~—Three Lions.

Simon Bolivar Monument, Caracas—*“vitality, vastness, and enormous potential . . . a community of contrasts.”

CARACAS’'S 400th

BOLIVAR AND BULLDOZERS

cas, capital of oil and iron-rich

Venezuela, has very few landmarks
to remind one of its Spanish colonial ori-
gins. Bulldozers and demolition balls
have left only a small number of the old
buildings intact and, with a single ex-
ception, which my wife and I visited,
restoration of those remaining has been
sparing.

Caracas is a modern, sophisticated
metropolis of more than 1,500,000 in-
habitants, in which the skyscraper is pre-
dominant, having become a sort of na-
tional status symbol. It is a community of
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FOR A CITY founded in 1567, Cara-

By TEODORO MOSCOSO

contrasts—as is all of Venezuela. Sur-
rounding this conglomerate of modern
multi-storied structures clustered in the
narrow valley of the city, where intricate-
ly intertwined superhighways carry as
heavy a traffic as any parkway in Long
Island, is a crown of slum shacks or ran-
chitos which clamber up the. hillsides
enclosing the city.

The early Spanish settlers of Caracas
quite intelligently chase as its site a high
valley about ten miles from the sea on
the northern coast of South America.
Not only did this protect them from pi-
rate incursions but it blessed them with

a year-round spring-like climate. Maig-
uetia, the port and airport area serving
the city, is warm and humid; its shore
line toward the east, however, is superb.
One can easily compare it with the
Grande Corniche in the French Riviera,
and some of the hotels along the narrow
shore, crowded by the hills, are as lux-
urious as any you may find in the Céte
d’Azur, One of them, the Macuto, has
probably more marble per square foot of
floor area than any other hostelry in the
world. Only a spendthrift and not-too-
honest dictator, such as former President
Pérez Jiménez, could have built such
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If ou'r little

bit different

Are you different? We don't And so is Air-India. different. The colors are Indian
know. The service is different. We're pastels. Soothing. Our hostesses’
But if doing the same old an eastern airline. And to our costumes are different. They're
thing all the time is your idea of  stewards and hostesses, service authentic.
nothing to do, you're different,  is a form of hospitality. In some ways, of course, we're
If you've flown the Atlantic The food is different. There’s  not different. We fly the same
before and now want to find a curry, of course. And there’s Boeing 707 jets as do most major
out what another airline is all Air-india’s Continental cuisine.  airlines. And our pilots have to
about, you're different. The decor of our planes is pass the same rigorous tests.

wonderful, exotic, experienced,
unique Aiir-India

&,

o
For reservations, call your travel agent or Air-India.
‘The airline that treats you like a maharajah. Over 33 years of flying experience.



—Dieter Grabitzky (Monkmeyerj.
San Antonio section of Caracas—*“The
skyscraper is predominant, having be-
come a sort of national status symbol.”

palatial lodgings. No one really knows
how many millions it cost; Mr, Pérez
Jiménez languishes now in jail,

One of the finest vistas of Caracas is
to be seen from the American Ambas-
sador’s residence at the foot of Mount
Avila. During the early 1960s, when the
democratic regime of former President
Rémulo Betancourt was fighting for its
life, the sight from this vantage point at
times seemed too cluttered with Vene-
zuelan police and National Guardsmen;
in those hazardous days one never knew
from one day to another whether the
government was going to outlive the next
twenty-four hours. Street action by both
extreme right-wing and left-wing groups
was commonplace at the time. A favorite
“sport” of these two extremes was the
placing of plastic bombs in strategic
areas of the city, although noise and
property destruction rather than the tak-
ing of lives seemed to have been the pri-
mary objectives. Guests at dinner parties
at the residence had to be forewarned
—unless they were old Caracas hands—

—Elizabeth Hibbs (Monkmeyer).

