about the size of it—or rather
the length, of the skimpy Dior formal
gown. When Christian Dior-New York
designer, Gaston Berthelot showed his
new short evening gown, draped like a
sarong and with a jeweled necklace from
neck to cleavage, it looked like the best
reason for a short evening gown come-
back. But along with it will come plenty
else for the woman who doesn’t want to
show off that much leg.

An evening hemline could be midcalf
(St. Laurent) in tiers of chiffon. or more
tiers (St. Laurent) to the ankles. Could
be above kneecap length (Courréges).
say in pink lace worn with satin boots
(and the Courréges baby bonnet that
ties on the chin and wiggles when you
talk). Could be floor-length jersey and
satin dresses (Givenchy) for Audrey
Hepburn or Jacqueline Kennedy figures.
For women who want to forget about
length altogether, life couldn't be sim-
pler—at least at home, where the thing
to wear is “at home” pajamas.

The most popular for evening out?
Depends on what the evening holds. And
with the biggest yet discothéque dancing
season coming up. lots of Seventh Avenue
manufacturers are placing their bets on
the short evening dress, shortest since
Joan Crawford leaped atop a table in
1928’s Our Dancing Daughters and
started Charlestoning.

New Knit Exposure

Creamy-chinned, rosy-cheeked and just
twenty-one years old. Gloria Sattel has
her very own apartment in London. But
since last Christmas the door has usu-
ally been locked, the apartment deserted.
Gloria (born in Brussels. educated in
New York. and a graduate of the Fash-
ion School of Vienna) is more likely to be
somewhere in Italy (“It's the best coun-
try on the Continent for knits™) or even
more likely to be in Scotland, just out-
side of Edinburgh, designing clothes that
she paradoxically calls “figure hugging
but puritanical.” Her Scottish employ-
er: the 96-year-old firm of Braemar of
Hawick. better known to American wom-
en as “cashmere sweater-and-skirt peo-
ple.” But soon to be seen in the U.S. are
some of Gloria’s seventy designs for
Braemar. shown last month at the Carl-
ton Towers in London. And they’re a far
cry from a cashmere cardigan and skirt.
Among them: a long-sleeved cashmere
dress with a V-neck that plunges to be-
low the breast bone; a cashmere evening
shift. knee-length, with a wide back col-

lar that goes waist-deep; a cardigan eve-.

Photoa by Jerry Rawer

Out of Scotland’s classical house of
Braemar: ‘‘eye shocker” in cashmere.

flat: Braemar designer

In London
Gloria Sattel in black cashmere jumper.

ning coat that descends to the ankles,
and is worn over a long evening dress.
“Vicuna,” says Gloria. “is smarter at
night than mink.” It can also be what
Gloria calls “eye shocking,” and it could
have the natives of Tibet, Kashmir and
the Himalayas combing far more goats
for the soft under-wool that’s found be-
neath the goat hair. The word for it is
cashmere. —HARRIET LA BARRE
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BEAUTY

Take the Topless Test

Conriesy Arco Publishing

MUSCLES make curves:
slowly lower them.” Pectoral muscles reach to below arm, and from throat to ribs.

“From this

he bared bosom furor may or may not

have done anything for fashion. Paris’
most influential fashion magazine calls
it a canular (slang for joke): “*Ridicu-
lous . . . not fashion.” say important
American designers. But all the fuss may
have done a lot for the bosom itself.

Thirty years ago a physical culture ex-
pert proposed the idea that on one day
a year everyone—men, women, children
—should go naked. “The rest of the
year,” he added grimly, *“they’'d spend
keeping in shape for that one day.”

On beaches these days people do go
practically naked. But the bosom remains
disguised by the ingenious engineering
feats of bra manufacturers. Now the bare
possibility that it may be exposed has
women taking a worried look at them-
selves. Could they stand the test? Can
something be done for optimum bust
beauty?

Absolutely. No doubt of it. Or so be-
lieves Eric Taylor, author of Figure Con-
trol for women and the Official Royal Air
Force Manual of Physical Fitness. Just
three exercises, plus more nutritious diet
and better posture, should do the trick. A
woman can increase her chest expansion
four inches, says Taylor. She can build
up the pectoral muscles under the breasts.
She can even develop a better-looking
rib cage.

The improved bosom comes from the
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position,

raise arms straight up, then

fact that “. . . the fibers of the pectoral
muscles become broader and new capil-
laries open up to feed the muscle. The
increased blood supply carries vital en-
ergy fuel and tissue-building material to
the working muscle.

“Protein from the diet isx utilized for
new tissue growth. and fat, also carried
in the blood stream. may be deposited
between the muscle fibers as well as un-
der the skin and over the muscle. A new
form begins to take shape . . . it is a
shape built naturally from healthy mus-
cle tissue and fat.”

Taylor's three suggested exercises: the
bent arm raise; the double arm cross-
over; the long arm pullover. All are done
with dumbbells, are called progressire
resistance exercises. since more discs are
gradually added to the dumbbells. It's
much the same theory of Milo. the An-
cient Greek, eventually lifting a bull by
starting out lifting a newborn calf the
first day, and lifting it each day until it
reached maturity. The bent arm raise is
done by holding dumbbells with arms
held out, then raised slowly straight into
the air. In the double arm crossover the
arms hang down on each side, are then
brought up and crossed over until the
knuckles of each hand are above the op-
posite shoulder. In the long arm pullover
the dumbbells are held straight up in
the air, then lowered backward. No, says

Taylor. a woman won’t get to look like
Mr. Universe when she uses weighis:
feminine muscles differ considerably from
the male: female muscles are “female
characteristics like the smooth complex-
ion, the broader childbearing hips. and
the other distinctive anatomical features.”
Getting those other distinctive anatomical
features into shape is what’s causing all
the fuss.

Cleavage Buffs

Buffing the décolletage. Especially a
décolletage that has been made up to look
definitely curvaceous. Now there’s an idea
that would send the Empress Josephine
into paroxysms of envy.

Up to now. women in plunging neck-
lines have been covering their cleavage
with facial makeup. but they haven't
been too happv about it. The principal
fault is that facial makeup had an ex-
asperating way of coming off on an eve-
ning gown. Women began making so
many trips to the powder room for cleav-
age makeup repairs that their escorts
were getting pretty lonely out there. And
when the ladies finally did emerge, they
smelled more like cleaning fluid than like
some enchanted evening.

Some cosmetic manufacturer had to do

Courtesy Elle Maguzine

IN PARILS, designer Torrés’ scarfed
bikini. *“Even shoulder blades matter.”



something. The something is a new décol-
leté liquid makeup. It stays on until the
wearer washes it off with soap and water,
or creams it off. The liquid is brushed on
with the fingertips, starting at the cleav-
age and brushing up toward the base of
the throat and the shoulders. In two or
three minutes, it's dry. You then buff it—
with a specially designed brush—to a
fine, glowing finish. Sort of like polishing
the car.

The idea of the Max Factor company,
and called Nue des Nues, the liquid-and-
brush combination should be available
everywhere by this month; costs $3.95;
and comes in three shades designed to
match natural skin tones. Included is a
booklet that imparts such vital informa-
tion as how to get a “dimensional. high-
bosomed look™ (i.e., the illusion of addi-
tional curves is created by shadowing the
cleavage with a second application in a
deeper tone. Then buff again). It is. says
Factor, whose tests with Nue des Nues
have given the company reason to believe
that the product will take off like a
rocket, “The bosom companion of every
girl who enjoys being a girl.”

The Natural Brow

Best new look: the switch from the
hard looking. pencil-drawn eyebrow to
the soft. more exotic. can't-tell-it-from-
real eyebrow. It’s due. of course. to the
brush-on evebrow colors that are brushed
on dry, with a tiny contoured brush. More
expensive than the evebrow pencil, which
can be bought for 15¢ in Woolworth’s or
can cost $2.50 (Lancome), the new
brush-and-cake for evebrows ranges any-
where from $3.25 (Scandia) to Maybel-
line’s new Ultra-Brow. which costs $1.
At any price, it's a great look.

Outline in

Half the Time

Best upcoming look: the clean-cut
mouth. Though every woman may know
that when a mouth is outlined in a slight-
ly darker shade it has a more clean-cut
look, the business of achieving it has de-
manded a steady hand with a lip liner,
the skill of an artist with a lipbrush, a
couple of implements to work with and
more patience than most women think it’s
worth.

All these problems have just gotten
the ax via a new lipstick that is tear-
shaped and has a darker lip liner built
right into the point of the tear. When a
woman puts on the lipstick. her lips are
automatically outlined with one color,
filled in with another.

This two-tone lipstick, which will be
out this month, comes in colors like

Roaring Rose (“peta) rose with rich rose
liner™). Purr of Pink (“soft shy pink
with deep pink liner™), and several other
colors including what is probably the
newest mouth color for this fall: Tawny
Tiger: this one iz a beige-coral lipstick
with the built-in jiner in a slightly deeper
tone. The lipsticks, called Golden Wonder.
are by Tussy and they will cost $1.75.
The firm ought to get a medal for this
invention.

Film of Protection

A hit: soap that has a moisturizing ac-
tion. A natural big seller is Princess Dial.
which deposits a protective film on the
skin to hold in moisture and control the
rate of evaporation. This makes it a soap
and moisturizer in one. There may even
be a hidden third benefit for women with
dry skins, and 80 per cent of adult wom-
en in the U.S. have dry skin problems:
many skin authorities think dry skin
treatment is most effective during bath-
ing and after bathing. because that’s
when the skin is most susceptible to mois-
ture recovery. This means that the best
time to use moisturizing creams is im-
mediately after bathing. In fact, bathing
itself, surprisingly. can in some cases
help eliminate dryness. Nervousness.
dermatologists ~ay. dries up the skin. and
one good way to relieve tension or ner-
vousness is to get into a warm bath and
stay there ten minutes or so.

The Kindest Cut
Of All

“Just a haircut. 1 don’t want a set.”
Last year, these would have been stag-
gering words to hear in a beauty salon.
But with the new. short hairdo coming
in, the haircut sans set is having some-
thing of a fling in Manhattan, particu-
larly among the vounger magazine mod-
els. Some of the short hair addicts are
traveling down to a favorite ‘“haircut
only” salon in Greenwich Village. Others
are favoring the new Jerry Pandora salon
on Fifty-seventh Street, and other uptown
salons that have expert haircutters. And
it takes an expert to do the job right: to
produce the desired fullness without roll-
ers generally demands skillful undercut-
ting of the top layer of hair. But the re-
sult gives the client a feeling of having
shed the precariously balanced hairdo
that must be protected. The new, sleekly
sculptured fullness looks and feels as
natural as a four year old’s haircut.
Moreover. with the no-set haircut. a wom-
an can be out of the salon in half an
hour. For a sudden. important date, this
could be the ideal haircut.

—HARRIET LA BARRE

6:00 I*.M., Pandora’s ‘haircut only»
haircut. Cut depends on hair texture.
Above, medium fine hair is cut dry.

.8

>

-y

TOP LAYER is undercut all around
to produce fullness. Bangs are 3 inches,
crown is 4% inches, tapered to neckline.

SAME lt“ll.\'l.\’li.. unset cut is brush.
polished, topped with a Grecian-look
hairpiece and bow for dinner and after.
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GRACE WALKER
and youll never
walk alone

Pump proportioned to make
your legs look leggier. Walk
your loveliest in black leather
or suede. Bronze or red pol-
ished patent. High or mid-
height heel. Walk in Grace
Walker: expect company. $6.99
to $10.99 and a few styles
higher.

Wouldn'tyou like tobe in our shoes? Most
of America is. International Shoe Co., St.
Louis, Mo. 63166, Grace Walker Shoe Div.
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Lester Lanin, already booked for 1984—*“Society and I get along very well.”

Bela ('seh

Music Socialites
Like Best

You may be a guest at a debutante
party under a glowing tent in Grosse
Pointe, a charity ball at the Waldorf,
or a wedding reception in San Mateo,
but whichever it is, you will be dancing
to music with a very distinctive gay up-
beat—the music of society. To most of
the guests at the party. the ball or the
wedding, dancing to this beat is as nat-
ural as breathing air—and as necessary.
It wouldn’t occur to them to have a party
with any other kind of music—if indeed
they realize that another type of dance
music exists. Wherever society gathers,
there is this particular beat. and wher-
ever the beat is, chances are very good
that the name of the orchestra leader is
Lester Lanin.

Lester, who hails originally from
Philadelphia. has his headquarters in
New York. Here he employs over eight
hundred musicians whom he flies all over
the country to forty-five hundred engage-
ments yearly. On an average night, his
bands may be playing as many as forty-
six different engagements. “Naturally,”
he says, “I can only be in one place at a
time, but sometimes in New York I am
jumping between four and five parties
in one day. For parties I can’t attend,
I have excellent leaders who simulate the

Lester Lanin rhythm to the last down-
beat.” Lester, who has had his own band
for over thirty years, has played for prac-
tically every top social name—du Pont,
Ford. Morgan, Vanderbilt. But he doesn’t
play for society alone; he also plays for
show business celebrities. political gath-
erings, commercial ballrooms and col-
leges: and the White House has relaxed
to his music for the past three admin-
istrations. He has recorded twenty-five
albums in the last six years, and was the
first to put the unique society rhythm
on record.

Lester himself is a small man who
seems to be continually geared to the
quick tempo of his music. On the band-
stand he is never still for an instant—
a foot continually tapping as he guides
the orchestra with the quick upbeat of
his baton, his head constantly moving as,
with his ever-ready smile, he nods to
someone he knows, leans down to take
a request, or keeps his eye on how the
party is going. In person he is as genial
as he appears on the bandstand, and as
frenetic, although more serious. He lives
in a Park Avenue apartment where the
living room is dominated by a piano, a
green satin couch, and two parakeets.
I was interested in hearing Lester’s



description of the so-called society beat.
“In general,” he explained, “the society
beat is a beat which is up-tempo, almost
a one-step, with a great emphasis on the
melody. But each orchestra leader must
have his own individual style of phras-
ing. The beat is very elusive, and very
few orchestras actually have it. They
think they can get it by playing fast,
but that’s only part of it; there’s still the
conception to include.

“When I first came to New York, all
the bands were playing selections like
“Stardust” and “Deep Purple” for six-
or seven-minute stretches, and there was
no oomph. I decided to add a little beat,
a little bounce, and to play many selec-
tions in a six-minute space—like a con-
tinuous medley. And it caught on. Now I
get letters from all over the country
from people who send me their business
cards that say So-and-so’s Orchestra:
The Lester Lanin of Portland or wher-
ever, so I can’t have been too wrong.

“Basically the music hasn’t changed in
the thirty-odd years I’'ve had an orches-
tra. We still do the standards, especially
the show tunes—everyone loves show
tunes—but you have to keep up with the
times, so we do all the new dances too.
I'd say the biggest change has come from
rock ’n’ roll. Latin music had some ef-
fect, but society doesn’t do that much.
Café society does merengues and cha-chas;
society doesn’t. But rock ’n’ roll—that’s
here to stay. It will be smoothed down a
little, but it’s going to stay. One reason
it’s so popular now is that the kids who
are coming out now have grown up with
rock 'n’ roll. When I play something like
the frug, I really play it right, I don’t tone
it down. There’s absolutely no point in
doing something halfway. A couple of
weeks ago I was playing a frug at a char-
ity ball and one of the leading ladies
of society said, ‘Lester, what is that
you’re playing?’ I apologized and said
that I had to play some of these. But
she said, ‘Oh, no, I love it, it’s divine.’

“Society and I get along very well;
there’s a great love between us. and I
don’t ever want to lose that fine relation-
ship. They know that they can rely on
me and that I really care that their
parties are a success. I fly my bands all
over the country from New York, and I
never pick up musicians in whatever
town I may be playing. The hostess is
paying for something and she deserves
to have the best. If there’s a date in
Chicago and I can’t go, I might say to
a band member who’s been with me a
long time, ‘You know the beat, you go on
out there and lead the band.” And then
I've got a new leader who’s as good as
I am—he might even be better—and I'm
glad because I know the hostess is satis-
fied. I always call up the next day, and
say, ‘Mrs. Vanderlip, how did everything
go?’ If she says, ‘Wonderful, everything
was wonderful,” then I know it was all
right. But if she says, ‘Oh, Lester, it was

(continued)
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EVERY ALBUM IS A LOVE AFFAIR

Jerry Vale sings in many languages, but his specialty is the language of
love. His latest Columbia hit album is aptly titled Be My Love. Jerry sings
‘‘Love Is a Many-Splendored Thing," ‘‘Because of You," ‘‘Mona Lisa,”
“All the Way'* and eight more romantic favorites.

And you can
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good, but it’s never the same when
you aren’t there,” then I ask her what
wasn't as she liked. She may say that the
intermission seemed long, or the songs
weren't quite right. or she may say that
one of the band members was at the
buffet table socializing with the guests.
If I ever hear something like that, the
man is out. I don’t ever permit it.

“The secret of being a successful band
leader is knowing what to play when.
You have to know both what a group
generally wants—for instance in Boston
they like a lot of waltzes—and what the
mood of the individual party is. The first
half hour of a dance is like an audition
for me. Perhaps I play a Viennese waltz
and people are stumbling all over their
feet; then I play a smoother waltz and
more people come out; then I play some-
thing sentimental and the floor is packed.
Well, by now I'm getting the feel of
the party. The secret is adaptability.
Now suppose it’s a debutante party and
the deb’s father and uncle want noth-
ing but tangos, well I won’t do that for
just a couple of people, because I have
my reputation to protect.

“When I played at the White House
recently, Luci asked me to play the frug.
I told her to ask her daddy. President
Johnson agreed, but I noticed he didn’t

dance, he just watched. Music at the
White House changes with each adminis-
tration. The Kennedys always had small
parties, about forty for dinner, never
more than a hundred and twenty-five after-
ward for dancing. and always a lot of the
guests were friends from their prep
school and college days. The atmosphere
was very informal and I'd play the music
I'd play for any deb party. The John-
sons give more big dinners, with a very
formal receiving line, and they have
many different types of people. The party
I just mentioned had South American
diplomats, the press, Billy Graham,
American businessmen and, after din-
ner, Luci and forty of her friends. So
I played every conceivable type of music.

“The State Department has asked me
to tour for them, and I'm hoping it will
work out. I’'ve never been on tour because
I have dates booked so far in advance
that I never seem able to get away. Par-
ents will call me up and say. ‘Our little
Susie is just three weeks old. Will you
save the date of December 23rd. eighteen
years from now to play for her debut at
the St. Regis?’ Oh. yes, they’ll book
the St. Regis too.” At my look of in-
credulity, he added, “Well, you know
it's the same thing as registering your
son at Groton the minute he’s born.”

TUNGLE
GARDENIA

&2

TUVACHE

jungle gardenia —
favorite fragrance of the
world’s most beautiful woman

And so it goes along the society beat.

To hear the music that ushers society’s
fledglings in and out. from graduation
to seventy-fifth wedding anniversary,
listen to any of Lester’s twenty-five al-
bums. Of particular interest are his two-
disc album “The Lester Lanin Dance
Album” (SN 6046) on Epic, and his new
Philips album “Lester Lanin Plays for
Dancing” (PHM 200-132), both of which
feature his regular rhythm. and “Lester
Lanin: Dancing at the Discothéque”
(PHM 200-145). on Philips. which fea-
tures all the twist-based dances that sim-
ply tout le monde is dancing at chic dis-
cothéques these days. And if you want to
hear society music performed in the “in-
dividual” styles of other big name orches-
tras, bring home albums by the follow-
ing leaders.

Meyer Davis. Sharing top honors with
Lester is Mr. Davis, who has been a top
band leader for forty years. Mr. Davis
maintains six offices up and down the
East Coast from Newport to Palm Beach,
and has been playing for most of so-
ciety’s top hostesses, as well as for Presi-
dents from Harding through Johnson.
He was the first band leader exported
to Europe for a debutante party when
he played at the Versailles Debutante
Ball. His album “Everybody Dance!” has
eight medleys of danceable tunes in-
cluding sambas, college songs and show
tunes. RCA Victor.

Harry Marshard has his headquarters
in Boston where his orchestra is a regu-
lar addition to the parties of the smart
set. He has been leading his own or-
chestra for over twenty-five years, and
now employs three hundred musicians
whom he sends out in bands of from
five to fifty pieces to colleges, deb parties
and hotels, from Maine to the Caribbean.
His most recent album, “Harry Marshard
and His Orchestra Play Your Favorites
for Dancing,” also has eight medleys
which include many old standards plus
a few Spanish and Italian selections.
Cadence.

Emil Coleman came to the United States
by way of Russia, where he was born,
and England, where he was trained.
Since 1917 he has had his own band in
New York where he is a favorite with the
Four Hundred. In recent years he has
also had close connections with Holly-
wood where he has served as musical
consultant, band leader and actor. His
latest album. “Emil Coleman Lights Up
the Plaza.” features twelve selections, in-
cluding *“St. Louis Blues” and “I Wish
I Were in Love Again,” which he played
at the Plaza’s Persian Room during the
many years he appeared there nightly.
Philips. —MICHELE WOOD
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LOOKING INTO PECPLE

Watch Out for Tattoos

Men with tattoos are risky bets as
husbands or sweethearts. This is the gist
of findings by a group of psychiatrists
headed by Dr. Joe Yamamoto (University
of Southern California School of Medi-

cine) who compared the emotional and
marital records of tattooed men with
those of unmarked men. The men with
tattoos far more often had had emotional
problems and difficulties, and had either
been divorced or had never married. For
these and other reasons. the psychiatrists
deduced that, despite the belief of the
fellow who gets himself tattooed that he
is proving himself a he-man by doing so.
the chances are that he’s actually less
masculine. and much less able to adjust
maturely to women than is the one who
keeps himself unmarked. Further indi-
cated by the investigation was that
tattoos on a man who's in the Army are
apt to spell trouble for Uncle Sam. inas-
much as the records of court-martials
and service-connected disabilities, as well
as of prior arrests, school truancy and
drinking were much higher among the
tattooed men than among men in general.

Careers for the Gifted

Feminists will find little comfort in
the career choices of the nation’s bright-
est young women—the top 1 per cent of
girl high school seniors represented in
the National Merit Scholarship winners
and semifinalists. Dr. Robert C. Nichols
of the organization which conducts the
annual Merit tests (Evanston. Illinois).
has analyzed the career objectives of
these girls during recent years. and
here’s what he found: an increasingly
marked trend for the talented girls away
from professional careers such as busi-
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ness., engineering. science. medicine. art.
journalism. social work and nursing. but
a big jump in those turning toward home-
making. The one profession which has
gained enormously in the choices of
gifted girls is college teaching. Among
the boys from the Merit Scholarship
ranks, Dr. Nichols found marked de-
creases in those choosing careers in en-
gineering. physics and scientific research

(distressing to many leaders concerned |

with the national interest). and also a
lesser decline in the number of boys aim-
ing for medicine, journalism and the
ministry. However. as with the girls.
college teaching is being chosen by great-
ly increased proportions of gifted males.

Facts on Fingernails

Do women’s nails—as many believe—
naturally grow longer and faster than
men’s? Definitely not, reports medical
professor Dr. William B. Bean (State Uni-
versity of Iowa). after twenty years of
studying fingernail growth in large num-
bers of persons. The nails of both boys

und men grow faster than those of girls|

and women, he found. although during
pregnancy the rate of fingernail growth
in a woman may be increased by up to
one third. Among his other findings:
Heredity may have something to do with
how one’s fingernails grow, for in some
families nails grow more quickly than in
others. . . . Starvation and use of some
drugs may inhibit nail growth rate, where-
as overactivity of the thyroid gland may
increase it. . . . Toenails, for reasons not
clear. grow about two thirds as fast as
fingernails. . . . There are no marked sea-

Drawcinge by Roy McKie

sonal variations in rate of nail growth. |

. Finally. refuting one of the most
persistent beliefs. nails don’t grow after

death. nor does hair. although the retrac- |

tion of skin may give the appearance of
growth.

—AMRAM SCHEINFELD |
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Piano, Guitar, ANY Instrument

PLAY real tunes on ANY Instrument right from
the start — even if you dom’t know a single
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BIRTHMARKS—BURNS—SCARS—SPOTS, ETC,
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SLIM your appearance
... relieve ] 52
BACKSTRAIN f { Qj
with new 4
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non-slip i

. ] Patented

Princess CBeaut Belt

Here's a new kind of undergarment that women have
needed for years! It's a combination girdle, back sup-
port and comfortable garter beit all in one. The Princess
Beauty Belt IS NOT a heavy foundation garment. .
It weighs just 4 02zs.—adjusts in seconds, Pat-
ented design makes you appear slimmer, The
foam rubber back pad relieves strain on ftired -
back muscles. Washabie. worn by thousands —
of delighted women. Hip sizes 28 thru 44 only
$4.98 postpaid. Larger sizes. $1.00 extra. Send
with hip and waist measure. Removable long
arter attachments available —69c set ot 4.
oney.back guarantee if returned within 30 days postpaid.
Pl Peer Products Dept. CA-104L
1 Wyandotte St. Kansas City, Mo.

FREEFRAMEDS:?

ENLARGEMENT
2 5 WALLET

COLORED IN
PHOTOS

OILS
plus 25¢
$l handling

F w
& postage

2l/;" x 314" photos made on professional
paper. Send photo, snapshot or neg. to-
day with $1.25 (originals returned unharm-
ed). State color of hair, eyes, clothing.

DISCOUNT PHOTO SERVICE
Dept.1-C,835 Broadway, New York 3, N.Y.
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SWITCH TO STYLE

Switchplates in graceful forms. Hand
carved in Haiti of grained Taverneau
Wood hand-rubbed and oiled to walnut
or teak finish. Single $1.50, 3 for $3.95;
Double $81.95; Triple $2.25; Double
Outlet 8$1.75; 3 for $4.75. Brass screws
included. Harriet Carter, Dept. CO1064,
Plymouth Mleeting, Pa.

ORIGINALS IN OILS!

Original oil paintings, priced from
$15.00 to $150.00, are painted by select-
ed artists. Choose your paintings from
photographs in full color. They are
shipped on a 10-day free trial without
advance payment. Send 25¢ for 58 page
illustrated booklet. Artist's Show Room.
Dept. 4E, 167 E. 33rd St.,, N.Y. 16, N.Y.

Read the tiniest print instantly|
with these fashionable

“HALF FRAME" Reading Glasses

Men and women will find these Black or Brown
Tortoise frame ‘‘Ben Franklin' style glasses a
perfect aid in reading fine print in menus, phone
books, programs, etc. Wear these *‘look over'
glasses and still have normal distance vision with-
out removing them. Specify men’s or womens

With Carrying Case only $5 3
pp

JOY OPTICAL CO.

Dept. 311 84 FIFTH AVE., NEW YORK 11, N.Y.

LIGHT MELODY

S| EXTRA FOR
PERSONALIZATION
POPULAR SONG HITS:
® SMOKE GETS IN

YOUR EYES

® SOME ENCHANTED
EVENING

e DANUBE WAVE
WALTZ

e | COULD HAVE
DANCED ALL NIGHT

e LA VIE EN ROSE
® STARDUST

It light up and hidden music box plays a
loudly and clearly. Fine Imported

Press,
ddellghtful tune,
movement. handsomely xtvled gelden metal case. gift-

boxed! Fits smallest purse or pocket. .\ fascinating
gift any smoker will love! Guaranteed to dellght Give
1t and 2nd choice when ordering. I’erxonalized with
any 3 initials, §1 extra.

PAUL BROWN CO., Dept. L-12, otonidies'ss. mass.

IRRITATING EYEGLASS MARKS?
UNCOMFORTABLE SLIP AND SLIDE?

ot
BEFORE | Y

\
AFTER
Wear Voam soft CUSH-N- GRIPS at al
times to prevent irritation and unsightly

and sliding, completely invisible in use.

; eyeglass pressure marks! Avoid slipping

SELF _ADHESIVE, APPLY 3

IN SECONDS AND FOR. | 36 pads
GETABOUT Your GLass: | ¢400
ES! Great for earrings and ppd.
hearing aids. Supply of 24

nose cushions and 12 ear “The ORIGINAL

tabs in plastic case eveglass pads’

Dept. CS -6, 31-01 Steinway St.
MODALITIES. Inc. "Lang vstand City 3, N. Y.

Slip-On Magnifiers-$2.98

Having trouble seeing fine print and close work?
Slip these magnifiers on your prescription glasses
and SEE CLEARER INSTANTLY! Powerful 2.50 diop-
ter lenses. Fits all glasses. Low $2.98 postpaid
price saves you 25%. State age. If not satisfied,
return postpaid in 30 days for full refund.

NEL-KING Products, Dept. CA-104§
811 Wyandotte Kansas City S5, Mo.

14K SOLID GOLD and
STERLING SILVER CHARMS
at direct-to-you prices

e
e All Chasma Shown
To have and to hold ‘‘those precious teal dinn
maments’™ are now at hand, brought to
mind by cherished charms and minia-
hlru lhﬂ tall a ||er)‘ all !er awn,

 Prices Inelude
Federel Tox & Pesiens
* Money Bock Guoranses
[Uadess Personalived)

i ¥
I lny state

O colege Pennants
— for any of 600
l'urll " nnuntfin leges. Enameledcolars
Enameied o 14K Soiid ol 36,00 |
Mﬁlﬁlﬂ.. $7.75 Sterling Silver .. 1.50 I
E (L Pleasesendme charms
checkedabdove in

[ 14K S0LID GOLD
] STERLING SILVER 1
[[] FREE CATALOG |
O $1. CATALOG
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FFER! ]

(] Bible —covers
anen w-de, revnl the

Solld GIIC 3") 00
t rling Silver.. 2.00

"

A & TALAUrD e
1 Dopt. €-104, 1201 Ave. ofAmericas M.1. 36.0.1.
¥ enclose check ar maney order for totat ...

Please include ¢ in coin or stamps for
l handling Free Catalog.

| NAME. .. O ——

1 ADDRESS cvvvvriininncrannen.s catalog. A must
for all collectors
of charms.

Egraving o any charm—10k ger letter or number.
ve print Inlnrlvlﬂn clearly. Enciose with order,

Direct trom England
genuinely embla-
zoned from old rec-
ords filed under
100,000 British & Eu-
ropean surnames. In relief
and full colour on immaculate OAK
WALL SHIELDS for mural decoration.
7” x 6”...% 9.00 14” x 12”..$25.00
12” x 10”..$20.00 22” x 18”..$40,00

postpaid. Your check is retumed if the Arms
cannot be traced. School, Ship. Regimental
Shields. Trade Marks, etc., similarly reproduced.
\Write Britain direct.

YORK INSIGNIA LTD., YORK, ENGLAND
NEW! SAFE AUTOMATIC

HAIR REMOVER w
GRANTED U.S. PATENTS '
SAFELY i
REMOVES
UNWANTED
HAIR FOREVER!
PERMA TWEEZ . the only ‘one-step' home elec-

trolysis unit. Onlyouiomohcmsfrvmenfwnh special pat-
ented safety feature that will destroy hair root without

| Ppuncturing skin! Automatic action* designed for the

| hairs

unskilled to give maximum protection not found with
ordinary devices. Remove all unwenfed face, body
permanently with easy-to-use ''tweezer-like'
PERMA TWEEZ! Positive results without complicated
controls or wires. $14.95 ppd. Send check or M.O. 14
day money back guarantee. Professionally endorsed.

“PATENTS IN 0.5 . BRITAIN. FRANCE, & OTHERS PENDING

GENERAL MEDICAL CO., Dept. C-27
7906 Santa Monica Blvd., Hollywood 46, Calif.
MFR, OF PROFESSIONAL & HOME ELECTROLYSIS INSTRS.
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educe $2.50
NOW ... Trim your waistline and figure. Shed un-
sightly pounds and Inches the sure easy way, No
dieting, no exercising, SURE TRIM wear slims you
while you work or sleep, Can be worn comfortably
under clothing without detection.
Panties—for waist & hips
Knee Pants—for waist to knee
Chemise—for bust te thigh...

Send measurements with check o mo

orDER FROM: C, E. GRAHAM

Dept. J-56, P.0. Box 7219, Los Angeles 22, Calif.

» SHOE AWAY FOOT MISERY!

Helps healthy as well as
“ACHING" FEET

Your FIRST STEP with FEDL
MOLD il be your LANT KTED

b with FATE and it

! ek ohat e
w- *Shape of Toat, Pedi-Mold's

exclusive  comstrue

PED!-HOW

" snrululuml

I3 inrreas-

e, muscles
=t

o and ¢
metatarsals, Flexibh
cupped  out - heel  for mamunnn
eorrect heel " n.
foam rubber

wan't flatten out, !13
nd shoo size and width ar |o 0 3%
m.t-at sutline. Specity men or women. Ladies,
state t

PEDI-MOLD of New York
Dept. C-10, 505 Fifth Ave., New York, N. Y. 10017

DINGY TEETH made
RADIANT WHITE

Like a movle-star smile in 3 minutes
with wonderful new cosmetic enamel!

Are you smile shy because of discolored, dull and
unattractive teeth? Then try WYTEN a marvelous

new “Dental Cosmetic” for an attractive new glam-
orous look. Just brush on and in seconds you transe
form discolored, yellow and dingy teeth into a
sparklir.g white finish that appears so pearl-like
and natural. WYTEN is used by thousands of smart
women and theatrical folks to cover up stains,
blemishes and even gold fillings. Dentist’s formula
is completely safe and harmless for natural as well
as false teeth, SEND NO MONEY. Just send name
and address. Pay postman on delivery $1.98 plus
postage for a 3.4 months supply. Or send only $1.98
with order and we pay _postage. MONEY BACK
TEED if not

NU-FIND PRODUCTS CO., DEPT. 220, P.O.
Box 205 Church St. Slallnn N.Y.C. N.Y,

BUILD AN ALLURING BUSTI.INE
IN ONLY A FEW MINUTES A DAY

with Shirley's Famous

= FIGURE NORMALATORS

= BUST SET—adds inches and
thrilling curves, firms and
fuunds%}uﬂ. Do 5 easy, proven

exercises with hnzl waights as

illustrated in bool
Only $7.50 ;

postpaid
iNo €.0.0."s)

|
ES OFF HIPS & LEG
with "ballet slipper” weights and §
simple proven exercises in booklet.
HIP SET—only $7.50 posipaid
SPECIAL—Both Sets 514
SHIRLEY of Hallywood,
4659 Mary Ellen Ave

tﬂ“
Sherman Oaks, Gallf, Dept. c%a =
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Seeing is Believing
More than mere hours of freedom from
wrinkles—Battle-Line and Shrink-Age
offer 2 to 3 days of smoother younger
looking skin for face, throat, & hands,
for women under 60 with normal skin.
Some help for older women too. Safe &
simple. Money back if not delighted. No
exports. No C.0.D.’s. Introductory $3
value. Send exactly $2.00 to: Age-Wise
Cosmetics, Dept. 11, 1 Worth St., San

Francisco, Calif. 94114.

LEST “rl‘: FORGET! Complete Kennedy
Memorial Collection. Includes a handsomely bound
pictorial chronology of the events that led up to and
preceded our beloved President's death, an authentic
parchmentized reproduction of his historic inaugural
address suitable for framing, plus the famous Kennedy
memorial half dollar and postage stamp beautifully
mounted. A wonderful gift idea, the complete set only
$6.95 postpaid. Satisfaction guaranteed or your money
refunded. The Americana Company, 5225 Wilshire Bivd.
Los Angeles, Calif. Dept. CP-1.

Any item (unless personalized)

may be returned for refund

SE N_SATIONAL OFFER!

DIRECT FROM MILL
to intreduce you to

Darie

Luxuriously sheer, first quality. all

ity ke PAIRS ol
1Box

MONEY BACK CUARANTEE

Twice the wear of other sheer nylons

Siees 8132:11. Proportioned ity lel ngms
T,

2tan look):  Limited r.

81, po plu3ase for postage & Handiing.
Style, Size, Shade to Box

P.O. Box 400, Valdese 3,

VALDESE 3.
Dlease u\d me
= Seamle

Malibu: 7 Browntone

\hm]? Taune
‘7‘ Medium 1) Long

Length

MINE ALONE. 81.00

Children's license plate for fun and
identification. Child’s name up to &
letters embossed on 25 gauge steel tag
in baked enamel colors. Specify name
when ordering. A gift your child will
be delighted to receive. Best Values,
Dept. 300, 285 Market St., Newark, N.J.

A CHARMING XMAS!

Give a charm with a season’s greeting
message. This boot with tiny Santa in-
side that pops up in 14K Gold, $16.00;
Sterling Silver, $4.50. Mistletoe with
three cultured pearls in 14K Gold,
$12.00: Sterling Silver, $4.00. 144 pg.
catalog $1.00. Charm & Treasure, C-10,
1201 Sixth Ave., N.Y. 17, N.Y.

JUST PICTURE YOU!

With this Magic Art Reproducer draw
any person, still life, maps, photos in-
stantly. Focus on any subject, follow
the lines of the “picture image” re-
flected on the paper. Reproduces colors
of subjects. $1.98. Norton Products,
Dept. CS-104,296 Broadway, N.Y. 7, N.Y.

STERP® OUT IN STYLE. 211.93
These sandals are light and flexible

with insulated cork platforms. Straps
and platforms are lined with soft re-
versed leather. Soles have knurled sur-
face for sure footing. In charcoal, tan,
white, coral & light green. Send foot
outline. Men’s or women’s. Pedi-Mold,
Dept. CS-10, 505 3th Ave., N.Y., N.Y.



DAZZLING GEMS

The Capra Gem is truly dazzling and
radiant. You can buy a 1 ct. Capra Gem
for $27. Write for free illustrated book-
let of hand-polished and hand-cut Capra
Gem rings for men and women. Capra
Gem Co., Dept. CS-104, P.O. Box 5145,
Phila, 41, Pa.

W OIILD-F AMOUS BEAUTIES!
Gorgeous gallery of lovely ladies on
genuine postage stamps. \iss World
(Jamaica) ; Princess Grace (Monaco) ;
Miss Universe (Colombia) . . . beauties
from Angola, Egypt, Polynesia and
other faraway lands . . . new issues and
scarce varieties. Send only 25¢ to H. E.
Harris, Dept. G-12, Boston, Mass.

o

RECORD SPEED! 83.795

Brush-up on your shorthand and increase
your earning power. Dictation Disc of-
fers you excellent business letter dicta-
tion practice on phonograph records in
all speeds. Write for free descriptive
folder to Dictation Disc, Dept. C.10, 170
Broadway, N.Y. 38, N.Y.

% p i - <=
NEWS FOR SHOES, 82.93
Be taller by 2 full inches by merely in-
serting these foam rubber and felt ele-
vator pads into any pair of shoes. These
invisible, interchangeable cushions need
no gluing. For proper fit state man’s or

woman's shoe size. Modalities, Dept.
CS-60, 3101 Steinway St., Long Island
City 3, N.Y.

1000
Name & Address
Labels $1 ppd.

Special Offer
ANY 3 DIFFERENT

ORDERS $2

Sensational bargain! Your name and address
handsomely printed on 1000 finest uali(y
gummed labe{; Padded—packed with ‘i‘L
useful Plastic GIFT BOX. Use them on
stationery, checks, books, cards, records, etc.
Beautifully printed on finest gummed p:i!)er
—1000 only $1. SPECIAL—SAVE MONEY!
ANY 3 DIFFERENT ORDERS 8$2. Makesan
ideal gift. If you don’t agree this is the bui'
of the year, we’ll refund your money in ful

HANDY LABELS
1004 Jasperson Bldg., Culver City 1, Calif.

USE MAGIC NAIL LIQUID FORMULA #77

by Charles of Fifth Avenue
NOT A WEAK PASTE ON NAIL _BUT AN AMAZ.
ING LIQUID! Brush on easily. Turns ug
broken, wllt. and bitten nails into harﬂ lon, r
ous nails—Ii UTES NGERTH
OWNI Canbe irlmmud filed and beautifully noluhed

RLES OF FlFTH AVE
MAIL ORDER DEPT.
BOX 98, CEDARHURST. NEW VDHK

KEEP HIM DRY
NIGHT AND DAY

vnm b lnuahda ond

MALE DRI

SUPPORT °

Here's the sensible slmhry way 1o stop the embar-
rassment of wet garments and b’m MALE-DRI
gives dmno-m;m pmtechon and idence with-
out the bulk and bother of diaper-like garments.
Helps train him to stop bedwetting. Elastic beit, wet
ploo' pouch. Quilted, absorbent, washable cotton

pads snap in—snap out for easy laundering. Only
$5.95. Guaranteed to satisfy or money back if re-
tumed postpaid in 30 days. Send waist measure.
Add 25c for postage.
D-l CA-104M o 811 Wyandotte &

with

PIPER BRACE COMPANY
Kansas City, Missourl

STUDY

ART

In Spare Time

as a way fo
a richer life

0 YOU find vourself

doodling interesting de-
signs? Wanting to sketch or
paint? Then you shouid know
more about the 50-year-old
Washington School of Art's
completels new home study
Course. In wour spore time
you can learn to draw; paint
in ofls. water color and other media . . . all under the
personal supervision of an Instructor. Two 22.plece art out-
fit= (8 $25.00 value at no ertra cost) included. Learn com-
mercial art. painting, illustrating. cartooning. fashion
drawing. TV graphic art for only £ a month!

Send for our FREE 36-PAGE BOOK and find out
how little ART costs. how much it brings you. Write to
WASHINGTON SCHOOL OF ART. Studio 14010X,
Port Washington, L.l.. New York. (Est. 1911)

Aceredited member National Home Study Council.

by RAPH,\EL SOYER
WSA Collection

YOURS

Ag4 50¢ tor [ ]
FOR ONLY

Handling '
Now you can receive direct from the [|

I legendary Black Forest of Europe this
- handsome over 7" clock. ingenious pen. |

|
|
keep accurate time for years to come.
{ Handsome walnul finish hand crafle
1 and carved by world famous woodcarv:
} ers. Special price only 1 per reader $2.00
| each plus 20c F.E.T. and 50c postage ]
1 for mailing direct from Europe to you.
Send $2.70 for this excentionsl vatue. |
SPECIAL “CUCKOO CLOCK" With carved cuckoo [
bird that “'cuckoos” the time every Quarter,
halfhour and hour. Only $4.00 plus 40c F.ET. |
and SOc postage. Send only $4.90. Only one of
either clock to 3 reader. l

l You receive it

10 4" AR MAIL lods check o money order to. ]
only '§270 or Crossroads Co. Dept. 108
[ 1028 Kane, Miami, Fla. 33184, [}

L---------------J

FAT LEGS

Try this new, amazing, scientific
home method to Reduce Ankles,
Calves, Thighs, Knees, Hips for

sLENDERlZED LEGS
o, to Slenderize Your
Persorul Hea: Froblems'’
ok ralso patied whih ‘e
55 wom,

HE AVY

rure and after photos

ho_ob! ulned remarkable resuits
Beluulu y ﬁng‘.l slenderized legs
elp

FREE
BOOK

step lllustrations of the
simple instructlons for al(-nd rized, firmer, stronge:
improving skin colcr and circulation of blood in le
leg measurement c!
lerted Time FREE OFFER

For your free book on the Home Method of Slenderizing
Heavy Legs mailed in pum wrapper. without obligation,
just send name and address.

MODERN METHODS Dept. FLSOI

296 BROADWAY NEW YORK CITY 7

For BIG or TALL MEN ONLY!

We specialize in Large Sizes Only! Over
40 different Sport and Dress Shirts all
with 4” extra body length, and extra

long sleeves. Also Sweaters, McGregor
gac ets, Slacks, etc., all specially cut
or big or tall men. PLUS 43 SHOES,
sizes 10-16, widths AAA to EEE. Hush
Puppies, Boots, Dress, Sport, Work,
Casuals. Sold by mail only. 1009
money back guarantee. Send for
full color cataloi today. King-Size,
7704 Forest St, Brockton, Mass.
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FANMILY RELATIONS

PARENTHOOD
WITHOUT GUILT

Twentieth century parents—aware that childhood experiences can alter
an individual’s future—tend to be troubled and timid toward their
offspring. Will their children someday blame them...as they themselves so
often blame their own parents? A noted psychiatrist offers some words of
reassurance, plus a blueprint for repairing past damage to themselves.

BY LENA LEVINE, M.D., AND DAVID LOTH

“Should 1 blame my parents for
my personality?”

The person who asks this question has
often heard that personality is developed
during childhood and is strongly influ-
enced by one’s parents. I always reply
that of course there is much truth in the
assertion. except that you would not use
the word blame in this connection. either
about your parents or yourself. if you
understood what personality is.

Your personality is you in a much
more complete and literal sense than
many people use the term. It is more than
the sum of qualities which leads us to
say that someone has either a pleasing
or a repulsive personality. Such words
describe only a reflection of personality.
not the personality itself. Everything that
constitutes a person. the totality of char-
acteristics that sets him apart from every
other person, makes up the personality.
Personality is not something we can put
on or take off. Tt is what we are.

It is composed of an almost infinite
variety of ingredients. It is our anthro-
pological heritage as human beings. It is
our cultural heritage as members of the
particular civilization to which we belong.
It is our constitutional or genetic inheri-
tance from all our ancestors. Finally it
is the special combination of social in-
fluences—family, school. friends. work.

play—which never cease to affect us as
Photo by Huarold Halima

long as we live and make each of us
unique.

All these factors went into the making
of your personality. The process was as
complex as life itself. as slow and with
as many necessary stages as the growth
of your body. But the analogy to the de-
velopment of physical organs and func-
tions is only approximate. We use some
of the same words to describe some simi-
lar development. but it does not follow
that they are therefore one and the same
process. To compare the growth of the
personality with the growth of the body
to maturity does not imply that the per-
sonality matures at the same rate or at
the same time.

So it doesn’t do to blame parents for
your personality (or praise them either)
any more than for your size. One thing
psychiatrists have learned is that this sort
of value judgment is out of place. You
need to be able to understand a person-
ality. not judge it. Failure to grasp this
point leads many people to say that
psychiatrists are “soft” on criminals be-
cause they want to study a criminal's
personality. not simply condemn him.
Actually psychiatrists are quite aware of
society’s need to punish the wrongdoer.
What they say is that the point is to un-
derstand him: only then can we perhaps
change him and. more feasibly. prevent
others from growing up as he did.

The development of your personality

© 199034 by Len Lerine und Dacid Loth
refers to the development of yourself in
the whole broad sense in which one usu-
ally thinks of self—what you think and
feel and want. the use of your senses, the
power of controlled mobility. the ability
to learn and remember, the capacity for
dealing with situations and with other
people. In this development there is con-
stant conscious and unconscious conflict
within yourself. The struggles between
dependence and independence. inquisi-
tiveness and caution. conformity and
originality, trust and doubt, reality and
imagination, love and hate are all part
of it.

Mature. as used to describe the per-
sonality or emotions. has no mysterious
or esoteric connotations. The word means
no more and no less than it does when
used to describe physical development.
It means grown-up. adult. Its best syn-
onym is ripe. and that applies when full
development is reached. In human beings=
that is far from the end; rather it is a
beginning. the beginning of the period of
life in which we have come to our full
powers and capacities. We may, prob-
ably will. develop still further through
the use of those powers and capacities.

“Can ordinary people understand
how this development takes place,
or is it too technical?”

Teachers. philosophers and scientists
since the beginnings of civilization have

(continued) 47
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contributed to our present understand-
ing of how personality develops. But Sig-
mund Freud laid the foundations of mod-
ern knowledge about it in Vienna in the
1880s. Thanks to him and the progress
achieved by his disciples. rivals and fol-
lowers. people’s ideas about what they
are and how they became what they are
have completely changed. These ideas
now go well beyond the original theory as
Freud stated it and even well beyond the
refinements that had been made by the
time he died in 1939.

His great contributions. which seem
greater the more later scholars build upon
them. were his discovery that emotional
energy is the core of personality devel-
opment and his revelation that sex was
a more basic and important ingredient
in that development than had been sus-
pected previously. These findings are the
foundation of psychoanalysis. and they
remain fundamental to much psychother-
apy today.

Freud was a doctor looking for im-
preved methods of treating sick people.
His great discoveries were made while
he was studying a group of women hys-
terics in Vienna. They were ill. and he
could not find a physical explanation for
their illnesses. But he could trace their
symptoms to thwarted sexual needs. Thus
the Freudian theory as originally stated in
two papers published in 1893 and 1895
described sick people. but the essential
truths apply to everybody.

A revolutionary concept was Freud's
assertion that sexuality begins at birth.
not at puberty. as everyone believed up
to that time. Like most original thinkers.
he was greeted with scorn and anger.
Yet in a single lifetime his basic idea
has been almost universally adopted and
acclaimed as one of the two or three most
important scientific advances of our time.
On the basis of his principles. Freud
postulated a course of personality devel-
opment which was essentially as follows.

Every child goes through five phases
of development. each of which is gov-
erned by a particular stage of sexuality.
Although the theory was couched in
terms of sexual satisfactions. those satis-
factions are not necessarily derived
through the actual sex organs. at least
in the early phases.

The first phase is the oral/ phase. It
lasts through the first two or three vears
of life and is characterized by the fact
that the baby derives satisfaction from
sucking and bhiting. The second is the
anal phase. lasting a year. perhaps two.
and sees the child resenting and reacting
with hostility to demands that urinary
and bowel functions be controlled. Satis-
faction is derived from the products of
elimination and. sadistically. from con-
founding others by refusing to control
these functions. In the third phase. called
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the phallic or genital, the child discovers
the sensations of the sexual organs. a
girl's centering around her clitoris. a
boy’s around his penis. It lasts until
about the age of six. From then until
puberty is the /atent period. character-
ized by receding interest in sex. At
puberty children enter the fifth or hetero-
sexual phase. in which the boy regains
interest in his penis and girls transfer
theirs to the vagina. both becoming de-
sirous of actual heterosexual experience.

