
MAUGHAM'S PACIFIC 

By W I L M O N M E N A R D 

READERS and literary critics are 
in unanimous agreement that 
Somerset Maugham's most fasci

nating short stories and novels are those 
about the lush green islands of the South 
Seas or about the exotic Orient. The en
tire Pacific area, which covers a third of 
the world, enchanted him, even in his 
early teens. Herman Melville's works, 
Moby Dick, Typee, and Omoo, had 
transported Maugham on paper wings 
to the romantic, adventuresome latitudes 
of the Pacific. 

Once, speaking about his Pacific and 
Far East travels, he had flawlessly re
cited Melville's rhapsody on the Pacific, 
part of which was: "This mysterious, 
divine Pacific zones the world's whole 
bulk about; makes all coasts one bay to 
it; seems the tide-beating heart of earth." 
Later, Maugham, after his own extensive 
travels across the wide, shimmering ex
panse of the Pacific, wrote: "The billows, 
magnificently rolling, stretch widely on 
all sides of you, and you forget your 
vanished youth, with its memories, cruel 
and sweet, in a restless intolerable desire 
for life . . . You sail through an unimag
inable silence upon a magic sea . . . On 
some days it ofî ers all your fancy pic
tured. On the horizon are fleecy clouds 
and at sunset they take strange shapes 
so that it is almost impossible not to be
lieve you see a range of mountains. The 
nights then are lovely, the stars very 
bright, and later when the moon rises, 
it is dazzling in its brilliancy." 

Maugham once told me: "My sea 
travels by luxury liner, tramp-steamer, 
copra or pearling schooner, and primi
tive sailing-canoe, provided me with 
most of the characters and circumstances 
upon which I had to rely for my nonfic-
tion and fiction writings. Aboard trans-
Atlantic or Pacific vessels, I, in the guise 
of the offstage observer, always found 
that the salons and decks of the ships 
were excellent stages for the voyagers 
to act out the bits and pieces of their 
lives." 

There were logical reasons. 
"The moment that the vessel cast off 

her lines, the passengers were suddenly 
aware that ties binding them to the land 
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had been broken, that prosaic man-made 
laws were now vested solely in the 
skipper, usually a sociable and tolerant 
mariner of great charm and forebear-
ance, who afforded the voyagers great 
latitude in deportment, just so they 
didn't become too boorish or objection
able. So many travelers, perhaps for the 
first time, stopped playing their landside 
games, dropped their petty pretenses, 
and basically revealed themselves in 
many unexpected ways; facets of per
sonality, usually-latent, became clear-cut 
and brilliant as a diamond. So I made 
the most of my observations aboard ship 
and while in port. Those were the set
tings in which my real-life actors per
formed so well. All I had to do was to sit 
back quietly and observe." 

I found that Maugham rarely spoke 
to anyone aboard ship, in a railway 
coach, in a hotel, bar, or dining-room, 
unless a person spoke to him first, and 
then he would perhaps reply only in 
monosyllables. One might wonder then 
how he was able to obtain in such detail 
and with such clarity his characters and 
plots. Maugham had the good fortune, 
not too late in his career, in acquiring as 
a secretary-companion an American by 
the name of Gerald Haxton, whom he 
had met in the Red Cross Ambulance 
Unit in Paris during World War I. Hax
ton was the extreme antithesis of Maug
ham. He was sociable, charming, a 
robust drinker, addicted to gambling and 
and midnight-to-dawn conversations, no 
matter where he found himself. 

Maugham couldn't have acquired a 
more perfect amanuensis for a traveling-
companion and secretary. Haxton list
ened to gossip aboard ships, in ports, 
and in hotel bars, particularly in the 
tropics, and he brought the details to 
the writer, who then brought the related 
person or persons into sharp focus. 
Maugham's alert, incisive eyes missed 
nothing; I always wondered if he were 
not also an expert lip-reader. He told me 
that he couldn't remember speaking at 
any length with the real-life characters 
whom he presented in such comprehen
sive detail in his tales of "fiction." Hax
ton supplied Maugham the nucleus for 
many of his famous short stories of the 
South Pacific and Orient. 

—Bettmann Archive. 

Somerset Maugham in his Pacific period. 

Maugham's first trip in the Pacific with 
Gerald Haxton was in late 1916 aboard 
a large cruise-ship, the Great Northern, 
which made several trips a year to 
Hawaii from the California coast. Maug
ham was on a voyage convalescing from 
his rigorous duties in World War I as an 
intelligence agent for the British War 
Office. And now he was following the 
sea-trails of Melville, Conrad, Robert 
Louis Stevenson, and poet Rupert 
Brooke. He was fulfilling a long-cher
ished dream of seeing the Pacific for 
himself rather than through the eyes of 
admired authors. 

WH 'HEN I told Maugham that it was 
through his writings that my first interest 
had been awakened to the South Seas 
and Far East, he was visibly pleased. He 
said quietly: "Just about every decent 
thing that has ever happened to me has 
come about through reading and travel
ing." 

Maugham was not disappointed in his 
first island landfall in the Pacific, which 
was Hawaii. He said: "Nothing had pre
pared me for Honolulu. It is so far away 
from Europe . . . so strange and so 
charming associations are attached to 
the name. . . . It is the meeting-place of 
East and West. . . ." 

He saw here his first coconut palm, 
remembering that Mark Twain had de
scribed it as "a feather duster struck by 
lightning," and he was reminded of a 
bit of verse by Stevenson; "I heard the 
pulse of the besieging sea throb away all 
night. I heard the wind fly crying, and 
convulse tumultuous palms. . . ." 

And he and Gerald Haxton sat on the 
wide verandah of the Moana Hotel on 
Waikiki Beach and watched Hawaiian 
surfers riding their boards in on the 
crests of high combers; one of the surfers 
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Line of cottages in the Iwilei red l ight district of Honolulu 
from which Maugham's Sadie Thompson escaped 1916 vice raids . 
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was a youthful Duke Kahanamoku, 
n a m e d for the former Duke of l idin-
burgh , w h o h a d arr ived he re for a visit at 
the t ime the champion swimmer was 
born. 

"Ruper t Brooke h a d sat, a few ;/ears 
before me , on t he same hotel ve randah , 
and I r emembered a bi t of verse of his 
impression. 

Warm perfumes like a breath from vine 
and tree 

Drift down the darkness . . . 
And dark scents whisper; and dim 

waves creep to me. 
Gleam like a woman's hair, stretch 

out, and rise; 
And new stars burn into the ancie^nt 

skies, 
Over the murmurous soft Hawaiian 

sea." 

