
PBiCES SLIGHTLY MrGME« IN T H 

If all your luggage is sent 

to Reykjavik by mistake, 

and there you are with the 

dress you're wearing, this 

should be the dress. Navy 

wool jersey, firmly backed with 

acetate tricot. Straight-shaped, 

marked off by seams. And a 
white linen collar to detach 

and wash while awaiting word 
from Reykjavik. Sizes 6 to 16. 

About thirty dollars at 
good stores and college shops 
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The picture is exactly as 

you want it. The expression on the child's face 

is 'just right' because you see the subject 
thru the same lens that takes the picture. 

Your exposure is perfect 
because the built-in computer also sees the 

subject thru the same lens as you and the film. 

AUTO-100 pictures are 
always perfect, from the first to the last shot 

on every roll. As you gain experience you 
can create all kinds of 'special-effect' pictures. 

Best of all, the BESELER 
TOPCON AUTO-100 offers 4 completely 

interchangeable lenses to make your subject 

appear larger, smaller, nearer, farther 
away. You merely click the shutter for perfect 

results from the very first picture, with any 
lens, any film, day or night, indoors or out. 

It's a remarkable camera; 

its features are exclusive. Under $160.00. 

Send us your very first AUTO-100 picture; 
it may be considered for publication. 

BeselerTopcon 
Auto-100 

At better photo stores or write: Beseler, SR-10. 
East Orange, N.J. 07018. Beseler/since 1869, 
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Are you one 
of many who admire 

the Mona Lisa for 
the wrong reasons? 

PERHAPS, like so many people, you attribute the Mona Lisa's great
ness to her enigmatic expression—to the fact that she "begins to 

smile," if looked at long enough. Or perhaps you are intrigued be
cause her eyes seem to "follow you around the room" through some 
technique known only to Leonardo. Both of these common reactions 
are discussed in the very first portfolio of the Metropolitan Museum's 
Seminars in Art as prime examples of the superficial fashion in which 
most people look at paintings. As the portfolio points out, anyone 
who admires a painting solely because of its technical competence 
or the appeal of its subject matter is probably missing all that the 
artist is really trying to convey. A surprising number of otherwise 
ciiltivated persons have this blind spot when they stand before a 
famous work of art. 

It was to remedy this situation that the Metropolitan Museum 
of Art in New York devised an unusual program of assisted self-
education in the understanding and appreciation of art. The invita
tion below is made to acquaint you with the thorough nature of the 
program and particularly its unique method of learning by compari
son among great paintings. 

• •^--l-'^-^PfiOTa 

MONA LISA by Leonardo da Vinci 

The Metropolitan Museum of Art invites you to accept 

FOR TWO WEEKS' EXAMINATION 
THE FIRST PORTFOLIO OF 

ART SEMINARS IN THE HOME 
PUBLISHED AND ADMINISTERED BY BOOK-OF-THE-MONTH CLUB, INC 

THE IDEA: A well-rounded and compre
hensive course of lectures in the appre
ciation of art in which the whole family 
can participate. You learn by comparison 
among paintings, utilizing no fewer than 
144 large full-color prints of great works. 
It is like being conducted over a period of 
time through all the world's museums by 
experienced lecturers who make clear the 
fundamental things to look for in what
ever paintings you may see. 

CONTENTS OF THE TWELVE PORTFOLI^I^ 

What Is a Palming? 

Realism • Expressionism • Abstraction 

Pictures OS Patterns • Pictures as Structures 

Arrangement as Expression • Fresco 

Tinipera and on • Water Color, Pastel and Prints 

The Artist as a Social Critic 

The Artist as a Visionary 

EACH LESSON comes in the form of a port
folio, the core of which is the lecture. But 

in each portfolio is a pocket containing twelve 
large full-color reproductions. These pictures 
are provided separately so that they can be 
compared side by side with one another to 
clarify whatever points the lecture aims to 
illuminate. They have a great advantage, 
moreover, over reproductions thrown upon a 
screen in a lecture hall: they can be more 
faithful to the originals, and can be studied 
and referred to again and again. 

HOW THE COURSE OPERATES . One can 
enroll in this program of twelve portfolios just 
as one would enroll in a semester course in 
art at a university—with one important dif
ference: you may, if you wish, drop out of 
the program at any point. The portfolios are 
sent consecutively—one every thirty days— 
but you may, of course, proceed at whatever 
rate you choose. The price of each portfolio is 
$3.75 (plus a small charge for mailing ex
pense) . This cost includes the twelve separate 
full-color reproductions. 

