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RAISE HIGH THE ROOF BEAM, CARPENTERS  Georgia, with pleurisy—ait-

NE night some twenty years
ago, during a siege of mumps
in our enormous family, my

youngest sister, Franny, was moved,
crib and all, into the ostensibly germ-
free room I shared with my eldest
brother, Seymour. I was fifteen, Sey-
mour was seventeen. Along about two
in the morning, the new roommate’s
crying wakened me. I lay in a sdll,
neutral position for a few minutes, lis-
tening to the racket, till I heard, or felt,
Seymour stir in the bed next to mine.
In those days, we kept a flashlight on
the night table between us, for emer-
gencies that, as far as I remember, nev-
er arose. Seymour turned it on and got
out of bed. “The hottle’s on the stove,
Mother said,” T rold him. “I gave it
to her a little while ago,” Seymour said.
“She isn’t hungry.” He went over in
the dark to the bookcase and beamed
the flashlight slowly back and forth
along the stacks. I sat up in bed. “What
are you going to do?” I said. “I thought
maybe [’d read something to her,” Sey-
mour said, and took down a book.
“She’s ten months ald, for God’s sake,”
I said. “I know,” Seymour said. “They
have ears. They can hear.”

The story Seymour read to Franny
that night, by flashlight, was a favorite
of his, a Taoist tale. To this day, Fran-
ny swears that she remembers Seymour
reading it to her:

Duke Mu of Chin said to Po Lo: “You
are now advanced in years. Is there any
member of your family whom I could em-
ploy to look for horses in your stead?” Po
Lo replied: “A good horse can be picked
out by its general build and appearance.
But the superlative horse—one that raises
no dust and leaves no tracks—is something
evanescent and fleeting, elusive as thin air.
The talents of my sons lic on a lower plane
altogether; they can tell a good horse
when they see one, but they cannot tell a
superlative horse. I have a friend, however,
one Chiu-fang Kao, a hawker of fuel and
vegetables, who in things appertaining to
horses is nowise my inferior. Pray see
him.”

Duke Mu did so, and subsequently dis-
patched him on the quest for a steed. Three
months later, he returned with the news
that he had found one, “It is now in Sha-
ch'iu,” he added. “What kind of a horse is
it?"" asked the Duke. “Oh, it is a dun-
colored mare,” was the reply. However,
someone being sent to ferch it, the animal
turned out to be a coal-black stallion!
Mouch displeased, the Duke sent for Po Lo,
“That friend of yours,” he said, “sw#hom 1
commissioned to look for a horse, has made
a fine mess of it. Why, he cannot even dis-
tinguish a beast's color or sex! What on
earth can he know about horses?” Po Lo
heaved a sigh of satisfaction. “Has he

really got as far as that?" he cried. “Ah,
then he is worth ten thousand of me put
together. There is no comparison between
us. What Kao keeps in view is the spiritual
mechanism. In making sure of the essential,
he forgets the homely details; intent on the
inward qualitics, he loses sight of the ex-
ternal. He sces whar he wants ro see, and
not what he does not want to see. He looks
at the things he ought to look at, and neg-
lects these that need not be looked at. So
clever a judge of horses is Kao, that he has
it in him to judge something better than
horses.”

‘When the horse arrived. it turned out
indeed to be a superlative animal.

I’ve reproduced the tale here not
just because I invariably go out of my
way to recommend a good prose paci-
fier to parents or older brothers of ten-
month-old babics but for quite another
reason. What directly follows is an ac-
count of a wedding day in 1942. It is,
in my opinion, a self-contained account,
with a beginning and an e¢nd, and a
mortality, all its own, Yet, because I'm
in possession of the fact, I feel T must
mention that the bridegroom is now, in
1955, no longer living. He committed
suicide in 1948, while he was on vaca-
tion in Florida with his wife....Un-
doubtedly, though, what I'm really get-
ting at is this: Since the bridegroom’s
permanent retirement from the scene,
I haven’t been able to think of anybody
whom I'd care to send out to look for
horses in his stead.

IN late May of 1942, the progeny—
seven in number—of Les and Bes-
sic (Gallagher) Glass, retired Pantages
Circuit vaudevillians, were flung, ex-
travagantly speaking, all over the Unit-
ed States. I, for one, the second-cldest,
was in the post hospital at Fort Benning,
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tle keepsake of thirteen weeks”
infantry basic training. The twins, Walt
and Waker, had been split up a whole
year earlier. Waker was in a conscien-
tious objectors’ camp in Maryland, and
Walt was somewhere in the Pacific—
or on his way there—with a ficld-artil-
lery unit. (We've never been alrogether
sure where Walt was at that specific
time. He was never a great letter writ-
cr, and very little personal informa-
tion—almost none—reached us after
his death. He was killed in an unspeak-
ably absurd G.I. accident in late au-
wmn of 1945, in Japan.) My eldest
sister, Boo Boo, who comes, chrono-
logically, between the twins and me,
was an ensign in the Waves, stationcd,
off and on, at a naval base in Brook-
Iyn. All that spring and summer, she
occupied the small apartment in New
York that my brother Seymour and I
had all but technically given up after
our induction. The two youngest chil-
dren in the family, Zooey (male) and
Franny (female), were with our par-
ents in Los Angeles, where my father
was hustling talent for a motion-picture
studio. Zooey was thirteen, and Franny
was eight. They wese both appearing
every week on a children’s radio quiz
program called, with perhaps typically
pungent Coast-to-Coast irony, “It’s a
Wise Child.” At one time or another,
I might well bring in here—or, rather,
in one year or another—all the chil-
dren in owr family have been weekly
hired “guests” on *“It’s a Wise Child.”
Seymour and T were the first to ap-
pear on the show, back in 1927, at the
respective ages of ten and eight, in the
days when the program “emanated”
from one of the convention rooms of
the old Murray Hill Hotel. All seven
of us, from Seymour through Franny,
appeared on the show under pseudo-
nyms. Which may sound highly
anomalous, considering that we're the
children of vaudevillians, a sect not
usually antipathetic to publicity, but
my mother had once read a magazine
article on the little crosses professional
children are obliged to bear—their es-
trangement from normal, presumably
desirable socicty—and she took an iron
stand on the issue, and never, never
wavered. (This is not the time at all to
go into the question of whether most,
or all, “professional” children ought to
be outlawed, pitied, or unsentimentally
exccuted as disturbers of the peace.
For the moment, I’ll only pass along
that our combined income on “It’s a
Wise Child” has sent six of us through
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college, and is now sending the sev-
enth.)

Our eldest brother, Seymour—with
whom I'm all but exclusively con-
cerned here—was a corporal in what, in
1942, was still called the Air Corps. He
was stationed at a B-17 base in Cali-
fornia, where, 1 believe, he was an
acting company clerk. T might add,
not quite parenthetically, that he was
by far the least prolific letter writer in
the family. 1 don’t think I’ve had five
letters from him in my life,

On the morning of cither May 22nd
or 3rd (no one in my family has ever
dated a letter), a letter from my sister
Boo Boo was placed on the foor of my
cot in the post hospital at Fort Ben-
ning while my diaphragm was being
strapped with adhesive tape (a usual
medical procedure with pleurisy pa-
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tients, presumably guaranteed to pre-
vent them from coughing themselves
to picces). When the ordeal was over,
I read Boo Boo’s letter. I still have it,
and it follows here verbatim:

Dear Bunoy,

I'm in a terrible rush to pack, so this will
be short but penetrating. Admiral Behind-
pincher has decided that he must fly to
parts unknown for the war effort and has
also decided to take his secretary with him
if I behave myself. I'm just sick abour it
Seymour aside, it means Quonsct huts in
freezing air bases and boyish passes from
our fighting men and those horrible paper
things to get sick in on the plane. The point
18, Seymour is getting married—yes. mar-
ried, 50 please pay attention. I can't be
there. T may be gone for anywhere from six
wecks to two months on this trip. I've met
the girl. She's a zero in my opinion but
terrific-looking. T don't actually know that
she's a zero. I mean she hardly said two
words the night I met her, Just sat and

D COm

“Why don't you go over to Third Avenue?”
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smiled and smoked, so it isn’t fair to say.
1 don’t know anything about the romance
itself at all, except that they apparently
met when Seymour was stationed at Maon-
mouth last winter. The mather is the end—
a finger in all the arts, and sces a pood
Jungian man twice a week (she asked me
twice, the night 1 met her, if I'd ever been
analyzed). She told me she just wishes
Seymour would relate to more people. In
the same breath, said she just loves him.
though, etc., etc., and that she used to
listen to him religiously all the years he
was on the air. That's all I know except
that you've got to get to the wedding. I'll
never forgive vou if you don't. 1 mean it.
Mother and Daddy can’t get here from the
Coast. Franny has the measles, for one
thing. Incidentally, did you hear her last
week? She went on at beautiful length
about how she used to Ay all around the
apartment when she was four and no one
was home. The new announcer is worse
than Grant—if possible, even worse than
Sullivan in the old days. He said she sure-
ly just dreamt that she was able to fly. The
baby stood her ground like an angel. She
said she knew she was able to Ay because
when she came down she always had dust
on her fingers from touching the light
bulbs. [ long to see her. You, too. Anyhow,
you've got to get to the wedding. Go
AW.O.L. if you have to, but please go.
It’s at three o'clock, June 4th. Fery non-
sectarian and Emancipated, at her grand-
mother’s house on 63rd. Some judge is
marrying them. I don't know the number
of the house. but it's exactly two doors
down from where Carl and Amy used to
live in luxury. I'm going to wire Walt, but
1 think he’s been shipped out already.
Please get there, Buddy. He weighs about
as much as a cat and he has that ecstatic
look on his face that you can't talk to.
Maybe it's going to be perfectly all right,
but I hate 1942, T think T'll hate 1942 nll
1 die. just on general principles. All my
love and see you when I get back.

A couple of days after the letter ar-
rived, T was discharged from the hos-
pital, in the custody, so to speak, of
about three yards of adhesive tape
around my ribs. Then began a very
strenuous week’s campaign to ger per-
mission to attend the wedding. 1 was
finally able to do it by laboriously in-
gratinting myself with my company
commander, a bookish man by his own
confession, whose faverite author, as
luck had it, happened to be my favorite
author—L. Manning Vines. Or Hinds.
Despite this spiritunl bond between us,
the most I could wangle out of him
was a three-day pass, which would, at
best, give me just enough time to travel
by train to New York, see the wedding,
holt a dinner somewhere, and then re-
turn damply to Georgia.

All sit-up coaches on trains in 1942
were only nominally ventilated, as 1 re-
member, abounded with M.P.s, and
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smelled of orange juice, milk,
and rye whiskey. T spent the
night coughing and reading a
copy of Ace Comics that some-
one was kind enough to lend
me. When the train pulled in-
to New York—at ten after
two on the afternoon of the
wedding—1I was coughed our,
generally exhausted, perspir-
ing, unpressed, and my adhe-
sive tape was itching hellishly,
New York itself was indescrib-
ably hot. Thad no time to go to
my apartment first, so I left my
Inggage, which consisted of a
rather oppressive-looking little
canvas zipper bag, in one of
those steel boxes at Penn Sta-
tion. To make things still more
provocative, as | was wander-
ing around in the garment dis-
trict trying to find an empty
cab, a second licutenant in the
Signal Corps, whom I'd ap-
parently overlooked saluting,
crossing Seventh Avenue, sud-
denly took out a fountain pen
and wrote down my name,
serial number, and address
while a number of civilians
looked interestedly on.

I was limp when I finally
got into a cab, I gave the driv-
er directions that would take
me at least as far as “Carl
and Amy’s” old house, As
soon as we arrived in that
block, however, it was very
simple. One just followed the crowd.
There was even a canvas canopy. A
moment later, I entered an enormous
old brownstone and was met by 2 very
handsome, lavender-haired woman,
who asked me whether T was a friend
of the bride or the groom. [ said the
groom, “Oh,” she said, “well, we’re
just bunching everybody up together.”
She laughed rather immoderately, and
showed me to whart seemed to be the last
vacant folding chair in a very crowded
outsize room. I have a thirteen-year-
old blackout in my mind with regard to
the over-all physical derails of the room.
Beyond the fact that it was jam-packed
and stifling hot, I can remember only
two things: that there was an organ
plnving almost directly behind me, and
that the woman in the seat directly at
my right turned to me and enthusiasti-
cally stage-whispered, “Pm Heler Sils-
brrn!” From the location of vur scats,
I gathered thar she was not the bride’s
mother, but, to play it safe, T smiled
and nodded gregariously, and was

“Some burglar you are! Can’t you
come int fust one night without waking me up?”

about 1o say who / was, but she put a
decorous finger to her lips, and we both
faced front. [t was then, roughly, three
o'clock. I closed my eyes and waited,
a trifle guardedly, for the organist to
quit the incidental music and plunge into
“Lohengrin.”

I haven’t a very clear idea of how
the next hour and a quarter passed,
aside from the cardinal fact that there
was no plunging into “Lohengrin.”
I remember a little dispersed band
of unfamiliar faces that surreptitiously
turned around, now and then, to see
who was coughing. And [ remember
that the woman at my right addressed
me once again, in the same rather
festive whisper. “There must be some
delay,” she said. “Have you ever seen
Judge Ranker? He has the face of
a saint.” And I remember the organ
music veering peculiarly, almost des-
perately, at one point, from Bach
to early Rodgers and Hart. On the
whale, though, I'm afraid, T passed the
time paying little sympathetic hospital

calls on myself for being obliged 1o sup-
press my coughing spells. I had a sus-
tained, cowardly notion, the entire time
I was in the room. that I was about to
hemorrhage, or, at the very least, frac-
wure 4 rib, despite the corset of adhesive
tape I was wearing.

T twenty minutes past four—or, to
put it another, blunter way, an

hour and twenty minutes past what
seemed to be all reasonable hope—the
unmarried bride, her head down, a par-
ent stationed on either side of her, was
helped out of the building and conduct-
ed, fragilely, down a long flight of stone
steps to the sidewalk. She was then de-
posited—almost  hand over hand, it
scemed—into the first of the sleek
black hired cars that were waiting,
double-parked, at the curb. It was an
excessively graphic moment—a tabloid
moment—and, as tabloid moments go,
it had its full complement of evewit-
nesses, for the wedding guests (myself
among them) had alrcady begun to




pour out of the building, however dec-
oroudy, in alert, not to say goggle-
eyed, droves. If there was any even
faintly lenitive aspect to the spectacle,
the weauther itself was responsible for it.
The June sun was so hot and o glaring,
of such multi-fashbulb-like mediacy,
that the image of the bride, as she
made her almost invalided way down
the stone steps, tended to blur where
blurring mattered most.

Once the bridal car was at least
physically removed from the scene, the
tension on the sidewalk—especially
around the mouth of the canvas canopy,
at the curb, where I, for one, was loiter-
ing—deteriorated into what, had the
building been a church, and had it been
a Sunday, might have been taken for

fairly normal congregation-dispersing
confusion. Then, very suddenly, the
emphasized word came—reportedly
from the bride’s Uncle Al—that the
wedding guests were to use the cars
stunding at the curb; that is, reception
or no reception, change of plans or no
change of plans. If the reaction in my
vicinity was any eriterion, the offer was
generally received as a kind of bean
geste. It didn’t quite go without saying,
however, that the cars were 10 be
“used” only after a formidable-looking
platoon of people—referred to as the
bride’s “immediate family”—had taken
what transportation they necded to quit
the scene. And, after a somewhat mys-
terious and bottlencck-like delay (dur-
ing which I remained peculiarly riveted

to the spot), the “immediate family”
did indeed begin to make its exodus, as
many as Six Or SEVEN persons to a car,
or as few as three or four, The number,
I gathered, depended upon the age, de-
meanor, and hip spread of the first occu-
pants in possession.

Suddenly, at someone’s parting—but
markedly crisp—suggestion, I found
myself stationed ar the curb, directly at
the mouth of the canvas canopy, attend-
ing to helping people into cars.

