COLLECTORS OF SESQUIPEDALIAN law-

firm names will have a field day with
“Walter S. Carter,” the biography of a
famous, pioneering lawyer by Otto
Koegel, himself the puissant legal ea-
gle of Twentieth Century-¥ox (Round
Table Press, $6). Featured in its 491
pages are such euphonious combina-
tions as Mack, Macauley, Spiegelberg,
and Gallagher; Cravath, De Gers-
dorff, Swaine, and Wood; Hornblower,
Byrne, Miller, and Potter; and the
author’s own firm of Dwight, Royall,
Harris, Koegel, and Caskey. Collecting
these names is a particular hobby
around the offices of Merrill Lynch,
Pierce, Fenner, and Beane, the Wall
Street combine also known around
the Exchange as “We the People.”
Walter Carter was a dynamic gen-

tleman who ran a veritable nursery
for young lawyers of talent. “Carter’s
Kids,” who had later counterparts
(not necessarily with the same politi-
cal leanings) in “Holmes’s Secre-
taries” and “Frankfurter’s Hot Dog-
gies,” included some of the ablest bar-
risters who ever baked a tort. Of
Carter’s proteges the most famous
undoubtedly is Charles Evans Hughes,
who clerked in Carter’s firm, married
the boss’s daughter, became a part-
ner, and went on to become Governor
of New York, Chief Justice, and even
President of the United States until
the returns came in from California.
Other famous graduates of the Carter
indoctrination course include John
Garver, James Byrne, Henry W. Taft,
Paul Cravath, George Wickersham,
and Frederic R. Kellogg.

The essence of Carter’s drilling was
never to become boring—a precept
that Koegel took pains to remember
when he wrote his biography. Carter
liked to quote the famous comment on
Evarts’s speech in the Andrew John-
son impeachment trial: “He sought
to make his fame immortal by making
his speech eternal.” Mr. Carter’s little
legal pills are recommended particu-
larly to present-day attorneys who
suffer spells of being long-winded and
obtuse themselves.

PIERRE LAMURE, WHOSE “MOULIN ROUGE"
turned out to be a gold mine, evidently

is coming up with more of the same
his second time out. His new novel,
“Beyond Desire,” is based on the life
of composer Mendelssohn, and al-
though it is not scheduled for publi-
cation before August 1955, movie pro-
ducers are already standing in line
waving checks. A very exhilarating
breeze this creates, too, admits Pierre.
Incidentally, this versatile author also
banks royalties from ASCAP for songs
he has composed, has drawn covers
for Time magazine, and dazzles his
publishers by passing through their
portals with some of the most beauti-
ful girls in the world. . . . Elek Books,
publishers in London, have come up
with a brand-new problem. Their ad
in the British Bookseller urgently re-
quested “the immediate return of all
shrunken heads which were on loan
from them for display purposes.” Ed-
itors, perchance? . . . Sam Kaufman
is trying to persuade Sylvia Fine
(Mrs. Danny Kaye) to do some new
lyrics to the music of the French com-
poser Vincent d'Indy. He's already
smacking his lips over the billing:
Fine and d’Indy.

THERE'S A BOOK COMING OUT in a few
days by the most unorthodox Broad-
way columnist I know: he actually
checks the items that are fed to him
by the usual run of press agents and
other informants with an axe to grind
before he prints them! This strange
procedure may not have endeared him
to his rivals, but it Jid win him a by-
line in the sacrosanct New York
Herald Tribune. On the side he does
regular Sunday pieces for Parade,
presides over a daily ABC radio show,
and plays the drums occasionally in
Sammy Kaye’s band. His name is Hy
Gardner, and Henry Holt expects big
things from his book, “Champagne for
Breakfast.” The preface is by Fred
Allen.

The way Hy Gardner cracked the
Trib should interest youngsters on the

threshold of a journalistic career. Hy
laboriously turned out, set in type,
and pulled galley proofs of full col-
umns for thirty consecutive days, then
sent them, special delivery, to thirty-
seven top execs of the paper at their
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Son of

Oscar
Wilde

By VYVYAN HOLLAND

*WRITTEN with candor and
simplicity, free of bitterness...
what it was like to spend a lifetime

as the hidden son of Oscar Wilde.”