ART SEMINARS IN THE HOME, c /o Bodc-of-the-Month Club, Inc. 
345 Hudson Street, New Yorlc, N.Y. 10014 

PLEASE enroll me as a subscriber to ART SEMINARS 
IN THE HOME and send me Portfolio No. 1: 

"What Is a Paintingy tor a two-week trial exam
ination. If at the end of that time I decide not to 
continue the course, I may return the portfolio, 
canceling the subscription. If I retain it, you will 
bill me $3.75 (plus a small charge for mailing 
expense) for it and for each of the remaining 
portfolios in the Seminars as it is received. I may 
cancel this subscription at any time. 

S16fr-10-1 

MR. 1 
MRS. y • • 

MISS ) 

Address. 

(Please print plainly) 

City. 6-01 

State Zip Code 
(If known) 

PLEASE NOTE: In Canada, the price of each portfolio 
Is $4.25 (plus a small charge for mailing expense) 
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THE P H O E N I X N E S T 

Edited by MARTIN LEVIN 

Behind the Hair Curtain 

W HEN I visited the Soviet Union 
recently, I found very few of the 

Iron Curtain problems I had expected, 
and I had quite a fine time. I drank a 
lot of vodka and champagne, and, being 
an eternally hungry man, I devoured 
glistening mountains of delicious, fresh, 
inexpensive caviar, though, unlike one 
of my Russian table companions, I never 
tried it for breakfast. I went to ballets 
and operas, and heard a Faust I'll never 
forget. I visited Lenin's cool, quiet, eerie 
tomb in Red Square—and felt self-con
scious at having been let in ahead of 
several hundred waiting Russians. (Visi
tors accompanied by Intourist guides 
get special privileges, and nobody seems 
to mind.) 

The hotel chambermaids were the 
most helpful I've encountered anywhere. 
They pressed suits at odd hours, and 
had to be coaxed into accepting tips. 
Once I left a bathtub full of socks and 

Out of Sorts 

underwear; I had no time to wash them 
so I just put them to soak. When I re
turned, I found everything had been 
washed and hung up to dry. Another 
day, I completed my laundry and went 
out sightseeing, aware that I hadn't done 
a good job; the white things looked far 
from white. When I got back to my 
room, I found everything had been re-
laundered, and the white articles 
bleached. 

So it went—one pleasant experience 
after another. But there was that Hair 
Curtain, which I encountered in, of all 
places, a post office. 

Visitors in the Soviet Union are not 
permitted to receive mail at their hotels. 
They don't even know which hotel they 
will be assigned to until they arrive. 
Each visitor is given a number, designat
ing a postal station at which he must call 
in person in order to receive his mail 
Every day in Moscow my guide, a wil
lowy blonde, escorted me to the station, 
and for the first few days I found letters 
awaiting me. But several I had been 
expecting had not yet arrived, and on 

Sooner ar later 
everybody 

needs 
Amy 

Vanderbilt 

The man on the way up 
needs good manners. 
To help plan once-in-a-
lifetlme occasions 
and as a guide to daily 
gracious living, 
1,.800,000 families turn 
to Amy Vanderbilt's 
New Complete Book of 
Etiquette—the biggest, 
the clearest, the only 
etiquette book that keeps 
pace with the times. $5.50 

•IDOUBLEDAY 

my last day, when we went to inquire, 
I was told there was nothing for me. 

The postal clerk, whom I had not seen 
before, was a young girl with an un
believably large mop of coarse, brown 
hair which fell to the sides, and forward, 
from a central part, and completely 
obliterated her face as she sat hunched 
over a sorting table. I watched, fasci
nated, as she started through the large 
stack she had pulled from a pigeonhole 
marked "J." She would lift one letter 
from the stack, brush her hair back, peer 
out at the address, and set the letter 
aside. Again and again the slow process 
was repeated. It was amusing for a few 
moments, but then I grew impatient— 
and fearful. 

"Are you sure she has my name right?" 
I asked the guide. 

"She has it," came the firm reply. 
"But I have a last name for a first 

name," I said. "Sometimes that confuses 
people." 

"I told her your name—both of your 
names." 

"Perhaps you'd better write it out for 
her," I suggested. 

Reluctantly, she printed my name on 
a note pad, underscored the last name, 
and held it out for the girl to see. After 
several thrashing motions of hands to
ward head, the girl looked at the note 
pad, nodded, and went back to more 
sorting and thrashing. When she reached 
the last letter she reported something in 
Russian to the guide, who told me that 
there was nothing for me. 

"But I'm sme I must have something 
there," I said. "Would you ask her to 
look through the letters again?" 

After a rather lengthy exchange in 
Russian, the clerk again started through 
the letters, of which there must have 
been fifty. Time dragged on, and it al
most seemed as if her hair had become 
thicker, and longer. With every letter 
lifted from the stack came the frantic 
brushing back, a shake of the head, and 
the slow scrutiny, Maddening! Once 
more, as she reached the last letter, a 
negative report. 