How I had been singled out to fill this
pust deserves some small speculation. So
far as T know, the unidentified, mid-
dle-aged man of action who had picked
me for the job hadn’t a glimmer of a
notion that I was the bridegroom’s
brother. Therefore, it seems logical that



I was singled out for other, far less
poetic reasons. The year was 1942, I
was twenty-three, and newly drafred
into the Army. It strikes me that it was
solely my age, my uniform, and the

unmistakably serviceable, olive-drab
aura about me that had left no doubt
concerning my eligibility to fill in as
doorman.

I was not only twenty-three but a
conspicuously retarded twenty-three. I
remember loading people into cars
without any degreec of competence
whatever. On the contrary, I went
about it with a certain disingenuous,
cadetlike semblance of single-minded-
ness, of adherence to duty. After a few
minutes, in fact, I became all too aware
that I was catering to the needs of a

predominantly older, shorter, fleshier
generation, and my performance as an
arm taker and door closer took on an
even more thoroughly hogus puissance.
I began to conduct myself like an ex-
ceptionally adroit, wholly engaging
young giant with a cough.

But the heat of the afterncon was,
to say the least, oppressive, and the com-
pensations of my office must have
seemed to me increasingly tokenless.
Abruptly, though the crowd of “im-
mediate family” seemed scarcely to
have begun to thin out, I myself lunged
into one of the freshly loaded cars,
just as it searted to draw away from
the curh. In doing it, I hit my head
a very audible (perhaps retributive)
crack on the roof. One of the oceu-
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pants of the car was
none other than my
whispering acquaint-
ance, Helen Silsburn,
and she started to of-
fer me her unqualified
sympathy. The crack
had evidently resound-
ed throughout the car.
But at twenty-three I
was the sort of young
man  who responds
to all public injury
of his person, short of
a fractured skull, by
giving out a hollow,
subnormal-sounding
laugh.

The car moved
west, directly, as it
were, into the open
furnace of the late-
afternoon sky, It con-
tinued west for two
blocks, tll ir reached
Madison Avenue, and
then it right-angled
sharply north. I felt as
though we were all be-
ing saved from being
caught up by the sun’s
terrible flue only by
the anonymous driver’s
ENormaous ﬂl(ﬂrﬂ\css alld
skill.

T'he first four or five
blocks north on Madi-
son, conversation in the
car was chiefly limited
to remarks like “Am
[ giving you enough
room?” and “I've nev-
er been so hat in my
entire life,” The one
who had never been so
hot in her entire life
was, s I’'d learned from a certain
amount of eavesdropping at the curh,
the bride’s Matron of Honor. She
was a hefty girl of about twenty-four
or -five, in a pink satin dress, with a
circlet of artificial forget-me-nots in her
hair. There was a distinctly athletic
ethos about her, as if, a year or two
earlier, she might have majored in
physical education in college. In her lap
she was holding a houquet of gardenias
rather as though it were a deflated vol-
leyball. She was seated in the back of the
car, hip-pressed between her hushand
and a tiny elderly man in a top hat and
cutaway, who was helding an unlight-
ed clear-Havana cigar, Mrs. Silsburn
and T—our respective inside knees un-
ribaldly touching—occupied the jump
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seats. Twice, without any excuse what-
ever, out of sheer approval, I glanced
around at the tiny elderly man. When
I’d originally loaded the car and held
the door open for him, I'd had a passing
impulse to pick him up bodily and insert
him gently through the open window.
He was timness nself, surely being not
more than four nine or ten and without
heing either a midger or a dwarf. In
the car, he sat staring very severely
straight ahead of him. On my second
look around at him, I noticed that he
had what very much appeared to be an
old gravy stain on the lapel of his cut-
away. I also noticed that his silk hat
cleared the roof of the car by a goad
four or five inches. . . . But for the most
part, those first few minutes in the car,
I was still mainly concerned with my
own state of health. Besides having
pleurisy and a bruised head, I had a
hypochondriac’s notion that I was get-
ting a strep throat. 1 sat surreptitiously
curling back my tongue and exploring
the suspected ailing part. I was star-
ing, as I remember, directly in front
of me, at the back of the driver’s neck,
which was a relief map of hoil scars,
when suddenly my jump-seat mate
addressed me: “I didn’t get a chance
to ask you mnside. How’s that darling
mother of yours! Aren’t you Dickie
Briganza?”

My tongue, at the time of the ques-
tion, was curled back exploratively as
far as the soft palate. T disentangled it,
swallowed, and turned to her. She was
fifty, or thereabouts, fashionably and
tastefully dressed. She was wearing 2
very heavy pancake makeup. I answered
no—-that I wasn’t.

She narrowed her eyes a trifle at me
and said T looked exactly like Celia
Briganza’s boy. Around the mouth. I
tried 1o show by my expression that it
was a mistake anybody could muake.
Then T went on staring at the back of
the driver’s neck. The car was silent.
I glanced out of the window, for a
change of scene.

“How do you like the Army?” Mrs.
Silsburn asked, Abruptly, conversation-

ally.
I had a brief coughing spell at that
particular instant. When it was

over, | turned to her with all available
alacrity and said I'd made a lot of bud-
dies. It was a little difficult for me to
swivel in her direction, what with the
encasement of adhesive tape around my
diaphragm.

She nodded. “I think you're all jus
wonderful,” she said, somewhat am-
biguously. “Are you a friend of the

WHAT’S IN A NAME? HERE'S WHAT'S
IN A NAME

OR, | WONDER WHAT BECAME OF JOHN AND MARY

In movies I prefer something unpretentious, like “Marty,”

But who wants an unpretentious party ?

I always say a nice, pretentious party will do more for your ego than doctors or

medicine;

I wish you could have been at the one I tossed recently to celebrate the payment

of my hill from Con Edison.

There was Cary Middlecoff, Carey Latimer, Cary Grant, Gary Cooper, Gary
Croshy, and, I think but I'm not quite sure,

Garry Moore.

Alsy Rocky Marciano, Rocky Graziano, Rocky Castellani, Rock Hudson, and,

showing great endurance,
A man from Prudential Insurance.
I don’t want to talk your <ar off,

But I mustn’t forger Kim Stanley, Kim Hunter, Kim Noyak, and Akim

Tamiroff;
An added entry
Was Speed Lamkin and Race Gentry,
And guess who crowded together
Nietzsche—

hotly discussing  Schopenhaver and

Donna Artwoed, Donna Reed, and Don Ameche!

And who up for the conga should line

But Julie Andrews, Julie Wilson, Julie Harris, Julie Haydon, Julie Adams,

and Jule Styne!

It was such a pretentious party that all my vapors did disappear.
I also had Katie and Audrey just to prove that it can Hepburn here,

bride’s or the groom’s? " she then asked,
delicately getting down to brass tacks.

“Well, actually, I'm not exactly a
friend of—"

“You'd better not sy ynu’re a friend
of the groom,” the Matron of Honor
interrupted me, from the back of the
car. “I’d like to get my hands on him
for about twe minutes. Just twe min-
utes, that’s all.”

Mrs. Silsburn turned  briefly—but
completely—around to smile at the
speaker. Then she faced front again,
We made the round trip, in fact, almost
in unison. Considering that Mrs. Sils-
burn had turned around for only an
instant, the smile she had bestowed on
the Matron of Honor was a kind of
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jump-seat masterpiece. [t was vivid
enough to express unlimited partisan-
ship with all young people, all over
the world, but most particularly with
this spirited, outspoken local repre-
sentative, to whom, perhaps, she had
been little more than perfunctorily in-
troduced, if at all.

“Bloodthirsty wench,” said a chuck-
ling male voice. And Mys, Silsburn
and 1 turned around again. It was the
Matron of Honor’s husband who had
spoken up. He was seated directly be-
hind me, at his wife’s left. He and I
briefly exchanged that blank, uncom-
radely look which, possibly, in the
crapulous year of 1942, only an officer
and a private could exchange. A first
licutenant in the Signal Corps, he was
wearing a very interesting Air Corps
pilot’s cap—a visored hat with the metal
frame removed from inside the crown,
which usually conferred on the wearer
a certain, presumably desired, intrepid
look. In his case, however, the cap didn’t
begin to fill the bill. It seemed to serve
no other purpose than to make my own
outsize, regulation headpicce feel rather
like a clown’s hat that someone had
nervously picked out of the incinerator.
His face was sallow and, essentially,
daunted-looking. He was perspiring




“Let’s stop. If they can all afford it, so can we.”

with an almest incredible profusion—
on his forehead, on his upper lip, and
even at the end of his nose—to the point
where a salt tablet might have been in
order. “I’m married to the bloodthirsti-
est wench in six counties,” he said, ad-
dressing Mrs. Silsburn and giving an-
other soft, public chuckle, In automatic
deference to his rank, [ very nearly
chuckled right along with him—a short,
inane, stranger’s and draftee’s chuckle
that would clearly signify that [ was
with him and everyone else in the car,
against no one,

“I sean it,” the Matron of Honor
said. “Just two minutes—that's all,
brother. Oh, if I could just get my two
little hands—"

“All right, now, take it easy, take it
easy,” her husband said, stll with ap-
parently inexhaustible resources of con-
nubial good humor. *Just take it easy.
Youll last longer.”

Mrs. Silsburn faced around toward
the back of the car again, and favored
the Matron of Honor with an all but
cancnized smile. “Did anyone see any
of his people at the wedding?” she in-

quired softly, with just a little em-
phasis—no more than perfectly gen-
teel—on the personal pronoun,

The Matron of Honor’s answer
came with toxic volume: “No. They're
all out on the West Coast or someplace.
I just wish T had.”?

Her hushand’s chuckle sounded
again, “What wouldja done if you had,
honey?” he asked—and winked indis-
criminately at me.

“Well, I don’t £now, but 'd’ve done
something,” said the Matron of Honor.
The chuckle at her left expanded in
volume. “Well, I would have!” she in-
sisted. “I’d’ve said something to them.
I mean. My gosh.” She spoke with in-
creasing aplomb, as though perceiving
that, cued by her husband, the rest of
us within earshot were finding some-
thing attractively forthright—spunky—
about her sense of justice, however
youthful or impractical it might be, “I
don’t know what I’d have said to them.,
I probably would have just blabbered
something idiotic. But my gosh. Hon-
estly! T just can’t stand to see some-
body get away with absolute murder.

It makes my blood boil.” She suspended
animation just long enough to be bol-
stered by a look of simulated empathy
from Mrs, Silsburn. Mrs. Silsburn and
I were now turned completely, super-
sociably, around in our jump seats. “I
mean it,” the Matron of Honor said,
“You can’t just barge through life
hurting people’s feelings whenever you
feel like it.”

“I'm afraid T know very little about
the young man,” Mrs. Silshurn said,
softly, “As a matter of fact, I haven’t
even met him. The first I'd heard that
Muriel was even engaged—"

“Nobody’s met him,” the Matron of
Honor said, rather explosively, 7
haven’t even met him. We had two re-
hearsals, and both times Muriel’s poor
father had to take his place, just hecause
his crazy plane couldn’t take off. He
was supposed to get a hop here last
Tuesday night in some crazy Army
plane, but it was snowing or something
crazy in Colorado, or Arizona, or one
of those crazy places, and he didn’t get
in till one o’clock in the smorsing, last
wight., Then—at that insane hour—he
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calls Muriel on the phone from way
out in Long Island or someplace and
asks her to meet him in the lobby of some
horrible hotel so they can talk.” The
Matron of Honor shuddered eloquent-
ly. “And you know Muriel. She's just
darling enough to let anybody and his
brother push her around. That’s whart
gripes me. It's always those kind of
people that get hurtin the end . . . Any-
way, so she gets dressed and gets in a
cah and sits in some horrible Tobby talk-
ing with him till quarter to five in the
morning.” The Matron of Honor re-
leased her grip on her gardenia bouquet
Jong enough to raise two clenched fists
above her lap. “QOoo, it makes me so
mad!” she said.

“What hotel?” T asked the Matron
of Honor. “Do you know?” T tried to

“In not a camera!

make my voice sound casual, as though,
possibly, my father might he in the hotel
business and I wok a certain under-
standable filial interest in where people
stopped in New York. In reality, my
question meant almost nothing. I was
just thinking aloud, more or less. I’d
been interested in the fact that my
brother had asked his fiancée tw meet
him in a hote] lobby, rather than at
his empty, available apartment. The
morality of the invitation was by no
means out of character, but it interested
me, mildly, nonetheless.

“I don’t know which hotel,” the
Matron of Honor said irritably. “Just
some hotel.” She stared at me, “Why?”
she demanded. “Are you a friend of
his? "’

There was something distinctly in-

(D]

timidating about her stare. It seemed to
come from a onc-woman mob, sepa-
rated only by time and chance from her
knitting bag and a splendid view of the
guillotine, I've been terrified of mobs,
of any kind, all my life. “We were boys
together,” T answered, all but unintelli-
gibly.

“Well, lucky )‘nu!”

“Now, now,” said her husband.

“Well, Pm sorry,” the Matron of
Honor said to him, but addressing all of
us. “But you haven't been in a room
watching that poor kid cry her eyes out
for a solid hour, It’s not funny—and
don’t you forget it. [’ve heard about
grooms gerring cold feet, and all that.
But you don’t do it at the last minute.
I mean you don’t do it so that you’ll
embarrass a lot of perfectly nice people .
half to death and almost break a kid’s
spirit and everything! If he’d changed
his #nind, why didn’t he
wrte to her and ac least
break it off like a gente-
man, for goodness’ sake?
Before all the damage was
done.”

“All right, take it easy,
Just take it easy,” her hus-
band said. His chuckle
was still there, but it was
sounding a rifle strained.

“Well, I meanit! Why
couldn’t he write to her
and just tell her, like a
man, and prevent all this
tragedy and everything?”
She looked at me, abrupt-
ly. “Do you have amy
idea where he is, by any
chance?” she demanded,
with metal in her voice.
“If you were boyhood
friends, you should have
some—""

“T just got into New
York about two hours
ago,” I'said nervously. Not
only the Matron of Honor
bur her hushand and Mrs,
Silshurn as well were now
staring at me. “So far, 1
haven’t even had a chance
to get toa phum'.” At that
point, as I remember, T
had a coughing spell. It
was genuine enough, but [
must say I did very little
o supprt’ss i‘ or shnrtr.‘n [tﬁ
duration.

“You had that cough
lovked at, soldier?” the
Lieutenant asked me when
I"d come out of it.

At that instant, I had
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another coughing spell—a perfectly
genuine one, oddly enough. T was still
turned a sort of half or quarter right in
my jump seat, with my body averted
just enough toward the front of the
car to bhe able to cough with all due
hygienic propriety.

T seems very disorderly, but I think
a paragraph ought to be wedged in
right here to answer a couple of stump-
ers. First off, why did I go on sitting in
the car? Aside from all incidental con-
siderations, the car was reportedly des-
tined to deliver its occupants to the
bride’s parents’ apartment house. No
amount of information, first- or second-
hand, that I might have acquired from
the prostrate, unmarried bride or from
her disturbed (and, very likely, angry)
parents could possibly have made up for
the awkwardness of my presence in
their apartment. Why, then, did T go
en sitting in the car! Why didn’t T get
out while, say, we were stopped for a
red light? And, still more salient, why
had 1 jumped into the car in the first
place? ... There seem to me at least
a dozen answers to these questions, and
all of them, however dimly, valid
enough, T think, though, that I can
dispense with them, and just reiterate
that the year was 1942, that I was
twenty-three, newly drafted, newly ad-
vised in the efficacy of keeping close
to the herd—and, above all, T felt
lonely. One simply jumped into Joaded
cars, as I see it, and stayed scated in
them.

O get back to the plot, T remem-

ber that while all three—the Ma-
tron of ”unm‘, her hush’tlld, and }\11’*‘,.
Silsburn—were conjunctively staring at
me and watching me cough, T glanced
over at the tiny elderly man in the back.
He was still staring fixedly straight
ahead of him. I noticed, almost with
gratitude, that his feet didn’t quite touch
the floor. They looked like old and
valued friends of mine.

“What's this man supposed to do,
anyway?” the Matron of Honor said to
me when I’d emerged from my second
coughing spell.