While Freud believed that all mature
people go through all five stages to
achieve maturity. he did not suppose the
process was purely mechanical or auto-
matic like the falling out of baby teeth
and the cutting of a second set. He de-
clared that a child is affected strongly
in his or her progress through these
stages by his or her relationships with
other people. The most important of
these influences are the parents. be-
cause they are the most important people
in a child’s life. Parental love and under-
standing will most likely see a child
through to maturity and a sound person-
ality. Freud held. while in the absence
of these qualities a child might fail to
develop fully. In that case. Freud said, a
person’s development would be arrested
in the stage of his last satisfaction—oral.
anal. genital or latent—and he would
therefore be unable to function healthily
as an adult in an adult world. Freud's
theory of treatment was based on this
principle. He found that. if the phase at
which an individual was fixated could
be determined. the therapist could help
that individual grow out of it and go on
to full maturity.

Freud worked out three other prin-
ciples about the so-ralled complexes. In
the language of psychology. a complex is
a group of ideas derived from emotional
experience which. although repressed
from the conscious mind. continues to
influence a person. A complex may be-
come so strong that it dominates or con-
trols the person's activities. thoughts and
feelings. in which case behavior becomes
pathological and the individual is emo-
tionally sick. But it need not grow so
powerful. and perfectly healthy people
have complexes. There are three com-
plexes which Freud described and which
he considered an inevitable part of per-
sonality development.

One is the Oedipus complex: it gets
its name from the mythical Greek king
who killed his father and married his
mother. In Freud's version a child de-
velops a sexual attraction for the parent
of the opposite sex and a sexual jealousy
of the parent of the same sex. At the
same time the child loves the parent who
i= the object of jealousy. This love. plus
a little fear of that parent. should nor-
mally lead a child out of the Oedipal

feeling into ordinary heterosexual rela-
tionships with contemporaries. But, said
Freud. if the Oedipus complex persists,
a child will not grow into a healthy adult.
A girl will not be able to enjoy a satis-
factory relationship with men, or a boy
with women. If they do marry. they will
choose a Papa or a Mamma figure, seek-
ing to remain in the safe, familiar stage
of childhood.

The second complex which Freud de-
scribed is called the castration complex.
Freud said every child undergoes it
during the genital phase of development.
In boys. he asserted. it manifests itself
in a fear that somehow the boy will
lose his penis. either as punishment for
wrongdoing or otherwise. In girls. he
explained, it takes the form of regret or
anger that this already has happened:
girls think they once had a penis and
lost it. Again. Freud affirmed, girls nor.
mally outgrow the castration complex;
if not. they are in trouble as adults.

Penis envy is the name Freud gave to
the third complex he described. This one.
he said, is a complex undergone only by
girls, all girls. It develops. he believed.
when a girl learns that a boy has a penis:
from this fact she presumably derives the
notion that boys are thereby the privi-
leged sex. Because Freud was a prod-
uct of a heavily patriarchal society, his
allegation that the castration complex
and penis envy are inevitable seemed to
have more foundation in his own time
than it does now. But also. it must be
remembered. he based his statements
largely upon his studies of sick women. It
can be questioned whether all his theories
apply to everybody.

To Freud we also owe the concepts of
the id. the ego, and the superego in our
psychic makeup. The ego is the complete
self. The id is the part of the self which
provides all the instincts for self-preser-
vation and gratification. If we had nothing
but an id, we would be utterly selfish and
ruthless. But the ego also has controls
over the id. and these controls are the
superego and the ideal ego. They impose
our inhibitions. create what we call our
conscience. The combination makes up
our personality.

Finally Freud propounded what is
known as the pleasure-pain principle.
This is an automatic regulator of the
mind’s energies that prevents them from
being released to the full in response to
every stimulus. Pain is related to an
increase in excitation. and pleasure to a
decrease. The pleasure-pain principle
operates in such a way that we learn to
postpone immediate pleasure or tolerate
immediate pains in order to further long-
range goals.

Because Freud's theory involved a new
concept of the libido. it has been called
the /ibido theory. (Libido connotes the
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Dr. Virginia Pomeranz. New York City pediatrician

®®No wonder new parents feel guiltv.” Dr. Pomeranz says. “Having a baby

is like open season to all ‘critics’—in-laws. friends. even strangers. I advise

parents of my patients to ignore old wives’ tales from these ‘experts.’ In the

first two weeks of their baby’s life they will become as much of an expert on
parenthood as any of the others.”?

emotional cravings and energies which
animate human thought and behavior.)
The theory does not. of course. make
way for the solution of all human probh-
lems, and Freud knew this. Nor have his
successors solved them all either. How-
ever. we do know that Freud tried to
cover 100 much ground when he attrib-
uted his three complexes to the whole
race. Actually they are indications ot
neurotic hehavior rather than universal
experiences.

Later researchers have contributed
theories that do not coincide completely
with Freud’s. They describe personality
development in terms of emotional se-
curity and maturity rather than libidinal
satisfactions. At the outset. a child needsx
10 be wanted. loved and respected in order
to lay the foundation for a healthy per-
sonality. Then bovs don’t become afraid
they will lose their penises. nor do they
develop a sexual love of Mother: rather
they accept themselves as males and want
maternal love. Similarly girls recognize

themselves as girls physically and emo-
tionally without envying boys their
penises or desiring to replace Mother in
Father’s bed.

A great factor in emotional security is
the example set in the home. Security
is strengthened when loved children see
that their parents love and respect each
other. The emotional strength of the child
will have a great deal to do with the way
in which he goes on from there. Tt will
largely determine the degree to which all
other experiences and influences can he
utilized or resisted. The inborn emotinnal
strength of individuals probably varies.
although as yet we cannot prove it or
measure it. but only assume it from nbh-
servation. It seems. however. that he who
has a great deal will achieve successful
maturity in spite of shortcomings in his
environment. while he who has little may
fail despite a more favorable upbringing.

But the single most influential factor
after that. giving direction to all the
others. is love. Evervthing we have learned

about the development of personality re-
inforces this statement. The core of per-
sonality. the key to the functioning of an
adult. is to be found in the love he re-
ceived—or did not receive—in childhood.
Naturally the quality of that love is as
important as the amount. and that the
child knew he was loved is most impor-
tant of all.

Often parents of a young woman with
severe emotional problems say to me in
all sincerity that they lavished love on
their child. sacrificed themselves for her.
sent her to the bhest schools and did all
they could to gratify her every wish. But
<acrifice and generosity are not love. may
even be a cover for quite different feel-
ings which the child wili sense unerr-
ingly. Children xee through self-interest
masquerading as selflessnesx even though
they cannot define the terms. They gain
little emotional security from gifts given
without tenderness. or from parental at-
tention with no accompanying respect.

We have come a long way since Freud

(continted) 49
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treated his hysterics in Vienna. We un-
doubtedly have a long way to go. But it
is now established that the emotional
treatment we received as children and
the emotional environment in which we
grew up molded our personalities within
the limits of the emotional strength and
capacity with which we were born.

“Can I change my personality and
improve it?”

The answer to this question. often
anxiously asked. is frequently disappoint-
ing. Sometimes the disappointment is in-
escapable. But sometimes it is due to
the misunderstanding that arises when
questioner and answerer do not use the
words in the same sense. Further devel-
opment of the personality is always pos-
sible; there is hardly any fault or mis-
fortune of childhood that cannot be
remedied in maturity.

If complete change of personality is
meant. a pessimistic answer is justified.
Such a change is possible with expert
help, hut it is difficult. long and painful.
An intensive exploration of the person-
ality must he undertaken so that the old
personality patterns may be broken down.
Then new patterns must he built up
slowly and arduously to replace them.
The motivation for embarking upon such
an analysis and synthesis must be strong
if one is to endure the agony.

Such a course. fortunately. is not what
most people mean when they say they
want to change their personality. They
aim at a more efficient or comfortable
functioning of the personality they have.
This requires modifications only within
the limits of the person’s emotional
capacity. In that sense we do not by any
means have to make do with the person-
ality as it is. We can fulfill our capacities
when not hampered by rigid inhibitions
or paralyzed emotionally by unconscious
conflicts. guilt and self-destructive ten-
dencies. To overcome these handicaps.
again. expert help usually is required.

Some authorities believe modifications
come easily because the personality is
flexible enough in healthy people so that
it not only is capable of adjustment but
seeks adjustment. Others believe the
characteristics of personality can be
modified by conscious design. Both points
are valid. One’s personality is constantly
being affected through continuing devel-
opment and the influence of others. If
we are aware of characteristics which we
would like to change or which conflict
with those of our associates. we can do
something about them.

A mildly obsessive compulsive woman
who is driven to emptying ashtrays as
soon as a match or an ash is in them can
overcome the compulsion by waiting for
an appropriate moment to empty the ash-
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tray. The woman who is naturally demon-
strative and embarrasses her husbhand or
children in public can manage to save
her caresses until they are at home. Such
lessons vou can learn. with difficulty per-
haps. but successfully. if vou have a
strong enough motive to want to change.
Sometimes you can do it yourself: some-
times vou will need help.

An obsession is a compulsive action
that a person simply has to carry out lest
he become anxious and disturbed. When
such a person consults me, I try to find
out whether the feeling is mild or strong.
The resulting conversation often goes
something like this:

“But I simply have to empty ashtrays:
I can’t stand seeing them dirty!”

“Of course you do. but vou tell me it
makes your husband furious. Why not
try to control vourself and wait until
he’s out of the room or until there's an
appropriate moment for emptving ash-
trays ?”

“Why shouldn’t he control himself?”

“Maybe he can’t. but you can.”

Perhaps it is a new idea to her that
she can be in one way at least the strong-
er of the two and, if her compulsion is
not overpowering. she will achieve control.

However much you expect of vourself
or think others expect of you. however.
the modifications you can achieve. let us
repeat. will be restricted within the lim-
its of vour emotional capacity. People
often are urged to try for more than they
can accomplish; it is supposed to be
good for them somehow. perhaps if only
to insure that they really do their best.
But too great strivings can be a positive
danger. . . .

Perhaps the shortest and best answer
to this whole question is: yes. vou can
change your personality. hut radical
change is very hard and painful. Modi-
fications are easily within your powers if
you accept vourself for what vou are
and understand your own emotions.

“You have spoken about the im-
portance of learning to under-
stand emotions. Wouldn’t I know
exactly what mine are since 1
actually feel them?”

It s<eems absurd, but many people don't
know how they feel at any particular
time: for various reasons they may be
incapable of identifyving their own real
emotions. Some of them become sufficient-
ly aware of the fact to seek help.

I am constantly encountering people
who. in the course of a consultation. dis-
close that they really do not know how
they feel. only how they think they ought
to feel. A woman will tell me. for exam-
ple. that she is not angered hy the be-
havior of an emplover. husbhand or friend:
she just doesn’t like it. She thinks it

would be improper for her not only to
show her anger but even to feel it. so
she manages to modify it, at least con-
sciously. to conform to what she thinks
it ought to be. Soon this becomes such
second nature to her that the feeling of
anger appears slight even to herself.
although in fact it may be very intense.

Such a woman is surprised when I tell
her bluntly that she is kidding herself as
well as everyone else. I have to tell her
that it is not a trifling matter. either. to
deceive herself about her emotions. Strong
feelings require release if we are to
remain healthy. and I explain. “If vou
don’t do something consciously. the feel-
ing will come out in some other way.
overtly perhaps, or suhtly. but it just
doesn’t disappear into thin air.”

Of course. in these circumstances. if
you can express yourself adequately while
vou are alone or in a way that does not
bother those who are around you at the
time. your behavior will not embarrass
you—or them. When the members of
vour family. for example. know that they
are not the cause of vour anger or the
target for it. they will be more tolerant
of vour expression of it. You yourself
probably have noticed that you dn not
object so much to outhursts of anger in
someone else if you are confident the
outbursts are not directed at vou.

But to be on the safe side. theve ar~
many personal methods of getting ::»
relief of outspoken expression. A woman
executive once told me. “I keep an app’e
in my desk and when I'm angrv [ take
a big. angry bite; it gives me some re-
lief.” Another tears up old towels at
home. Still another locks herself in the
bathroom where no one can hear her and
yells until her anger lessens. The way of
doing it is unimportant, the point is to
release feelings consciously. Emotions not
acted out or controlled consciously will
break out in ways the woman does not
recognize as having stemmed from her
feelings: and often in ways which en-
danger physical and emotional health.

A significant element in knowing how
we feel is the rearing we had as children.
When parents and others say, and mean.
“I know how you feel.” they help a child
both to respect and accept his feelings.
But a problem of discipline arises. It may
be very well for the child to have the
feeling. but socially unacceptable for him
to express it. The impertant point, then.
is to recognize the feeling openly and. at
the same time. note the necessity for con-
trol. Some people think it is enough to
learn how they feel: they don’t want to
learn control. “I know how angry you
are at vour baby sister. but dont poke
her eye out.” will put the problem in the
perspective a child can grasp.

There hasz been too little respect for
and acceptance of a child’s real emotion.



so that. for example, she would be ad-
monished, “You shouldn’t feel that way.
You shouldn’t be angry with your sister;
vou should love her.”

Repeated reproof of this kind is enough
to make any child repress her true feel-
ings so that when she grows up she won't
know how she feels or won't trust her
own emotions. That is why often when
I ask a patient how she feels. I get this
reply: “I don't know,” or, I think I feel
thus and so.”

“W hat are these feelings you talk
about, and are they the same for
everyone?”

There are four basic emotions or feel-
ings—the words are synonymous—each

Werner Wollf

with a variety of intensity and scope
which gives an almost infinite potential
of feeling. The four are love, anger, fear
and grief.

Conscious control of these powerful
basic feelings produces varyving degrees
of expression. The resulting behavior
may be judged by the individual himself.
by his parents. friends. associates and
society in general. These judgments are
themselves feelings. Fear or anger or
even grief are likely to produce adverse
judgments—among them. envy. jealousy.
sloth. guilt and feelings of inadequacy.
inferiority or frustration.

Restraint leads us to modify the basic
emotions so that we have many shades of
each. That is why we speak of many
kinds of love—parental. filial, sexual,

The Reverend Arthur E. Antal. pastor of Carversville Christian Church,

self-love. love of country and so on. An-
novance. resentment. irritation and rage
are aspects of anger. Anxiety and worry
are classified as fears. Sorrow and dis-
appointment are gradations of grief.
These feelings or emotions are the forces
within our minds which move us to all of
our actions which are not purely reflex:
to the use of our minds. to behavior
generally.

Emotion is in fact derived from the
Latin word meaning to move out. So we
say that we are moved to do something.
deeply moved by a situation or speech or
performance. We are governed very large-
Iy by our emotions for hetter or worse.
toward sickness or health.

The seat of the emotions apparently
is the brain, and in recent vears some re-

(continued)

Carversville, Pennsylvania, with wife Minerva, daughters Kay and Margie.

The Reverend Mr. Antal calls parenthood ““a jovous burden,”™ but believes that
“to accept it with pleasure the parent must understand himself. He may be
hesitant to discipline his children. Yet children actually crave such guidance.
Imposing intelligent restrictions is absolutely no cause for guilt.”
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markable experiments have indicated just
which areas of this incredibly complex
organ are involved. Studies of the chem-
istry of the brain and experiments in
electrical stimulation of various parts of
the brain even suggest that, in time, con-
trol of the emotions by external means
might be possible.

Modern electrical experiments of this
kind were initiated by a Canadian neuro-
surgeon. Dr. Wilder Penfield. who ap-
propriately enough is also a popular
novelist. Since his early tests with pa-
tients during operations, electrical stimu-
lation of the brains of people under medi-
cal treatment has located areas from
which feelings of happiness, fear. anxiety
or anger arise. An electrostimulating in-
strument has been inserted successfully
into the brains of healthy animals with
the result that certain emotions could then
be turned on and off at will. The work
indicates that we may be close to discov-
eries which would complete our under-
standing of how feelings are produced
and function.

Meanwhile most authorities assume. al-
though the fact has not been proved, that
not everyone has the same emotional
capacity. Furthermore the behavior of
people suggests that the range is very
great, as great as the range of capacity
for physical growth or intellectual
achievement. But a person with a rela-
tively small capacity may find that he
is not in the least handicapped if he can
make the most of the capacity he has.

“Isn’t it easy to know how others
feel because they have the same
feelings 1 do?”

If it is true that certain basic emotions
are common to all human beings. it is
also true that only the person himself
knows exactly how he feels, at least so
far as conscious feelings are concerned.
Increasingly, however, it is accepted that
we have unconscious feelings too, re-
vealed sometimes by slips of the tongue
or other unnoticed mechanisms. As a rule
these need not bother us unless we can-
not control them.

Whether a given feeling is conscious
or not, different people may express it in
very different ways. Controls imposed by
society also make it impossible at times
to determine how someone else feels.
Many people cover anger with a smile.
fear with a brave look. Even if a feeling
is expressed openly. an onlooker may
misinterpret it because he would not ex-
press it that way under the same cir-
cumstances.

Another factor in our confusion about
feelings is the need to temper our expres-
sion of them in order to get along with
other people. Some exercise more rigid
control outside the home than in it, con-
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sidering themselves more free in the
bosom of the family. But the fact of
control should not make us lose sight of
an actual feeling within ourselves. When.
after a patient has described an incident
to me, I try to get him to express his
feeling about the other person by saying.
“You were angry with that person.” the
usual answer is, “No, I was annoyed.”

The conscious control of his emotion
and his judgment of how far to express
it had led him to equate that judgment
with the feeling itself. But in truth he
was angry. although he was not able to
face the fact. The key to such a person’s
problem is not the anger itself, but the
reason why he does not want to seem
angry. When he realizes this, release may,
and often does, tollow.

Then many of us come to confuse
thinking with feeling. *How do vou feel
about this or that?” we say when we
mean. “What do you think of it?”* Think-
ing may modify or change a feeling and
may also temper the expression of feel-
ing. Usually the person who asks the
question would be disturbed by an ex-
pression of true feeling. Feelings are
basically very intense. and most of them
have to be restrained to some degree.
But we have to know them before we
can control them well.

“Why don’t we all express our
feelings in the same way?”

The first element is the different ca-
pacity of different people. A second is
the influence of training and example.
Children imitate their parents first of
all; if the parents easily and obviously
express their emotions. the children will
learn the same mode of expression. Su-
perimposed upon this is the influence of
society. which determines the accepta-
bility of emotional expression. The Puri-
tans believed in the suppression of all
feelings. Other groups have considered
expressions of joy to be sinful. Still oth-
ers have encouraged displays of emotion.

Furthermore, society may differentiate
as to what is acceptable for men and
women. For example. our own customs
decree that a man should display an emo-
tion. even love. in moderation, if at all.
Women are permitted more open displays
of affection or fear. but anger is even
more unseemly for them than for men.

“Since everybody wants love and
needs love, why isn’t it always
shown in the home, at least when
it exists?”

It may be that the love shown is all
one person has the capacity to give. vet
it may be so far from enough to satisfy
the other’s need that the recipient doubts
its existence. However, another reason

is that love does not always develop
healthily from infancy to maturity.

Of all the emotions. love is the only
one that goes through a developmental
process. No doubt the innate ability to
love exists in an infant. but it needs to
be developed; it does not burst out spon-
taneously as does anger or fear. As a
child brought up entirely in a deaf-and-
dumb community never will learn to
talk although his speaking apparatus is
normal, so a child in a loveless home
cannot learn to love until he encounters
love elsewhere. Such a child will neither
feel love nor be able to give it to another.

The first stage of development is the
receiving one. An infant demands love,
and only after getting it does a child be-
gin to give love. first to parents and then
to others, and increasingly so. Finally, in
maturity, love can be given to a spouse
without restraint. This course of develop-
ment is implied in many authoritative
works. although not spelled out just this
way. Erich Fromm in The Art of Loving.
for instance, puts it:

“For most children before the age from
eight and a half to ten. the problem is
almost exclusively that of being loved—
of being loved for what one is. The child
up to this age does not yet love; he re-
sponds gratefully, joyfully to being loved.
At this point of the child’s development.
a new factor enters into the picture: that
of a new feeling of producing love by
one’s own activity. For the first time, the
child thinks of giting something to moth-
er (or to father), of producing something
—a poem, a drawing or whatever it may
be. For the first time in the child's life
the idea of love is transformed from be-
ing loved into loving; into creating love.
It takes many years from this first be-
ginning to the maturing of love. Even-
tually the child. who may now be an ado-
lescent, has overcome his egocentricity:
the other person is not anymore primarily
a means to the satisfaction of his own
needs. The needs of the other person are
as important as his own—in fact, they
are more important. To give has become
more satisfactory, more joyous than to
receive; to love, more important even
than being loved.”

This last development is the common,
healthy need we have to be needed. We
must not only be important to someone:
we want to be essential to the loved one’s
well-being. That feeling is an invaluable
element in our own well-being too. The
need can be gratified in our relationship
with a parent or child. a friend or rela-
tive, but is most obvious between hus-
band and wife. It enriches our lives. but
it poses a danger for some people if they
allow it to become excessive or mis-
placed. as when a mother attempts tn
gratify her need to be needed at the ex-
pense of a child grown beyond the point



of needing to be his mother’'s object.

Many possible vicissitudes may take
place to hamper development to mature
love. There are setbacks. flaws in the
love given and received. which tend to
repress the feeling. perhaps even before
it has a chance to develop at all. Such
repressions. more common in men. leave
many husbands unable to show any sign
of affection for their wives. At times. of
course. husbands complain about this
failure in their wives too. As a result.
the existence of love is seriously doubted.
I have heard women say, “He comes
from a cold family; I never see any sign
of affection in that house. But why is he
so cold to me?”

This attitude is what I call half knowl-
edge. If she knew that he grew up in a
cold home. she ought to understand how
difficult it must be for him, who never
received an expression of the love she
desires. to give love. Sometimes such a
man may mislead a girl during their
courtship because in his desire to win
her he demonstrates all his capacity for
love with one great special effort. After
marriage he does not feel the need to try
so hard. Nagging him and badgering him
will only make him more withdrawn. On
the other hand, if she keeps on loving
him and showing it so as to create a
loving atmosphere around him—in spite
of the usual temptations to react with
pique or indifference—the cold husband
will thaw out. will gradually develop the
capacity to give the love of which he
was deprived.

Sometimes a woman who can love tries
to withhold it from an undemonstrative
spouse on the theory that love is some
sort of fifty-fifty proposition, a bargain
in which she should only give as much
as she gets. That makes about as much
sense as would her refusal to cook dinner
for the family because her husband
doesn’t know how. Of course she doesn’t
want him to cook but does want him to
show his leve. With her understanding
help he might be able to do the one as
well as the other.

“Isn’t it good for me, especially
because I am a woman, to ‘blow
off steam’ when I am angry?”

We have suggested that strong feel-
ings need to be expressed. So it is true
that for her own sake a woman should
“blow off steam.” but not necessarily
more than a man or a child. It depends
upon individual need, not on sex or age.

The need to blow off steam does not
justify expressions of anger or rage in
forms which harm another person. Most
of us are taught before we grow up to
suppress objectionable behavior engen-
dered by rage (even though we may not
always do it). It is proper that we do su

(continued)
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Robert Mays, Mechanicsville. Bucks County, Pennsylvania. high school
teacher with wife Peggy at piano, daughters Rebecca Sue, left, and Kathy
playing recorders, son Jeff with guitar, son Todd on piano bench.

e A father’s guilt feelings.” Mr. Mays believes, ‘“may
come when he tries to ‘prove’ himself to his family, striv-
ing to provide them with ‘things.” But money isn’t the
answer: the kids in my classroom have taught me that.
I've seen wonderful kids from wealthy backgrounds full
of anxiety because parents were too busy to take time
out for love.”?
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as long as we do not try also to modify
the intensity of the emotion, to reduce
the feeling to mere irritation or annoy-
ance while we restrain the violent action
which may be our first angry impulse. It
is healthy to control behavior; it is dan-
gerous to try to alter materially the emo-
tion which prompts it.

The distinction is especially important
for children. They experience a great
deal of hate or rage early in life be-
cause they can rarely do everything they
want when they want to. and anger is
the obvious reaction. The first object
of this anger is a parent because par-
ents are the ones who deny a pleasure
or who demand that the child do things
that may be distasteful. Yet often the
child is taught at a very early age not
to hate or be angry with Father or
Mother.

What happens to the child’s anger?
Presumably it is forgotten and disap-
pears. But actually, we now know, it re-
mains within with the same intensity as
in the beginning. At times it is well sup-
pressed, but not so completely that it
may not burst forth years later against
a person or situation at random, usually
someone close to the adult the child has
become. This suppressed anger, unknow-
ingly added to that aroused by a new
person or situation, may blow up out of
all proportion to the immediate. obvious
cause. It is so intense sometimes that it
puzzles and plagues even the one who
is expressing it. He can’t understand why
he is so enraged or quarrelsome over a
trifle.

One result may be an actual physical
illness. “You make me sick” is a com-
mon expression of anger, but it may be-
come literally true. Digestive disorders,
“sick” headaches, and sexual dysfunc-
tions are some of the illnesses induced.
More immediate physical effects of an-
ger—the flushed face, the trembling
limbs, the raised voice—are familiar to
us all.

For the sake of our personal well-be-
ing we need to accept anger as a re-
spectable emotion. The desirability may
be appraised more fairly if we evaluate
it from the standpoint of anger directed
against us rather than that which we
direct against others.

“You have talked of expressing
anger (and other feelings) in the
home. Why not outside the home
as well?”

When people generally accept anger
as a respectable emotion, the expression
of anger will cease to carry penalties. The
first stage in achieving that respectable
status must be taken in the home. where
already custom tolerates more open dis-
plays of emotion—notably love. In the
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meantime, we do look disapprovingly
upon an angry person. Many people will
not accept such a person’s behavior, no
matter what his role, but will usually
disapprove far more severely of rage
expressed outside the home.

A tyrannical boss who frequently loses
his temper may seem to be accepted by
his employees, but although they bear
the brunt of his rages, they are usually
in no position to talk back. Their out-
ward docility in such a case does not
reflect acceptance of the boss’s anger—
quite the contrary. They refrain from
showing resentment because they are
afraid of the boss or of losing their jobs;
but they will find a substitute target,
usually in their own family. who won’t
be able to understand the unprovoked
loss of temper.

The general level of your emotional
health would be improved if you could
regard anger, even the boss’s, in a re-
spectable light. This goal may prove dif-
ficult, because you probably were taught
as a child not only to “be good.” but to
respect your elders. The problem is to
combine this lesson with the recognition
that anger need not be “bad” or dis-
respectful.

Like anger, fear has immediate and
profound effects upon the body. Some of
these are eminently useful. some are a
nuisance and some may be harmful. Two
people may have exactly opposite physi-
cal reactions to fear. This is apparent in
popular speech when people say, on the
one hand, “I was paralyzed by fear” or,
on the other, “I was so scared I jumped
a mile.” In fact fear may make one per-
son literally unable to move or speak
and stimulate another to incredible feats
of strength. The common, healthy effect
of fear is to mobilize all the bodily func-
tions that fit us for flight or fight. Muscles,
nerves, circulation, digestion, are or-
ganized for maximum exertions. Charles
Darwin put it, “A man or animal driven
through terror to desperation is endowed
with wonderful strength and is notorious-
ly dangerous in the highest degree.”

Repeated mobilization of the body for
an emergency is likely to do some dam-
age, especially if there is no real emer-
gency. That is why fear can create seri-
ous physical or emotional maladies such
as frigidity in women and impotence in
men. insomnia, speech defects and many
other disabilities.

“Which fears would you consider
reasonable and which unreason-
able?”

It is reasonable to be afraid of any-
thing that may affect us adversely. The
fear may not be immediate or it may be
exaggerated or even not altogether logi-
cal. but it still may be reasonable. It is

reasonable for a woman to be afraid to
talk to her husband about a previous
sexual experience. abortion or preg-
nancy. or about her true age if she is
older than he. It is reasonable for her
to be afraid of telling him about an op-
eration or a chronic condition which
might affect her in her role as wife or
mother, for she will fear it may cost her
the man’s love or his fidelity. Such rea-
sonable fears may be troublesome, yet
she cannot discuss them except perhaps
with a doctor. Most wives do not dare
share such fears with their husbands.

There are, of course, external fears. and
they, too, may be either reasonable or un-
reasonable. A revealing example is the
case of a woman whose child is driving
back to college after a vacation. The
mother is afraid something terrible will
happen. “Call me when you stop for gas
and as soon as you arrive.” she says. and
in between calls she imagines all sorts
of disasters. If the day is pleasant. the
child an experienced and careful driver,
the car known to be in good condition.
the mother’s fears are unreasonable. But.
if after the child leaves. the weather be-
comes stormy and the radio reports icy
roads or a blizzard along the route, ma-
ternal anxiety is reasonable.

When a woman knows her fears are
shared by many. she may think that fact
makes them reasonable and even justi-
fiable. The mother who is unreasonably
afraid of her child’s driving may say de-
fensively. “Well. accidents do happen.”
But accidents happen at home too, yet
the same women never worry about do-
mestic mishaps. Or a woman may be
afraid of flying. as many are, and justify
her fear by arguing, “Maybe it is un-
reasonable, but planes do crash and we
can get there some other way.”

However, the most troubling conscious
fears women have are those that arise in
their various relationships—with hus-
band or mother or daughter, friend or
companion, employer or employee.

“What are some unconscious
fears and what can I do about
them?”

Unconscious fears are what the words
imply—fears which we really do not
know about but which affect our behav-
ior. Everybody—men. women and chil-
dren—has some unconscious fears. of
varying intensity. For the most part we
manage these fears unconsciously too. so
that our behavior is not influenced by
them to any appreciable extent. But
sometimes. as for example with the fear
of flying. underlying fears exaggerate, if
not create. conscious ones. Then the fears
may be difficult to manage.

“If yvou'll just try it. you'll see it's
nothing to be afraid of.” a woman is fre-



quently urged by family and friends. If
she can take this advice, a woman’s fears
must not be too intense and she may find
that flying is indeed nothing to be afraid
of. But if she cannot, if the combination
of conscious and unconscious fear is too
strong and is producing a serious prob-
lem in her life, she probably needs pro-
fessional help.

“Isn’t grief caused by external
events or situations, and don’t I
just have to accept my feelings as
best I can?”

Grief, the fourth of the basic emotions,
should indeed be accepted, as should the
others. But it is not always triggered by
a specific event or situation, although
these are the most obvious causes—a
death, an accident, an illness, a serious
financial crisis and so on. Grief or unhap-
piness may result from an accumulation
of things none of which would be of much
account by itself.

Werner Walft

Whatever the cause. grief needs re-
lease as other feelings do or it will re-
main inside, cropping up eventually as
an addition to the grief we feel on other
occasions. Then, as with anger, our ex-
pression of the emotion becomes grossly
inappropriate to the situation, The value
of earlier expression, at least by women,
is widely recognized; a grief-stricken
woman often is urged to “have a good
cry.” “You'll feel better.” we say, real-
izing the relief tears afford. But that is
only when we are aware of the feeling
and the provocation for it. Sometimes a
woman with an unsolved problem finds
herself in tears without knowing why.

A woman came to my office to seek
help for a physical complaint, a tearing
of her eyes. As she talked, her face was
calm and showed no expression of unhap-
piness. She had been examined medically
many times, but nothing was organically
wrong. The root of her difficulty obvious-
ly was not physical.

However, when we discussed her life,

it was plain to me that she had reason to
cry all the time. She was miserable in
her marriage but could find no escape
from an intolerable situation. She hated
to remain with her husband. Yet she
could not bring herself to leave him. She
had made this decision long before and
had ostensibly adjusted to it, judging
by her composed manner and features.
But her emotions had not been consulted,
and they were overwhelming her.

When she was able to look at her feel-
ings, she understood not only that she
was disappointed in her marriage but
why. She was in truth as disappointed in
herself as in her husband. She realized
she was not really wicked, however, in
not regarding her man as highly as she
thought a wife ought. She also found out
what her true capacities were and began
to realize them. She saw her husband as
he was, not as she had expected him to
be, and she even discovered in him
likable qualities she had not noticed be-
fore in her self-preoccupation. Her rela-

(continued)
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Mr. and Mrs. Charles Woodford of Stockton, New Jersey, operators of a summer camp for the
performing arts, with children: from left, Leslie, Brian, Darcy, Louisa, Bruce, Carl.

€1 really don’t care if r;l_y children hate me from time to time,”” Mrs. Woodford
says, ‘““as long as they don’t hate one another—and, by extension, the world they
live in. If you have guilt feelings don’t let your children get stuck with them.”
Adds Mr. Woodford: “I think the best you can do is allow your child to be a child.
You’re only a child once.??
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tionship with him improved. of course.
and she lost her need to be wiping tears
from her face all the time.

It is much easier to write about this
situation than it was for the woman to
adjust to it. No one ever adjusts without
effort or pain to the unpleasant situations
in life. It is always a struggle to master
the expression of strong feelings so as to
mitigate their effects. When a woman who
consults me complains about this bitter-
ly, I say. “Of course it is difficult for you.
But who promised you life would be easy?
Maybe the philosophers are right to say
the gods invented failure in order that we
should try harder the next time.” . . .

“Tears are said to be a woman’s
weapon, but shouldn’t she control
them in the same way men are
supposed to?”

Our modern attitude toward grief is
fostered early in life. When parents send
their children away to camp for the sum-
mer, the youngsters often cry at parting.
“Don’t cry,” the parents protest. “You
should be glad!” If a child falls. hurts
himself and bursts into loud wails, the
parents often say, “Don’t cry. It really

Euvene Anthony

doesn’t hurt.” Another child falls but
does not cry, and his parents praise him:
“That's a good boy. That’s a brave boy.”

But the child should cry. Why. if he
is sad at a parting, should he not obtain
the relief of tears? Why should he say
the fall doesnt hurt when it does? Why
should he be brave when the pain really
may seem less if he weeps? Furthermore.
the child who is allowed the comfort
of tears will be more likely to handle the
hurts of later life without unnecessary
damage to himself. Adults should be
able to express their feelings too.

As with anger, a too rigid suppression
of grief may cause problems. If conven-
tion imposes too great restraints upon a
person, his feelings are bound to come
out in one way or another. Crying is gen-
erally a less harmful form of behavior
than others.

“Are the troubles some women
have at menopause psychosomat-
ic? Do they go through an emo-
tional as well as a physical
change?”

The discomforts and difficulties which
affect certain women at their climacteric

Clark W. Blackburn, general director of the Family Service Association of America.

€® Local Family Service agencies offer casework ser-
vices to about 400.000 families a year,” Dr. Blackburn
says, “and almost a third of the clients report parent-
child problems. We often overlook the fact that we—
and our children—Ilive in a world of rapid social

change where definite adjustments and solutions are

no longer possible.””

are an excellent example of the psycho-
somatic problem. There is. however. an
added ingredient—a social factor, the at-
titude of the community. In the absence
of social and psychological influences.
the biological changes would hardly give
rise to “female troubles”; most women
have no symptoms when bleeding stops.

These physical changes mark the end
of a woman's reproductive life, but that
is all. One can say all, because in the
twenty or thirty or more years of their
fertility, most women have had the oppor-
tunity to bear at least as many children
as they want or can rear. What happens
physically during the menopause is that
the ovaries decrease their production of
hormones which are concerned with re-
production and metabolic function and
eventually stop it altogether. Meanwhile
the adrenal cortex takes over the job of
supplying these needs of other organs.
In the course of readjusting this hor-
monal balance a woman may have physi-
cal symptoms, of which the most usual
are flushing and sweating.

The other distressing effects of meno-
pause are largely induced by society.
Fear is the primary cause, and it is usu-
ally compounded by ignorance. For ex-
ample, many women think that grey hair,
lined faces and sagging figures are con-
nected with the menopause. These are
actually the earliest phases of the aging
process and have nothing to do with the
end of menstruation. In this country par-
ticularly, where youth is fetish, women
are afraid of menopause because they
think it marks the beginning of the aging
process and they dread getting old.

Then there is a myth that a woman’s
sex life ends at menopause. This isn’t
true either. although sometimes the fear
of it will make it true. In fact, many wom-
en find increased sexual satisfaction at
this time because they no longer need to
worry about pregnancy.

Compounding the problem for many
has been the fear of what menopause
would cost in human relationships. Wom-
en were afraid their husbands would no
longer love them, their children no longer
respect them, their employers want to
get rid of them. Unfortunately some of
these fears were justified because others
have shared this unreasonable attitude.

Today mcre and more women are fac-
ing menopause quite free from such
fears. One reason is that doctors are dis-
covering that the menopause is not re-
sponsible for ailments which the profes-
sion once attributed to it—most of the
ailments occurring in the forties and fif-
ties. such as rheumatism, arthritis. etc.
In the old days when a woman over thirty-
five had any sort of organic trouble the
physician could not understand, he was
likely to blame it on menopause. Now
that doctors have taken the lead in



dispelling fear. they can attribute the psy-
chosomatic menopausal complaints—
high blood pressure, headaches. too rapid
heartbeat. dizziness, impaired circulation,
fatigue—to their true causes.
Furthermore, the sometimes distress-
ing symptoms which bothered some wom-
en in the past can now be alleviated by
drugs. The emotional problems are wan-
ing because of the examples of countless
women who have experienced menopause
without diminution of health or zest. . . .

“Isn’t it important for me as a
woman, isn’t it even my right, to
get away from my usual routine
and my family once in a while in
order to find myself, to achieve
genuine self-fulfillment?”

The widespread notion that such es-
cape leads to increased self-satisfaction
is erroneous. In the first place, it implies
that you can lose yourself. But you are
yourself all the time, not something that
can be lost and found again. In the sec-
ond place, you achieve self-fulfillment
wherever you are, whatever you are do-
ing; if you are a woman, you should find
it in the everyday life of wife and moth-
er, worker and companion.

Most people think they can fulfill
themselves only by doing things, usually
things quite different from what they do
all the time, things they regard as cre-
ative, such as painting or writing. So
they say they “want to get away from it
all” so as to allow their talents to flourish.

A woman who expresses this wish may
be dissatisfied with her situation as well
as with herself. and with or without good
reason. But self-fulfillment comes from
being the self she is able to be through
full use of her capacities, as we have
said. She is far more likely to realize
herself in her everyday environment than
by avoiding just those responsibilities
and opportunities which are inseparable
from most people’s usual routines.

Women who think this is too much to
ask of them sometimes say to me, “I am
constantly doing things for others. Don't
I have my rights?” When I ask just what
they think their rights are, they are often
nonplussed and answer in the vaguest,
most general terms. Finally it comes out
that the right they demand is the right
to avoid for a while the daily round as
wife and mother, to throw off all respon-
sibility. to recapture youth. If a woman
does achieve her wish, it does not turn
out so well. She may go off alone on a
vacation. have a love affair with a young
man, be flattered and made much of, but
she does not come back refreshed. In-
stead, flushed with excitement and pleas-
ure. she may be less able to carry on than
before. Rather than adjust to her situ-
ation at home, she lives only for the mo-

Hal Sehaeler

Mrs. Rosita Moreno, of Los Angeles, with her daughter,
Academy Award winning actress Rita Moreno.

®®When a mother no longer worries about her chil-
dren, she has stopped being a mother,” Mrs. Moreno
feels. “You feel your kids always need your protec-
tion no matter how old they are or where they may
be. I worry about Rita even though she’s grown up,
successful and capable of taking care of herself.??

ment when she can shed responsibility
again.

A more likely road to satisfaction
would be to add to the things she is do-
ing rather than drop them for something
else. A course at night school, amateur
theatricals, a community service which
interests her, a sport like golf or swim-
ming or bowling—any activity that hap-
pens to please her will give her a better
perspective on her rights and how to ful-
fill herself.

“Isn’t it natural for me to be fright-
ened in a new, unfamiliar role?”

Yes, it is quite natural to have some
anxiety in any situation which you en-
counter for the first time. No one is so
secure that he does not. when taking on
a new role in life, experience that sensa-
tion which may be graphically described
as butterflies in the stomach. As we have
indicated. some authorities hold that this
ix highly desirable. since it keys up the
system to do its best.

What is not natural or. usually, reason-
able is for the fear to persist. What you
are naturally afraid of is that you will

not perform satisfactorily in the new
role, whatever it is—as wife. parent,
friend. worker—that you will not do the
things you should, or that you will do
things you shouldn’t. But after you have
learned what the role requires and have
accomplished it once, or more than once.
and have become aware that you accom-
plished it. the anxiety should disappear.
What may remain is a desire to perform
still better, but that is not an attribute
of fear.

However, if the initial anxieties are
very intense, they may of themselves in-
terfere with the carrying out of the du-
ties inherent in the new role. Even if a
task is done then, it may seem to be un-
satisfactorily performed, so that you may
be afraid of trying again. If you do, the
attempt may again be impeded by the
continued anxiety. In this situation the
fear, whether we regard it as natural or
not. is highly prejudicial to a successful
relationship. It must then be examined
as would any other serious emotional
problem, faced and, if possible, resolved,
because it may disturb not only the re.
lationship. but the emotional and physical
health of the individual. THE E~sv
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New Roles for Spanish Women

Lace mantillas and serenades by moonlight, cloistered courtyards and
duenna-chaperoned dates...these were facts of life to the Spanish girl of
years past. But today’s senorita is a young woman in revolt —against
everything from the double standard to one-piece bathing suits.

PHOTOS BY MAXWELL COPLAN ¢ TEXT BY J. P. EDWARDS

s recently as six years ago a Span-
Aish woman could not obtain a pass-
port or a driver’s license without
her husband's written consent. She was a
kind of hothouse flower: carefully shel-
tered, treated with elaborate courtesy, but
poorly educated. restricted in her be-
havior, deprived by law and custom of
the most basic human rights.

Almost overnight all this has changed.
Up until two vears ago. conservative cus-
tom forbade “immodest” two-piece bath-
ing suits on Spanish beaches. Today Pub-
lic Works authorities find it necessary
to have a ruling that girls wear long

pants while riding motorcycles (skirts
having caught in wheels and caused acci-
dents).

Culminating factor in the change was
the constitutional reform law of July.
1961. Under it and related legislation.
women were guaranteed equal rights with
men in marital separation, in profes-
sions, jobs. voting. holding office.

The reforms climaxed an eight-year
campaign led by Mercedes Formica (law-
yer. writer) . whose insistent efforts caused
a Spanish gentleman of the old school to
observe, “We men didn't leap into the
twentieth century; we were pushed.” Miss

Férmica launched her battle in 1953 with
a newspaper article headed “The Con-
jugal Home," in which she contended that
the home was not rightfully the sole prop-
erty of the husbhand—a modest contention
in most Western =ocieties. but political
dynamite in Spain. Her plea found many
eager advocates among Spanish women.
who had already bad their first taste of
freedom during the Civil War (1936-39).
*“During the war,” Miss Férmica explains.
“women whose families would never have
allowed them to work outside the home
suddenly were called upon to be nurses,
defense workers, even to bear arms. Men
allowed them to do these things because
they needed them. and later . . . well,

the groundwork for change was laid.”
Today the University of Madrid has
roughly twice the number of female law
students, four times the number of fe-
male medical students as in 1953. At
least three women hold full professor-
ships at Spanish universities: five women
sit in the Cortes. or Spanish parliament.
In the same period television has come
to Spain, and the Spanish girl in her
(continued)

FILM REPORTER Natalia Figueroa
(left) wears ruffled flamenco costume
for ride through Seville’s Plaza de
Espaiia during annual festival, behind
Fermin Bohorquez, a rejoneador (one
who fights bulls on horseback with
spear). Dignity, elegance of Spanish
woman is typified by Menchu Torrado
de Andreu (right), prominent in Bar-
celona society, in elaborate coiffure,
coral-encrusted gown. In rear: a Bar-
celona Chamber of Deputies guard.
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new freedom has broken tradition to copy
what she has seen there. She has cut her
long hair. She uses more makeup and
feels free to smoke in public. She wears
slacks, blue jeans, even a bikini.

For the housewife, too. life has changed

YOUNG ACTRESS Maria Paz Ballesteros has been
performing professionally for six years, despite early
parental objections. “They don’t mind anymore,” she
explains. “Now they're proud of me.” Recently appear-

—due less to legal reform than to the
recent advent of installment buying. “Buy
now. pay later™ is rapidly providing even
the poorest Spanish woman with modern
appliances and that most primary of free-
doms: freedom from drudgery.

ing in Madrid play, Trial of Four Nuns, she has two
sisters who also have careers—one teaches music, the
other is a physical education instructor. Her hat is by
Elio Berhanyer. With her is Khaled, champion Afghan.

Asx the American-born Countess of
Quintanilla sums it up: “Village women
used to cook kneeling down on their kitch-
en fireplaces. But in a few years they've
jumped ahead by a century—from cook-
ing on their knees, to cooking with gas.”

kN




FLAMENCO PERFORMER Carmen Ponce (above)

poses in classic costume with dancer Paco Vaquero in
Seville’s colorful Santa Cruz district. Seville is center for
flamenco. There are three classes of performers: dancers
(bailaores), singers (cantaores), handclappers who set
rhythm (jaleaores). Many Spanish women dance fla-
menco as hobby. Best known: present Duchess of Alba.

SOCIALITE Macarena Ibarra (above right) stands on
steps of narrow hillside street in old sector of Madrid. Her
family owns important shipping company in Spain. Its
transoceanic liners such as the Cabo San Roque and the
Cabo San Vicente are often used for “floating Spanish
exhibitions” to promote trade, tourism—one of coun-
try’s biggest industries. Her gown is by Herrera-Ollero.

VISCOUNTESS OF VILLA-MIRANDA (right) leads
relaxed life of traditional Spanish aristocrat who rises late
in day and to whom “after lunch” means 5 p.M. Behind
her is elaborate glazed tile facade of Villa Rosa, former
bistro and meeting place for flamenco performers, bull-
fighters. Casualty of Madrid’s rapidly changing scene,
Villa Rosa is being remodeled into new restaurant.

(continued)
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BARCELONA'S CATHEDRAL of Santa Eulalia forms
dramatic backdrop for Maria Teresa Verjes de Bertrand,
from one of Spain’s leading textile manufacturing fam-
ilies. Cathedral was built between 1289 and 1450; ex-

cavations have revealed a sixth century basilica under-
neath. Like most Spanish women whose taste in clothes
still bears traces of old-world conservatism, Senora de
Bertrand often wears black. Gown is by Balenciaga.
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“Spain had only one great king: Isabella.”

TOP-HATTED GUARD in ancient uniform makes
striking contrast with modern chic of Maria Rosa
Buxeres, leader of Barcelona’s younger social set, at
city’s Chamber of Deputies. Until recently women

rarely held public office or voted. Queen Isabella—
known among historians as country’s one great king—
was exception. Deputies’ Palace, noted for its chapel,

orange tree court, dates back to fifteenth century.
(continued)
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YOUNG MATRON Maria Angeles
Viladomiw de Sensat, member of one
of Barcelond’s leading industrial
families, wears scarlet town suit for
bird shopping along the Ramblas,
picturesque street known for its out-
door bird market, flower stalls. Orig-
inally a dry river bed outside old
Roman city, it is now a wide, tree-
lined thoroughfare leading to town.

MOVIE STAR Maria Cuadra chats
with Damaso Arango, senior pilot,
Iberia Airlines. Her outfit: black
bowler, grey topcoat by Vargas-
Ochagavia. Acting was first profes-
sion open to Spanish women. In
1900, says the Countess of Campo
Alange, it was ‘“‘most brilliant
profession to which women could
aspire”—and virtually only one.

FAMOUS PAINTER’S NIECE
Menchi Lopez-Sert y Satrustegui
favors covered-up look of black and
white by Eboli for formal occasions.
Embroidered trim, long earrings,
are typically Spanish touches. Miss
Lopez-Sert’s father is Marquis of
Lamadrid, her uncle José Maria
Sert, who painted murals in Rocke-
feller Center and Waldorf-Astoria.

(continued)









Spanish Women s

ULTRAMODERN LOOK of today’s Spanish girl is exemplified by Maria Cristina Bar-
bat (top left), in all-purpose print dress, matching jacket by Eboli. Hair is often worn
long in day, updo for evening. Bridge over street is part of Barcelona’s Gothic Quarter.

RECENTLY PUBLISHED (Story of Pascualete), perennially best-dressed, Countess
of Quintanilla (top right) was born in Pearl River, N.Y., went to Spain in '44 to work
with OSS, married Count. She’s now writing second book. Suit, hat by Pedro Rodriguez.

b s[CClQN DE QUlMlCAS

SCIENTISTS-TO-BE descend steps of chemistry Maria del Rosaria Perez-Fragero, Maria Teresa del
building at University of Madrid. From left: Facunda Riego, Carmela Ochoa, Victoria Eugenia Iglesias. Six
Rodriguez, Maria Teresa Alondiga, Julia Iglesias, will be chemists; Miss del Riego is in medicine.

SALAMANCA NATS (far left)-~-lavish traditional style and chic black modern ver-
sion by Elio Berhanyer—are worn by Elsa Baeza (right) and Ra del Rey. Miss del Rey

designs costumes and sets for movies. Miss Baeza is model who works in U.S. and Spain.

PRINCESS MAX EMANUEL DE HOHENLOHE wears embroidered gown (near left)
on steps of Alfonso XII monument in El Retiro, Madrid. Her father, the Duke of Medina-
celi, owns Casa de Pilatos, Seville palace where Debutante Ball is held. Tue Exp
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S, THERE IS A

MADAME DE GAULLE’

Tante Yvonne has been wed to le Grand Charles for over four
decades and, like most wives of the French bourgeoisie,
Madame la Présidente 1s devoted to her husband, dedicated to
her church and committed to the preservation of public morality.

BY RENE LECLER

ne afternoon two years ago, Eng-

land’s Queen Mother called at

the Elysée Palace in Paris for
some tea with Madame Yvonne de Gaulle
and gave her hostess a huge hox of her
favorite London-made candies. The
French President’s wife looked at the
box and demurred. “Le Général always
says that they are terribly bad for the
figure,” she told her visitor. The Queen
Mother remarked that it was better to be
plump and happy than thin and miser-
able. On this the two women fell on the
candies, cheerfully munching away until,
unannounced, the President walked in.

After paying his respects to the royal
visitor, he sat down, pointed the specta-
cles he always carries at the box of can-
dies and muttered, “Bad for the figure.”
Yvonne de Gaulle replied. “I do so agree
with you, but just for once I thought that
what was good enough for the Queen of
England would be good enough for
Madame la Présidente!”

