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The Man at the Door

“Didn’t I hear the elevator?”
“Yes. Someone’s at the door.”
“He says he’s the exterminator.”
“What is he looking for?”
“For you.”

—Morris BisHop.

Fowler and the Critics

HEN Gene Fowler and 1 wrote

The Great Magoo, the critics
greeted our play with the fury of a
Iynch mob. The play was strung up
chiefly for being too lewd a tale for the
Broadway stage. As Gene would say
were he still around, we were over-rest-
less and ahead of our time. Our merry
drama today would sound no lewder
than a Handel oratorio.

On the second night of its “run,”
three husky fellows appeared back-
stage. They wished to talk to our pro-
ducer, Billy Rose.

Fowler, Mr. Rose, and I listened to
the visitors in a closed dressing room, a
room in which history was almost made.
The three huskies were muscle-men
from an underworld organization that
had helped finance the production of
The Great Magoo. (Magoo, by the
way, means a female sexpot.) Our visi-
tors wished to know which three of the
nine anti-Magoo critics Mr. Rose would
prefer to have bumped off.

“Just give us the names of the ones
you think are the worst guilty. And you
don’t have to worry. When we go out
of here, we never saw you, and you
never saw us.”

Mr. Rose asked the visitors to remain
seated and spoke out firmly against the
massacre of Percy Hammond, Burns
Mantle, Alexander Woolcott, or any of
their fellow fault-finders. The three visi-
tors listened glumly, then departed; The
Great Magoo was off the boards in a
week, with no lives lost.

Fowler spoke coolly of Mr. Rose
thereafter,

“Of course, Mr. Rose did the right
thing, but he is definitely not a man to
have in your corner.”

Fowler’s response to the critic’s mug-

ging we had been offered surprised me.

He was fearful of critics, but apparent-
ly it was a curious kind of fear; they
seemed unable to hurt him.

I have known sturdy, spirited play-

Keeping Tabs

wrights to take to their beds after an
adverse verdict from our newspaper
drama critics; to sob hysterically for
days; to threaten suicide behind locked
bathroom doors; to leave New York in
a rage; even to migrate, bag and bag-
gage, to some foreign, more amiable
land.

Fowler’s reaction was none of these.
He seemed only to bloom in the shower
of brickbats. He read out loud each of
the critical blasts at our play and
laughed with genuine amusement—over
something. I couldn’t quite figure out
what, except that he seemed like a
hardy mariner enjoying a good storm.
Or, perhaps, a man enjoying a stroll
around a hotel on a tenth-story win-
dow ledge.

Charlie MacArthur used to say when
the critics rapped one of our joint
works, “We're not going to answer back.
Answering back is only showing your
wounds.”

Fowler had no wounds to show or
hide. What, then, made him afraid of
critics? I don’t know. Possibly it wasn’t
critics he feared. One of the rewards of
a good friendship is an almost total ig-
norance of your friend’s flaws.

—Ben HEecHT.

Forget the Tops, Pop—
Work on the Hops

ALKING to work through the lo-
cal college campus these cool,
early spring mornings, I am monoto-
nously conscious of a shiny new item of
Americana decorating the curbstone lit-
ter. Tiny pieces of metal wink back at
the early sun and seem to reproduce
themselves from day to day, for their
size and flatness resist the matutinal
rounds of the steel-bristled street sweep-
er. These sequins are the toss-away tabs
of our newest packaging triumph—the
self-opening beer can.
The keystone-shaped pendant will be

with us for a long time, I fear. The new
can was smiled upon by the wizards of
motivational research and applauded in
test marketing surveys. Yet how costly
and futile the metallurgy, the engineer-
ing, the retooling that must have gone
into the creation of a “most ingenious
paradox.” For the truth is that all this
effort went toward facilitating access to
what still remains  the world’s worst
beer.

Somewhere way back there between
Heidelberg and Ellis Island, the grand-
daddies of today’s brewers must have
misplaced the formula. The trickle of
foreign brau we get (at outrageous
prices) confirms that something is, and
has for a long time been, awry. We
have grown accustomed by default to a
brew that suggests a combination of
ginger ale, vinegar, and just a soupgon
of alum for body. This is known as “a
light, dry beer.” You and I drink it,
with resignation, at a clip of fifteen gal-
lons a year. So say the people who keep
the records. But no muscle-bound
Clydesdale horses, frolicking Indian
maidens, or cute cutups on the Chesa-
peake Bay can alter the flavor.

The ad men have been put to it these
past few vears: beer consumption has
inched along a plateau on their graphs,
crawling upward with exasperating
slowness. I sympathize with them for
the fables they are forced to invent (for
a mere 10 per cent of the brewers’ an-
nual income) just to keep the curve
from drooping. Doing something about
the taste, alas, is not in their hands.
They are left with only the foam and
the bubbles.