—Time.

Here is the true story by Wilde’s
younger son, who lives today in
England . . .“By giving us vivid
glimpses of the aftermath of
that cause célébre of the Nineties
he has done a valuable service

to his father’s memory.”

— Saturday Review, $3.75
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Next to being there in person, there’s nothing quite so
warm and satisfying as a voice-visit by telephone. Long
Distance service is quick, friendly and courteous. And

rates are surprisingly low, especially after six o’clock
every night and all day Sunday. Somewhere today there
is someone who would like to hear your voice.

LONG DISTANCE RATES ARE LOW

Here are some examples:

New York to Philadelphia...... 40¢
Cleveland to Baltimore ........ 75¢
Atlanta to Indianapolis ........ 85¢
Chicago to Dallas.............$1.20
Los Angeles to Boston......... $2.00
These are the Station-to-Station rates for the first 3 min-
utes, after 6 o'clock every night and all day Sunday. They

do not include the federal excise tax. Low rates for similar
distances all over America.
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homes. A small box at the bottom of
each proof reminded them, “This is a
column which SHOULD be running
daily in the New York Herald Trib-
une.” “I think,” says Hy, “it was the
wives of the executives who got used
to reading my piece every morning.
I'm not one of the dolts who under-
estimates the buying power of a
woman!”

MARIHELEN MACDUFF, publicity wizard
for Neiman Marcus in Dallas, admits
that she never really hits her stride
untilshortly before noon.“Whatcanyou
expect,” she inquires, “of a day that
begins in the early morning?” ... Henry
Fonda, discussing “The Caine Mutiny
Court-Martial” with Donald Free-
man of the San Diego Union, de-
clared, “If there’s a real villain in the
piece, it has to be Keefer, the shallow,
trouble-making intellectual. And [
think Herman Wouk saw something
of himself in this character—himgelf
fifteen years earlier perhaps, with an
intellectual wetness behind the ears
he had grown to despise. I'd say
there’s a lot of Wouk in Greenwald,
too. Wouk is incapable of writing any~
thing obvious,” concluded Fonda.
“He’s a tremendously mature artist,
only at the threshold. Playing the part
of Greenwald I came to appreciate in
full the author’s deep convictions and
powers to express them. ‘The Caine
Mutiny’ is just the beginning for
Herman Wouk.” ... Charles Laughton,
adds Don Freeman, summarized “The
Caine Mutiny” as “a patriotic drama
with many semi-villains but only the
Navy as its hero” . .. Wes Lawrence,
collecting “Little Willie” rhymes for

his breezy column in the Cleveland
Plain Dealer, came up with a dilly the
other morning:

Playing his wooden oboe, Will

Swallowed the horn at the top of a
trill.

Said mother, watching Willie go:

“What mighty aches from oak horns
grow.”

BRUCE ROGERS, AT R. D. 3, Danbury,
Connecticut, has several copies on
hand of one of his most beautiful pro-
ductions: “A Selection of the Writings
of St. Francis of Assisi,” which B. R.
designed in a limited edition for the
Rowfant Club in Cleveland. I believe
the issue price of $15 a copy still ob-
tains. Collectors of typographical gems



should write to Bruce Rogers direct.
.. . Walter Karig, no stranger to the
best-seller lists himself, is the surprise
appointment as book-editor of The
Waskington Post. Mary McGory, pre-
vious incumbent, is moving on to other
fields. . . . Quail Hawkins, longtime
co-manager of the Sather Gate Book-
shop in Berkeley, is now an executive
at the University of California Press.
Quail writes that during a recent se-
vere rainstorm one of the Press’s store-
rooms leaked. Most of the rain fell,

appropriately enough, on neatly-
stacked copies of MacKenzie Brown's
“The White Umbrella.”