In more than four decades of a mar-
riage of majestic tranquillity and surpris-
ing happiness, there can have been but
few instances of Yvonne de Gaulle scor-
ing a point on her husband. The private
life of le Grand Charles and Tante
Yvonne, as she is known to all and sun-
dry, has never ceased to tease the imagi-
nation of the French public. As one Paris
columnist recently asked. “*What must it
be like to be married to a public monu-
ment?”

As a matter of fact. hardly anybody
scores a point on Charles de Gaulle. For
some years before World War II. he
urged his countrymen to prepare for
modern warfare, and not to pin their
hopes on the Maginot Line. And a bit.
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ter defeat proved him tragically correct.

De Gaulle fled to England, where he
served as the rallying point for the Free
French. But his mercurial moods and
chilling remarks made him a difficult
man for the Allied commanders to deal
with. “The greatest cross I had to bear
was the Cross of Lorraine,” Sir Winston
Churchill reminisced, referring to de
Gaulle’s personal symbol.

With the end of the war, de Gaulle be-
came the first President of the Fourth
Republic. But his exasperation with the
bickering of France's plethora of politi-
cal pariies was so great that he soon
resigned—saying that he would not re-
join the government until the day it
cleansed itself.

A Man to the Empire Born

That day came on May 13, 1958. when
the French Army. disillusioned with the
government's vacillating Algerian policy.
mutinied. Once again. de Gaulle became
France's hope. Icy and aloof as ever,
and strictly on his own terms, he became
President of the newly formed Fifth Re-
public in January, 1959, the post he
currently holds.

Since then, his vision of a France re-
born to greatness has caused him to take
commanding and highly controversial
stands: on the Common Market. on
NATO. on recognition of Red China and
reconciliation with North Vietnam, and
countless other projects. He is. in sum. a
man to the Empire born.

Though the General’s preoccupation
with greatness precludes him from being
a ball of fun. there is no doubt about the
affection he holds for his self-effacing
wife, who married an underpaid Army

officer and ended up sharing the life of
a world figure.

Three years ago. when an SAO (Se-
cret Army Organization) bomb nearly
wrecked the car in which he was travel-
ing from Paris to his home at Colombey-
les-deux-Eglises. de Gaulle's first thought
was to tell his son-in-law. Colonel de
Boissieu, to borrow a patrolman’s motor-
cycle and rush back along the road to
stop Madame de Gaulle. “Yvonne must
not see this,” he said simply.

Yet Charles de Gaulle would win few
prizes from marriage guidance experts
for his treatment of his wife. He is often
cutting and rude, authoritarian in the
extreme. and sometimes unkind. His wife
knows that if he refers to her as Yvonne,
all is well. If, like many French bour-
geois, he says Madame in public, the
atmosphere suddenly becomes ten degrees
lower. If he refers to her icily as Ma-
dame la Présidente. disapproval is self-
evident.

Once during a political discussion with
friends, Yvonne threw in a short, in-
offensive remark. The President turned
to her and said. “NVadame. will you
please remain silent. . . . You know noth-
ing of these things!” He has no time for
his wife’s little faults. Yvonne. a first-
class bridge player, often points her
knitting needle at the card she thinks her
husband should play. When she did this

Eurepeon

AT SIXTY-FOUR, France's First
Lady still does own shopping, resists
many favors that come her way.
“My hushand was elected by the
French people.l wasnot.”she insists.
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a few weeks ago. de Gaulle exclaimed,
“Madame, will you please let me play
my cards and you see to your knitting?
There were three dropped stitches in the
scarf you knitted me last year. . ..”

Right through her life—she is now
sixty-four—Yvonne de Gaulle has been
a model of French bourgeois virtues.
These may make dull reading for Paris
sophisticates, but they find an echo in the
lives of millions of women on both sides
of the Atlantic. Three things are para-
mount in her life: the creation of a rest-
ful and constant background for her hus-
band, the Catholic church, and the
preservation of a rigid code of public
morality.

Her Tut-tut Means His Non

In this she has enormous influence,
and many French politicians know. to
their cost, the power of Tante Yvonne.
They know that one tut-tut from her is
worth a non from the General. Like
Queen Victoria, Yvonne de Gaulle is not
amused by lapses of morality and de-
corum, and right from the start of de
Gaulle’s tenure of office this has been
evident. Within a week of their moving
into the Elysée, a young diplomat ear-
marked for an important permanent post
at the Quai d'Orsay found himself trans-
ferred to a junior post at the French
Embassy in Warsaw: two days before, he
had been seen lunching in an intimate
téte-a-téte with a woman who was not his
wife. One of the Elysée cooks, who was
being sued for divorce by his wife, dis-
appeared from the scene overnight.

Like a good French bourgeoise, too,
Yvonne de Gaulle strongly believes that
a wife’s place, if not three paces behind
her husband, should nevertheless be in
the background. She reluctantly attends
a few official functions, but steadfastly
refuses to play the part of the First
Lady, which traditionally does not exist
in France. The organizer of a charity she
supports recently sent her a proposal
with the words Under the Patronage of
Madame la Présidente at the top of the
page; Yvonne crossed this out. substi-
tuted Madame Charles de Gaulle, and
told her friend, “My husband was
elected by the French people. I was not.”

One of her first actions when she
moved into the Elysée was to tell aides to
remove the official red. white and blue
cockade from her car, and to ask that
the Garde Républicaine not salute when
she drove through the gates. As one
friend recently remarked, “Yvonne de
Gaulle knows her place and intends to
keep it. She also intends everybody to
know his. . . .” Charles de Gaulle mostly
shares his wife’s desire for propriety.
Three years ago when she went on the
inaugural cruise of the new liner France,
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he sent a secretary to screen the films
to be shown aboard in the evening.

Yvonne de Gaulle has a sense of
humor often as dry as her husband’s.
When, in a moment of crisis. he coined
the famous remark, “How could anyone
govern a country which produces two
hundred forty-six different cheeses? ...”
his wife commented, “On ne parle pas de
fromages en public. On les mange. . ..”
(“Cheeses are not for discussing in pub-
lic. They are for eating. . . ."") Amused
by the fact that in all elections a single
voter in Colombey-les-deux-Eglises al-
ways votes against the President, a guest
ence asked Yvonne if she suspected any-
one. She replied, “I do not suspect. I am
sure. It is le Général himself!™

The only uncalculated and impetuous
thing Charles de Gaulle ever did in his
life was to dance sixteen waltzes in a
row with the same girl at an Armistice
Day party forty-four years ago. The last
waltz. Yvonne de Gaulle reminded a
friend recently, was “Destiny.” She also
remembers that her future husband
spilled a cup of tea in her lap.

The first meeting was at one of those
staid functions which the French. in
those far-off days of 1920, still called le
five-o’clock. De Gaulle was a commanding
officer just out of the war. He came from
la petite noblesse of France and a family
of intellectuals—his father was a profes-
sor in Paris. Yvonne Vendroux, pretty
and grey-eyed, was then twenty, the
daughter of a prosperous biscuit manu-
facturer in Calais. She was, as she is
now, shy, quiet-spoken and unambitious.
Teen-age friends in Calais remember
that when she was once asked what her
ambitions were, she replied that she
wished to live and die in the same house,
adding as an afterthought that she
wouldn’t mind two linen dresses for the
coming summer—one to wear and one
for the wash.

“Charles, Are You Sure?”

Within four months of their first meet-
ing, Charles had asked Yvonne to marry
him. They were married April 7. 1921.
And not many months later, Charles went
off to fight in Poland. Then came the
long years of waiting, when the family
moved from one military post to another,
living on poor pay and in furnished
houses.

A friend from those distant days re-
calls: “An evening at the de Gaulles was
like a visit to the Delphi oracle. Charles
would never speak during the meal—he
still does not—but afterward he would
sit by the fire and start a long monologue
about politicians. his ideas about tank
warfare and his dreams for the future of
France. He was no respecter of persons,
and when he made one of his more dan-

gerous remarks, Yvonne would usually
pause and say softly, “Charles, are you
sure?”

One day. Yvonne de Gaulle got what
she had always wanted: a home of her
own. With savings and a small legacy—he
had always refused to touch his wife's
money—Charles de Gaulle bought La
Boisserie. a country house in the small
village of Colombey-les-deux-Elises. one
hundred fifteen miles from Paris, in a
district not renowned for anything except
its tranquillity. Yvonne made all the cur-
tains and the chair covers. Her husband
built himself a study in the round tower
and pigeon loft next to the house. It was
at La Boisserie that, after the liberation
of France, Yvonne planted a huge Cross
of Lorraine with sweet peas—the Gener-
al's favorite flowers—right in the mid-
dle of the lawn.

La Boisserie was the home their three
children knew best—Philippe. now an
officer in the French Navy. Elisabeth.
now married to Colonel de Boissieu, and
Anne, la petite Anne, whose life was the
de Gaulle's greatest sorrow. She was men-
tally retarded. never learned to speak
properly, and despite the intense devo-
tion and care of both the General and
his wife, she eventually died. Those who
know de Gaulle well believe that Anne's
memory is the only personal thing which
really touches the President. With his
wife’s help, he set up the Anne de Gaulle
Foundation to help mentally retarded
children, and endowed it with royalties
from his best-selling books.

“Aunt Marie” Ill in Normandy

The years just before the war must
have been heaven for Yvonne de Gaulle.
but they could not last. She never quite
understood her strange husband. forever
rebelling against stupid authority. for-
ever living history in the present and
shaping events himself. For her, as a
good bourgeoise, the established order
was the greatest thing in the world. and
she feared her husband’s iconoclastic
opinions. Yet, despite her doubts, she
paid him the immense compliment of
never once failing him. Her greatest or-
deal came on her fortieth birthday, May
19, 1940, when at La Boisserie she re-
ceived a telegram saying that ‘‘Aunt
Marie” was seriously ill in Normandy. It
was a prearranged signal.

She packed her two younger children
into a beat-up old open car, piled in the
baggage, said good-bye to her home, and
drove through the night. first to Nor-
mandy and then on to Brest. She missed.
by half an hour. the boat she was due to
catch for England. and the same night
that boat was sunk by a German U-boat
in the Channel. Tante Yvonne caught the
next one and, bewildered and lonely, ar-
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rived in London. Three weeks later her
husband became a rebel—officially;
Yvonne de Gaulle had walked into
history.

Today, the woman who once wanted
nothing more than two summer dresses
is First Lady of France. She has played
hostess to the Eisenhowers, the Kennedys,
the Queen of England and her husband.
the Khrushchevs and countless heads of
state.

Yet it is a measure of this retiring, yet
forceful, woman and of her strange hus-
band that no amount of riches. power or
pomp has been able to change their per-
sonal life. On Thursdays. when the
grandchildren come to tea and show their
school grades, Yvonne de Gaulle still
slips out of a side door of the Elysée to
walk to the local pdtissier to fetch cakes
and pastries. On other afternoons, with
a small black hat on her head and an
umbrella in her hand, she still goes off
to the movies to watch the cheaper sec-
ond runs. On Saturday nights, whether
she is in Paris or in Colomhey, she still
helps to decorate the altar of her local
church.

With state duties as they are, she

MADAME de Gaulle visit London in
1960. Once she shrank from the pomp attendant on such

knows intuitively that at seventy-four
years of age, Charles de Gaulle still pre-
fers the home life he has always had.
Routine is the great master in the de
Gaulle household in the plain. comfort-
able five-room apartment on the first floor
of the Elysée Palace.

Good Mood—Whisky and Soda

Yvonne de Gaulle knows that if her
husband is in good humor when he opens
the leather-padded door from his office
into his living room, he will pour himself
a single whisky and soda. But if he en-
ters twisting his spectacles in his hand.
Yvonne knows that she is in for a grim
evening: a hurried. silent dinner, a sharp
rebuke for the old manservant who helps
at the table, no television and bed at
eleven.

But the glass of whisky is a signal for
what in the family passes for a joyful
evening. De Gaulle will enjoy his food—
his appetite is remarkable for a man of
his age, and he loves heavy sauces. vege-
tables sautéed in butter and mountainous
helpings of dessert. He also loves crusty
French bread, and once last year. for the
sake of his figure, Madame de Gaulle

Wide Warld
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official duties; now she allows herself more luxuries,
including couturier Jacques Heim to do her wardrobe.

ordered that no bread should appear on
the table. Her husband’s first and only
remark on the subject was that since
they could not afford bread perhaps he
should increase her housekeeping allow-
ance. . . .

Charles de Gaulle rarely talks during
a meal. and not very much afterward.
His wife chooses his reading for him.
Every night she lays a book by his coffee
cup. His favorites are Bossuet, a pomp-
ous but sound church orator of the
eighteenth century; historical biogra-
phies; and the novels of Frangois Mau-
riac.

Once last winter, thinking that per-
haps he ought to widen his horizon,
Yvonne de Gaulle offered him a hook by
one of the nouvelle vague authors.
Charles de Gaulle read two pages, put
the hook down and acidly commented.
“Madame. could we please get some
hooks that are decently printed? This
one has no punctuation marks.”

Quite often the de Gaulles watch tele-
vision. of which they are both fond. He
particularly enjoys himself when some
curvaceous blonde appears on the screen
and he teases his wife a little. Yvonne

(continued) 71
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just smiles with patience and affection.
Since a telephone call once awoke his
wife during the night, the President now
leaves strict orders that they are not to
be disturbed unless the roof falls in; the
last time they were disturbed was during
the Cuban crisis in 1962. Since then
however, he has had a bed for himselt
installed in a small dressing room, in
case of emergency. The bed, seven feet
long and five feet wide, takes up almost
the entire floor space. and there is a
green telephone on the bedside table.

Still the Little Black Dress

Tante Yvonne has changed surprising-
ly little over the years. She is small—
five feet two inches—and plump. but no
more so than befits a woman of her age.
Her complexion is fresh, her face almost
unlined, with clear grey eyes and a halo
of auburn hair with hardly a streak of
grey. Her reserve tends to make her look
<ad, but in good company she smiles and
laughs easily and appears much younger
than her sixty-four years.

Of her middle-class fashion tastes of
bygone years. two things remain: her love
for small. dainty Parisian hats perched
squarely on top of her head, and plain
but good court shoes. The rest has had
to be modified to meet her new station.
At first she solidly refused to visit the
Paris couturiers whose products she con-
sidered to be a waste of money. But the
General insisted. “As my wife,” he told
her once. “only you and I need bother
about what you wear. But as the wife of
the President of France. you have other
responsibilities. . . .”

Yvonne de Gaulle eventually gave in.
but not until her husband had promised
that for every new dress purchased. an
equivalent sum of money would be given
to the Anne de Gaulle Foundation. Now.
after a few years, she rather enjoys hav-
ing the best that Paris can offer. but her
tastes are still simple. Once a month
Madame Heim. wife of couturier Jacques.
drives to the Elysée with a car full of
new dresses, materials and patterns from
which Yvonne chooses what she thinks
her husband will like. He prefers her in
dark colors—navy blue and white are his
favorites—and she is still partial to the
little black dress.

If something looks too daring she will
keep it overnight to show it to the Gen-
eral. All her dresses are two inches
longer than fashion dictates, with high
necklines, and she rarely wears short-
sleeved outfits. The only time she worries
about her clothes is when there is a
state visit abroad in the offing. One that
caused her concern was the visit to Iran
two years ago: she remarked that Em-
press Farah Pahlavi. with youth. good
taste and unlimited money. would make
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her look like a frump. The General
turned around and said: “*Madame. votre
dignité vous suffira.” (*Madame. all you
need is your dignity.”)

Two days before her fortieth wedding
anniversary in 1961 she surprised the
President, who was in his study in deep
conversation with a leading Paris fur-
rier: he was giving her a mink coat.
Proud of this belated status mark,
Yvonne de Gaulle wore it next day at a
party her daughter was giving. Elisabeth
admired the coat, but commented that
perhaps it was a little warm for fur.
Yvonne de Gaulle smiled and replied.
“Surely a woman’s first mink coat is
worth a little perspiration!™

Because she could easily be any Paris
woman of her age, Yvonne de Gaulle
often goes unrecognized. When earlier
this year she called at the Paris hospital
where her husband was being operated
on, most of the photographers present
failed to take her picture. This suits her
well.

Day after day she goes out shopping.
using her own key to open a small side
door of the Elysée: mostly she shops for
birthday cards. small presents for her
four grandchildren and her nephews and
nieces, or small delicacies for the General’s
table. Georges Radou. who serves behind
the counter in a large but discreet gro-
cer’s shop a few hundred yards from the
Palace. says. “She once asked me never
to tell anyone who she was. and so far
no one has questioned me about her. She
buys things like smoked salmon from
Scotland which she says the General
enjoys—she refers to him simply as mon
mar! (“my husband”) to avoid recogni-
tion—marrons glacés for which she has
a weakness. or small cans of paté de foie
gras from Alsace which apparently the
General likes spread on thin toast if he
has a late night.”

Once a week. usually on Mondays.
Yvonne de Gaulle drives in an unmarked
car to the Anne de Gaulle Foundation.
There she works in the office, tours the
gay playrooms where children are taught.
or chairs meetings of the board.

How to Get Lost in a Palace

Madame de Gaulle has made her mark
on the Elysée Palace too. When she first
saw the vast suite of thirty-four rooms set
aside for the French President’s use. she
exclaimed. “We can never live here. . . .
We'd never find each other!” In the end
she reduced the private apartments to
five main rooms: a large bedroom. dress-
ing room, morning room for herself—a
handsome salon lined with green silk
and furnished in Louis XV—and a small
private dining room where only she, her
husband and their immediate family ever
eat. Other dinner parties and official

lunches are held in a slightly larger
dining room. State dinners, fairly fre-
quent since de Gaulle likes to entertain
officially, are held in a vast ballroom in
another part of the Elysée where ser-
vants in frock coats and knee breeches
hover around a table laden with sévres
and gold plate.

Yvonne runs her private home. but has
little to do with the official part of the
Elysée. She supervises all menus and
often has a hand in the seating arrange-
ments. When Pompidou once suggested
that she needed a social secretary. she
exclaimed, “What on earth for? I am not
very social. . . .” She writes most of her
own letters. in longhand. in her morning
room. and her daughter Elisabeth helps
her keep track of her appointments.

The times Yvonne de Gaulle likes best
are when she and her husband “go on
leave.” as he says. to Colombey—in prac-
tice, every other weekend. There Yvonne
reverts to her favorite role: she runs the
household, checks the housekeeping ac-
counts and decides whether the carpets
should be cleaned now or later. Few peo-
ple are ever invited to Colombey—it’s
for the family. General de Gaulle works
in his study in the tower or goes for long
walks in the woods with his hands
straight at his sides, a book under his
arm and his head high.

The Shyest of First Ladies

On Sundays they go to the small vil-
lage church, two hundred yards from
the tall iron gates of La Boisserie. De
Gaulle has always refused to take the
special place set aside for him in the
choir. He stands instead in the second
row of pews. behind six old-age pension-
ers. and towers over everybody.

After Mass, sightseers gather in front
of the church, with a sprinkling of secret
service men. Madame de Gaulle chats
on the steps for a few minutes while her
husband looks bored. He shakes hand-
with the village curé, and says, “A very
good sermon. Father . . .” He has said
exactly the same thing for thirty years.

Yvonne de Gaulle. shyest and most
conservative of all First Ladies. makes no
bones about preferring life in Colombey
to life in the Elysée. When de Gaulle had
his operation earlier this year. she told
a friend: “The only good thing about
this business is that it might take us a
step nearer home. . . .” But no one, not
even Yvonne, will influence Charles de
Gaulle on whether or not to seek a sec-
ond term next year. One thing is cer-
tain however: if he chooses to retire.
his wife will have something to say
about his successor. For her. the virtues
of the middle classes are the virtues that
made France great, and she is not
ashamed of them. Tue Exp
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Daddy met us at Kauai in a bright orange cap with was Sinatra spelled backwards. | was very embarrassed.
Artanis on it. I said. “What’s that mean?” and he said. =~ Tommy and my twin cousins—that’s Mike at the left—
“Figure it out.” It took me two weeks to realize it  gave me the ukulele. The girls are official greeters.

"Daddy Directs His First Movie"

The girl Frank Sinatra used to call ‘““Nancy with the Laughing Face’’—and now

calls ““Chicken”—offers an affectionate portrait of her father on location in Hawaii.
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BY NANCY SINATRA SANDS

It was four years after Tommy [Sands]
and I married that we took our honey-
mcon. and five of us went on it. Tommy
was one of the stars in None But the
Brave which Daddy [Frank Sinatra] di-
rected. Since filming was in Hawaii,
Tommy and [ decided to go there fifteen
days ahead of shooting. We packed up
Auntie Tina [McAlear] and her twins
Mike and Tina, eleven. and all went on
the honeymoon. Daddy arrived later and
when we met him, he used his classic
line—*“Hello. Baby.” His pet name for
me is “Chicken.” He flew directly to
Kauai and we followed the next day.
Daddy met us then. He didn’t have to,
but I knew he’d be there.

I would say we are probably closer
than any father and daughter I know.
When [ was growing up, my parents di-
vorced. and I felt badly, but I understand
my father. If he couldn’t live at home.
then there was a reason for it. He’s al-

ways been as near as the telephone.
When he does something great and 1 tell
him so. I get some silly answer like,
“That’s what Daddies are for.” Yet |
know he feels things deeply. One thing
I learned from Daddy is that you should
be honest with people. and if you can't
be, then you shouldn’t be around them.

Before shooting began, I asked him if
he was nervous and he said, “No, be-
cause | am prepared.” Directing was what
he always wanted to do. He felt capable of
it and just waited for the right property.

Picture-making is wonderful. I guess
some of Daddy’s love for it rubbed off
on me. Now that I'm making films, I'm
part of it, and it’s a world all its own.
It’s work, yet it’s fun and creative. In
Hawaii, I was especially proud that two
men so important to me—my husband and
my father—were working together. The
entire island trip was, to use Daddy’s
favorite adjective. marvelous.

This is a rare occasion {left] when Daddyv and my brother Frankie were in the
same town at the same time. Frankie’s the image of Daddy. In fact. Frankie sang
before he talked. At right, Daddy’s directing without his shirt. which means he
wasn’t in the scene. At the end of scenes he liked. he'd say. “Marvelous: print.”

(rontinued)
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Daddy flew to different location sites to save time.
The helicopter was owned by a man who leased it for
sight-seeing; he took Auntie Tina and the twins in it.
The cliffs did not have roads, so the company built
its own down to the beach. They were so steep we
only used jeeps, and when we left we had to restore

the house he rented conducting a cold reading of
the script the day before shooting began. All the

principals in the cast were called in to read the
script. The Japanese actors were rehearsed separately.
When Daddy worked with them, he used an interpreter.




SINATRA coniowes

I don’t know what Clint Walker and Tommy were do-  very careful. It was dangerous. The coral was sharp
ing, but Auntie Tina, little Tina and I were looking  and the current strong. We also would take coconuts
for coral, sea shells and pretty things. We had to be  right off the tree and eat them. They were delicious.

“If people like Daddy, they like me
right away... . We're very much alike.”’

(continued) 77
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Tommy and I, with Auntie Tina and her
twins, arrived in Hawaii fifteen days ahead
of Daddy and the cast so we could have a
honeymoon. After shooting began. we still
would sneak away and head for Honolulu.
The water at Kauai was too dangerous for
swimming and surfing. The Manu Kai cata-
maran was owned by a friend of ours who
took us out on it. On location, Daddy
treated Tommy like the others. I imagine.
though, Tommy felt different toward him
than to any other director he has worked
with. But it was business to both of them.

Many times I've seen Daddy go off alone like this to
think things out. There are times when you have to be
by yourself, away from the activity. The responsibility
of the picture rests on the director. and it was twice

as hard for him: he was acting too. I tried to stay out
of the way when he was working, timed my arrival on
the set thirty minutes before the lunch break. Then I
would fix pepper and egg sandwiches on Italian bread.



Since we arrived in Hawaii ahead of Daddy, we met him
at the airport with flowered leis. Photographers kept
posing us over and over again. Because our family
travels so much, we always let each other know when we

fly and when we’re due to arrive. Daddy left for Kauai
immediately; we five followed. A few days later, Auntie
Tina and my cousins went home. It was a wonderful
trip for me, full of warm memories of my dad. THE Enp
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DAY AND NIGHT have special rhythms on the Via. Day
begins with the slow sweep of brooms through dirty cafés,

Marwell Coplan

races into frenzied midday, settles into an afternoon aperi-
tivo, bursts forth anew in chaotic glamour of neon-night.

The Siren of Roman Streets

In pre-Christian days the Via Veneto was inhabited by the libertine

Roman general Lucullus, a century ago it was a simple lane leading to the

Borghese family estate, forty years later an avenue of palazzi. Today it

is a turbulent thoroughfare-center of Rome’s phantasmagoric dolce vita.

BY RICHARD HARRITY

here is an old saying that all good

I Americans go to Paris when they

die. but personally I'd prefer a

seat at a sidewalk table on the Via Ve-

neto, the boulevard that seduces with

the gaiety and glamour, the elegance and
excitement of the Eternal City.

Bordered by shady sycamore trees and
bright flower beds. the Via Veneto curves
downhill for five blocks from the Porta
Pinciana in the ancient Aurelian Wall to
the Piazza Barberini adorned by Berni-
ni’s Triton and Fountain of the Bees. Be-
fore the turn of the century this broad
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boulevard was only a dirt road that
linked the city with the Borghese family
estate spread out around the Pinican Hill.
But the district that the Via Veneto tra-
verses has attracted pleasure-seekers
since before the Christian era. This was
where Lucullus, the Roman general who
enjoyed battle or bacchanalia with equal
enthusiasm. once built a palace.

But in the Gay Nineties the noblest Ro-
mans. led by Margherita de Savoia the
queen of Italv. moved into palazzi
around the Via Veneto. Hotels. shops. and
cafés quickly sprang up as a result. and

what was once a lowly lane became the
city’s newest fashionable quarter.

The hub of this gay world within a
world was and still is the Hotel Excelsior,
opened in 1906 by Baron Hans Pfyfler de
Altishofen. who started César Ritz on his
career as a great hotelier and discovered
the famous French chef Escoffier. In
1923 the Excelsior was sold to an Italian
group which has maintained the same
high standards of elegance and service.

When Americans began to flock to
Rome after the First World War. the
Excelsior made every effort to entice this



lucrative new clientele. Baths were
installed in each of the four hundred fifty
rooms and the Excelsior was one of the
first hotels in Rome with air conditioning.

Hitler. Goring and Goebbels stayed at
the Excelsior and were so impressed with
their accommodations that they later
made the hotel headquarters of the high
command when the Nazis occupied Rome
in 1943-44. In fact, the German generals
were so reluctant to leave the hotel's
luxury. that they didn’t check out until
the night of June 3, 1944. when the Allies
began blasting their way into Rome.
Four hours later General Mark Clark was
ushered into the same suite that General
Malzer had just vacated.

Today the Excelsior’s clientele con-
sists mostly of blue chip American tour-
ists who sleep in the hotel’s suites, but
live out on the street at the sidewalk
tables along the Via Veneto.

Sidewalk Togetherness

Above the Excelsior Hotel is Café
Doney where important citizens of every
country in the world meet to sip. sup and
stare when in Rome.

Easy informality is the chief charm of
the café. Romans, who consider indif-
ference a cardinal sin against sociability.
want to know all about their neighbors
at nearby tables—who they are, what
they do and why—and are equally eager
to supply the same personal data about
themselves. Now and then there are cus-
tomers who resent any invasion of their
privacy. but they are rare exceptions.

When Lucky Luciano. the late Ameri-
can mob chief, was first deported back to
his native Italy, he visited Doney’s. or-
dered a drink and then buried his head
in a newspaper, ignoring the other cus-
tomers. A waiter seeking a closer look at
the Italian immigrant who had made good
the wrong way in the U.S.A. busied him-
self emptying clean ashtrays, straighten-
ing already neat tablecloths and brushing
away imaginary crumbs. Finally Luciano.
annoyed by so much attention. dropped
the newspaper, put up his hands as
though holding a machine gun, pointed
them at the overcurious waiter and roared
a rata tat tat tat tat. The waiter dropped
his tray and fled.

Ordinarily, however, instant together-
ness in international relations is the rule
at Doney’s and conversation comes easily.

One evening | was seated there next to
two middle-aged Italian men whose fore-
heads were furrowed with frowns and
who looked as though they were settling
the problems of the world as they carried
on a serious discussion. When one man
left and wearily walked away, his com-
panion. whom I had never seen before.
turned to me and. indicating his departing
friend, said, “See that poor fellow? He
has to hold down three different jobs to

make ends meet and he's working himself
to death.” Before 1 could comment he
continued. “He must maintain two homes
as well as support and educate eleven
children—five by his wife and six by his
mistress.”

“That's quite a responsibility.” I said.

“It is indeed.” he agreed. “but I don’t
know whether to pity him or myself more.
since in twenty-four years neither my wife
nor my mistress has ever given me any
children.”

This double trouble due to a double
standard is accepted by Roman men,
many of whom are true to two loves in
their fashion. and who frequently find a
brief respite from their complicated ro-.
mances as they sip an aperitivo and watch
the attractive and rather aggressive wom-
en of Rome parading past their sidewalk
tables.

These fair strollers have an exotic
assortment of pets. Toy poodles peeking
out of bosoms. tiny parakeets perched on
shapely shoulders and small monkeys
cradled in well-rounded arms are fairly
common sights, but once when a beauti-
ful American blonde wearing a little
live green snake as a lavaliere bounced
by Doney's, an elderly Italian gentle-
man sitting near me shook his head and
said, “That lady with the serpent proves
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once again there is nothing new under
the Roman sun. When Julius Caesar once
saw some wealthy foreign females fon-
dling and making much of pets almost
as strange as hers. he asked them whether
the women in their country were not used
for bearing children.”

Shopping ranks with staring as a favor-
ite pastime of the neighborhood. Women
usually head for the fashion salons of
Clelia Venturi or the Sorelle Fontana.
located in nearby side streets. or inspect
the elegant footwear at Paladino or Lucat-
toni.

Men can have suits made by Caraceni
on the Via Boncompagni where a business
suit costs from two hundred dollars up-
ward, order shirts at Cucci. or purchase
ties at tiny but toney Morziello-Serafini.

The busiest time on the Via Veneto is
the long lunch and siesta period from 1
to 3 P.M. when shops and stores close
down and only the cafés remain open.

Then the boulevard comes bedlam on
wheels as every type of conveyance from
horse-drawn carrézza to sleek Rolls-
Royces and Alfa Romeos slowly clop or
chug up and down the clogged traffic
lanes in an endless procession. And el-
bow room is at a premium on the pave-
ments, too. The Roman love of noise
comes close to being satisfied as motors

(continued)

INTERNATIONAL FLAVOR overflows from kiosks selling newspapers where
you can find news about stocks in New York, politics in India or jazs in Tokyo.
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without mufflers roar. scooters blast with
abandon. radio and television sets are
turned on full blast. baritones blare out
Neapolitan songs accompanied by guitars.
and torrents of talk in many tongues
turn the street into a tower of Babel
wired for sound.

This ear shattering symphony is mild,
however, compared with the din on De-
cember 3lst when the police warn every.
body to remain indoors. since Romans, in
keeping with an old custom, toss down
onto the city streets, including the Via
Veneto, bottles, glassware, assorted crock-
ery, small pieces of furniture and what-
ever else comes to hand in their happy
holiday mood.

Italian Bagpipes on New Year’s

Last New Year's Eve as [ observed this
crashing celebration from the safety of
a Doney doorway. I was amazed to see
a Scotsman in a kilt and several sailors
from the British Royal Navy calmly
march through the descending debris.
form themselves into a circle in the center
of the Via Veneto and lustily begin sing-
ing. “Auld Lang Syne.” The cascade of
bottles. etc.. suddenly ceased and some
shepherds from the Roman countryside
who always appear in the holiday season.
dressed in their antique costumes and
playing goatskin bagpipes as they tour
the town. joined the English singers and
provided an appropriate accompaniment
of skirling music.

At the end of the song, Romans in their
shelters on both sides of the street sent
up a chorus of shouts and bravos. and
then the barrage of bottles and bric-a-
brac began again and everyone scurried
for cover.

Up the street from Doney’s there is
Jerry’s. a basement bar and grill Peter
Ustinov calls “the liveliest catacomb in
Rome.”

It’s a small spot filled with action
and as American as the jukebox there
that belts out the latest hit tunes from
Tin Pan Alley. In the back room are a
bar. a few tables and a menu that offers
such native delicacies as ham and eggs,
corned beef hash, pumpkin pie. and on
special occasions. black-eyed peas. not
to mention hamburgers. hot dogs and
southern fried chicken. In the other
room. there is a large round table cov-
ered with green felt that supports what
is undoubtedly the longest running poker
game on the Continent. With few excep-
tions. the customers come from the fifty
states, either visitors. expatriates or
Americans with jobs in Rome. and Holly-
wood stars. many of whom. when they
land in Rome. drive straight from the air-
port to check in at Jerry's.

Between the poker. the people and
the pork chops which I forgot to men-
tion, it's a joint with juice, and the
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most colorful character on the premises
is the proprietor. Jerrv Chierchio. a big.
burly boyo from Brooklyn who has a
perpetual grin.

Jerry was a close friend of the late
Mario Lanza. and when the singer died
in Rome an American magazine offered
him a large sum for the inside story on
the star’s final breakdown, but he turned
it down.

“Why the hell should I muddy the
memory of a good friend for a few
grand?” Jerry told me. “Besides. I'm not
a confidential writer. just a struggling
bar and grill operator.”

His career ax a Roman restaurateur had
a curious start. Jerry was in the Army.
took part in the D-Day invasion. and after
the war landed a job asx a food super-
visor for an American oil company in
Saudi Arabia. Shortly after he started
this stint in a kitchen. the manager of
the plant rushed in and told Jerry there
was a dire emergency. It seemed King
Ibn Saud had dispatched an outrider to
announce that His Majesty along with
many of his followers would be arriving
at the plant in an hour’s time and wanted
to be fed.

“The manager was so panicky. 1 had
to order him out of the kitchen so | could
get started.” Jerry explained.

“I was stumped at first about what |
was going to serve. then | just started
throwing chickens. tomatoes. potatoes.
cnions. meat scraps. leftovers—anything |
could grab—into the cooking vat. When
the King and his gang finally arrived.
they were served mv mystery goulash
which I was convinced would cost Amer-
ica every oil concession in Arabia for
the next fifty vears. Instead. the King
sent for me and said through an inter-
preter that it was the tastiest dish he'd
ever eaten. and invited me to be his
royal chef.

*l had heen called a lot of things.
both in and out of the Army. but never
a royal chef.” continued Jerry. “so I
accepted. and moved to the royal palace
where | fed His Highness. a full harem
with healthy appetites and his hired
hands, for over four years.

“From time to time.” .Jerry admitted.
1 guess | broke a few of the Moslem
dietary laws. but since | made my first
success as a roval cook mixing up a
stew. [ stuck to that formula and it was
difficult for anvbody to tell exactly what
went into it. including me. At any rate. |
regularly received baksheesh in the form
of little bags of gold for my =ecret reci-
pes. both from the King and his generous-
hearted wives. | mixed one Mulligan that
really must have heen a wowser. for
which | received a lulu of a present.
When [ got back to my apartment after
I whipped up this wonder dish. there was
a large wooden box. and when I opened
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it. out popped a beautiful twenty-seven-
inch television set.”

When Jerry. Mulligan mixer by ap-
pointment to a Moslem monarch. left
Arabia. he carried with him a nest egg
of twentv-five thousand dollars with
which he headed for Rome where a Nea-
politan quickly relieved him of it by
selling Jerry a half interest in a res-
taurant that he. the Neapolitan, didn't
happen to own.

After this slight mix-up. Jerry hit
rock bottom and had to sleep in his car
on the streets of Rome for a few weeks.
Finally, he borrowed a few dollars, and
with the help of Bricktop who ran the
most famous nightclub on the Via Veneto.
was able to rent space next to her spot
for a bar and grill.

Jerry. who had been down himself,
accepted 10U’s as readily as he accepted
cash from other Americans who were
temporarily short of cash while in Rome.
with the result that he soon found him-
~elf in difficulties again. thi< time from
dunning creditors who threatened t put
him out of business.

Bruce Cabot the Hollywood actor
saved the situation by taking all the
zigned tabs Jerry had in his till and per-
sonally collecting the money owed on
them.

Jerry's all-American beanery is now
an established success. and he recently
opened a plusher place just around the
corner on the Via Sardegna. called the
Luau.

In gratitude for his good fortune. lerry
throws a huge feast every Thanksgiving
Day for his friends and any Americans
or Arabs from out of town who happen
into the place. Up to this writing. he has
steadfastly refused to advertise any stew
served in his joint as being fit for a king.

Diagonally across from Jerry's. at the
top of the street and close by the Porta
Pinciana. is one of the oldest cafés on
the Via Veneto. the Golden Gate. a favor-
ite haunt of Roman society for half a
century.

The Past Lives On

Grandes dames of the ancient city's
aristocracy meet here regularly at noon
to gossip about the gay goings-on in
their select set. to deplore the new wild
tempo of the Via Veneto or sigh for the
social grandeur that was Rome in their
salad days. These wise and witty patri-
cians of Rome present another and
prouder aspect of the many-sided street.
Through experience they know life an
are amused by the vagaries of the Via
Veneto. smiling discreetly at the sizh
of a rich American divorcée passing by
on the arm of a handsome and faultlessly
attired young Italian whom they recog-
nize as a former gardener on one of their
estates. or shaking well-coiffed heads at



the artful dodges of counts turned no-
accounts. who cadge drinks. dinners and
dough from foreign social climbers by
trading on their titles. They regret the
sometimes seedy present and remember
a more gracious period in the past.

But even in that happier time. there
were signs of trouble in the Roman social
paradise as Nathaniel Hawthorne re-
ported in the last century: “The Pincian
Hill is the favorite promenade of the
Roman aristocracy. At the present time,
however. like most other Roman posses-
sions. it belongs less to the native in.
habitants than to the barbarians from
Gaul. Great Britain and beyond the sea.
who have established peaceful usurpation
over all that is enjoyable or memorable
in the Eternal City.”

Today some twenty-two million of these
“barbarians™ come to Italy each vear.
and the majority seem to make their way
to the Via Veneto which now rivals the
Colosseum as a sight to see while in
Rome.

And perhaps the place that attracts
most of the travelers who visit the
street is the Café de Paris. This side.

POTPOURRI of personalities converges on the popular
Café de Paris. Left to right, screemcriter Guy Elmes and
wife Eve, restaurateur Vernon Jarrat. newsman Sam Stein-
man, actress Yolko Tani, Pan Am public relations manager

walk spa played a prominent part in
Federico Fellini's film La Dolce Vita.

*A strange phenomenon occurred after
the appearance of La Dolce Vita.” Fellini
recently recalled. “The real life Via Vene-
to underwent a violent transformation in
order to resemble the fictitious street
portrayed in the film. Cameramen took
up their positions in every odd corner.
fistfights became the usual method for
settling a discussion. publicity-hungry
starlets began to walk around in their
nightgowns or to ride horses into the
cafés. Even after the film had moved on
to the cinemas in the suburbs. I was still
filled with foreboding on opening the
morning paper. With a tinge of remorse
I would wonder what the Via Veneto had
invented the night before to conform to
the visions of La Dolce Vita? Ever since.
I have felt uneasy in Via Veneto.”

In the early hours of the morning the
street has a sinister aspect that is sensed
rather than seen. There seems to be a
governor on the gaiety, the joy is jaded
and even desire appears deadened in the
decadent as the night people prowl the
area in search of everything and nothing.

Down at the end of the street in the
Piazza Barberini streetwalkers wait till
dawn for their last customers. Then as
the sky brightens they retire and are
replaced by other women hurrying across
the square toward the old church of the
Cappuccinis, which is decorated with
hundreds of skulls and human bones,
perhaps as a grim reminder that even
la dolce vita ends sooner or later.

To walk up the Via Veneto alone at
this hour is a strange experience. Only
the rustle of leaves in the trees overhead.
the soft flight of birds and one’s own
footsteps disturb the silence. Shops are
shuttered, gates and doors of the grand
hotels barred, tables and chairs are neat-
ly stacked in front of the sidewalk cafés.
All Rome seems deserted.

Then suddenly church bells begin to
toll recalling that other and older Rome
and the new day begins. Workmen hose
down the street. gather up the fallen
leaves and prune the flower beds. Wait-
ers start setting up the bright parasols
and the colorful tables and chairs.

The stage is set again for another act
in the human comedy. THe Exp

Picrluigi

George Seabury, actress Anne Francine, Mrs. Jarrat,
tailor Angelo Vittucci, writer Thomas Fowley, Café de
Paris owner Victor, Franca Smargiassi of the UN's
FAO, and Celebrity Service’s Merlin and Pierluigi Nuti.
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It costs as much to put a single man on the moon as it would to endow hundreds of new
colleges, raise teachers’ pay, provide scholarships for hundreds of thousands of students.




QUTER SPAGE

0000000000
TRIPTOTHE MOON

A picnic beside the lunar Sea of Tranquillity, a climb down
Copernicus Crater seem most unlikely in 1964. But in a hundred
years or so the Rocket Set will have ousted the Jet Set and
perhaps the moon will be the Earth people’s vacationland.

BY N.J. BE RRILL Drawings by John Huehnergarth

he greatest spectator sport of all

time has already started. Russians

and Americans compete to put a

man into space, each successively improv-
ing on the last performance of the other.
with man on the moon the enchanting
prospect. Dr. Wernher von Braun. among
the first and foremost in the rocket game
in war and peace. foresees the moon. by
the middle of the next century. as a fine
place to spend a honeymoon, to gamble
and to go prospecting—not necessarily
all at once or in that order. Even if mak-
ing the moon into a bigger and better
Nevada should be a worthy object. Dr.
von Braun seems to underestimate the
price of a ticket. let alone a few other
considerations. Moon tickets will hecome
cheaper, no doubt. but the initial cost is
so high that excursion rates are likely to
appear exorbitant even to millionaires.
Landing the first man on the moon.
with a valid return ticket in his pocket.
will be the most expensive trip of all.
Dr. Warren Weaver has pointed out that
the sum of thirty billion dollars, which is
merely a provisional underestimate of
the total cost. is a sum so large that the
ordinary human being simply cannot
grasp its magnitude except by looking
at the alternative things it could pur-
chase: “With that sum one could give a
10 per cent raise in salary over a ten-
year period to every teacher in the U.S.
from kindergartens through universities
(about 9.8 billion dollars required) ;

could give ten million dollars each to
two hundred of the better smaller col-
leges (two billion dollars required):
could finance seven-year fellowships
(freshman through Ph.D.) at four thou-
sand dollars per person per year for
fifty thousand new scientists and engi-
neers (1.4 billion dollars required):
could contribute two hundred million
dollars each toward the creation of ten
new medical schools (two billion dol-
lars required) : could build and largely
endow complete universities with liberal
arts. medical. engineering and agricul-
tural faculties for all sixty-one of the
nations which have been added to the
United Nations since its original found-
ing (13.2 billion dollars required):
could create three additional permanent
Rockefeller Foundations (1.5 billion
dollars required): and still have left a
hundred million dollars for a program of
informing the public about science.”

But Is It Science?

As the editor of Science, Dr. Philip
Abelson. has said, **“Manned exploration
of the moon has only one justification:
to satisfy man’s spirit of adventure: the
billions of dollars now being spent on the
moon race will not advance scientific
knowledge as rapidly as knowledge
might be advanced without sending a
man to the moon. I believe it is realistic
to say that the manned lunar program
will be carried to a successful conclusion

in spite of the wasted time and cost: but
let's be clear. This isn't science. It's ad-
venture and propaganda.” So. for better
or worse, we seem to be on our way to
the moon and beyond.

Man-in-space poses two very different
problems: how to get from here to some-
place else. and how to survive the trip
and also some sort of visit. Presumably
the (uestions of navigation and propul-
sion are no longer serious, at least within
our immediate cosmic neighborhood. If
instruments can be sent and to some de-
gree steered to Venus and to the back of
the moon, sending a larger package with
one or more men aboard is only a matter
of time. Navigation should become easier.
not any more difficult. The survival and
return of a man on such a trip is some-
thing else. Monkeys. dogs and mice will
lead the way and the first intimation that
a man could stand the trip to the moon
or Mars may be an electrocardiogram ra-
dioed back from a hapless chimpanzee on
an expendable one-way journey. Before
we venture our own precious bodies that
far (not yours or mine. of course. but that
of some heroic. superstable. well-trained.
optimistic guy who has either been brain-
washed or has nothing to lose). the short
trips to the moon may have become com-
monplace and we will know much more
about the prospects of survival.

With so much money and effort in-
volved. it is clearly vital to the whole
business, as well as reasonably humane.

{continued } 85
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to bring the bodies back alive, even
though a call for suicide volunteers would
undoubtedly be answered. Consequently
the human body in health is now under-
going its most intensive investigation in
the history of physiological science. With
so exciting a vision ahead—the conquest
of space—innumerable young men are
apparently willing to serve as human
guinea pigs in this connection and put
up with somewhat humiliating physiologi-
cal treatment. as the first step toward
hitching the wagon to a star. Human
guinea pigs are of course not alone. The
whole living kingdom is under compul-
sion to supply candidates for investiga-
tions into space biology. In fact there are
no holds barred. for man-in-space in the
long run means man on another planet.
Getting away from the Earth is not
enough by itself. except to get a better
view of the ancestral home. and the ex-
pense would hardly justify that as the
only objective. at least in the eyes of
those who pay for it. Keeping man alive
where he has no business to be, and try-
ing to anticipate what he may encounter
in the strange environments of other
planets is the modest program of those
in charge of that branch of science al-
ready known as exobiology.

A Long Way From Darwin

An advertisement which appeared in
the Bulletin of the American Institute of
Biological Sciences, placed there by the
National Aeronautics and Space Adminis-
tration. gives a good synopsis of the some-
what overwhelming scope of the subject:

“For the guidance of biologists. the
Bioscience Programs, Office of Space Sci-
ence and Applications. NASA, has issued
this list of its interests:

“Exobiology Program. Ground-
based and in-flight experiments to
identify and study extraterrestrial
life and to determine the type of
analysis necessary for such identifi-
cation. Analysis and development of
space probe decontamination meth-
ods, ground-based research on the
origin of organic compounds (proto-
biochemistry), analysis of meteorites
for organic constituents, distribution
and characterization of microbes in
the upper terrestrial atmosphere.
infrared spectroscopic analysis of
the planets. and the design and flight
of experiments for the detection and
study of life on other planets.”

There it is in a nutshell. We have come
a long way since Darwin opened the door
to the evolutionary way to thought. Yet
there is more to it. particularly with re-
gard to studies of man and other terres-
trial organisms in relation to their sur-
vival in space. Here is the rest of the ad-
vertisement:
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“Environmental Biology Program.
Study of the effects of outer space
and planetary environments on liv-
ing systems and processes as conduc-
ted in ground-based laboratories and
in outer space on space-flight mis-
sions. The ground-based studies are
concerned with activity of Earth or-
ganisms in simulated planetary envi-
ronments and terrestrial studies of
ecological niches which offer extreme
or unusual conditions. In-flicht ex-
periments concerned with biological
aspects of the organism where ex-
posed to weightlessness. space radia-
tion and the hard vacuum of space.

“Behavioral Biology Program.
Studies concerning the biological
bases of behavior. such as the in-
vestigation of behavioral pattern
formation and localization at the
cellular and subcellular (e.g.. mo-
lecular) level. the application of
cybernetics principles for the mon-
itoring of the organism. including
communication. orientation and rhyth-
micity. Investigation of sensory and
motor processes, vigilance, learning,
thought. memory and emotion. as they
pertain to man's functioning in the
space environment.

“Physical Biology. Study of the
fundamental bases of performance in-
cluding physiology of the respiratory
system. cardiovascular system and
central nervous system. as well as
studies of metabolism. nutrition and
biomechanics (e.g., vibration. accel-
eration and weightlessness). Also in-
cluded are the blending of the dis-
ciplines of biology and physics in
the production of instruments for
biophysical observation and the ac-
quisition of new biophysical data.”
That more or less covers the water-

front. It includes exobiology. which good-
ness knows is inclusive enough. and it
includes most of human biology and a
great deal else. It leaves out the study of
human reproduction and the density of
populations. I suppose we are not quite
ready to think of exporting the popula-
tion en masse. or think of trips so long
that human fertility and gestation become
a problem. At least not in NASA. It
doesn’t mention studies of the ocean floor,
but that must have been an oversight.
As far as this country is concerned, it
looks as though much of biological sci-
ence is being taken over: for where the
money goes. biologists are sure to follow.
This might be all to the good. for it
tends to put biology on the scientific
throne as successor to more exact and
fussy physical and chemical sciences that
have sat there too long. The danger is:
what NASA pays for. it will keep up its
sleeve as hush-hush science withdrawn

from the public domain where it belongs.
And there is danger that the gossamer
web of silver may trap the heretics and
mavericks among the voung biologists
who might otherwise have seen new
lights. Who pays the piper calls the tune.

Who’s Launching Whom?

Anyway. who or what ix man that he
should want to venture beyond the Earth
into the outer void? Here is the blind
spot of science that looks upon the uni-
verse and all that is in it as though seeing
it from the outside. as though the scien-
tist were God looking upon His handi-
work. This of course is a failing of the
human being. not of the scientist as such.
What is left out is the man and the scien-
tist himself. for when an astronomer
looks at a planet or a galaxy through a
telescope. we forget that the telescope
has two ends and the eye and mind of the
human being at one end may signify as
much or more than all that is visible at
the other. So when we put man into space,
who's putting what into space and why?

Man of course is a backboned animal,
whatever else he thinks he is. and there
are many other such creatures. In the be-
ginning, all backboned animals were fish
of a sort. swimming, respiring and hap-
pily reproducing below the surface of the
salt or fresh waters of the Earth. Man is
also a tetrapod. a fellow member of
the four-footed. land-plodding community
that has descended from enterprising or
scared fishlike creatures that progres-
sively abandoned the restful. all-support-
ing medium of water for a life of lifting
the body off the ground against the whole
pull of gravity. surrounded only by in-
substantial air. This passage from water
to air was a necessary step along our path
of destiny, and has much in common with
what we are now aspiring to do.