M a u g h a m had m a n y fond memories 
of Hawai i : "Gerald and I found a charm
ing small hotel on the opposite side of 
O a h u Is land, run b y a Swiss and his wife. 
H e came from Berne, and she, a Belgian, 
from a small village called Namur . She 
p layed cards wi th Gerald and me , v/hile 
her h u s b a n d cooked us a special dish. 
T h e y had come to the islands almost two 
decades ago, bu t they were not pining 
away for their homeland. ' H o w can any
one b e homesick living in such a jiara-
dise, ' h e said to us, gesturing to his gar
den, the beach beyond, and the sea with 
whi te fleecy clouds pi led on the horizon. 
'Are w e not living among the most at
tract ive and friendly people on earth, 
the H aw a i i an s ? ' " 

Maugham, apar t from scenic interests, 
had visited the notorious red-l ieht dis 
trict of Iwilei on the outskirts of down
town Honolulu, doomed in November 
1916 for effacement by vice cleanup 
committees, which ejected a b lond in
ma te , w h o m he was to make famous all 
a round the wor ld — Sadie Thompson . 
Maugham, despi te his denial to me in a 
letter sent in 1960 to Pago Pago, Ameri
can Samoa, where I was researching his 
Pacific novels, d id use this s t rumpet 's real 
name. Proof of this, wi th documents and 
the photostat ic copy of the passenger list 
of the s teamer that took them from Hon
olulu to Pago Pago, can b e found in my 
American-publ ished biography-odyssey. 
The Two Worlds of Somerset Maugham. 

"This b lond runaway from Iwilei 
came running u p the gangway just be
fore the s teamer left Honolulu for Pago 
Pago, Amer ican Samoa," said Maugliam. 
"At sea, a day or so later, Gerald brought 
m e shipboard gossip tha t she was a jiros-
t i tu te w h o h a d escaped the police raids 
on Iwilei. So she came u n d e r m y scru
tiny. She was about twenty-four, tall, 
bosomy, overpainted, a n d vulgar. She 
drove the other passengers to distraction 
wi th he r por table g ramophone , drinking, 
and carousings wi th t he crew. The re 
were two missionary couples aboard the 
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WHY IS THIS AIRLINE 
DIFFERENT FROM 

ALL OTHER AIRLINES? 
I

On all other airlines, you eventually get to 

Israel, after your plane has stopped in 2 
# or 3 other places. On this airline, you fly 

nonstop to Tel Aviv from N e w York. We're the 
only airline that flies nonstop to Tel Aviv. (Of 
course, we fly to 16 cities in Europe, Africa and 
Asia, too.) 

" I On all other airlines, if you hanker for 
homemade chicken soup, chances are you 

, may have to settle for bouillon. On this 
airline we serve only kosher food. Jennie Grossinger 
herself tells us how to make it delicious. What ' s so 
exciting about kosher food? Ever taste a kosher 
Medall ion de Veau Zingara with truffles? 

^

On all other airlines, the stewardesses 
smile all the way to Europe. On this air
line, our genuine Israeli stewardesses 
smile when it's meaningful. Like when 

they're describing the bounty in an antique shop 
in Jerusalem. Or singing a Hebrew lullabv to a 
little baby passenger. They ' re gifted young \A'iimcn. 
The kind vou don't see evcrv dav. 

I On all other airlines, the passengers sit like 
strangers. On this airline, they talk to each 
other. Loosen up and break matzo, maybe 

Η for the first time. They laugh a lot. More 
like people than passengers.The minute the\' climb 
aboard, it's a universal Aveddinir. 
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Sonoma, and one of them fascinated me; 
he looked hke an embalmer of cadavers. 
The more I watched the blond trollop 
and this Holy Henry, the more I became 
intrigued with the circumstances of them 
commg into emotional conflict. 

"When we arrived in Pago Pago, then 
administered by the United States Navy, 
an embargo on travel, because of a 
measles epidemic and a tropical squall, 
tossed us all together in a mouldy hotel 
on the outskirts of the steamy port. 
Sadie was still in Pago Pago when Gerald 
and 1 left for Apia, in Western Samoa, 
but later I heard that the missionary had 
succeeded in having her deported back 
to Honolulu because of her shameless 
deportment in Pago Pago. One day, once 
back in Europe, I sat down and wrote 
my story about her. And for the first 
time perhaps, it was a prostitute who 
paid off. The royalties on my short story 
'Miss Thompson,' from stage and film 
productions, amounted to over a million 
dollars." 

Maugham and Gerald Haxton went 
from Pago Pago to the island of Upolu 
in Western Samoa, and while in Apia 
they made a pilgrimage to the tomb of 
Robert Louis Stevenson on Mount Vaea, 
by way of the "Road of the Loving 
Hearts," which the Samoans had built 
by hand for their admired and respected 
Tusitala, or Storyteller. And it was 
here in Western Samoa that Maugham 
was to find the real-life characters for 
his most dramatic and powerful short 
stories of the Pacific, "The Pool," "Red," 
and "Mackintosh." "Commercialism had 
placed a heavy hand on Apia by the 
traders, so I was anxious to see the island 
of Savai'i, a five-hour voyage northwest 
of Apia." 

He and Gerald boarded a small 
schooner in Apia harbor after lunch one 
day, and at sunset they had crossed the 
twelve-mile strait and were off the reefs 

of Salelologa, the safest cove on Savai'i's 
eastern point. Visiting the villages and 
walking along the picturesque beaches, 
traversing coconut groves, and exploring 
the valleys and slopes, Maugham found 
that this island had a wild beauty, not 
exactly of the ordered cultivation of 
Upolu, but of nature's own uncorrupted 
plan of primeval lavishness. The villages 
and natives were less influenced by 
European contact, and customs and tra
ditions were more faithfully adhered to. 

And at the former German trading 
post on Matautu Bay, at Fagamalo, 
Maugham was to find the Irishman, Dick 
Williams, the "Walker" for his short 
story "Mackintosh." Later, when "Mack
intosh" was published, Williams, clearly 
identifying himself with the gross, bul
lying Walker who forced the natives of 
Savai'i to build a road around the island, 
was all for suing Maugham when he 
read the first parts of this powerful tale. 
But when he came to the final para
graphs, he changed his mind, when the 
surprise ending portrayed Walker as a 
true humanitarian who secretly loved his 
native work horses as he might his own 
children. 

Μ 

—Wilmon Menard. 

Sadie's Samoan lover, losefo Sua-
fo'a, still lives in American Samoa. 
80 

AUGHAM and Gerald Haxton, 
after leaving Western Samoa, traveled 
by inter-island steamer to Auckland, 
New Zealand, by way of Fiji and Tonga, 
Their destination was Tahiti, where the 
author was to do research for his novel, 
The Moon and Sixpence, based on the 
life of the French neo-impressionist 
painter Paul Gauguin. His itinerary was 
precisely that of Rupert Brooke, who 
had preceded them by three years. 