Lake Maracaibo—*As capital eity
of a country immensely varied
geographically, Caracas is a fine
take-off point for excursions.”

that any explosions they might hear dur-
ing the evening were not as dangerously
close as they sounded. Upward drafts
from the city below and the narrow
sound-reflecting walls of the valley were
responsible for the amplification of the
noise from the exploding plastics. It
was almost funny to see some of our
Stateside guests jump out of their chairs,
in spite of the prior warnings, when the
first explosions of the evening began to
be heard. Today, however, this type of
annoyance is much less frequent as
Venezuela begins to enjoy the fruits of
the institutionalization of its democratic
life. Betancourt became the first presi-
dent in the history of the country to
finish out his full term of office.
Perhaps nothing gives Caracas its cos-
mopolitan air as much as the presence of
large groups of European and North

- American residents, a very active cul-

tural life which includes much dialogue
in the local press and lively musical,
plastic arts, and theater movements, and,
of course, café life, particularly of the
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outdoor variety. For sheer relaxation
nothing can match the enjoyment of an
excellent meal at one of Caracas’s out-
standing French or Italian restaurants
(we preferred Hector’s and Chez Aba-
die), an evening of experimental theater
or foreign films, and a leisurely cup of
coffee and cognac at one of the sidewalk
cafés along Sabana Grande Avenue near
Plaza Venezuela. My wife and 1 partic-
ularly liked Café Piccolo, whose chairs
resembled those of the more popular
sidewalk spots in Via Veneto (why can’t
we make comfortable sidewalk café
chairs in the United States?).

Aside from these more sedentary and
rather public social activities, most of the
evening life was evenly distributed be-
tween diplomatic receptions or dinners,
which my wife and I thoroughly abhor-
red, and small dinner parties at the home
of Venezuelan friends, which we fully
enjoyed. Nightclubs with floor shows
hardly exist in Caracas, but there are in-
timate boites with small but excellent
dance orchestras. Saturday night at our
favorite spot—La Potiniére—in the com-
pany of the Finance Minister and his
lovely and eternally happy, smiling wife.
was a fitting climax to any week. The
Cold War, the disarray at NATO, the
state of health of the Alliance for Prog-
ress, the Southeast Asia crisis—all of
these had a tendency to recede before
the euphoria of good music, charming
company, and small talk.

As capital city of a country immensely
varied geographically, Caracas is a fine
take-off point for excursions into the
Andes toward the west, the Guayana
and Orinoco delta toward the east, and
the great llanos — plains — toward the
south, No one should visit Caracas with-
out arranging side trips to these three
magnificent areas in the southern tier of
the Western hemisphere.

Mérida is the principal Andean city.
As a backdrop it has the immense Pico
Bolivar and Pico Espejo (more than
15,000 ft. high), covered with eternal
snows. That one should be able to travel
from the humid tropical lowlands with
their exuberant foliage to an Alpine
environment in a few brief moments is
a source of continuous wonder. Mean-
dering over the old Andean road to
Mérida through lush wheat-covered val-
leys reminiscent of the most beautiful
Swiss-like landscapes is an unforget-
table experience. At the highest point in
this road, Pico del Aguila, in the Piramo
Mucuchies, some enterprising European
migrants have built a small inn with a
welcoming fireplace and good plain
food. Freshly caught trout, bred in the
chilly waters of the melting Andean
snows, is a specialty of the area. An
industrious Caraqueiio has developed a
trout farm in which a million fish are
always available in huge pools carved
from the sides of the mountains and con-

SR/ January 7, 1967



So many generations of Swiss have looked after
S0 many visitors, that it's now become an in-
stinct. In fact, if you did nothing but eat, sleep,
and lounge around for a week, you'd have the
time of your life. But there’s something more
important in Switzerland.

Go into the mountains and you'll spend a lot
of time looking into the valleys. Go into the val-
leys and you'll spend a lot of time looking up
into the mountains.

Either way, the looking won't be a waste of
time. Because you'll be looking at more than
breathtaking scenery. You'll be looking at time
and space and infinity.

Stay a week.

The experience can be frightening at first.
But look a little longer and you can find your
own speck of time and space in infinity. And
suddenly you feel quiet and unhurried. That's
what Switzerland is all about. And why people
say, “Travel in Europe. Vacation in Switzerland.”

Visit your travel agent now, for your copy of
the “Unique World of Switzerland”—12 delight-
ful journeys by rail, boat, and bus—fascinating
travel ideas to fill your Swiss vacation with ex-
citement—or write the Swiss National Tourist
Office, The Swiss Center, 608 Fifth Avenue,
New York, New York 10020, or 661 Market
Street, San Francisco, California 94105. Today.

THE
UNIQUE
WORLD OF
SWITZERLAND



ENJOY

MODERN LIFE AND FUN!

Be alive. Lifesee the great cities.
Treat yourself to the sun, fun,
entertainments.

Thrill to the fabled past and
vistas unbelievably beautiful.

Everything included. Always
deluxe. Nothing humdrum when
you holiday with Maupintour.