When our fishy ancestors left their all-
wet environment. where they had moved
about by wagging their tails. and took up
an exo-aquatic  biological existence.
thereafter to pick up one foot after an-
other on land, they had to do far more
than make the transit and acquire sys-
tems of bony levers and muscle straps for
jerking their bodies along. They had to
take with them the old wet and salty en-
vironment of the ancient seas. incorpo-
rated in their body fluids. The cells and
tissues which constituted their beings
could no more survive out of water. and
salt water at that, than they could sur-
vive unprotected on the moon. Only ani-
mals with water containing the old sea
salts bottled up inside the body. sealed
in by an impervious outer skin. could
stay alive in the new world out of water.

We and all the other descendants of
these emancipated creatures are still es-
sentially fish out of water. no matter how



we have changed our shapes. As such we
have become further emancipated in im-
portant ways. Whether the world outside
iz hot or cold. we keep our bodies at a
constant temperature. or die in the at-
tempt. and we bear our young alive rather
than lay old-fashioned eggs. So. of
course, do pigs. and pigs have vet to fly.

More. therefore. has gone into the
project. The ancestors of man have had
an arboreal phase of existence which
made the all-but-final changes in prepara-
tion for venturing into space. These con-
sisted of transforming feet into hands in
order to climb and swing among the trees
and grasp any near objects that attracted
attention; of putting distance hetween the
nose and the telltale ground. thereby af.
fording release from the enslaving sense
of smell that holds most of the order of
mammals in thrall; and of emphasizing
sight, particularly the acquisition of bin-
ocular vision and with it the three-dimen-
sional sense of space and distance. We
have the eve-hand brain of the anthro-
poid. exceptionally well-developed. but
nonetheless anthropoid. So we make the
chimp lead the way into space. a mon-
key's paw in place of a cat’s. True. we
no longer watch the moon from the tree-
tops and we have reconverted our hind
pair of anthropoid hands into running
feet with a tendency to falling arches.
But we see. hear and think with a brain
of a particular kind. accompanied by mis-
chievous fingers and itching feet. with
more real biological or living time. as
distinct from calendar time. allotted to
the span of life than is given to any other
creature. It looks like trouble all the way.

Man—the Perambulating Fish

So here we are. standing on our two
hind legs. nose in the air. looking to the
heavens and reaching for the stars. We
have mastered the air. though later than
the birds by more than a hundred million
vears. and we have put men into parking
orbits around the Earth under conditions
very close to outer space itself. Yet the
rule still holds. Man. the bottled-up per-
ambulating fish with sea salt still in his
veins but air in his lungs. able to main-
tain himself comfortably only at the tem-
perature and pressure that are standard
at the surface of the Earth. can take off
for more distant parts only if he bottles
up the essence of the environment he has
been born into. Sealed in plastic he takes
on another skin. with his terrestrial aerial
environment between that and his living
skin. and his old saltwater environment
still flowing among his cells and tissues.

Emancipation from water called for
drastic changes. in respiration and in
coping with the force of gravity. Emanci-
pation from air and gravity makes no less
a demand. Man the organism can live in

<pace only by assuming another guise
which becomes essentially part of himself
while in space. even though he can shed
his new shape and skin on return to
Earth. But adaptations can go too far.

Man-in-space is man out-of-bounds:
there is no (uestion of it. Not in the sense
of trespassing. for no one else belongs«
there. but by wayv of edging closer to the
furnace of life’s forebeing. We lose more
protection than we are aware of when
we leave the atmosphere behind. Landing
on other planets is another matter. Cli-
matically. other planets are hound to be
hostile to the Earthborn—though if not
<0 poorly made or placed ax to be barren.
they will he home to whatever they have
evolved. in which case we certainly will
be trespassing and at our own risk.

Putting first things first. however. the
problems of space travel are twofold.
quite apart from those of propulsion and
navigation. These are fundamentally the
same problems any creature hax to face—
how to live inside itx <kin and how to de-
fend itself from the external and always
somewhat hostile world in which it finds
itself. That is to say. how to keep a man
alive for an extended period within a
sealed capsule. without regard to what
may lie outside the capsule: and how to
protect the man inside the capsule from
the hostility of what lies without—the
cosmic vacuum. unfiltered solar radiation.
cosmic rays and the shattering debris of
the solar system. Both are interesting ex-
ercises in ingenuity. to say the least.

Man in a capsule is like a goldfish in a
howl that is glass all over, with no air
space. Nothing can be added to what ix
already there. nothing can truly be sub-
tracted because there is no place for it to
go. The goldfish’s life would thus be short
and not so merry—all that was needed
would soon be used up and all that was
produced as waste would accumulate asx
poisen. Life can continue in such a closed
system only so long ax a complete re-
cycling process is possible. For short
trips such as those already accomplished
by orbiting astronauts or those required
to reach the moon. the problems of crea-
ture intake and output have already been
fairly well solved. For a round trip to
Mars. which would take about three
vears, including the stopover necessary
to get close enough to the Earth for the
return takeoff. the question of mainte-
nance becomes far more difficult.

In fact we need to remember in all this
talk of traveling in space. of landing on
and possibly colonizing other planets.
and of perhap: finding strange forms of
indigenous life on some of the planets.
that organisms are organisms whether
they have assumed the shape of man or
microbe or some alien form which we
don’t know of. And organisms are deli-

cate. fragile forms of organized matter
that are readily recognized but are by no
means eaxy to comprehend or even define
in a meaningful way. The vital thing
about any organism. whether it be butter-
fly or daisy or fungus or girl. is that it is
something that happens and not merely
something that is. Like the stream of
consciousness itself. the whole organism.
whether a conscious kind or not. is truly
a streaming in of unorganized and rela-
tively simple raw materials which take
their place momentarily in an infinitely
complex. organized. living machinery and
dizplace what had shortly gone before
them—ax though new bricks were pop-
ping into place in a falling-down brick
house as fast as old bricks were slipping
out of place. This is so. whether we are
considering a single-cell or a multibillion-
cell creature. Any serious interruption of
input of any kind or blocking of output
quickly leads to death and destruction.
Hence the tremendous emphasis already
being given to the so-called biological en-
gineering problems of space travel. for
conditions of space travel under the cir-
cumstances must include time for any
planetary visit in addition to transit time.

A Suitcase Full of Lettuce

Accordingly. much has been said about
a xystem of conjugal life called symbiosis.
although the word may not be common
currency in the jargon of space biology.
Certain rather simple forms of life. low
down but lovely. such as corals and some
South Sea Island clams. contain within
their tissues innumerable single-cell
plants living in the most intimate associa-
tion it is possible to imagine. The uni-
cellular plants are of a kind that live
freely and abundantly in the oceans and
are generally responsible for the starlight
phosphorescence of the seas on dark
nights. Those within the cells of animals
interlock their metabolism with that of
their hosts. The plants flourish by utiliz-
ing the waste. ammonia and carbon di-
oxide of the host tissues. At the same
time they give off free oxygen as a by-
product of their photosynthesis. which is
an aid to the internal respiration of the
animal tissue. and they throw in some
carbohydrates for good measure. In fact
a good time is had by all. although the
mutual satisfaction may not be equal.

So plans and experiments proceed to
devise systems within plastic space cap-
sules where a similar kind of plant life
liberates free oxygen and combines, with-
in. carbon dioxide and other substances.
Such is the principle of the thing—a
plant-animal metabolic system where ev-
erything goes round and round. Simply
to produce enough oxygen. however. the
plants. whether microscopic algae, duck-
weed. or celery cabbage. would have to

(continued)

87



Trip to the Moon s

have a total leaf surface of more than
fifteen square yards—an appallingly
large amount of salad for one man to take
along. Of course no one needs to go out
into space to develop this particular part
of the program. It is only when we begin
to call our long shots that space travel
becomes a grim business of touch and go,
or. more likely. be touched and be gone.

The hazards of space outside the cap-
sule are formidable. It is not merely the
vacuum without. That is different only
in degree from what lies outside a high-
flying airplane. The great difference,
apart from pressure and air to breathe,
is radiation. Here at sea level we and all
other life live at the bottom of an ocean
of air. In equivalent weight this overhead
mass of air amounts to thirty feet of
water. and that is a barrier of no mean
dimension. It acts not only as a barrier
but as a filter and modifier of the savage
thrust of solar and cosmic radiation. We
are shielded from the harshness of the
universe. though not entirely.

The solar light that penetrates the at-
mosphere and appears to us as white
light. occasionally seen refracted in full
panoply as a rainbow, includes light in-
visible to the human eye. At one end is
the infrared. sensed by some creatures. if
not by us: and at the other is the black
light. or ultraviolet. clearly seen by bees
and such. Though we don’t see ultraviolet,
we tan under its influence while many
less skin-protected creatures. particularly
those shielded by living in water. are
soon killed when exposed to its rays. Yet
these are merely the softer rays marginal
to visible blue light itself. The really
lethal, shortwave ultraviolet is stopped in
its tracks high in the atmosphere by oxy-
gen. The high-altitude oxygen molecules
absorb the ultraviolet energy. and are
transformed into a belt of ozone in the
process. Without that belt. life on Earth
might never have emerged from its wa-
tery cradle. Outside the ozone belt. how-
ever. even the most deadly ultraviolet is
the most readily warded off of the radia-
tion to be encountered.

First come the Van Allen belts, great
belts of cosmic rays trapped within the
Earth’s magnetic fields. and so intense
as to completely overwhelm and blank
out the Geiger counters carried aloft by
early satellites into their region. The first
belt begins about five hundred miles up
and extends to twenty-five hundred miles;
the second begins at about twelve thou-
sand and extends to more than fifty thou-
sand miles from the Earth. This is deadly
stuff. with the penetrating power of X
ravs. Our orbiting astronauts are kept
well below the lower ceiling. for continu-
ous exposure in orbiting capsules would
be as fatal as a beam of intense X rays on
an unprotected man. Gettingout into real
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space. the real start of a journey. would
require either tons of heavy shielding.
incompatible with all other requirements.
or such a fast trip that astronauts would
survive with nothing worse than sterili-
zation or eventual cancer, unless an exit
could be made directly out into space
from one of the Earth’s Poles. inside the
circle of the Northern or Southern lights
where the danger is minimal.

Along the Asteroid Turnpike

Once out and bevond. probably only
solar flares are to be worried about—flares
which are colossal upheavals through the
sun’s surface. extending as masses of
fiery gas as far as the Earth’s orbit and
beyond. and everywhere in between. The
Earth’s enveloping atmosphere shields
the life below. but astronauts protected
only by the thin skin of their space ship
and its light bulwarks would be vulner-
able indeed. Fven periods such as the
Year of the Quiet Sun are not to be
trusted. and in any case would not he
long enough to allow for a safe round
trip to Mars. The solution is yet to come.

Nor is this all. Expeditions that ven-
ture bevond Mars. into the belt of the
solar system lving between the orbits of
Mars and Jupiter. would run into plan-
etary traffic as hazardous as a downtown
city thoroughfare during a rush hour.
This is the belt of the asteroids where
one or more planets appear to have been
sbattered. from collision or from some
more obscure cause. to leave upward of
thirty thousand fragments large enough
to be seen through telescopes on Earth
and goodness knows what infinitude of
smaller pieces flying around the sun.
Nor is the immediate neighborhood of
the Earth any too safe. for the meteorites,
large and small. that fall on the Earth
and have bespeckled the moon are er-
ratic stravs from the same source. One
clean hit or even a grazing one would
eliminate a space ship without a trace.

Physical hazards are not the only kind.
If a man should succeed in traversing the
irradiated space vacuum between here
and another planet. it is important that
he arrive in a reasonably sane condition.
Will he lose the regular twenty-four-hour
activity cycles of body and mind? Al-
most certainly. according to experiments
already carried out on an individual kept
in a soundproof. continuously lighted
room for four months. For what it is
worth. the subject showed increased irri-
tability and a heightened artistic sense
as time went on. Psychologically, how-
ever. there is an immense difference be-
tween being in space and being in a
room which seems like being in space.

When all is said and done and envi-
ronmental problems presented by travel in
space have been adequately resolved, the

chief problem will be a matter of time.
A trip to Mars not only will require sev-
eral months of travel time each way, but.
because the Earth outpaces Mars in going
round the sun. an Earthling on Mars
would have to wait for the Earth to come
round again before the return journey
could be made. The better part of two
vears would pass between leaving and
re-entry. Sanity and sustenance—easy
enough to maintain during the brief or-
biting trips around the Earth—become
precarious indeed when interplanetary
travel by humans really gets started.

Dr. Orr Reynolds of NASA suggests
that space travel of long duration may
well require the development of a new
interdisciplinary technology. to be known
as gastronautics. It is all very well for
those of us who sit on Earth and enjoy
the running report of space feats to say
that sending astronauts to the moon or
Mars is an exciting event. The Romans
undoubtedly felt the same way about the
gladiators and other hapless individuals
plaving bloody games in the Colosseum
arena. If we make these vicarious trips,
which is all that but a very few can ever
do. we should at least journey mentally
with the traveler. A little empathy could
go a long way. With the assurance that
life in space is possible. the question is,
therefore. what is going to make living in
space worthwhile? Deprived of most of
the elements of human society, the sug-
gestion is that food might offer a happy
association with familiar experience and
some small semblance of satisfaction.

No Steak and Potato Pills?

Yet there’s the rub: how to lift a two-
vear supply of steak and potato into
space. Energy pills. so effective in science
fiction, will stay in science fiction. Real
food is essential. quite apart from keep-
ing that contented look on the face of
the astronaut. Even in the form of con-
centrated food pills. however, in order to
meet the basic daily requirements. a man
would have to swallow about ninety large-
size capsules containing protein. min-
erals and vitamins, and another two hun-
dred and fifty capsules of fat to furnish
energy. Another suggestion has been that
we should fatten the space traveler like
a Strasbourg goose and make him live
on his own fat. Out there he wouldn’t
even lose weight! Unfortunately. a semi-
starved astronaut would have so deteri-
orated in sense and senses, he would have
been better left at home. for he would
do nothing but dream of food were he
allowed to go. What is the answer? I
doubt if anvone knows, at least not vel.
More food would require more lift, espe-
cially at blast-off. and there are limits to
what ix possible and what is worthwhile.
Perhaps there is no answer. Tue Exp
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FIGTION

Thelesand of Joe Jep

BY JOHN D. MACDONALD

« onight,” Sergeant Lazeer said,
“we get him for sure.”

We were in a dank office in the
Afaloosa County Courthouse in the flat
wetlands of south central Florida. I had
come over from Lauderdale on the half
chance of a human interest story that
would tie in with the series we were do-
ing on the teen-age war against the
square world of the adult.

He called me over to the table where
he had the county map spread out. The
two other troopers moved in beside me.

“I's a full moon night and he'll be
out for sure,” Lazeer said, “and what
we're fixing to do is bottle him on just
the right stretch, where he got no way
off it, no old back country roads he
knows like the shape of his own fist.
And here we got it.” He put brackets at
either end of a string-straight road.

Trooper McCollum said softly. “That
there, Mister, is a eighteen mile straight,
and we cruised it slow, and you turn on
off it you're in the deep ditch and the
black mud and the ’gator water.”

Lazeer said, “We stake out both ends,
hid back good with lights out. We got
radio contact, so when he comes whis-
tling in either end, we got him bottled.”

He looked up at me as though expect-
ing an opinion, and I said. “I don’t know
a thing about road blocks, Sergeant, but
it looks as if you could trap him.”

“You ride with me, Mister, and we’ll
get you a story.”

“There’s one thing you haven't ex-
plained, Sergeant. You said you know
who the boy is. Why don’t you just pick
him up at home?”

The other trooper Frank Gaiders said,
“Because that fool kid ain't been home
since he started this crazy business five-
six months ago. His name is Joe Lee Cud-
dard, from over to Lasco City. His folks
don’t know where he is, and don’t much
care, him and that Farris girl he was run-
ning with, =0 we figure the pair of them is
off in the piney wood= someplace, holed
up in some abandoned shack. coming out
at night for kicks. making fools of us.”

“Up till now, hoy.” Lazeer said. “Up
till tonight. Tonight is the end.”

“But when you've met up with him on
the highway.” I asked, “you haven't been
able to catch him?”

The three big, weathered men looked
at each other with slow, sad amusement,
and McCollum sighed, “I come the clos-
est. The way these cars are beefed up as
interceptors, they can do a dead honest
hundred and twenty. I saw him across
the flats, booming to where the two road
forks come together up ahead. so I
floored it and I was flat out when the
roads joined, and not over fifty yards be-
hind him, In two minutes he had me by
a mile, and in four minutes it was near
two, and then he was gone. That comes
to a hundred and fifty. my guess.”

I showed my astonishment. “What the
hell does he drive?”

Lazeer opened the table drawer and
fumbled around in it and pulled out a
tattered copy of a hot-rodder magazine.
He opened it to a page where readers
had sent in pictures of their cars. It
didn’t look like anything [ had ever seen.
Most of it seemed to be bare frame. with
a big chromed engine. There was a tear-
drop shaped passenger compartment
mounted between the big rear wheels.
bigger than the front wheels, and there
was a tail-fin arrangement that swept up
and out and then curved back so that the
high rear ends of the fins almost met.

“That engine.” Frank Gaiders said,
“it’s a '61 Pontiac. the big one he bought
wrecked and fixed up. with blowers and
special cams and every damn thing. Put
the rest of it together himself. You can
see in the letter there. he calls it a C.M.
Special. C.M. is for Clarissa May, that
Farris girl he took off with, [ saw that
thing just one time. oh, seven, eight
months ago. right after he got it all fin-
ished. We got this magazine from his
daddy. I saw it at the Amoco gas in
Lasco City. You could near give it a
ticket standing still. Strawberry flake
paint it says in the letter. Damnedest
thing. bright strawberry with little like
gold flakes in it. then covered with maybe
seventeen coats of lacquer. all rubbed
down so you look down into that paint
like it was six inches deep. Headlights

all the hell over the front of it and big
taillights all over the back. and shiny
pipes sticking out. Near two year he
worked on it. Big racing flats like the
drag strip kids use over to the airport.”

I looked at the coarse screen picture
of the boy standing beside the car, hands
on his hips, looking very young, very
ordinary, slightly self-conscious.

“It wouldn't spoil anything for you,
would it.” I asked, “if I went and talked
to his people, just for background?”

“"Long as you say nothing about what
we're fixing to do.” Lazeer said. “Just be
back by eight thirty this evening.”

Lasco City was a big brave name for
a hamlet of about five hundred. They told
me at the sundries store to take the west
road and the Cuddard place was a half
mile on the left, name on the mailbox.
It was a shacky place. chickens in the
dusty yard. fence sagging. I.eo Cuddard
was home from work and | found him
out in back. unloading cinder block from
an ancient pickup. He was stripped to
the waist. a lean, sallow man who looked
undernourished and exhausted. But the
muscles in his spare back writhed and
knotted when he lifted the blocks. He
had pale hair and paleeyes and a narrow
mouth. He would not look directly at me.
He grunted and kept on working as I in-
troduced myself and stated my business.

Finally he straightened and wiped his
forehead with his narrow arm. When
those pale eyes stared at me. for some
reason it made me remember the grisly
reputation Florida troops acquired in the
Civil War. Tireless, deadly. merciless.

« hat boy warn't no help to me,
T.\Iis!er, but he warnt no trouble
neither. The onliest thing on his

mind was that car. [ didn't hold with it,
but I didn’t put down no foot. He fixed up
that old shed there to work in, and he
needed something, he went out and earned
up the money to buy it. They was a crowd
of them around most times. helpin’ him,
boys workin’ and gals watchin’. Them
tight-pants girls. Have radios on batteries
set around so as they could twisty dance
while them boys hammered that metal

(cont. on p.92)
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out. When I worked around and over-
heared ‘em. | swear I couldn’t make out
more’n one word from seven. What he
done was take that car to some national
show. for prizes and such. But one day
he just took off, like they do nowadays.”

“Do you hear from him at all?”

He grinned. “I don't hear from him,
but I sure God hear about him.”

“How about brothers and sisters?”

“They’s just one sister. older. up to
Waycross. Georgia. married to an elec-
trician. and me and his stepmother.”

As if on cue. a girl came out onto the
small back porch. She couldn’t have been
more than eighteen. Advanced pregnancy
bulged the front of her cotton dress. Her
voice was a shrill. penetrating whine.
“Leo? Leo. honey. that can opener thing
just now busted clean off the wall.”

“Mind if I take a look at that shed?”

“You help yourself. Mister.”

The shed was astonishingly neat. The
boy had rigged up droplights. There was
a pale blue peghoard wall hung with shin-
ing tools. On closer inspection 1 could
see that rust was beginning to fleck the
tools. On the workbench were technical
journals and hot-rodder magazines. |
looked at the improvised engine hoist, at
the neat shelves of paint and lubricant.

The Farris place was nearer the cen-
ter of the village. Some of them were
having their evening meal. There were
six adults as near as | could judge. and
perhaps a dozen children from toddlers
on up 1o tall, tanky boys. Clarisxa May’s
mother came out onto the front porch to
talk to me. explaining that her husband
drove an interstate truck from the coop-
erative and he was away for the next
few days. Mrs. Farris was grossly fat, but
with delicate features. an indication of
the beauty she must have once had. The
rocking chair creaked under her weight
and she fanned herself with a newspaper.

“I can tell you, it like to broke our
hearts the way Clarissa May done us.
1f'n I told LeRoy once. I told him a thou-
sand times. no good would ever come of
her messin® with that Cuddard boy. His
daddy is trashy. Ever so often they take
him in for drunk and put him on the
county road gang =ixty or ninety days.
and that Stubbins child he married. <he’s
next door to feeble-witted. But children
get to a certain size and know every-
thing and turn their backs on you like
an enemy. You write this up nice and in
it put the message her momma and daddy
want her home bad. and maybe she’ll
se¢ it and come on in. You know what
the Good Book says about sharper'u a
sarpent’s tooth. I pray to the good Lord
they had the sense to drive that fool
car up to Georgia and get married up
at least. Him nineteen and her seven-
teen. The young ones are going clean
out of hand these times. One night racing
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through this county the way they do.
showing off, that Cuddard boy is going
to kill hisself and my child too.”

“Was she hard to control in other
ways, Mrs. Farris?”

“No sir. she was neat and good and
pretty and quiet. and she had the good
marks. It was just about Joe Lee Cud-
dard she turned mulish. I think I would
have let LeRoy whale that out of her if
it hadn’t been for her trouble.

“You're easier on a young one when
there’s no way of knowing how long she
could be with you. Doc Mathis. he had
us taking her over to the Miami clinic.
Sometimes they kept her and sometimes
they didn’t. and she’d get behind in her
school and then catch up fast. \Many
times we taken her over there. She's got
the sick blood and it takes her poorly.
She should be right here. where’s help
to care for her in the bad spells. It was
October last year, we were over to the
church bingo. LeRoy and me. and Claris-
sa May been resting up in her bed a few
days. and that wild boy come in and tak-
ing her off in that snorty car. the little
ones couldn’t stop him. When I think
of her out there . . . poorly and all . ..”

t a little after nine we were in posi-
A tion. I was with Sergeant Lazeer
at the west end of that eighteen
mile stretch of State Road 21. The patrol
car was backed into a narrow dirt road.
lights out. Gaiders and McCollum were
similarly situated at the east end of the
trap. We were smeared with insect repel-
lent. and we had used spray on the backs
of each other’s shirts where the mosqui-
toes were biting through the thin fabric.
Lazeer had repeated his instructions
over the radio. and we composed our-
selves to wait. “Not much travel on this
road this time of year.” Lazeer said.
“But some tourists come through at the
wrong time. they could mess this up. We
just got to hope that don’t happen.™

“Can vou hlock the road with just one
car at each end?”

“If he comes through from the other
end. I move up quick and put it cross-
wise where he can’t get past. and Frank
has a place like that at the other end.
Crosswize with the lights and the dome
blinker on. hut we both are going to
stand clear because maybe he ran stop
it and maybe he can’t. But whichever
way he comes. we got to have the free
car run close herd <o he can’t get time to
turn around when he sees he’s hottled.”

Lazeer turned out to be a lot more talk-
ative than I had anticipated. He had
been in law enforcement for twenty vears
and had some violent stories. [ sensed
he was feeding them to me. waiting for
me to suggest I write a book about him.
From time to time we would get out of
the car and move around a little.

“Sergeant. you're pretty sure you've
picked the right time and place?”

“He runs on the nights the moon is
big. Three or four nights out of the
month. He doesn’t run the main high-
ways, just these back country roads—the
long straight paved stretches where he
can really wind that thing up. Lord God.
he goes through towns like a rocket.
From reports we got. he runs the whole
night through. and this is one way he
comes. one way or the other. maybe two,
three times hefore moonset. We got to
get him. He’s got folks laughing at us.”

tell a tale of blood and horror. 1

could hear choruses of swamp toads
mingling with the whine of insects close
to my ears. lnoking for a hiting place. A
couple of times I had heard the bass
throb of a ’gator.

Suddenly Lazeer stopped and I sensed
his tenseness. He leaned forward. head
cocked. And then. mingled with the wet
country shrilling. and then overriding it.
I heard the oncoming high-pitched snarl
of high combustion.

“Hear it once and you don’t forget it.”
Lazeer said. and unhooked the mike from
the dash and got through to McCollum
and Gaiders. “He’s coming through this
end. boys. Get yourself set.”

He hung up and in the next instant
the C.M. Special went by. It was a reso-
nant howl that stirred echoes inside the
inner ear. It was a tearing. bursting
rush of wind that rattled fronds and
turned leaves over. It was a dark shape
in moonlight. slamming by. the howl
diminishing as the wind of passage died.

Lazeer plunged the patrol car out onto
the road in a screeching turn. and as we
straightened out. gathering speed. he
yelled to me. “Damn fool runs without
lights when the moon is bright enough.”

As had been planned. we ran without
lights too. to keep Joe Lee from smelling
the trap until it was too late. I tightened
my seat belt and peered at the moonlit
road. Lazeer had estimated we could
make it to the far end in ten minutes or
a litile less. The world was like a photo-
graphic negative—white world and black
trees and brush. and no shades of grey.
As we came quickly up to speed. the
heavy sedan began to feel strangely light.
Tt toe-danced. tender and capricious. the
wind roar louder than the engine sound.
I kept wondering what would happen if
Joe Lee stopped dead up there in dark-
ness. | kept staring ahead for the mur-
derous bulk of his vehicle.

Soon I could see the distant red wink
of the other sedan. and then the bright
cone where the headlights shone off the
shoulder into the heavy brush. When my
eves adjusted to that brightness, I could
no longer see the road. We came down on

I sat in the car half listening to Lazeer



them with dreadful speed. Lazeer sudden-
Iy snapped our lights on. touched the si-
ren. We were going to see Joe Lee trying
to back and turn around on the narrow
paved road, and we were going to hlock
him and end the night games.

We saw nothing. Lazeer pumped the
brakes. He cursed. We came to a stop
ten feet from the side of the other patrol
car. McCollum and Gaiders came out of
the shadows. Lazeer and I undid our
seat belts and got out of the car.

“We didn’t see nothing and we didn’t
hear a thing.” Frank Gaiders said.

Lazeer summed it up. “OK. then. 1
was running without lights too. Mayhe
the first glimpse he got of vour Hasher.
he cramps it over onto the left shoulder.
tucks it over as far as he dares. T could
go by without seeing him. He hacks
around and goes hack the way he came.
laughing hisself =ick. There’s the sec-
ond chance he tried that and took it too
far, and he’s wedged in a ditch. Then
there’s the third chance he lost it. He
could have dropped a wheel off onto the
shoulder and tripped hisself and gone fly-
ing three hundred feet into the swamp.
So what we do. we go back there slow.
I'll go first and keep my spotlight on the
right. and you keep yours on the left.

Look for that car and for places where
he could have busted through.”

At the speed Lazeer drove. it took over
a half hour to traverse the eighteen mile
stretch. He pulled off at the road where
we had waited. He seemed very de-
pressed. yet at the same time amused.

hey talked. then he drove me to
Tlhe courthouse where my car was
parked. He said. “We'll work out
somethiug tighter and I'll give vou a
call. You might as well be in at the end.”

[ drove sedately back to Lauderdale.

Several days later. just before noon on
a bright Sunday. Lazeer phoned me at my
apartment and =aid. “You want to be in
on the finish of this thing. vou hetter do
some hustling and leave right now.”

*You've got him?”

*“I'n a manner of speaking.” He sounded
~ad and wry. “He dumped that machine
into a canal off Route 27 about twelve
miles <outh of Okeelanta. The wrecker'll
he winching it out anytime now. The
diver =ays he and the gal are «till in it
It's been on the radio news. Diver read
the tag. and it's his. Last year’s. He
didn’t trouble hisself getting a new one.”

I wasted no time driving to the scene.
I certainly had no trouble identifying it.

There were at least a hundred cars pulled
off on both sides of the highway. A traf-
fic control officer tried to wave me on by.
but when I showed him my press card
and told him Lazeer had phoned me, he
had me turn in and park beside a patrol
car near the center of activity.

I spotted Lazeer on the canal bank
and went over to him. A big man in face
mask. swim fins and air tank was pre-
paring to go down with the wrecker hook.

Lazeer greeted me and said, “It pulled
loose the first time. so he’s going to try
to get it around the rear axle this time.
It"x in twenty feet of water. right side up,
in the hlack mud.”

“Did he loxe control?”

“Hard to =ayv. What happened. early
this morning a fellow was goofing around
in a little airplane. flying low. parallel tn
the canal. the water like a mirror. and
he <een something down in there so he
came around and looked again. then he
found a way to mark the spot. opposite
those three trees away over there. so he
came into his home field and phoned it
in. and we had that diver down by nine
this morning. 1 got here about ten.”

"I guess this isn’t the way vou wanted
it to end. Sergeant.”

“It sure God isn’t. It was a contest '~
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tween him and me, and 1 wanted to get
him my own way. But I guess it’s a good
thing he’s off the night roads.”

I looked around. The red and white
wrecker was positioned and braced. Am-
bulance attendants were leaning against
their vehicle. smoking and chatting. Sun-
day traffic slowed and was waved on by.

“I guess vou could say his team showed
up,” Lazeer said.

nly then did I realize the strange-
O ness of most of the waiting vehicles.

The cars were from a half-dozen
counties, according to the tag numbers.
There were many big. gaudy, curious
monsters not unlike the C.M. Special in
basic layout, but quite different in de-
sign. They seemed like a visitation of
Martian beasts. There were dirty fender-
less sedans from the thirties with mod-
ern power plants under the hoods. and
big rude racing numbers painted on the
side doors. There were other cars which
looked normal at first glance. but then
seemed to squat oddly low, lines clean
and sleek where the Detroit chrome had
been taken off, the holes leaded up.

The cars and the kids were of another
race. Groups of them formed, broke up
and re-formed. Radios brought in a dozen
stations. They drank Cokes and perched
in dense flocks on open convertibles.
They wandered from car to car. It had
a strange carnival flavor, yet more cere-
monial. From time to time somebody
would start one of the car engines. rev it
up to a bursting roar, and let it die away.

All the girls had long burnished hair
and tidy blouses or sun tops and a still-
ness in their faces. a curious confidence
of total acceptance which seemed at odds
with the frivolous and provocative tight-
ness of their short shorts, stretch pants,
jeans. All the boys were lean, their
hairdos carefully ornate. their shoulders
high and square. and they moved with
the lazy grace of young jungle cats.
Some of the couples danced indolently.
staring into each other’s eyes with a fro-
zen and formal intensity. never touching,
bright hair swinging, girls’ hips pumping
in the stylized ceremonial twist.

Along the line I found a larger group.
A boy was strumming slow chords on a
guitar. a girl making sharp and erratic
fill-in rhythm on a set of bongos. Anoth-
er boy, in nasal and whining voice,
seemed to improvise lyrics as he sang
them. “C.M. Special. let it get out and
go./C.M. Special. let it way out and go./
Iron runs fast and the moon runs slow.”

The circle watched and listened with
a contained intensity.

Then I heard the winch whining. It
seemed to grow louder as. one by one,
the other sounds stopped. The kids began
moving toward the wrecker. They formed
a big silent semicircle. The taut woven
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cable, coming in very slowly. stretched
down at an angle through the sun glitter
on the black-brown water.

The snore of a passing truck covered
the winch noise for a moment.

“Coming good now.” a man said.

First you could see an underwater band
of silver. close to the drop-off near the
bank. Then the first edges of the big
sweeping fins broke the surface. then the
broad rear bumper. then the rich curves
of the strawberry paint. Where it wasn't
clotted with wet weed or stained with
mud, the paint glowed rich and new and
brilliant. There was a slow sound from
the kids, a sigh. a murmur. a shifting.

As it came up further. the dark water
began to spurt from it. and as the water
level inside dropped. I saw. through a
smeared window. the two huddled masses.
the slumped boy and girl, side by side,
still belted in.

I wanted to see no more. Lazeer was
busy, and I got into my car and backed
out and went home and mixed a drink.

I started work on it at about three
thirty that afternoon. It would be a fea-
ture for the following Sunday. I worked
right on through until two in the morn-
ing. It was only two thousand words. but
it was very tricky and I wanted to get it
just right. I had to serve two masters. [
had to give lip service to the editorial
bias that this sort of thing was wrong,
vet at the same time I wanted to capture,
for my own sake. the flavor of legend.
These kids were making a special world
we could not share. They were putting all
their skills and dreams and energies to
work composing the artifacts of a sub-
culture, power, beauty, speed. skill and
rebellion. Our culture was giving them
damned little. so they were fighting for
a world of their own. with its own cus-
toms. legends and feats of valor. its own
music. its own ethics and morality.

it on Si Walther’s desk. with the

hope that if it were published intact,
it might become a classic. I called it
“The Little War of Joe Lee Cuddard.”

I didn’t hear from Si until just before
noon. He came out and dropped it on my
desk. “Sorry.” he said.

“What's the matter with it?”

“Hell. it’s a very nice bit. But we don’t
publish fiction. You should have checked
it out better. Marty. like you usuallv do.
The examiner says those kids have been
in the bottom of that canal for maybe
eight months. T had Sam check her out
through the clinic. She was damn near
terminal eight months ago. What prob-
ably happened, the boy went to see her
and found her so bad off he got scared
and decided to rush her to Miami. She
was still in her pajamas, with a sweater
over them. That way it’s a human inter-

I took it in Monday morning and left

est bit. I had Helen do it. It’s page one
this afternoon. hoxed.”

I took my worthless story, tore it in
half and dropped it into the wastebasket.
Sergeant Lazeer’s bad guess about the
identity of his moonlight road runner
had made me look like an incompetent
jackass. I vowed to check all facts, get
all names right, and never again indulge
in glowing. strawberry flake prose.

Three weeks later I got a phone call
from Sergeant Lazeer.

He said. “I guess you figured out we
got some boy coming in from out of
county to fun us these moonlight nights.”

“Yes. I did.”

“I'm right sorry about you wasting that
time and effort when we were thinking
we were after Joe Lee Cuddard. We're
having some bright moonlight about now.
and itll run full tomorrow night. You
want to come over. we can show you some
fun, because I got a plan that’s dead
sure. We tried it last night. but there was
just one flaw, and he got away through
a road we didn’t know about. Tomorrow
he won’t get that chance to melt away.”

the glimpse of a dark shape, the great

wind of passage. Suddenly the backs
of my hands prickled. | remembered the
emptiness of that stretch of road when
we searched it. Could there have been
that much pride and passion, labor and
love and hope. that Clarissa May and Joe
Lee could forever ride the night roads of
their home county, balling through the
silver moonlight? And what curious mes-
sage had assembled all those kids from
six counties so quickly?

“You there? You still there?”

“Sorry. I was trying to remember my
schedule. T don’t think I can make it.”

“Well. we’ll get him for sure this time.”

“Best of luck. Sergeant.”

“Six cars this time. Barricades. And a
spotter plane. He hasn’t got a chance if
he comes into the net.”

I guess I should have gone. Mavbe
hearing it again. glimpsing the dark
shape, feeling the stir of the night wind,
would have convinced me of its reality.
They didn’t get him. of course. But they
came so close. so very close. But they left
just enough room between a heavy har-
ricade and a live oak tree. an almost
impossibly narrow place to slam through.
But thread it he did. and rocket back
onto the hard top and plunge off. leav-
ing the fading. dying contralto drone.

Sergeant Lazeer is grimlv readying
next month’s trap. He says it is the final
one. Thus far. all he has captured are
the two little marks. a streak of paint on
the rough edge of a timber sawhorse.
another nudge of paint on the trunk of
the oak. Strawberry red. Flecked with
gold. THE L~p

I remembered the snarl of that engine.
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is eyes widened and his hig hand=
holding the sherry hottle trem-
bled slightly. causing a brown
trickle to run down the side of the goblet.

“Are vou certain, Fric?”

“Yex." [ said. “I've been around enough
to know when something’s up.”

“Tell me exactly what happened. It
may he important.”

“It wa= just getting dark when [ left
the hotel. I walked along, thinking how
good Frieda’s sauerbraten was going to
taste after eating tortillasx and chili most
of the week. [ didn’t pay any attention
to the pair when T passed them in the
plaza. It was three blocks before [ real-
ized they were following me.”

Henry Black’s hands were under con-
trol as he offered me the sherry. He =at
quietly in the leather chair opposite me.
his face calm. but the pale blue eves
glancing uneasily toward the living room
windows with their drawn drapes and
barred shutters. He tilted hiz close-
cropped head. as though listening for
<ome unfamiliar sound outside. T heard
nothing but a patter of rain and the
whining of Inga. the more nervous of his
two Doberman pinschers. I pictured the
testless dogs prowling between the house
and the harb-topped fence that encircled
it. Loki. the male. was more powerful.
But Inga wax tautly alert. tense with sus-
pivion. Months before. during my (irst
evenings at Henry Black’s. T had felt like
an explorer =itting down with cannibals.
Would the dogs lunge for my throat if
I reached for a fork? They were com-
pletely unused to strangers. In the house.
they never left Henry's side. It had taken
two months and a dozen \isits before
they would trust me to walk across the
room. Now, patrolling in the yard. they
probed the night for a warning scent,
a muffled footfall.

“What did these men
Henry asked.

look like?™”

“Like a couple of Mexican drunks.” [
sutd. “When I realized they were follow-
ing me. | figured they were out to =and-
hag and roll an American tourist. Then
I felt—I don't know—they just didn't
walk like Mexicans, 1 that’s
ridiculous. hut—""

“No, Eric. it’s not!™ His sudden ex-
citement carried him 1o his feet. “Every
race. every nationality moves differently.
like breeds of dogs—each has its own
zait. Some people would never notice the
difference, but vou and T would.”

“Anywav.” | =aid. *“there was some-
thing odd about them. I decided if T was
going to have trouble. I'd belter have it
in the village instead of on this deserted
country road. So T wtopped and waited.
They didn’t pass me. but turned into
one of those courtyards. I would have
forgotten the whole thing if T hadn’t
seen them later near your gate.”

“What were they doing?™”

“Thiz black car was parked in the
road and they were talking to the driver.
They watched me for a minute. and when
they saw me turn toward your gate, they
got in the car. They took off down the
road heading away from town. Oh. ves.
the car had an American license.”

Henry slammed his hard fist into his
palm. “Took off for where? That road
leads to a couple of adobe huts and a pig
farm three miles away. You should have
told me at once, Fric.”

[ chuckled. trying to ease the tension
in the room. *Did vou want me to ruin
Frieda’s dinner with a story about being
watched hy mysterious strangers? Be-
sides. nothing happened. They just looked
peculiar. and T can’t figure out how they
got here ahead of me without my seeing
them on the road. Oh. hell. I think they
just wanted to grab a few American dol-
lars and changed their minds.”

“Perhaps. Perhaps.”

Frieda entered so suddenly that I had a

suppose

feeling she had been standing just out-
side the dining room archway, listening.
“*Nutses.” she announced. displaying
a carved wooden tray. “Und cheeses.”
“And cheeses.” Henry corrected.
“Ja.” Frieda's round face had a dump-
ling-fed smile. hut there was a strained
look around her eyes. Her plump fingers.
weighted by gold rings, were fidgety as
she set the tray on the coffee table. The
dizhes brimmed with after-dinner tidbits.
*When I hreak down and get married
—Lord help me—it’s going to be to a
German girl like Frieda.”
“Ja.” she smiled. *but a younger.”
“She's a good wife.,” said Henry. A
long look passed hetween them. a half
smile of devotion and appreciation—but
at the =ame time there was sadnes
“You have been a good hushand.” she
said. Every syllable carried a weight of
doom, making her words sound like a
wood-bye whispered heside a new grave.
Henry patted her hand. his fingers touch-
ing the beautiful gold bracelet she wore
proudly. Frieda was so plain, =0 house-
wifely, that her fascination with gold
ornaments seemed like a child’s. She de-
lighted equally in the reallv lovely hrace-
let and the cheap. Gypsy hoops that
dragged at the lobes of her pierced ears.

utside. Inga barked =harply. Henry
O crossed the room in three strides.
Jerking back the drapes. he flung
open the window and pressed his face
against the <hutter slats. He wasx well
past fifty. but he moved like a tiger.
pewer and bhalance in every step.
“What is it?” | asked.
His tense hody xlowly relaxed. “Noth-
ing. [ heard Inga bark.”
“I'll go ont to take a look around.”
Before I could take a step toward the
door. he stopped me with a snapped
military command. “No, Eric!”
[ faced him. “Look. Henry, all evening

(cant. on p.97) 95
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you've acted like vou expected a bomb
to come through the window. It started
long before | mentioned being followed.
At dinner you were jumpy as a cat. It’s
not like you. Now you think something’s
outside. Well, I'm going to find out.”

“Go ahead. [t's better to know.”

At the door. the dogs raced to me.
“Good boy, Loki.” I =aid. petting him. [
did not touch Inga. Together, we =lowly
circled the house.

The place was a fortress. or perhaps
more like a concentration camp. with the
high wire fence and cleared strip be-
tween it and the surrounding jungle. The
fence. powerfully electrified. claimed a
daily toll of birds which perched on its
deadly strands. Even in this remote part
of Mexico. where the rich always topped
their wallx with jagged glass and kept
guard dogs. such precautions as Henry
Black had taken were extraordinary.

[ had met Henry five months before,
shortly after my arrival in the village
of San Xavier. He was an arresting fig-
ure, striding through the plaza with
Inga at his side and Hugo. the square-
faced valet. at his heels. For a second. he
paused to glance at the painting 1 was
struggling with. Nodding curtly to me.
he moved on, his back as military as
the revolver holstered at his side.

During the next two weeks he passed
me every morning on his way to and
from the post office. never speaking. but
always glancing curiously. Finally, his
fascination with painting and his love of
the flowers that were my constantly re-
peated subject overcame his aloofness.

After the first brief conversation our
friendship developed rapidly, since he
was an amateur painter himself. We
played chess together: we were evenly
matched. Our similar backgrounds over-
came the twenty-year difference in our
ages. I had seen a lot of the world dur-
ing my thirty vears. Henry and I had
both fought in wars. knew odd countries
and remembered certain twisting streets
in Singapore or Barcelona.

“What a relief to talk to an intel-
ligent man again!” he said. “How did
vou happen to come to his hellhole?™

“No accident.” [ said. “I'd made in-
quiriex from friends and connection~ in
Mexico for three years before I decided
or this town. For me, it's ideal.”

did not question him about his rea-
I sons for choosing San Xavier as a

retirement spot. Something ahout
Henry warded off inquiry.

A week later. I met Frieda. T found
her in Germany.” he =aid. “when T wa <
on a military mission. Eric. vou should
have seen her thirty years ago!™

Henry was always on guard. But his
watchfulness had increased during the
last six weeks. 1 became aware of new

shadows under his eyes. a tension in his
manner. He took to glancing over his
shoulder in the street. I realized one day
that he was deliberately varying his
arrival time at the post office.

Now. ax the dogs and 1 turned the
fourth corner of the house and were
once again in the front vard. [ felt that
he was close to a breaking point. Through
the <hutter slits I could see him watch-
ing me. straining to see into the night.

Reaching the window. I stopped sud-
denly. my  shoulders stiffening.  l.oki
harked as my hand touched him. The
dogs. sensing an uneasiness in me.
growled viciously. sniffing as near the
fence as they dared go.

I returned quickly to the house.

« hat was it?” Henry asked.
**Nothing.™
“No. Erie! You saw some-

thing. I watched through the shutter.
You were startled by something in the
jungle.”

“Just a light.™ T said. "It came on
twice. then vanished. For a moment [
thought it was <ome kind of signal. but
prohahly it was just some Mexican carry-
ing an open lantern that the rain put
out. 1t's plenty wet out there.”

Henry looked douhtful. T felt uncom-
fortable as he stared at me without
speaking.

“What is thix?” I asked. taking off my
dampened coat. “Why did Hugo come
this morning and ask me to come here to-
night instead of Friday as usual? It's
not like you to change plans suddenly.”

He continued to stare at me. inner
conflict apparent on his face.

*I'm your friend,” I told him. “*You
and Frieda have meant a lot to me ir the
past months. Sometime [ hope 1 can
show you how much. If you need help.
I'm here. and I'm not easy to scare. But
1 have to know what it’s all about.”

*Sit down. Eric.”” He took a long time
lighting cigarettes for himself and me.
*{ once swore I'd never speak to a living
<oul. But now I need help. I haw to
protect Frieda no matter what the risk
1=.”" His eyes were intent on my face,
boring into me. “Eric. will you swear
before God that no matter what T tell
vou—no matter what you think of me
afterward—vou'll guard her for twenty-
four hours. if I'm not around to do it?”

I hesitated. then made up my mind.
*Of course T will. You knew I would
hefore you asked.”

“You swear?”

“Yes.” | said. “But with a condition.
Whatever you tell me. make it the truth.
Otherwise. don’t count on me.”

“Always a chess player.” he said. “|
agree. It i~ an oath between friends.
First. you tell me some things. How
much have you figured out about me?”

“All right.” I said. “Don’t blame r:e
if I'm wrong. To start with. vou’re not
really an American. Your accent’s al-
most perfect. but wrong in little ways.
Then there’s the way you sit at the din-
ner tahle. the way vou reach out when
vou move a chess piece. Right so far?”

“Exactly.” he said. “You're sharp, and
I think there'’s a ruthless streak in you.
Perhaps that’s why I trust you.”

“I know you’re hiding from some-
thing.” I continued. “This house is ready
for a xiege. Yet vou're not a crook and
1 don’t think vou’ve ever been one.”

Frieda was in the archway. “Come in.
Liebehen.” he said. She knelt bheside his
chair. “You're correct on all counts,
Frie. Now. it’s my turn to speak.”

“Nein, nein,” came Frieda’s terrified
whisper. “*No one—"

“We must have help. Frieda.” It was
the curt tone he used when speaking to
Inga. Frieda stified a sob and wax silent.

“My name i< Heinrich Schwartz.” he
said. “l am in Mexico illegally. passing
myself off ax a retired American. which
is not difficult for me. As a child I lived
for eight years in the town of Milwaukee.
Later T had training in ‘American’ at a
German military estahlishment.”

Outside, the rain increased. I could
hear the wind begin to rise as Black
left his chair. moving slowly across the
room. twisting his hands together.

Young for the assignments they

gave me. but I come from an impor-
tant family, We were not Nazis! No mat-
ter what they say, we were not! True. we
had Party connections. Frieda had im-
portant contacts. Who didn’t have? But
I was an Army man, decorated three
time=. once in Poland. twice in Africa.”

Hugo entered. carrying a wooden box
that [ took to he a gnn chest. Henry did
not <eem to notice him.

“[ went to the school in Bavaria where
we learned to impersonate Americans. to
create disorder. to sabotage. Then a
shrapnel wound from Africa began to
cripple me again. They took me from
active duty and put me in charge of a
transport depot near the Belgian horder.
Hugo was my orderly then. He still i
The valet bowed his head dumbly.

“Part of my job was transportation
of Jew fugitives caught in Holland. but
it was a small part of my work. Just
providing guards. clearing facilities for
removal to the interior. There weren't
many of them. Less than a hundred a
week. It was a nuizance. hut T never paid
much attention. Dull. routine work. Bui
at least Frieda could he with me there.

“Then everything started to collapse.
[ had fourteen prisoners on my hands
and the Americans were almost upon us.
There was no more transport.” His fist

uI was a major in the German Army.
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crashed down on the coffee table. “What
was [ to do? Turn the prisoners loose
to sabotage what was left of our Army?”
His voice rose to a shout. “/ had orders!
I was a soldier. Hugo and 1 carried them
out.” His eyes wandered to the windows.
“It was raining that night.” he said.
“Just like this.”

I tried to see the pictures that were be-
fore the eyes of my three companions.
Did they see a pitiful procession of cap-
tives, starved faces hardly more than
skin-covered skulls? I pictured Hugo
and Henry standing near a stalled box-
car, waiting for the final line to be
formed. Was Frieda. in her mind. now
hearing methodical. evenly spaced Luger
shots? The last whimpers of the victims?
No. she was listening for a nearer dan-
ger. Something outside in the night.

“Later they tried me at Nuremberg,™
Henry said dully. “They proved nothing.
There was a rumor that two children
with that group had escaped. So they
kept me in jail for mouths while they
«earched for imaginary witnesses. They
failed. They even dragged poor Frieda
into it. accusing her of being a ghoul
who robbed the dead bodies. Mein Gott!
Horrible! They proved nothing, but I
spent five years in Landsberg prison.

“The week after they released me, we
fled here. We knew as long as we could
be found. vengeance would follow. At
last, they have caught up with us. Look.”
Reaching into his pocket, he drew out an
envelope with a Mexico City postmark.

Inside was a page from a desk calen-
dar. bearing today’s date. The drawing
on it was crude, almost childish. Three
bodies, one in a skirt, dangled grotesque-
ly from a tree. Tonight, Major was
scribbled across the bottom in German.

“Other things came before.” he said.
Starting six weeks ago. First a package
with a gold bracelet—like the one Frieda
wears. The devils had wrapped a rubber
snake around it. That time the note said,
Soon, Major, but not too soon.”

Frieda’s breathing was harsh, rapid.
“Then the toy gun,” she cried. “With red
paint—like on it was blood. Another
time a book it was.”

“Yes,” said Henry. “A book about
Adolf Eichmann. They wrote, You will
join him this month, on the inside.”

opposite side of the room. “That’s

why you asked me here tonight,” I
said. “You think they won’t strike if
there’s a stranger in the house.”