I don’t know what the next great ad-
vance in beer packaging will be—per-
haps a can that glows in the dark for
people who want to watch TV with the
lights off. That there is a new wrinkle
already on the drawing boards, you
can be certain. (These things, like the
Atlas missile, take time.) When brands
of the same product differ so little, the
strain of competitive urgency takes curi-
ous forms. Gasolines tend to compete in
service station washrooms; cigarettes,
in a wild tautology that makes adver-
tising allies of small children who parrot
the slogans; and razors, in their preci-
sion at mowing smooth the skin of a
peach—though no one’s sensibilities are
really offended by a bearded Elberta.

I have a suggestion for the beer peo-
ple. That graph will shoot upward
when the first bold brewer forgets about
improving the container and does some-
thing about the contents. Let him then
can or bottle his brew however he
pleases. Whatever forcible entry is re-
quired—by tin snips, ice pick, or hatchet
~will be no problem. These are already
the weapons 1 use to hack my way
through the armor of the all-but-impene-
trable six-pack. ~]Jm -SHORT.
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Not a magazine...not a daily newspaper...
THE NATIONAL OBSERUVER is an entirely new kind of

weekly news publication for the whole family

housands of families across America are

now getting more information and more
reading pleasure from this entirely new
kind of national weekly news publication.

The National Observer is not a daily
newspaper. It’s not a magazine. It’s a
national news weekly in newspaper format
— with the perspective of a weekly maga-
zine, the speed of publication and solid
reading-enjoyment of a topnotch newspa-
per, plus many unique qualities that are
all its own.

What's so different about The Observer?
Among other things, readers write in to
say that somechow we tell them so many
interesting, important, helpful things they
woudn’t otherwise know. For instance...

Which musical instruments are best for
the child with a “not-quite-perfect” ear for
music.

How “the high cost of dying” is being
reduced by about $175 in the country’s
largest cemetery system. '

Which Iron Curtain counfry is known as
“The America of Eastern Europe” by its
own inhabitants.

How a year-old organization conceived
as a joke has snowballed into a nationwide
group dedicated to improving “obnoxious”
TV commercials.

What goes on at the annual meeting of
The Society of Connoisseurs in Murder.

Why the world’s best amateur tennis
player says there’s “no such thing as ama-
teur tennis players” nowadays.

How an American fighting in Vietnam
feels, as told through the diary of a Marine
combat officer.

Where a lost Nazi treasure worth mil-
lions is believed to be buried.
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How the National ‘Council of Churches
is experimenting with a new kind of mis-
sionary work, in “the fun capital of the
world.” ‘

Why the Russians have a perennial farm
problem.

How hospitals are using a 167-year old
medical practice to relieve overcrowding.

Here at last is a national news weekly
in newspaper form that fills the gaps in
your picture of the world panorama calmly
et vividly, quickly yet thoroughly~without
bias, sensationalism, or scare headlines.

You get more out of The National
Observer because we put more into it —
in 18 to 32 crisp-white full-size newspaper
pages. And because newspapers can be

““made up” faster than magazines, last-

minute stories can be included only hours
before the paper comes off the press.

MANY ENJOYABLE FEATURES

Each week, too, The Observer brings you

more than a dozen special features such as:

® “The Week in Washington.”

e “How’s Business?”

& A regular column for bridge enthusiasts.

e A challenging weekly puzzle for cross-
word fans.

s A weekly news quiz to keep you and your
family on your toes.

More than 50 photographs a week open
windows not only on the people, places
and events in the headlines but also such
amusing sidelights as a 5-year-old boy wash-
ing his St. Bernard dog in the bathtub.

Even though we have been gratified by
public enthusiasm for The National
Observer in its first two years of publica-
tion, we are convinced that there are many

more thousands who would enjoy it if they
tried it. So we have decided to offer, as an
experiment, a trial subscription at barely
more than half price. You get 25 weekly
issues for only $2.67—1less than 11¢ a copy—
instead of the $4.80 they would normally
cost you at the regular subscription rate.

This will give us the chance to prove the
value of The Observer to an even wider
audience. And it will give you, for 25 weeks,
a whole new insight into politics, science,
education, business, the arts, sports, travel,
home and family guidance, for just over
a dime a week.

SEND NO MONEY

You needn’t send any money now to
accept this 2nd Anniversary Offer. Just
clip, fill out, and mail the coupon to: The
National Observer, 1015 14th St. N.W,,
Washington, D.C. 20005.
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THE NATIONAL OBSERVER pept. am-101
1015 14th St,, N.W., Washington, D.C. 20005

Please send me The National Observer for
the next 25 weeks and bill me at the special
Second Anniversary rate of $2.67—just about
HALF the regular subscription price. (Note:
This offer for new subscribers only.)

1 Name
' (Plesse Print)

Address.

City State.