Comfortably installed in the then-fa
mous Tiare Hotel in Papeete, Maugham 
was to spend the most defightful months 
of his life acquiring, at a leisurely pace, 
details of Paul Gauguin's misadventures 
in French Oceania. One of his chief in
formants was Louisa Chapman, the fat, 
rollicking proprietress, who was to be
come the "Tiare Johnson" of Hotel de la 
Fleur, in his Moon and Sixpence, which 
most critics say is his best novel. 

And he did not forget Rupert Brooke, 
whose poetry on Tahiti had so pro
foundly impressed him. "As you know," 
he told me, "I had been keenly inter
ested in Brooke's verse and prose of the 
islands which he had visited a few years 
in advance of me. His reactions to the 
South Pacific were those of the romantic, 
idealistic, and youthfully lyrical poet. 
He saw only great beauty everywhere." 

Poet Brooke, who in Tahiti had writ
ten "The Great Lover," "Tiare Tahiti," 
and "Retrospect," was not forgotten by 
the islanders. When Maugham traveled 
down to the district of Mataiea, on the 
south coast of Tahiti, the Tahitians 
pointed out his home, calling it "Fare 
Pupure," or The Blond One's Home, and 
the coconut grove behind it known 

as "Pupure's Grove," where he had held 
his bacchanalian all-night parties. 

"The Tahitians, as with the ancient 
Greeks, worshipped physical beauty, 
and, as Brooke was a veritable t'lond 
Greek God, this endeared him to them 
even more," said Maugham. In the lit
erary and art circles of London, the poet 
had been called "The Golden Apollo." 

When Maugham and Gerald left Ta
hiti, as a sentimental tribute to Rupert 
Brooke, they had a swim off the same 
jetty in Mataiea where the poet had 
dived and splashed. "It was a delight
ful place to swim, about twenty-five or 
thirty feet deep, very clear in the sun
shine which was reflected from the white 
floor of sand and coral," said Maugham. 
"Tropical fishes swam rather boldly 
about us, of every shape and hue. 
Brooke, I remember, had written: 'Col
oured fishes that swim between your 
toes. There also swim between your toes, 
more or less, scores of laughing brown 
babies from two years to fourteen.';[ had 
never felt so relaxed and at peace with 
the world and man as floating on my 
back in the Mataiea lagoon, the sun
shine warm on my face and limbs, and 
thinking of the island romanticist, Ru
pert Brooke." 

Maugham left Tahiti with all the ma
terial for his Moon and Sixpence, arid he 
was never to return. 

Not too long before his death in De
cember of 1965, he had voiced the wish: 
"I would like once again to swim in the 
crystal-clear lagoon of Mataiea." What 
may have been his last lucid thoughts 
were of the islands of Polynesia. The 
South Pacific had taken him in, encom
passed him, taken possession of him, and 
he was never quite the same again. 

Although Maugham was not to im
merse himself in the Mataiea lagoon, I, 
on a recent trip to Tahiti, made a sen
timental pilgrimage down to the district 
of his cherished Mataiea. I found the 
site of the Anani home where he had 
found the famous Gauguin art painted 
on the upper six glass panes of one of 
its doors. I, also, wandered through the 
palm grove which had once been fiUed 
with the sounds of merriment and music 
of Rupert Brooke and his island rev(?lers. 
Later I swam off its coral strand in the 
quiet lagoon. Not unlike Maugham on 
his earlier swim here, I found that lines 
of Brooke's verse out of the past came 
to mind: 

Crown the hair, and come away! 
Hear the calling of the moon. 
And the whispering scents that stay 
About the idle warm lagoon. . . . 

A pity, really, that Maugham did not 
return to Mataiea. He would have been 
pleased. There has been very little 
change since the time that Brooke and 
Maugham were there. 
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_La oavoie : 
or noAV to vacation alter a 
vac atίοιί irr"ϊ r an c e 

Paris was a whirl. Exhilarat
ing, exhausting. The drive 
down through the Dordogne 

a parade of medieval sights and modern sounds. Pro
vence a blur of Van Goghs. Cannes too swinging. 

What you need is a breather. So turn the car around 
and run up Napoleon's Road to the Savoy country. 

Loll on blue mountain lakes, mirror-polished under 
cloudless skies. Breathe a brand of air that must be 
added to the region's wines. 

(If that's too relaxing, there's golf. On tricky courses 
that may make you homesick.) 

An hour's walk from your civilized little hotel brings 
you to hillside farms that look like tilted rock gardens. 
On these slopes, forests sleep in a magic spell so still 
you can hear the proverbial pine needle drop. 

It isn't France. It isn't anywhere, really. 
Until you come down the slopes in time for a three-

star dinner at an auberge on the shore of, let's say, 
Lake Annecy. Until you find yourself trying to make 
an agonizing choice between souffle de truite a la 
sauce d'ecrevisses and gratin dehomard, sauce nantua. 

Then you know you're in France. And nowhere else. 
After such feasting, we suggest an extra day at Annecy 

—a lazy afternoon, sailing on the lake, castle-watching. 
When you've recovered, take the short drive over to 

Chamonix. And the long look at the real stuff: Mt. 
Blanc and Rugged Company. Skiing 
that turns summer into winter. And 
vice versa. 

Then wind it all up, if you must, by 
unwinding at Evian, the great spa on 
picture-book Lake Geneva. 

A most unrugged spot, Evian, with 
its gambling casinos, its gamboling 
beaches and, of course, its famous 
mineral waters—the only competition, 
it is said, for the French grape. 

Try a thermal bath. That should put 
you in shape for homecoming. You'll 
look as if you've been goofing off for 
weeks. And you have been. 

(For more on the goof-off country 
of France, write French Govt. Tourist 
Office, Dept.RS, 610 Fifth Ave., N.Y. 
10020. Other offices in Beverly Hills, 
San Francisco, Chicago, Montreal.) 
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Fitzserald's Paris 
Continued from page 50 

heard of Zelda we expected perhaps a grand gesture, a 
rippling laugh, or some romantic absurdity. Instead, she 
sat with a httle smile, studying us. They asked if we had 
seen the Hemingways. When we said indeed we had, Scott 
wanted to know when, and asked if we often saw Ernest. 
He got drinks for us. Then we all seemed to relax and grow 
animated, and I could see that Scott was a man of sudden 
quick enthusiasms who, after he had made up his mind 
that you were temperamentally akin to him, wasn't con
cerned about withholding anything of himself. I liked him 
immediately. In fact it was a joy to see that he was so much 
like the picture of him I had kept in my thoughts. . . . 