I looked sternly at the guide and ex
pressed my doubts. Would it be possi
ble, I asked, for me to look through the 
stack? 

"There is obviously nothing for you," 
she said. 

"But perhaps she missed some," I 
said. "She—" 

"You saw her. She has looked twice. 
I don't believe you have any letters here 
today." 

"But I must have," I said. "My wife 
writes frequently—nearly every day—and 
I haven't had a letter from her for sev
eral days. Surely they . . ." 

"If she wrote you letters, and mailed 
them, thev would be here," she said. 

"But-" ' 
She looked at her watch. "It is time 
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now for us to continue your tour," she 
said. "We missed St. Basil's Cathedral 
yesterday, and you wanted to see it. 
If we—" 

"Forget St. Basil's," I said. "I'm leav
ing here early tomorrow morning. If 
letters do arrive, can I have them for
warded to me in Leningrad?" 

"Yes, of course," she said. "You must 
leave your forwarding address here, and 
there is a fee you must pay." 

More conversation, in Russian, with 
Miss Mopnik, who groped around under 
the counter and finally came up with a 
form on which I wrote my name and 
Leningrad postal station number. I paid 
the small fee, and we started to leave. 

"Wait," I said at the door. "I'm sure 
there must be some mail here for me. 
I'd like to look through those letters, 
myself. Please?" 

"You will miss St. Basil's and the 
Exhibition of Economic Achievements, 
too," she said. 

"Forget St. Basil's! And forget . . . 
achievements!" I sputtered. "I'm inter
ested in my mail, and that's all!" 

She shrugged, and we went back to 
the counter. The Hair Curtain was still 
lowered, and two fumbling hands be
neath it were trying to rearrange the 
stack of letters. More Russian dialogue 
followed: I couldn't understand a word 

S ^ H l t f 

of it, but it was long, and seemed to 
have sharp edges. At last the stack was 
shoved across the counter to me. 

I began to go through it, slowly. There 
were letters from everywhere, and in all 
sizes and colors. Some of them were 
addressed in undecipherable handwrit
ing, and many, I noted, were more than 
a month old. After I had looked, wist
fully, at about a dozen, a familiar script 

THIS KIND 
OF CLOCK TELLS 

A DIFFERENT 
KIND OF TIME. 

It even glows in the dark... like a Printess phone. 

Time is just time you say? Well read how this 
Caslon Clock will change the way you read it. 

It is a psychological fact (try it on friends) that when 
people look away from an ordinary clock (one with 
hands!), they seldom remember the exact time. They 
know about what time it is. This is because most often 
you just glance at a clock to orient yourself to the time 
. . . in relationship to some upcoming moment, date, 
event or whatever. But. When you glance away from 
this digital timepiece and someone asks you the time: 
you'll give it exactly. Right to the minute. " I t is 
3:43". That's the difference between seeing all 12 
hours at once and this "digital readout" that states 
the precise time, and only the precise time. 

The numbers of this plug-in electric clock can be read 
at a good SOpaces. A silent electric motor flips the 
plastic plates into view faster than the eye Can see. 
One second it 's 3:43 and then, suddenly, i t 's 3:44. 
Don't worry. The change is silent. Not even a "c l ick" 

This improved way of telling time is the llOV Caslon 
201 digital electric table clock. If that sounds like a 
mouthful you should see it in 3-dimensional color. 
It's an eyeful. Beautiful, in the modern manner. The 
console shape is at home with any decor, in any room 
-~ or office. Vou have a choice of four colors (see cou

pon) to complement your furnishings. But most impor
tant, the Caslon 201 tells time in a way you can't 
mistake — won't forget! It is something of a conver
sation piece, too. People will stand there staring at 
it, waiting, trying to catch it changing time. But it is 
faster than a wink, and quieter than your wristwatch. 
(The precision synchronous motor is of the hysteresis 
type — with 18 poles — operating at a low speed to 
assure even, silent operation and » good long life.) 
Dimensions: S'/z" x S'/z" « SVi " 
P.S. A beautiful gift — the kind you'd love to receive. 

TAKt Timi - ORDffi HOW 
I Mail to: HAVERHILL'S SR 1008 I 
I 526WashingtonSt., San Francisco, Calif. 941-11 | 
I Please mail me the l lOV Caslon 201 digital elec

tric table clock. 
I Q I epclose $24.90 plus $1.00 for Post. & Ins. 
I Satisfaction or refund guaranteed. 
I (California Residents Add 4X Sales Tax) 
• D Diner's Q Am. Expr. Acct. # 
I Underline your color: Snowhit* Charcoal 

Red-Red Airline Blue Wheatglo Deep-Night 

Name_ 
I 
I 
I Address_ 

I Zip 

I © 1966 

Seorching the World 
-(Haverhilli" 
i \i^^ to bring yov tht finest 

appeared, and there it was—a letter from 
my wife. I continued on, and found an
other, and directly beneath it, still an
other. By the time I had reached the 
bottom of the stack, I had found seven 
letters, each clearly and correctly ad
dressed to me. One had been forwarded 
from Sydney, and another from Bang
kok; the rest were directly from New 
York. 