“I don’t know. Eric,” he said. “They
won’t harm you. You're an American,
and it would cause trouble for them.
They’re careful. Read the Eichmann
story!” A deep frown crossed his face.
“Yet this isn't like it was with Eichmann.
These warnings that have come to tor-
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I looked at the three of them on the

ture us. It's personal somehow. Fiend-
ish!” Henry put his hand on my shoulder.
“Hugo and I can take care of ourselves.
We've got guns: and plenty of ammuni-
tion. But I've got to get Frieda to Mexico
City. You swore you’d do it.”

I couldn’t look into his eyes. “I prom-
ised,” I said. “I'll do it. Whatever you’ve
done, it isn’t her fault. And if things get
rough here tonight, I'll help you. No
matter what [ think of your story, I
won’t stand by while you're shot by
some cowards out there in the dark.”

“Thank you. Eric.” His voice almost
broke. Frieda came to my side. Standing
on tiptoe, she kissed my cheek.

~ the wind drove rain against the
A shutters. there was a rata-tat-tat
outside. Inga, Loki barked wildly.
Ratc-tat. The noise was high-pitched,
metallic. We seized guns from the box
that Hugo opened. | checked the Luger
in my hand. finding it ready for action.

“Frieda!”" She came to attention at
Henry's command. “The lights. 4us.”

Moving militarily, trained by long
drill. Frieda took her assigned place at
the light switches. She reversed the first
two. plunging the house into darkness
but lighting up the yard as much as was
possible in the driving rain. Rata-tat!
It seemed closer. “Stay by the door.” I
told Henry. “Hugo and I'll go out back
and circle around through the cane.”

“Ja.” The terror in the brief word
told me that Henry was trembling in
the darkness. We slipped through the
kitchen door, Hugo reaching to the left
to switch off the current to the back
gate. The dogs found us instantly, but
Hugo silenced them with a soft com-
mand. As a gust of wind bearing a sheet
of water struck our faces, we heard the
metallic noise again.

The blinding rain and tangled jungle
of cane shoots and banana palms battled
against us as we tried to move carefully
over concealed roots and fallen branches.
At this season in San Xavier, a wind-
borne storm came almost every night at
the same hour. Obviously this was part
of the plan—to strike during the worst
of it. Nothing had been left to chance.

Fifty yards from the house we found
the source of the noise—a simple device
attached to a tree trunk operated by
the wind like a schoolboy’s tick-tack, a
wooden beater striking a metal pan.
Cursing. Hugo ripped it from the tree.
“A trick.” T said. “to get us to this
side. Get back fast.” We started for the
house, even more cautious now. neither
of us knowing exactly what lay ahead.

We were almost to the rear gate when
Hugo seemed to sense something. He
halted abruptly. I suddenly realized what
he saw. “Hugo!” I yelled as he threw
himself to the ground—too late. A shot

rang out in the darkness. There was no
cry from the dead valet.

Crouching low. I raced through the
gate, pushing aside the yelping dogs.
now roused to frenzy by the gunshot.
For a terrible second [ thought Inga
would attack me in her confusion, but
she let me pass.

Slamming open the kitchen door, I
stumbled through the dark interior.
“Henry!” T yelled. “They got Hugo.
He's dead.”

“Mein Gott! Where are they now?
How many?”

“Coming round front, I think. 1
couldn’t tell how many. Maybe three.
Maybe four.”

In the streaked light between the
shutter slats. 1 saw Frieda still at her
post near the switches. Henry's revolver
dangled at hi: side as he peered into
the yard. With one swift movement. 1
knocked it from hix hand and shoved
Frieda aside. Light flooded the room.

“There’s only one, Major.” [ said.
“And he’s not out there. He's here. It
was stupid of you to let those two chil-
dren escape.”

he terror on their faces was all |
Thﬂd dreamed it would be. It was

worth waiting for through all those
years. then through the last months
when, finally. I had found them. I stood
quietly a moment, enjoying it, letting
every detail stamp itself on my memory.
I would have to recall every expression,
every pleading look for my sister who
was waiting in Mexico City.

“It’s raining tonight, Major,” I said
in German. “Just as it was then.”

I killed Frieda first, so he would be
alive to see it happen. Then I shot
Heinrich through the head as he lunged
for the revolver on the floor. The few
minor things I had to do in the house
—planting the death gun on Heinrich. re-
moving the other guns and disposing of
my sherry glass—did not take much time.
Besides, no one would miss the trio for
a couple of days. By then, my sister and
T would bhe happily back in New York.

Before leaving, I took the gold brace-
let from Frieda’s wrist. On the back 1
found my mother's initials—as I knew 1
would. I remembered the bracelet so
clearly. Tt had been the last of our
wealth and we had thought someday we
might barter it for our lives. | remember
how. as I lay in the mud pretending
death. Frieda had ripped it from its
hiding place on my mother’s wet, lifeless
body.

The time I took doing these things
gave the dogs a chance to quiet down.
Their greeting was almost friendly as |
went toward the gate.

“Shalom, Loki,” I said. “Shalom, Inga.”

THE Exp



BY NORAH LOFTS

y friend Claudia Gaywood is a

woman who, but for her good

nature, would be intolerable. 1
remember her from our earliest school-
days when she was a pretty, pampered,
rather self-conscious little darling whose
ons and privileges would have
heen the envy of all if she had not been
so willing, indeed so anxious. to share
them.

Forty years did little to change her.
She retained her looks. her health and
her capacity for facile enthusiasms. She
wa~ always adopting—and quickly aban-
doning—poses, theories, causes. She was
one of those people who scans the more
serious articles in Reader’s Digest and
is at once prepared to discuss the sub-
jects dealt with as though she had ex-
pert qualifications. Widowhood eclipsed
her for a month or two, but she emerged.
seemingly unscathed. having. [ basely
suspected, concentrated upon the correct
attitudes and conventions.

As time went by I met her less and less
frequently, but she was a great letter-
writer, an indomitable rememberer of
Christmases and birthdays: one of those
people who on holidays spends much
time buying highly colored picture post-
cards. scribbling “Wish you were here,”
and dispatching them to her less fortu-
nate friends.

Two years ago she went to spend a
weekend in East Anglia with some people
named Crawley. She sent me a postcard
from their village, the scrawled message
admonishing me to note that the church
had a Saxon tower. Soon after. I received
one of her enthusiastic. slightly inco-
herent letters. The most exciting thing
had happened. The Crawleys had taken
her for a drive and they'd gone through
the prettiest village. with a charming
name—Talbot St. Faith: and Claudia had
just said. “Oh, I could live here.” and
hardly had she said this than—wasn't it
astounding?—there was the house of
her dreams. covered with wisteria. empty
and for sale. So =he'd bought it. There

poss
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was a great deal of work to be done on
it before it was habitable. If she didn’t
write for a while. I should understand.

Write. however, she did—copious let-
ters in which the phrase “[ simply must
tell you™ featured frequently. \ wall wasx
found to be damp and. before it could be
attended to. part of the wisteria had to
be cut away. The cutting had revealed
an old lead gutter spout which bore the
date 1720. The room she had decided
was to be the drawing room had the
ugliest little fireplace. impossible 1o live
with, so she'd ordered its removal. and
behind it there was a wonderful cavernous
brick hearth. for which she must now
find a basket grate of the proper perind.
When it came to stripping off some hid-
eous wallpaper—*‘magenta roses on a yel-
low ground. myv dear!"~the paper was
found to be attached to canvas which had
hidden some elegant eighteenth century
pine paneling. When it came to furnish-
ing the place. I gathered that all the an-
tique shops in the region had a boom
summer.

Since she was doing precisely what L.
given the means, would dearly have loved
to do, these letters would have provoked
me to envy and malice. but for Claudia’s
touching desire to share. Before the house
was finished. she invited me to go and
“rough it” with her. Then. as work pro-
gressed. she told me that she wasx furnish-
ing her guest room with me in mind. and
that on the ground floor there was a
darling. snug little room overlooking the
garden. verv quiet, just the place for me
to work in. During her first spring in the
house she sent me a large. badly packed
box of daffodils and forsythia. with a mes-
sage: “Since vou won't come to Newell’s.
Newell’s must come to you!™ She had
called the house Newell’s after a former
owner. about whom. she said. she would
tell me when we met: it was too long a
story to put into a letter.

A number of circumstances prevented
me from taking advantage of these warm
invitations. and Claudia had owned New-
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ell's for more than two years when 1
found myself faced with temporary home-
lessness. It was then November, not ev-
eryone’s choice for a month in the coun-
try. but I like the contrast between miry
ways and glowing firesides, and | like the
pattern of bare boughs against the sky.
Also I had heard a good deal about
Claudia’s central heating. So [ wrote.
and within an hour of receiving my letter
she was telephoning me: my visit was the
one thing to which she, and Newell's, had
been looking forward.

enough to see by. The house had the

flat front. the evenly spaced windows.
the parapet. the wide fan-lighted door of
the Georgian heydav: but behind the
parapet. rearing against the November
sky. was a cluster of chimneys, some
twisted, some of molded brick. I thought.
with a pang of unworthy pleasure, that |
could tell Claudia that a date on a gutter
spout was not infallible evidence of a
house’s age. And then, there she was,
pretty as ever, ebullient, warmly wel-
coming.

She showed me where to put my car
and insisted upon carrying in the heavier
of my two suitcases. She -aid that she
was glad to see that I had brought my
typewriter: she hoped I'd stay for months
and months. | looked pale. she thought,
and tired. Country life and air would do
me a world of good. So would the atmos-.
phere of Newell's. so eighteenth-century
-—I should soak it in and be inspired.
Wouldn't it be thrilling if 1 settled here
long enough to write a book!

In the attractive hall. she deposited my
case at the foot of the staircase and then
opened a paneled door into a cloakroom.
“If you want to wash.” she xaid. “‘then
we'll have tea right away and I'll show
vou vour room later on.”

Her drawing room was beautiful: it
was also warm and full of the pleasant.
earthy scent of chry-anthemums. The bas-
ket grate was heaped with logs and the

I arrived while there was still light
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“MERRY JESTERS™ PAINTED BY HENRI ROUSSEAU (1875-1933)

HENRI ROUSSEAU (1844-1910) is one of the best
known of the French primitive painters. His art takes
us into # dream world where things are seen with
pitiless clarity by use of rhythmic linear forms and
bold color areas characteristic of the period in which
he lived. Rousseau liked using exotic jungle back-

grounds. his style summed up in his famous “The
Dream.” now in the collection of New York’s Museum
of Modern Art. Henri made the friendship and earned
the respect of such greats as Gauguin. Redon. Seurat.
Vlaminck and Picasso. His works hang in the im-
portant museums and collections of the world.
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firelight flickered on well-polished sur-
faces, on china and silver.

Claudia had. as | feared, made the
eighteenth century her own. The silver
tray and the tea service were Georgian.
and she made the tea at table, ladling the
tea from a genuine old caddy with a
genuine old caddy spoon, and pouring
water from a spirit kettle. We ate tiny
savory sandwiches. “They’re made with
Gentleman’s Relish.” she said. “I'm not
quite sure that it was known in Captain
Newell’s day, but I somehow feel that he
would have approved of it.” Some streak
of perversity made it impossible for me
to ask the obvious question, “And who
was Captain Newell?” There were saffron
buns and caraway cake.

Claudia said, “I found the most won-
derful cookery book. The Olde English
Cook Book—full of original recipes.
They're marvelous, though a bit lavish
with cream and butter. I shall get fat if
I'm not careful!™

At seventeen she had weighed eight
and a half stones. at thirty she had
weighed eight and a half stones. and
judging by the look of her, she weighed
about that now. She recognized this as
one of her blessings. and was inclined to
draw attention to the fact, either directly
or indirectly. This did not endear her to
her contemporaries who, at forty, tended
to grow too plump or too lean.

For the next hour she regaled me with
detailed accounts of where she had dis-
covered every article of furniture. every
ornament in the room, the state it had
been in when discovered and the price
she had paid for it. She did this, not
boastfully. hut gloatingly. as well she
might: she’d acquired some marvelous
bargains.

“And I never minded buying things
earlier than the eighteenth century.” she
said earnestly. “It stands to reason,
doesn’t it. that people came here bring.
ing their treasures and heirlooms. And of
course | was sensible over mattresses and
chairs and kitchen gadgets. After all.
think of the help people had in those
days: we need some compensation.”

ot that she was without help. She

\. had wonderful help. a woman
named Mrs. Hawk who came from

the village every day on a bicycle. She
was actually coming back this evening to
dish upthe dinnerand clear up afterward.
“There again I'm singularly lucky.
Most people can’t get any help in the
evenings, or if they do. their women are
clumsy and smash things. Mrs. Hawk
was a parlormaid before she married. and
she treats all my things as though they
were her own. Len and Helen Crawley
are coming to dinner. You'll like them
and they're very anxious to meet vou.
It’ll be nice for me to introduce them to

somebody: they've introduced me to some
charming people. You know. a lot of
people complain that as they grow older
they have fewer friends: honestly. I have
more.”

It was true: but it sounded smug.

Presently she began to move about.
getting ready for the predinner drinks.

“I always have Madeira nowadays: it
is so in keeping. But of course I have
martinis and sherry as well. Whisky too.”
She kept her liquor in a cabinet which
she explained to me was Chinese Chip-
pendale: and the olives and nuts were in
sweetmeat dishes.

y that time [ was a little edgy. a lit-

B tle less fond of the eighteenth cen-

tury than [ had been. Then she

put her arm around me. and she wax soft

and warm and sweet-smelling. “Now we’ll

go up. I'm simply longing to show you
your room.”

At the foot of the stair< we had a brief
wrangle over who should carry the larger
case: this time 1 won. Claudia took the
=mall one and went tripping ahead of me.
The staircase, like the chimnevs. consid-
erably predated the house front. The
steps were shallow and sloped slightly
from left to right: the banister posts
were intricately carved. the handrail very
thick. I noticed all this as 1 mounted the
first few stairs, and then all | was aware
of wax an increasing difliculty in moving
upward. The distance between me and
Claudia increased, and as it did | moved
more slowly, with more effort. The case
dragged me backward. | realized that [
was badly out of condition. I'd been living
on a fifth floor and using the lift. | led
a sedentary life, was unused to carrying
heavy objects.

Claudia dumped what she was carrying
and sped down again. “I told vou you
should have let me carry that. I'm a lot
stronger than I look.” She stood heside
me on the wide stair and attempted to
take the suitcase. Infuriated by this
sidelong reference to her Dresden-china,
please-take-care-of-me appearance which
is in such strong contrast to my own ap-
pearance. I wouldn’t let go. so we went
up the stairs with the case between us.
And she was strong. [ admit.

There was a landing, with some doors
and an archway. which wasn't even Tudor
—Ilate thirteenth or early fourteenth cen-
tury I'd have said, if asked. Beyond wa«
a short passage and a door. Claudia
threw it open. switched on a light and
said. “There!™ in a voice of triumph.

It was quite the prettiest room I'd ever
slept in. The paneled walls were painted
a muted bluish-green. the carpet matched
exactly. There was a four poster. smaller
than a double. wider than a single bed.
curtained. covered and valanced with
glazed chintz. white, scattered all over

with moss rose buds. The dressing table
was a Queen Anne chest with a swing
mirror and silver candlesticks made into
electric lamps.

“It's lovely.” I said with genuine feel-
ing.

“You haven’t seen half.” She opened
what looked like a section of paneling.
“This was a powder closet. it’s your bath-
room. And this—" she opened another
section. “—is a clothes closet. I had the
rail put in. There were hooks. How did
they manage, just with hooks? All those
voluminous clothes!” Her voice changed.
“Well. I'm glad you like it. As I told you,
I had you in mind all the time.”

She gave me a fond smile and flitted
away.

I am inclined to view with caution any
statement attributing human qualities to
inanimate things: and I had just been
surfeited with accounts of how this house
felt toward Claudia and how pieces of
furniture had just stood there simply
crying out to her to buy them. So I hesi-
tated before admitting. even to myx=elf,
that the pretty room, appointed with me
in mind. showed me an unwelcoming
face. Instead I thought that it was an
exceptionally cold room. The green was
the green of deep coul water, the chintz
had a glacial look. There was a radiator
between the windows and it occurred to
me that Claudia had forgotten to turn it
on. I went mer to it and wax surprised
to find it ~caldingly hot. It failed to warm
the room however. and it took a definite
effort of will to remove my jacket and
jersey and don a thin dress.

tain that Claudia—for all her sweet-

ness of manner—didn’t really want
me: she wanted an appreciative eye. a
listening ear. I thought of alternative ar-
rangements I might have made for hous-
ing myself during my homeless interim:
then, in a burst of most unusual self-
pity, I wondered whether anvone, any-
where. wanted me. or ever had.

Almost in a panic | fled down to the
drawing room and the fire: and once
I was there my mood changed. The
Crawleys arrived and proved themselves
excellent company: two martinis dispelled
my ersatz woes. The dinner. cooked as
Claudia was bound to inform us. accord-
ing to the Olde English Cook Book, was
first-class and beautifully served. It was
not until half past eleven. when the Craw-
leys= announced. reluctantly. that they
must go, that | remembered that I. too.
must go—to hed—to sleep in that frigid,
unfriendly room.

Claudia went to the door with her
guests and I began to empty ashtrays
and plump up cushions. When she came
back she sat on a low stool, lighted a
cigarette and began to talk about the
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Suddenly I felt miserable. I was cer-
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Crawleys, and then about mutual friends
in the past.

Suddenly, from somewhere undefined.
there came a dull, heavy thump. I gave
a start, recovered myself, remembered
Mrs. Hawk and said, “Your woman stays
late.”

*Oh, she's been gone ages,” Claudia
said. I see what you mean. Ten o'clock
is late for country people.”

She seemed not to have heard the thud
and I was on the point of mentioning it
when I remembered reading an account
of a house generally reckoned to be
haunted. One of the manifestations was a
dull thumping, heard by some people
and not by others. And of course, as soon
as [ had entertained that cheerful thought,
another thud sounded. Cold spots were
psychically significant, too.

Claudia said, “Poor Ennie. I am a
brute keeping you up. You look quite
pale. How about a nightcap and then
straight into bed?”

[ accepted the nightcap with, maybe,
overmuch avidity.

This time, going upstairs, though I car-
ried nothing but a handbag. I had even
more difliculty in mounting. T felt as
though something soft. yet unyielding,
was barring the way. [ fought my way up.
thinking how ridiculous the whole thing
was, but made little progress until Clau-
dia, coming behind me. put her hands
on my waist and said, “You hardly know
how to put one foot in front of the other.
1 shall bring you your breakfast in bed.”
I bed, glad to find that it held an elec-

tric blanket which had been switched
on by Mrs. Hawk. The sheets were of fine
linen, the pillows of down, the mattress
springy. the covers almost weightless. A
very comfortable bed, I thought, and com-
posed myself for sleep. But sleep was far
away. | lay there and suffered again in
retrospect every slight, every snub. every
injustice I had ever experienced in my
life. When I reached the point where my
mother preferred my brother to me—as
what natural mother wouldn't?—I got up
angrily and swallowed one of the sleeping
pills which I carry, “just in case.” and
seldom need. After a time I did sleep, but
I was soon awake again. practically cer-
tain that another of those thumps had
awakened me. I lay waiting for another,
which did not come. What did come was
the memory of every ghastly. dreadful
thing I'd ever heard of: murder. atroci-
ties of every kind reeled out pictorially
before my mind’s cringing eye. Then my
joints began to ache and I thought of the
medieval torture thing known as Little
Ease, a cage in which the prisoner could
neither sit nor stand nor lie. and every
joint became inflamed. and he lived for
months in agony. 1 swallowed another

undressed quickly and climbed into
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pill and slept at last, to wake with a dry
mouth and aching head to find Claudia
by the bedside. gay and fresh as a daisy.
holding a tray.

She asked how I had slept, and I mut-
tered. “Not very well.” One often didn't
one's first night in a strange bed. she
said; besides, she could see that I was
overtired. She drew bhack the curtains
and said that it was a lovely morning for
the time of year, a slight mist, with the
sun just breaking through. How would
I like to go for a drive to Lavenham. a
famous old wool town, with a wonderful
church and an inn where we could lunch?
She’d drive; 1 need do nothing but sit
back and enjoy the scenery.

efore | went downstairs | wrote a
B letter to a friend in High Wyec-
omhe begging her to telephone me
and demand that I go there immediately.
I stamped the letter but did not put it
into my handbag. | intended to slip it
into the pocket of my overcoat whence
I could withdraw it as soon as I sighted
a post box. Why 1 should act so furtively
I don’t know. Guests are allowed to write
letters. But the ruse savored of ingrati-
tude, and 1 did feel guilty.

I went down. Claudia was ready. Mrs.
Hawk was humming a hymn in the kitch-
en. [ remembered my letter.

“I've forgotten something,” [ said.

“I'll get the car out.” Claudia said.
“Isn’t this a lovely morning for Novem-
her? Aren't we lucky?”

[ turned to mount the stairs. struggled
against whatever it was. made no head-
way. came out in goose-pimples and gave
up.

All that [ saw that day. the charming,
unspoiled countryside, the medieval town,
the fine church, the low dark bar and the
raftered dining room of the inn. I saw
through a veil of grey muslin. I was as-
tonished at myself. having always thought
that I was a fairly down-to-earth person:
I was frightened; above all I wanted to
talk about the thing. If I could only say
to somebody, “There’s something on the
stairs and in the guest room at Newell's
that isn’t quite canny,™ [ should have felt
better: just as people feel better as soon
as they can describe the symptoms that
they fear indicate some dread disease.
But the last person to whom I could =ay
that was Claudia, who'd lived there so
happily all alone. who had no suspicion.

Over the lunch. which I could make
only a pretense of eating, she said. “Now
we'll go home by Long Melford. The
church there is even better. And that way
back I can show vou the house Len and
Helen wanted me to have. They were ter-
ribly against Newell's. They thought it
was much too run-down. and too isolated.
They thought I'd be lonely.” She gave a
little laugh and her face took on an ex-

pression that | remembered so well,
the lucky-girl-with-yet-another-present-to-
display. I daresay you'll think this is
all whimsy-whamsy, but I never am alone
in that house: I never have been. You
see. [ have a ghost.”

Following upon the thoughts 1 had
been thinking, this was a shock: but
something warned me that what she was
talking about and what I was thinking
about were two very different things.

“Surely you don’t mind, Ennie. I
wouldn't have mentioned it, not for
worlds, if I thought you'd mind. I thought
you'd be intrigued. And honestly, there’s
no need to mind. He’s a most friendly
ghost. my Captain Newell.”

I ~aid. “Oh yes. you promised to tell
me. ..."

She said. “I've always thought | wax a
teeny bit psychic. It was very odd. [ went
into that house when it had been empty
and neglected for twenty years. all dust
and dry rot and cobwebs. But it welcomed
me. it really did. Then. when | came to
leok at the record of title. one name
Jeremiah Newell—just leaped out at me.
And | realized that he’d loved the house:
he lived there for thirty-two years, longer
than anybody else. from 1799 to 1831.
An old sailor. home from the sea. With a
sea chest. perhaps. and a parrot. He loved
that house and he knows [ love it. So he
is my friend.”

I said. “How do you know? Have you
seen or heard ... anything?”

“Oh no. I just feel it. You can't ask for
evidence about a thing like that. You
just ... well. you sort of tune in. I think
he’d had an unhappy love affair and never
married. . . .”

“Did you ever try to find out anything
about him?”

She shook her head. I felt that would
spoil it somehow. I think of him as tall
and thickset. sunburned and weather-
beaten—and smoking a clay pipe. After
all, it isn’'t what you know in such a case.
it's what you feel.”

exactly?”

I “I told you. A warm, friendly at-
mosphere: a sense of approval. and of
protection.”

**Against what?”

*Oh. whatever it is that women living
alone dread. Feeling lonely. or burglars.
I just feel that nothing could happen to
me with Captain Newell around. That's
why I named the house for him. It's his
still. we share it. Mind you. Ennie, |
wouldn't say this to just anybody. I never
mentioned it to Len and Helen. They were
<0 sweet. They thought I ought to have
a dog for company. so they gave me one
of their boxer’s pups. She was a dear
and I loved her. hut she was absolutely
hysterical.”

persisted. “And what do you feel.



I said cautiously, *Can dogs be that?"

“She was—or the canine equivalent.
She had a thing about the stairs. She
never would come up them. no matter
how I enticed her; and she’d stand in the
hall with her hackles up and howl. You
never heard anything so eerie. In the end
it got me down and I had to ask Len to
take her back.”

I know now why people in perilous
situations make such had. macabre jokes.
I said, “Maybe she was aware of Captain
Newell.”

laudia laughed gaily. “What an
C idea! I'm sure he loved dogs and

they loved him. Mind you. 1 don't
deny that some dogs are credited with
ESP: but if she’d had it. she'd have
jumped and wagged her bit of tail. She
was a victim of this overbreeding. poor
dear. You know. Ennie. you're more in
need of a break than you realized. You've
hardly eaten anything and vou're looking
terribly pale. I think we’ll leave Long
Melford for another day and go straight
home.”

Back at the house 1 made the discovery
that whatever it was that was opposed to
my mounting the stairs allowed Claudia
free passage. and that if I let her go first
she seemed to carry me along in her
airway. so to speak. But my room still
regarded me with a cold, inimical eye.

My letter had gone from the dressing
table and when I mentioned it. Claudia
said not to worry; she was sure Mrs.
Hawk had taken it to post. “I'm a bit
careless about such things myself, and
she’s very conscientious.™

I asked Claudia if I might have a look
at all her records pertaining to the
house. and she produced them willingly.
*“I couldn’t bother with them.” she said, “so
badly written and all those ichereases
and the aforesaids.”

The earliest was dated 1720. which. in
conjunction with the gutter spout. had
deluded Claudia: but it was a record of
transfer between William Martin and
Thomas Pratt. Thomas Pratt had sold
the property some six years later to Su-
sannah Cobb, widow. whose occupancy
was brief—only seven months. In fact,
the place had changed hands with a fre-
quency that was remarkable. Jeremiah
Newell, sea captain, whose beautiful callig-
raphy would have distinguished him any-
where, was the only person who had
stayed there any length of time. But
Walter George Isell. from whom Claudia
Maybrook, widow. had purchased the
property, ran Jeremiah pretty close: he'd
owned it for twenty years. | remarked
upon this and Claudia said. “Oh ves: but
he never lived here. He lived up at the
Park and he bought it for his agent. Now
that is a very sad story and it accounts
for the house standing empty so long.

Not of course that I can be sorry, because
in my heart [ must confess that I'm glad
the house waited for me.”

“What happened?™*

"Well. Mrs. . . . I'm sorry the name
escapes me. Mrs. Agent was going to
have a baby. so they needed more room.
So Mr. Isell bought this place and Mr=.
\gent came over to measure for curtains
or something. You know how our genera-
tion was—take no notice. don’t let nature
dictate. carry on regardles=. She prohably
shouldn’t have heen exerting herself at
all. She came here alone and had a fall.
It brought on a frightful miscarriage and
she died. So then the house just stood
and rotted. because the agent, naturally.
didn't need any more room. and wouldn’t
have wanted to live here anyway. Quite
understandable.”

“Did she fall on the stairs?”

Claudia gave me a sharp look. "As a
matter of fact. yes. How did you guess?
You know. it’s funny, I've always felt
that if you came here. you'd sense . . .
vou know.” she waved a pretty hand, “all
the stored-up history. Young Mrs. Isell
told me about the tragedy at a cocktail
party. I think she was trying to explain
why the house was in such a state. Nobody
seemed to realize that [ loved =aving it.”

That night was worse than the one be-
fore. Determined to have no nonsense,
firmly expecting that on the morrow I
should be safe in High Wycombe, I took
two pills and fell asleep almost immedi-
ately. I woke to find myself rigid with
cold, though the bedclothes were undis-
turbed. I switched on the blanket and it
grew warm; xo did such parts of my body
ax were in contact with it: the rest of
me stayed cold. Perhaps it was that that
made me begin to think about my death.
the form it would take. where. when.

It was supremely idiotic. I knew that
everybody must die, that every birth cer-
tificate was a death warrant. So far as
I knew I was in perfect health: I was
forty-six years old. and women are long-
lived creatures. There was plenty of time
to prepare for death. But T thought about
dying. about the possibility of being
buried alive. My heart fluttered, my
breathing became difficult. I had horrible
cramps. [ tried to read. but the print
danced. I was forced to consider my
most urgent fear—the fear of going blind.

put on my slippers and dressing
gown, snatched up my book and re-
treated. As I went through the arch to
the landing. I heard one of the thuds.
In the drawing room a last log smol-
dered dimly: I turned it over and added
more fuel. 1 poured myself a drink.
smoked a cigarette, read for a little. felt
naturally sleepy, arranged myself on the
sofa and slept.

There I capitulated. I got out of bed.

Claudia woke me, anxious, clucking,
inquisitive. I told her that 1 suffered from
insomnia, that [ had come down for a
drink. felt sleepy suddenly and snatched
the chance of a snooze. She has very clear
blue eyes and in them I could see /nsom-
niac? change to Dipsomaniac! as plainly
as the xigns change at Piccadilly Circus.
But she said she'd always thought that
the life I lead must he a terrible strain
and now she knew. What [ needed was
rest and quiet and looking after. All these
<he was ready to provide, starting now
with hreakfast.

1 imagined my letter arriving at High
Wycomhe and managed breakfast quite
well.

It was another mild, windless, silver-
gilt day. and presently Claudia suggested
that we should drive out to Clare Priory.
A fascinating place, she said, built in
1248. dissolved in 1538, used as a private
house until 1953 when the Augustinian
friars had bought it back and made it
into a religious house again. I was just
about to concoct some excuse for staying
in the house for an hour when Mrs. Hawk
arrived. Claudia asked about my letter
and the woman said she hadn’t seen it:
had she seen it, she would certainly have
posted it. Claudia said that I must have
had it in my bag after all and I pretended
to agree. There would be no reprieve from
High Wycombe. T thought, with an in-
ward tremor, so I might as well go to
Clare.

welcome visitors, so there is no need

to describe it. Not that I could; I was
too much concerned by my own situation
to give attention to anything. Perhaps
that is why I was stupid enough when a
sudden turn brought us to the foot of a
staircase, to move toward it. The young
friar who was showing us round stepped
forward very quickly and lifted his arm.
barring my way. He smiled. “No. | am
sorry. Ladies are not allowed.” He indi-
cated a notice, in Latin, on the wall.

Claudia said brightly, “Of course. Dor-
mitories.” Then she looked at me and ex-
claimed. “Oh, Ennie! We’ve tired you out
again. You look so pale. Are you all
right?”

I couldn’t speak. It would be wrong to
say that the truth had flashed upon me.
for in cases like this who can decide what
is the truth? I only know that the arm
outthrust to bar my way here was so di-
rectly related with what I had felt on the
staircase at Newell’s that I was overcome
by an appalling understanding. I daresay
I had turned pale.

They took me back into the parlor
with its massive carved beams, set me in a
chair and fussed round—at least Claudia
fussed: the friar fetched a glass of ice-
cold water. which T sipped. wishing it

It is there for all to see and the friars
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had been something hot and strong. As
soon as I could speak I said. “I'm all
right now. Sorry to be such a nuisance.™
Then I asked what seemed to me to be
a vital question.

*Did this priory have subsidiary houses
in the vicinity?™

The question—certainly the most in-
telligent one he had heard from me that
morning—seemed 1o please the friar.

establishments, for rest. or for cor-

rection.” He smiled, just as notice-
ably abstemious people smile when they
talk about last night’s binge. “There are
bad friars sometimes. you know.” Then.
grave again, he added, “Often the names
remain. Friars' Place, Priory Farm. and
so on.”

“My house could have been one of
them,” Claudia said. all excitement. “It
was called Priory Farm at one time.”
She had read her record of title more
closely than she had admitted. *“But
when [ bought it, it was called Pratt’s,
just Pratt’s. Such a snatchy-sounding
word. So [ changed it again.”

“Back to the original 7™ the friar asked.

“I'm afraid not. I named my house for
a friend, a very dear old friend.”

She threw me a knowing look.

I felt a litle sick. Thinking herself
psychic, and all the time so oblivious, so
immune. Wire a chest of drawers to a
television aerial. I thought. and what do
you get? 1 thought of Susannah Cobb
who had fled after seven months; and of
the agent’s wife, doubly unwelcome be-
cause of her pregnancy. [ thought of me.
All my thoughts led to the same decision:
I did not intend to spend another night
in that house.

I had an excuse ready. As soon as
Claudia and [ were alone together. [
should tell her that my tired spells. my
pallor were the result of renewed trouble
with my slipped disc; I should say that
it was absolutely essential that I get to
London while I could still drive. I must
see my osteopath.

About leaving her alone, [ had no com-
punction. She'd lived in the house for
two years and felt nothing of its real
atmosphere: she could live there to her
life’s end and babble about her friendly
ghost. There leaped into my mind the
memory of something from schooldays:
Gresham's law, which says that at any
time. in any place. bad currency will oust
the good. And in Captain Jeremiah New-
ell, his clay pipe. his parrot and his
sea chest. Claudia had bad psychic cur-
rency enough and to spare.

*And now. if vou are feeling hetter.”
the friar said. “I would like to show you
our chapel. We are particularly proud of
the restoration work in our chapel.”

Mindful of the plan I proposed. I mur-
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uIndeed yes, several. They were minor

mured that [ wouldn't walk any more, I'd
sit here and wait.

“Poor Ennie. What a shame. Would
vou like to go straight home?™

“No. no. You see the chapel and any-
thing else you want to. I'm all right here.”

*l would like just a peep. If you're
sure . . ." She went off. tripping and
chirping. The friar opened a door and
I saw an enclosure with flower beds and
trees and grey paving.

After a minute or two [ heard a dis-
tant cry which could just have been one
of exaggerated admiration from Claudia.
but which sounded rather more like one
of pain. It was the latter. [ realized. when
the door opened again and revealed
Claudia, leaning heavily upon the arm
of the friar, who looked very much con-
cerned. She was favoring her left ankle
which was already swelling.

The pupils in her blue eyes were wide:
where her face was unrouged. it looked
chalky. She was poxsitively being very
brave.

“Don’t say it.” she said, with a ghastly
attempt at sprightliness. “These ridicu-
lous heels! T know. I know.” Then she
swayed and we had to put her in the
chair and force her head down. Fortu-
nately [ had not drunk all the water.

She soon recovered and was full of
apologies. to the friar and to me.

“Darling. I'm <o sorry. ['m afraid you'll
have to drive home.”

“If I may suggest, to the hospital.” the
friar said. “It is a severe wrench. you may
have broken a bone. It would be advizable
to have an X ray.”

Looking down at the bulge above the
edge of Claudia’s high heeled, low cut
court shoe, I could but agree.

and had revealed that no bones

were broken. and we had found our
way to Casualty and Claudia’s ankle had
been firmly strapped, and we'd made a
donation to the Friends of the Hospital,
and she had hobbled back to the car and
I had driven home, the afternoon light
was failing. Afternoons are short in No-
vember.

*[ really am the most lucky girl.”
Claudia said. “to have this happen while
you are with me. Itll be dull for you,
darling. for a day or two, but we'll make
up for it after.”

My own luck didn't bear thinking
about. At least another couple of nights
here. FEven had mv slipped disc been
genuine. [ couldn’t have left her in this
extremity.

I made one futile effort at self-protec-
tion. | suggested that the stairs would be
too much for her and that she should ~tay
on the drawing room =sofa. I reckoned.
rather wildly. that I could force myself
upstairs once, now, before it was fully

By the time the X ray had been taken

dark. and throw down unbreakable things,
carry down the rest, all that we could pos-
sibly need for the night. Then I could say
that I didn't like to leave her. and sleep
in a chair or on the hearth rug.

But no. oh no. Claudia would have none
of that. She was being brave. She could
get upstairs all right. [ mustn’t worry.
She'd go to bed and, if I would be kind
enough, [ could bring her a tray. The
meal was all ready, Mrs. Hawk had seen
to it. All I had to do was put a few things
on a tray; then [ could read or write or
watch television. She was so sorry to be
such a nuisance.

We went upstairs easily enough, side
by side. one step at a time, Claudia hold-
ing on to me with her left hand and lean-
ing on the banister rail with the other.
In her bedroom I switched on her blanket
and folded back the covers and waited.
while she, hopping and leaning on this
piece of furniture and that, donned an
extraordinarily seductive nightdress and
did a lot of complicated things to her face
and hair.

like herself again. a full-blown.

sweetly scented pink rose, she ~aid.
triumphantly. “There darling. I'm all
right now. And vou know, 1've just re-
membered, vou've had no lunch. I am so
sorry! Just slap a snack on a tray for
me, and then have a lovely long evening
to yourself.”

I had a strong desire to break down
and cry, to say that [ wanted to stay here
in this warm. rosy-lighted room, in the
safe company of the blind, deaf. lucky
woman whose only ghost was the trite,
conventional product of her own imagi-
nation. But if I did that, I should have to
say why. ...

I went down; the kitchen was reassur-
ing; the refrigerator purred like a con-
tented cat. The soup was in a saucepan,
needing only to be heated; the bowls
were ready. I took a large tray and tried
to concentrate upon gathering together
everything two people could need for a
simple meal. But my mind was distract-
ed: part of it remembered the friar’s out-
thrust arm. the Latin words on the wall,
the little quip about bad friars; another
part was wondering how long Claudia
would be incapacitated—how many other
evenings should I be in this situation?

While the soup heated, I looked to the
fastenings of the doors, no cheerful 1ask.
since | was locking myself in with what
I dreaded. All the time I was moving
nearer to the moment when I must face,
alone. what waited for me on the stairs.
I poured the soup. put the lids on the
bowls, lifted the tray and went into the
hall. I was quivering a little and cringing
already.

Outside

Fina]l_\‘ installed in bed and looking

the drawing room door I



paused. A drink might help. Also Claudia
might be expecting some of her precious
Madeira. Excuses! my mind shouted at
me; you're just putting o ff the bad min-
ute. I set the tray on a low table and
went to the cabinet. There I slopped a
generous measure of gin into a glass.
added a drop of vermouth and gulped it
down, tasting nothing. It ran searingly
into my empty stomach and seemed to
take fire there. Warmed and heartened
and with steadier hands. I poured a glass
of Madeira and another. more normally
proportioned. martini. and found room
for two glasses on the tray.

Ax I moved toward the door. | heard
one of those dull thuds. Familiar now
with the layout of the house, | knew
where it came from. My own room, imme-
diately overhead. It sounded like a warn-
ing—I'm waiting!

Unnerved hy this. hut pot-valiant. | ad-
vanced toward the stairs.

At the fourth step I met opposition so
strong that [ recoiled and almost fell
backward: [ just managed to retain my
halance and to stand there teetering. |
thought of Claudia, waiting in her pink
room and knew that with her [ should
be safe. Sanctuary, I must reach it. But
I might as well have tried to walk through
a wall. | was so much aware of personal
animosity, a direct threat. that I addressed
an appeal to whatever it was. | under-
stand. | said in my mind. you were one of
those who found his vows of chastity hard
to keep: some woman iwas a temptation
to you. so vou hate us all: Lt 'm harm-
less, | assure you.

Then I realized what I was doing and
thought—""m going mad. I was shaking
so violently that all the things on the
tray jangled together; soup, Madeira.
martini slopped onto the tray and spilled
over, tepid on my icy hands.

[ thought—rll call Claudia: she for
some reason is immune. She’ll come. |
called, I screamed her name. but it was
like it is sometimes in a nightmare. There
was no sound. In a nightmare, at that
point, one wakes. But I was awake. still
senselessly throwing myself against that
invisible barrier.

that I could smell my opponent: a
blend of boiled mutton, human sweat
and stale incense.

I began to pray. “God help me. Please
God help me.” I started on the Lord's
Prayer. one splinter of my shattered mind
registering surprise at how glibly the
words came. | reached “And deliver us
from evil . . ." and stuck there. like a
Gramophone needle. *“Deliver us from
evil. from evil. from evil. evil. evil. . . .”
But [ was not delivered.

Incoherent. on the verge of madness.
I remembered Captain Newell and the

T‘len, and it was horrible. T thought

immunity with which Claudia passed up
these stairs. You may not like me very
much, I cried in my mind. but I'm trying
to take this to your friend.

Almost  instantly—and crazy ax this
may sound. it is true—the unpleasant
mutton-sweat-and-incense odor was re-
placed by the smell of verv strong to-
bacco: and the pressure against me with-
drew =0 suddenly that I. leaning against
it. fell forward. If I had had a free hand
with which to clutch at the banister. |
could have saved myself. even then. A=
it was. 1 fell. spiraling down into dark-
ness. to the accompaniment of the noixe
that a laden tray makes when it falls
downstairs.

he next thing I knew was a feeling
Tof warmth and comfort. a sensation

of being cherished that I had not
known since childhood. | lay and savored
thi~ for a while. Then I looked about me
and realized that | was in Claudia’s
room. in her bed. The rose-shaded lamp
made an island of light; and her sweet,
floral scent enveloped me. Safe. [ thought.
saved. 1 lay and enjoyed that feeling
which is one that most people in civilized
countries seldom know.

Presently I was aware of voices—
Claudia’s. and a deep. male one. with a
burr to it.

She said.
hopped.™

He said. *But it couldn’t have happened
at a more unfortunate time. Would you
know, is it a frequent occurrence?”

She said. “I couldn’t say. You see, it's
some vears. . . . But I think T should
have heard. Anyway. one mustn’t judge.
must one? [ mean . . . People like her
live on their nerves, and it is recognized
now that alcohol does relieve tension. And
she hasn't had a happy life. poor girl.”

Talking about me?

“Well, Mrs. Gaywood. I can assure
vou there’s no injury. I doubt if she’ll
develop bruises. They fall lightly. And
there’s nothing for you to worry about.
Let her lie and sleep it off.”

They were talking about me; and in
what terms! Not that it was surprising,
what with the neat gin I'd gulped. and
the Madeira and martini from the tray.
I must reek like a distillery, I thought;
but still . . .

I roused myself and said about the
most damning thing [ could. in the cir-
cumstances.

“I'm not drunk!” I said. in a loud.
belligerent voice.

Claudia limped toward the bed: she
wore a negligee that matched the night-
dress.

“Darling! Nobody even thought that
you were.”

“He did! Oh yes he did. I heard him.”
| lifted myself and looked toward the

“No harm done. I just

dark bulk with the stern. unmistakably
Scottish. unmistakably doctory, face.

“This is Doctor MacGraw,” Claudia
said. **He helped me carry you up. You're
in my bed because that was warm and
yours wasn't. You fell. Ennie. It’s all my
fault. making you hump that great heavy
tray. But you aren’t hurt, only shaken a
bit, and run-down. And I'm going to take
the greatest care of you.”

“You're sweet.” [ said. “That’s what
vou are. siceet! Everybody loves you and
no wonder.” To my profound astonish-
ment | found that [ was erying. “You
don’t know what it’s like for the rest of
u~." | gulped. “Even at school you were
Misx Fraser's pet. You never lost a friend.
you never gained a pound. You've lived
here for two years and nothing touched
vou. I've heen here two days and look
at me! I can’t think why we don’t hate
vou. youre so lucky. If you went into
hell. you'd come out with a bunch of
snowdrops.”

Claudia said helplessly, “Oh Ennie!™

Dr. MacGraw said, “A sedative would
be the thing, but I don’t like mixing with
all that alcohol.”

« hat do you mean? All that alco-
;g/ hol! One miserable drink. Taken
as medicine. that’s what it was.”
I sobbed harder. “I’ve had a terrible ex-
perience—but nobody is sorry for me!™
Some remaining crumb of sense in my
mind warned me not to go on about
my experience. It also took notice of
the threat implicit in Claudia’s prom-
ise to look after me. Ok God, I thought,
she’ll try to make me stay in bed in that
room through the archway. 1 made an
effort to control myself, to be crafty
again. “A terrible experience,” 1 re.
peated. “I happen to suffer from a
slipped disc which causes me exquisite
agony. | faint with pain. Frequently.
As a matter of fact. if Mrs. Gaywood
hadn’t sprained her ankle, I intended
to go to London this very afternoon
and put myself in the hands of my
osteopath.”

Dr. MacGraw stepped forward a little
and regarded me more coldly than a doc-
tor should regard even a dipsomaniac—
and after all he must have seen real
drunks in his life—and said, “If you have
faith in your osteopath, I should advise
you to consult him without delay. For
one thing, Mrs. Gaywood is in no condi-
tion to look after you just now.”

“Oh thank you.” T said. “Thank you
for the passport.”

They both looked at me blankly: then
Dr. MacGraw put his hand on Claudia’s
sleeve and drew her away. I heard him
say the effects take time to wear off. |
thought. how true. 1 doubted if they ever
would. completely. or that 1 should ever
he (uite the same again. TuHe Exp
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NOVEL

On.Br CrrErL

Nina faced that most difficult decision every girl
must face. She turned to the “wiser” adult world for help
and advice—but found it had none to give. She would

have to make her own decision, find her own answer....

BY LEE COLGATE 1L.LUSTRATED BY THORNTON LUTZ

r. Waverly's office was in the
main building of the college.
This edifce was of stone, cur-

tained by ivy which appeared to pour
from the windows like something spilled,
dipping them and billowing with every
breeze. Nina had already grown to like
the whole effect. especially since it looked
like what it was. and she paused at this
moment to finger a part of the wall. She
allowed herself a feeling of soft wistful-
ness hecause she had been bourn in the
wrong period of history, and should have
lived in a better time.

She dropped her hand to her side and
began to move along a cement path, her
shoulders drooping slightly. Mr. Waver-
ly’s room was down a flight of narrow,
cracked, cement stairs. It was reached by
a hall with pipes and a vent running
overhead. Nina hesitated before a closed
door that had a metal 9 nailed onto it.
partially swept over with white paint.
The figure 9, she saw, studying it in-
tently, is a rocking number barely hold-
ing its own, clearly off-balance and up-
right by a miracle. She knocked, and was
ordered to come in. She stood where she
was a little longer, for some reason beset
by doubts, then she opened the door.

A green hurlap curtain was pleated
along a golden rod across a small. high
window. giving a greenish cast to the
room. She blinked, “I'm Nina Colman.”
she =aid graciously. sounding even to her
own ears precisely like her mother.

“Do sit down.” The gentleman before
her balanced as precariously as a figure

9 on the back legs of a chair, before a
desk without a single thing on its shiny
surface. “I'm Fred Waverly.”

“You're my adviser,” she told him.
“I'm supposed to get your OK for these.”
She thrust a handful of papers toward
him, assuming a great deal more confi-
dence than she felt; during her endless
waits before other conference rooms she
had folded all the papers into a fan.

He sorted them out, reached for a pen
in his breast pocket, and began signing.

“Aren't you even going to look at
them?" she asked.

“You're old enough to decide what you
want for yourself.”

She wondered if that were true. “I'm
only eighteen,” she told him, and felt her-
self begin to blush.

He glanced up. His eyes were bright
and blue in a face that was wind-cured
and suntanned. It was not, she concluded
firmly. the face of a scholar.

“That's the age of consent in most
countries.” he declared, tilting his head
and all the time appraising her so that
if she had been wearing a skirt <he would
have pulled it down over her knees and
if she'd had a cigarette she'd have smoked
it. “It's one of nature’s jokes that a girl
can get herself pregnant before she has
enough sense to come in out of the rain.
[ find it an abhorrent joke.”

The blush now pulsed down her neck.
She pushed herself up and back against
the chair and =aid. “I'm taking your
course. Literature Between Two Wars,”

“You are?”

She nodded. "My mother doesn’t care
for the literature since the First World
War,” Nina confided after a moment of
silence.

“That’s a nice, daring, extravagant
opinion. Not the kind | encourage. I'l]
admit, but a kind that always takes my
breath away. And you?”

=l don't like it either.”

“Well." A pencil that had been con-
cealed in the whereabouts of his left
hand fell onto the desk. “*What buoks in
particular do you dislike?”

“Oh.” she said casually. “things like
Native Son.” She had never read Native
Son and hadn’t the faintest notion why it
popped into her mind. If it had been
made into a movie, she hadn’t seen it
either.

“What didn’t you like about Native
Son?”

cuted; I mean how could we forget

it? They certainly keep telling us:
but I get tired of hearing about it. Be-
sides, maybe they should be persecuted.”
How often she had heard her mother.
who hadn't read Native Son either, say
the same thing!

He whistled slightly to himself. He
picked up the pencil. which increased the
hue of the hour by being also green, and
struck it against the bare surface which
confronted him. “Let’s define our terms.”
he almost whispered. *What do you mean
by a Negro?”

“Why, somehody dark.”

uI know the Negroes have been perse-

fcont.on p. 108)

In this sun-soaked world, their lodgings invariably had marble floors and green shutters that
were closed all day and opened at night to reveal a view, generally of the Mediterranean.
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“Then if both parents are black as
pitch. but the baby’s the color of coffee
with cream. the baby’s not a Negro?™

*Of course he is. You see. perhaps |
ought to explain that Mummy's from the
South, or at least our family is—"

“Mummy?” he inquired. “Mummy.”
he repeated. “Maybe we'd better define
her. What is she? Something all tucked
in and resting nicely at the Metropolitan
Museum? A bound assortment of dust.
bandages and bracelets? Is she an
honest-to-God mummy?”

“My mother.” Nina continued. ‘has the
prejudices of a Southern white. and I
suppose inevitably T've picked up some
of them. maybe without even knowing it.”

He nodded. “You see.” he said, not
unkindly. “I really don’t care what your
mother thinks. We're here to help you
find out where she leaves off and you be-
gin. It's one hell of an undertaking. I'm
only after what you think.”

*“I don’t think [ know what I'm talking
about.”

He threw back his head and laughed.
“Good girl,” he declared when the sound
had subsided. “But you know.” his tone
grew serious, “you shouldn't fall for the
sort of rot I was just handing out. It's
as bad as your mother’s rot, in its way.
Sophistry. Logic is the most pompous and
dishonest of all methods of thinking. No
one ever reaches an honest conclusion
through logic. Nevertheless, you're right.
You dont know what you're talking
about.”

*So we did reach an honest conclusion
through logic.”