St. Germain des Pres with its three cafes—Lipp's, The 
Flore, and the Deux Magots—is a focal point, the real Paris 
for illustrious intellectuals. Painters and actors from other 
capitals, and expensive women came to this neighborhood, 
too. Andre Gide might be having dinner at the Deux Ma
gots. Picasso had often passed on the street. The Deux 
Magots while remaining a neighborhood cafe, was a cen
ter of international Paris life. 

It was a warm night, not too hot, and the terrace of this 
old cafe was crowded. We had some difficulty getting a 
table. We had a drink. Scott's drink had a peculiar effect 
on him. In his nervous exhaustion he had thought the drink 
would cheer him up. Instead it seemed to numb him. Stif
fening, he looked puzzled. Another drink might make him 
feel like himself, he said. My wife was watching him. She 
liked him, and I saw her eyes grow desolate. His face had 
turned ashen. Ho looked sick. People were gaping at him. 
We could see some Americans at a nearby table whisper
ing. Suddenly it was as if he had been recognized; his 
name had been whispered along the terrace. Many other 
Americans were there. That year Paris was crawling with 
Americans wanting to see everything, and having the 
money to see it, not knowing that in a few months the 
stock market would crash and the year of Panic would 
begin. There at the cafe they could even see Scott Fitz
gerald! He had become a legend in America. All that was 
reckless, prodigal, and extravagant, all the women who 
were beautiful and damned and golden, were associated 
with his name. Now there he was, just as they had heard, 
an alcoholic. 

Having ordered the second drink, he agreed that he 
shouldn't have another one. He insisted on paying for the 
saucers. But his movements had become painfully slow. As 
he took bills from his wallet, some fluttered to the ground. 

and I stooped and picked one up. A little later my wife 
picked one up. Our faces angry, we kept putting the bills 
in his hand while he sat there so pale and desperate, his 
shirt open, the elaborate white hat at too rakish an angle. 
The elegant Scott! When I saw a man at a nearby table 
whisper to his woman companion as they gaped, then 
smiled, I hated this man's face. I hated all the gaping, 
vacuous faces around me. I wanted to kick over all the 
tables. Finally Scott stood up. Carrying himself v/ith all 
the stiff remnants of his dignity, he walked away with us. 
Little was said on the way back to his place. In fact, he 
seemed quite sober. I told him we would meet later the 
next afternoon, and as he rambled into his apartment I 
realized how fond I was of him. 

That night at the Deux Magots, he had been in a false 
light. Apparently he had been making a public spectacle 
of himself; a living picture of all the belittling stories that 
were being told about him. No one could know he hadn't 
had any sleep for twenty-four hours. Yet he had managed 
to be seen in this light—the profligate abandoned sinner! 
How unlike Ernest he was, I thought. In those days Ernest 
would have never let himself be seen in this ridiculous 
light. For me, they were both extraordinarily attractive 
men. But men seem to have some secret built-in directional 
guide that governs their relationship with the other people; 
it has nothing to do with shrewdness, or cunning, or con
scious calculation. 

In those days, whenever Scott did something ridiculous, 
he was caught red-handed. But worse, he suffered for 
things he didn't do; he had a knack of making himself al
ways look worse than he was. And having a generous open 
nature and great pride, he must have suftered. (3n the 
other hand, it was intolerable to Ernest to be in a bad 
light. Yet such was his nature, and his attractiveness, that 
he only needed to wait; in the course of time, no matter 
what he had done, he would manage to emerge in a good 
light. At the beginning of this story, back in Toronto, I 
mentioned that I had noticed that newspapermen had 
already begun to magnify everything he did, making it all 
into an attractive story. In the long run, his quality for 
moving others to make legends out of his life may have 
been as tragic a flaw as was Scott's instinct for courting 
humiliation from his inferiors. 

On leaving him, feeling restless, depressed from know
ing that commonplace people love watching a superior 
man making a spectacle of himself, we wandered uji to the 
Coupole. McAlmon and the two boys, a Frenchman and 
the fabled artist model, the woman of so many lives in 
Montmartre and Montparnasse—Kiki—were therii. She 
was still beautiful, but quite plump now, and there was 

—Photos irom UPl. 

The twenties in Paris—Prohibition, puritanisni, publicity, and philistinism seemed to be the triumphant 
causes in America. Paris was freedom to dress, write, and talk as they pleased, a continuous excitation of the 
senses. Harry's New York Bar (left) awaits customers. In the nightclub at the right they have already arrived. 
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something of the clown in her lovely face. In about an 
hour we all began to feel restless and mischievous. What 
could we do? Where could we go? It was after midnight, 
but someone suggested we should have a party in the 
Whidneys' elegant apartment. It was true that the Whid-
neys were not there with us and might, indeed, be sound 
asleep in their cozy home. Down the street we went, laugh
ing and giggling, and on the stairs to the Whidneys' apart
ment house we began to make a lot of noise. Going up the 
stairs ahead of me was Kiki, and being the lovely clown 
she was, she began to go up the stairs on all fours. Where
upon I reached down, and threw her skirt up over her 
head. Undisturbed, she continued to go on up on all fours 
while I played a drumbeat with both hands on her plump 
behind. 

When we rapped on the Whidney door they both an
swered in their dressing gowns, and although little Mrs. 
Whidney had her hair up in curlers, they invited us in for 
drinks with considerable aplomb. It put Scott out of my 
mind. Next time I saw him, in the afternoon, he was 
clear-eyed and smiling. 

July was a hot month. In the strong afternoon sunlight 
the Dome, the Coupole, and the Select, the whole corner, 
had a bright hard look. But too many summer soldiers had 
come to town. Visitors dropping off buses sat around for 
an evening, then disappeared. At night now Loretto and 
I would wander off with someone to other neighborhoods. 
There were the bak musettes down by the Bastille, the 
Pigalle bars, and the Hotel du Caveau on the rue de la 
Huchette. . . . We moved to a httle hotel on Raspail, and 
it was during that week that Scott told me that he and 
Zelda were going south to Nice. 

The morning I met him at the Deux Magots, I remember 
that we talked quietly about our plans and about his hope 

of getting time enough to finish the novel. It still wasn't 
going right for him. Now I remember that the conversa
tion stuck in my mind, and when Tender Is the Night 
finally came out, I felt Scott never did get Dick Diver, his 
central character, in focus. 

There at the cafe he didn't ask for Hemingway. Maybe 
Ernest was in our minds, for Scott that morning seemed to 
have a stiff dignity. He had been treated without respect 
in my presence, and he had taken it; a little thing like that 
could make him want to avoid me, I knew. We assumed 
that I would be in Paris when he returned. As we walked 
away from the cafe, talking easily, I suddenly felt great 
affection for him. He hoped I would quickly finish thfi book 
I was working on. I remember he said, "Try and get some
thing from a child's point of view as a contrast. It opens 
up another world. It lightens all the material." Then it 
was time for us to part. Suddenly he pulled his wallet out 
of his pocket, took out the bills, thrust the wallet at me. 
"Here, Morley, keep this wallet. I'd like you to have some
thing of mine." And I said, "All right. Write your name 
in it then." Neither one of us had a pen. He put the wallet 
against a lamppost, and taking out his knife he scrfitched 
his name on the leather. We shook hands and he was 
gone. . . . 