As I rammed them into my pocket, I 
couldn't resist a smug, satisfied glance 
at my guide, who merely shrugged. I 
glanced at the clerk, too, but of course 
she could not see me. She was waiting 
on someone else now, and the Hair 
Curtain was down. We left her there, 
thrashing and peering. We had time for 
a few minutes in St. Basil's, but we had 
to skip the Exhibition of Economic 
Achievements. —HAYES B . JACOBS. 

The Prints and the Paupers 

1"̂ HE New York City administration's 
latest money-saver calls for impor

tant visitors to receive prints of City 
Hall instead of the usual key to the city. 
The keys used to run around $17, but 
Life magazine has given some 500 prints 
to the Lindsay people for nothing. 

However, it still costs the city $3 for 
the picture frame and the case, repre
senting a net saving of $14 for each cus
tomer or $70 a year, since the city gives 
the glad hand to about five dignitaries 
annually—not counting Arabian mon-
archs. 

A little quick arithmetic shows the 
city won't soon run out of prints. At the 
present rate there's enough on hand to 
last 100 years—well beyond the time old 
City Hall will have been torn down. 
With the $3 as a base expenditure, the 
city can throw a little knickknack or trin
ket into the deal and still hold the overall 
cost around $4.85 per king, or whoever 
else comes along. Even the $4.85 doesn't 
necessarily represent a loss. There's a 
good chance that the city will break 
even or possibly make a profit on the 
visitor. If he blows into town with a size
able retinue or goes on a spending spree, 
the city sales tax will easily nick him of 
$4.85. 

But there's a negative side to the new 
print arrangement. How can the mayor 
be sure he won't run into a little embar
rassment? "From Life?" some potentate 
might thunder, tearing his print into lit
tle pieces and dropping them at the may
or's feet, "Why just last month we kicked 
their correspondent out of my country." 
And, of course, a visiting dignitary may 
not feel he's on the receiving end of 
something unique when Mayor Lindsay 
peels one of the prints from the pile. 
"Take one," he might say, "There's plen
ty more where this came from." 

—J. J. HAGGERTY. 
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A copy of this ad 
is going into 

every A\is pay envelope. 
; i l i ^ 

_ '•••It. ' N O i N u 

People in this country don't believe 
everything they read in ads any more. 

And >vith good reason. 
Most advertising these days is long 

on the big promise-a promise that the 
product doesn't always deliver. 

And at times Avis is no exception. 
A shiny new Plymouth with mud in 

the trunk or a spare tire v^ith no air in 
it makes a liar out of Avis ads. 

So they can't miss it. We can't police all the other adver
tising in this country. But we can live up to our own. 

In our next ad we're going to promise customers that 
we'll get the rental form filled out w^ithin 2 minutes. 

You can do it, girls. You've been trained to. 
Let's see if ŵ e can keep Avis ads honest. 

© AVIS RENT A CAR SYSTEM, INC. 
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A SHORT TRIAL SUBSCRIPTION TO THE B O O K - O F - T H E - M O N T H CLUB WILL DEMONSTRATE 

Ohese three...OR any lkree 
OF THE BOOKS LISTED ON THESE PAGES... 

FOR ONLY $ J 
THE TRIAL: SIMPLY BUY THREE ADDITIONAL BOOKS WITHIN A YEAR 
AT THE MEMBERS' PRICES, WHICH AVERAGE 20% BELOW RETAIL PRICES 

110. THE LAST BATTLE 
by CORNELIUS RYAN 

P h o t o g r a p h s a n d m a p s 
( R e t a i l p r i c e $7 .50 ) 

T H E 
SOURCE 

James A. 
Michener 

235. THE SOURCE 
^ ^ JAMES A. MICHENER 

I l l u s t r a t e d . ( R e t a i l p r i c e $7 .95) 

^ 

lEcra 
VIXIOR 

A NOVEL B t 

E(rti6rt€riehtoi! 