Compare. You'll see. Ask for
Maupintour’s 1967 brochures
about these new and different
escorted holidays:

EUROPE. Eight sun-and-fun-
full holidays 3 weeks to 8
weeks. Tour by air, rail, motor-
coach. Finest hotels and re-
sorts. From $1238. Ask for 28-
page “Europe” brochure.

SCANDINAVIA. 16 to 22 days.
Weekly departures. From $848.

BRITISH ISLES. 22 days. Ire-
land, Scotland, England. Week-
ly departures. From $1066.

SPAIN/PORTUGAL. 22 days.
Finest luxe holiday of the high-
lights. Isle of Mallorca. Weekly.
From $998.

MIDDLE EAST. 22 days. East-
ern Mediterranean's great
cities. Every month. From
$1438.

MEXICO GRAND FIESTA. 27
days. Experience the wonder
and excitement of the little
known and the famous. $1038.

SOUTH AMERICA FIESTA.
24 days to 56 days. Four dif-
ferent and all new escorted
Fiesta Holidays. Monthly de-
partures. Before you decide,
ask for 28-page brochure. Com-
pare! From $1753 to $3417.

ASK YOUR TRAVEL AGENT
for brochures or write Maupin-
tour, 270 Park Avenue, New
York, New York 10017.

Maupintou

world-wide
standard |,

of travel |[#53%s| 193
excellence | | “u*

o,
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tinuously fed by icy streams. As the trout
grow and fatten, they are transferred
from one pool to the next. You may pick
for size the one you want and with a
quick dip-and-grab, transfer it directly
to the frying pan. Henri Soulé couldn’t
have improved their taste!

Venezuelans are prone to put a funic-

" ular into service wherever they find a

likely spot, and Mérida has one to lift
you all the way to the top of its highest
mountain, Pico Bolivar, where you may
enjoy winter sports and a most spectacu-
lar view of the Mérida Valley. Back in
the city you may want to stay at a small
but comfortable hotel owned by the
government; and of course, a visit to the
University of Mérida is a must. The flight
back to Caracas should be by way of
Maracaibo so that you may witness the
incredible sight of many thousands of
oil wells arising from the waters of the
lake like a flooded forest of Christmas
trees. A most spectacular bridge of uni-
que design crosses the lake at Mara-
caibo and connects this oil city—second
largest in the country—with the eastern
part of Venezuela.

BACK in Caracas, if you like to fish
and hunt, you may arrange for a trip to
the llanos, those immense stretches of
flatlands southwest of the city. To get
to the heart of the lanos, air travel is
recommended, but only experts should
attempt it during the rainy season when
most of this area is flooded. This is cattle
country, but game of many species is to
be found. Several varieties of wild duck
are so abundant as to take some of the
fun out of the sport. There is also an
abundance of fish, particularly in the
many rivers which feed the upper Ori-

, noco—including, of course the vora-

cious piranha, or Caribe fish, which can
strip a full-grown steer to the bone in

. minutes. Dotting the llanos are isola-

T SRR B L L U R

ted slaughter houses which dress the
local-grown beef for shipment by air-
plane to Caracas. When the rains come
and the area floods, you can see thous-
ands of head of cattle squeezed together
in a few high spots, peacefully sharing
this dry bit of ground with many varie-
ties of game animals. I would suggest to
the adventurous that they try to head-
quarter themselves in one of the many
ranches near Puerto Paez, and get ex-
perienced guides to accompany them.
The expense and effort will be well
worth it.

Caracas looks to the east for its future.
Mention the Guayana region to a Vene-
zuelan and his eyes light up, because
there, at the confluence of the broad,
mighty Orinoco with the narrower but
swifter Caroni river, important things
are happening. Harvard and MIT are
jointly helping the Venezuelans plan the
development of an area blessed with
oil, natural gas, rich iron ore, and hydro-
electric potential matched by few places
in the world. Already a gigantic steel
mill operates there. Millions of tons of
iron ore move down the Orinoco to feed
the blast furnaces of Norristown and
Sparrows Point, On the Caroni, the first
hydroelectric dam has been built and
further upstream the Guri dam, one
of the largest in the world, is under
construction. To service the thousands
who will man these installations, a
new town fully planned by the Har-
vard-MIT group is gradually emerging
—Santo Tomé de Guayana. Even its
name evokes dreams of pioneering ad-
ventures and frontier days.