“You mean Seymour?” T said. It
seemed clear, at first, from her inflec-
tion, that she had something singularly
ignominious in mind. Then, suddenly,
it struck me—and it was sheerly inti-
tive~—that she might well be in sccret
possession of a motley number of bio-
graphical facts about Scymnur; that 1s,
the low, regrettably dramatic, and (in
my opinion) basically misleading facts
about him, That he’d been Billy Black,
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a national radio “celebrity,” for some six
years of his boyhood. Or that, for an-
other example, he’d been a freshman ar
Columbia when he’d just wrned fif-
teen.

“Yes, Seymour,” said the Matron of
Honor, “What’d he do before he was
in the Army?™

Again I had the same little effulgent
flash of intuition that she knew much
more about him than, for some reason,
she meant to indicate. It seemed, for
one thing, that she knew perfectly well
that Seymour had been teaching English
before his induction—that he’d been a
professor. A professor. For an instant,
in fact, as I looked at her, I had a very
uncomfortable notion that she might
even know that I was Seymour’s
brother. It wasn’t a thought to dwell
on. Instead, I looked her unsquarely in
the eye and said, “He was a chiropo-
dist.” Then, abruptly, I faced around
and looked out of my window. The car
had been motionless for some minutes,
and I had just become aware of the
sound of martial drums in the distance,
from the general direction of Lexing-
ton or Third Avenue,

“IT'S a parade!” said Mrs. Silsburn.
She had faced around, too,

We were in the upper Eighties. A
policeman was stationed in the middle of
Madison Avenue and was halting all
north- and south-bound traffic, So far as
I could tell, he was just halting it; that
is, not redirecting it either east or west.
There were three or four cars and 2
bus waiting to move southward, but our
car chanced to be the only vehicle aimed
uptown. At the immediate corner, and
at what I could see of the uptown side
street leading toward Fifth Avenue,
people were standing two and three
deep along the curb and on the walk,
waiting, apparently, for a detail of
troops, or nurses, or Boy Scouts, or
what-have-you, to leave their assembly
point at Lexington or Third Avenue
and march past.

“Oh, Lord. Wouldn’t you just
know?" said the Matron of Honor.

I wirned around and very nearly
bumped heads with her. She was leaning
forward, toward and all but into the
space between Mrs. Silsburn and me.
Mrs. Silshurn rurned roward her, too,
with a responsive, rather pained expres-
sion.

“We may be here for weeks,” the
Matron of Honor said, craning for-
ward to see out of the driver’s wind-
shield. “I should be there now. 1 told
Muriel and her mother I'd be in one
of the first cars and that I'd get up o
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the house in about five wminutes. Oh,
God! Can’t we do something?”

“T should be there, too,” Mrs. Sils-
burn said, rather promptly.

“Yes, but I solemnly prosmised her.
The apartment’s gonna be loaded with
all kinds of crazy aunts and uncles and
absolute strangers, and I told her Td
stand guard with about ten bayonets
and see that che got a little privacy
and—"" She broke off. “Oh, God, This
is awful.”

Mus. Silsburn gave a small, stilted
laugh. “I’'m afraid I'm one of the

crazy aunts,” she said. Clearly, she was !

affronted.

T'he Matron of Honor locked at her.
“Oh—DI'm sorry. I didn’t mean you,”
she said. She sat back in her seat. “I
just meant that their apartment’s so
tiny, and if everybody starts pouring in
by the dozens— You know what I
mean.”

Mrs. Silsburn said nothing, and 1
didn’t look at her to see just how serious-
ly she’d been affronted by the Matron of
Honor’s remark. I remember, though,
that I was impressed, in a peculiar
sense, with the Matron of Honor’s tone
of apology for her little slip about “crazy
aunts and uncles.” Tt had been a genu-
ine apology, but not an embarrassed
and, still better, not an obsequious one,
and for a moment I had a feeling that,
for all her stagy indignation and showy
grit, there was something bayonetlike
about her, something not altogether un-
admirable. (I'll grant, quickly and
readily, that my opinion in this instance
has a very limited value. T often feel a
rather excessive pull toward people who
don’t overapologize.) The point is,
however, that right then, for the first
time, a small wave of prejudice against
the missing groom passed over me, a
just perceptible little whitecap of censure
for his unexplained absentecism.

“Let’s see if we can get a little action
around ht.‘:'n.‘,” the Matron of Honor’s
husband said. It was rather the voice of
a2 man who keeps calm under fire. I
felt him deploying behind me, and
then, abruptly, his head craned into
the limited space between Mrs. Silsburn
and me. “Driver,” he said peremptorily,
and waited for a response. When it
came with promptness, his voice be-
came a bit mere tractile, democratic:
“How long do you think we’ll be tied
up here?”

The driver turned around. “You got
me, Mac,” he said. He faced front
again. He was absorbed in what was
going on at the mtersection. A minute
earlier, a small boy with a partly de-
flated red balloon had run out into the
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cleared, forbidden street. He had just
been captured and was being dragged
back to the curb by his father, who gave
the boy two only pardy openhanded
punches between the shoulder blades.
The act was righteously booed by the
crowd.

“Did you see what that man did to
that child?” Mrs. Silshurn demanded of
everyone in general. No one answered
her.

“What about asking that cop how
long we're apt to be held up herc?” the
Matron of Honor’s husband said to the
driver. He was still leaning forward,
He’d evidently not been altogether sat-
isfied with the laconic reply to his first
question. “We're all in something of
a hurry, you know. Do you think you
could agk him how long we're apt to
be tied up here?”

Without turning around, the driver
rudely shrugged his shoulders. But he
turned off his ignition, and got out of
the car, slamming the heavy limousine
door behind him. He was an untidy,
bullish-looking man in partial chauf-
feur’s livery—a black serge suit, but no
cap.

He walked slowly and very inde-
pendently, not to say insolently, the few
steps over to the intersection, where the
ranking policeman was directing things.
The two then stood talking to each
other for an endless amount of time. (I
heard the Matron of Honor give a
groan, behind me.) Then, suddenly,
the two men broke into uprearious
laughter—as though they hadn’t really
heen conversing at all but had been ex-
changing very short dirty jokes. Then
our driver, still laughing uninfectiously,
waved a fraternal hand at the cop and
walked—slowly—back to the car. He
got in, slammed his door shut, extracted
a cigarette from a package on the ledge
over the dashboard, tucked the cigarctte
behind his car, and then, and then only,
turned around to make his report to us,
“He don’t know,” he said. “We gotta
wait for the parade to pass by here.” He
gave us, collectively, an indifferent
once-over. “After that we can go ahead
O.K.” He faced front, disengaged the
cigarctte from behind his ear, and lit it.

In the back of the car, the Matron
of Honor sounded a voluminous litde
plaint of frustration and pique. And
then there was silence. For the first time
in several minutes, I glanced around at
the tiny elderly man with the unlighted
cigar. The delay didn’t scem to affect
him. Hie standard of comportment for
sitting in the rear seat of cars—cars in
motion, cars stationary, and even, one

| couldn’t help imagining, cars that were



Ask for Bill Lawrence at The New York
Times and the question is do you want the
atomic one or the dynamic one? The atomic
one is William L. Laurence, official and only
reporter to witness the birth of the atomic age.

The dynamic one is William H. Lawrence,
so dubbed because he packs, in his person
and in his pen, all the power the atomic one
writes about, A reporter since he was

a corn-fed Nebraska voungster of 16, Bill
Lawrence has covered some of the biggest
stories of the past 21 years, has pretty much
covered the world going after them.

Dynamic Bill got his first taste for journalism
in high school. It stayed with him during ®

e S S T e The Dynamic One
University. He guit to become a reporter.
That was in 1932. He moved rapidly —the
Lincoln Star, The Assocviated Press, the
Omaha World-Herald, the United Press. e
was UP labor editor in Washington for a
while before switching to politics.

Since joining The New York Times in

1941, Bill Lawrence has moved just as
rapidly —Washington, London, Moscow for a
couple of years as bureau chief, He was a
war correspondent in the Pacific. He was
correspondent in the Balkans until the
Bulgariang threw him out for reporting
them pro-Soviet. He toured South America
on special assignment.

Bill Lawrence is just one of hundreds of
dyvnamic reporters, correspondents and
editors who make up The New York Times
team all over the world. Working together,
they produce each day a newspaper that is
a8 dynamic as they are, interesting,
informative, different from any other. They
put more into The Times. You get more out
of The Times. Enjoy it every day.

The New Jork Times

“ALL THE MEWS THAT'S FIT TO PRINT™




68

PATEK PHILIPPE

THE WORLD"S FOREMOST WATCH

proudly presents this unique, new
selfwinding watch made by
its master watchmakers of
Ceneva, Switzerland.

The price is $800. F.T.1
With hand-wrought 18 K
gold bracelet, $1200,
F.T. 1L At Selected

ke The story of this time-

piece with its thirty jewels
and its 18 Kt. gold double-action
rotor weight, is so fascinating that

we would welcome the opportunity
of sending you a descriptive booklet.

PTEI( PHILIPPE, 587 Fifth Avenue, New York 17

A MAN'S IDEA OF A GIFT...

OUR FRENCH SILKS

If you could read his mind,
you'd give him a wardrobe-
full of these rave imported
silks, woven specifically for
Sulka. Choose from a host
of designs as elegant as the
fine French taste...all in
the important current mode,
the pattern with a plan. On
blue, grey, brown, marocon
grounds. $10.00

WAL ORDERS CAREFLLLY MILER

6. Subka & Comjumbv R i
661 Fifth Avenue at 52 St., New York 22

2 South Michigan Avenue at Madison, Chicago 8
Paris, London, Palm Beach

driven off bridges into rivers—seemed
to be fixed. Tt was wonderfully simple.
You just sat very erect, maintaining a
clearance of four or five inches between
your top hat and the roof, and you
stared ferociously ahead at the wind-
shield. If Death—who was out there all
the time, possibly sitting on the hood—
if Death stepped miraculously through
the glass and came in after you, in
all probability you just got up and
went along with him, ferociously but
quietly. Chances were, you could take
your cigar with you, if it was a clear
Havana.

“Whar are we going to do? Just sit
here?” the Matron of Honor said. “T’'m
so hot I could die.” And Mrs. Silsburn
and [ turned around just in time to sce
her look at her husband dircetly for the
first time since they’d got into the car,
“Can’t you move over just a tiny little
bit?” she said to him. “I’m so squashed
in here I can hardly breathe.”

The Licutenant, chuckling, opened
his hands expressively. “I’m practically
sitting on the fender now, Bunny,” he
said.

The Matron of Honor then looked
over, with mixed curiesity and disap-
proval, at her other seatmate, who, as
though unconsciously dedicated to
cheering me up, was occupying far
more space than he needed, There was
a good two inches between his right hip
and the base of the outside armrest. The
Matron of Honor undoubtedly noticed
it, too, but, for all her metal, she didn’t
quite have what it would have taken
to speak up to that formidable-looking
little personage. She turned back to her
husband. “Can you reach your ciga-
rettes?” she said irritably, “I'll never
get mine out, the way we’re packed in
here.” With the words “packed in,” she
turned her head again to shoot a brief,
all-implicit look at the tiny guilty party
who had usurped the space she thought
ought rightfully to be hers. He re-
mained sublimely out of touch. He went
on glaring straight ahead of him, to-
ward the driver’s windshield. The
Matron of Honor looked at Mrs, Sils-
burn, and raised her eyebrows expres-
sively. Mrs. Silsburn responded with a
countenance full of understanding and
sympathy. The Licutenant, meanwhile,
had shifted his weight over to his left,
or window-side, buttock, and from the
right-hand pocket of his officer’s pinks
had taken out a package of cigarettes
and a folder of matches. His wife picked
out a cigarette, and waited for a light,
which was immediately forthcom-
ing. Mrs. Silshurn and T watched the
lighting of the cigarette as though it
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were a moderately bewitching novelty.

“Oh, pardon me,” the Lieutenant
suddenly said, and extended his ciga-
rette pack to Mrs. Silshurn.

“No, thank you. I don’t smoke,”
Mrs. Silshurn said quickly—almost with
regret.

“Soldieri” the Licutenant said, ex-
tending the pack to me, after the most
imperceptible of hesitations, In all truth,
I rather liked him for putting through
the offer, for the small victory of com-
mon courtesy over caste, but I declined
the aigarette.

“May 1 see your matchesi” Mrs.
Silshurn said, in an exceedingly diffi-
dent, almost lietle-girlish voice.

“These:™ said the Licutenant. He
handed his folder of matches readily
over to Mrs. Silshurn. :

While I looked on with an expression
of absorption, Mrs. Silshurn examined
the match folder. On its ourside cover,
in gold letters on a erimson hack-
ground, were printed the words “These
Matches Were Swolen from Bob and
Edic Burwick’s House.” “Darling,”
Mrs. Silshurn said, shaking her head.
“Really darling.” I tried to show by mv
expression that I perhaps couldn’t read
the inscription without eyeglasses; I
squinted, neutrally,  Mrs,  Silsburn
seemed reluctant to hand the folder
hack to its owner. When she had, and
the Licutenant had replaced the folder
in the breast pocket of his tunic, she said,
] don’t think Ive
ever scen that before.”
Turned almost com-
pletely around, now, in
her jump seat, she sat
gazing rather fondly at
the Licutenant’s breast
pocket.

“We had a whole
bunch of them made up
last year,” the Lieuten-
ant said. “Be amazed,
actually, how it keeps
you from running out
of matches.”

The Matron of
Honor turned to him—or, rather, on
him. “We didn’t do it for that,” she
said. She gave Mrs. Silshurn a you-
know-how-men-are look, and said to
her, *“I don’t know. I just thought it
was cute. Corny, bur sort of cure.
You know.”

“It’s darling. I don’t think I've
ever—"

“Actually, it isn’t original or any-
thing like that. Everybody’s got them
now,” the Mawon of Honor said.
“Where I got the idea originally, as a
matter of fact, was from Muriel’s

mother and dad. They always had them
around the house.” She inhaled deeply
on her cigarette, and as she went on
talking, she released the smoke in little
syllabic drafts. “Golly, they're terrific
people. That’s what Aills me abour this
whole business. I mean why doesn’t
something Like this happen to all the
sunkers in the world, instead of the nice
ones? "That's what I can’t understand.”
She looked to Mrs. Silshurn for an an-
SWer.

Mrs. Silshurn smiled a smile that was
at once worldly, wan, and enigmatic—
the smile, as I remember, of a sort of
jump-seat Mona Lisa. “I"ve often won-
dered,” she mused softly. She then men-
tioned, rather ambiguously, “Muricl’s
mother s my late husband’s baby sister,
vou know.”

“Oh!™ the Matron of Honor said
with interest. “\Well, then, you dnoww.”
She reached out an extraordinarily long
left arm, and flicked her cigarette ashes
into the ashtray near her husband’s win-
dow. “T honestly think she’s one of the
tew really brilliant people T’ve met in
my entire hife. I mean she’s read just
about everything that’s ever been print-
ed. My gosh, if T'd read just about ene-
tenth of what that woman’s read and
forgotten, I'd he happy. [ mean she’s
taught, she’s worked on a newspaper,
she designs her own elothes, she does
every single bit of her own howsework,
Her cooking’s out of this werld. Golly!
I honestly think she’s
the most wonder—""

“Did she approve of
the marriage?” Mrs,
Silshurn interrupted, “'[
mean  the reason [
ask, I’ve been in De-
troit for weeks and
weeks. My sister-in-
law  suddenly passed
away, and I've—"

“She’s too nice o
9-:1-,'," the Matron of
Honor said ﬂalI}A She
shook her head. “I
mean  she’s too—you
know-—disereet and  alll” She re-
flected. “As a matter of fact, this morn-
ing’s about the only time I ever heard
her say hoo on the subject, really. And
then it was only just hecause she was so
upset about poor Muriel.” She reached

out an arm and tipped her cigarette

ashes again,

“What'd she say this morning?”
Mrs. Silshurn asked avidly.