327. THE SECRET OF SANTA VITTORIA 
by ROBERT CRICHTON 

( R e t a i l p r i c e $5 .95 ) 

291. IN COLD BLOOD 
by TRUMAN CAPOTE 
( R e t a i l p r i c e $ 5 . 9 5 ) 

278. A THOUSAND DAYS 
by ARTHUR M, SCHLESINGER, JR. 

T h e P u l i t z e r P r i z e for B i o g r a p h y 
( R e t a i l p r i c e $9) 

108. THE EMBEZZLER 
by LOUIS AUCHINCLOSS 

( R e t a i l p r i c e $ 4 . 9 5 ) 

287. THE DOUBLE IMAGE 
by HELEN MAC INNES 

( R e t a i l p r i c e $5 .75 ) 

319. INQUEST i> EDWARD JAY EPSTEIN 
I l l u s t r a t e d . ( R e t a i l p r i c e $5) 

3 2 8 . RUSH T O JUDGMENT by MARK LANE 
M a p s . ( R e t a i l p r i c e $ 5 . 9 5 ) 

314. THE MENORAH MEN 
by LIONEL DAVISON 
(Re ta i l p t i c e $5.95) 

380. THE AGE OF VOLTAIRE 
by WILL and ARIEL DURANT 

I l l u s t r a t e d . ( R e t a i l p r i c e $ 1 2 ) 

302. HIROHITO: Emperor of Japan 
by LEONARD MOSLEY 

I l l u s t r a t e d . ( R e t a i l p r i c e $ 7 . 9 5 ) 

315. TWO UNDER THE INDIAN SUN 
^>JON and RUMER GODDEN 

( R e t a i l p r i c e $5. 50) 

325. THE BIRDS FALL DOWN 
by REBECCA WEST 

(Retail price $5.95) 

206. JOURNAL OF A SOUL 

by POPE J O H N XXIII 
I l l u s t r a t e d . ( R e t a i l p r i c e $7 .95) 

276. THE COLLECTED STORIES OF 
KATHERINE ANNE PORTER 
The Pulitzer Prize for Fiction 

( R e t a i l p r i c e $ 5 . 9 5 ) 

261. NEVER CALL RETREAT 
by BRUCE CATTON 

M a p s . ( R e t a i l p r i c e $7 .50 ) 

304. BED AND BOARD 
by THE VERY REVEREND 
ROBERT FARRAR CAPON 

( R e t a i l p r i c e $3 .95 ) 

286. THE WHITE HOUSE AND ITS THIRTY-
FOUR FAMILIES 

by AMY LA FOLLETTE JENSEN 
I l l u s t r a t e d . ( R e t a i l p r i c e $12 .50 ) 

323. THE EARLY LIFE OF STEPHEN HIND 
by STORM JAMESON 
( R e t a i l p r i c e $ 4 . 9 5 ) 

1 4 8 . THE ITALIANS *;- LUIGI B A R Z I N I 
( R e t a i l p r i c e $ 6 . 9 5 ) 

234. THE OXFORD HISTORY OF THE 
AMERICAN PEOPLE 

by SAMUEL ELIOT MORISON 
I l l u s t r a t e d . (Re ta i l p r i c e $ 1 2 . 5 0 ) 

3 1 2 . THE BIG SPENDERS Sj'LUCIUS BEEBE 
P h o t o g r a p h s . ( R e t a i l p r i c e $6 .95 ) 

258. A HISTORY OF THE JEWS 
by ABRAM LEON SACHAR 

( R e t a i l p r i c e $7 .95 ) 

185. STONEHENGE DECODED 
by GERALD S. HAWKINS 

mli JOHN B. WHITE 
I l l u s t r a t e d . ( R e t a i l p r i c e $ 5 . 9 5 ) 

635. GIRL FROM FITCHBURG 
by BERNARDINE K. SCHERMAN 

( R e t a i l p r i c e $ 3 . 9 5 ) 

310. CHURCHILL: Taken from the Diaries 
of Lord Moran. 

P h o t o g r a p h s . ( R e t a i l p r i c e $ 1 0 ) 

330. THE AMERICAN REVOLUTION 
by GEORGE OTTO TREVELYAN 

1 - v o l u m e a b r i d g m e n t 
by RICHARD B. MORRIS 

(Retail price $10) 

201. WE ARE NOT ALONE 

by WALTER SULLIVAN 
R e v i s e d e d i t i o n . ( R e t a i l p r i c e $6 .95 ) 

126. PAPA HEMINGWAY: A Personal 
M e m o i r by A. E. HOTCHNER 

P h o t o g r a p h s . ( R e t a i l p r i c e $5 .95 ) 

324. THE TERRITORIAL IMPERATIVE 
by ROBERT ARDREY 

I l l u s t r a t e d . ( R e t a i l p r i c e $ 6 . 9 5 ) 

316. ON AGGRESSION 
by KONRAD LORENZ 
( R e t a i l p r i c e $5 .75 ) 

313. A SENTENCE OF LIFE 
*>• JULIAN GLOAG 

( R e t a i l p r i c e $5 .95 ) 

627. AMERICANS ON EVEREST 
i > JAMES RAMSEY ULLMAN 

I l l u s t r a t e d . ( R e t a i l p r i c e $8 .95 ) 