Following its policy of sowing its oil
wealth, Venezuela is plowing immense
sums into the Guayana red soil in the
hope of making it eventually into a
Latin Ruhr. The sheer scope of the plans
and the magnitude of the various pro-
jects create a feeling of pride and hope

the Poles between them.

mans,

Minsk’s 900th: This city of half a million on the Svisloch River is first
'{  mentioned in Russian literature in the eleventh century, so it may be safe
to say it is 900 years old this year. At least that’s what theyre saying in
Minsk, and they are saying it with Moscow’s approval, Situated relatively
near Poland and the West, it has always been handy for invaders: the Tar-
tars in 1505, the Russians in 1508, and centuries later by the Swedes, again
by the Russians, by Napoleon, by the Germans in both World Wars, by

The Botanical Garden of the Academy of Sciences keeps 15,000 species
of plants, and there is both a Minsk opera and a ballet theater. It is less than
ten miles to the lakelands, which are replete with beaches, and that’s where
the Minskniks are when they are not laboring for the good of the state.

R e e

There is not much that would interest the traveler, even with the anni-
versary, for the only relics of the ancient times are a tower from the middle
of the eighteenth century and a Catholic cathedral built in 1615, in Minsk’s |
more religious days. Its many Jewish shopkeepers were put out of business  *
by the revolution of fifty years ago, and many were resettled elsewhere in
the country. Most of those who were left by 1941 were killed by the Ger-

—BETTY MOORE.

|
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Introducing Snow Beach.

Some people can’t decide
whether they want their vacation hot or cold.

We have a suggestion. 7

Take a vacation that runs both ways.

Take Switzerland {or more speczﬁ-
cally, Snow Beach). .

During the cold moerning hours
you can enjoy the world’s finest
skiing and winter sports (at Klosters, St. Mo
Davos, Gstaad and a dozen other Swiss resorts

But comes the noonday sun and you find
yourself doing things yow’d never believe.

Off come the mufflers and heavy knit sweat- 4§
ers.Out come the beach chairs and jars of suntan oil.

The same sun that shines down on the white
sands of other countries shines down on the
white snow of Snow Beach.

The effect is called a snow tan. The color is deep, rich, and bronze.

You can go to Snow Beach any day of the week by flying Swissair nomn:
Geneva or Zurich for as little as $360* round trip from New York., We also fly
from Chicago as well as non-stop from Montreal.

And just to make your days more enjoyable, send for our free map of Switzerla
(to find out where the best beaches are). -

For more about the snow tan or Swissair call your travel agent. Or Swissair, 6
Fifth Ave. (at 49th 5t.), The Swiss Center, New York, N.Y. Offices in principal cities.

*14/21 DAY ECONOMY EXCURSION FARE VALID MONDAYS THROUGH THURSDAYS. ,

SWISS.CARE WORLDWIDE ON THE PRIVATELY OWNED AIRLINE QF SWITZERLAND,



¢ Swedish
American Line

proudly presents

these distinguished
cruises in 1967

All eruises from New York

Ships under Swedish Registry
with traditional Swedish seamanship and
seaworthiness since Viking times

April 10,1967—SPRING ADVENTURE CRUISE
TO ENCHANTING REGIONS IN BLOSSOM TIME
“Capturing five separate Springs in

one year!” 35 Days, 21 Unusual Ports

NEW KUNGSHOLM g%eg;;ztross tons)

Follow blossoming Spring from the
Azores to Scotland, including Spain,
France, Channel Islands, Holland, Brit-
ain, North Wales, Isle of Man and Scot-
land. Each port selected for its own
regional charm—gardens, estates, vme-
yards—truly a “Connoisseurs’ Cruise.”
Rates from $1,250.

Sept. 7,1967—FALL CRUISE TO THE
MEDITERRANEAN, EUROPE AND SCANDINAVIA
From North Africa to Lovely Scandinavia

41 Days, 16 Fascinating Ports

GRIPSHOLM (zgs,%fgegtr;oss tons)

North Africa, Malta, Sicily, Italy,
France, Spain, Gibraltar, Portugal,
Netherlands, Germany, Sweden. RATE
INCLUDES a selection of 4-day over-
land trips to Stockholm, Oslo, Copen-
hagen., There are also optional tours
by air from Hamburg to Russia for
Moscow and Leningrad, also to Berlin
— ideal way to see this part of Europe.
AND, AS AN ADDED ATTRACTION,
YOU’LL CRUISE BACK HOME FROM
GOTHENBURG ON THE SUPERB
NEW KUNGSHOLM! Rates from $1,175.

