BOOK NOTES

NEW York: TrUE NortH, by Gilbert
+ Millstein and Sam Falk, photographer.
Doubleday. $7.95.

New Yorkers as a breed bring to
mind Lord Byron, who could live
neither with nor without women.
Confronted chronically with the evi-
dence of violence, loneliness, hu-
midity, crises (where else could
Forty-second Street cave in the day
the Fair opened?), and the kind of
suspiciousness and tension that gen-
erate the city, many New Yorkers
concede that it is an appalling place;
at the same time, they are certain
that, rootless though they may feel,
they could not survive transplanting.
“What Dante’s hell was all about—
the last circle,” according to one
of Gilbert Millstein’s witnesses, ‘‘is
Scarsdale.”

Mr. Millstein and fifty-six highly
assorted acquaintances present fifty-
seven varieties of reaction, all of
them interesting. Here the bookie,
the madam, the priest, the doctor,
the lawyer talk about how the city
beguiles or bedevils them, enchants
or exasperates them. Some are naive,
like the real-estate man who has
never given a thought to what New
York means to him, although he has
put up many of its buildings; some
are depressed, like the playwright
who suffered claustrophobia from the
pressure of “all these thick lives”
around him; some are adaptable,
like the blind girl who still enjoys
the subway squash. Some thrive on
competition; some are diminished by
it. Some develop curious specialties
like the ability to classify patrons
geographically at a glance. (New
Yorkers” “teeth are like their clothes
—worked on. They have Brooks
Brothers teeth.”) Mr. Millstein con-
tributes a number of small essays
and some bitter captions. Beside a
zoo picture, he comments that in
Central Park the tiger is safer than
the child.

WiLsoN’s NEw Yorx. Simon and

EARI,

Schuster. $4.95.
Mr. Wilson is folksy, fond of flib-
bertigibbet non sequiturs, and very,
very inside. The new level of the
George Washington Bridge, he says,
is known to one and all as the Mar-
tha. Washington Mews is worth in-
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specting not because it's attractive
or historic, but because Suzy Parker
lives there. He also offers some off-
beat tourist suggestions: “You can
view the very doorway where Frank
Costello was shot by a man he never
squealed on”; look on Riverside
Drive as that part of town most
millionaires abandoned “long before
they died”; crash the yacht-club set—
“everyone with a scintilla of curios-
ity will.” Chapters on how to pick
up a boy or girl; where to people-
watch (come see the unshaven drunk,
the “pitiful-looking toothless old beg-
garess”’); reassurance that it’s not
beyond the pale to eat economically,
and that the egghead, committed
though he may be to knowing the
“differences between entrecdte and
entrechat,” can have as much joy on
the town as the belly-dance aficiona-
do. Recommended for the egghead,
besides the predictable museums: the
Institutes for Hand Knitting and
Gracious Living.

NEW York : PEOPLE AND PLACES, by Victor
Laredo and Percy Seitlin, Reinhold.
$12.50.

A photographic study of times gone
by, when architects practiced orna-
mentation and people practiced to-
getherness. This in contrast to the
ephemeral present, in which housing
and employment are granted on a
kind of loan basis, and the possibility
exists of going for days without
speaking. And vyet this is a very
contemporary New York book, in
that it not only speaks of that “sense
of New Yorkishness, perverse, un-
classifiable, yet desirable,” but makes
the parochial assumption that every-
one everywhere has but one aim—
to live in New York. There is a small
crusade here—to save not Penn Sta-
tion but the Jewish-type cafeteria.
And lively chapters on the coffee
break and the free load.

NEW York City AND THE FAIR, by Lucre-
cia Lopez. Charles Frank. $3.50; paper-
back $1.95.

A small, useful guide that includes
a brief history of the city with accent
on its immediacy—how very recently
skyscrapers and the Broadway enter-
tainment strip came to be, how rela-
tively new even the venerable build-
ings are. The virtue of the book is
that it divides Manhattan into log-
ical, encompassable chunks, starting

at the Battery and working north.
For each area there are smudgy, in-
complete maps, specific public-transit
directions, a list of entertainments
for children as well as for adults, of
places to eat, a description of monu-
ments and who built them—an ex-
planation, for instance, of that
terrible Seward statue in Madison
Square. Also lots of typos, unless we
are to take Miss Lopez seriously and
order Jamp shanks.