The Matron of Honor seemed to re-
flect for a moment. “Well, nothing
very much, really,” she said. “I mean
nothing small or really derogatory or
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anything like that. All she said, really,
was that this Seymour, in her opinion,
was a latent homosexual and that he
was basically afraid of marriage. I mean
she didn’t say it nasty or anything. She
just said it—you know—intelligently.
I mean she was psychoanalyzed herself
for years and years.” The Matron of
Honor looked at Mrs. Silshurn, “That’s
no secret or anything, I mean Mrs,
Fedder'll tell you that herself, so I'm
not gi\'ing away any secret or any-
thing.”

“] know that,” Mys. Silshurn said
quickly, “She’s the last person in the—"

“I mean the point is,” the Matron of
Honor said, “she isn’t the kind of person
that comes right out and says something
bike that unless she knows what she’s
talking about. And she never, never
would’ve said it in the first place if poor
Muriel hadn’t been so—you know—s0
prostrate and c\'t:r)'lln'ng.” She shook
her head grimly. “Golly, you should’ve
seen that poor kid.”

I should, no doubt, break in here to
deseribe my general reaction to the main
import of what the Matron of Honor
was saying. I'd just as soon let it go,
though, for the moment, if the reader
will bear with me.

“What clse did she say:" Mrs, Sils-
burn asked. “Rhea, I mean. Did she
say anything else?” T didn’t look at
her—I couldn’t take my eyes off the
Matron of Honor’s face—but I had a
passing, wild impression that Mrs. Sils-
burn was all but sitting in the main
speaker’s lap.

“No. Not really. Hardly anything.”
The Matron of Honor, reflecting, shook
her head, “I mean, as I say, she
wouldn’t have said anything—with peo-
ple standing around and all—if poor
Muriel hadn't been so crazy upset.”” She
flicked her cigarette ashes again, “About
the only other thing she sid was that
this Seymour was a really schizoid
personality and that, if you really
looked at it the right way, it was really
better for Muriel that things turned
out the way they did. Which makes
sense to e, but ’'m not so sure it does
w Muriel, He’s got her so buffalosd
that she doesn’t know whether she's
coming or going, That’s what makes
me so—-"

She was interrupted at that point. By
me. As I remember, my voice was
unsteady, as it invariably is when I’m
\=z\&t])' upset.

“What brought Mrs. Fedder to the
conclusion that Seymour is a latent
homaosexual and a schizoid personality #

All eyes—allsearchlights, itscemed—
the Matron of Honor’s, Mrs. Silsburn’s,
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even the Lieutenant's, were abruptly
trained on me. “What?” the Matron
of Honor said to me, sharply, faintly
hostilely. And again I had a passing,
abrasive notion that she knew I was Sey-
mour’s brother.

“What makes Mrs. Fedder think
that Seymour’s a latent homosexual and
schizoid personality?”

The Matron of Honor stared at me,
then gave an eloguent snort. She turned
and appealed to Mrys, Silsburn with a
maximum of irony. “Would you say
that somebody’s norsmal that pulled a
stunt like the one today?” She raised her
eyebrows, and waited. “Would you?”
she asked quietly-quictly. “Be honest.
PI’m just asking. For this gentleman’s
benefir.”

Mrs. Silsburn’s answer was gentle-
ness itself, fairness itself. “No, I cer-
tainly would not,” she said.

I had a sudden, violent impulse to
jump out of the car and break into a
sprint, in any direction at all. As I re-
member, though, I was still in my jump
seat when the Matron of Honor ad-
dressed me again. “Look,” she said, in
the spuriously patient tone of voice that
a teacher might take with a child who
is not only retarded but whose nose is
forever running unattractively. “I don’t
know how much you know about peo-
ple. But what man in his right mind,
the night before he's supposed to get
married, keeps his fiancée up all night
blabbing to her all about how he’s too
happy to get married and that she’ll have
to postpone the wedding till he feels
steadicr or he won’t be able to come to
it? Then, when his fiancée explains to
him like a child that everything’s been
arranged and planned out for months,
and that her father’s gone to incredible
expense and trouble and all to have a
reception and everything like that, and
that her relatives and friends are com-
ing from all over the country—then,
after she explains all that, he says to her
he’s terribly sorry but he can’t get mar-
ried till he feels less Aappy or some crazy
thing! Use your head, now, if you don’t
mind. Does that sound like somebody
normal? Does that sound like somebody
in their right mind?” Her voice was
now shrll. “Or does that sound like
somebody that should be stuck in some
booby hatch?” She Jooked at me very
severely, and when 1 didn’t immediate-
ly speak up in either defense or sur-
render, she sat heavily back in her seat,
and said to her husband, “Give me an-
other cigarette, please. This thing’s
gonna burn me.” She handed him her
burning stub, and he extinguished it for
her. He then took out his cigarette pack-

73

Ve comedy event of Hhe seasan /

THE THEATRE OI.III.D wd DAVID MERRICK

RUTH GORDON - EIlEEN HERLIE - LORING SMITH

"MATCHMAKER

Diected by Production wer the sigeryision of
TYRONE GUTHRIE DAVID MERRICK
-
« MAIL ORDERS FILLED
OPENS MON- EVE. D!C. 5 *  Pricss, including tox: Evnnl»m Orch,: $5.75; Merz.
®  $4.80; Bole. $3.40, 3.00, 2.50. Motinses w.d and
ROYALE THEATRE ;ﬂ‘;o?"':: Noﬁamm?“dmﬁalc $3.00, 2.50,
enclose stam) [ snvo-
244 W.45th St., N.Y.C. : lope. Suol:l olternate dates. Make checks poyable
» o Royale Theatre,
-

6&%@ wﬂo&emmnm
0@ phocious.

Movade proudly introduces the sew “431"
self-winding moveanent with “3 D"
features: PUPLEX CONSTRUCTION,
DUO-DIRECTIONAL winding rotor,
POUBLE sHOCK protection. Wates-
resistant, 17 or 28 jewels,

The “431" in its handsome case,
represents the ultimate in self-
winding watches . . . another out-
stunding Movado achievement.

$85
95
185
'S
£




74

little tlotel”

(IT'S THE VERY BEST)

Rates? High, perhaps in dollar '
cost but most reasonable in value
for unusual luxury services.

The only hotel in town that's

Yy tele
Aed "

and air weh
the hotel that has eve l|
thing . . . even 1o l:a
room extension plmne:.‘
May we send you a
brochure ?

39th Street just east of Pork Ave., New York 16
Bertram Weal, General Manager
MUrray Hill 6-1400, Teletype NY 1-392

SO GLORIOUS
AN EVENING

Delicious Food

Lou Walters'

LATIN QUARTER

B'way at 48th St. CI6-IT.
Open from 6 S

age again. “You light it,” she said. T
haven’t got the energy.”

Mors. Silsburn cleared her throat. “It
sounds to me,” she said, “like a blessing
in disguise that everything’s turned—"

“I ask yow,” the Matron of Honor
said to her with a fresh impetus, at the
same time accepting a freshly lighted
cigarctte from her husband. “Does that
sound like a normal person—a normal
man—rto yout Or does it sound like
somebody that’s either never grown up
or i§ just an absolute raving maniac of
some crazy kind?”

“Goodness. I don’t know whar to
say, really, Tt just sounds ro me like a
blessing in disguise that every—"

The Matron of Honor sat forward
suddenly, alertly, exhaling smoke
through her nostrils, “All right, never
mind that, drop that for a minute—I
don’t need that,” she said. She was ad-
dressing Mrs. Silsburn, but in actuality
she was nddn:ssing me thmugh Mirs.
Silshurn’s face, so to speak. “Did you
ever see —— — , in the movies?”” she
demanded.

The name she mentioned was the
professional name of a then fairly well-
known—and now, in 1955, a quite
famous—actress-singer.

“Yes,"” said Mrs, Silsburn quickly and
interestedly, and waited.

The Matron of Honor nodded. “All
right,” she said. “Did you ever notice,
by any chance, how she smiles sort of
crooked? Only on one side of her face,
sort of? It’s very noticeable if you—""

“Yes—yes, 1 have!” Mrs, Silshurn
said.

The Matron of Honor dragged on
her cigarette, and glanced over—just
perceptibly—at me. “Well, that hap-
pens to be a partial paralysis of some
kind,” she said, exhaling a little gust of
smoke with each word. “And do you
know how she got it? This normal Sey-
mour person apparently hit her and she
had nine stitches taken in her face,” She
reached over (in licu, possibly, of a bet-
ter stage direction) and flicked her ashes
agam.

“May 1 ask where you heard that?”
I said. My lips were quivering slightly,
like two fools.

“You may,” she said, looking at Mrs.
Silshurn instead of me. “Muricl’s
mother happened to mention it about
two hours ago, while Muriel was sob-
bing her eyes out.” She looked at me.
“Does that answer your question?” She
suddrn])' shifted her huul;w:l: of gardc-
nias from her right to her left hand. Tt
was the nearest thing to a fairly com-
monplace nervous gesture that I’d seen
her make. “Just for your information,
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incidentally,” she said, looking at me,
“do you know who I think you are? I
think you’re this Seymour’s brother.”
She waited, very briefly, and, when I
didn’t say anything: “You look like him,
from his crazy picture, and I happen to
know that he was supposed to come to
the wedding. His sister or somebody
told Muriel.” Her look was fixed un-
waveringly on my face. “Are you?” she
asked bluntly.

My voice must have sounded a trifle
rented when [ answered. “Yes,” I said,
My face was burning. In a way, though,
[ felt an infinitely Jess furry sense of self-
identification than I had since I’d got
off the train earlier in the afternoon.

“I kseww you were,” the Matron of
Honor said. “I"m not stupid, you know.
I knew who you were the minute you
got in this car.” She turned to her hus-
band. “Didn’t I say he was his brother
the minute he gotin this car? Didn’t17”

The Lieutenant altered his sitting
position a trifle. “Well, you said he
probably— yes, you did,” he said. “You
did. Yes.”

One didn’t have to look over at Mrs,
Silshurn to perceive how attentively she
had taken in this latest development, T
glanced past and behind her, furtively,
at the fifth passenger—the tiny elder-
ly man—to sce if his insularity was still

‘| intact. It was. No one’s indifference has

ever been such a comfort to me.

The Matron of Honor came back to
me, “For your information, I also know
that your brother’s no chiropodist. So
don’t be so funny. I happen to know he
was Billy Black on ‘It's a Wise Child®
for about fifty years or omething.”

Mrs. Silsburn abruptly took a more
active part in the conversation. “The
radio program?” she inquired, and T
felt her looking at me with a fresh,
keener interest.

The Matron of Honor didn’t answer
her. “Which one were yout” she said
to me. “Gerorgie Black?” The mixuure
of rudeness and curiesity in her voice
was interesting, if not quite disarming.

“Georgic Black was my brother
Walt,” I said, answering only her sec-
ond question.

She turned to Mrs. Silshurn. “It’s
supposed to be some kind of a secret or
something, but this man and his brother
Seymour were on this radio program
under fake names or something., The
Black children.”

“Take it easy, honey, take it easy,”
the Lieutenant suggested, rather nerv-
ously.

His wife turned to him. “I will soz
take it easy,” she said—and again, con-
trary to my every conscious inclination,



Van Baalen Heilbrun's new
State O" Maine robe is well worth
studying, even from a wife's-eye
view. Of easily washable

Caley & Lord winter-cotton in
rich, charcoal plaids.

Galey & Lord &
..uu.~cﬁ,,;gf;g_n_y

v

come Zorcomell

This robe’s a Natural

Breakfast ac 7 (above) or a snack
at 11 (righr) he's the same lucky
manin this new, striking “window-
pane” pattern, It comes in two-
toned gray and charcoal, maroon
and charcoal, or blue and charcoal, | |
all set off by soft heather-white |
cross lines.

It'stailored in our New England [
workrooms of a fine Galey & Lord ||
washable cotton, comes in Small, i i
Medium, Large and Extra Large [

sizes, and the better stores now

bave it, at about $1295
\
osretzs

For your nearest retailer, write
VAN BAALEN HEILBRUN & CO.
1239 Broadway, New York, or
86 Third St., San Francisco

NOVEMBER 19, 1955

I felt a little pmch of something close to
admiration for her metal, solid brass or
no. “His brother’s supposed to be so in-
telligent, for heaven’s sake,” she said.
“In 'mllege when he was forrteen or
something, and all like that. Tf what he
did to that kid today is intelligent, then
I'm Mahatma Gandhi! T don’t care, Tt
just makes me sick!”

Just then, T felt a minute extra
added discomfort. Someone was very
closely examining the left, or weaker,
side of my face. It was Mrs. Silshurn.
She started a bit as I turned abruptly
toward her. “May I ask if you were
Buddy Black?”" she said, and a certain
deferential note in her voice rather
made me think, for a fractonal mo-
ment, that she was about to present
me with a fountain pen and a small,
morocco-hound autograph album. The
passing thought made me distinctly un-
casy—considering, if nmh{ng else, the
fact that it was 1942 and some nine or
ten years past my commercial bloom.
“The reason I ask,” she said, “my hus-
band used to listen to that program
without fail every single—"

“If you're interested,” the Matron
of Honor interrupted her, looking at
me, “that was the one program on the
air T always absolutely loathed. T loathe
precocious children, If I ever had a
child that—""

The end of her sentence was lost to
us. She was interrupted, suddenly and
unequivocally, by the most piercing,
most deafening, most &mpure E-flat
blast I’ve ever heard. All of us in the
car, I'm sure, literally jumped. At that
moment, a drum-and-bugle corps, com-
posed of what seemed to be 2 hundred or
more tone-deaf Sea Scouts, was passing.
With what seemed to be almost delin-
quent abandon, the boys had  just
rammed into the sides of “T'he Stare and
Stripes Forever.” Mrs. Silsburn, very
sensibly, clapped her hands over her
ears.

R an eternity of seconds, it
seemed, the din was all but incredi-
ble. Only the Matron of Honor's voice
could have risen above it—or, for that
matter, would have attempred 1o,
When it did, onc mighe have thought
she was addressing us, obviously at
the top of her voice, from some great
distance away, somewhere, possibly, in
the vicinity of the bleachers of Yankee
Stadium,

“I can’t take this!” she said. “Let’s
get out of here and find some place to
phone from! T've got 1o phone Murel
and say we’re delayed! She’ll be crazy!”

With the advent of the local Arma-
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geddon, Mrs, Silsburn and T had faced
front to see it in. We now turned
around again in our jump seats to face
the Leader. And, possibly, our deliverer.

“There’s a Schrafft’s on Seventy-
ninth Street!” she hellowed at Mrs.
Silsburn. “Let’s go have a soda, and 1
can phone from there!l 121 at least be
air-conditioned !

Mrs. Silshurn nodded enthusiastical-
ly, and pantomimed “Yes!” with her
mauth.

“You come, too!” the Matron of
Honor shouted at me.

With zery peculiar spontaneity, I re-
member, I shouted back to her the al-
together extravagant word “Fine!”
(It isn’t easy, to this day, to account for
the Matron of Honor’s having included
me in her invitation to quit the ship. It
may simply have been inspired by a
born leader’s natural sense of orderli-
ness. She may have had some sort of
remote but compulsive urge to make her
landing party complete. . . . My singu-
larly immediate acceptance of the invi-
tation strikes me as much more easily
explainable. T prefer to think it was a
basically religious impulse. In certain
Zen monasteries, it’s a cardinal rule, if
not the only serious enforced discipline,
that when one monk calls out “Hi!” to
another monk, the latter must call back
“Hi!” without thinking.)

The Matron of Honor then turned
and, for the first time, directly addressed
the tiny elderly man beside her. To my
undying gratification, he was still glar-
ing straight ahead of him, as though his
own private scenery hadn’t changed an
iota. His unlighted clear-Hayana cigar
was still clenched between two fingers.
What with his apparent unmindfulness
of the terrible din the passing drum-and-
bugle corps was making, and, possibly,
from a grim tenet that all old men over
cighty must be either stone-deaf or very
hard of hearing, the Matron of Honor
brought her lips to within an inch or two
of his left car. “We’re going to get out
of the car!™ she shouted at him—almost
into him. “We’re going to find a place
to phone from, and maybe have some
refreshment! Do you want to come
with us?”