184. THE NEW MEANING OF TREASON 
by REBECCA WEST 

( R e t a i l p r i c e $6 .95 ) 

106. REMINISCENCES 
by GENERAL DOUGLAS MAC ARTHUR 

I l l u s t r a t e d . ( R e t a i l p r i c e $ 6 . 9 5 ) 

202. THE WIND IN THE WILLOWS 
by KENNETH GRAHAME 

Itlmtratid by ERNEST H. SHEPARD 
( R e t a i l p r i c e $6) 
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HOW RELIABLY MEMBERSHIP KEEPS YOU FROM MISSING THE BOOKS YOU INTEND TO READ 

JUST FOR SELF-APPRAISAL: Check the books you have intended to read 

or to add to your library but failed to . . . through overbusyness 

, SATURDAY THE RABBI WENT 
HUNGRY by HARRY KEMELMAN 

(Retail price $3.95) 

431. THE RISE AND FALL OF THE THIRD 
REICH by WILLIAM L. SHIRER 

(Retail price $12.50) 

102. DOCTOR ZHIVAGO 
by BORIS PASTERNAK 

(Retail price $5) 

152. BARTLETT'S FAMILIAR 
QUOTATIONS 13th edition 

(Retail price $10) 

279. KENNEDY 
by THEODORE C. SORENSEN 

(Retail price $10) 

191. THE MISSION 4>HANSHABB 
(Retail price $6) 

THE DECLINE AND FALL OF THE 
ROMAN EMPIRE 

by EDWARD GIBBON 
1-volume abridgment by D. M. L O W 

(Retail price $8) 

331. COMPLETE POEMS OF ROBERT 
FROST (Retail price $7) 

417. THE SHORT STORIES OF ERNEST 
HEMINGWAY (Retail price $6) 

THE COMING FURY 
by BRUCE CATTON 

Maps. (Retail price $7.50) 

THE RECTOR OF JUSTIN 
by LOUIS AUCHINCI.OSS 

(Retail price $4.95) 

625. A MOVEABLE FEAST 
by ERNEST HEMINGWAY 

Photographs. (Retail price $4.95) 

. THE AMBASSADOR 
by MORRIS L. WEST 

(Retail price $4.95) 

455. THE AGONY AND THE ECSTASY 
by IRVING STONE 

(Retail price $6.50) 

253. MYTHOLOGY by EDITH HAMILTON 
Illustrated. (Retail price $5) 

139. ULYSSES i> JAMES JOYCE 
Unabridged. (Retail price $6.95) 

204. WHITE LOTUS i>JOHN HERSEY 
(Retail price $6.95) 

101. THE BIG KNOCKOVER 
by DASHIELL HAMMETT 

(Retail price $5.95) 

620. THE INCONGRUOUS SPY 
2 novels by jonti LE CARR^ 

(Retail price $5.95) 

494. 0ILT-ED6ED BONDS 
3 James Bond novels 

by IAN FLEMING 
(Retail price $5.95) 

254. MORE GILT-EDGED BONDS 
3 .Tames Bond novels 

by IAN FLEMING 
(Retail price $5.95) 

BONDED FLEMING 
3 James Bond books 

by IAN FLEMING 
(Retail price $5.75) 

406. INTRIGUE: The Grml Spy Novels of 
Eric Ambler. (RecaU price $5.95) 

203. UP THE DOWN STAIRCASE 
by BEL KAUFMAN 

(Retail price $4.95) 

208. THE ADVENTURES OF AUGIE 
MARCH by SAUL BELLOW 

(Retad price $6) 

318. THE NIGHT IS A TIME FOR 
LISTENING by ELLIOT WEST 

(Retad price $4.95) 

616. PROFILES IN COURAGE 
(Memorial Edition) 

^ ^ J O H N F. KENNEDY 
Introduction by ALLAN NEVINS 

Special foreword 
by ROBERT F. KENNEDY 

(Retail price $5) 

329. THE HISTORY OF PSYCHIATRY 
by FRANZ G. ALEXANDER, M.D. 

anj SHELDON T SELESNICK, M.D. 
Illustrated. (Retail price $11.95) 

199. DON'T STOP THE CARNIVAL 
by HERMAN WOUK 

(Retail price $4.95) 

186. HAWAII i>JAMES A. MlCHENER 
(Retail piice $7.95) 

188. THE WORLDS O^ ROBERT E. 
SHERWOOD: Mirror to His Times 
1896-1939 iv JOHN MASON BROWN 

Photographs (Retad price $6.95) 

615. VON RYAN'S EXPRESS 
by DAVID WESTHEIMER 

(Retad price $4.95) 

149. THE STORY OF PHILOSOPHY 
by WILL DURANT 
(Retad price $5) 

111. MY AUTOBIOGRAPHY 
by CHARLES CHAPLIN 

Photographs. (RetaU price $6.95) 

