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Top of My Head ; V 4::-;\ 

IF YOU own any shares of AT&T— 
and I'm sure everyone does—you 
have been aghast, if not outright 

panicky, at the way the price of Big 
Telephone has been dropping on the 
Big Board. It's rather expected of other 
stocks, but not AT&T—the parent com
pany, the widow's mite, the father image 
of all the shares on the stock exchange. 
Or as a lady close to me aptly put it, "If 
AT&T is no good, there's no use talking." 

Of course we know that the reason is 
not that AT&T isn't doing a brisk busi
ness. They have fine locations, centrally 
located on any street everywhere, and 
if you manage somehow to acquire even 
a few shares of it you are bound to be 
a winner. As anyone will testify who has 
ever played Monopoly. 

As a matter of fact, if the only phone 
calls being made were from harried own
ers of the stock asking the broker how 
it was doing, the stock would, under 
ordinary circumstances, soar. And why 

Behold the Phone 

is it not soaring? After all, AT&T is, of 
all the stocks on the exchange, the bell
wether, if I may say so. (And why may 
I not?) 

It is not soaring because at the mo
ment, and by some estimates for the next 
ten years, the Federal Communications 
Commission is investigating our AT&T 
company. The FCC is determined to dis
cover just what AT&T is doing that it 
makes so much money. I don't pretend 
to understand any of the financial de
tails of this vast communications com
plex, but I ran across one way our parent 
company, our widow's mite outfit, our 
father image stock, is making money, 
and I suggest the FCC start there. 

It happened at an airport in Florida 
when I was calling a man in New York 
to tell him I would be late for an ap
pointment. I have a telephone credit 
card and I had forgotten how to place 
a long distance phone call over a pay 
phone with my card. I deposited a dime 
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and told the operator my problem. She 
explained how to make the call. I hung 
up. The dime did not come back. 

I deposited another dime and told the 
operator the circumstances under which 
my dime had not been returned and 
asked why. She replied she was sorry 
but if I would give her my name and 
address she would send me the dime. 
I said I didn't want the dime. I wanted 
to know why it hadn't come back. She 
said she didn't know but if I gave her 
my name and address she would send it 
to me. I said I didn't want the dime, or 
stamps, or a new light bulb for my 
princess phone. I only wanted to know 
why I didn't get my dime. She said she 
was sorry, but if I gave her my name, 
etc., etc. I said "Are you a recording?" 
She said no, but if I gave her my na— 
I hung up. 

And that dime didn't come back, ei
ther. Well, by this time I had forgotten 
the instructions the first operator had 
given me so I deposited another dime 
and got the instructions. This time the 
dime came back. Is the FCC going to be 
satisfied with one out of three? 

Perhaps you are asking how come the 
FCC picked this time, after all these 
years, to investigate AT&T. There has 
been no explanation but I have a theory. 
I always have theories about things like 
that. The theories are always incorrect 
but they are delightfully diabolical. They 
take the form of little fairy tales. May I 
share this one with you? 

Once upon a time in a mythical king
dom there lived a king whose name was 
King Second. He was a munificent ruler 
and gave his subjects all the necessities 
of life and many of its luxuries. Among 
these was a television set in each home. 
King Second owned the television sta
tion in his tiny kingdom. 

After ten or twelve years the subjects 
became unhappy with the TV programs 
they were being subjected to. They 
pleaded with the king to order better 
entertainment. The king's counselors ad
vised him to order the commissioners to 
investigate the drab entertainment being 
broadcast by his TV station. But the 
king was obstinate. 

"No," he said. "The commissioners 
cannot imestigate TV because I am 
about to command them to investigate 
our telephone system and that will keep 
them busy for many years. I am a tele
vision station owner first. And a king 
second." —GOODMAN ACE. 
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name 

Q for Queen Elizabeth. Q for Queen Mary. 
Biggest names afloat. Biggest bargains afloat.. .with more 

room to give you more luxury aboard. 
Begin your vacation with a vacation. 5 days of relaxing 

resort life to Europe. It's all in the fare: all the food 
you can eat, all the fun you can have. Swim. Sun. Party. Play. 
Go nightclubbing. Dance till dawn. The time of your life! 
So much so you'll wish the crossing took longer. Sail. Soon. Bi^ 
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Who needs a 
^24^ table lighter? 

A 

Press to ignite 

/ 

' f dme 

• Electronic circuitry 
eliminates flint, 
wtcit or nichrome 
wire 

• Instantaneous 
spark ignition 
"misers" butane 
and battery 

• Guaranteed 
leak-proof 

• Quality leather 
body grip in 
Decorator's Black 

• All metal parts 
brushed stainless 
•iteel 

•Uses standard 
butane fuel and 
transistor battery 

• Weight: 18 ozs. 
•Height: 4'/2 in. 