The elderly man’s immediate re-
action was just short of glorious. He
looked first at the Matron of Honor,
then at the rest of us, and then grinned.
It was a grin that was no less resplend-
ent for the fact that it made no sense
whatever, Nor for the fact that his teeth
were obviously, beautifully, transcend-
ently false. He looked at the Marron
of Honor inquisitively for just an in-
stant, his grin wonderfully intact. Or,
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rather, he looked o her—as if, I
thought, he believed the Matron of
Honor, or one of us, had lovely plans
1o pass a picnic basket his wav,

“I don’t think he heard you, honey!”
the Lieutenant shoured.

The Matron of Honor nodded, and
once again brought the megaphone of
her mouth up close to the old man’s ear.
With really praiseworthy volume, she
repeared her invitation to the old man
to join us in quitting the car. Once
again. at face vahre, the old man scemed
more than amenable to any suggestion
in the world—possibly not short of
trotting over and having a dip in the
East River. But again, too, one had an
uncasy conviction that he hadn’t heard
a word that was said o him. Abruptly,
he proved that this was true. With an
enormous grin at all of us collectively,
he raised his cigar hand and, with one
finger, significantly tapped first his
mouth, then his ear, The gesture, as e
made it, scemed related 1o a perfectly
first-class joke of some kind that he fully
meant to share with all of us,

At that moment, Mrs, Silsburn, he-
side me, gave a visible livtde sign—al-
most a jump—of comprehension. She
touched the Matron of Honor'’s pink
satin arm, and shouted, “I know who he
is! He's deaf and dumb—he’s a deaf-
mute! He’s Muriel’s father’s uncle!”

The Matron of Honor’s lips formed
the word “Oh!” She swung around
in her seat, toward her husband, “You
got a pencil and paper?” she hellowed
to him,

I touched her arm and shouted thar
I had, Hastily—almost, in fact, for
some reason, as though time were
about to run out on all of us—I took out
of my inside tunic pocket a small pad
and a pencil stub that I’d recently ac-
quisiioned from a desk drawer of my
company Orderly Room ar Fort Ben-
ning.

Somewhat overly legibly, 1 wrote on
a sheet of paper, “We're held up in-
definitely by the parade. We're going
to find a phone and have a cold drink
somewhere. Will you join us?” I [old-
ed the paper once, then handed it to the
Matron of Honor, who opened it, read
it, and then handed it to the tiny old
man. He read it, grinning, and then
looked at me and wagged his head up
and down several times vehemently. T
thought for an instant that this was the
full and perfectly eloquent extent of his
reply, but he suddenly motioned to me
with his hand, and T gathered that he
wanted me to pass him my pad and pen-
cil. I did so—without looking over at the
Matron of Honor, from whom great



waves of impatience were rising. The
old man adjusted the pad and pencil on
his lap with the greatest care, then sat
for a moment, pencil poised, in obvious
concentration, his grin diminished only
a very trifie. Then the pencil began,
very unsteadily, to move. An “” was
dotted. And then both pad and pencil
were returned personally to me, with
a maryellously cordial extra added wag
of the head. He had written, in let-
ters that had not quite jelled yert, the
single word “Delighted.” The Matron
of Honor, reading over my shoulder,
gave a sound faintly like a snort, but 1
quickly looked over at the great writer
and tried to show by my expression that
all of us in the car knew a poem when
we saw one, and were grateful.

One by one, then, from both doors,
we all got out of the car—abandoned
ship, as it were, in the middle of Madi-
son Avenue, in a sea of hot, gummy
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macadam. The Lieutenant lingered be- [

hind a moment 1o inform the driver of

our mutiny. As I remember very well, | \

the drum-and-bugle corps was still end-
lessly passing, and the din hadn't
abated a hit.

The Matron of Honor and Mus, |
Silsburn led the way to Schrafit’s, They (|
walked as a twosome—almost as ad- |,
vance scouts—south on the east side of |1
Madison Avenue. When he’d finished ||

briefing the driver, the Lieutenant
caught up with them. Or almost up
with them, He fell a little behind them,
in order to take out his wallet in privacy
and see, apparently, how much money
he had with him.

The bride’s father’s uncle and I
broughr up the rear. Whether he had
intuited that I was his friend or simply
because 1 was the owner of a pad and
pencil, he had rather more scrambled
than gravitated 1o a walking position
beside me. The very top of his beauti-
ful silk hat didn’t quite come up as high
as my shoulder. T set 2 comparatively
slow gait for us, in deference to the
length of his legs. At the end of a block
or so, we were quite a good distance
behind the others. T don’t think it trou-
bled cither of us. Occasionally, T re-
member, as we walked along, my friend
and I'looked up and down, respectively,
at each other and exchanged idiotic ex-
pressions of pleasure at sharing one an-
other’s company.

When my companion and 1 reached
the revolving door of Schrafft’s Seventy-
ninth Street, the Matron of Honor, her
husband, and Mrs. Silsburn had all
been standing there for some minutes,
They were waiting, 1 thought, as a
rather forbiddingly integrated party of
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three. They had been talking, but they
stopped when our motley twosome ap-
proached. In the car, just a couple of
minutes earlier, when the drum-and-
bugle corps blasted by, a common
discomfort, almast 2 common anguish,
had lent our small group a semblance
of alliance—of the sort that can be tem-
porarily conferred on Cook’s tourists
caught in a very heavy rainstorm at
anpcii. All too 1‘lcarly now, as the
tiny old man and T reached the revolv-
ing door of Schrafft’s, the storm was
over, The Matron of Honor and T ex-
t'hangl:(] cxpr(‘:ss?ons of l‘ccugnitiun, not
of greeting. “It’s closed for alterations,”
she stated coldly, looking at me. Un-
officially but unmistakably, she was ap-
puinting me odd-man-out again, and at
that moment, for no reason worth going
into, I felt 2 sense of isolation and
lonelincss more overwhelming than I'd
felt all day. Somewhat simultaneously,
it’s worth noting, my cough reactivated
itself. T pulled my handkerchief out of
my hip pocket. The Matron of Honor

i turned to Mrs. Silsburn and her hus-

band, “T'here’s 2 Longchamps around
here somewhere,” she said, “but I don’t
know where.”

“I don’t cither,” Mrs. Silsburn said.
She seemed very close to tears. At both
her forehead and her upper lip, perspira-
tion had seeped through even her heavy
pancake makeup. A black patent-
leather handbag was under her left arm.
She held it as though it were a favorite
doll, and she herself an experimentally
rouged and powdered, and very un-
happy, runaway child.

“We’re not gonna be able 1o get a
cab for love or money,” the Licutenant
said pessimistically. He was looking the
worse for wear, too. His “hot pilot’s”
cap appeared almost cruelly incongruous
on his pale, dripping, decply unintrepid-
looking face, and I remember having an
impulse to whisk it off lis head, or at
least to swraighten it somewhat, to ad-
just it into a less cocked position—the
same impulse, in general motive, that
one might feel at a children’s party,
where there is invariably one small, ex-
ceedingly homely child wearing a paper
hat that crushes down one or both cars.

“Oh, God, what a day!” thc Ma-
tron of Honor said for all of us. Her
circlet of artifical flowers was some-
what askew, and she was :hnr{mgh]'\-’
damp, but, I thought, the only thing
really destructible about her was her
remotest appendage, so to speak—her
gardenia bouquet. She was still holding
it, however absent-mindedly, in her
hand. Tt obviously hadn’t stood the gaff.
“What'll we dof” she asked, rather
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franrically, for her. “We can’t walk
there. They live practically in River-
dale. Does anybody have any bright
ideas?” She looked first at Mrs. Sils-
burn, then at her husband—and then,
in desperation possibly, at me.

“I have an apartment near here,” I
said suddenly and nervously. “It’s just
down the block, as a matter of fact.”
I have a feeling that 1 gave out this
information a trifle too loudly. 1 mayv
even have shouted it, for all I know, “It
belongs to my brother and me. My sis-
ter's using it while we’re in the Army,
but she’s not there now. She’s in the
Wayes, and she’s off on some tip” 1
looked at the Matron of Honor—or at
some point just over her head. “You
can at least phone from there, if you
like,” T said. “And the apartment’s air-
conditioned. We might all cool off for
a minute and get our breaths.”

When the first shock of the invita-
tion had passed over, the Matron of
Honor, Mrs, Silsburn, and the Licu-
tenant went into a sort of consultation,
of eyes only, but there was no visible
sign that any kind of verdict was forth-
coming, The Matron of Honor was the
first to take any kind of action. She’d
been looking—in vain—at the other
two for an opinion on the subject, She
turned back to me and said, “Did you
say you had a phone?”

“Yes. Unless my sister’s had it dis-
connected for some reason, and T can’t
see why she would have.”

“How do we know your brother
won’t be there? ™ the Matron of Honor
said.

It was a small consideration that
hadn’t entered my overheated head. “I
don’t think he will be,” T said. “He
may be—it’s his apartment, too—but
I don’t think he will. T really don’t.”

The Matron of Honor stared at me,
openly, for a moment—and not really
rudely, for a change, unless children’s
stares are rude, Then she turned back
to her husband and Mrs. Silsburn, and
said, “We might as well. At least we
can phone.” They nodded in agrec-
ment. Mrs. Silsburn, in fact, wenr so
far as to remember her code of etiquette
covering invitations given in front of
Schrafft’s. Through her sun-baked pan-
cake makeup, a semhlance of an Emily
Post smile peeped out at me. It was
very welcome, as I remember. “C’mou,
then, let’s ger outr of this sun,” our
leader said. “What'll T do with #his?”
She didn’t wait for an answer. She
stepped over to the curb and unsenti-
mentally disengaged herself from her
wilted gardenia bouquet. “O.K., lead
on, Maecduff,” she said to me. “We'll
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follow you. And all I have to say is
he’d better not be there when we get
there, or I’ll kill the bastard.” She
Jooked at Mrs. Silsburn. “Excuse my
language—but I mean it.”

As directed, I took the lead, almost
happily. An instant later, a silk hat ma-
terialized i the air beside me, consider-
ably down and at the left, and my spe-
cial, only technically unassigned cohort
grinned up at me—for a moment, I
rather thought he was going to slip his
hand into mine.

Y three guests and my one friend
remained outside in the hall while
[ briefly cased the apartment.

I'he windows were all closed, the
two air-conditioners had been turned to
“Shut,” and the first breath one took
was rather like inhaling deeply in some-
one’s ancient raccoon-coat pocket. “T'he
only sound in the whole apartment was
the somewhat tembling purr of the
aged refrigerator Seymour and 1 had
acquired second-hand. My sister Boo
Bou, in her girlish, naval way, had left
it tumed on. There were, in fact,
throughout the apartment, any number
of little untidy signs that a scafaring lady
had taken over the place. A hand-
some, small-size, ensign’s navy-blue
jacket was flung, lining down, across
the couch, A box of Louis Sherry can-
dies—half empty, and with the uncon-
sumed candies all more or less experi-
mentally squeczed—was open on the
coffec table, in front of the couch. A
framed photograph of a very resolute-
looking young man I’d never scen be-
fore stood on the desk. And all the ash-
trays in sight were in full blossom with
crumpled facial tissues and lpsticked
cigarctte ends. I didn’t go into the
kitchen, the bedroom, or the bathroom,
except to open the doors and take a quick
look to sve if Seymour was standing up-
right anywhere. For one reason, I felt
encrvated and lazy. For another, I was
kept pretry busy raising blinds, turning
on air-conditioners, cmptying loaded
ashtrays, Besides, the other members
of the party barged in on me almost
immediately. “It’s hotter in here than
it 35 on the street,” the Matron of Honor
said, by way of grecting, as she strode
n.

“T°Il be with you in just a minute,” T
said. *T can’t seem to get this air-condi-
goner to work.,” The “On” button
seemed to be stuck, in fact, and I was
busily tinkering with it.

While I worked on the air-condition-
er switch—with my hat stll on my
head, I remember—the others circu-
lated rather suspiciously around the
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room, I watched them out of the corner
of onc eye. The Lieutcnant went over
to the desk and stood looking up at the
three or four square feet of wall directly
above it, where my brother and 1, for
defiantly  sentimental reasons, had
tacked up 2 number of glossy eight-by-
ten  photographs. Mrs. Silsburn  sat
down—incvitably, I thought—in the
one chair in the room that my deceased
Boston bull uscd to enjoy sleeping in;
its arms, upholstered in dirty corduray,
had been thoroughly slavered and
chewed on in the course of many a
nightmare. The bride’s father’s uncle—
my great friend—seemed to have dis-
appeared completely. The Matron of
Honor, too, scemed suddenly to be
somewhere else. “T’ll get you all some-
thing to drink in just a second,” T said
uncasily, still trying to force the switch
button on the air-conditioner.

“l could use something cold to
drink,” said a very familiar voice, [
turned completely around and saw that
she had stretched herself out on the
couch, which accounted for her notice-
able vertical disappearance. “T’Il use
your phone in just a second,” she ad-
vised me. “I couldn’t open my mouth
anyway to talk on the phone, in this
condition, I'm so parched. My tongue’s
so dry.”

The air-conditioner abruptly whirred
into operation, and I came over to the
middle of the room, into the space be-
tween the couch and the chair where
Mus. Silsburn was sitting,  “I don’t
know what there is to drink,” T said, ©“T
haven’t looked in the refrigerator, but
I imagine—"

“Bring anything,” the eternal
spokeswoman interrupted  from  the
couch. “Just make it wet. And cold.”
The hecls of her shoes were resting on
the sleeve of my sister’s jacket. Her
hands were folded across her chest. A
pillow was bunched up under her head.
“Putice in it, if you have any,” she said,
and closed her eyes. T looked down at
her for a brief but murderous instant,
then bent over and, as tactfully as pos-
sible, cased Boo Boo’s jacket out from
under her feet. [ started to leave the
room and go about my chores as host,
but just as I took a step, the Lieutenant
spoke up from over at the desk.

“Whereja get all these pictures?” he
said.

I went directly over to fim. [ was
still wearing my visored, oversize garri-
son cap. It hadn’t occurred to me 1o take
it oft. T stood beside him at the desk,
and yet a trifie behind him, and looked
up at the photographs on the wall. I said
they were mostly old pictures of the
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children whe had been on *It’s a Wise
Child” in the days when Seymour and
I had been on the show,

The Lieutenant turned to me.
“What was it?”" he said. “I never heard
it. One of those kids” quiz shows? Ques-
tions and answers, and like that?” Un-
mistakably, a soupcon of Army rank
had shipped unnoisily but insidiously into
his voice. He also seemed to be looking
at my hat,

I took ofl my hat, and said, “No, not
exactly.” A certain amount of low
family pride was suddenly evoked, “It
was before my brother Seymour wis on
it. And it more or less got that way
again after he went off the program,
But he changed the whole format,
really. He turned the program into a
kind of children’s round-table discus-
sion."

The Lieutenant looked at me with,

| I thought, somewhat excessive interest.
'] “Were you on it, too?” he said.

“Yes.)’

"T'he Mawon of Honor spoke up from
the other side of the room, from the
invisible, dusty recesses of the couch.
“T'd like to see a kid of mine get on
one of those crazy programs,” she said,
“Or act. Any of those things. I'd die,
in fact, before I’d ler any child of mine
wrn themsell into 2 litdle exhibitionist
hefore the public, It warps their whole
entire lives. The publicity and all, if
nothing else—ask any psychiatrist. [
mean how can you have any kind of a
normal childhood or anything?” Her
head, crowned in a now lopsided circlet
of flowers, suddenly popped into view.
As though disembodied, it perched on
the catwalk of the back of the couch,
facing the Lieutenant and me. “That’s
probably what’s the matter with that
brother of yours,” the Head said, “I
mean you lead an absolutely freakish
life like that when you're a kid, and so
naturally you never learn to grow up.
You never learn to relate to normal peo-
ple or anything, That’s exactly what
Mrs, Fedder was saying in that crazy
bedroom 2 couple of hours ago. But ex-
actly. Your brother’s never learned to
relate to anybody. All he can do, appar-
ently, is go around giving people
bunch of stitches in their faces. He's
absolutely unfit for marriage or any-
thing halfway normal, for goodness’
sake. As 2 matter of fact, that's cxactly
what Mrs. Fedder said.” The Head
then turned just enough to glare over
at the Lieutenant. “Am I right, Bob?
Did she or didn’t she say that? Tell the
truth.”