EW YORK: PrLACES & PLEASURES, by
Kate Simon. Meridian. $1.95.
This splendid and original guide-
book, already a classic, has been up-
dated for its third edition, and Miss
Simon has done her homework well.
The Fair section, written prior to
the opening, is sketchy and already
—she warns of this—partially obso-
lete; but her restaurant listings have
been scrupulously checked and re-
vised. Some have disappeared al-
together, some have moved, some are
new; changes in management or
menu or price have been noted. She
also seems the only writer in exist-
ence to know that an adult no longer
requires a child to enter the Chil-
dren’s Zoo in Central Park.

NEW YORK.

Feininger.
Viking. $10.
Here again is Miss Simon the cele-
brant, who looks with love yet sees
with clarity. Sharp eyes and a sharp
tongue save her from sentimen-
tality. She is able to laugh at the
periodic crusades to save the old,
which in New York is rarely very
old and which frequently is a
dirty eyesore, a bastard version of
something else somewhere else. As
she says, “We have the gift of mist-
ing over an amiable late-Victorian
Gothesque monstrosity, and seeing it
as the Taj Mabhal, and pasta statuary
looks like Ghiberti doors to us when
it is threatened.” Hers is the defini-
tive examination of the subway
phenomenon—of the frantic assault
when everyone knows full well that
in a minute or so there will be an
other train. A man can stand in front
of the mob and be knocked to the
tracks, or he can stand back, “so that
his is the face on which the door
closes, leaving him teetering on the
precarious edge, anyhow.”

—NorA MAGID
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This 2 handicap golfer also happens to blend the world’s finest Scotch.

George Thomson lines up his putt at the Kilmarnock (Barassie) Golf Club. He plays an excellent
game of golf, but his true claim to fame is the “educated” nose he uses 1o blend Johnnie Walker.

Its name is Johnnie Walker Black Label.
And its secret is the precise, authoritar-
ian nose of one man. George Thomson.
third master blender in the 144-year-old
history of John Walker & Sons.

Why his whisky stands apart. Experts
will tell you the sumptuous character of
Black Label can come only from the
richest of the 101 straight malt whiskies
produced in Scotland. And Mr. Thom-

son’s educated nose knows them all—
their characteristics, their personalities,
and how they’ll “marry” with others.
For Black Label, he uses more than
40 of the expensive “single malts.” To
this blend of flavorful Highland malts,
George Thomson adds just the exact
amount of aged Scotch grain whisky
necessary to complete the unique for-
mula that is Johnnie Walker Black Label.

Are you paying a premium for Scotch?
If you're paying for “the best,” you
ought to be getting all the smooth Scotch
richness and true Scotch character of
Johnnie Walker Black Label.

The superiority of it is recognized
throughout the world by people who
know Scotch whisky. It’s in such demand
in the United Kingdom that it’s actually
on ration there. But the current U.S.
quota allows you to get a reasonable
supply.

Ask for Black Label tonight. Its
smooth, satisfying flavor could change
your taste for fine Scotch.

BOTTLED IN SCOTLAND. BLENDED SCOTCH WHISKY, 86.8 PROOF,
IMPORTED BY CANADA DRY CORPORATION, NEW YORK, NEW YORK



The sweetness of 380 lumps of sugar
is concentrated in this tiny bottle.

(But not the calories.)

Next time you want a lump of sugar in
your coffee, just squeeze out two drops
of Sweeta® concentrated sweetener and
skip the calories.

With other brands, you’d have to meas-
ure out 8 drops. Not an exhausting job,
it's true. But a nuisance. Drop drop drop

drop drop drop drop drop every time you
want a cup of coffee (that’s one lump).
The Sweeta squeeze package works,
too. You want a drop? You get a drop.
How does it taste? Sweet as sugar. By
combining saccharin with still another
sweetener(sodiumcyclamate), theSquibb

Division of Olin was able to avoid the
bitter after-taste of artificial sweeteners.
They made it a liquid, so it would mix
instantly, even in iced drinks.

And they made Sweeta so concentrat-
ed that one tiny bottle will last for 380
cups of coffee.
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