Nobody needs it. If all you want is flame, 
you can make do with matches or a 
Brand "Z" flintstone lighter. But some 
(few) people are blessed with a taste for 
beauty, perfection . . . excellence. 
They will be interested in the ELECTER 
that ignites as if by magic: no wheel, no 
flint, no click, no miss, no flaring 
flame. The ELECTER Is electronic and 
supremely elegant in design. 
You can pay a little more for a lighter 
almost as good if you drive to Chicago's 
Loop, New York's Fifth Avenue, or 
San Francisco's Post Street where you 
pay for the pleasure of posh surroundings 
and Etonian accents. But if you wish 
to pay only for the lighter, we assure you 
the ELECTER is the ultimate means of 
producing, without fail, the right-sized flame 
instantly. What's more, under normal 
use the ELECTER is guaranteed to light 
for 2 years (without miss) before 
replacing the power source. And one 
year without adding butane. Finally, let 
it be known there is not another table 
lighter that looks so distinguished 
and impressive just sitting there. (We make 
no apology for romancing good taste. 
It is something more homes and offices 
should be on better terms with; 
don't you think?) 

GUARANTEE: Yes; like all the gifts on 
Haverhill's shelf, the ELECTER is 
unconditionally guaranteed to please, or 
your money back. 

ORDCK HOW fOR HOMi AND OfFKt 
Mail to: HAVERHILL'S SR 0319 
526 Washington St., San Francisco, Calif. 94111 
Please rush me ELECTER electronic 
butane table lighters @ $24.90 each, subject 
to stated guarantee. 
n My check for $_ (including $1.00 

for postage and insurance) is enclosed. 
n Diners' n Amer. Exp. Acct. #_ 

Calif, residents add 4 % sales lax. 

Name 

Add ress 
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State of Affairs , t * « ' 

PRESIDENT KENNEDY that night 
did not mean to go to the unveiling 
of the newly acquired La Liseuse 

by Fragonard at the National Gallery, 
but having come as an unexpected guest 
to a dinner party at a friend's house 
whose destination after dinner was the 
National Gallery, he insisted that there 
should be no change in the program. 
"Jackie," he said, "would like me to go 
and see the painting." When we re
turned from the gallery that night to our 
host's house, the President, who did not 
pretend to be an art connoisseur, said: 
"It makes an enormous difference when 
you go through a gallery if you have 
somebodv who knows how to explain it 
all." 

The man who turned that evening for 
him from duty to pleasure was John 
Walker, the director of the gallery. I was 
not surprised, [ohnnie Walker is not only 
an expert and a connoisseur, but a mar
velous conversationalist. There are fewer 
and fewer of them these days. But at his 
house (as at Alice Longworth's, Mrs. 
Robert Woods Bliss's, the Lippmanns' 
and a very few others) this dying art 
is still very much alive. 

This \'ear Johnnie Walker, who has 
the most infectious laugh of anybody I 
know, is in the happy position of pre
siding over the twenty-fifth anniversary 
of the National Gallery (see page 45), 
the age of puberty as most galleries go, 
but as this one goes a mature age in
deed. And one in which his predecessor, 
David Finley, deserves a solid share. 

National galleries as a rule are the 
result of collecting over generations. But 
as so often in this country, things mush
room almost overnight. Twenty-five 
\ears for a great collection of paintings 
is almost no time at all. It is certainly 
unique. The Louvre, the Prado in Ma
drid, the National Gallery in London, 
and all the other really great European 
collections were centmies in the mak
ing. But Americans were for many years 
caught up in the business of building 
rather than collecting. As recently as the 
Twenties the American impressionist 
Mary Gassatt lamented the scarce op
portunities in this country for Ainerican 
painters to study old masters (she spent 
most of her own life in Europe). 

When Andrew Mellon decided to 
erect the National Gallery it was cer
tainly none too soon. There were still 
a number of important, ready-made, un-
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Throwing a Party 

committed private 
collections avail
able whost! own
ers—as Lord Du-
veen, Mellon's art 
counselor, clever
ly foresaw—would 
yearn to see them
selves immortal
ized between the 
splendid marble 
pillars of (jne of 
the most imposing buildings to be found 
in the nation's capital. 

It was in June 1937 that the ground 
for the new gallery was broken. Its 
architect was John Russell Pope. The 
doctor who told Pope that same year 
that he had cancer recalled recently that 
at the time of his diagnosis he told Pope 
that he probably didn't have more than 
six months to live, but that if he under
went surg(!ry there was a fifty-fifty 
chance of his recovering. Pope hesitated, 
then said that a fifty-fifty chance was not 
good enough for him, that he could not 
take the risk; six months was long enough 
for him to finish his plans for the gal
lery. He died a few weeks after they 
were completed and, strangely enough, 
within days of Andrew Mellon's death. 

X H E building is not a work of great 
beauty but there is a timelessness about 
it that will endure. The interior, though 
highly func^tional, is a little too cold, 
too impersonal. But the paintings are 
impeccably hung, and there is no feeling 
of crowding. 

When I complained recently to 
Johnnie Walker that there were not 
enough sofas in the rooms to let people 
linger and take in all this beauty in 
comfort, he admitted he had concen
trated too thoroughly on buying paint
ings and not enough on sofas. His sense 
of priorities is, of course, unassailable, 
and I hope it is not due to a slowing 
down in the acquisition of new works of 
art that he has now ordered sofas for 
every gallery room. 

To some extent Walker thinks back 
with nostalgia to the days when he was 
curator. Directors have no time for schol
arship, he says; they have to play nanny 
to trustees and curators; they must cajole 
collectors and find donors. Even as a 
child, he remembers, his great aim was 
to become a curator. Suffering from 
infantile paralysis, he spent most of his 
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