Oct. 19, 1967—THE GReAT CRUISE
AROUND SOUTH AMERICA

“Springtime South of The Equator.”

43 Days, 13 Ports

(Also from Pt. Everglades, Fla., Oct.22)

NEW KUNGSHOLM

Panama Canal, Peru, Chile, Falkland
Islands, Argentina, Uruguay, Brazil,
Barbados, St. Lucia. Rates from $1,400.

And in 1968 -The Cruise of a Lifetime”
Jan. 6, 1968 — AROUND THE WORLD
93 Days, 30 Ports
(80 Days if you debark at Los Angeles)

NEW KUNGSHOLMRates troms2,975

Make your vacation address the NEW
KUNGSHOLM or GRIPSHOLM. Enjoy
Swedish AMERICAN'’S superb accom-
modations, service and cuisine.
TRANSATLANT!C SERVICE TO COPENHAGEN,
NMARK; GOTHENBURG, SWEDEN
See your Travel Agent or:

® L3
Swedish American
THE WHITE VIKING FLEET
636 Fifth Ave., New York, N. Y. 10020
Offices and Agents in all principal cities
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in Venezuelans of all socio-economic
levels. Just as Egypt has its “spectacular”
in the High Dam at Aswan, so Vene-
zuela has its Guayana.

About 200 miles from its confluence
with the Orinoco, the Carrao River,
where it meets the Caroni, dresses at
its best for the spectacle of the falls of
Canaima. Viewing Canaima from a
downstream vantage point is a breath-
taking experience. A small inn serviced
by a light-plane airstrip can provide
overnight accommodations. If you are a
nature lover, you had better plan to stay
a few days. Canaima has inspired poets
and novelists;Venezuela’s great novelist
Rémulo Gallegos named one of his
better known works Canaima.

If Canaima represents the untamed
forces of nature unleashed, Angel Falls,
fifty miles to the south, is by comparison
a blithe spirit. Falling vertically for a
kilometer from the top of an eroded
flat-top sandstone mountain in the mid-
dle of the immense lonely forests of
the Gran Sabana, the water from “The
Angel” is so thoroughly atomized by the
time it reaches the bottom that a cloud
of vapor visible many miles away is all
that remains of this gushing stream.
Since the only practical way of seeing
these falls is by plane, be sure your
pilot has been there before.

Flying south of Angel Falls for an-
other hour into the deep vastness of the
Gran Sabana and beyond the majestic
flat-top mesa with the lyrical Indian
name, the Auyan Tepui, will bring you
with surprising suddenness to a most in-
credible edifice—a three-storied Capu-
chin convent and school, enormous in
size and beautifully proportioned, stand-
ing by itself in this jungle hundreds of
miles from any civilized settlement.
There, a group of friendly clerics bring
Christianity and the three R’s to savage
Indians who, under their guidance, have
already built a small town, Kabanaye, at
the foot of the convent and who even
generate their own electricity with a
water wheel and a generator propelled
by one of the innumerable streams which
rush down the hillsides of the mesa
where this bit of - civilization is en-
sconced. Adventurous souls can continue
an hour or so further south to the Brazil-
ian border, where, from a jungle airport,
you may visit the diamond mines.

Back in Caracas next evening, with
the warming glow of the first martini
sharpening your imagination, you will
suddenly realize that those innumerable
blinking multicolored neon signs which
proliferate everywhere in the city are
but superficial manifestations of the vi-
tality, vastness, and enormous potential
of this country, so rich in resources and
in history, and birthplace of Latin Amer-
ica’s great hemispheric hero, Simén
Bolivar. Yes, I have been in love with
Caracas ever since we first met,

Alaska

Continued from page 48

skis in winter. Because bush planes are
slow and don’t fly sky-high they let you
see the land in all its convolutions, not
flattened out as it would appear from
a lofty air liner. Flying in a bush plane
north of Fairbanks, a traveler is soon
struck by the total absence of roads
in the wilderness below. Soon a bare,
rugged range appears. These are the
White Mountains, and you fly so close
to the granite domes that herds of wild
sheep—the native Dall Sheep with their
curled horns and snow-white coats—
can be seen grazing near the summits.
Beyond the White Mountains sprawl
the Yukon Flats. This vast basin
stretches for 200 miles, with a width
in places of 100 miles, and through its
heart flows the Yukon—the River of
Gold—now empty of the stern-wheel
steamers that carried an army of fortune
hunters up to the gold fields seventy
years ago. In all this trackless desola-
tion there are only a half-dozen small
settlements with a combined population
of perhaps 1,100, mostly Athabascan
Indians and a handful of whites.