(Please include Zone or Zip Code No. if known)
SATISFACTION GUARANTEED: If you are not com-
pletely satisfied with the first two issues, sim-
ply write “Cancel’” across the bill and return
it without paying or owing anything.
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The Artists Acclaim

DYNAGRUOVE

New Sound Process by RGAVIGTOR

The most trusted nameinsound

Just a year ago, RCA Victor introduced Dynagroove as the most significant advance
in the recording art since the introduction of the L.P. Since then, many magnificent
Dynagroove recordings have been made by the world’s greatest artists on RCA
Victor. Their comments on Dynagroove recordings which they have made reflect
the reaction of people all over the world who have heard Dynagroove albums. Read
their comments below, then send for the Dynagroove Showcase Albums described in
the opposite page with selections from the year’s best selling Dynagroove albums.

S

“The best sound I’ve heard on records.” “, .. Dynagroove is brilliant, sharp and clear “Dynagroove is better on any phonograph and
CHET ATKINS ...a significant contribution to the industry.” represents a great advance. Magnifico!”
ARTHUR FIEDLER SERGIO FRANCHI

%

“The sound I hear on Dynagroove is the sound “The Dynagroove sound is truly magnificent.” “Dynagroove brings out the best in my horn.”

1 want to hear.” ERICK FRIEDMAN MARTY GOLD ‘ AL HIRT

¢, . .brings excitement...even to the person “Dynagroove is a masterful accomplishment,” “] like Dynagroove . . . I sound like me, to me.
who does not have the finest sound equipment.” PETER NERO LEONTYNE PRICE
LORIN HOLLANDER
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improved perceptibly. This is not
true, of course, on the strictly
conversation programs, where a host
and some newsmen sit around with a
front-page “name” guest and attempt
to wangle him into saying something
quotable for next day’s newspaper
headlines. The guest looks a little star-
tled and hurt when a delicate question
is asked, as though he had been booked
for the program on an “if” basis. (“T’ll
come on your program if you promise
not to ask me about the Bay of Pigs, or
whether integration is moving fast
enough, or whether I'm for Medicare,
or whether we should stop taking water
from the Panama Canal.”)
Most of the answers are a rehash or
a confirmation of what the guest has
been saying in the newspapers all week.
Probably because this is a political year
the front-page guests are a little wary
of being pinned down. There is such
hedging that the other day I came away
from my set with the impression that
the guest was in favor of the United
Nations as long as our nation didn’t get
too united with any other nation. As for
birth control pills, he was in favor of
their use, but only in moderation—pos-
sibly in a case of slight pregnancy. At
any rate, it'’s not the conversation we
used to get on programs that made up
the TV schedules of a brainy Sunday
afternoon.
The talk on the half-hour situation
comedies seems to be all right. I can’t
hear most of it because of the laugh

CONVERSATION on television has

Top of My Head

Good Evening, Good Night

tracks that lace most of the films. I
know that an actor walking across a
room to open a door is not humorous.
The laughs that spill over into this or-
dinary piece of stage business, I like to
imagine, are the laughs of the audience,
who take a moment longer than I do to
get the point of a clever line spoken a
moment before.

Where the dialogue has really im-
proved the most is on the variety pro-
grams—the song and dance and vaude-
ville shows. In these programs the dia-
logue has disappeared entirely, and this
is a vast plus. Once upon a time, two or
three seasons ago, the singing host used
to come into view after a song by Rose-
mary Clooney, for instance, and the
dialogue fell into a pattern like this:

“Rosemary, that was beautiful.”

“Thank you.”

“I'm so glad you could come from
Hollywood to be on our show. Are you
enjoying your visit to New York?

“Oh yes. So many shows to see on
Broadway. I saw one last night—My
Fair Lady—what a great song is in that
show.”

“You mean?”

(Music cue: “1 Could Have Danced
All Night.”)

And they're into a duet.

But not any more. Now Miss Clooney
sings her solo, and, as the audience ap-
plauds, the singing host waltzes out and
takes her in his arms, and they dance a
few steps indicating they could dance
all night, and they sing it. Not an un-

(Continued on page 66)
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Special
DYNAGROOVE

Anniversary
Offer!

$1OO each

Two great Showcase Albums featuring
selections from current best selling Dyna-
groove recordings. Send for yours today!

ed Seal Showcase Album features selec-
tions by: Leinsdorf, Cliburn, Price, Fied-
ler, Franchi, The Shaw Chorale, 4 more.

Popular Showcase Album features your
favorite artists: Arnold, Como, Hirt,
Hugo & Luigi Chorus, Nero and 7 more.

MAIL THE COUPON NOW
06000 0000000000000 0000000008

RCA VICTOR RECORDS: pept. sr34
Green Pond Rd. « Rockaway, N. J.
Please send me the following albums at

$1.00 each:

— . RedSeal {[JStereo {3Mono
(quantity)

——— Popular OStereo {JMono
(quantity)

Enclosed please find $
(Cash, check or money order-
no stamps please)

NAME

ADDRESS

OS9G POOIOGESIOITORIOCOBIOIOOOOOES
P00 PPCOQCOICOIONOONOISIOISOIOISIOIOYS

CITY ZONE STATE
00000000000 00000000000000