“Good. Quick. clever and straight as
an arrow. So youre eighteen. . . .” He
now rested the green pencil between his
thumb and forefinger as though reaching
the halance of something. “Tell me some-
thing about yourself.” he continued.
“Where are you from? New York?™

“How did you guess?”

“The accent.”

“We have an apartment in New York.
and a farm in Connecticut. I grew up
mostly on the farm.”

“Is it a real farm?™ he asked curiously.

She smiled. “Now you have to define
real,” she said.

c hat a good pupil you are. Ix
SXI that what your father does.
then? Run the farm?”

“No. The foreman does that. My fa-
ther’s on Wall Street.”

“I thought you might he the chewing
gum people.”

*Oh. we are. Except my father left the
family business and started on his own.”

*And what doex he do down on Wall
Street?”

“Why. I'm not exactly sure.” She had
the general impression that he ran things.
lust what things. she could not say.
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“And where did vou go to school?”

*To Miss Dudson’s. near home. My
mother doesn't like me to be too far from
home. I hated it.”

“Why was that?"" he inquired with in-
terest.

She pulled herself up on the chair and
leaned forward intently. “It's a little hard
to put into words. I kept feeling there
was something more. More than what
they told me. I almost felt they were
keeping it from me on purpose. I don't
know what was wrong. There’s always
heen something I wanted to Anow.”

e nodded his head so vigorously
H that for a moment his shock of

white hair seemed to be leaping
all about the room.

“Is good when you uestion like
that,” he declared. “And this is the time
to do it. Believe me, this is the time. I get
so many of you kids. You're all o bright
and full of questions that at first it's hard
to helieve you'll go out as regularly as
street lights with the first crack of dawn.
By twenty-five there's not one in a thou-
sand who can remember what a real ques-
tion feels like. We don’t ask questions in
our heads. they're in our stomachs and
sometimes in our fingertips.”

“I'm going to he one of those who still
ask,” Nina told him. after a moment's re-
flection. He heamed at her.

“I hope you are,” he replied genially.
“Well, I'll look forward to having you in
my class.”

She stood up, regretting that the move-
ment was so ungainly. *One other thing,”
she said. “I've signed up for all my
courses. May [ have permission to go to
the city tonight? T won't be gone all
weekend. I'll be back in the morning.™

“Got a place to stay there?"” he asked,
cocking his head to one side again.

“When there’s no one in the apartment
I stay with a friend of my mother’s called
Betsy.”

“Sure you can go. Put down Betsy's ad-
dress when you sign out. that’s all. You
don’t need my OK on the weekends. Just
for special occasions during the week.
We're very liberal here.” he added wryly.

“Thank vou.” She gathered up the
papers he had signed.

“Come and see me any time vou have
a problem. We'll have a weekly confer-
ence. but vou don’t alwavs have to wait
for that.” He grinned. “I'm your spiritual
adviser during this difficult transition
period from girl to woman. from senior
back to freshman again.”

“Thank you very much.” she answered.
smiling back at him. But she could not
feature herself talking over her problems
with a man. and she was only accepting
his offer as she might a tea cake. not
from hunger but in order to be polite.

She blinked on reaching the daylight

and stopped a moment, looking toward
her dormitory, about which she already
had a thousand complaints. She endeav-
ored to get a line on herself, Nina Col-
man, here on this spot. to feel really here.

Perhaps it had been a mistake to come
to this college. As a matter of fact, her
reasons for choosing it were for the mo-
ment dim. and obscured by the many
doubts she alreadv had. There had been
s0o many colleges, with so many enticing
brochures. Finally it had sifted down to
this. or a Miss Hubert's in New York.
Miss Hubert's was in an old town house
full of mirrors and you had to speak
nothing but French on Thursdays and al-
ways be in by ten o'clock. And here they
were liberal. as Mr. Waverly said. It was
a word that excited her imagination
(Emory. her father. said that liberals
were the same as Communists. only too
dumbh to know it). Even so. the choice
had been diflicult and her mother had
<aid. “But darling. all decisions are dif-
ficult. If it isn’t hard. it isn’t a decision.”

The whole thing was, to tell the truth.
confusing and disquieting. She had spent
the first part of this week waiting, sitting
on the lower portion of flights of stairs
and staring morosely toward closed
doors. She did not know where anything
was. and she did not know anybody. A
Mrs. Holman. who chain-smoked and
smelled as if she did. had =aid, “We want
you to study what you want to study.”
and Nina had discovered that she didu’t
want to study anything.

he trouble was, there was nothing
Tshe wanted to be. Except thirty-five.

Other people wanted to act or write
or paint and it gave them direction. She
liked reading. so she signed up for Mr.
Waverly's course. another in psychology.
and a course with the lady who smoked.
in consumer economics.

The p=ychology was taught by a Miss
Duart. She was a follower of Jung. which
was pronounced young. Nina had never
heard of him. There had been a class in
school in psychology and she had taken
it hoping it would be about sex. which
was what psychology was all ahout any-
way. but it turned out to he about rats.
and how your eyes connect with your
hrain. Possihly this course would he
about sex. When vou got right down to
it. that was one thing she would like to
study. Miss Duart was young, with short
hlack hair and dark eyes. and Nina had
decided that any interest she took in sex
was not of a personal sort. She was eager
and earnest. more so than Nina herself.
who felt throughout their interview in-
comparably fatigued.

The feeling of fatigue returned to her
now. She reminded herself that she must
hurrv. She must take a bath. change.
catch a train and meet Mac at six.



She was still admonishing herself to
hurry as she strolled languidly along the
path toward her dorm.

She was there at two minutes to six,
under the clock at the Biltmore. It was
where her mother used to stand and wait
for some young man, and her grandmoth-
er too, but she took this venerable rite for
granted as she did so much else.

She was standing because all the seats
were taken on the banquettes that curved
behind her. She wore the fur jacket her
parents had given her last Christmas, and
in it she felt secure against some name-
less chill. People kept rushing out of the
elevators like beasts released from a
cage, and others hurried from numerous
hallways and doors. It was so crowded.
she thought, pursing her lips with dis-
approval. At that moment she caught
sight of Mac, approaching through the
crowd. He wore a camel’s hair beige
coat, a scarf and no hat.

« ello, Baby.” He kissed her there,
H in front of everyone. “Glad you
could make it.”

He squeezed her hand, held it. and led
her, with an air of possession, into the
cocktail lounge.

The room reminded her of a holiday
dance, it was so full of familiar faces.
“Everyone’s here,” Nina observed, slip-
ping out of her wrap.

He nodded. He had an air of believing
they were here because he was.

“Are you driving up with Stuart to-
morrow?” Nina asked. Stuart was her
older brother, and though he was a year
ahead of Mac at Yale, they were never-
theless firm friends.

“I am. We had lunch today.”

“You did? Where?” she asked. feeling
left out. wondering if they’d talked about
her. jealous of each of them, at the same
time proud of their relationship since she
believed it to be in her honor, and was
probably right.

“At the club. I was his guest. I don’t
Lelong to clubs, you know.”

“I know.” she answered. without ran-
cor. “Arthur left yesterday,” she con-
tinued. apparently needing to establish
everyone’s whereabouts. “Princeton starts
early. Or else he had something to do.”
Arthur was a genius. and her vounger
brother by a year. They were all so near
of an age that they were almost like trip-
lets in their competitiveness and brisk
understanding of one another.

Mac ordered their drinks. She always
drank whatever he did. “Where are you
staying?” he asked.

“With Betsy.”

“Doesn’t Betsy ever get sick of housing
vou?”

“Mother and Emory (she called her
father that, she didn’t quite know how it
had come about. The Mother she was

practicing) do a lot for her. You know
how generous they are.”

“Like all capitalists, when it doesn’t
put them out.”

“They're always very nice to you,” she
pointed out defensively.

“They are. But I don’t put them out.”
Their drinks arrived. and so did a dish of
salted peanuts. “You look very nice,”
Mac complimented her. She was wearing
a black velvet Chanel suit with gold braid
around the jacket. This was the first year
she'd been allowed to wear black.

“Thank you.” His gaze remained upon
her and she shifted uncomfortably. When
men stared at her like that it always made
her look away.

Mac reached for her hand. “Nina. I
want you to spend the night with me,” he
said.

“Mac.” She pulled her hand away. I
can't do that.”

“Why not? All you have to do is call
Betsy and tell her you've changed your
mind. you're going back to college to-
pight. Who'll know the difference?”

“That’s not it. I just can’t. Why. we're
not even engaged.”

“All right. We'll get engaged.”

“But we’re not in /love.”

“Baby. You're just that. a baby.” He
took her hand again, stroking her fingers
as though he were slipping rings on every
one. and looking down as he did so. “No,
vou're not quite, anymore. And it's time
you grew up.”

“Emory’s always telling me that. Still,
they don't get rid of Mademoiselle.”

“It's ridiculous. A freshman in college
with a Mademoiselle.”

“She helps Mummy with the house.
You know what a time we've had with
servants.”

“It might do your mother good to have
a few less and do something for herself.”

“You're always criticizing my mother.”

“No. I'm not. I think she’s utterly
charming. You know that. We have great
rapport. I tell her the truth and it amuses
her vastly. since nobody else ever does.”

¢ ou’re alwavs talking about reali-
-l ties and harsh truths. you sound
like a Communist.” she observed.

“And you act so superior.”

“I know you don’t know what I mean.
It isn’t that you're not bright, God knows.
and it isn’t your fault. You just haven’t
ever come up against reality any more
than vour mother has.”

“Well. what is it?” she asked impa-
tiently.

“It's being tired.”

“I've been tired.”

“From a morning on horseback?™

“Well. that’s still being tired.”

“That’s a luxurious tired. It's entirely
different from the kind that comes from
taking care of a sick baby. from cleaning

house and needing sleep and worrying
about bills.”

She stared down at one of the fingers
with which he toyed. She thought about
the many meanings of to feel. You felt
with your fingers, your skin felt other
fingers, you felt ill and well, cold and
hot, sad and happy, hungry and full. “I
don’t know how to tell you. About who I
am. What I am. Oh, I don’t know. I wish
I were a man,” she said vehemently. “I
wish T could go live in the West.”

“Why the West?”

“Because it’s big. I'm so tired of little,
pretty places with white fences. It’s part
of why I've always liked you. Ever since
I've known you. There’s nothing little
about you. I don’t want to be like every-
body else!”

“Then. please, Nina.”

She shook her head. She was afraid she
was going to cry. She did so love to
please. “I might get pregnant.”

“I'll take care of you.”

She took a swallow of her drink. “No.
And I couldn’t disgrace my parents like
that. I couldn’t threaten them like that.
And I don't think it's right. When you're
not married.”

“Nina. What an absolutely archaic
point of view. You certainly aren’t going
to wait until you're married. Nobody
does. You're living in the twentieth cen-
tury.”

“And I wish I wasn’t.”

« e can’t just go on like this. I
;K} know we've talked about it be-
fore. and you've always said no.
but you can'’t say, ‘No—nothing more—’
forever. Things don't stay the same.
That’s a basic law.” She caught some-
thing ominous in his voice and added
with all the other ominous things that
seemed to be silently gathering around
her it produced a moment of panic. “In
the old world you would have been right.
like everyone else. but everything's
changed and vou can’t be the only one in
the whole world without being ridiculous.™
“The only one in the whole world?”
she repeated. feeling at the very words
an unspeakable loneliness drifting down
upon her. chilling her so badly that she
pulled her jacket around her.

“Of course.” he said. sensing his ad-
vantage and pressing it. “Most girls, if
they don’t do it on their second date.
don’t get asked out again. You’re so in-
experienced, Nina. I've protected you, so
some of it’s my fault. I've been very pa-
tient because you were young. but you're
not that voung anymore.”

“Mac.” she interrupted hastily. “This
time I'll really think about it. I always
said no before. didn't I. I never said 1'¢
think about it. But I will. Just one night
-—that wouldn’t be enough. By Chrisxtmas
I'll decide. Cant you wait until then?”
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Christmas sparkled in hazy. lovely dis-
tance like a sixty-foot tree in full regalia.
“Maybe we’ll go away someplace. skiing
or something. Please give me more time.”
she pleaded. so agitated now that she
had to lift her glass with both hands.

“All right, Baby,” he agreed. because
he was confident he was going to win
and, like anyone assured of that. it was
almost pleasant to wait. “We won't talk
about it any more tonight.”

He paid the hill and helped her get
her arms into the sleeves of her coat. He
hrushed her hair hack from the collar.
Ax she felt his touch on her neck. she
wondered what it would be like. what it
would actually feel like. They said it was
ecstasy. but what Kind of ecstaxy? Wax it
every kind of feeling there wax? That
verb feel again. she thought.

She took his hand thoughtfully. her
knees were weak from some narrow es-
cape. and from something else as well.

Asx Mac had xaid. it was not the first
time he had brought up the subject of
their spending the night together. But it
was the first time he had offered a plan.
set a time and place. and thus brought it
all into the realm of the concrete.

Starting college was apparently going
to force on her responsibilities and de-
cisions that had so far been held at bay
by Mademuoiselle and just plain circum-
stances, and although she'd always felt
~he was simply too young, evidently that
was no longer an acceptable excuse.

She had known Mac since the age of
fourteen. They had met at a Christmas
dance. He gave her her first kiss. How
dreamily. after it. she climbed the xtairs,
with what blissful languor she stretched
on her chaise longue. drawing back the
drapes and looking with half-closed eyes
at the moon. repeating to herself. “I've
been kissed!”

But their first ventures beyond Kkisses
into more drastic experiments had been
accompanied hy a thousand of her pro-
tests. and each time his hand touched
some other portion of herself that hither-
to had heen hers. she was more thrilled
by fear and shame than by pleasnre. But
little by little—in the zeat of hix family’s
car, when he could get it: on the couch in
the summer house: on a lawn chair at
the heach: he persuaded her that it was
all right. that evervone did that: and at
last she came, with reservations, rather
to enjoy it.

ne hoy. one marriage. a house in
O the country. an apartment in

town. two dogs and two children.
Her junior year of college in Paris (Mac
might be there too}, a job for a vear be.
tween college and marriage. probably
with a magazine. She could see her future
as though it were her past. Passion was
~omething she needed no vaccination
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against. since she had never bheen ex-
posed to it and was never going to be. If
nothing else. it was bad manners.

And Nina shrank and shuddered at the
very thought of bad manners. She had
been standing for her elders since =he
could halance on her two feet, dropping
curtsies as she would later learn to drop
hints  (but never ask favors). =aying
please. saying thank you (her first letter
a bread and butter one).

She =aw no reason to do anything to
disturh her pattern. Still. <he was fretful
and restless when at last she found her-
elf in the bed at Betsy's apartment. Mac
said you didn’t huy a car until you drove
it first. you didnt purchase a suit until
vou tried it on. How could you possibly
know it was going to be ecstasy until
vou tried? Surely it wax different with
different people and some <hopping was
necessary. Or how could vou be sure
there wasn't someone better? The prob-
lem loomed larger as the night wore on.
\t last <he decided she would talk it over
with her mother. and with that settled.
she relaxed in jerks until finally sleep
came.

for nearly a month. Nina lunched in

town once a week with each of them:
her mother. her grandmother (whom
they called Pauline) and her great-aunt
Lily. She had always lunched on rotating
Saturdays with them. coming in from
school. and apparently this was a cur-
riculum set into her life like the waning
and waxing of the moon.

Nina had moved the lunching day from
Saturday to Thursday. over a good bit of
protest. [t involved an incredible amount
of appointment rearranging for all the
ladies. but Nina remained firm, saying
she needed her Saturdays for other things.
Thix caused resentment and consterna-
tion not only because any change did. but
also because they thought thev sensed a
new and highly undesirable defiance in
thi= maneuver.

It was almost four weeks later on a
Thur<day then. that Nina waited for her
mother on a maroon and cream striped
love seat in a foyer. thinking hard. She
had ~pent the entire previous day in the
college library reading about sex. She
had looked it up under S and had found
hooks on sex among the Polynesians. and
the =exual cyele of the frog. and the fif-
teenth century. and sexual taboos. to men-
tion only a few. and none of them touched
on where the trouble was.

She sighed and leaned back. found that
uncomfortable. and sat up again. She had
determined to reach her decision about
Mac and Christmas with cool detach-
ment. consulting every relevant thesis on
the subject. making use of all the infor-
mation and opinion at her disposal. She

It was not her mother’s turn for lunch

was not making much progress with this
mature and intelligent approach. Nina
looked upon the world as hers. That it
was a small world, consisting of a square
—in New York from Thirty-eighth Street
where Lord and Taylor was. to Eighty-
first Street where Betsy had her apart-
ment. and of Sixth Avenue to First:
radiating from there to New Jersey,
where Mac’s school had been. Connecti-
cut. where her home was. and New York
State. where her college was—that it was
a limited world. had never crossed her
mind. Except translated into that longing
we are never wholly without, for other
worlds.

She looked up to see Benson. their
chauffeur. whose grey uniform blended
with the grey of the street and of the wall
that separated the sidewalk from Central
Park. Her mother bloomed like a violet
in early =spring amongst all this austerity.
Summoning her strength. she pushed
against the door just as the doorman hur-
ried up. alarmed and apologetic. Nina
stond up. Her mother wore a sable coat
(mink was so common), but it was open
and Nina could =ee her lavender suit.
with a circular. full skirt and a tight jack.
et. A white lace fichu poured over the
lapels. her hat was of purple velvet. large-
brimmed. with feathers on the crown.
Nina was reminded of hats worn by the
Cavaliers when they were fighting for
gcood King Charles. or whoever they were
fighting for. The costume was slightly
absurd. anything but chic, extremely
pretty, individualistic, and thus exactly
like her mother—who cried, “Darling,”
and held out her arms.

*Hello. Mnmmy.” They Kkissed. and
then they walked arm in arm into the
dining room. where the headwaiter rushed
up, and held out a hand to give her
mother support as he led them to a table.

hey each ordered a sherry. I like
T)‘our hat.” her mother observed.

handing her coat to a waiter with an
appealing. sorry look and asking if he
vwould mind very much checking it for
her becanse it was so heary and then
pulling off her gloves (also purple) one
finger at a time. Her mother only wore
gloves against the cold. she hated to hidw
her lovely hands or any of her jewels.
which she liked slightly less but still
very much. A diamond glinted serenely
on her engagement finger. seeming to
nod as the light on it <hifted.

“And how is college?” her mother in-
quired.

“Fine.”

“Du you think vou’ll like your courses?
Which is the one you told me about on
the phone? Literature Through the
Ages?™

“Literature Between Two Wars. Yes.
[ like it.”




“None of you ever tell me anything.”
her mother complained.

“Oh. Mother. There’s nothing to tell.”

*And how is that man? The one you
wrote me about? He sounds so cross.”

“Mr. Waverly. He's not cross. Mother.
He's very smart.”

“He doesn’t sound smart to me. Of
course | never went 1o rollege—I begin
to =uspect there are advantages to that—
hut T don’t know that T approve of your
reading those hooks. Just because there
are sewers in the world doesnt mean we
have to go swimming in them.”

wants Us to learn to

“ + only
H think.”
“Life i~ much fuller and

pleasanter if you don’t. And speaking of
thinkers. how is Mac? T suppose you'll
he seeing him most weekends?”

“Heavens. no.”

“Why not?”

“Well. he can’t atford it. for one thing.™

“*He's forever flying off to Hohe Sound
for Easter and leaving vou messages to
call him at the Ritz Towers."”

“Oh. that’s his roommate.
mate has slews of money.”

“Nina, | wish you wouldn't use slang.™

“Well. he does. He has a charge at 21
and The Colony, and his own apartment
at the Ritz Towers. and an airplane.”

*But did vou see Mac before he went
off to Yale?”

“Yes.”

“What did you do'?”

*Oh. We had dinner at Mario®s.™

Her mother shrugged. *“Now what
does that tell me?” she demanded. “I
wonder if youll marry Mac. You could
do worse. on the other hand. I believe
you could do better.”

Nina looked at her. startled. “I never
thought about it as doing anything.”

Her mother laughed lightly. “Darling.
what else do women do? They marry and
have children. and the man they marry
determinex much about the children’s
teeth and the height and mind and health.
and everything about their opportunities
in this world. [ts the only truly vital de-
cision you'll ever make. the only influence
you have over the future of the world. and
it's the only thing you'll ever do of any
consequence.”

“Fhen if that’s the case.” Nina said
stowly, "if marrying the right man is <o
important. T suppose being a virgin is a
pretty important bargaining point. |
mean. it's all bound up with men’s feel-
ings about property.”

“Bargaining point?” her mother in-
quired. “Is that what Mr. Waverly's been
teaching you? I thought vou should have
gone to Miss Hubert’s. I had a premoni-
tion.”

“Mother!”

“And when did I become Vother?™

Hix

room-

“Well. [ am rather old to be calling you
Mummy. It sounds like <omething in a
museum.”

“In a museum. [ see. And this about
a hargaining point. if it i=n't Mr. Waver-
ly. is it Mac? Has Mac been—tryving to
convince vou—of the economic useless.
ness of virginitv in our changing. non-
feudal world? Pos:ibly he has some the-
ory that it's a passive quality that could
be lurned to a vigorous new force for
world revolution?”

*Of course not. I read it, in a book in
the library. | just happened to be in the
tibrary and [ read it in a bouok about the
fifteenth century.”

“Then =tay out of the library.”

“How can T possibly read the things
I have to read unless I go into the li-
brarv?™

“What else are vou reading?™

“Well. 1 just finished 4ppointment in
Samarra. By John O'Hara. You know?™

Her mother nodded.

“And you know that made it seem that
it was all a fraud and nobuody really was
@ virgin,”

Her mother's eyes, tragic from many an
unknown source. came full upon her.
taste of knowledge-——"" her mother mur.
mured. s Mae. | know it is. I'm going
to tell vour father, and he’ll have a talk
with him.”

“Mather. You wouldn't. I'd die. ['d ah-
~olutely die. Mac didn’t. Tt was one of the
girls, She <aid omething about the true
percentage of girls who were still virgins
at nineteen.”

*\t nineteen? At nineteen!™

“Well there arent many.” Nina said
rather sulkily, since after all it wasn"t
her fault.

I never heard of such a thing.™

“Nevertheless, it's true. In high schools.
you know, places that aren’t =o strict.
most of them aren’t by fourteen.” Her
mother. Nina saw with clarity. hadn’t the
faintest notion of what went on in the
world. She had never dealt with these
problems. she had chosen to go on bheing
a child. and <o how could she help Nina?
Children reinforce children, but they
don’t help them.

o ¢ kept vou fragile.” her mother
began softly. “we kept vou vul-
nerable and innocent. Perhaps

that was unkind. Whe knows? But it's
part of vour charm. And the only way not
1o hurt that fresh quality we kept alive
in you. the only wav not to sail it. is for
vou to keep yourself pure. Not to cheapen
vourself by being casual with vourself. [f
vou don’t treat voursell as something
precious and worth guarding. how can
anvone else?”

“And is this precious treasure my vir-
winitv?™

“You couldn’t have—relations—with a

leave
a little
of yourself

wherever you go

St ottt Hoenae

man and not lose some of your inno-
cence.”

“That makes me seem like something
measurable, something limited. Maybe
I'm not.™

But her mother wasn't really listening.
She was concentrating harder than Nina
had ever <een her do. Her eyes were slits.
and her face without itz slipping smile
was a portrait of mistrust. “To lose your
virginity involves risks yvou're not ready
to take. It's a very responsible thing to
do. to gamble with the life of an unhorn
child. There's only one sure way to pre.
vent vourself from becoming hitter and
glossy and hard. from making a frightful
mistake which vou'll regret forever. and
that is not to take the chance. This is not
some sart of <ski run. it's not a sport. it’s
<omething children <houldnt  be /-
lowed.”

\ina looked toward the candy basket
an the circular tahle directly before the
entrance to the dining room: surrounding
it on a white damask cloth were howls of
wrapes aud lohsters stretched out on
cracked ice and peaches nested on shred-
ded paper. green like grass. There was a
wonden board erowded with cheeses and
a platter of French pastries. The world's
goods had never bheen withheld from
her. she had indeed been invited to stuff
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herself, why now should she be deprived?
Apparently there were far greater delica-
cies, more sumptuous feasts. than her
eyes at this moment beheld and she felt
it was her privilege to have those too.

Her mother couldn’t help. even though
she had made a galvanizing effort. To
Nina's dismay she saw that this separated
them further than they had yet heen, and
she turned her back on the fruits and
shellish and longed to fling her arms
around her mother and ask to be taken
home. Her mother was there to take care
of her, and to do so. Mrx. Colman could
even endeavor to he grown-up: what mat-
tered was not that Nina matured. hut
that she stayed alive without getting hurt.
Mothers are for tucking in. for drying
feet (or telling Mademoiselle to do it),
for cautioning. They want their children
comfortable from birth to death. and to-
ward that end they bend their efforts for
a= long as they are mothers—which is for
as long as they live.

Nina chose French pastry for dessert,
and asked twice for the basket with the
mints to be passed. She decided that after
all. she would have to seek Mr. Waverly’s
advice. As they left the table they were
both quiet, lost in thought, and when they
kissed good-bye in the lobby. Nina saw
that her mother was troubled and weary
and depressed. and her face, if nothing
else, was fully ten years older.

y now small coteries of girls were
B well-established within the college.

These were deep attachments, many
of which would last a lifetime. yet they
had, without exception. come ahout hy
chance. The girls were not drawn togeth-
er by common interests and heliefs: but
so unyielding were these first groupings
that when. later. they did develop mutual
interests with others, they would not for
anything break up their initial circle. And
so they remained, throughout their time
in college, more or lesx hound to these
random friends. as someone east on a
desert island might feel tied from then
on to those others also shipwrecked and
stranded there.

They did not. of course. understand
that their friendships were bazed on com-
mon terror. the stufl of which manv a
good alliance is made—panic over their
new surroundings. their new roles: at not
knowing what to do or where to go. This
unrelenting fright betrayed itself in pe-
culiar ways. in a preoccupation. for in-
stance, that they might not be asked back
their sophomore year. (No one ever
failed, some were simply not invited to
return, leaving their crimes to their heated
imaginations and causing a scandal and
a trauma far more awful than a simple,

firm black F.) There were no exams. so
they could not fret over that. but their
need for something outward on which to
fasten their various dreads was consum-
ing and soon gossip ran riot. The girls
were uniformly wealthy. healthy. attrac-
tive and intelligent. with nothing con-
crete now or in the future to worry about
and. ax in a sleepy village. it was neces-
sary to invent rumors and stories. These
usually revolved about seduction and be-
coming pregnant. miscarriages in the
college infirmary (induced hy massive
doses of quinine) and abortions almost
anywhere. The rumors were quite predic-
table and always of the same Kkind.

he people who ran the college. mis-
Ttrusled by the faculty. ridiculed and

feared hy the girls, were hopelessly
naive and gullible. They liked to adver-
tise that suitemates were chosen accord-
ing to compatibility and by Rorschach
test, and that by being allowed their own
rooms. the girls were encouraged to give
reign to their individuality.

Nina had gone in late summer to
Macy's and had bought a red and green
slipcover for the bed. and green pillows.
She had been filled with hesitation and
importance. As for her suitemate. they
were friends, though they were so dif-
ferent that if they had heen picked by a
psychologist to be together, one could
discard the validity of all inkblot tests
and have one less thing to worry ahout.

Hannah was her name. She was a
large, beautiful, quiet girl. Very intense.
majoring in psyvchology. She brought into
the group Jean, a thin, sparkling Jewish
girl whom she had known at boarding
school. Nina had never met a lew hefore.
and was quite exhilarated and proud
about the relationship. though a wee bit
edgy. Nina introduced them all to Mel-
ville. who was the daughter of her moth-
er’s first cousin’s best friend in Louisville,
and she in turn introduced them to a
noisy. enthusiastic Southern contingent
who held a sort of courtesy membership
in this inner (they thought) sanctum.

These four. then, held places for each
other in the dining room. signaling vio-
lently and squeaking when one of the
group appeared in the doorwav. and he-
side each other at class and assembly
(until saving was stopped for the five
hundredth time by the frantic authori-
ties). and in the sandwich shop at eleven
in the morning or at teatime. and at the
movies in town at night. They often went
back to one of the identical rooms after
dinner and talked until early morning—
there were no housemothers. there was
no bedtime. and so they zlept when they
chose. which was practically never.

“I felt I owed it to you for you to hear it directly from me,” Mac said,
‘“and also to hear a denial of any rumors before they got started.”

They were too genteel to come right
out and talk about sex, so they skitted
around it or reached it on a high intel-
lectual level by way of modern art, Sar-
ire and The Golden Bough at around
2 a.m. They managed quickly to ascertain
that they were all virgins, a fact about
which they held diverging opinions. Mel-
ville wax a campaigner for virginity and
with it womanhood (the two apparently
heing the same in her mind); she was a
militant, crusading virgin and had made
it such a point of honor one could not see
how she would ever give it up. Jean was
more tormented. and had a rather con-
fused tendency to blame the whole thing
on her father, something that permeated
her attitude toward just about everything.
She believed he had emotionally crippled
her and her only chance lay in being
resurrected by another man. On the other
hand. her father. poor twisted soul. would
regard this as an act of unfaithfulness
and would never forgive it. and without
his goodwill she would absolutely die.

annah spoke little upon the sub-
H ject: the other girls concluded

from this that she was cold, but
they couldn’t have been more mistaken.
The giggling Southerners claimed to be
dedicated virgins. but one suspected
them of hypocrisy

So none of Nina’s friends really knew
any more about the matter than she did.
and they were all groping their way and
hadly shaken by what had befallen them.
They seemed to have been in no way pre-
pared: they had been taught on the one
hand that there was simply no question.
while on the other they were assured hy
every young man they went out with that
their attitude was Victorian and ridicu-
lous. and unless they changed right now
they would not be worth dating ever
again.

The older girls would not have heen
much more help. though some at least
had made up their minds (most. by their
senior year). It was known by midterm
who had and who hadn’t. and those who
liad were treated by the uninitiated with
awe. It was further known, when a girl
took the step. o immediately that it
seemed they all had magic mirrors where-
in they could sece her in the act of dis-
robing. and when she stepped out of the
taxi Sunday night everyvone who saw her
could tell. by her walk. the look in her
eves (usually of mizery and exhaustion).
the set of her mouth. The girls became
like experts on a dixease: they developed
an acute perception to its every symptom :
they did not need to hear the news from
the suitemate. who told her old school-
friend, who told her suitemate.
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But by midterm some sort of routine
had been established, they were settling
down and so were their fears, which be-
gan to revolve about such things as some-
how disqualifying themselves from the
lists of the many balls coming up at
Christmas.

he conference was one of the col-
Tlege's proudest innovations, an hour

once a month with each teacher. in
which the girls were encouraged to dis-
cuss freely the course and to develop a
firm teacher-student relationship. The
conference with your adviser took place
once a week, he or she was preferably one
of your professors as well, and although
you were invited to discuss your problems
at college, you were at liberty to talk
over just about anything that came into
your head.

It was almost Thanksgiving before
N\ina gathered sufticient courage to raise
with Mr. Waverly the subject always
uppermost in her mind. Even then, she
did not find it easy to bring about.

By now his room had grown crowded.
filled as it was with phantoms of hearsay.
speculation. spite and conjecture. He had
a mistress, it was said. his wife had a
lover, he had a drinking problem. It was
a fact that this was his third marriage—-
whatever that revealed about his luck.
perceptiveness or disposition. Then there
was in this small cell the shades of those
whom he had deposed: Nina's father. her
brothers. the groom. a young man who
long ago had taught her fencing: all the
people who had told her the moon was
made of green cheese. that the injection
wouldn’t hurt. that if she counted to ten
and held her breath it would go (what-
ever it was). who said yes there is a
Santa Claus—and angels and fairies too
-—each of those whom she had met so
openly and confidently. only to turn away
in disappointment and even disillusion-
ment, until she almost supposed that trust
had died.

“What have you been up to since I saw
vou last?” he asked pleasantly.

**Not much,” she said. and the host in
the room seemed to shuffle. “I've been
reading the Rubdiydt.” she added.

“So you're at that stage now.”

She sighed. “It does seem that every
time I reach one stage I think. "This ix it.
here I am, now [ know": and then I come
to another one and T think. "My, what a
child I was. When will it stop? When will
I ever grow up?” My mother.” Nina con-
tinued slowly. “is quite upset about col-
lege.”

“That’s par for the course. About now
a few begin to be, by the end of the year
they all are. What has she found out?”

“I told her,” Nina explained. I mean.
| asked her, why a girl should be a virgin
when she married.”
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“Well.” he said. leaning on the back
legs of his chair. “Well.” he repeated,
“no wonder. You did throw her a curve.”

“Why does it?” she asked. “Why does
it matter whether you're a virgin or not
when you marry?”

He leaned back so far that she thought
surely. this time. he was going to topple
over. He swung upright again. “You're
asking me whether you should sleep with
a boy or not and I wish I knew what to
tell you." He stood up abruptly, folding
his hands behind him, and began to pace.
To hear it spoken aloud, just like that, so
matter-of-factly, did much in one moment
to restore her sanity. “I wish to God I
knew.” She was very grateful to him for
not having laughed.

*I don't suppose it really matters,” she
«aid, wanting to assure him she was so-
phisticated and actually above such fool-
ish cares.

He stopped. crossed his arms before
him. and stared at her. “Of course it
matters,” he snapped. “What could mat.
ter more? It's your whole life. your whole
self, you're deciding about. How much
are you going to guard and protect your-
self, will you ever be able to trust it to
anyone, and if so. will you choose wisely,
are you afraid of every human contact,
are you not afraid enough, can you give
sponlaneousl_\'—because you want to—
and receive joyfully. and if you can.
should you. or should you learn the most
important of all lessons. to wait? My
God! No girl eighteen should ever have
to make up her mind about anything so
grave, and you sweet kids. vou never de-
cided for yourselves what socks to put on,
there was always someone there. telling
you—sometimes it seems to me you have
a 99 per cent chance of deciding wrong.”
He began to pace again, holding onto his
coat lapels with his hands, as he did when
making an important point in class. “If
I were vour father.” he continued. *I
could say, ‘Don’t.” And if you asked why,
1 could answer, ‘Because I say so. and
because I’ll kill the first boy who tries.’
But I'm supposed to be your adviser. I've
been placed—and I've acquiesced to it—
on the side of your development. your
maturing. Don’t is the only safe way. but
it isn’t necessarily the best way. It cer-
tainly isn’t the way to learn anything. on
the other hand you're all too apt to learn
some very unpretty things. Learning isn't
all good, a thing this blessed college tends
to ignore.”

“Sure you do. And I want you to.
You've got too good a mind just to

fit into that mold they had all ready for
veu before you got yourself born. You're
a bit of a rebel. and I have to admit that’s
~omething [ admire. and you have a lot
of spunk though it hasn’t had much of a

“I want to learn.” Nina ventured.

chance to show itself yet. Now those are.
I think, the best things in you. If I could
teach you nothing else,” he declared.
whirling about to face her again, “but
how to refuse. I'd have been a great
teacher. But what are you to refuse, the
panting lad from Harvard. or your fa-
ther’s interference?”

“I mean, I honestly want to learn about
the world. not only from books. even if
I don’t like what I learn; doesn’t that
rather qualify me to take a chance?”

“You think you’ll learn about the world
by sleeping with it?”

*“What other way have [?”

He stopped, placed himself in the
chair and tipped it back again. “I can't
think of a single one,” he declared. “I
suppose that the only advice I can give
i+ to tell you not to listen to anyone; not
to me. not to your hoyfriend, but to do
only what you feel is right—if you're
lucky enough to find out what that ix.”

She looked out the window. It was time
to go. Time to depart. and with nothing
settled. “All right.” she said. “Oh. 1
have a slip for yon to sign. I hate always
to be bothering you this way.”

“Going into town tonight?™

“To the opera. With my grandmother.”

“I'll tell you what I'll do. You bring
me a handful of those slips and I'll ign
them all. That'll save us both a lot of
trouble.”

“But wouldn't that get you in trouble?”
she asked.

“I'm always in trouble with them.”

“Do you really think it's all right?”

“No.” he said, “but it doesn’t matter
now. ['ve already given you carte
blanche.” He executed the curt little nod
then that told her they were finished, and
moving slowly, perhaps for all that
trailed behind her, she went on her way.

ecause they were free to leave cam-
B pus every weekend, it was a sign
you were not well-liked if you re-
mained. and one used any excuse to get
away. Nina had visited Hannah and Jean
and Arthur down at Princeton. and find-
ing herself with nothing to do and feeling
listless and depressed. the following
weekend she went home.

Benson was there at the station to meet
her. She was not quite certain whether to
hug him, shake his hand or merely smile,
but he solved this dilemma for her by
giving her a big grin, saying, “Hello Miss
Nina” (until now. she had bheen plain
Nina). and hurrying ahead of her down
the steps with her bag.

“You’re in luck Miss Nina,” he said.
placing her firmly in the back of the sta-
tion wagon as she hesitated like a be-
wildered rat over which door to enter.
“you've got a real nice surprise.”

"What's that. Benny?™

*Mr. Stuart’s coming home, too.”



The drive from the station seemed to
take no time at all. and soon they turned
into the driveway. The porch lights were
already on. streaming onto the walkway.
She jumped out of the car and ran. The
door opened hefore she reached it. and
in a second she was against her father’s
tweed jacket, smelling his pipe and shav-
ing lotion, while the two dachshunds
barked and wriggled by his feet on the
hooked rug. She could hear the fire crack-
ling in the living room. and smell the
Howers that stood everywhere in tall.
proud vases (that was it. there were no
flowers at college).

“Hello. my honey.” Emory =aid. holding
her away and looking at her a moment.
“Why my dear. they haven't changed you
too much. Go right upstairs and get
dressed. Your mother's resting—dou’t
bother her now (a refrain that repeated
itself like Saturdays throughout her
childhood). Cocktails at seven.”

~ they talked, fingering the glasses
A which Emory and her mother had
purchased years ago in Sweden (or
was it Venice? ). their privileges sparkled
and glowed about them and gave a lovely
aura. They knew themselves to be envied
and beautiful, they believed they had
more than other people because they re-
yuired it, deserved it, and knew best how
to use it. Since they considered them-
selves examples, patrons and benefactors,
they could not help but be always on dis-
play. and now it was as though at the
other end of the library there was not a
window looking out on the pool. but a
curtain that opened and closed to reveal
a sast. applauding audience. for whom
they spoke and made graceful gestures:
showing the way.

Afterward Nina and Stuart went out to
compliment the cook. whom her mother
had brought over from Austria. and then
Emory showed a movie on the side porch.
But even while they were an audience
they remained onstage. And that night
Nina slept with a deep feeling of content-
ment, for everything was in place again.

In the morning she took a leisurely
walk around the farm. and just before
lunch, Stuart challenged her to a game
of Ping-Pong.

They thumped up to the top floor of
the house where their phonograph was.
and putting on some records. they picked
up their racquets. Stuart standing with
his like a shield bhefore him. beneath a
rather ratty-looking deer’s head. shot by
Emory. They began their rally for serve.
Stuart’s eyes were =0 concentrated on the
hall his purpose might have been to ex-
plode it.

“How is Mac/" Nina asked. her ~erve
ricocheting off a red lacquer and gold
hinged Korean chest full of tiny drawers.
with nothing in them.

*“Love-one. I suppose he’s fine. | haven't
seen him much.” Stuart smashed the ball
neatly across the net. it just ticked the
white at the edge of the table as she
scrambled and missed it.

“‘He's asked me to a house party out
on the island. It sounds awfully corny.
Blue jeans—hay ride—hot dogs and bon-
fires and skating: [ guess they think we'll
be jaded with champagne.”

all the dance
**Oh, sure.” she sighed.

“Don’t you think maybhe sometimes you
should see someoune besides Mac?”

“Why? What do you mean?

“Ten-five. my =erve. You certainly don’t
give him much competition. Aren’t vou
afraid he'll take you for granted?”™

“Take me for granted?”” Rut he's mine.
<he thought.

“That's right.” Stuart delivered an casy
<hot for her to retuin: she knew he did it
to keep the game going. “Besides. vou
might enjoy a little variety vourself. |
don’t know what vou can find to talk
about anymore. And it gets too =erious
when you go out with just vne person all
the time.”

“What you're saying is that a girl
could lose her virtue.”

Stuart frowned. When he glowered like
that he looked mean. and all his sparkle
drained away. leaving his face leaden.
The expression and tone of him at this
moment had frightened her all her life.

“That's what [ mean.” he said.

“Why?" she asked. timidly. hating her
own timidity and. for a moment. hating
him for making her that way—tentative
and afraid.

“Six-sixteen. Because the kind of man
you marry is going to expect to have him-
self a virgin.”™

*And if I marry Mac?™

“He'll expect a virgin. and it won't he
himself he blames if he doesnt get one.”

“Don’t you think you have an out-
moded viewpoint? | mean. you were
brought up in another world. A dying
world. It’s not the real world.”

“It’s the real world to vou. Nina. Don't
ever forget that. People can't leave their
worlds—not their first one. It isn’t some-
thing outside and surrounding them that
they can step away from, it's something
inside. built into them. and if they try to
tear it out. they leave nasty. livid scars.
The trouble with you.” he added, *is that
vou don’t understand men.”

“What do you mean?” she asked, feel-
ing besieged by fresh doubts.

“You're not supposed to like them.
voure not meant to be nice and friendly.
Youre playing a game and you dont
<eem to know how. It's a game rather like
Ping-Pong. Men don’t like vou. vou're
« dainty morsel and they're out to gobble

uI suppose vou have him lined up for

vou up. What vou have is bait for a trap,
vou're not suppnsed to do a charity per-
formance and give the bait away.”

“It ~ounds so—horrid.” she said. feel-
ing miserable. *I don’t even want to un-
derstand it. Baits and traps.”

“If vou'd only be a little horrid. I
think that's what you need to learn.
Twenty-one-eight, my game.” he finished.

They laid their racquets on the table.
She looked out the two recessed windows
toward the field. There were still bullet
holes in the panes of glass where the bhoys
had shot at crows without bothering to
open the windows. All of them had had
guns for simply ages. Hers was only a
.22: the boys' were much more powerful.
She had never thought it fair.

“I want to be nice.” Nina nearly whis-
pered. I want to be good. I want to bhe
kind to people. to understand them. to
forgive them easily and be uncritical and
welcoming, and  indulgent  with  their
lap=es. | want to be generous, and helpful
and aftirmative.”

“Sounds like a very liberal program.
It's vou that doesnt live in the real
world. Nina.” Stuart said.

he whole household slumbered after
T]um‘heun. and if the phone rang,

nobody answered i, Nina
woke from her nap still feeling anxious
and uncertain about something. With
tea. Mademoiselle brought a folded note
un the yellow pad paper Emory used for
scribbling the endless orders and counter-
orders with which he bombarded the
household that—Ilike telegram~—brought
with them a little feeling of dismay a-
they were opened. He would like to sre
her right after tea. he wrote. On the side
porch. Ihat now? she wondered, feeling
pitiful and harassed.
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The side porch was mostly for summer
use, It had one large picture window that
viewed the field in front of the house. and
along one side of it were numerous glass
doors all leading to the lawn and pool.

Her father was already seated in a
chair on whose material blossomed un-
believable pink flowers. He stood up:
politeness was made for Emory. It gave
him a nervous outlet. “Sit down. my
dear.” he urged her, leading her toward
the couch. She did =o. and stared at him
suspiciously. There ix no institution xo
able and so apt to nurture neuroses ax the
tamily, handing them down like xecret
recipes from one generation to the next.
The central core of their family neurosis
was that the women of her mother’s fam-
ily had always regarded men as a means
for obtaining more valuable things. and
the men of Emory’s family feared and
loathed all women. How neatly these ab-
errations had intertwined. fitting so nice-
Iy they had become one and indistin-
guishable to all concerned! There was
hostility now in Nina’s eyes, and alarm
in Emory’s. "Would you care for a
drink?” he inquired.

“No. thank you.”

He reached for a silver glass on the
liquor cart. His coat of arms wax etched
upon it, a mailed. clenched fist rising up
out of some element such as the sea. Mac
had translated the Latin motto for her:
it meant hold on. She was reminded of
Stuart. Hold on to what? she asked her-
self.

« oing away to college is a turning
‘ pointin everyone’s life.” he began.
and she knew it was an address
he'd been rehearsing, perhaps he'd even
made notes on what he intended to say.
His mind never stopped, and in it he
made many speeches. He was a person
with almost no friends. only his under-
lings loved him, and in their way, his
sons. He was appalling to his equals.
That he was brilliant no one denied. and
he had a great many capacities, among
them extraordinary ones for good and for
evil. He often showed deep. intuitive
kindnesses, which he wiped out in an in-
stant by saying in anger something cruel
and unfair that he did not mean and had
not thought about. He had never accepted
responsibility for his own actions and
was thus always unprepared for the
withdrawal that followed. Indeed. he was
hurt and baffled by it. He expected to be
understood. “Your mother would like you
to switch to Miss Hubert's.” He eyed her
questioningly.

“But I don’t want to!”

“I didn't think so. You're old enough
to know what you want. that’s what I said
to her. You're not a bahy anymore!” he
shouted. making her jump. “Yes."” His
body jerked convulsively, as it did when
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he grew excited. His hands now clutched
at the flowers as though to save himself
from dropping through space. "I've tried
my best. Tried to get you up early in the
morning to hunt—you'll never know how
your mother opposed that—to have vou
make your bed, pick up your room, tried
to counteract that namby-pamby xchool. |
wanted vou to know something real: the
world isnt just tea parties and dances.
vou know.”™ The eyes he turned on her
revealed a world of demons. “There are
too many people around you all the time!
Oh. it’s not vour fault. They =suffocate
vou. 1 was the one who wanted vou to go
to that college. You <hould have heard
Pauline! *You mean they allow the girls
out without chap-er-ones?" " he mimicked.
doubling up suddenly with laughter. hold-
ing a cupped hand over his mouth. He
became serious. Hix gaze wax penetrat-
ing. and starkly sad. “It’s better to make
a mistake. as long as it's your own doing.
I was never allowed to make my own mis-
takes,” he confided to her softly.

ad Emory’s marriage to her mother,
H she wondered, when he was almost
forty and she some twenty years
his junior. been any of his doing? Of
course he claimed it was. Or had it been
the work of Pauline, of his mother, and
the numerous pressures of a society in
love with institutions. the favorite. next
to banks, being marriage?

“You're a good girl. Nina. and you're
clever.” he was saying. "but sometimes
I think you haven't got a chance. [ mean.
too much i~ asked of most people. but
sometimes [ think it’x just as bad for
those of whom not enough is asked.” A
pipe that wound its way through the walls
of the room protested as somewhere above
a toilet was flushed. The house. dating in
partz back to the Revolution. was in-
tended to be silent in its operations. and
it groaned with the modern activities im-
posed upon it. “Times have changed
from when I was young,” Emory con-
tinued. “I was young such a long time
ago. You're given a lot of freedom these
days. and attitudes are different. My
mother would have washed my mouth out
with soap if I'd ever talked about sex.
Yes. Or locked me in a dark closet. She
was a hard old gal, but she had prin-
ciples.” He sank further into the chair.
thinking about her. “Her kind have gone,”
he murmured, “and now we have another
world, and they don’t take her God or her
rules seriously. She knew. don’t you see.
I never drank until | was thirty.” he told
her shyly. “wouldnt have dared. She
scared hell out of me. I never did drink
in front of her. I don’t want to be like
that with you. If you're going to do some-
thing. I'd rather know about it. I'd like
you to have confidence in me." he said.
and in that moment with the world dark-

ening outside she did =0 wish she could
have. But she was aware that there was
soniething that wouldn't let her be hix
friend—without guessing that that some-
thing was her mother. *I'm on vour =xide.
Nina.”

He jumped up and returned to the
liquor cart, fixing himself another drink.
He went lack to the chair. “You're an
altractive girl, and I'm glad of that. Wom-
en should be women.” he declared em-
phatically, but apparently he noticed that
he was going off on another tangent and
halted himself. On the index finger of his
right hand he wore a scarab ring, set in
gold. Her mother had given it to him as
a wedding present, for luck, and he never
removed it. It was the sort of sentiment in
which they indulged; despite their ani-
mosity. they were forever blowing kisses;
now all at once she saw it was the role,
not each other, which they could not give
up. “Boys are going to try to seduce you,”
Emorv blurted out. “Wouldn't have dared
in my day. It wouldn’t have been respect-
ful. Not to somebody nice. There were
other women for that sort of thing. Now
there are no good women. Or perhaps,”
he corrected himself, “there are no bad
ones. Anyway. men are born hunters.
Sooner or later. you'll probably give in to
one. Might as well he realistic.” he said.
moodily. “Can’t hide our heads in the
sand. We have to face our world, just as
in earlier days people faced their world
and went out and with bare hands killed
the woolly mammoth.”

“Give into one?” Nina asked politely.

"“Why, yes. You know. Give yourself
to a man.”

She felt a blush of embarrassment, of
indignation, of sheer horror rising up
from the inside of her stomach, in which
there had formed a red-hot ball. You
mean you are willing? You mean you
wouldn’t kill the first boy who tried?
W ouldn’t you protect me with fierce dogs
and detectives and have me followed with
armored cars and glowering guards car-
rying submachine guns if you thought
there was the slightest possibility that 1
might be sullied? You aren’t meant to
feel otherwise. It isn’t right.

« Anyway. there are two important
A things for you to keep in mind
for the future. One is that you
mustn’t get pregnant—but I've explained
to you about all that. Didn’t want to hide
my head in the sand then. either. I came
right out and told you all about sex.
didn’t 1?" he asked fiercely.

She nodded.

“And the other is that you must re-
member vou have a name to protect. A
man’s name ix really all he has.” he said
disconsolately. He shot her a quick
glance. “In my time we used to really live
the way we seemed to live, we used to be-



lieve what we claimed to believe. there
wasn't such a gulf then between a public
and a private life. Now it seems that no-
hody really believes or means the way
they live: it's all for show. while who
knows what goes on when the doors are
closed? Well, no matter what you do in
private. your public life must remain an
example, it must be spotless.”
She swallowed with difficulty.