The next voice to speak up was not
the Lieutenant’s but mine. My mouth
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was dry, and my groin felt damp. I
said I didn’t give a good God danmn
what Mrs. Fedder had to say on the
subject of Seymour. Or, for that mat-
ter, what any professional dilettante or
amateur bitch had to say. I said that
from the time Seymour was ten years
| old, every swmma-cum-laude Thinker
and intellectual men’s-room attendant
in the country had been having a go at
him. I said it might be different if Scy-
mour had just been some nasty little
high-I.Q. showoff. I said he hadn’t
cver been an exhibionist. He went
down to the broadcast every Wednes-
day night as though he were going to
his own funeral. He didn’t even talk
to you, for God’s sake, the whole way
down on the bus or subway. I said that
not one God-damn person, of all the
patronizing, fourth-rate critics and
column writers, had ever seen him for
what he really was. A poet, for God’s
sake. And I meant a poet. If he never
wrote a line of poetry, he could still
flash what he had at you with the back
of his ear if he wanted to.

I stopped right there, thank God. My
heart was banging away something
teyrible, and, like most hypochondriacs,
I had alittle passing, intimidating notion
that such speeches were the stuff that
heart attacks are made of. To this day,
I have no idea at all how my guests
reacted to my outbreak, the polluted
little stream of invective I'd loosed on
them. The first real exterior detail that
I was aware of was the universally
familiar sound of plumbing. It came
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from another part of the apartment.
I locked around the room suddenly,
between and through and past the im-
mediate faces of my guests. “Where's
the old man?” [ asked. “The little old
man?” Butter wouldn’t have melted in
my mouth.

Oddly enough, when an answer
came, it came from the Licutenant, not
the Matron of Honor. “I believe he’s in
the hathroom,” he said. The statement
was issued with a special forthrightness,
proclaiming the speaker to be onc of
those who don’t mince everyday hy-
gicnic facts.

“Oh,” I said. 1 looked rather absent-
ly around the room again. Whether or
not I deliberately avoided meeting the
Matron of Honor’s terrible eye, I don’t
remember, or don’t care to remember.
I spotted the bride’s father’s uncle’s silk
hat on the seat of a straight chair, across
the room. I had an impulse to say hello,
aloud, to it. “T’ll get some cold drinks,”
I said. “I’ll just be a minute,”

“May I use your phone?” the Ma-

'1[ tron of Honor suddenly said to me as T
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passed by the couch. She swung her
feet to the floor.

“Yes—yes, of course,” T said. I
looked at Mys. Silshurn and the Lieu-
tenant. “I thought I'd make some T'om
Collinses, if there are any lemons or
limes. Will that be all right?”

The Lieutenant’s answer startled
me by its sudden conviviality. “Bring
’em on,” he said, and rubbed his hands
together, like a hearty drinking man.

Mrs. Silsburn Jeft off studying the
photographs over the desk to advise
me, “If you're going to make Tom
Collinses—please, just a teentsy, teentsy
little bit of gin in mine. Almost none at
all, if it isn’t too much trouble.” She
wits beginning to look a bit recuperated,
even in just the short time since we’d
got off the street. Perhaps, for one
reason, because she was standing with-
in a few feet of the air-conditioner I’d
turned on and some cool air was com-
ing her way. I said I'd look out for her
drink, and then left her among the
minor radio ““celebrities” of the early
thirties and late twenties, the many
passé little faces of Seymour’s and my
boyhood. The Lieutenant scemed well
able to shift for himself in my absence,
too; he was already moving, hands
joined behind his back, like a lone con-
noisseur, toward the bookshelves. 'The

| Matron of Honor followed me out of

the room, yawning as she did—a cav-
ernous, audible yawn that she made no
effort to suppress or obstruct from view.

As the Matron of Honor followed
me toward the bedroom, where the
phone was, the bride’s father’s uncle
came toward us from the far end of the
hall. His face was in the ferocious re-
pose that had fooled me during most of
the car nide, but as he came closer to us
in the hall, the mask reversed itself; he
pantomimed to us both the very highest
salutations and greetings, and 1 found
myself grinning and nodding immeder-
ately in return. His sparse white hair
looked freshly combed—almost freshly
washed, as though he might have dis-
covered a tiny barbershop cached away
at the other end of the apartment. When
he'd passed us, I felt a compulsion to
look back over my shoulder, and when
I did, he waved to me, vigorously—a
great, hon-voyage, come-back-soon
wave. It picked me up no end. “What
is he? Crazy?™ the Matron of Honor
said. [ said 1 hoped so, and opened the
door of the bedroom.

S|1c sat down heavil; an one of the
twin beds—Seymour’s, as a marter of
fact. The phone was on the night table
within easy reach. I said I’d bring her a
drink right away. “Don’t bother—TI’ll
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be right out,” she said. “Just close the
door, if you don’t mind....I don’t
mean it that way, but I can never wmlk
on the phone unless the door’s closed.”
I told her I was the exact same way,
and started to leave. But just as I’d
turned to come out of the space be-
tween the two beds, I neticed a small
collapsible canvas valise over on the
window seat. At first glance, I thought
1t was mine, miraculously arrived at the
apartment, all the way from Penn Sta-
tion, under its own steam. My second
thought was thar it must be Boo Boo's.
I walked over to it. It was unzipped,
and just one look at the top layer of its
contents told me who the real owner
was., With another, more inclusive
look, T saw something lying on top of
two laundercd suntan shirts that T
thought ought not to be left alone in
the room with the Matron of Honor.
I picked it out of the bag, slipped it un-
der one arm, waved fraternally 1o the
Matron of Honor, who had already in-
serted a finger into the first hole of the
number she intended to dial, and was
waiting for me to clear out, and then
I closed the door behind me.

I stood for some little time outside
the bedroom, in the gracious solitude of
the hall, wondering what to do with
Seymour’s diary, which, I ought to
rush to say, was the object I'd picked out
of the top of the canvas bag. My first
constructive thought was to hide it till
my guests had left. Tt seemed to me a
good idea to take it into the bathroom
and drop it into the laundry hamper.
However, on a second and much more
involved train of thought, I decided to
take it into the bathroom and read parts
of it and then drop it into the laundry
hamper.

It was a day, God knows, not only
of rampant signs and symbols but of
wildly extensive communication via the
written word. If you jumped into
crowded cars, Fate took circuitous pains,
before you did any jumping, that you
had a pad and pencil with you, just in
Case one El{' }‘()lﬂ' f(_'"ﬂ“"pﬂm'”g('rg was
a deaf-mute. If you slipped into bath-
rooms, you did well to look up to see if
there were any little messages, faintly
apocalyptical or otherwise, posted Iigh
over the washbowl.

For years, among the seven children
in our one-bathroom family, it was our
perhaps cloying bur serviceable custom
to leave messages for one another on the
medicine~cabinet mirror, using a moist
sliver of soap to write with. The general
theme of our messages usually ran to
excessively strong admonitions and, not
infrequently, undisguised threats. “Boo

95

Southwick<superrLex>

) THADE MARK
“Feeling is Believing!”

New concept in tweeds

«-.specially woven in Scotland and milored with Southwick’s tradi-
tionally soft "Superflex” construction.. singularly luxurious, supremely

comfortable. Suits from $75. Odd jackets from $60.

Make sure you see this label EbitITIIS

“SUPERFLEX™

KEW YOUK.
Atuherst. M

Paul Stvmrt
e of Walsh

- » & Bon Providence—..

5 !ilrm.n ot Cu aleigh. N, (
Rbh's Hacr
and Weeds

—

Ban A

Pelier & )Iurr Hari 1¥ (h[«r; By

: Andorer Shig Han ¥ bert Kirk Lad
Robert Kirk, Lid Hanta Harh Tweeds aml Worils

el itk Krawchrek Banis ¥ B— ]

Charlotie, 3 Jduck Wod. Lid nuboe vorelinee Bavan Men's (.h.mllr\ Bl
Charlottesvilie, Va 'u.nuu. . wiereise Mallernee's Beattle Albert, Lid
The Young Men's Bhop Kow Orleans Terry & Juden Co., T, Bokane ¥ By Bbop

Cotumbiss, Ohio.., The Tnlon New Teehelle, X.Y b

& Shop

Thugtomr, i, politan Co. Koefoll, Va..

Fresh Mendows, ~Blonmingdali's Palm Tach Echur nay ,‘m,”..m Lid
Cirandd Manide Pasadenn ... - r-\ il linms Stevens -Rhwpheed. T
Muckerslo- Bostock - Monroe Thil By ngten, Th Arthur A, Adber

Greeontorn. K. Younts - Deboe Co, it -
Greonwleh, Conn,, . ¥un Driver Vit fiekl, Mass...
Hunovor. N Janes Canpion, Tne Ioetlund, Ore..

ws & Huorher Williumstown, Muss,.. Fouse of Walsh
osenfeld’s Wilmlngton,. Matiure & Preetlymor
. Bay Bolger Wirnston: Balem..... Foeack-Etroud Co

For stores in other cities write GRIECO BROS. Inc., 200 Fifth Avenue, New York

Exclusive mannfacturers of SOUTHWICK Superflex clothes

R e e s s s s s st




96

in Canaca too!

Listen! Paddle wheels splashing through rippling moonlight . . .
soft strains of Dixie . . . tinkling glasses . . .“Southern Comfort.
Discover for yourself this rare adventure in drinking. Down
through the years its popularity continues to grow, for

one reason—no other liguor tastes so deliciously different.

The finest taste of the Old South lives on in...

SOUTHERN COMFORT -

I HIGHEBALLES, COCKTAILS, OR ORNTHE-ROOCKS, MAKES DRINKING A REAL PLEASURE )

SOUTHERN COMFORT CORPORATION 100 Precf Liqueur 5. Louis 3, Mo.

il

THE MARK CROSS

ROBE IN
BLACK PONGEE

Pure silk pongee, to us the

most casually elegant of
fabrics—in o robe as

notable for its practicol

side as for its air of

understated luxury. Splendidly
tailored, comfortably cut,
unexpectedly dark and handsome
in black. Alse French blue.
Washable. Full length, S-M-L-XL. $40.00.
Matching pongee pajomas.
S-M-L-XL $22.50.

Hand embroidered monogram on
robe, $3.50; on pojomes, $2.00.
Allow 3 weeks for monogramming.

Mail and Phone Orders. SU 7-4000

MARK CROSS
Fifth Ave. at 55th, New York 22

NOVEMBER 19,1955

Boo, pick up your washcloth when
you're done with it. Don’t leave it on
the floor. Love, Seymour.” “Walt,
your turn to take Z. and F. to the park.
IT did it yesterday. Guess who.”
“Wednesday is their anniversary. Don’t
go to movies or hang around studio after
broadcast or pay forfeit, This means
you, too, Buddy.” “Mother said Zoovy
nearly ate the Feenolax. Don’t leave
slightly poisonous abjects on the sink
that he can reach and eat.” These, of

i| course, are samples straight out of our

childhood, but years later, when, in the
name of independence or what-have-
you, Seymour and I branched out and
took an apartment of our own, he and I
had not more than nominally departed
from the old family custom. That is,
we didn’t just throw away our old soap
fragments.

When I'd checked into the bathroom
with Sey mour’s diary under my arm,
and had carcfully sccured the door be-
hind me, I spotted a message almost im-
| mediately. It was not, however, in Sc)'-
mour’s handwriting but, unmistakably,
in my sister Boo Boo's, With or without
soap, her handwriting was always al-
most indecipherably minute, and she
had casily managed to post the follow-
ing message up on the mirror: “Raise
high the roof beam, carpenters. Like
Ares comes the bridegroom, taller far
than a tall man. Love, Irving Sappho,
formerly under contract to Elysium Stu-
dios Ltd. Please be happy happy happy
with your beautiful Muriel. This is an
order. I outrank everybody on this
block.”™ The contract writer quoted in
the text, I might mention, has ahways

heen a great favorite—at appropriately
staggered time intervals—with all the
children in our family, largely through
the immeasurable impact of Seymour’s
waste in poetry on all of us. I read and
reread the quotation, and then I sat
down on the edge of the bathtub and
opened Seymour’s diary.

A/ HAT follows s an exacr repro-
duction of the pages from Sey-
mour’s diary that I read while T was
sitting on the edge of the bathtub. It
scems perfectly orderly to me to leave
out individual datelines. Suffice it to say,
1 think, all these entries were made
while he was stationed at Fort Mon-
mouth, in late 1941 and early 1942,
some several months before the wedding
date was set.

“YT was freezing cold at retreat pa-

rade this evening, and yet about six
men from our platoon alone fainted dur-
ing the endless playing of “The Star-
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Spangled Banner.” [ suppose if your
blood circulation is normal, you can’t
take the unnatural military position of
attention. Especially if you're holding a
leaden rifle up at Present Arms. T have
no circulation, no pulse. Immobility is
my home. The I.me(l of “The Star-
Spangled Banner’ and [ are in perfect
understanding. To me, its rhythm is 2
romantic waltz.

“We got passes nll l‘nidmght, after
the parade, I met Muriel at the Bilt-
more at seven, T'wo drinks, two dmg_
store tuna-fish sandwiches, then a2 movie
she wanted to see, something with Greer
Garson in it. 1 looked at her several
times in the dark when Greer Garson’s
son’s plane was missing in action, Her
mouth was open. Absorbed, worried.
The identification with Metro-Gold-
wyn-Mayer tragedy complete. T felt
awe and happiness. How I love and
need her undiscriminating heart. She
looked over at me when the children
in the picture brought in the kitten to
show to their mother. M. loved the kit-
ten and wanted me to love it. Even in
the dark, I could sense that she felt the
usual estrangement from me when I
don’t automatically love what she Joves.
Later, when we were having a drink at
the station, she asked me if [ didn’t think
that kitten was ‘rather nice.” She doesn’t
use the word ‘cute’ any more. When
did I ever frighten her out of her nor-
mal vocabulary? Bore that I am, I men-
tioned R. H. Blyth’s definition of senti-
mentality: that we are being sentimental
when we give to a thing morestender-
ness than God gives to it. I said (sen-
tentiously? ) that God  undoubtedly
loves kittens, but not, in all probability,
with Technicolor bootees on their paws.
He leaves that creative touch to script-
writers. M, thought this over, seemed
to agrec with me, but the ‘knowledge’
wasn't too very welcome. She satstirring
her drink and feeling unclose to me. She
worries over the way her love for me
comes and goes, appears and disappears.
She doubts its reality simply because it
isn’t as steadily pleasurable as a kirten,
God knows it is sad. The human voice
conspires to desecrate everything on
carth.”

“Dinner tonight at the Fedders',
Very good. Veal, mashed potatoes, lima
beans, a beautiful oill-and-vinegar green
salad. For dessert there was something
Muriel made herself: a kind of frozen
cream-cheese affair, with raspberries on
it. It made tears come to my eyes. (Sai-
gyo says, “What it is I know not/But
with the gratitude/My tears fall.”) A
bottle of ketchup was placed on the table
near me. Muriel apparently told Mrs,
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Fedder that T put ketchup on every-
thing. I'd give the world to have seen
M. telling her mother defensively that
I put ketchup even on string beans. My
precious girl.

“After dinner Mrs, Fedder suggested
we listen to the program. Her enthusi-
asm, her nostalgia for the program, es-
pecially for the old days when Buddy
and I were on it, make me uneasy. To-
nightit was broadcast from some naval
airbase, of all places, near San Diego.
Much too many pedanuc questions and
answers, Franny sounded as though she
had a head cold. Zooey was in dreamy
top form. The announcer had them off
on the subject of housing developments,
and the little Burke girl said she hated
houses that all look alike—meaning a
long row of identical ‘development’
houses. Zooey said they were “nice.” He
said it would be very nice to come home

| and be in the wrong house. To eat din-

ner with the wrong people by mistake,
sleep in the wrong bed by mistake, and
kiss everybody goodbye in the morning
thinking they were your own family. He
said he even wished everybody in the
world looked exactly alike, He said
you'd keep thinking everybody you met
was your wife or your mother or father,
and people would always be throwing
their arms around each other wherever
they went, and it would look ‘very nice.”