DR. NATHANIEL MICKLEM retired as prin-
cipal of Mansfield College, Oxford,
recently on reaching sixty-five. His
father, just turned 100—the oldest liv-
ing member of the British Bar—was
not too pleased when world-traveler

Irving Hoffman broke the news to him.
“Bah,” grumbled Papa, “I thought I
had that boy settled.” . . . In his inval-
uable new treatise, “Never Say Diet,”
Corey Ford claims that the following
elbow exercise is bound to produce
results: “Stand in vertical position,
with elbows braced on edge of mahog-
any bar and right foot resting firmly
on rail eight or ten inches above floor.
Grasp glass in right hand and bend
slowly until rim of glass touches lips.
Lower elbow, refill glass, and repeat
routine until chin is level with bar.
Once proficiency has been attained
this exercise can even be continued in
a horizontal position.” . . .

THE UNIVERSAL APPEAL of a title like “The
Power of Positive Thinking” certainly
has played a part in keeping Norman
Vincent Peale’s inspirational book on
the very top of non-fiction best-seller
lists for two solid years. Aspiring au-
thors, therefore, are continually be-
seeching Dr. Peale to provide sure-fire
titles for their immortal prose. Dr.
Peale counters with the story of the
author who made a similar demand
of J. M. Barrie. Barrie made no move
to open the 1,500-page manuscript, but
drawled, “Tell me, young man: are
there any drums or any trumpets in
your novel?” “Mr. Barrie!” protested
the author. “It's not that kind of a
novel at all.” “Perfect,” beamed Bar-
rie, “Call it ‘No Drums, No Trumpets’.”
—BENNETT CERF.
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World’s smartest, most useful gift...
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Emerson “Pocket Radio”* Model 747, $40, including batteries.

» Most compact radio ever made! s Weighs
less than a pound! » Startling “big-radio” vol-

So small...slips into
a man's breast pocket!

ume! » Unusual fidelity to sound! = Made
. with Swiss-watch precision! ® Gem-like case

in Decorator colors!

See the wide variety of Emerson Clock Radios, Portables,

Hi-Fi Instruments, Phonographs, Radio-Phonos, and
Table Radios, priced from $'| 695

So small...tucks in
a woman's purse!

SHOP—LOOK~LISTEN—~AND YOU'LL BUY

FEmerson

EMERSON RADIQ AND PHONOQRAPH CORPF. N.Y., U, 3.4,

New!
Clock Radio, Model 826,
Clock Radios, from $24.95

#REG. U. S, PAT. OFF, PRICES SLIGHTLY HIGHER IN SOUTH AND WEST

Over 15,000,000 satisfied owners prove Emerson. is America’s Best Buy!
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he tally for October

i ... already reviewed

Katherine by Anya Seton ® “Adhering to history with a scrupulosity none too common
#P among writers of historical fiction . . . she transmuted all she gleaned in the crucible of
her imagination and reconstructed it as a living pageant, a scenario that maintains its tension
and fascination for nearly six hundred pages.” — Geoffrey Brun, N.Y. Herald Tribune

National bestseller $3.95

. The Last Hunt by Milton Lott ® “Except for A. B. Guthrie’s The Big Sky and The
"% ay West 1 can think of no novel about the Old West published within the last fifteen
years as good as The Last Hunt, by Milton Lott. This is the real thing.” — Orville Prescott,
N.Y. Times

“It is as though the author had somehow been part of it all himself . . . if this is not what it
was like to hunt buffalo, then the reality is not to be found in print anywhere.” — Joseph
Henry Jackson, San Francisco Chronicle $3.95

@ Seven Days to Lomaland by Esther Warner ¢ “This is a book to take slowly, to

savor and to re-read for it speaks to the heart, as well as the head, in words that chal-
lenge and illumine and are unforgettable.” — Alice Dixon Bond, Boston Herald
“Freshness, relaxed laughter, and earthy sympathy.” — Lewis Gannett, N.Y. Herald Tribune

fome ]

2 $3.50
“‘!."': The Temptation of Roger Heriott by Edward Newhouse ® “The new novel dis-

plays all the many virtues that have been making themselves felt, for so many years,

in Newhouse’s stories . . . It is, on the one hand, intensely dramatic, and, on the other,
shrewdly observant. It is the kind of book that makes the reader say, “This is the way things