437. GODS, GRAVES AND SCHOLARS 
by C. W. CERAM 

Illustrated. (Retad price $6.95) 

640. THE INVISIBLE GOVERNMENT 
by DAVID WISE and THOMAS B. ROSS 

(Retail price $5.95) 

S21 . MY LIFE IN COURT by LOUIS NIZER 
(Retail price $5.95) 

123. THE NEW TREASURY OF SCIENCE 
6th edition 

Edited by HARLOW SHAPLEY. 
SAMUEL RAPPORT and HELEN WRIGHT 

(Retad price $8.95) 

l i s . PETER FREUCHEN'S BOOK OF THE 
SEVEN SEAS 

Illustrated. (RetaU price $8.95) 

172. A TREASURY OF SHORT STORIES 
Edited by BERNARDINE KIELTY 

(Retail price $6) 

504. DR. SPOCK TALKS WITH MOTHERS 
by BENJAMIN SPOCK, M.D. 

(Retail price $5) 

240. JAMES BOSWELL: The Earlier Years 
1740-1769 by FREDERICK A. POTTLE 

Illustrated. (Retad price $12.50) 

448. ABRAHAM LINCOLN: The Prairie 
Years AND The War Years 

by CARL SANDBURG 
1-volume edition 

Illustrated. (Retail price $7.50) 

630. TOM JONES J> HENRY FIELDING 
Illustrated by LAWRENCE BEALL SMITH 

(Retad price $7.50) 

446. THE FASCINATING WORLD 
OF ASTRONOMY 

by ROBERT S. RICHARDSON 
Illustrated. (Retail price $5.95) 

611. GOREN'S BRIDGE COMPLETE 
by CHARLES H. GOREN 

1963 revised edition 
(Retad price 55.95) 

260. THE OXFORD DICTIONARY OF 
QUOTATIONS (Retad price $U) 

189. THE NEW OXFORD BOOK OF 
ENGLISH VERSE (Retad price $7.50) 

190. THE OXFORD BOOK OF AMERICAN 
VERSE (Retail price $7) 

232. A DICTIONARY OF MODERN ENG
LISH USAGE by H. w. FOWLER 

Revised edition. (Retail price $5) 

103. THE NEW ROGET'S THESAURUS IN 
DICTIONARY FORM 

Edited by N O R M A N LEWIS 
(Retail price $4.95) 

497. COMPLETE FIELD GUIDE TO 
AMERICAN WILDLIFE 

by HENRY HILL COLLINS, JR. 
Illustrated. (Retail price $6.95) 

534. THE AMATEUR PHOTOGRAPHER'S 
HANDBOOK by AARON SUSSMAN 

Illustrated. (Retail price $5.95) 

407. ENCYCLOPEDIA OF CONCERT 
MUSIC by DAVID EWEN 

(Retail price $7.50) 

156. ENCYCLOPEDIA OF THE OPERA 
by DAVID EWEN 

(Retail price $7.50) 

529. AMERICA'S HANDYMAN BOOK 
Illustrated. (Retail price $8.95) 

311. ESQUIRE PARTY BOOK 
by the EDITORS OF ESQUIRE 

lUusttated. (Retad price $6.95) 

320. EMILY POST'S ETIQUETTE 
11th edition. Revised 

by ELIZABETH L. POST 
(Retail price $5.95) 

182. THE FANNIE FARMER COOKBOOK 
11th edition, (Retail price $6.50) 

161. JOY OF COOKING 
by IRMA S. ROMBAUER 

and MARION R. BECKER 
Illustrated. (RetaU price $6.50) 

BOOK-DIVIDENDS: SOMETHING FOR EVERY 
READING FAMILY TO KNOW ABOUT 

THE EXPERIMENTAL MEMBERSHIP suggestecJ here will not 
only prove, hj your own actual experience, how effectually 

membership in the Book-of-the-Month Club can keep you 
from missing, through oversight or overbusyness, books 
you fully intend to read; it will also demonstrate another 
equally important advantage enjoyed by members: Book-Divi
dends. Through this unique profit-sharing system Book-of-the-
Month Club members can regularly receive valuable library 
volumes—at a small fraction of their price—simply by buying 
books they would buy anyway if they were not members. 

If you continue after this experimental membership, 
you will receive, with every Club choice you buy, a Book-
Dividend Certificate. Each Certificate, together with a nominal 
sum, often only $1.00 or $1.50 — somewhat more for unusually 
expensive volumes—can be redeemed for a valuable Book-
Dividend which you may choose from over 100 fine library 
volumes whose retail prices now average $7. Since its inaugu
ration the almost incredible sum of over $362,000,000 worth 
of books (retail value) has been received by Book-of-the-
Month Club members through this unique plan. 