“I felt unbearably happy all evening.
The familiarity between Muriel and her
mother struck me as being so beautiful
when we were all sitting in the living
room. They know each other’s weak-
nesses, especially conversational weak-
nesses, and pick at them with their eyes,
Mis, Fedder's eyes watch over Muriel’s
conversational taste in ‘literature,’ and
Muriel’s eyes watch over her mother’s
tendency to be windy, verbose. When
they argue, there can be no danger
of a permanent rift, because they’re
Mether and Daughter. A tertible and
beautiful phenomenon to watch. Yet
there are times when I sit there en-
chanted that I wish Mr, Fedder were
more conversationally active. Sometimes
I fecl I need him. Sometimes, in fact,
when I come in the front door, it’s like
entering a kind of untidy, secular, two-
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woman convent. Sometimes when T T

leave, T have a peculiar feeling that both
M. and her mother have stuffed my
pockets with little bottles and tubes con-
taining lipstick, rouge, hair nets, de-
odorants, and so on. I feel overwhelm-

ingly grateful to them, but T don’t know .

what to do with their invisible gifts.”

“We didn’t get our passes directly |

after retreat this evening, because some-
one dropped his rifle while the visiting
British general was making his inspec-
tion. I missed the 5:52 and was an hour
late meeting Muriel. Dinner at Lun

Far’s, on 58th. M. jrritable and tearful |

throughout dinner, genuinely upset and
scared. Her mother thinks I’'m a schizoid
personality. Apparently she’s spoken to
her psychoanalyst about me, and he
agrees with her, Mrs. Fedder has asked
Muriel to find out discreetly if there’s
any insanity in the family. I gather that

Muriel was naive enough to tell her|

where T got the scars on my wrists, poor

sweet baby. From what M. says, how-[*

ever, this doesn’t bother her mother
nearly so much as a couple of other
things. Three other things. One, T with-
draw from and fail to relate to people.
Two, apparently there is something
‘wrong’ with me because I haven’t sc-
duced Muriel. Three, evidently Mrs.
Fedder has been haunted for days by my

remark at dinner one night that I’d like | !
to be a dead cat. She asked me at dinner |

last week what I intended to do after T

got out of the Army. Did I intend to | & =

resume teaching at the same college?
Would I go back to teaching at all?
Would I consider going back on the
radio, possibly as a ‘commentator’ of
some kind? I answered that it seemed to
me that the war might go on forever,
and that T was only certain that if peace
ever came again I would like to be a

dead cat. Mrs, Fedder thought I was|* i

cracking a joke of some kind. A sophis- | =

ticated joke. She thinks I'm very sophis-
ticated, according to Muriel. She
thought my deadly-serious comment
was the sort of joke one ought to ac-
knowledge with a light, musical laugh.
When she laughed, T suppose it distract-
ed me a little, and T forgot to explain to
her. T told Muriel tonight that in Zen
Buddhism a master was once asked what
was the most valuable thing in the
world, and the master answered that a
dead cat was, because no one could put
a price on it. M. was relieved, but T
could see she could hardly wait to get
home to assure her mother of the harm-
lessness of my remark. She rode to the
station with me in the cab. How sweet
she was, and in so much better humor.
She was trying to teach me to smile,
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spreading the muscles around my mouth
with her fingers. How beautiful it is to
see her laugh. Oh, God, I'm so happy
with her. [f only she could be happier
with me. [ amuse her at times, and she
seems to like my face and hands and the
back of my head, and she gets a vast
satisfaction out of telling her friends that
she’s engaged to the Billy Black who
was on ‘It’s a Wise Child® for years.
And T think she feels a mixed maternal
and sexual drive in my general direc-
tion. But on the whole I don’t make
her really happy. Oh, God, help me. My
one terrible consolation is that my be-
loved has an undying, basically unde-
viating love for the institution of mar-
riage itself. She has a primal urge to play
house permanently. Her marital goals
are so absurd and touching, She wants
to get a very dark sun tan and go up to
the desk clerk in some very posh hotel
and ask if her Husband has picked up
the mail yet. She wants to shop for cur-
tains. She wants to shop for maternity
clothes, She wants to get out of her
mother’s house, whether she knows it or
not, and despite her attachment t her.
She wants children—good-looking chil-
dren, with her features, not mine. I have
a feeling, too, that she wants her own
Christmas-tree ornaments to unbox an-
nually, not her mother’s.

“A very funny letter came from
Buddy today, written just after he came
off K.P. I think of him as I write about
Muriel. He would despise her for her
marriage motives as I've put them down
here. But are they despicablef In a way,
they must be, but yet they scem to me so
human-size and beautiful that I can’t
think of them even now as I write this
without feeling decply, deeply moved.
He would disapprove of Muriel’s
maother, too. She’s an irritating, opinion-
ated woman, a type Buddy can’t stand.
I don’t think he could see her for what
she is. A person deprived, for hfe, of any
understanding or taste for the main cur-
rent of poetry that flows through things,
all things. She might as well be dead,
and yet she goes on living, stopping off
at delicatessens, seeing her analyst, con-
suming a novel every night, putting
on her girdle, plotting for Muricls
health and prosperity. I love her. I find
her unimaginably brave.”

“The whole company is restricted
to the post tonight. Stood in line for a
full hour to get to use the phone in the
Rec Room. Muriel sounded rathes
relieved that 1 couldn’t get in tonight.
Which amuses and delights me. An-
other girl, if she genuinely wanted an
evening free of her fiancé, would go
through the motions of expressing re-
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| gret over the phone. M. just said Oh

when I told her. How I worship her
simplicity, her terrible honesty. How I
rely on it.”

“3:300 a.m. I'm over in the Orderly
Room. T couldn’ sleep. I put my coat
on over my pajamas and came over
herc. Al Aspesi is C Q. He’s asleep on
the floor. I can stay here if I answer
the phone for him. What a night. Mrs.
Fedder’s analyst was there for dinner
and grilled me, off and on, tll abour
eleven-thirty. Occasionally with great
skill, intelligence. Once or twice, T

| found myself pulling for him. Appar-

ently he’s an old fan of Buddy’s and
mine. He seemed personally as well as
professionally interested in why I'd been
bounced off the show at sixteen, He'd
actually heard the Lincoln broadcast,
but he had the impression that I’d said
over the air that the Gettyshurg Address
was ‘bad for children.” Not true. 1 told
him I'd said I thought it was a bad
speech for children to have to memorize
in school. He also had the impression
I’d said it was a dishonest speech. I told
him I’d said that 51,112 men were
casualtes at Gettysburg, and that if
someone had to speak at the anniversary
of the event, he should simply have come
forward and shaken his fist at his audi-
ence and then walked off—that is, if
the speaker was an absolutely honest
man, He didn’t disagree with me, but
he seemed to feel that T have a perfec-
tion complex of some kind, Much talk
from him, and quite intelligent, on the
virtues of living the imperfect life, of
accepting one’s own and others’ weak-
nesses. I agree with him, but only in
theory. T'll champion indiscrimination
till doomsday, on the ground that it
leads to health and a kind of very real,
enviable happiness. Followed purcly it’s
the way of the Tao, and undoubtedly
the highest way. But for a discriminat-
ing man to achieve this, it would mean
that he would have to dispossess himself
of poetry, go beyond poetry, That is,
he couldn’t possibly learn or drive him-
self to fike bad poetry in the abstract, let
alone cquate it with good poetry. He
would have to drop poetry altogether.
I said it would be no easy thing to
do. Dr. Sims said I was putting it too
stringently—putting it, he said, as
only a perfectionist would. Can I deny
that?

“Evidently Mrs. Fedder had nerv-
ously told him about Charlotte’s nine
stitches. It was rash, I suppose, to have
mentioned that old finished business to
Muriel. She passes everything along to
her mother while it’s hot. I should ob-
ject, no doubt, but I can’t. M. can only
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hear me when her mother is listening,
too, poor baby. But I had no intention
of discussing Charlotte’s stitches with
Sims. Not over just one drink.

“I more or less promised M. at the
station tonight that I'll go to a psycho-
analyst one of these days. Sims told me
that the man right here on the post is
very good. Evidently he and Mrs. Fed-
der have had a téte-a-téte or two on the
subject. Why doesn’t this rankle me?
It doesn’t. It seems funny. It warms
me, for no good reason. Even stock
mothers-in-law in the funny papers
have always remotely appealed 1o me.
Anyway, I can’t see that I have any-
thing to lose by seeing an analyst. If I
do it in the Army, it'll be free. M. loves
me, but she’ll never feel really close to
me, familiar with me, frivelous with
me, till ’'m slightly overhauled.

“If or when I do start going to an
analyst, I hope to God he has the fore-
sight to let a dermatologist sit in on con-
sultation. A hand specialist. T have scars
on my hands from touching certain
people. Once, in the park, when Franny
was still in the carriage, T put my hand
on the downy pate of her head and left
it there too long. Another time, at
Loew’s Seventy-second Street, with
Zooey during a spooky movie. He was
about six or seven, and he went under
the seat to avoid watching a scary scene.
I put my hand on his head. Certain
heads, certain colors and textures of
human hair leave permanent marks on
me. Other things, too. Charlotte once
ran away from me, outside the studio,
and I grabbed her dress to stop her, to
keep her near me. A yellow cotton dress
I loved because it was too long for her. I
still have a lemon-yellow mark on the
palm of my right hand. Oh, Gad, if I'm
anything by a chinical name, I’m a kind
of paranoiac in reverse. I suspect people
of plotting to make me happy.”
I REMEMBER closing the diary—

actually, slamming it shut—after the
word “happy.” I then sat for several
minutes with the diary under one arm,
until I became conscious of a certain
discomfort from having sat so long on
the side of the bathtub. When T stood
up, I found [ was perspiring more pro-
fusely than I had all day, as though 1
had just got out of a tub, rather than
just been sitting on the side of one. T
went over to the laundry hamper, raised
the lid, and, with an almost vicious wrist
movement, literally threw Seymour’s
diary into some sheets and pillowcases
that were on the bottom of the hamper.
Then, for want of a hetter, more con-
structive idea, I went back and sat down
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on the side of the bathtub again,
stared for a minute or two at Boo Boo’s
message on the medicine-cabinet mir-
ror, and then I left the bathroom, clos-
ing the door excessively hard after me,
as though sheer force might lock up the
place forever after.

My next stop was the kitchen. For-
tunately, it led off the hall, and I could
get there without having to go through
the living room and face my guests.
On arrival, and with the swinging door
closed behind me, I ook off my coat—
my tunic—and dropped it across the
enamel table. It seemed to require all
my energy just to take off my coat, and
I stood for some time, in my T shirt,
just resting up, as it were, before taking
on the herculean task of mixing drinks,
Then, abruptly, as though T were being
invisibly policed through small apertures
in the wall, T began to open cabinet and
vefrigerator doors, looking for Tom
Collins ingredients. They were all
there, except for lemons instead of limes,
and in a few minutes T had a some-
what sugary pitcherful of Collinses
made, I took down five glasses, and
then looked around for a tray, It was
just hard enough to find a tray, and it
took me just long enough, so that by the
time I did find one, I was giving out
small, faintly audible whimpers as I
opened and shut cabinet doors.

Just as 1 was starting out of the
kitchen, with the pitcher and glasses
loaded on the tray, and with my coat
back on, an imaginary light bulb was
turned on over my head—the way it
is in comic strips to show that a char-
acter has a sudden very bright idea. I
put down the tray on the floor. I went
back over to the liquor shelf and took
down a half-full fifth of Scotch. I
brought my glass over and poured my-
self out—somewhat accidentally—at
least four fingers of Scotch. I looked
at the glass critically for a split second,
and then, like a tried-and-true leading
man in a Western movic, drank it off

in one deadpan toss. A linde picce of |*

business, I might well mention, that I
record here with a rather distinct shud-
der. Granted that T was twenty-three,
and that T may have been doing only
what any red-blooded twenty-three-
year-old simpleton would have done
under similar circumstances. I don’t
mean anything quite so simple as that.
I mean that I am Not a Drinker, as the
expression goes. On an ounce of whis-
key, as a rule, I either get violently sick
or [ start scanning the room for un-
believers, On two ounces I’ve been
known tw pass out cold.

This was, however—by way of an
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unparalleled understatement—no or-
dinary day, and I remember that as I
picked up the tray again and started to
leave the kitchen, I felt none of the
usual almost immediate metamorphic
changes. There seemed to be an un-
precedented degree of heat being gen-
erated in the subject’s stomach, but that
was all.

In the living room, as I brought in
the loaded tray, there were no auspi-
cious changes in the deportment of my
guests, beyond the revitalizing fact that
the bride’s father’s uncle had rejoined
the group. He was ensconced in my
dead Boston bull’s old chair. His tiny
legs were crossed, his hair was combed,
his gravy stain was as arresting as ever,
and—lo and behold—phis cigar =was
Lighted. We greeted each other even
more extravagantly than usual, as
though these intermittent separations
were suddenly too long and unneces-
sary for either of us to bear with.

The Lieutenant was still over at the
bookshelves, He stood turning the pages
of a buok he’d taken out, apparently en-
grus:ied in it (I never did find out
which book it was.) Mrs, Silsburn, look-
ing considerably pulled together, even
refreshed, with her pancake makeup, I
thought, newly attended to, was seated
on the couch now, in the corner of it
farthest away from the bride’s father’s
uncle. She was leafing through a maga-
zine. “Oh, how lovely!” she said, in a
party voice, as she sighted the tray I’d
just put down on the coffee table. She
smiled up at me convivially.

“T've put very little gin in it,” T lied
as I began to stir the pitcher,

“It’s so lovely and cool in here now,”
Mrs. Silshurn said. “May I ask you a
question, in('itlcnta"y?" With that, she
put aside her magazine, got up, and
crossed around the couch and over to
the desk. She reached up and placed a
fingertip on one of the photographs on
the wall. “T¥he is this beautiful child?”
she asked me. With the air-conditioner
now smoothly and steadily in opera-
tion, and having had time to apply
fresh makeup, she was no longer the
wilted, timorous child who had stood in
the hot sun outside Schrafft’s Seventy-
ninth Street. She was addressing me
now with all the brittle equipoise that
had been at her disposal when I first
jumped into the car, outside the bride’s
grandmother’s house, when she asked
me if I was someone named Dickie
Briganza.

I left off stirring the pitcher of Col-
linses, and went around and over to
her. She had fixed a lacquered finger-
nail on the photograph of the 1929 cast
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of “It'sa Wise Child,” and on one child
in particular. Seven of us were sitting
around a circular table, a microphone in
front of cach child, “That’s the most
beautiful child T’ve ever laid eyes on,”
Mrs. Silshurn said. “You know who
she looks a teeny bit like? Around the
eyes and mouth: ™

At about that point, some of the
Scotch—roughly, a finger of i, I'd
say—was beginning to affect me, and
I very ncarly answered, “Dickic Bri-
ganza,” but a certain cautionary im-

pulse still prevailed. I nodded, and said Th. H URKEY 7
the name of the motion-picture actress 'S ls a @
whom the Matron of Honor, earlier in YES, in the finest sense of the bird!

the afterncon, had mentioned in con-

5 P i 5 % Discover the privileged JOY of OIVING o Condlewood

nection with nine surgical stitches. Farms' turkey fo your business asseclates and favered

Mrs. Silsburn stared at me. “Was _"'""M“"":"‘“_f'm'l" thele loy la rocelving such @ lurievs
Crownod

she on ‘It’s a Wise Child’?” she asked.
“For about two years, yes. God, yes.