: really are.”” — Granville Hicks $3.00

: The Fellowship of the Ring by J. R. R. Tolkien ® “A system of mythology as
coherent, complete and detailed as that constructed by the ancients from the city-cults

of the Levant . . . a book to be read for sound prose and rare imagination.” — The London
Times $5.00

The Story of England Makers of the Realm by Arthur Bryant ® England in all of
& its vigorous diversity by one of its great biographers. “Arthur Bryant belongs to the
grand tradition of readable English historians.” — Peter Quennell $5.00

... just published

Youth’s Companion edited by Lovell Thompson ® This anthology of selections from
YeY one hundred years of The Youth’s Companion is like a family album of American lit-
erature. With a brilliantly unconventional commentator you will see a stereopticon view of
American writing at home in its carpet slippers, and glimpse over its shoulder a family circle
living a comfortable century, sense the shape of a world that was being made for you. $6.00

Only Fade Away by Bruce Marshall ® The story of a professional soldier who can

face enemy fire with more courage than he can face those whom he loves or is sensitive

to, by an author distinguished for his insight into the power and the glory, and for his per-
~ception of the humor in the pathos of men. $3.75

Houghton Mifflin Company, Publishers
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THE UNIFORM
OF JUSTICE

1. Frankfurter—the Big <Little Jedge”

EDITOR’S NOTE: In recent years there has been increased awareness
of the part played by the United States Supreme Court in shaping
American traditions and institutions., Though it has traditionally
been regarded as the central stabilizing mechanism of government,
the Court has been associated with many of the most profound changes
in the life of a free society. Within the Court itself, changes either in
the composition of its members or the ideas of its members have been
reflected in history-making decisions. Perhaps no member of the
present Court has been more identified in the public mind with the
dynamics of change than Felix Frankfurter. Sixteen years ago he
was regarded as an architect of the most advanced aspects of the
New Deal. Today he is more often associated in the public mind
with the strongly conservative viewpoint.

The following study of Justice Frankfurter is the latest in a series
on eminent contemporaries by John Mason Brown. Previous articles
have been concerned with President Lisenhower, Adlai Stevenson,
Harry S. Truman, Henry Cabot Lodge, and Walter Lippmann. Mr.
Brown’s study of Felix Frankfurter will be continued in an early issue.

By JOHN MASON BROWN

USTICE is a principle, and a great
J one; a Justice is merely a man
who may or may not be great.
By convention a member of the Su-
preme Court, wherever met and even
when not wearing his robe, is ad-
dressed as “Mr. Justice,” as if the
principle in some miraculous though
very cozy way had taken human
form.
Quite rightly, the building which
houses the Court is anything but

cozy. Its every emphasis is on the
principle rather than the persons who
are its guardians. Seeking to give
physical expression to an ideal older
than the Greece and Rome with which
it is linked by the Corinthian col-
umns on its portico, its facade is
deliberately austere. Iis lines are se-
rene and strong and highminded in
their simplicity, its matching wings
have the balance of scales. The acres
of white marble, inside and out, con-
tinue the symbolism. They speak for
the purity of justice as a principle

and are as cool as reason. Architec-
turally, the room in which the Court
sits is less successful. It is hard to
see in, hard to hear in, poorly planned,
and poorly lighted. With its oppres-
sive display of Ionic columns, bronze,
mahogany, and red velvet, it sinks
to the gaudy in reaching for the
grand. Yet, in spite of itself, it does
succeed in suggesting the majesty
of its purpose.

This majesty is also expressed in
the ceremony enacted each day in
this room at the stroke of noon when-
ever the Court is sitting. A warning
gavel raps for silence, everyone
present rises as the curtains part, and
the Chief Justice and his associates
enter, dressed in their black gowns.
In tones appropriately awesome the
marshal chants, “Oyez, Oyez, Oyez!
All persons having business before
the Honorable, the Supreme Court
of the United States are admonished
to draw near and give their attention,
for the Court is now sitting. God save
the United States and this Honorable
Court.”

Upon the reading of these words,
with their firm assertion of present
power in terms of phrases from the
past and their coupling of the na-
tion’s safety with the Court’s, the
gavel raps again, the Justices take
their seats as do those facing them,
and the day’s business begins. During
these preliminary moments it is easy
to believe that, instead of nine men