Now I think that all of us in Montparnasse—McAlmon, 
Fitzgerald, Hemingway, Titus, and even that Pernod poet 
—were Peer Gynts who knew in our hearts we would soon 
have to go home. No, not Ernest. Could he ever really go 
home? Or for him, committed as he was to the romantic 
enlargement of himself, did there have to be one adventure 
after another, until finally there was no home? And what 
could be left for Scott when the glamorous wandering was 
over? When "a primrose by a river's brim, a yellow prim
rose was to him, and it was nothing more." 

The Kremlin in winter—"He enjoyed meandering along the embank
ment of the Moscow River, glancing often at the golden cupolas of the 
Kremlin churches or at the pastel mansions of Czarist noblemen." 
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Pasternak's Russia 
Continued from page 72 

the revolution as by the extremes of 
Stalinism. He was not really an intro
vert, as was the hero of his novel, but 
he could not bring himself to shim the 
deathbed injunction of Tolsto>· and 
write about the glories of building so
cialism, or the brilliance of Stalin. He 
wrote poems about God and love and 
truth—and about Russia. It was hard for 
many Bolsheviks to understand, but, to 
Pasternak, the sight of a lonely white 
birch tree on a Russian field, or the 
sound of a barking dog racing after a 
squirrel through the orchard, or the 
smell of grain at harvest time, or the 
touch of mother earth, was infinitely 
dearer to him than any tractor or Sput
nik. Not that he thought these advances 
unimportant or unimpressive; on the 
contrary he marveled at them. It was 
just that he could not write about them, 
no matter how great the Party's pressure 
that he do so. 

Pasternak wrote about Russia, the 
mystical totality of his land. He loved 
Russia, he once said, more than his own 
life. When his mother and father left 
Russia after the revolution, their son 
refused to go along with them. When 
Khrushchev threatened him with perma-
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In Holland 
where the good life 

begins-
I 

-you can expect 
the unexpected. 

One of your first surprises will be the hundreds 
of delightful sidewalk cafes. Pick any one and 
you have the perfect vantage point for not only 
seeing, but meeting Holland. For an advance in
troduction to the friendly Dutch, send for the 
new 224-page "Happy Holland" guide—please 
include 25c for mailing. "Happy Holland" is also 
available, free, from your travel agent, from 
whom you'll learn how a KLM jet or Holland-
America Line flagship can start you on a happier 
vacation by starting you in Holland-where the 
good life begins. 

Name 

Address-

Cily- -Sta le- _ Z i p -

NETHERLANDS NATIONAL TOURIST OFFICE, 
ANVV, 605 Fifth Avenue, New York, N. Y. 

PRODUCED 2005 BY UNZ.ORG
ELECTRONIC REPRODUCTION PROHIBITED



Take a Moore-McCormack Sea-Escape. 

What's a Sea-Escape? It's a sea level view 
of the world from the safety and serenity 
of the ss ARGENTINA or ss BRASIL. It's 
living the good life with new friends... 
enjoying good food., .sightseeing and 
soaking up sunshine days...being enter
tained and dancing nights. It's seeing the 
world as it should be seen, savouring it 
as you would a vintage wine. And, while 
you're doing all this, something miracu
lous happens: you're relaxed, mentally, 
physically, spir i tual ly. Maybe it's the 
absence of honking horns and scurrying 
around madly meeting schedules, catch
ing trains and boarding planes, packing 
and unpacking. 

Whatever it is there's something about 
the smell of clean salt air, the powerful 

surge of a great ship gliding through the 
water...of being able to do what you 
want to when you want to that can't be 
experienced except on a cruise. 

We hope that you'll choose a Moore-
McCormack ship for your next cruise. 
We know you will if you've ever sailed 
with us before. 

The fact that the twin liners ssARGEN-
TINA and ss BRASIL are the newest, most 
modern ships built in America is one rea
son. That they were built and are sailed 
under U.S. Coast Guard safety standards 
(the highest in the world) is equally im
portant. There are many other reasons: 
all staterooms outside vi/ith individually 
controlled draft-free air conditioning... 
one class, first class throughout. ..stabi
lizers for all-weather comfort, are a few. 
But we like to think the main reason we 
have so many repeat passengers is be

cause they like the "American way of 
life" afloat which is our special way of 
running a ship. 

So, whether you take a short sea-
escape to the Caribbean or a longer 
cruise to Scandinavia, South America, 
Africa or the Mediterranean remember, 
it's the time you spend aboard ship 
between ports that's so important. 

Ask your Travel Agent for colorful lit
erature or write to us. 

SCANDINAVIAN CRUISES: 34 days f rom 
New York, June 1, July 7, July 27. 

SOUTH AMERICA CRUISES: 31 days f rom 
New York, June 23, Aug. 25, Oct. 13. 

Al l Moore-McCormack ships are registered 
under the Flag of the Uni ted States of Amer ica. 

MOORE-McCORMACK LINES 
Two Broadway, Dept. SR-3, New York 10004 
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iiciil exile if he left for Stockholm to ac
cept the Nobel Prize, Pasternak stayed 
in Peredelkino. There he was at home; 
there he was happy. 

Rather than go into Moscow, which 
lepresented the confinement of Com-
niunism, he let Moscow come to him—at 
least, those in Moscow who shared Pas
ternak's love of art and freedom of spirit. 
There were many. The gate to his coun
try dacha was always open. Young poets 
such as Yevtushenko, and old writers 
such as Paustovsky journeyed to Pere
delkino, and, while eating slices of fresh 
cucumber soaked in vinegar and washed 
down with vodka, they lead his poetry, 
argued about cubism and Communism, 
but, by late evening, always agreed on 
their common love for Russia. 

There was always a magical bond be
tween Pasternak and his country. Tlie 
endless sweep of the land, so magnifi
cently captured in the movie (though, 
ironically, much of Doctor Zhivago was 
filmed in Spain), is open to the tourist. 
Much of it, anyway. For example, it is 
now possible to take an eight-day ride 

on the Trans-Siberian raiKva>—all the 
way from Moscow in the West to Vladi
vostok in the East. Air service between 
Tokyo and Moscow by way of Siberia 
opens in the spring. To a foreigner, the 
flatness and remoteness of Siberia may 
seem prohibiting; to Pasternak^ they 
were inviting. I^ittle appealed to Paster
nak as much as a slow train ride thiongh 
Russia's rolling countryside. 