Under her own name, of course, Char- Pampored from the dey of their

goodness.
birth untll 'h:r.m dreossed Impeceably for the oven—sclonti-

lotte Mayhew,” fcally brod for perfoction of contour and Ravour—thelr dist

The Lieutenant was now behind me,
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ly. She sang as well then as she does |
now, though. And she was wonderful |
moral support. She usually arranged |
things so that she sat next to my brother |
Seymour at the broadcasting table, and |
whenever he said anything on the show |
that delighted her, she used to step on his |
foot. It was like a hand squecze, only |
she used her foot.” As I delivered this :
litle homily, I had my hands on the |
top rung of the straight chair at the b |
desk. They suddenly slipped off—rather PALA I
in the way one’s clbow can abruptly LT i
lose its “footing™ on the surface of a aciuty I
table or a bar counter, [ lost and re- L I
gaincd my halance almost simultaneous- |
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didn’t just step on his foot, she tramped 3 Senih T Sy,

on it. He didn’t care. He loved people

who stepped on his feet. He loved noisy
girls.”

“Well, isn’t that interesting!” Mrs.
Silshurn said, “I certainly never knew
she was ever on the radio or anything.”

“Seymour got her on, actually,” T
said. “She was the daughter of an
osteopath who lived in our building on
Riverside Drive.” [ replaced my hands
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on the rung of the straight chair, and
leancd my weight forward on it, partly
for support, partly in the style of an
old back-fence reminiscer. The sound
of my own voice was now singular-
ly pleasing to me. “We were plaving
stoopball— Are either of you at all
interested in this?”

“Yes!” said Mrs, Silsburn.

“We were playing stoopball on the
side of the building one afterncon after
school, Seymour and I, and somebody
whe turncd out to be Charlotte started
dropping marbles on us from the
twelfth story. ‘T'hat’s how we met. We
got her on the program thar same weck,
We didn’t even know she could sing,
We just wanted her because she had
such a beautiful New Yorkese accent.
She had a Dyckman Strect accent,”

Myrs. Silsburn laughed the kind of
tinkling laugh that is, of course, death
to the sensitive anecdorist, cold sober
or otherwise. She had evidently been
waiting for me to finish, so that she
could make a single-minded appeal
to the Lieutenant. “Who does she look
like to you?” she said to him impor-
tunately. “Around the cyes and mouth
especially. Wheo does she remind you
0f?”

The Lieutenant looked at her, then
up at the phatograph. “You mean the
way she is in this picture? As akid?” he
said. “Or now? The way she is in the
movies? Which do you mean?”

“Both, really, I think. But especially
right here in this picture.”

The Lieutenant scrutinized the
photograph—rather severely, I thought,
as though he by no means approved of
the way Mrs. Silsburn, who after all
was a cvilian as well as a woman, had
asked him to examine it. “Muriel,” he
said shortly. “Looks like Muriel in this
picture. The hair and all.”

“But cxactly!” said Mrs, Silsburn,
She turned to me. “But evactly,” she
repeated, “Have you ever met Muriel?
I mecan have you ever seen her when
she’s had her hair ticd in a lovely big—"

“T’ve never seen Muriel at all until
today,” I said.

“Well, all right, just take my word.”
Mrs. Silsburn tapped the photograph
impressively with her index finger.
“This child could deuble for Muriel at
that age. But to a T.”

The whiskey was steadily edging up
on me, and I couldn’t quite take in this
information whole, let alone consider
its many possible ramifications. T walked
back over—just a trifle straight-linish-
ly, I think—to the coffee table and
resumed stirring the pitcher of Collinses.
The bride’s father’s uncle tried to get
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my attention as I came back into his
vicinity, to greet me on my reappear-
ance, but I was just abstracted enough
by the alleged fact of Muriel’s re-
semblance to Charlotte not to respond
to him. I was also feeling just a trifle
dizzy. I had a strong impulse, which T
didn’t indulge, to stir the pitcher from a
seated position on the floor.

A minute or two later, as I was just
starting to pour out the drinks, Mis.
Silsburn had a question for me. Tt all
but sang its way across the room to me,
so melodiously was it pitched. “Would
it be very awful if 1 asked about that
accident Mrs. Burwick happened to
mention before? T mean those nine
stitches she spoke of. Did your brother
accidentally push her or something like
that, I mean?”

I put down the pitcher, which
scemed extraordinarily heavy and un-
wieldy, and looked over at her. Odd-
ly, despite the mild dizziness T was feel-
ing, distant images hadn’t begun to blur
in the least, If anything, Mrs. Silsburn
as @t focal point across the room seemed
rather obtrusively distinct. “Who’s
Mis, Burwick?” 1 said.

“My wife,” the Licutenant an-
swered, a trifle shortly. He was looking
over at me, too, if only as a commit-
tee of one to investigate what was tak-
ing me so long with the drinks,

“Oh. Certainly she is,” T said.

“Was it an accident?” Mrs. Silsburn
pressed, “He didn’t snean to do it, did
he?™

“Oh, God, Mrs. Silsburn.”

“I beg your pardon?” she said cold-
ly.
“I'm sorry. Don’t pay any attention
to me. I'm getting a little tight. I
poured myself a great drink in the
kitchen about five minutes—" 1 broke
off, and turned abruptly around, I’d
just heard a familiar heavy tread in the
uncarpeted hall. Tt was coming toward
us—at us—at a great rate, and in an
instant the Matron of Honor jeunced
into the room.

She had eyes for no one. *“T finally
got them,” she said, Her voice sounded
strangely levelled off, stripped of even
the ghost of italics. “After about an
hour.” Her face looked tense and over-
heated to the bursting point. “Is that
cold?” she said, and came without
stopping, and unanswered, over to the
coffee table. She picked up the one
glass I'd half filled a minute or so be-
fore, and drank it off in one greedy til,
“That’s the hottest room I’ve ever been
in in my entire life,” she said—rather
impersonally—and set down her empty
glass. She picked up the pitcher and re-
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filled the glass halfway, with much
clinking and plopping of ice cubes.

Mrs. Silsburn was already well in the
vicinity of the coffee table. “What'd
they say?” she asked impatiently. “Did
you speak to Rhea?”

The Matron of Honor drank first.
“I spoke to everybody,” she said, putting
down her glass, and with a grim but,
for her, peculiarly undramatic emphasis
on “everybody.” She looked first at
Mrs. Silsburn, then at me, then at the
Licutenant. “You can all relax,” she
said. “Everything’s  just fine and
(]:mdy."

“What do you mean? What hap-
pened?” Mrs. Silsburn said sharply.

“Just what T said. The groom’s no
lnnger illlliSPUsr{! by h.r:ﬂ)iness." A fa-
miliar style of inflection was back in
the Matron of Honor’s voice.

“How come! Who'd you talk to?”
the Licutenant said to her. “Did you
talk to Mrs. Fedder?”

“I said T talked to everybody. Every-
body but the blushing bride. She and the
groom've eloped.” She turned to me.
“How much sugar did you put in this
thing, anyway?” she asked irritably. “Tt
tastes like absolute—**

“Eloped?” said Mrs. Silsburn, and
put her hand to her throat.

The Matron of Honor looked at her.
“All right, just relax now,” she advised.
“You'll live longer.”

Mrs, Silsburn sat down inertly on the
couch—right beside me, as a matter of
fact. T was staring up at the Matron of
Honor, and I'm sure Mrs, Silsburn im-
mediately followed suit.

“Apparently he was at the apartment
when they got back. So Muriel just ups
and packs her bag, and off the two of
them go, just like that.” The Matron
of Honor shrugged her shoulders elabo-
rately. She picked up her glass again and
finished her drink. “Anyway, we're all
invited to the reception, Or whatever
you call it when the bride and groom
have already left. From what I gath-
ered, there’s a whole mob of people
over there already. Everybody sounded
50 gay on the phnnc.”

“You said you talked to Mrs. Fedder.
What'd she say?" the Licutenant smd.

The Matron of Honor shook her
head, rather cryptically. “She was won-
derful. My Ged, what a woman. She
sounded absolutely normal. From what
I gathered—I mean from what she
said—this Szymour’s promised to start
gning to an an:;])‘st and get himself
straightencd out.” She shrugged her
shoulders again. “Who knows? Mayhe
everything’s gonna be hunky-dory. I'm
too pooped to think any more.” She
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looked at her hushand. “Let’s go.
Where’s your litde hat?*

The next thing I knew, the Matron
of Honor, the Lieutenant, and Mrs.
Silshurn were all ﬁ]ing toward the front
door, with me, as their host, following
behind them. I was weaving now very
obviously, but since no one turned
around, I think my condition went un-
noticed.

I heard Mrs. Silsburn say to the Ma-
tron of Honor, “Are you going to stop
by there, or what?”

“I don’t know,” came the reply. “If
we do, it’ll just be for a minute.”

The Licutenant rang the elevator
bell, and the three stood leadenly watch-
ing the indicator dial. No one scemed
to have any further use for specch, I
stood in the doorway of the apartment,
a few feet away, dimly looking on.
When the elevator door opened, I said
goodbye, aloud, and their three heads
turned in unison toward me. “Oh,
goodéye,” they called over, and T heard
the Matron of Honor shout “Thanks

for the drink!” as the elevator door )

closed behind them.

WENT back into the apartment,

very unsteadily, trying to unbutton
my tunic as I wandered along, or to
yank it open.

My return to the living room was un-
reservedly hailed by my one remaining
guest—whom I’d forgotten. He raised
a well-filled glass at me as I came into
the room. In fact, he literally waved it
at me, wagging his head up and down
and grinning, as though the supreme,
jubilant moment we had both been long
awaiting had finally arrived. I found I
couldn’t quite match grins with him at
this particular reunion. I remember pat-
ting him on the shoulder, though. Then
I went over and sat down heavily on
the couch, directly opposite him, and

‘finished yanking open my coat. “Don’t

you have a home to go tof” T asked
him. “Who looks after you? The
pigeons in the park?” In response to
these provocative questions, my guest
toasted me with increased gusto, wield-
ing his Tom Collins at me as though it
were a beer stein. I closed my eyes and
lay back on the couch, putting my feet
up and stretching out flat. But this made
the room spin. I sat up and swung my
fect around to the floor—doing it so
suddenly and with such poor codrdina-
tion that I had to put my hand on the
coffee table to keep my balance. I sat
slumped forward for a minute or two,
with my eyes closed. Then, without
having to get up, I reached for the Tom
Collins pitcher and poured myself out a
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drink, spilling any amount of liquid and
ice cubes onto the table and floor. 1 sat
with the filled glass in my hands for
some more minutes, without drinking,
and then I put it down in a shallow
puddle on the coffee table. “Would you
like to know how Charlotte got those
nine stitches?” I asked suddenly, in a
tone of voice that sounded perfectly nor-
mal to me. “We were up at the Lake,
Seymour had written to Charlotte, in-
viting her to come up and visit us, and
her mother finally let her. What hap-
pened was, she sat down in the middle
of our driveway one morning to pet Boo
Boo’s cat, and Seymour threw a stone
at her. He was twelve. That’s all there
was to it. He threw it at her because she
looked so beautiful sitting there in the
middle of the driveway with Boo Boo’s
cat. Everybody knew that, for God’s
sake—me, Charlotte, Boo Boo, Waker,
Walt, the whole family.” I stared at
the pewter ashtray on the coffee table.
“Charlotte never said a2 word to him
about it, Not a word.” T looked up at
my guest, rather expecting him to dis-
pute me, to call me a liar. I am a liar, of
course. Charlotte never did understand
why Seymour threw that stone at her,
My guest didn’t dispute me, though.
The contrary. He grinned at me en-
couragingly, as though anything further

I had to say on the subject could go "”“h.w;.'*?g;?:}"f}n

: s - - - “tiry, * .o Eo L
dpwn only as the absolute truth with ﬁ"'ﬂfa:;‘fﬁ’bm-,:"*e
him. I got up, though, and left the room. itimasy iop.

I remember considering, halfway across
the room, going back and picking up
two ice cubes that were on the floor, but
it seemed too arduous an undertaking,
and I continued along to the hall. As ]
passed the kitchen door, I took off my
tunic—peeled it offi—and dropped it on
the floor. It seemed, at the time, like the
place where I always left my coat.

In the bathroom, I stood for several
minutes over the laundry hamper, de-
bating whether I should or shouldn’t
take out Seymour’s diary and look at it
again. I don’t remember any more what
arguments I advanced on the subject,
either pro or con, but I did finally open
the hamper and pick out the diary. I sat
down with it, on the side of the bathtub
again, and riffled the pages till I came to
the very last entry Seymour had made:

“One of the men just called the flight :
line again. If the ceiling keeps lifting,
apparently we can get ung before mnl’]%— YR AM
ing. Oppenheim says not to hold our
breaths. I phoned Muricl to tell her, Tt
was very strange. She answered the
phone and kept saying hello. My voice PERFUME; SI'JS €0 $25, pho tex p ] ]
wouldn’t work, She very nearly hung Yram. White Litac Tapestry- Stralegy - Carnation - Gardenia
up. If only I could calm down a little, Rosc Geramim - Lily of the Valley~ Violet« Heliotrope
Oppenheim is going to hit the sack tll
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Youdon’t know what it means to
a middle-aged World Airline (35
on Nov. 16, but everyone says we
look younger) to get thousands and
thousands of glorious entries. One
had a check attached for a round-
trip to Australia via Qantas* (8975,
tourist class. For $1215 he could

have gone Connoisseur — not that
we're complaining. And he may
have a point at that, $240 isn’t hay.)

Anyway, next week we will an-
nounce the winners in our sensa-
tional Qantas Super Constellation
naming contest, 50 get your copy
early. You know how it is.

QANTAS

#*Pronounce the Q as in Quid pro guo. What
other airline makes bilingual and bimonetary

puns? Name one,

AUSTRALIA'S OVERSEAS AIRLINE

the flight line calls us back. I should, too,
but I'm too keyed up. I really called to
ask her, to beg her for the last ime 1o
just go off alone with me and get mar-
ried. I’m too keyed up to be with people.
I feel as though ’'m abour o be barn.
Sacred, sacred day. The connection was
so bad, and I couldn’t talk at all during
most of the call. How terrible it is when
you say I love you and the person at the
other end shouts back ‘What?’ I’ve becn
reading a miscellany of Vedanta all day.
Marriage partners are to serve each
other. Elevate, help, teach, strengthen
each other, but above all, serve. Raise
their children honorably, lovingly, and
with detachment. A child is a guest in
the house, to be loved and respected—
never possessed, since he belongs to God.
How wonderful, how sane, how beauti-
fully difficult, and therefore true. The
joy of responsibility for the first time in
my life. Oppenheim is already in the
sack. I should be, too, but I can’t. Some-
one must sit up with the happy man.”

I read the entry through just once,
then closed the diary and brought it
back to the bedroom with me. I dropped
it into S:ymour’s canvas hag, on the
window seat, Then I fell, more or less
deliberately, on the nearer of the two
beds. I was asleep—or, possibly, out
cold—before I landed, or so it seemed.

When 1 wakened, about an hour and
a half later, I had a splitting headache
and 2 parched mouth. The room was
all but dark. I remember sitting for
rather @ long time on the edge of the
bed. Then, in the cause of a great thirst,
I got up and gravitated slowly toward
the living room, hoping there were still
some cold and wet remnants in the
pitcher on the coffee table.

My last guest had evidently let him-
self out of the apartment. Only his
empty glass, and his cigar end in the
pewter ashtray, indicated that he had
ever existed. 1 still racher think his cigar
end should have been forwarded on to
Seymour, the usual run of wedding gifts
being what it is. Just the cigar, in a
small, nice box. Possibly with a blank
sheet of paper enclosed, by way of ex-
planation. —J. . SALINGER

WasHixoron, Oct. 13—Stanley Rut-
tenberg will head the department of re-
search of the combined American Federa-
tion of Labor sind Congress of Industrial
Organizations when the merger takes
place Dec. 5.

Unity committees of the two organiza-
tions have agreed on several other appoint-
ments in connection with the merger,
officials said today. Mr. Ruttenberg is no
C.1.0. director of research and educarion.

—T'he Times.

Just give the news, please.