BOOK-OF-THE-MONTH CLUB, INC. 
345 Hudson Street, New York, N.Y. 10014 
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Top of My Head 

IT ALWAYS SEEMS so damned un
fair. So unprepared are we for the 
sudden news of a death, that even 

now it is difficult to accept the passing 
of Gertrude Berg. We know too well the 
inexorable pattern which in finite gath
ers us all to mother earth. But not Molly! 
Not so soon! She herself was mother to 
all earthlings. 

It was only a year ago this month that 
Gertrude Berg sat quietly huddled in a 
remote corner of a TV studio in Brook
lyn where they were preparing the Per
ry Como program. I came over and stood 
behind her, watching her softly rehearse 
to herself the lines she was to speak when 
she assumed the warm, matronly mantle 
of the universal mama, Molly Goldberg. 

"What worries me most," she said to 
me, "is the singing. I never sang in pub
lic before. Do you think I'll be?" 

I remembered that when she bustled 
busily around her kitchen her sentences 
had a way of ending like that. 

Sunset 
"You'll be, you'll be," I said. "I'm sure 

you'll be." 
"Yes?" she asked. Molly always had 

that quizzical look when you spoke to 
her, as if she were listening not only to 
what \ou were saying but also to wliat 
\'0u were thinking. 

She wasn't sure. She was worried. 
The duet which she and Perry were to 
sing that night was "Sunrise, Sunset," 
from Fiddler on the Roof, a haunting 
melody with poignant lyrics. 

Sunrise, sunset, swiftly fly the years. 

This was strange to her. And with the 
usual and painstaking care of a mistress 
of her craft she was wrestling with a new 
problem. Words set to music. Actually 
it wasn't the singing that should have 
troubled her. The lilt and the lament for 
the years that fly so swiftly had always 
been in her voice. But pacing lyrics to 
the tempo of music—this was something 

epJng to this lolerance 11 necessary. Guarantee is for one year. 

Why they keep different time. 
You'd think they'd both keep the same time 
since they both operate with batteries. But they 
don't. Because an electric watch is a conven
tional watch that keeps time with a conventional 

balance wheel. The balance 
wheel is just driven by a bat
tery instead of a spring. No 
electric watch guarantees the 
time it will keep. 

The Accutron timepiece is not a watch and has 
no balance wheel. Instead, its battery operates a 
tuning fork that splits a second into 360 equal 
parts. (A watch divides a second into only 5 

^ l g > parts.)Thisishowwe(Bulova) 
^ ^ can guarantee Accutron accu-

W racywithinaminutcamonth.* 
/n\ U.S. satellites use Accutron 
lyj timers, not electric watches. 

^ Accutron* by Bulova 
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else again. Softly she tried the line for 
me: 

Sunrise, sunset, stviftly fly the years. 

"Wonderful, Molly," I said. She was 
a tiny bit off key—ever so slightly—but it 
was truly and unmistakably Molly. And, 
of course, when they sang it. Perry would 
easily cover for her. She had been a 
guest on many of Perry's shows through 
the years and had always brightened the 
hour with her warmth and mama phil
osophy. 

"It'll be like always, Molly. You've 
always been wonderful every season," I 
said. 

She kvclled a little as she continued: 

One season, follotving another, 
laden with happiness and tears. 

1 reminded her that many years ago 
she had been a guest on the show and 
had brought along the two children of 
her radio program—Rosalie and Sammy. 
She nodded and smiled nostalgically. 

Where is the Utile girl I carried 
where is the little boy at play? 

But now, several years later, both she 
and Perry were gratrdparents. 

I don't remember growing older, 
when did they? 

Both were so suited to the tender 
pathos of the music and accompanying 
sonnet they were to perform that eve
ning. It was destined to be a memorable 
three minutes of the hour. 

The show itself was to be a happy 
meeting between Perry and Molly. It 
was the Thanksgiving program. Accord
ing to script, Molly was to come oir to 
invite Perry to the Goldberg home in 
the Bronx to a Thanksgiving dinner. 

"This year," she said to Perry, "you're 
coming to my house for Thanksgiving, 
I hope?" 

"I'm sorry, Molly," said Perry, "but I 
already have a dinner invitation. I'm 
eating with some friends." 

Molly persisted: 
"But Perele," she said, "vou can't go 

out to eat on an empty stomach. Come 
to my house. I have a big turkey—I'll 
roast you—I'll stuff' you. In all these 
years you've never been to my home." 

Sunrise, sunset, swiftly fly the years. 

Her audiences always purred with de
light. Here was everyone's mother—who 
gathered her children to her ample 
bosom. And all was right with the world. 

Sunrise ... 
Goodbye mama. 

. . . Sunset. 
—GOODMAN ACE. 

SR/October 8, 1966 
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