It is also possible to journey, by train 
or plane, to the Caucasus, where Paster
nak lived from 1930 to 1931, learning 
the Georgian language and then trans
lating the classics of Tbilisi's masters 
into the Russian language. Finally, it is 
possible, with special permission, to visit 
Peredelkino, though it is not on the In-
tourist routes. There, moie than in any 
other spot in Russia, the spirit of Paster
nak reigris; there, among the lilac bushes 
and the white birches, among the Rus
sian peasants and the rolling fields, in 
miniature, is Pasternak's Russia. 

There is, of course, one trouble. 
Pasternak saw his Russia with his heart. 
Others see Russia with their eves. 

Eliot's London 

Pasternak Writes on Russia 

FOR two or three days at the end of September his road followed the 
steep bank of a river. The river flowing toward him was on his right. 
On his left the wide, unharvested fields stretched from the road to the 

cloudbanks on the horizon. At long intervals they were interrupted by 
woods, for the most part oaks, maple, and elm. The woods ran to the river 
in deep gullies, which dropped precipitously and cut across the road. 

In the unharvested fields the ripe grain spilled and trickled on the 
ground. Yurii Andreievich gathered it in handfuls, and at the worst, if he 
had no means of boiling it and making gruel, he stuffed it into his mouth 
and chewed it with great difficulty. The raw, half-chewed grain was almost 
indigestible. . . . 

These flame-colored fields blazing without fire, these fields silently pro
claiming their distress, were coldly bordered by the vast, quiet sky, its face 
already wintry and shadowed by ceaselessly moving, long, flaky snow-
clouds with black centers and white flanks. . . . 

The woods and the fields offered a complete contrast in those days. 
Deserted by man, the fields looked orphaned as if his absence had put them 
under a curse. The forest, however, well rid of him, flourished proudly in 
freedom as though released from captivity. 

Usually the nuts are not allowed to ripen, as people, and particularly 
village children, pick them green, breaking off whole branches. But now 
the wooded sides of hills and gullies were thick with rough, golden foliage 
dusted and coarsened by the sun. Festive among it were bulging clusters 
of nuts, three or four, as if tied together, ripe and ready to fall from the 
branches. Yurii Andreievich cracked and crunched them in quantity. He 
stuffed his pockets and his bag full of them; for a whole week he fed on 
hazelnuts. 

The fields appeared to him as something seen in the fever of a dangerous 
illness, and the woods, by contrast, in the lucidity of health regained. God, 
so it seemed to him, dwelled in the woods, while the fields echoed with the 
sardonic laughter of the devil. 

—BORIS PASTERNAK, 
from "Doctor Zhivago." 

(Reprinted by permission of Pantheon Books, a division of Random 
House. Copyright 1958 hy William Collins ίτ Co., Ltd. Copyright 1958 htj 
Pantheon Books.) 

Continued from page 59 

doomed to become a crowded, sensa
tional discovery. A later generation of 
younger writers—Auden, Isherwood, and 
myself—used often to dine there without 
oiu' realizing it was frequented by Eliot 
and his colleagues. 

Herbert Read was an essential ele
ment of these luncheons, so when he 
obtained a post at the Victoria and Al
bert Museum, perforce they had to be 
moved to this neighborhood and they 
were transferred to a pub called The 
Grove, in Beauchamp Place, Kensing
ton. As Read writes in the Sewanee Re
view. "The Grove became a Mermaid 
Tavern to which week by week . . . 
came not only some of the regular con
tributors to The Criterion but also 
any sympathizing critics or poets from 
abroad who might be visiting London. 
Kensington and Russell Square were 
the two poles of Eliot's London. 

That Eliot was so supremely a Lon
doner is shown, I think, not just by the 
fact of his having lived in and visited 
so many parts of the metropolis, as by 
my picture of him, chameleon-like, ac
quiring the London local coloring. Won
derfully, with dark suit and furled 
umbrella, he fitted into the city. When 
in Bloomsbury, he resembles, in my 
mind's eye, an ambassador from a rather 
different country (traditionalist, royalist, 
catholic) having his embassy in the 
slightly foreign Russell Square and 
carrying on polite diplomatic relations 
with Gower Street and Fitzroy Square. 
Apart from Hammersmith, the area of 
London I can least fit him into is Hamp-
stead, where, after the breakdown of 
his first marriage, in the late Twenties, 
he stayed intermittently as the guest of 
Geoffrey Faber at his house in Frognal. 

I DO not quite see him climbing those 
steep narrow streets with their arty an
tique shops and cafes with home-baked 
scones, and the natives—those tweedy, 
bearded free-living, free-wheeling Bo
hemians. He fits perfectly well, how
ever, into Chelsea, where during the war 
and for some time afterward he shared 
an apartment with the distinguished 
scholar John Hayward, a cripple in a 
wheelchair to whose care Eliot devoted 
ten years of his life. There, in Carlyle 
mansions, with the view across the river 
which had been painted by Whistler, or 
bent grayly as he pushed John Hayward 
in his wheel chair along the Embank
ment, Eliot, who during the war years 
wrote Four Quartets, seemed a slightly 
Nineties-ish figure—"moving among the 
bric-a-brac," going to Mass—who might 
have made a cautious call on his scofting 
neighbor Thomas Carlyle, or witnessed, 
with that enigmatic smile, the goings 
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Lindblad Travel 
announces i splendid 
summer tours for 
adventurers. 
Lindblad Travel Inc. Is a unique organization 
specializing in unusual tours to unusual places. 

Recently, Lindblad made history by leading 
groups for the first time-to Antarctica, Easter 
Island, and the Amazon jungles! 

If you are more than superficially inter
ested in peoples and cultures, and would like 
to have the summer adventure of a lifetime, 
glance over the highlights of these five one
time-only Lindblad tours. Then check your 
choice on the coupon below, and mail it for a 
colorful brochure with all the details. All 
prices are complete from New York. 

1. THE VIKING AGE-departs August 3, 21 
days, $1395. An exploration of Scandinavia, 
led by Birgitta von Heland, expert archaeolo
gist who has worked closely with the Swedish 
Historical Museum. Highlight: banquet and 
overnight stay at Backaskog Castle. 

2. LAPLAND, THE TOP OF EUROPE-departs 
July 10,21 days, $1395. An intimate look north 
of the Arctic Circle, where the Midnight Sun 
keeps temperatures in the mid 70's. Travel by 
motorcoach and boat to the North Cape, fjord 
country of Norway, and Swedish tundras car
peted with rare flowers. Visit Lapp encamp
ments. First-class hotels in capitals. (Prepare 
to rough it.) 