« ow. I got a letter the other day
\- from someone at your college
saying they were organizing a
tour of Europe this summer, and I
thought that would be something you'd
like to do. You haven't been to Europe
since you were twelve. and this is a good
way to get out of the cocoon—away from
us—off on your own. I'll deal with yvour
mother. Your mother,” he added sharply,
“is not to know any of this. If any prob-
lems develop, you come to me.”

I think I'd rather go with you all to
Nantucket.”

“Nonsense. You've outgrown Nantuck-
et. I'd about decided to take the boys and
your mother on a camera =afari to Kenya.
and I was wondering. anyway. what on
carth I was going to do with you.”

“But I'd love to go to Kenya!”

“"You need to be with people your own
age, not with lions. Besides. it's time you
were pushed from the nest.”

R hy. she thought. you are giving me
away. and not to a bridegroom: giring
me away in anticipation of the demands,
just as you insisted on partitioning off
the stables and the farm; never content
until you had given it all. overcome with
haste and urgency because it was some-
thing you might have to do sometime.

“That's right,” he repeated. nodding his
head several times. “Little birds don't
automatically fly away. the mother bird
pushes ’em. Only in this case. it's the
father.”

But she wasn't ready to be pushed!

*And bears, as well. Do you know what
they do? (She did, since he had told her
about a thousand times.) They leave the
cubs up in a tree. Well. in this case.
again it's the father. Those are nature’s
laws. Nature isn't kind, she’s cruel and
impartial. To live with her we've got to
be tough. The world has gone too soft—
ves. we've forgotten we came out of
the trees. we've forgotten we have to kill
the saber-toothed tiger—" he broke off.

“Then couldn’t I stay here?" she axked.
“With the servants? [ love it here.”

“I'm having all the rooms repainted.
Whole damn house. You couldn’t stand
the smell. And new plumbing—a new
furnace—the old place needs to be maod-
ernized. Brought up to date. Just like the
rest of us. Besides, it’s time you went out
into the world and found out what it’s all
about.” He nodded to himself several

times more. his mouth repeating silently
the words he had spoken as though he
were most taken with them.

“May | go now?” Nina asked. after a
few moments.

“Why of course. my dear.” he said
jumping up and offering her his arm as
they walked toward the door. He looked
at his watch. “Time to change for dinner
anyway. ['ve got to make a phone call. If
I don’t do it now, maybe I never will. If
you're going to do something. do it now,”
he admonished her.

lf you don’t do it now, you may never
have to do it at all. she counseled herself.
And she climbed the stairs heavily, know-
ing very well how bears who are left up
in trees by their mother (or father) must
feel.

By now Nina had concluded that to bed
with Mac was the only place in the world
she could go. She went about her ar-
rangements diligently. if with a heavy
heart. They must be together the firsi
time. she decided. not in some sordid
hotel room but in someplace beautiful.
The most beautiful places she knew were
her mother’s homes. She chose the New
York apartment.

Her mother. naturally. would refuse.
But now Nina knew that Emory would
axk only the thinnest of excuses. and the
unspoken promise that the janitor would
not be led to suspect anyvthing.

After that they would go away. Every
Christmas vacation they went away. right
after New Year's. and skied until it was
time for xchool to start again. With so
many people involved—Mac's two sisters.
her brothers. both their families. all their
friends—it was easy enough to say to
each that they were going with the other.
and then end up by escaping by them-
selves. That was the way to do it. she
told herself wearily. And she sighed for
the nine hundredth time. . . .

confided to her partner.

*Are you a freshman?" he asked.
speaking his first words since he had
asked her for the dance and they had
established their educational milieu.

“Yes.”

All at once the music stopped. they
dipped with the haste of a small boy’s
bow. and everybody clapped.

Mac came up and bowed slightly. Her
former partner nodded and disappeared
into the forest of the stag line. The music
began once more and Mac led her off as
though he had won her. “Nina. [ must
talk to you.” he boomed.

“T know.”

“And we can't talk here. When. I ask
vou. when in the hell am I going to see
vou alone? I'm so goddam fed up with
nothing but parties and vour ubiquitous
brothers and Mademoiselle looming up

u]:’ve never seen so many people.” Nina

in the doorway. and I swear to God Ben-
son has armed himself and is acting like
a cross between a hood and a Secret
Service man. And with this ring around
you. you realize. I suppose. that we
haven't been alone for one solitary sec-
ond?”

"l have the key to the apartment. Do
you want to come by tomorrow?”

“How many’ll be there?” he asked.

“No one.”

“That’ll be the day.™

“Emory gave me the key and told me
to leave it with John. The janitor.”

“May I?” A voice asked.

“Oh. Christ!” Mac murmured under
his breath.

**Around noon,” Nina called as she
was clasped to her new partner and then.
leaning her head hack, she inquired.
“Why ask. ‘may I'? I'm not allowed to
~ay no.”

“You're a saucy little thing, aren't
vou?"" he said. I chose vou because you
have an impudent nose.”

wax different. Softer and deeper and

fuller and richer and more resonant
than the male voices to which she was
accustomed. She recognized that he was
older than anyone here. except the host-
essex: he wore a Naval uniform and an
air of pleased amusement.

*Is there a prize for the winner?” he
asked. glancing at the couples surging
past them.

“This is the sort of game where you
can’t win.” she said. His dance was fixed
and stately: there was something solid
about him so0 that he seemed to have a
greater density than the other men. or
boys. here.

“So this is what it's like,” he declared.
“l wondered.”

“You’ve never been to one before? I
thought everybody had.”

He laughed. “And I'll probably never
go to one again.”

“What a blessed thought.”

“I wouldn’t want vou to look now. but
some young swain is bearing down on
you. He has pimples and bleary eyes and
I don’t think he’s your type. Shall we cut
out of the pattern and have some of that
lousy champagne?”

Without waiting for an answer. he took
her hand and led her through two red
velvet curtains to a foyer outside the ball-
room where she seated herself on a gilt-
armed couch flanked by potted palms.
He left her there and came back in a
moment with two glasses and a plate piled
with open sandwiches.

*I found food.”

“Oh. there’ll be a supper in a while.
There’s anvthing you want to drink, you
know. at the other bars.”

*I didn’t know.” He sat down. She
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She kept looking at him. His voice



leaned her head back against the sofa
and stretched her feet out before her.
sighing with relief. “Is anything on earth
as dull as a big dance?” she asked.

He turned to her. “You are. I presume.
a debutante?”

“You make it sound like a strange na-
tionality.”

“To me that’s what it is. Tell me about
it. You had a great big party, with tents
and all the ice cream you could eat. and
then everybody was obliged to ask you to
their big parties?”

« here are you [rom?” she asked.
s K [/ “Missouri.”
“Oh. I see. 1 know loads of

people from St. Louis.”

“I wouldn’t know them. honey.” he
said. obviously in no way interested in
whom she might know in St. Louis.

“But where did you go to college?”

“The Academy,” he told her. shifting in
his seat and staring into his empty glass.
His eyes followed a girl draped in chiffon.
“They grow them pretty in your hot-
house,” he remarked. “I'll try to find
those bars you mentioned.”

He went away and after a while he
came back with two drinks.

“I suppose you got on the lists because
you're stationed near here,” she com-
mented when he was again seated beside
her. “Officers, of course, don’t have any
trouble.”

“The lists?” he asked.

“For invitations,” she explained.

He laughed comfortably. “I don’t think
I've ever been on a list, except for duty,”
he said.

“You weren’t actually invited?” She
had always heard about party crashers
and knew they were as bad as Commu-
nists, but she had never talked to either.
“How did you get in?”

“Years of survival school.”

“Tell me. Really, do.”

“l was sitting in the bar—the one
downstairs with all those green drapes
around the room,” she nodded eagerly,
“and 1 saw these sweet young things
strolling by. I asked the bartender what
was up and he told me, and I decided to
come and have a look.”

“But how?”

“Do you want me to show you?””

“Well. you know, if for nearly ten
vears—heavens, [ must have been around
eight when we began dancing school—
you've wondered if there was any way in
here but through those molding curtains
that they’ve never even shaken out. much
less changed—and then some complete
stranger bobs up and the very first time
he tries, he finds a way. or claims he has,
of course you're curious. But I didn't
mean we should go exploring together.”

“Why not?” His look was intent.

“Because I don’t know you.”
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“My name’s Blakely. Van Blakely. Do
you have to know people before you go
exploring with them? What are you ex-
ploring, the place or the person?™

“Isn't it always a little of both?™

He gave her a quick glance. She pre-
tended to study her hands, but actually
she was eyeing him sideways. The fact
of his pilot’s wings and his two-and-a-
half stripes had already registered with
her. Now she tried to decode the decora-
tions strung across his chest like the
multicolored flags on a yacht. She was
the kind of person who had been raixed
to trust policemen. and she felt a spon.
taneous confidence in anyone with an of-
ficer’s uniform.

“What kind of plane do you fly?" she
asked.

He grinned. “Would you really know
if I told you?”

“I'm afraid not,” she confessed. *Well

. But is it a jet?” She wanted to
show him she knew something.

“That’s right. But here comes someone
to ask you for a dance.”

“Oh, not him. Oh good Lord!™

“He’s almost here. You'd better think
of something.”

“Take me through your secret pas-
sages,” she decided suddenlv, and she
stood up, feeling rather excited, as though
she were about to enter a cave.

They stood in a dingy vestibule, with
cards in slots along one wall. and he
placed her pink satin cloak on her shoul-
ders. “Fur on the inside,” he remarked.

“I still don't see how you did it. All
those hallways. And how did you re-
member the way?” She felt certain that
not even Stuart, who was so resourceful,
nor Arthur, who was so brilliant, could
have shown such initiative. “I feel very
wicked,” she confided.

“Where shall we go?"

“How would you like to come to a
squadron party?”

“Why, fine,” she answered, thinking
that sounded safe enough. “But I mustn’t
stay very long.”

known he would, and tremors scam-
pered up and down her legs.

“Oh, you mustn’t,” she protested, push-
ing him away—though not very hard.

“All right,” he surprised her by an-
swering, and he let her go. She saw him
smile. He pulled out a cigarette and left
her bereft.

“Where are we going?”

“Several of us have an apartment in a
hotel over by the river. We stay there
when we come to town.”

“But I can't go to your apartment!™

“There’ll be plenty of people there.
For God's sake. dont worry about it.”
The taxi pulled to a stop.

*I really don't think T should—"

In the cab he kissed her. as she had

He was partway out the door. “I'm not
going to force you, you know.” He looked
back over his shoulder. “It’s up to you.”

She followed him into the night.

They walked along a corridor and he
pushed a buzzer beside one of the doors,
which in a moment opened. They were
greeted by music and laughter, and by
a man smiling broadly and shouting hello
to Van,

The place was indeed filled with peo-
ple and their sounds and movements. The
room itself was long and narrow. There
was a mural of the New York skyline on
the wall that Nina faced. and to her right
were glass doors that viewed the river. A
phonograph was playing. to her left was
a sink and a group of men gathered
around it. “What an attractive place.”
Nina exclaimed. giddy with the relief one
feels on finding oneself back among the
species, when one has been menaced. Van
took her wrap and disappeared with it
down a hall that apparently led to sev-
eral bedrooms. She smiled at the group
around the sink and made her way, past
the couples who were dancing. to a win-
dow. Van came up beside her. He put an
arm around her and immediately a shock
ruffled through her. “How beautiful it ix,”
she said.

“Yes.” he agreed. “Do you want to go
outside a moment? We have a balcony.”

“I'll freeze.”

He laughed. “I'll keep you warm.” He
pulled back the sliding door and she
stepped onto some tiles.

« penthouse! How delightful!™ she
A commented.

“Are vou cold?” His arm was
still around her and it drew her closer.
She felt another, grander pull against
which she felt very nearly powerless.
Lighted slips moving into the night. and
currents and tides and waves and floods.
all mixed with the kiss he gave her. She
relented and succumbed to him com-
pletely. “Let’s go back inside,” he =aid.

They sat on a yellow sofa in front of
a low table. She stared at him unabashed.
in wonder. His hair was receding. His
face reminded her of the Buddha on Aunt
Lily’s mantle: it seemed so secretive and
sure about something. She felt that his
reactions to everything were swift and
accurate, and often with his fists, He was
wily and tough, she saw that, and he
exuded power as though it were his mas.
culine perfume.

“What are you staring at?” he asked
presently.

“Why, at you.”

“That’s obvious. But what about me?"

“That’s what [ was trying to find out.”

“T'll fix us a drink.”

A couple left. saying their good-byes
from the doorway. He invited her to dance
when he returned. She could hardly wait



to be swept close to him, and when the
music stopped she remained in his em-
brace. She saw a couple disappear down
the hall, their arms locked around each
other, their walk unsteady either from
drink or from passion. There remained
only a crowd of four around the sink,
deep in conversation. their hands making
sailing motions through the air like air-
planes coming in for a landing.

« et's go to bed.” he said abruptly.
L “Oh, | can’t!” she cried, stepping
away from him and looking at him
in consternation.

He sighed. “Baby, I don’t play that
game.”

“It’s not a game,” she answered, want-
ing to add if’s my life, but feeling that
sounded too melodramatic. “Please. Can't
we sit down?”

“All right.”

She sank onto the sofa, he reached for
his drink. He lit a cigarette. “Honey.™ he
began. His eves were grey-green with
startling dark lashes fringing them. They
were bright eyes. flecked with gold. So
few people have bright eyes after the age
of thirty. “I'm too old for this. I used to
do it, God knows. There was a time when
I'd have spent all night attacking your
maiden modesty and undressing you one
button at a time and I'd have bheen grate-
ful by dawn. I suppose I even enjoyed
it. I don’t anymore. You want to, [ want
to, now let’s not waste all night talking
about it when we could be doing it
instead.”

“But you don’t understand! And any-
way, I can’t just do something because I
want to.” The men around the sink left.
still talking as they struggled into their
overcoats.

“What better thing is there to do?” he
inquired. He caught her shoulders with
his hands, in a moment her head was
resting on his lap. Very surely then, he
bent over and began kissing her.

“I mustn’t,” she cried, wriggling away
and, as she did so, experiencing new sen-
<ations by no means as awful as she had
anticipated.

“Mustn’t what?” he demanded, hardly
breathing.

She jerked herself up violently and he
let go of her elbows. She realized that
his grasp had never bheen terribly strong.
She stood up. She turned her back to
him, shaking and shivering, and smoothed
out her dress and made other adjust.
ments. She walked over and looked out
the window. She picked up a swizzle stick
that was lying on top of the phonograph.
Hotel Park was stamped on it in gold
letters. “You'd never respect me, don't
you see?”

“Oh my God. Do you suppose I respect
you now?” She heard the white fury in
his voice. -

. |
“Sweetheart, don’t dance with a man |

that way and kiss him that way and go

to his apartment unless you mean it.” His

voice was pleasanter now.

|
“Will I see you again?” she blurted out. |

“What would we do?”

“Is that all you see a girl for?”

“That’s right.”

“Never because you love her?”

“I doubt if I'm capable of love,” he
said.

“Are you married?” she asked abrupt-

ly, remembering how little she knew

about him.

“l was. Not anymore.”

“Who left who?”

“I don’t think it’s ever quite that sim-
ple.” he said after a moment. “We left
each other.”

“You mean you've never heen in love? |

Not even with your wife?”
“Especially not with my wife.”
“Then you’re afraid of love!”
“What is this?” he growled. “Instant

psychoanalysis? Come on, I'll take you |

home.”

*“*And what do [ have to do to see you
again?”

“All you have to do is change your
mind and give me a call.”

“With no preliminaries? Without even
getting to know each other?” she said as
he went down the hall to get her cape.
She had so much she wanted to say. She
wanted to stay close, held in his arms.
and talk to him throughout the night.
She dropped the swizzle stick into her
purse and then. heavy with protest. she
walked with him along the silent hall,
and out into the cold.

ina had elected to meet with \Mac
. \ in a room of the apartment that

served as sitting and dining room.
She had chosen it because she preferred
it to the downstairs drawing room which
was formal. Besides, the record player
was here. She was fond of the walls in
this room which were a potent green;
walls seemed to her very important for
this rendezvous. If she could, she would
have had them three feet thick.

She was standing in the center of the
room when the doorbell rang, and she
jumped.

“Tell me the truth. Who's here?” Mac
asked suspiciously. taking off his coat
and handing her that and his scarf.

“No one. Let’s go up here. I lit a fire.”

She hesitated once in the room. “Can
I get you something? Coffee? Some cham-
pagne. or maybe a drink?”

“Whatever happened to you last night?
I looked all over the damn place.” He sat
down. “I'd love a Scotch and soda.”

“l didn’t feel well. I tried to find you.
and when I couldn’t I took a cab home. |
didn't want to he sick right there on the
dance floor.”

leave

a little

of yourself

[l wherever you go

“Christ. I nearly was. I was stuck one
hour exactly with a girl from Tallahassee.
I didn't go anywhere, I don’t see why you
couldn’t find me.”

“I was afraid I was getting that intes-
tinal flu. You know how suddenly it hits
vou. I'll get your drink.”

She went into the kitchen. She decided
to have a drink herself. She returned to
where Mac sat, handed him his glass, and
sal down. He stared into his Scotch. All
at once, she didn’t know what to do next.

“I’ve been trying to talk to you for
three solid months,” he complained. “I've
been wanting to tell you something. I've
absolutely had to tell you something, and
never got the chance. It isn’t the sort of
thing you shout over creamed chicken.”

“Yes.”

“Nina. You must listen to me. You must
try to understand and not he upset.” He
took a deep breath. “I've fallen in love.”

She looked at a china polar bear pac-
ing on the table over by the wall. It was
{from Copenhagen. That’s a long way . . .
she thought. “You've fallen in love?” she
asked politely.

“I know it must come as a terrible blow.
It even was to me. Her hushand doesn’t
know about us yet. At first it was some-
thing casual. it didn’t mean anything. or
I'd have told you. You know I tell you

(cont.onp.121) _ 119
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everything. I was going to bring it up
the weekend of the Big Game, but you
seemed so happy and confident, and I still
wasn't sure.”

Words seemed temporarily to have lost
their power to convey meaning.

“Don’t flatter yourself.”

“I've told her all about you.”

“You haven't!”

“She wants to meet you. She thinks
vou sound delightful. She said to tell you
she hoped you could both be friends.”

“You tell her I think she sounds de-
praved. And what about her husband?
Or doesn’t anyone pay any attention to
him? I suppose he doesn’t matter as long
as he picks up the check?”

“You're so frightfully moral. Nina.
He's all wrapped up in business. He lives
in the world of money. She taught me
that, Nina. There are only two worlds.
she says, the world of love and the world
of money. [ used to live in the one of
money. always thinking about it. always
resentful because I felt I deserved to have
more, and jealous of you because you
did—"

“And now you abide in the world of
love. Where, in the Ritz Towers?”

“It was only because T wanted you so
much that I started with her. I had to
have someone.” he said. shrinking unhap-
pily away from her, back among the
cushions, “And then [ found—Nina.
there's something about an experienced
mate—] could never be happy with a
child again.”

“Why haven’t you two been spending
the holidays together?”

“She insisted I see you all I could. She
wanted me to be sure. She’s terribly sen-
sitive, she understands everything—"

“And besides. her husband was home.”

“That had nothing to do with it.”

“And now he’s left. For where? Pakis-
tan?”

“For Hong Kong.”

Let me guess. Somewhere in the
world of tall drinks and love. The
Caribbean?”

“I can’t tell you where. Nina. please
don’t be this way. I've never seen you
like this. If only vou'd cry or something.”

“I’'m not in the least bit hurt!”

“If I could, don’t you know I'd give
her up. Do you imagine I don't suffer? I
can’t live without her.”

To have him sit there and tell her there
was someone in the world he could not
live without when she had always had the
sunny confidence that that person could
only be herself gave her a pain so intense
she had to freeze herself not to douhle
over with it. She tried to swallow, but she
had frozen her throat as well. and her
whole face was so taut that talking made
it ache. He seemed to grow very bright

uSo you two are going someplace, too.

there before her, as a light will just as
it goes out. She saw how handsome he
was, how graceful. Pride battled with the
wish to keep things as they were—the
struggle left her trembling, but pride
won (she would like so much to fling
herself upon him and hold him by sheer
weight and force). | guess there’s noth-
ing more to say.” she said, and because
of her immobile chin the words were
hardly distinguishable.

e seemed an eternity in going, in
H fumbling. and shufiling and mum-

bling. and she had the tiny triumph
of knowing that he also felt regret—that
it wasn't easy for him. either. to give up
something he had assumed was hix.

At last she was alone. She went into
the pantry and poured another drink.
Carrying it with a solicitude that was
hardly necessary. she found the swizzle
stick she had taken last night. and still
cherishing the drink. <he sat on her moth-
er's pink bed and picked up her mother’s
pink phone.

He was in. His voice sounded xleepy

when he said hello. She took a sip of her |

drink before saying. *Van? This is Nina
Colman, the girl you met last night.”

“Why hello.” he said.

“You said to phone you if 1 ever
changed my mind. Well, I changed my
mind.”

“Now. Honey. wait a minute. [ just
woke up. [ haven't even had a drink vet.
What's this all about?”

“You know perfectly well what it's
about. If it were two nights ago I'd be-
lieve you'd already forgotten, but it was
only a few hours ago. Would vou like to
come here? To my apartment?”’

“You mean now?”

“Now,"” she told him firmly.

“My God,” he said in wonder. “Give
me a chance to shave and get dressed.
and I'll be right over.”

“Hurry,” she told him coolly, and she
hung the receiver up carefully so as not
to make any sound. and took another sip
of her drink.

She put another log on the fire. She got
the champagne out of the refrigerator
and placed it with ice in a silver bucket.
She arranged some frozen hors d’oeuvres
on a pan and turned on the oven. She
walked to the phonograph and consulted
with herself concerning six or seven rec-
ords. Then she dabbed some Joy behind
her ears (it was her mother’s Joy) and
went and stood at the window of the
room which opened onto a balcony. She
looked for a long time at a tree, bare of

leaves. growing in its square plot of |

ground directly in front of her. on the
street. She wondered if there was anv
earth beneath New York at all. or if it
was all subways right straight down to
hell. She went back to study the fire.
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That was where she was when the door-
bell rang.

“Let me take your coat,” she said. He
was in civilian clothes today and he
didn’t look as big, and therefore. not as
frightening. She wondered if she should
kiss him right away. His eyes moved over
her, she stood still and allowed them free
passage. '

“What’s up?” he asked softly.

“Would you like a drink ?” she inquired.
“I have some champagne. It’s the kind
my father drinks so I suppose it's good.”

“Lead the way,” he said.

e followed her up the stairs and into

H the room. He went to the window

and looked out. “Is that your
garden?”

“We never use it. It's so dirty,” she
explained. “Can you help me with this?”

He came over, standing near her and
twisting the cork in the bottle. She
wanted him to reach for her but the cork
popped out and a little vapor escaped
before he poured the liquid quickly into
the glasses, and then moved away from
her to go over and pick up the china
polar bear, putting it down again without
comment.

“Who,” he demanded. “is seducing
who? Tell me what happened to make
you change your mind.” His eves were
liquid with amusement.

“Why. I just decided I was mistaken.
That | had an obsolcte viewpoint.”

**And what about all those red-hot
fears? What if I get you pregnant?”

“But you're experienced, and I'm sure
you won’t. That’s one reason—"" her voice
trailed off.

“One reason you picked me? Baby,
there’s no sure way of taking care of you.
All those risks are perfectly true and
then some.”

“Then I'm not afraid anymore,” she
told him bravely.

“You really are an innocent. aren’t
yvou?” he said in astonishment. “Has
someone jilted you? Is that it? You're
trying to get back at him?”

She was silent, engulfed in total defeat,
dumbfounded by what she considered his
miraculous intuition. “How did you
know?” she managed at last.

“That wasn’t so hard to figure out.
You're really very trusting. I've never
met anyone so trusting. You trusted some-
one and now you feel betrayed? Sudden-
ly you don’t know what to believe in?
When did it happen?”

She began to cry, despite all her re-
solve against it. He came over, sitting
beside her and putting an arm around
her. “Poor little girl.” he murmured,
handing her a handkerchief.

“I'm such a fool!”

“I doubt that.”

After a while she leaned back, feeling
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much better. Then she turned and looked
at the stranger heside her and he filled
her once more with wonder.

“I'm going to turn you down, vou
know,” he said tenderly.

“l guess everybody is.”

“I'm afraid an eighteen-year-old virgin
is more than I can take on.”

“Is it too much trouble?” she asked.

He reached for a piece of her hair and
wound it around his finger. “It could
never mean to me what it would to you.
It doesn’t mean much to me anymore.
Why. it's your life, Sweetheart (he didn’t
sound melodramatic at all when he said
it). You'd better wait for some man who's
head over heels in love with vou. who
thinks he's getting all the treasures of
the world. In a way. he is. He should buy
the champagne. give yvou flowers. let it
be his apartment. Men spend their whole
lives searching for what you've got. . . .
Don't go throwing it away. Sweetheart.”

“Would [ be throwing it away on you?"

“I'm afraid so.”

“1 had no idea it was so difficult to get
rid of your virginity.” she commented.

He laughed. He set down his glass.
which was empty. “Now I'd better leave.
At a dead run.” he told her.

“Don’t you want more champagne?”’

“No. I'm afraid my span for being sen-
sible is pretty short.”” He made a fist and
placed it under her chin. lifting up her
face and staring down into it. “In fact.
it might run out any minute. Where's my
coat?”

“Downstairs. I'll get it.”

“You stay right where you are.” he
commanded. He stood up and strode
across the room and into the hall. She
disobeyed him, following him and stand-
ing dolefully at the top of the stairs,
leaning over and watching him circle
away from her. Halfway down he stopped
and looked back up. apparently knowing
she would be there.

“Oh. come on along. I can't leave you
like this. vou'll haunt my day. You look
so goddam forlorn.”

“You mean. come with you?”

He nodded.

“But I have to change.”

“Don’t worry. I'll wait. Where’s the
Scotch? I don’t really like champagne.”
“In the pantry. I'll get it for you.”

“No. Go get dressed. And for God's
sake. don’t be so eager.”

“I'm sorry.” she told him. crestfallen.

“And don’t be sorry!”

She gave him a look of mute appeal
and rushed into her mother’s room.

« re yvou enjoying yourself. Infant?”

A he asked. turning to her abruptly.

It was late that afternoon and

thev were in the Village at a jazz concert.

She nodded. “And you?” she asked
timidly.

“Yes.” he marveled. “I guess I am. But
wehe got to think of someplace for you
to stay.”

“We've called all the hotels that I know.
You know how the holidays are.”

“Don’t you have some girlfriend with
an apartment? Where did I take you
last night?” he asked suspiciously.

“That was my mother’s friend’s apart-
ment. but she left for Connecticut this
morning.” Nina said, telling him the
truth. and neglecting to add that she
could still join her brothers skiing, since
he would ship her to them on the next
train. "But don’t worry about it. I'll work
out something.”

“Oh. for Christ’s sake. All right. I'll
go call my hotel. It’s so crummy they're
bound to have a room. But I'm not going
to have you on my hands this whole leave!
And quit looking =0 woebegone.”

Tears sprang to her eyes. “I don’t want
to burden you.” she gulped.

“I'm sorry.” he told her. “I shouldn't
have said that. Now cheer up. I'll call
and get you a reservation and then we'll
eat. Where would you like to have din-
ner?”

“Anywhere.” she replied, brightening.
“I'll go anywhere you want.”

“I know that.” he sighed. “Now blow
vour nose like a good girl.”

or the next several days they were

F with each other almost constantly.

They had gone to practically ev-

ery bar and nightclub in New York. his

leave was up. school would begin tomor-
row and she was desperate.

“Van.” she said, turning an open face
toward him.

“What's that?”

“When I go back and you come down
te town. you know, for weekends. would
vou stop by college sometimes? Tt’s right
on your way. I'll pay my share if you'll
only take me out for a beer or something.
and then go right on. I have some money
from my father's mother—she left it to
me. You and your car, you'd be a sensa-
tion. Only when you have a little extra
time. You see. I went around with this
Mac for so long and now there isn't any-
one who'd even think of taking me out.
and it’s awful to be on campus all week-
end. You just don’t know. And if you
came around. they’d forget all about Mac.
I'd be the talk of the college. I'm sorry
to use you like that.”

“Idon’t mind. I rather admire it in you.
You can be astonishingly shrewd.”

He took her hand for a moment. exam-
ining the palm as though he were read-
ing her fortune. But then he let it go.

Almost every Friday on his way into
the city Van would roar up to the
main gate in his car. an Austin-Healey.
She was always ready. and waited un-
der a tree. Once or twice he took her



into the city, sometimes he took her to
dinner in the village adjacent to college.
He did not let her pay her way. He com-
plained that he didn’t know what he was
doing with her and told her it was time
she started looking for someone her own
size and quit picking on him. He said he
still felt nervous at the thought of tak-
ing her across a state border. and was
she sure she wasn't sixteen. Of course she
knew when he roared away again it
was to sleep with some other woman. and
sometimes she thought she couldn’t hear
it. Patience. she said to herself.

On Thursday nights Hannah, Jean,
Melville and Nina usually had dinner in
town at a place that served hot. sticky
rolls coated with raisins and nuts. and
then they would go to a movie. One
Thursday, after returning from the flicks
(as she fondly called them), Nina de-
cided to take a walk around campus be-
fore going to bed. It was a cold night.
with the stars as hard as diamonds, scat-
tered thickly in the sky. As she passed
the main building. she saw a light stream-
ing onto the pavement from Mr. Waver-
Iy’s window. She faltered, started on, and
turned back. In a moment she was knock-
ing on his door.

“Why, what a pleasant surprise.” he de-
clared, laying the book he had been read-
ing, open. face down, on the desk. *What
brings you into my lair?”

“I saw your light. I hope I'm not both-
ering you.”

“Certainly not. You're a welcome
change. Sit down.” He cocked his head
on one side. a habit with which by now
she was well-acquainted. Perhaps he xaw
the world better that way. “Books are dry
things at best. I've devoted most of my
life to them only to find that they don't
much matter.”

< hat are you reading?”

;xl “Housman. Sometimes he’s

almost as good as a friend.”

“War and death and drinking and
undying friendships and women without
faces in a havstack. I guess he's a man's
poet.”

Mr. Waverly laced his fingers behind
his head and leaned back, regarding her
with merry eyes.

“So you're having man trouble,” he
said slyly. “I guessed it must be that.”

She blushed and smiled. “I suppose I
am. How did you guess? By my work?
Isn’t it any good?”

“Adequate. Never anywhere near what
it could be. But that isn't how I knew.
What's the trouble? Would he rather re-
main a man than settle down with you?™

“Can’t he do both?”

Mr. Waverly shook his head. “I rather
doubt it,”" he said.

“He thinks men are only happy until
they marry.”

“There’s a kind of man that's true
about. A kind of man not meant to marry.
Hell, marriage is something women
thought up for their own use anyway. and
the female only tricks a man into think-
ing he wants it.”

“Am [ so wrong to try?” she asked
earnestly, leaning forward in her chair.

*“No, Nina. You're not wrong. It’s the
way you're made. Men long to be free.
women can't afford to let them be—no-
body ever quite wins. but then nobody
ever does anyway.” All at once she could
see in his face his own disillusionment.
and she knew just how unhappy he was
with his wife. That kind of near despair
could only come to one who once had
carried his banner high and ridden the
white charger proudly. To be disap-
pointed. your hopes had once to have
been brave and great. “But don't worry.
You'll win him. whatever you hoth lose
in the process. He hasn’t a Chinaman’s
chance.”

She knew it was really himself he was
talking about and she said gently. “But
the other way might be even worse for
him.”

Their eyes met, startled by an immense
recognition; in another moment she got
up and left him alone with Housman.

her for a drink in town and was now

pulling to a stop before the main gate.
It was still early in the evening and he
seemed surprisingly nervous. He snapped
on the radio and lit a cigarette.

He reached for her hand. I don’t dare
kiss you, you know.”

Do you want to kiss me?”

*I'd like to climb right into bed. right
now.”

She laughed delightedly. I thought
you didn't.”

"So now you know. Do you still want
to go away with an old man like me?”

“Youre not old.”

“Does that mean yes?”

She nodded.

“Are you sure? I'll do my hest, Sweet-
heart, but I can’t remember all the things
that might bruise a fresh young sprout
like you.”

“"You could start by not calling me
Sweetheart.”

“I'll try,” he promised. His nervousness
had disappeared. “The exec and his wife
have an island down South. It's hers ac-
tually. she inherited it. There’s a beat-up
old house on it, a couple she inherited
along with the property and an air strip.
They're very generous and said I could
use it. Do vou have an Easter vacation.
because I still have a lot of unused leave.
Can you get away?”

“Yes.” she said. She remembered the
importance of being matter of fact. *What
shall 1 do so | don’t become pregnant?™

Il was already March. Van had taken

“I want you to go to a doctor. Tell him
vou're going to be married. Don’t tell him
too much. People who are lying always
explain too much and that makes every-
one suspicious. After all, they've lied too.
What will you tell your family?”

“Thev're going fishing in Mexico. My
mother hates it, but [ guess she doesn't
know that. She likes the way it makes
her friends feel. One of my friends asked
me to Bermuda for Easter and 1 was
coing with her. I'll tell Jean to tell her
father I'm spending the holidays with my
family after all. Theyre Jewish.” Nina
explained. *so my parents don’t know
them. They’ll never find out.”

He laughed. “We have to go to Pax
River for some testing.” he said, falling
into the jargon of his Navy code. “I won't
be back until nearly Easter. Can you plan
everything by yourself?”

“Oh yes.”

“It isn’t all bells and rockets the first
time. you know.”

“I've heard,” she told him. and after
he drove away she went to her room and
fell into a long and peaceful sleep.

Her friend:s might have been fellow
astronauts preparing her for a shot to the
moon. so involved did they become in
helping her with preparations. Jean en.
tered wholeheartedly into the conspiracy,
and they devised elaborate plans about
forwarding telegrams should that be nec-
essary. Melville was disapproving, but it
would have been hard to withhold con-
sent since—with or without it—Nina was
going to do what she was going to do. So
Melville gave her help. and in doing =0
~howed a good deal more sense than many
of her elders who do not realize that peo-
ple want their friendx to agree with them
and not to advise. She accompanied Nina
on a shopping trip, and Hannah went
with her to the doctor. She had never
been examined by a gynecologist before
and it terrified her.

During the last few davs she clung to
her friends as if she were being sepa-
vated from them forever (which, in a way.
she was). She was prompted to give them
each a present.

She had her hair cut short, she bought
new luggage and repacked everything
three times. She was beset by countless
dreads.

early in the morning. at La Guardia

airport. The plane was owned by a
group of four and they rented it out
when they didn’t need it. Van said it was
the only business venture he'd ever been
involved in.

It seemed right to her that they should
start off together flying; they circled once
around the city, by now growing light.
Its spires were shimmering and violet
like something in a fairyland. She was
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She met him while it was still dark.



singularly unafraid. she didn’t really be-
lieve in death, and the sudden dips of the
plane, the occasional waggle, corre-
sponded precisely with her feelings.

They stopped in Carolina for refueling.
and a beer and a sandwich. The day was
nearly over and she was stiff with fatigue.
At last they reached the brilliant. pure-
toned blue sea and her gaze plummeted
right to its sand bottom. A huge turtle
swam lazily far beneath them. like a
shadow of their plane.

The sun was sliding behind the sea
when thev arrived at their island. He
flew several times around it. so low she
could see the pale beach melting into
water that was turning purple: a line of
palm trees separated sand from scrub,
and a low house stood in a cluster of
enormous, protecting trees.

They were met in a jeep by a broadly
smiling colored man, and they left the
plane standing there. “I feel as though
we should do something about it. Curry
it, walk it around to cool it off,” she said
stretching rapturously. feeling the salty
breeze on her face. “It’s almost indecent
for a machine to fly.”

“We'll curry it tomorrow.” he assured
her. and they bounced away to the house
which was large and low, with a veranda
all around it and a tin roof above it. “I
do love roofs.” xhe said to Van. "I don’t
care so much about living in a house. a
boat would do, but I mnst live beneath
a roof.” She entered the living room
which was hig and filled with a lacy light
that filtered through split bamboo shades
and swinging strips of bead< which hung
at the doors. There was a quivering effect
from leaves and blades of grass which she
noticed when she entered the place. and
~he could hear the waves of the sea. “Oh,”
she said, “do you suppose some people get
all their happiness for life at once? In
one sloshing pailful? I think it’s better.
if they do, instead of having it spread
thinly through their vears. But it’s almost
too much.” The airplane motors still
droned in her ears. mixing with the surf,
reaching deeply into the ocean and bring-
ing up. dripping. a moment of perfect
hliss. “Look,” she said. pointing toward
a black lacquered coffee table, “there are
even orchids.”

« hat was probably Shirley.”
I “Shirley?”

“The one who owns this place. [
got drunk one night and told her myv trou-
bles—you being my troubles—everyone
is always confiding in Shirley. She’s the
one who comes to the wife when her hus-
band is killed. She thought if I was so
worked up over you I might as well do
something about it. She said obviously
you wouldn't mind. She made all the ar-
rangements for us here.”

“She must be very kind,” Nina re-
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marked dutifully and somewhat doubt.
fully.

Dinner was prepared by the caretaker’s
wife. and they had fried chicken and
spoon bread. and despite a trepidation
that did not disappear even with three
cocktails and wine (an insistent appre-
hension, like the drone of the plane mo-
tors in her ear), she ate with relish.
An enormous full moon had risen and
grandly it took over the sky while they
sat once again outside for coffee. They
listened to the insect noises. There was
something that hissed periodically, sound-
ing like the signal for an elopement. Van
sat down his cup with deliberation. “Are
you tired?” he asked. smiling teasingly.

“Yes,” she said obediently.

He stood up without saying anything
more. He reached for her hand. and she
got to her feet unsteadily. She walked
beside him across the living room. along
a hall, into the bedroom. She stood un-
certainly by the bed. feeling very lost
and lonely.

*“No. Leave on the light, my luscious
darling.” he said.

hen she came out on the veranda
sg/ the following morning, he was
drinking a beer in his bathing
trunks and a terry-cloth robe. He had a
hairy chest and hairv legs. both were soft
and nice to feel against her. A ray of
light glinted on the gold of his elaborate-
ly carved Annapolis ring. She reached
for a hibiscus and stuck it above one ear.
Her feet were bare. “Feet are so won-
derful. Feet are the most important
things.”

“The hell they are,” he said.

“May | have some beer too?”

“You're too damn sweet to drink beer
before breakfast.”

She pondered this. “Then let’s go for
a swim.” she suggested.

“Very well.” he said agreeably.

He swam with long. even strokes. his
hair matted and beaded with water drops.
She laughed and told him he reminded
her of a walrus. She <at on the sand. her
legs buried in the warm. heavy comfort
of it. He shook himself and flopped down
heside her. “How about bringing me my
beer?” he asked, and she got up quickly,
going to the veranda and returning in a
moment with the golden can. “I always
had so many appointments,” she remin-
isced. =itting down and gathering the
sand over her again as though it were an
eiderdown. “Even during the holidays.
We never reallv had holidays. There was
always riding. tennis. swimming. fencing.
archery—discus throwing and shot puts
and javelins.”

“What in God’s name were they train-
ing vou for?™

*Oh. you know. For grace and bodily
ability. And if we went on a picnic, the

chauffeur was sent ahead to set up a
table—my mother had one that Elsie de
Wolfe designed especially for my aunt—
and the butler brought the food in bas-
kets and Thermoses. We were so well-
equipped for everything. When youre so
well-equipped, you keep feeling obliged
to do something with the equipment.
Why.” she exclaimed, “we have nothing
all day today we have to do!"” She glanced
at him. “You've given me so much,” she
said.

She reached for her flippers and stood
up abruptly, overcome by her tribute to
him. or her confession. She hurried down
from the warm sand into the cool water.
She put on her flippers and pulled her
face mask down and fell into the sea.
<kimming along toward some rocks. The
light appeared to radiate from tiny points
like stars beneath the surface. spreading
their yellow rays in a rich element that
grew darker and colder the deeper one
dived. A school of fish swam by. or rather
she joined them in their pursuit {or
flight). She stretched out her arms and
spread apart her feet. nodding like a
buoy with the soft swell of the water.
breathing heavily through her snorkel in
some complete and perfect rhythm.

She came out into the warmth of the
land again and was welcomed by the sun.
She felt better here and knew that the
earth was the only thing she really trusted
in the world. The sky above was immense
and by now. white-hot. She sat down be-
side Van. He was looking through half-
shut. indolent eyes toward the water.

“Do vou see something you like?”

“I see everything I like.” he told her.

She began to heap warm sand upon
him. She did not stop until he was fully
covered. “There,” she declared with sat-
isfaction. “That’s better. I want to keep
vou safe.”

ina returned-to college with a deep

\- tan. her hair sun-bleached. and her

laugh lustier than it had been be-

fore she left. Her body had subtly gained

in ripeness what it was losing in lean-

ness. Her eyes had the glance. some-

times, of those who had looked upon for-
bidden rites.

But these changes were not enough to
startle the faculty and administrators.
and while the other girls recognized her
symptoms, they had problems of their
own. so nobody rushed out at her as she
had half-expected. crying Ha, ha! Now
you’ve done it! and she was left surpris-
ingly to her own devices (her parents
having stopped in California on their way
back from Mexico. Pauline and Lenny
being still in Florida. and Aunt Lily forty-
five floors above ground with a nastv
cold).

Van had made no mention on their re-
turn as to how they were to continue. He



seemed to be leaving it to fate, confident.
like most Navy men, that whatever hap-
pened, he would remain well-supplied for
all his needs. The new squadron had long
been formed, and they were preparing
for another cruise of the Mediterranean,
beginning in May.

the world for her to plan to join him

abroad in the summer. She would
drop out of her group without letting her
parents know once she was safely over
there and she would meet him at the vari-
ous ports to which he was going. What
could be simpler? She was excited
enough at the prospect of being with him
in all those alluring places so that she
was only depressed for a little while
when she saw him off one midnight. The
vast ship was strange and forbidding. its
dim lights casting more shadow than
brightness onto the pier.

She watched him climb the gangplank
and return the sentry's salute. a duffel
bag slung over his shoulder. then she
went to the waiting cab. She looked
back once at the towering structure. It
looked like a city block floating there
on the black water. She tried to imagine
how it must look from the sky. and she
thought that it did not seem to her that
Van had chosen a very safe way to make
a living.

Van reached Marseille three days after
she did. She had already inquired as to
someplace they might stay, somewhere
1omantic and smelling heavenly and in
the country, and she had been lucky
enough to secure reservations in what
the travel agent assured her was just the
spot. She had even seen to hiring a car.

It was fiercely hot as they sped by
poplar trees in military rows and fields
as smooth as folded sweaters. Still, they
kept the top of the car down.

“It’s marvelous,” she declared. leaning
back in the seat and digging her bhottom
into a more comfortable position.

He wore his flier’s glasses, covering
nearly a third of his face and giving him
an owl’s look of intelligence and mystery.
“How about some more wine?” he asked,
his attention on the dusty road. Per-
spiration trickled down her legs. She
waited for it to reach her toes. where the
hot wind from the opening in the dash-
board would turn it cool.

They had a swim right away in a some-
what slimy pool, but in her mood of wel-
come and large embrace. the slime only
proved that the pool was Roman, as the
hotel claimed. She paused by a curly-
headed stone lion out of which water
spurted, and caught some in her cupped
hands. She watched earnestly as it ran
through her fingers, then she rolled over
several times, looking up at the ragged
hills. Her body felt lithe, obedient and

It had been the most natural thing in

magnificent there in the water. and she
could not imagine that any of its parts
could ever give her pain or trouble. She
wondered if she would ever be this free

again.
So they satiated themselves. they
drenched themselves sometimes in the

sea and sometimes in the sun. There were,
of course, the periods of time when he
was at sea and she waited, but even that
was absorbing. There is no feeling quite
like that of being young and alone in a
strange city—with money to burn. She
bought things and when they were to-
gether. they both bought things. They
were rich in every meaning of the word.
She fell in love with everything. every
day; she didn’t even mind the crooked
streets. with dirty. skinny boyx and blind
beggars. She could not quite bring her-
self to find offense in anything. She
rented a car again. took driving lessons
and with the superb confidence of com-
plete inexperience. she drove herself from
one port to another. in one country and
another. She drove by red gorges and
orange groves and thatched peasant huts.
a bandanna around her head and sandals
on her feet. She drove through storms
and stopped for gas advertised in lan-
guages she had never laid eyes on be-
fore. She drove from France to Spain,
from there to Italy and on to Greece. She
arrived always well ahead of Van and.
with street maps in hand. set about find-
ing the best available lodgings. These
invariably had marble floors and green
shutters that were closed all dav and
opened at night to reveal a view. generally
of the Mediterranean. He would come
loaded with cigarettes and liquor from
the PX to find flowers and fruit in bowls
about the room. He was saving for noth-
ing. worried about nothing. and they
neither of them thought twice about the
cost of anything. “Nina knows the value
of everything and the price of nothing,”
he said once affectionately. Their routine
was lovely, and inflexible.

of the squadron and occasionally

they went to one of the clubs for a
dance. She enjoyed that thoroughly but
didn’t tell him so, since he much preferred
the grubby little bars where sometimes
someone played a guitar, with a beauty
the more striking for coming as a sur-
prise. One of the pilots was killed: she
wanted very much to talk about it. which
Van refused to do. He held a solitary
wake for his friend by getting drunk and
staying so for two days and nights: qui-
etly. furiously. unreachably drunk.

But that seemed to take care of his
mourning. or whatever it had been. and
soon they were out again in the sun-
soaked \lediterranean world. streaming
with color and radiant confusion.

Sometimes they joined other members

The cruise was to last seven months,
and college started again the twentieth of
September. He was proceeding on through
the Near East.

This pulling up of tents, this sad cast-
ing off —the dissolution of a situation—
left her melancholy. Afterward she
walked through the streets with tears in
her eyes, all too aware that every good-
bye is forever, that if we meet again we
will not be the same.

He went with her to the airport. The
big hangar of a building was jammed
with people carrying cameras and baskets
that bulged. Everyone was in disarray,
like laundry blown down from a clothes-
line. The men wore rumpled suits and the
women cotton dresses with dirt stains
adding to their patterns—they held onto
little boys with shirttails out and buttons
missing. and girls with every bow untied.
There was nobody who did not have a dis-
traught air. and you felt that all you had
to do was pull a handkerchief. a sash.
to have the person unravel completely.

m ou’ll write?” Nina asked. It seemed

i strange to be again in dark. tight

clothes. constricted by stockings,
hampered by high heels.

“Sure.” he agreed. his eyes filled with
that curious enmity that affects us when
anyone dares to go away.

She realized that at the moment things
once again hung in the balance, that he
would be very glad to melt into the
crowd and never see her again if it meant
all this—airports and farewells and tears.
the whole night before. She must fix a
time and place in the future to which he
was committed.

“It's all right.” she smiled brightly.
“I'm all set now. There's no point in
waiting. I hate public farewells. Go get a
drink . . . get two. and have one for me.”

The dark look on his face lifted. He
shuffled his feet a little, a movement
which was unlike him. since usually he
stood like something that has grown in
that same spot for centuries. “Are you
sure?” he asked.

“Certain,” she said cheerfully.

Then he gave in, expansive with grati-
tude. “I'll see you in November, Tiger,”
he murmured, drawing her to him.

“And it’s all right if I look for some-
place for us to live? An apartment or
something? You know how you feel about
desk clerks.”

“I guess we have to live someplace.”
he acquiesced.

*“And vou don't mind if T fix it up a
little? We've already bought so much
stuff.”

“Sure.” he said. and he kissed her—
with some difficulty. for all the furs and
baskets and bags and boxes that bristled
between them. She was the first to turn
and walk away.
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In its brochure the college hoasted
that it developed self-reliance. inde-
pendence. self-determination and resouce-
fulness in it pupils. So one might sup-
pose the authorities would be well-
pleased that fall with Nina. But the
truth was that they didn't like these
qualities any more than any other insti-
tution doe. <.recognizing them as subver-
sive and potentially inflammatory. so
Nina’s various teachers in the confer-
ences with each other no doubt expressed
concern about her and passed it on to
the higher-ups. They could neither isolate
nor define their suspicions. however: and
when an organization makes trust a mat-
ter of policy. it reduces to the infinitesi-
mal its ability to protect itself. So they
did nothing.

Mr. Waverly was her adviser again this
year, and she was continuing in psychol-
ogy, this time with a man who had stud-
ied under Adler. She was taking another
course in French literature. and one in
community planning which was all about
“how your town operates.” She found that
one unspeakably dull.

She was quick to locate a small house
for rent, complete with fireplace. almost
exactly between hers and Van's two bases.
It was part of a development. one of those
operations where the street lights and
trees and supermarket. the school and
church and laundromat, indistinguishable
one from the other. are flung up all at
the same time. It was situated on a re-
claimed swamp, so that the birds still
came back from time to time and circled
above the rows of houses, looking down
and calling anxiously.

she had met briefly last spring at

the change-of-command ceremonies,
where Van's things were apt to be stored.
She had written. asking that they be sent.
He must he tired of having his belongings
all in suitcases and trunks someplace oth-
er than where he was. She could not im-
agine living without her possessions. Her
being ¢lung to them with threads (glim-
mering softly) as firm and delicate as
any spider weh.

Unpacking what she had bought. they
had bought and what he already owned
turned out to he quite a chore. She
opened the aluminum trunks that arrived
encased by steel bands, his rank and
name and serial number painted on them
in wide, firm black letters. She took out
rippled shells of killer clams and glass
balls wrapped in fish netting. a rifle. an
Egyptian fez, a kimono with the moon
and stars on its back. There was a chain
leash, an encyclopedia for 1951. a long-
stemmed clay pipe. a map of a portion of
North China. a heer stein from Heidel-
berg. A pair of binoculars, a tape record-
er, a portable phonograph, a movie cam-
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She had learned from Shirley. whom

era (all of these were .Japanese). There
wax a photograph album which she sat
right down and examined. staring deeplv
at a picture of him and a dark-haired.
smiling woman she presumed to have
been hix wife. She peered at her—=xo long
you might have thought she was waiting
for her to speak—and decided she looked
pleasant enough.