Senator Ernest Gruening, a Rampart
Dam advocate, wants to see the Flats
buried under hundreds of feet of water,
drowned by a lake bigger than Lake
Erie. To Gruening the Flats are an
eyesore—"“a mammoth swamp. .. scenic-
ally...zero. In fact, it is one of the
few really ugly areas in a land prodigal
with sensational beauty.” One might
agree with the Senator’s observation
that the Flats are “as worthless from
the standpoint of human habitation as
any that can be found on earth.” But
they hold a strange exhilaration for
lovers of wilderness. Here is a bit of
the New World miraculously preserved
in its primeval state through the cen-
turies. And conservationists maintain
that the thousands of shallow ponds,
potholes, and sloughs, the ox-bow la-
goons that trace the myriad abandoned
paths of the shifting Yukon, form a
unique nesting ground for migratory
waterfowl.

THE clash between developers and
conservationists over the Rampart Dam
project is only one aspect of the broader
struggle for control of the land, a strug-
gle that beclouds Alaska’s centennial
year. When the statehood law was en-
acted, 99.8 per cent of the land was
still owned by the federal government.
Under provisions of the statehood act,
Alaska was given twenty-five years to
select more than 104 million acres from
the federal public domain. Now Es-
kimos and Indians are attempting to
block the state selection by pressing
their aboriginal rights to vast tracts of
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Alaska, including the Arctic Stope and
the Yukon Flats. (The 1867 Treaty of
Cession failed to define the entitlement
of natives to the lands thev were using
and occupying, and Congress to this
date has ducked the issue. )

In their claim to the Arctic Slope and
its potential oil wealth, the Eskimos use
an argument that should appeal to all
conservationists. Noting the white man’s
proclivity for despoiling the land und
polluting the rivers, the Eskimos warn
that the oil explorations might kill fish
and disrupt the migration of caribou.

s

Sam Taalak, president of the Arctic
Slope Native Association, told a visitor
to Barrow last summer: “Let me be
blunt. We must prepare for the day
when our children may have to live by
hunting again. I tell you, this is harsh
country. We run out of game animals
and we will hit the relief rolls pretty
hard.”

Turning Alaska back to the Eskimos
and Indians may seem an engaging idea,
but it’s highly probable that the natives
will have to settle for less. Meanwhile,
tourists who want to see a piece of the
continent as God made it had better
come to Alaska fast.

Evan’s Bandaid

By Doris Holmes
VAN’S bandaid is coming off;

The skinned ankle, red, is glistening |

cream in the center

Where having felt the slice it must now
fight germs,

But the dirt I'm trving to rub away
around it

Is partly bruise of an earlier contusion.

“Ow, ow!” he screams, “You're killing
my athlete’s foot,”

And yes, between the toes I note the
painful crack.

T lean back to catch my breath

And see his hands, dark around the
bitten nails,

Two knuckles scabby,

Callous on one palm which he now lifts

To get the pinky to his mouth

Where so much supper clings above the
braces

I think I'll speak about that

But

Hitting my head on the bathroom
cabinet

I screech “God dammit”

Thinking I am helpless, trapped,

And those brown eyes I frown up at

Whatever I do to them

Are free.
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.. . Paradise Of All Seasons

Come to Japan where cities are alive with color and ex-
citement . . . filled with treasure-crammed shops, restau-
rants, modern hotels and traditional Japanese inns. Come
to Japan where transportation is the finest in the world!

Come to Japan . . . where the artistry of time colors each
season. Where cherry trees blossom in spring . . . where
gardens are serene in summer . . . and crimson foliage
colors autumn . . . where snow caps the mountains in
winter! Come to Japan, for pleasure, for hospitality, for
adventure unlike any you have ever enjoyed. Call your
travel agent or write:

JAPAN NATIONAL TOURIST ORGANIZATION

45 Rockefeller Plaza, N.Y., N.Y., 10020 » 333 N. Michigan Ave., Chicago, Ill. 60601
1420 Commerce St., Dallas, Texas 75201 » 651 Market St., San Francisco, Calif. 94105
109 Kaiulani Ave,, Honolulu, Hawaii 96815 » Also in Canada

Choose Japan for your next convention
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