3. EXPLORER'S TOUR OF CENTRAL ASIA-de-
parts July 20, 44 days, $3650. Led by Unive'r-
sity of Colorado's Dr. John D. Hoag (Harvard, 
B.A., Yale, Ph.D.). You circle from Moscow to 
Irkutsk, Tashkent and Karachi to Beirut. "A 
survey in the art of Central. Asian nomads, 
pre-Mongol, Mongol, and post-Mongol, and 
their influence on the later arts of Russia and 
Islam," says Dr. Hoag. 

4. THE UNDS OF THE PATRIARCHS-departs 
August 24, 21 days, $1850. Led by Dr. Cyrus 
H. Gordon (Chair of Mediterranean studies at 
Brandeis) you retrace the route of Abraham 
from Turkey to Egypt and Judean mountains. 

5. CGMJNG-DARWIN'S GAUPAGOS, WITH 
ECUADOR-departs in July, 1967. Cruise the 
Galapagos Islands. Study flora and fauna under 
guidance of Darwin Research Station. 

LINDBLAD TRAVEL, INC. 
Lindblad Travel Building 
133 East 55th Street 
NewYork, N.Y. I 0022 

Please send me your detailed brochure 
on the Lindblad summer tour I've 
checked; 
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on of his other neighbors, Wilham Mor
ris and Rosetti. 

Eliot—Mrs, Ehol tells me—freqnenlly 
changed his London address, particn-
larly in the early da\'S; and at nearl;- all 
Ins ports ol call he wrote some work 
whicli makes literary history. In Chester 
Terrace, S,\\',l, he wrote A Soiifi jov 
Simeon, and in St, Martin's Lane, W,C, 
2, Sweeneij Agonistes. His happiest Lon
don associations were with Kensington, 
where for twent\-fi\e years lie was 
Churchwarden at St. Stephens Glouces
ter Road, "He continued to be sidesman 
there, and was on the Parochial Church 
Council until his death," Mrs. Eliot re
lates. Perhaps as a result of liis love of 
Kensington he originally planned calling 
the Four Quartets the Kensington Quar
tets, and Burnt Norton and East Coker 
were both written in the Royal Borough, 

Kensington was also the scene of the 
crowning happiness of his life, his sec
ond marriage. Toward the end of his 
life Eliot took in another aspect of Lon
don—or perhaps it took him in. He was 
sometimes to be seen at Mayoral and 
Ambassadorial parties, in white tie and 
wearing his Order of Merit. In his seven
ties his life combined three circum
stances which resulted in his exhibiting, 
it seemed, an attitude which I would 
characterize as one of acceptance: These 
were his great happiness in his marriage; 
illness, leading to a fatigue of his talent; 
and great and deserved fame. London, 
with its theaters at which his plays were 
performed, and its still grandiose recep
tions, did him honor, and he bowed 
gently and kindly back, doing it honor. 

In the farewell of an Eliot travelogue, 
he should be pictured, though, not even 
at a royal banquet, but better at a Lon
don club, like the Oxford and Cambridge 
Club—which was where I first lunched 
with him in the early Thirties. This club, 
near Trafalgar Square, had at that time 
a singular musty air of faded grandeur. 
In it, Eliot had the look of himself play
ing the part of a club member in one 
of his own plays. Latei·, he resigned 
from it, and joined the Athenaeum. But 
of his clubs, perhaps he most preferred 
the Garrick, which has the grand style 
of the stage past and present (more 
past than present, though), with all its 
great rooms and its halls and staircases. 

Tlie last time 1 saw him was at the 
table in a corner of the Garrick's guest 
dining room, to which those weekly 
luncheons of old colleagues which be
gan in Soho and Kensington had at last 
adjourned. There was Eliot, with Her
bert Read, Bonamy Dobree, Frank Mor-
ley, and perhaps one other. Beautiful to 
think that over more than forty years 
Eliot's London friends were gatiiered to
gether in this ceremon\ of weekly con
versation. Nothing is more London than 
a club, and I am glad that I first met 
him, and last saw him. in one. 

Joyce's Dublin 
Continued from page 57 

But in 1894 the mortgages caught up 
with John Joyce, and the family found 
itself slipping through a bewildering 
series of homes each more humble than 
the previous one. Few of these remain. 

But bricks and mortar are only passive 
symbols that sharpen the imagination. 
Tom Corkery is absolutely right when 
he says that if anyone is looking for the 
essence of Joycetown it is the ears and 
not the eyes that should be used. Joyce's 
entire work is about Dubliners rather 
than Dublin. In the shadow of Christ-
church, tucked away off Bridge Street 
between two shops, you will find the 
Brazen Head, an ancient and remarkable 
pub where drinks are inexpensi\'e and 
talk is free. It is exactly as it was when 
Joyce lived in Dublin and was so long 
before he was born. Order a pint of 
Guinness or "a small Irish," and sit back 
and listen to the authentic voices. If 
Bloom walks in don't be surprised. 
Take a stroll through St. Stephen's 
Green ("my Green") and, if the weather 
is fine, sit on one of the benches and 
talk to whoever happens to be near you. 
He may know nothing about Ulysses, 
but his conversation is already recOrded 
somewhere in it with uncanny accuracy. 
Go out by the side exit opposite 86 St. 
Stephen's Green. This was Joyce's uni
versity and is used now for student 
recreation. 

But, best of all, take the bus to Howth 
and climb the rough path up the hill. 
Here there are no monuments, no relics 
of the great. Instead you'll find the 
rugged beauty, the exquisite views that 
refreshed and inspired not only Joyce, 
but Yeats, Shaw, Gogarty, and almosi 
every Irish writer you care to name. 
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Something About 
To Happen 

By Jeannette Nichols 

SOMETHING is about to happen. 
Something is always about to 

happen. 

I acquire the grace to move toward \ ou. 
You are about to happen. To me. 

I learn )'our name. We both 
get older making up names for our acts. 

If I am going to love you 
I am always going to love you. 

We die and 
we are always going to die. 
Acquiring the grace 
is more diificult than loving. 
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The Swissair 
joiedevivrerun 

to the Swiss Riviera 
It leaves every day in the week. 

From New York. Or from Chicago*via Zurich. 
To Geneva. 

The hub of 25 resort cities, towns, 
and villages along Lake Geneva. 

It comes complete with: 
Sun. Lidos. Swimming pools. Bikinis. 

Casinos. Nightclubs. 
Lakeside promenades. Mountain promenades 

Winecellars. Cafes. 
Romantic restaurants. Continental cuisine. 

Water skiing. Mountain skiing. 
Sailboats. Speedboats. Fabulous hotels. 

Ridiculously reasonable prices. 

7'" ""*- I Λ 
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i. ^ 

If you really want to go somewhere 
for a change this vacation, 

call Swissair. We're in principal cities. 