She studied the relics with all the care
an archeologist would give to buried pot-
tery. dusting them off reverently then.
and placing them on shelves about the
house.

an came back early on a Thursday
s/ morning. flying off the carrier and

arriving two days ahead of it. Shir-
lev was notified by cable and phoned
Nina at college.

By the time she heard the planes in
the far distance they were already ap-
proaching the field. wing to wing. some-
thing ferocious about them. as though
tliey might have been coming to tear up
the landing field. The wives and chil-
dren that huddled around the waiting
cars now surged forward, the wives
stumbling. running and sobbing (had
they ever loved their hushands so much
as at this moment and the one when he
had left?). while the children rushed
ahead of them. screaming. Daddy!

She waited with the soft rain falling on
her hair until he came up to her. his
eyes the same grey as the sky so that he
seemed to carry two chunks of it about
with him even when earthbound. Tears
of joy and relief mixed with the rain on
ker face as they kissed. “But how did you
get home so early?” she asked when she
calmed herself enough to speak.

“It was a mock attack. The Air Force
was supposed to intercept.”

“And you got throngh?”

“That's right.”

“How wonderful.”

“You wouldn’t think so if it had been
for real.” he said. and she wax reminded
again of his power. and looked uneasily
up at him in all his strange and awesome
gear. Then they drove to the house. and
<he ponred a beer into his stein from
Heidelberg while he changed into some
slacks and a shirt he had brought with
him. Next he walked around. picking
things up and setting them down again.
without comment.

He went over and sat in a chair she
had placed before the television. “There’s
something they try for on an airplane.”
he remarked at last. “Not to make it
beautiful. but just more eflicient. They
call it cutting the drag. This place has
cne helluva lot of drag.”

“Is anything wrong?” she asked. feel-
ing suddenly exhausted from all her en-
deavors.

“Only that you’ve made us a nest,” he

answered, not smiling. “People think of
birds as free, hecause they can fly. But
they're not free. A bird’s whole life is
built around the nest. I guess it's great
if you like nests. Like as not if you see
some male bird flapping about he's on
an errand for the female, and she’s going
to scold and complain when he comes
back. All animals are imprisoned by their
instincts and human females are as well.
and it’s only given in the whole of crea.
tion to the male of the human species to
choose. It's a very special privilege and
he cherishes it.

**So you've brought me down to earth,”
he finished. guessing her thoughts so well
that she shivered.

“Bnt Van! I only wanted to make you

comfortable and happy!”
He grunted. “Is there any vodka

around’?”

He drank orange juice and vodka and
watched television the entire day. Around
one she asked him if he weren’t hungry
now, and he agreed (without removing
his eves from an old cowhoy movie) that
he could eat a sandwich. After that she
came and sat beside him, waiting for him
1o reach out. to stroke her hair and take
her hand. But he did not reach out. She
kad dinner all prepared. and at seven she
asked him if he would like something dif-
ferent to drink. a martini, perhaps. be-
cause it would =oon be time to eat. He
was by now watching a murder mystery.
and xaid fine. he'd like a martini. She was
afraid to interrupt him. and brought him
his dinner on a tray, and he did not say
a word except to ask for brandy after-
ward. and if there were any cigarettes.

When the program was finished he got
up and flicked off the set and sat down
again sideways in the chair with his legs
over the arm. He stared at her in the de-
tached. appraising way she had some-
times seen him look at other women and
after a while he said. “How did you find
out where my things were stored?”

“l asked Shirley.”

“You shouldn’t have done that. Not
without asking me first. You're a very de-
termined young lady. arent vou? You
seem to have some idea that hecause you
want something it automatically becomes
your due.”

plained. T thought of course you’d
be glad to see them again.”
“There’s no of course about it. Beware.
my child. of the world’s of courses. ‘Of
course you'll want to come, to see, to
serve. to help, to give’—it always involves
parting with something. OK.” he said. his
eves roving up and down her casually.
“let’s go to bed.” . . .
Nina knew that she must be pregnant
a week or so before she went to the doc-
tor to confirm it. By now spring was ap-

u]: only meant to please you.” xhe ex-



proaching. and sometimes she caught a
whiff of hyacinth. perhaps only from a
greenhouse or an open-air flower shop.
She breathed deeply of the sweet scent.
and wax filled again with wonder at all
her eyes beheld. in love. like a frolicsome
puppy. with the beautiful fragrance of
things. with rolling leaves and blades of
grass.

She reached the house hefore Van and
walked leisurely inside: it was all hers
once more. just as she had ordained it.
It was growing dark outdoors and she
flicked on the lights. satisfied at the sight
of 0 many objects. Mine. she said to
herself dreamily. .1/l mine . . .

« hat did von sayv?” Van asked.
‘ x / She spread upon him her slow,
radiant. luxuriant smile. “But

vou heard what I =aid.” she told him.
thinking. with surprise. that after all. it
was his baby as well. and feeling very
[riendly toward him for that. Hix part in
things of course seemed so slight and
transitory that she could not quite take
it seriously; still. it was something to he
polite about.

“I knew vou'd resort 1o just about any-
thing.” he =aid (uietly. *Anything to have
your way.” His face. which had fright-
ened her so often lately. was as hard as
she had ever seen it and she lovked at it
in wonder. because it did not move her
now. “I thought even you would be above
a thing like this. I thought I'd made you
realize that I would not he trapped. Yon
planned it, didnt you? You thought
vou could trick me. didn’t you?”

She was xilent. staring at him still.

“Answer me.” he snapped. and she
jumped.

“I told you. I had no idea.™ she insisted.
“No plan. T didn’t even think what would
happen next.”

“Oh. yes you did. No woman gets her-
self knocked up without knowing exactly
what she expects to gain hy it.”

“I'm not asking anything of you.”

“That's good. Because you're not get-
ting anvthing. Not a dime. not an ounce
of help. and certainly not me.”

I didn’t do it to get you.,” she whis-
pered. Even he couldn’t alter this, she
thought.

“I'll send for my things.” he said.

“T'll get them packed.” she answered.

He came to where she stood. He put
hixhands on the upper parts of her arms.
holding them fiercely. She felt him trem-
bling with the effort not 10 hold her hard-
er. until it really hurt. She <aw it cost him
all the discipline he had not to harm her.
and she realized. but without alarm. that
if he started. it was well within his poten-
tial at that moment to Kkill her. “Thart's
the last little bitch’s trick vou're ever
going to play on me.” he said. He turned.
walked swiftly toward the door. scooping

his hat up from the xideboard without
pausing. and without turning. strode out,
slamming the door behind him. At the
sound she wax startled. she swayed a lit-
tle. and it began to dawn on her—some-
thing of what had happened.

When she had finished packing his |
things. she sent him a note. In a day or |

so he called to say he'd be there just
before lunch. She was in the living room
when his car pulled up. and she saw him
hurry up the steps and then pause a mo-
ment. looking at the house with curiosity.
before (moving less freely and more
warily now) he reached the door and
rang the bell.

He handed her the address of where
he wanted his things sent. and said when
she was billed to <end that to him and
he would mail her a check. He was very
brizk. Then he stood before their things
and looked as dumbfounded as she was.
He scratched his head and scowled. I« it
all right to give the fish and birds away?™
«he asked.

He went into the living room. *I think
it's best if we sell everything. If that’s all
right with you.” he =aid. “T can probably
sell most of it at the base. Isn’t there any-
thing you'll he needing?”

“No. Nothing.”

“T suppose you're going home.”

“Home? No. I don’t plan to go home.”

“Where are you moving 1o then? ['ll
have to get in touch with vou once I sell
these.”

She shrugged. It doesn’t maiter.”

“I'm not going to just pocket the
money.”

“But I don’t care. I'm grateful to you
for taking them off my hands. The pack-
ers are coming today at two. they say
they'll have me out by five.”

“Well. and then where are vou going?”

I have no idea.” she confessed.

“I have a friend with a place on the
<hure. He’s just opened it for the sum-
mer. | could call and see if you couldn’t
use it for a few days.”

she said. “Well.” She smiled feebly.

“Thank you for coming by.” She
held out her hand. It was verv Kkind.
KNinder. probably, than I deserve.”

“You're not that bad. There were times
when you were very nice.”

“But basically you were right. You
can’t muke people do things.”

“I'm afraid I was pretty rough on you.
More than I meant 10 be.”

“As you said. [ asked for it.”

“*Where are you going to tell the mov-
ing company vou'll be?”

“I suppose I don’t know until T get
there.” she said. She pulled away her
hand. *I appreciate your being so calm.
I couldn’t stand being velled at. T know
it must have been hard to come. It's

She shook her head. *No thank you.”

those horrid

age spots’

fade
them
out S

with ESOTERICA
*Weathered brown spots on the surface of
your hands and face tell the world you're getting
old—perhaps before you really are. A new cream
called Esoterica fades them away, as it mois-
turizes, lubricates the skin. Masses of pigment
break up, roughness disappears. your skin looks
clearer, younger. Esoterica works cqually well
on hands, face. arims and neck. Makes a wonder-
ful hand cream and makeup base. Product of a
trustworthy 50-year-old laboratory, it is featured
by leading department stores and drug stores.
liyyou want your skin 1o be free of these blem-
ishes, fairer, younger looking, begin using
Esoterica today. $2.00 for 90-day supply. Plus
10%, Federal exise tax. Available in Canada.

MITCHUM CO., 610 FIFTH AVE.. NEW YORK 20,N. Y,

Pain,
a ou s es Burning,
Soreness?

Relief Starts in Seconds!

No waiting for action when
you use soothing, cushioning,
Super-Soft Dr. Scholl’s Zino-
pads! Nerve-deep relief starts
in seconds. Used at first sign |
of soreness, callouses are |
stop'ged beforethey candevel- {
op. The separate Medications '
included remove callouses |
one of the quickest ways |
known to medical science! At
Drug, Dept., 5-10¢ Stores.

Dt Scholls

Zino-pads

Shrinks Hemorrhoids
New Way Without Surgery
Stops ltch - Relieves Pain

For the first time science has found a
new healing substance with the astonishing
ability to shrink hemorrhoids and to relieve
pain — without surgery.

In case after case, while gently relieving
pain, actual reduction (shrinkage) took place.

Most amazing of all —results were so
thorough that sufferers made astonishing
statements like “Piles have ceased to be a
problem!”

The secret is a new healing substance
(Bio-Dyne®)—discovery of a world-famous
research institute.

This substance is now available in sup-
pository or ointment form under the name
Preparation H®, Ask for it at all drug
counters.
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funny, things dont end—bang—the door’s
slammed and it’s over—just like that.
There’s always something to sign, or sell,
or cope with together, before you can
part. I guess that’s the cruelest thing of
all.”

“It wasn’t so hard. I don’t hate you
anymore, you know. It’s inconvenient to
hate.” He finished his beer in one long
draft, set the empty glass on the corner
of a table piled with blankets. He got up.
She stayed where she was. She didn’t
look up until, at the door. he paused and,
half turning. stared toward her a moment.
He seemed to hesitate. as though he might
have forgotten something. and then he
swung around, wished her good day. and
half trotted along the pathway to his
waiting car.

ina moved temporarily to a motel

\. near the sea. She needed time and

a place to think in. One morning

as she straightened up the kitchen the

door bell rang. “Why. Van.” she de-

clared, coming to the front door. “What-
ever are you doing here?”

“I was lucky and sold those things al-
most right away to a sailor. I brought
vou the money.”

*But however did you find me?”

“I phoned the moving company. You
certainly didn’t make it easy to trace you.
Aren’t you going to invite me in? It’s hot
out here.”

“Of course. I'm so sorry.” She led the
way into the living room and paused
there. Even in here she could hear the
wash of the waves and in her mind's eye
she could see them. drawing up, collaps-
ing into smooth. swirling milky foam.

“Or offer me a seat or a drink? You
know what this is? It’s some sort of elec-
tion day and there isn’t a drink to be had
anywhere.”

“Please excuse me.” she murmured.
“*What would you like to drink?”

“Anything.”

She went into the kitchen and returned
in a moment. “There’s only some gin.”
she said.

“Gin will be dandy.” He sat down on
the sofa and looked around him. “Say.
this is a nice place.” he commented. She
walked again into the kitchen and came
back with two gins and ice. “I'm out of
any mix.” she said.

“Now that will hit the spot.” he told
her. “Consider vourself a saint for the
weary traveler.”

“Are you a traveler?”

“All fliers are travelers. Nina. tell me
what’s the matter with you? Have you
been sick or something?”

“Not at all.”

“You keep acting like someone in a
trance. You make me want to shake vou.”

“I know.”

“Not that. I told you I wasn't mad any-
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more. and | meant it. I only want to wake
vou up.

“What do you do about meals?” he
asked.

“I fix something here.”

“Doesn’t that get kind of boring, eating
by yourself every night?”

“I don’t really notice.”

They were quiet. At first she was un-
aware that he had started to pace back
and forth. “How would you like to have
dinner out?"’ he asked abruptly.

She raised her face in surprise. “You
mean with you?™

“Sure I mean with me. I have to eat
too, and I find I hate eating alone.”

“But you don’t have to do that!”

I know I don’t.”

“Why. naturally I'd like it. I do get
lonely I suppose. I haven't been around
people in what seems like a long time.
But—I don’t know.” She looked up at
him. “Is it such a good idea? Why should
you do that for me?”

“I don't mind doing something for you.
I've always liked you, you know. You can
be so damned appealing. And I enjoy
you. I only wanted to be able to enjoy
you, without being fenced in.”

She smiled. “Aren’t you afraid I'll start
trying to snare you again?”

“Somehow—I think you're a long way
from being in the mood.” he observed.

The sun must have been setting for
there was a brilliant oblong of orange
light on the white wall before her. re-
minding her of a raised window shade.
of an opening. of hope. “Go ahead and
get dressed.” he said. “Whatever do vou
do when I'm not here to tell you?™

She stood up obediently. As she walked
toward the bedroom he asked. “Are you
ready for a ‘martini’?”

She glanced back. “I’d love one.” she
said gratefully. “You know—in spite of
vourself—you're really so thoroughly
nice. I think I'd even like to get a little
drunk,” she added.

“You have it coming,” he said with
sympathy.

It was with more sympathy than he had
ever shown when they had been together.

an and Nina had dinner in an inn
‘/ that night. and afterward. driving
back along the coast. his elbow on
the open window board. he said. smiling.
“This really is a time of firsts for me.
It’s the first time in my life I've ever
felt like asking a woman if she'd let me
sleep with her. or wanted to tell her that
if she would. I'd do my best to make her
happy.” He glanced sideways. “May [?”
he asked.

“It’s so nice to be asked.” she said. “I
suppose nothing is much more satisfying
than saying yes at the right time. to the
right person.”

He came again on Thursday. rather

than on Saturday. “l know I should have
phoned,” he apologized. “I came in one
helluva hurry. I wasn’t thinking very
clearly. I don’t yet quite know why I felt
such urgency to get here.”

“Whatever’s happened?”

“I've had an accident. I’m perfectly all
right. The plane.” he added curtly, “is
not. They flew me to the base this morn.
ing. I have to wait now until they call
me back. I couldn’t stand hanging around
the BOQ. Or the questions. Not even the
other men. This was the only place I
could think of to come. Do you mind?”

“You know I don’t mind. Come in. Is
it o bad?”

“First accident I've ever had.”

“Doesn’t evervone have to have one
sometime?”’

“I should hope not. It would raise hell
with the Navy budget.”

“They're not going to do anything to
vou?”

“Hang me up by my thumbs? No.” She
saw there were lines by the corners of his
mouth where they had never been before.
“They’re not exactly cheerful over having
a million dollars’ worth of equipment de-
molished. And neither am 1.”

he weather those next few days.
Tthough still chilly, was splashed

with pale sun, and she was with Van
every moment. Most of the time they
staved home, lying inert—fingers touch-
ing—for long hours without speaking in
the sun. Once they drove to the city
where. at Van’s insistence. they went to
several art galleries. “I’ve taught you
everything I know.™ he told her teasing-
Iy, “now vou teach me what you know. I
don’t mind the paintings. so what do we
try next? A play?”

“I have to give a lot of thought to that.
After all, vou might not like it and then
you'd never go again. | don’t want to bore
you with Shakespeare.”

“I’'m not sure Shakespeare would bore
me.”

“As a matter of fact, he might not. [
wonder if that isn’t the best way to learn
things? The way vou have—going out
and tasting and touching and smelling
everything first—"

“You make it sound so sensual—"

“Well. it is. And then reading and see-
ing paintings and statues. hearing music.
judging for vourself other people’s trib-
utes. Maybe culture in the young is al-
ways superficial.”

“I think you're cultured. It’s one of the
things that drew me to you. I minded
being middle class.”

They talked a long while when they
got back that night. Their voices were
murmur: and. from time to time. one
drifted off into semiconsciousness only to
return floating once again and resume in
xleepy tones the course of conversation.



Van kept a beer beside the bed and sev-
eral times he got up for another one. She
wished he wouldn’t drink so much since
she supposed the Navy had its reasons for
not wanting them to drink before they
flew, but she didn’t try to interfere. Then.
wrapped in a glow of affection and near-
ness and drowsiness. she saw through the
window that it was light outside.

“Why, Van! We talked all through the
night!”

“So we did. We had a lot to say. We
~till do. After they call me back—you
know, when I've flown again: remounted
the horse that threw me—Tll come here.
All right? I’ll bring a few things. not too
many. This is very pleasant and I'm lik-
ing it. but then we’ll have to talk about
what we're going to do next. And what.
ever we decide. we'll have to face your
family with it.”

“Must we? They’ll make such a fuss!”

“Yes. We must.”

fter three days he was ordered to
A ferry a replacement for the plane
he had lost back to the carrier. He
would be with her again late the next
night. he promised. gazing at her deeply
» moment hefore kissing her. holding her
close to his chest awhile before letting
her go.

She slept fitfully. and woke up around
two. She reached for the side of the bed
where he had been and realized. in dis-
appointment. that he had gone. She
turned on the light and sat up: wide
awake. tense and disturbed. She got out
of bed. slipping into a robe. and went into
the living room. She turned on the radio
and looked at a clock on the mantle. He
wasn't really late as yet and she had
nothing to worry about. Even if he should
be late. she must always remember how
many things can happen—a drink with
a friend. a flat tire—but her mind
stopped. It turned over listlessly various
things it encountered in the room. straight-
ening them up, shaking them a little.
counting them. Her mind ran tentative
fingers over them and then wandered
abruptly, unaccountably away.

She considered a drink. The prospect
made her sufficiently sick so that <he went
into the bathroom and stared at the white
circle of the toilet seat for a while. feel-
ing dizzy. and when she wasx all right she
took a blanket off the bed. and going once
more into the living room. seated herself
(huddled within it) on a chair before the
window. Vigils are like arrivals and de-
partures. she thought. they happen at
bad hours. on queasy stomachs. She gave
way to a feeling of annoyance that did
much to relieve her growing concern.

She sat there, becoming rigid. staring
straight out the window sometimes. and
other times closing her eves. for one. two.
three hours—not thinking about another

thing—and never knowing at what mo-
ment the nature of that for which she
waited solidified from worry to doubt to
despair. to a certainty that was absolute.

They came with the first light of dawn.
She heard the car and permitted herself
a moment of hope before opening her
eves to look. as an unfamiliar black Buick
pulled up before the door. A woman
climbed out—Nina could not =ee her face
but knew as though death had come
a-knocking that it was Shirley: following
her were several men. In their Navy over-
coats. they looked huge. against the silver
sky.

She kissed Shirley on the cheek and
held out her hand wordlessly as she then
was introduced to the others in muted
voices,

*Nina—" Shirley began.

“l.et me take vour coat. And your
~carf.” Nina went on. “You wouldn’t be
here. would you. if he were only hurt.

You'd have phoned <o I could get there.”

Guilt often comes without grief. but
grief seldom comes unaccompanied by
guilt. So intertwined were sorrow and
remorse that often Nina could not tell
cne from the other. She was as empty
now and dry as a dust bowl. except
for bits of self-reproach that rolled and
scraped across her treeless inward plains
like dried-up leaves. Round and round
they flicked and wandered. the had I's
and the ifs. the repeating little defeats.
o0 that the enormous one which had be-
fallen them both was obscured. and she
could not even enjoy the full fruit of
sadness.

Iy by her friends from college, who

were awestruck that someone close
to them had been chosen by tragedy. She
was completely helpless. but Shirley came
as often as she could. and one way or an-
other (she was indifferent ax to how).
she managed. Shirley handled the dis-
pesal of Van's clothes and details that
might have broken Nina's heart. had she
one left to break.

It came to her then as a distinct ~ur-
prise when. as she lay semidrugged in
bed. small with child but great with re-
grel. that after a rather hesitant knock
at the door Arthur should appear and.
in a moment. he staring dolefully down
upon her. holding onto her hand. Hix
suit was rumpled and his tie a little loose.
he wasx wearing that questioning. con-
cerned and faintly hostile look with which
the well regard the sick.

“You mustn't be angry. Hannah told
me. but I made her.” he explained.

“That's all right. I'm glad to see yvou.
Sit down.”

He looked around a moment. hesitat-
ing as to where he might light. and alxo
cvidently curious about this room. this

She remained in bed. tended alternate-
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world in which his sister now abided.
Then he pulled a chair over near the bed.

*“I made her tell me evervthing. I'd
called <everal times and | began to be
suspicious. They kept feeding me some
line about flu. and you being with a fam-
ily friend. Naturally. I said what family
{riend, and naturally. they were stumprd.
I was driving up to Smith anyway. and
thought I'd find out what was up. So I
stopped at college and took Hannah out
for a drink.”

“How much did she tell you?”

“Oh. everything. with the second drink.
She was very relieved to tell someone—
very worried about you and what's going
to happen to you and your state of mind.
which she says is terrible. It’s too much
of a responsibility for a friend.” he said
reprovingly. He looked thinner. stripped
for once of his gorgeous plumed gaiety.

“ ou know I'm pregnant. and I've
i nearly had a miscarriage.”
“Yes. You're in one helluva fix,
aren’t you?"

"So don’t upset me.” she advized him,
managing a smile. “I'm not. under any
circumstances. to be upset.”

Arthur shook his head. *Poor Nina.”
he commiserated. “You and trouble were
always kept so far apart.” If his tone was
somewhat insincere. it was because he
was among those who were embarrassed
by disaster. “But do you really want to
have the baby?”

“That.” she replied. “'is the only clear
thought in my head. I do.”

“What are you going to do?™

“I don’t have to do anything.”

“I just wondered how much thought
vou've given to this. Why.” he marveled.
obviously delighted by the spectacle be-
fore his eyes. “the family'd go to pieces.”

“There're always the servants to pick
them up.” she pointed out tiredly.

“Nina. you aren’t like that. You're too
well-trained in duty and being a lady.
And you can't suddenly be something
you're not. Anyway. you've got to think
of how you're going to go about it.” *

“I’m not going to have an abortion and
“I’'m not going to give Van’s and my baby
away. I'm going to go off someplace—
to some other country—and I'll live off
Granny’s money and raise my child and
never come home again and be very glad
of it.”

“You can’t do a thing like that.”

“Just watch me.”

“They’d disinherit vou. Nina. You'd
have an awful struggle on nothing but
Granny's money. Have you thought about
how lonely it would be? The only sensible
thing to do. if you're so determined to go
through with this. is to marry someone
and give the child a name.”

“Who did you have in mind?™ she
asked. He patted the pockets of his jack-
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et. searching for a match. The way he
was striking himself he might have been
hoping to scare up a little man who'd
jump out and marry her there on the spot.

“l saw Mac a few weeks ago.”

“Mac,” she said. with such wonder in
her voice that it was as though the dittle
man had indeed appeared. *"Why. I'd for-
gotten there ever was a Mac. Isn’t that
funny. I haven’t seen him—good God. I
haven't seen him in about a year and a
half. Where was he?”

“At Stowe. We shared a bottle of wine.
Naturally, we talked about you.”

He waited. but she made no comment.

“I didn’t seem to know much to tell
him. Maybe that’s when I began feeling
kind of anxious about you. I hadn't real-
ized until then how much I'd lost track
ot you—how much we all had.”

“Who was he with?”

“I don’t know. Some Wellesley girl. He
seemed very keen to hear about you.”
Arthur stood up. beating his coat again.
He looked at his watch. “My Lord. I'm
late. I have to go now.” he announced.
His departures were always abrupt. he
was continually shooting himself away
like the girl in the cannon at the circus:
he even had the same sudden. wistful.
brave wave of the hand before he was
catapulted off.

He paused at the door and gave her
his raised hand signal.

“Good-bye,” she whispered.

“Don’t worry.” he said. “We're going to
think of something.”

he rumblings grew louder. the wind
Twilhin was roaring. and she began to

suspect (the reminder of our ability
to love forewarns us of much) that every-
thing was not as dried up and finished
as she had supposed.

The world loves a happy man and re-
acts in anger to a callow youth. There is
something about his swagger that is an
affront to experience, that invites in even
the gentlest heart malicious hopes—that
the youth will drop dead. or at least to
his knees. Mac. thought Nina. looking at
him appraisingly, had rather too much of
that swagger.

“Would you like a drink?” she asked.
“There’s something in the kitchen. And
take off your coat for heaven’s sake.” He
had about him the air of having ridden
by horseback into the room—an aura of
splendid. triumphant arrival.

“A drink would be excellent.” He
stepped firmly across the floor and dis-
appeared. He was back in a moment.
“"Would vou like one?” he bellowed.

“Mac. Don’t shout.”

“I'm not shouting. It's the way I talk.”

“Then try whispering. No. I don’t want
a drink. There. Sit over there.”

He did as she asked. He crossed his
knees. His light. wavy hair shone with the

light from the window. “I must confess,”
he said. “that when Arthur came by and
told me. I couldn’t believe it. I'm here a
little bit because you're an old flame and
a little bit because I'm a curiosity seeker.
driven by some need to dig about among
the smoking ruins for a souvenir. Never-
theless, I'm filled with admiration. |
never knew you had it in you.”

She shrugged. What was it to her if he
admired her? *“It’s over now,” she told
him.

mean, about the way it ended. I sup-

pose I feel that tragedy shouldn’
happen to the young or the beautiful or
the good. and yet that’s what tragedy is.
isn’t it? It isn’t much of a tragedy when
it happens to the old. the ugly or the bad.
Are you better now?”

She nodded.

“Brave. foolish girl.”

“Perhaps. And what about you?”

“Me? Oh. with Audrey. That’s over
too.” he said. drawing out a cigarette and
lighting it. “But for a different reason.
Another kind of tragedy.”

“What's that?”

“We got bored. Perhaps she wax the
first to notice.”

“And she’ll go on. I suppose.” Nina
mused. “finding the charm with someone
else. thinking this time she’s really got it.
only to grow bored again. Because no
matter what it can do. it can’t stay new
and fresh forever, and you have to be able
to bear that.”

“You seem about ten years older.” he
marveled. I find it very becoming.”

“Thank you.” she answered quietly.
unable to suppress a slight smile.

*“And you don’t find me changed "

“l haven't seen you enough yet to
know.”

“I have. I think. I don’t believe it's
nearly as obvious. though. I still have
the heart of a liberal and the manners of
a snob. My experience with Audrey left
me more cynical than I would like—even
disappointed. I've never admitted that
even to myself before. Don’t ever think
that feeling love turn to indifference isn’t
one of life’s great tragedies. one of man’s
great losses. You never got bored? Or is
my speaking like this distasteful to you?”

“No, it isn’t distasteful. And no, I
never got bored. Van saw to that.”

“But he was older. Probably the same
thing happened to him. once. Do you
think you know how. now. to stay inter-
ested? I mean, with someone else?”

“l haven’t even thought of someone

“I know. And I'm sorry about that. I

else.”

“But yvoure going to have to. aren’t
vou. You certainly won't go through life
allalone. You’ll probably evenlove again.
Eventually.”

“Eventually? I suppose. It's hard to



think about. I imagine learning how to
love is like learning how to he a good
cook. once you master the art, vou can
do it under any number of conditions.
with any number of people.”

“*Maybe it wouldn't he a bad idea for
two people to start off at that place where
everyone gets to within a year or so.
Two people with similar backgrounds and
beliefs, without all youth’s illusions. To
start out clear-eyed about what you're
doing. at that spot where everyone has to
fall back into love again. or give up.”

“Mac. dear. I suspect yvoure getting
around to suggesting that I marry you.
[ think that’s even why you came. And
if that’s true. it’s very noble and sweet.
It really is. And nicely built up to. as
well. But no matter how cleverly you put
it. I could never accept it. You must know
that.”

“I'm not offering it to he noble,” he
said after a long moment in which a
window shade flapped insistently.

“Then why?”

“Because I'll never forgive myself if
I don’t. It’s as though I'd done this to you
myself. It's true. it was vaguely in my
mind when I came here, and then to see
you so weak and strong—all at once—
it’s very touching.”

“How beautifully chivalrous and silly
vou are.” She smiled. “So you're a verray
parfit gentil knight.” she added softly.

aster was late that year. and Mac
E had come at the beginning of his
vacation. Come to think of it. it
was the beginning of hers. as well. He
had deliberately turned down all invita-
tions for Florida and other points south.
because he had a paper to write and this
was very important to him since (but she
had probably forgotten long ago) he was
taking his next year in Paris and this
would be his key thesis. He had thought
of finding some cabin to rent up in the
mountains. away from everyplace and
quiet. But now would she have any ob-
jections (and he realized this was one
helluva long build-up. as though he were
going to make a touch or something) if
he stayed at another motel nearby? There
was one within walking distance. It was
<o quiet there. still out of season. it would
be an ideal spot and he couldn’t think
of anyone he’d rather see at the end of
the day and share a drink with than her.
In the end. she accepted gratefully.
During the vacation. she found herself
looking forward to Mac’s coming. almost
always as the sun was xetting, so that the
two happenings became one in her mind.
He never told her what she should do.
nor did he ask her what she was going
to do. She had made the mistake of telling
Hannah that Mac had offered to marry
her, and Hannah had told the others, and
they were horrified to think she’d turn

him down when she was so lucky to have
someone take such an interest—ready to
fight her battles for her. just when she
needed it most. In turn or in twos. on
their way to someplace else in pursuit of
their holidays. they talked to her (“How
can people be so sure they know what’s
best?” she wondered). They talked to
her a great deal. their voices heated and
urgent. and she had to be thankful to
them for their concern and so wasn’t free
to be angry. gratitude heing one of the
most annoying injunctions against hon-
esty that there is. And then Mac would
come. mixing his sincerity with a super-
cilious air. and he even rented a phono-
graph and somehow got a hold of some
records so she could hear music and final-
ly drown out the babble of voices. Some-
times she and Mac would sit by the fire
and listen to music. and after a few hours
he would go away. hardly having said
anything. and she liked him that much
better for a rare and heautiful quality
she saw in him—the ability to leave her
alone.

One day. instead of Mac. Stuart ap-
peared. “My God.” Nina exclaimed. “it’s
the Children’s Crusade!”

“I hardly think this is any time for
being flippant.”

In his very worst form. she observed.
The one in which he wore his vest and
rocked back and forth on the balls of his
feet when he talked. with his thumbs
tucked under his armpits. The pompous
Stuart, the only one of all the Stuarts
there were that she had never been able
to like. “Is there a time for being flip-
pant?” she asked politely.

He pulled a chair over the flagstones
of the terrace, its scraping sound was out-
raged and indignant. He sat down with
the chair’s back between his legs. leaning
his arms on it and regarding her with
clitted eves.

“You don't live all alone in the world.
Nina.” he began.

“If T did. I wouldn’t be pregnant.
would 1?”

“You can’t just stay holed up here
feeling sorry for yourself without a
thought for anyone else. If vou're old
enough to have a baby, you're old enough
to quit acting like one.”

ears stung her eyes. “If yvou've come
Tto bully me. I'd rather you didn’t

stav.” I've known a man 1ho could
be far more terrible than vou. she thought.
And only he could bully me.

“No.” He shook his head. “I didn’t
come to bully vou. You've done what
vou've done. with no consideration for
anyone—above all. for your family. You
owe them something. after all.”

“Why? Because they kept showering
me with things I didn't care about when
I was too young to refuse them?”

“Why hurt them? Why so completely
disregard what they believe is important?
Perhaps vou think they live by preten-
sions. but don’t you remember Mother’s
story about the woman in the insane
asylum. always standing in a pail of
water. and when the visitor asked why.
the keeper or whatever he’s called said.
because she thinks she’s a flower. And the
visitor xaid. but <he’s not a flower. and he
answered. maybe not. hut if you take the
water away. she wilts.”

They both laughed. His vest disap-
peared (actually. he was wearing a navy
blue sweater) and now all at once they
were sailing together and his became the
face she liked as much as any in the
world. His hair was windblown, his eyes
bright (would he. like Van. have bright
eves at thirty-eight? She doubted it). “It’s
a very selfish thing vou're doing,” his
voice continued. “not only to the family.
but to the child. Surely you’ve given some
thought to that? A child has to have a
name. Nina. people who claim it. to whom
it helongs.”

“Stuart. I'm going to hold on to what’s
mine just as much as you're going to hold
on to what's yours.”

“But you don’t have to do this dramatic.
outrageous thing!”

“You've come on your first assignment.
I see,” she said savagely. “The crown
prince begins to assume the rvole that wil]
one day be his. in America’s royal family
of the chewing gum business.”

“I don’t know what youre talking
about.”

“You've come to get me to marry Mac.”
she told him.

And although it was perfectly predict-
able, she was disappointed in him. so that
without either vest or sailboat but only
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in his navy blue sweater he sat there on
the small terrace of her bungalow asking.
“What's the matter with marrying Mac?™

“And who would that be fair to? I'm
very much in love with someone else.”

“Well. you can’t marry him.”

“One of the things against marrying
Mac is that it would be almost like com-
mitting incest. We know each other so
well. There may be many advantages to
such an arrangement. but [ dont see
what can be learned from it.”

nd yet. even as she spoke so defiantly,
A she felt a further shift in those
checks and balances within herself.
The sight of Stuart brought nostalgia;
for sailing. for laughter. for thick carpets
and comfort. He reminded her of home.
She hadn't yet tried to imagine what it
would be like never to go home again.
And now. trying to think about it. she was
filled instead with a longing for her own
hed—the sheets starched and smelling of
lavender—the window partly open onto
the cluster of lilacs that stood below it.
Things had been hard for her. Yes. very
hard. How lovely it would be. to lie down
there again. and to ring for whatever she
wanted.

“Are you listening at all to what I'm
saying. Nina?”

“Oh. yes. I'm listening.”

As she noticed that the water was
stained ripple red by the sun. she heard
Mac’s footsteps as he came around the
side of the cottage. In a moment he said,
“Why. hello there, Stuart.”

Stuart stood up. and they shook hands.
“Well.” declared Stuart. “now isn’t this
a pleasant surprise?”

“I'm glad you're here because there’s
something we should talk over.” Mac said.

“What'’s that?” Stuart inquired.

“I haven't brought it up.” he continued,
speaking to Nina. “because 1 wasn’t sure
you were even ready to discuss it. But
you're much stronger now. You can’t
stay here forever. So mayhe this is the
time. You mentioned once having your
baby abroad.”

“Yes.”

“And I'll be in Paris in June. That’s
an old plan that everyone’s known about
for a long while, so there’s nothing rushed
about it. And you’ve always said you were
going to take your junior year in Paris—
we used to squabble about it. remember?
You claimed your parents would say it
was improper for you to go if I was going
to be there at the same time. [ insisted it
be my junior year. and you insisted it be
yours. Have you given any thought to
going on with college?”

“Why, I haven’t given any thought to
going on with anything.”

“Well, certainly your going abroad
wouldn’t come as much of a surprise to
your family. You can sound surprised
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vourself when no one remembers. T g¢ath-
er you signed up back in your freshman
year?"”

“Yes. And I kept automatically signing
any new papers they sent.”

“Then you wouldn't be all alone. I
could look out for vou. Paris isn’t much
of a place to hide anymore. but it would
do for a while. Some things have to be
taken one step at a time.”

“In effect you'd be going together,”
Stuart said.

“In effect. yes.”

“I'm afraid the parents wouldn’t hear
of it.”

Nina looked at him in astonishment.
“Wait a minute. I'm going to do what /
think best. not what they think bhest.”

“You know what a scene they'd make.”

“So why tell them.” (I never do, she
thought.)

“You'd have to tell them.” Mac de-
clared.

“Why? You'd go and I'd go and we'd
simply be there at the same time.”

“Nothing is so simple to them. Nina,”
Stuart remonstrated.

“They’d hear it from somebody else.
and be ten times as upset as if they'd
heard it first from you. And they'd have
a right to be. Why put them in the right?™
Mac asked.

“Well. I prefer not to tell them.” Nina
had such a strong sense of privacy it
often developed into secrecy—and came
into conflict with other people’s sense of
family and property.

“Then I will.” Mac stated. “Surely you
don’t mind my telling them?

“Mother will collapse. Emory will
blame you. they’ll get on the phone and
call Pauline and Aunt Lily. the doctor
will come. you'll be thrown out of the
house. and you'll wish to God you'd never
started it.”

“Probably. But why not give them a
chance?” Mac asked.

She sighed. “All right. If we must.”
she said.

Stuart nodded. “You can’t escape from
your family.” he admonished her. “No-
body does. Maidens are always dreaming
of being spirited away. but sooner or
later they go back, or they wish they
could.”

f ;!uarl got up soon after that. saying

it was time to go. He looked once
toward the sea and seemed to find it
hard to tear himself away. as though it
exercised a pull on him. a lure diflicult to
resist. Then he came over to where Nina
lay and took her hand. He stared down at
her. ““Maybe you'll be happy.” he mur-
mured quietly. and looked quickly back
out to sea.
But not so quickly that she did not
see the tears in his eyes. nor realize just
how great a part of the spoils she was.

“Mac. tell me something.” Nina said.

“Yes?”

**How do you suppose you'd feel about
another man’s child?”

“T think I’d come to feel it was mine.
After all. what man can be sure whether
a child is his own or not?”

“But why are you willing to do all
this?"

“Because I've found what I was look-
ing for. lsn’t it ironic [ should find it so
close to home? It's that old bluebird of
happiness bit.”

“What have you found'?”

“Why. a mature woman I can value
and love. And it’s possible—with time.
and of course not all at once and perhaps
never completely—that you'll be able to
love me.”

“Do you feel sure you're not just heing
noble?”

“Only inasmuch as it’s very ennobling
to love. It’s peculiar. I've never been as
certain as | seem about things right now.
[ suspect that's why I talk so loud. Part
of it I suppose comes from my never
having as much money as my friends so I
always feel like an imposter—a Negro
who can pass for white. When I used to
think about marrying you I couldn’t see
what | could possibly give you. and |
could see all too clearly how much came
with you in the way of the world's
goods.”

“It will still come with me.” she re-
minded him. “Emory will want to ‘guide’
you. and ‘give’ to you. and ‘make’ you
into something.”

“But bhecause I love you. I can take
what he gives me,” Mac said.

enson met them at the station in her

mother’s town car. He handed her

into the backseat. which smelled
o! leather. He touched his front fingers
to his forehead in the salute usually re.
served for her mother, and in a moment
they sped off. By the brick houses and
tidy yards of town they went. swings sus-
pended from elm trees: abruptly the
scenery changed and fields (now tinged
with juicy green) spread out around
them. She rolled down the window and
sniffed deeply of the sweet. grass-scented
air.

“I think you really wanted to come
home anyway.” Mac teased. “I don’t
think it was all so I couldn’t talk about
vou behind your back.”

“I'm always glad to get home.” she
admitted.

They turned up ‘the driveway. the field
in front of the house was a buttery spread
of daffodils. while up against the house
some forsythia still bloomed. like a deli-
cate and tentative hope.

Forgetting all about Mac. she was out
of the car and up the steps before Benson
could open her door. Emory was already



there in the hallway of the house. and
the two dachshunds were barking and
Emory was saying. "Your mother’s rest-
ing, not to be disturbed.” and for the
moment she didn’t mind. She leaped up
the stairs. and among the roses in her
room. she stopped. She hurried over and
opened the window. and ves. the lilacs
were in bloom. She could hear the chef.
who was back for the moment, scolding
in French down in the kitchen. She leaned
dreamily on the windowsill a moment.
Victor was lamenting something. She
smiled fondly. They had raised her. real-
ly; they were responsible for a streak of
crudeness in her—a taste for rough ma-
terial and cheap wine and homemade
bread that had played its part in her
response to Van. One can grow so sick of
dainty things.

he family had a splendid dinner
Twhich ended with an after-dinner

drink. It was something Emory had
put away in the cellar to age on the day
Nina was born, for use on special occa-
sions throughout her life. Now she could
taste her own mellowing, her own matur-
ing. he said. in a nice little toast. The
glasses in which he served the liqueur
were shaped like cornucopias. Mac lifted
his. eyeing it with curiosity.

Nina's mother arranged her long skirts
around her feet. Nina knew she had
dressed for this occasion: her mother
realized that any situation is better met in
the appropriate outfit. and there was
nothing so bizarre or unlikely that she
would not go right to work on thinking
up the proper ensemble for contending
with it. Tonight her dress was of some
material that shone both muted silver

and pink. depending on how the light
struck it. and the loose sleeves and low
neck were trimmed in silver mink. Her
hair. which was long. had been caught
back in a silver snood—current fashions
no more touched her mother than did
current quarrels: she lived in another
age. involved with other concerns. It was
her misfortune to be the master of numer-
ous arts for which there was not. at
present. any market.

“I don’t know whether Nina’s told you
or not. but we had some plans we wanted
to talk over with you,” Mac began. Nina
stared intently toward him. Are you going
to hand me over to them now, as every-
one always has? People were too much
in awe of her parents ever to be on her
side. The servants, much as they might
have wanted to help. had been powerless:
she knew of no authority to whom she
might escape that was greater than her
parents.

“Of course you remember that Nina
always intended to take her junior year
abroad.” Mac said.

"Why. I had completely forgotten!™
Nina’s  mother exclaimed. “But you
haven't mentioned it in ages. Darling.”
she murmured reproachfully. turning her
face toward her daughter.

“It's all arranged. Mother. It has been
ever since my freshman vear.”

“And I've decided to go on for my
Master’s.” Mae continued. “and to take
this coming vear in Paris myself. Which
means we'll both be there at the same
time. for the whole year. In that time a
lot can happen. So we thought we should
tell you about it.”

“I don’t know whether you should go
to Paris or not.” Emory said, for it never

occurred to him that somebody could tell
him anything without seeking his advice.
with which he was as generous as with
his bequests to charities. “For one thing
I don’t see why Nina needs more than
two years of college. What good is col-
lege for a woman? Women are meant for
keeping their men happy and for having
children—but before they settle down
they should see the world. I think she
should work, on her own. The way I did.
Why. before I opened my own office. |
worked my way up from errand boy in
the family company. Right to the very
top. And I don’t know that you should go
to Paris either. Germany’s still the com-
ing country in Europe.”

“I plan to go into the State Department.
1 want to know French.” Mac said. “And
Nina is going to Europe largely to be
near me.” he explained patiently.

“Nonsense!”’ Emory shouted. heginning
to pluck furiously at the beautiful up-
holstery on his chair. “You can see each
other weekends. Nothing to it by airplane.
Possibly she should work for a charity—
it’s time she learned about giving—mayhe
in India. If she wants to go someplace
different. why not make it as different as
possible? A little imagination. that’s
what vou have to have for living. A flair
for it. Still always being feminine,” he
added sternly to Nina.

dingy. dirty countries. with all those
diseases,” Leila Colman protested.
“Do her good. Make her appreciate
what she’s got. She never has understood
how many advantages she has.”
*I wish you wouldn’t speak about me
like one of vour investments,” Nina said.

“I couldn’t have her in one of those
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“Why, how can you talk in that un-
grateful way to your father!” her mother
cried indignantly. “After all he’s done
for you! You're a rebellious girl. Imagine
coming to us like this and simply an-
nouncing you're going off without even
asking!”

“Wait a minute,” Mac said. “Just hold
on a minute. Leila, you're a very sensible
woman when you decide to be, and you
surely don’t want Nina running off, angry.
with me to Paris. It’s not very wise to
drive her away—and I think you are
wise.” Then he turned to Nina’s father
and said. “And Emory, you haven’t hon-
estly listened to me.”

mal eyes that darted this way and

that, searching for the nearest exit.
“Young man,” he said, obviously trying
to control his voice. “I'm not accustomed
to being spoken to in that manner.”

“I know you're not. But I'm not one
of your pliable sons and I don’t work for
you, and I'm quite at liberty to speak to
you on equal terms.”

“Not in my house!”

“Maybe not. But I'm disappointed. |
truly am. I thought you were fair. and
that if I came to you, wanting to talk to
you about plans for myself, which also
include Nina—you would be courteous
and listen.”

“Go ahead,” Emory said. after a long
silence in which his face worked con-
vulsively.

“I’'m going to Paris because I think it’s
an important step in the career I've set-
tled on. That's only of interest to you be-
cause Nina and I may get married while
we’'re there. Nina isn't going to Florence
or India or into the family business where
she can work her way to the top, because
she’s going where I'm going. It’s perfectly
innocent, but if you hear it from some-
body else you might not think so. and
anyway I felt I owed it to you for you to
hear it directly from me, and also to hear
a denial of any rumors before they got

Emory looked at him with hunted, ani-

started.”
Leila stared intently at her feet. “I
wonder if I'm really comprehending.

You've come to tell us you're going to
Paris together, and you wanted us to
know first, so the information wouldn’t
come from outside. So we could be pre-
pared?”

“That's it, exactly. How clever of you
to understand,” Mac said, rather affec-
tionately.

“Yes.” she agreed. “Isn’t it? And while
you're both over there you might get
married ?”

“Yes.”

“You'd come back here. of course. for
the wedding.”

“There’s no of course about it.”

“Does that mean you would?”
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“It means we are not planning to.”

“You'd elope?” she asked dangerously.

“We'd invite you over.”

“So nice of you to think of us. And
if we couldn’t come?”

*That would have to be entirely up to
you.”

“We couldn't possibly come!™ Emory
seemed frenzied. “Leila never flies,” he
reminded Nina, as though this were in
some way her fault, “and there wouldn’t
be time to take the boat. I can't drop
everything, leave my business. at any-
one’s whim. People depend on me. You
don’t know what responsibility is.”

“Would you want us there?” Leila
asked. ignoring her husband completely.

“I think weddings need the seal of ap-
proval of having the family there.” Mac
answered.

“Perhaps Aunt Lily would loan her
house.” she proceeded. “I'd always as-
sumed Nina would be married here. with
our friends and her friends around. Pos-
sibly | assumed too much. It’s true I
never fly—my wings are clipped. But I
might take the boat and Emory could
fly.”
“Take the bhoat alone?” Emory asked
incredulously.

“I'd take Sara with me.” she replied,
still avoiding his eyes. “I know you
don’t think she's much of a maid, but I
like her.” she added ominously.

“I couldn’t hear of it!” he declared
vehemently.

“Why not? Why can’t I do one thing
once by myself? I'm tired of being
lame!”

“Now dear. You're a little excited. No
wonder.” he said harshly to the rest of
them. “The way you've been behaving. A
little rest and you'll be feeling much
better.”

“A little,” she mocked. “A little tired.
a little nap, a little diamond for your
little finger. Would you like to see the
world? I snapped a picture of it yester-
day, just for little you. I'm not little, do
you understand? I’m big!”

hey looked at one another in aston-
Tishment. catching sight in that mo-

ment of just how big they might all
yet be. Then, in effect. all of them scat-
tered. hastening to their own particular
corners where they might consult with
their aides and attorneys. rearrange their
faces and (a little out of breath) their
thinking as well.

“Possibly I could find time to take
the boat.” Emory conceded. on his return.
“You two would have to be married on a
Monday. Leila and I could sail there over
the weekend and return the next week-
end.”

“I wouldn’t want to come back so
soon.” his wife told him. and then she
looked in surprise toward Mac, as though

he were the cause of her great trans-
formation.

“Maybe you could—for a few days—
stay on,” Emory admitted. his hands let-
ting go all at once and slumping. crum-
pled, on the armrest. “You'd take care
of her.” Emory. whose every look was an
accusation. pinned his eyes on Mac. “A
man has to take care. That's his job.
what he was put here for. He guards and
protects the woman, so she can reproduce
the race. We're not in this world for any-
thing else but to reproduce ourselves.
Are you prepared to do that?”

Mac nodded. controlling a smile.

“And to take care of my daughter?”

“Yes.”

“I've always tried to take care of peo-
ple” Emory mused. mostly to himself.
“Maybe I never understood about letting
them go.” He sank back into his chair.
apparently exhausted and deep in
thought. His despair now filled the room
like smoke. and Nina found herself chok-
ing with tears in her eyes.

“Philippe could bhe a tremendous help
to you. I'm sure.” her mother said to Mac.
“Oh, we’ll all help.” she smiled wryly.
Then she. too. leaned her head back and
closed her eyes. Nina studied her face in
repose. Is that what protection did for
you, made you look so vulnerable the mo-
ment you relaxed? If her parents had
ever struggled (which was hardly the
word for it). it was toward every form of
coverage, insurance, investment plan.
alarm system—was this proving it all,
even to them. virtually useless?

t last Emory roused himself. “I've al-
A ways said that if you want to go
into science, you should study in
Germany. and if you want to go into in-
ternational affairs, you should study in
Paris. I remember saying that to you.”
his eves encountered Mac. “more than
once. and I still say it. And if you want
to be together. well. what can we do to
stop you? I've always tried to make Nina
self-reliant. set her free. Why I forced
her to go to Europe the last time. Yes.”
His eyes. stabbing at each of them. were
once more triumphant. “I always wanted
her to understand the world, go out and
meet it head on. To grow. don’t you
know? We don’t stop growing until we
die, or, at least. we shouldn’t stop grow-
ing until we die.”

His wife sat up and regarded him at
last with reluctant. skeptical eyes. Slowly
she lifted her drink to her lips. still con-
templating him. “Perhaps I shall stay in
Europe for the summer.” she said finally.
Her husband's glance was frightened.
but he made no reply.

Then they all, rather slowly—and look-
ing very tired—lifted their glasses and
sipped their liqueurs, tasting of age and
maturity. THE Exp
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