Or see your travel agent. 
Tell him you're intrigued. 

Ask him to get you on 
our joie de vivre run 

for $360 round-trip from New York. 
(Otherwise known as our 14/21 day economy 

excursion fare.) Or ask your travel agent 
to get you our new low $268**group fare. 

And when you land on the Swiss Riviera, 
make sure to order a "Bikini Steak." 

You'll be in for a big surprise. 
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i.M 

[OUR BASING FARC FROM NEW >0R>· n i r J I M U M 15 PASSENGLf iS: PLUS $ 7 0 LAND ARRANGEMENTS. 

PRODUCED 2005 BY UNZ.ORG
ELECTRONIC REPRODUCTION PROHIBITED



Wolfe's Berlin 
Continued from page 69 

the late years of the war. The Roman-
isches Cafe, where Wolfe was lionized, 
exists today in an ultramodern building 
in the Europa Center, where it survives 
primarily as a collection of relics of its 
own past. The Kaiser Wilhelm Ge-
diichtniskirche stands now with its 
ruined tower incongruously linked to 
a very modern structure. If Wolfe 
could visit Berlin in 1967, not only 
the Wall but almost everything would 
be different. 

But the Berlin that Wolfe loved, in 
fact, no longer truly existed when he 
was enchanted with it, for it had al
ready fallen victim to Hitler's Third 
Reich. Although the restrictive Nazi 
monetary policies forced Wolfe to go 
to Berlin to spend the royalties that he 
could not otherwise receive, it took him 
a long time to see that the Germany 
he loved had fallen before the march 
of the Brown Shirts. But he came at 
last to see these soldiers not as the 
heroes which he first described them 
as but as "young barbarians dressed 
like soldiers," and he came at last to 
know that all the greenness, efficiency, 
color, and organization of Berlin was 
"a picture of the Dark Ages come again 
—shocking beyond belief, but true as 

the hell that man forever creates for 
himself. When this knowledge came, 
he recognized that he must say fare
well to his mistress-city, and he said 
it in sorrow and with a tremendous 
sense of loss, but still in Wagnerian 
terms: " . . . old master, wizard Faust, 
old father of the ancient and swarm-
haunted mind of man, old earth, old 
German land with all the measure of 
your truth, your glory, beauty, magic, 
and your ruin; and dark Helen burning 
in our blood, great queen and mistress, 
sorceress—dark land, dark land, old 
ancient earth I love—farewell!" 

The love affair thus ended, and the 
Geimany that had given him the great
est measure of recognition and of joy 
that he had ever known was forever 
closed to him after he published his pic
ture of the Nazis' inhumanity to man in 
the short novel, I Have a Thing to Tell 
You. For, with the novelist's sense of 
people and emotions, Wolfe finally saw 
beneath the world of green trees and 
lakes, beneath the breadth of clean 
streets and the ponderous grace of Goth
ic buildings, the darkness of the Nazi 
world. 

Wolfe's love affair with Berlin was 
brief, ecstatic, tempestuous, overblown, 
and adolescent, and it ended in the sor
row of parting; but, like many adoles
cent love afi^airs, it was for him a major 
initiation into maturity. 

Tennyson 

Gel more ol a hooi 
on the ships thai Gall II home 
9 Festival Cruises-19 to 23 days-7 to 10 ports-From $558 

Talk to your travel agent today. Or con
tact Italian Line, One Whitehall Street, New 
York, N.Y. 10004 or 696 Fifth Avenue, New 
York, N.Y. 10019. Telephone 797-7000. 

Italian Line calls the Mediterranean home 
...you'll call it fun on a Festival Cruise. 
Live aboard a ship that offers you the life 
of a gala resort—the ss MICHELANGELO, 
RAFFAELLO or LEONARDO DA ViNCL Enjoy mar
velous cuisine and service, outdoor pools, 
beach-size sundecks, dances and parties. 

Cruise to sunny ports like Tenerife, 
Gibraltar, Palermo, Naples, Genoa, Cannes, 
Palma de Majorca, Barcelona, Lisbon, Las 
Palmas and Madeira. In port, there's ample 
time for tours and excursions ashore. 

Halis^n Line 
Italian Line ships are of Italian registry. These vessels are constructed and maintained to the highest classifi
cation of the American Bureau of Shippingand the requirements of the United States Coast Guard for foreign vessels. 

From 
N.Y. 

Apr? 
Apr 21 
May 16 
Jun28 
Jul 28 
Sep 28 
Oct 7 
Oct 20 
Dec 24* 

A ^ 

No 
SHIP days 

Raffaello . . . 2 1 . . . 
Michelangelo 1 9 . . . 
L. da Vinci . . 2 0 . . . 
L. da Vinci . . 2 1 . . . 
Raffaello . . . 2 0 . . . 
Raffaello . . . 2 1 . . . 
Michelangelo 2 0 . . . 
Raffaello . . . 2 1 . . . 
Raffaello . . . 2 3 . . . 

of Minimum Fare 
ports Cabin 

. 1 0 . . . . $ 6 2 4 . . . 

. 8 . . . . 624 . . . 
. 7 . . . . 6 5 2 . . . 
. 8 . . . . 7 2 0 . . . 
. 9 . . . . 7 4 1 . . . 
. 1 0 . . . . 6 2 4 . . . 
. 9 . . . . 6 2 4 . . . 
. 8 . . . . 558 . . . 
. 9 . . . . 5 5 8 . . . 

*Also from Port Everglades on Dec. 26 

1 -^^ 1 ^ 

Rrst 
.$840 
. 840 

858 
938 
977 
840 
840 
752 
752 

Continued from page 61 
My father worked at Maud, morning 
and evening, sitting in his hard high-
backed wooden chair in his little room 
at the top of the house. His "sacred 
pipes," as he named them, were: half 
an hour after breakfast, and half an 
hour after dinner when no one was 
allowed to be with him, for then his 
best thoughts came to him. . . . 

During these "sacred half hours" and 
his other working hours and even climb
ing High Down, he would compose out 
loud as he walked, a habit that dated 
to his childhood. In Lincoln, at Louth, 
as a tiny child and before he could read, 
he would love on stormy days to spread 
his arms in the wind and shout: 'Ί heai-
a voice that's crying in the wind." On 
High Down (now known as Tennyson 
Down) he would roar like King Lear 
against the elements, his "hollow oes 
and aes" echoing and reverberating. It 
was here he was suddenly inspired with 
the theme for "The Charge of th(; Light 
Brigade." It was a phrase reported in 
The Times—"someone had blundered"— 
that decided him on the meter. 

The top of Tennyson Down is now 
marked by a stone cross that can be 
seen for miles, and is known as tfie Ten
nyson Monument. Moreover, the Down 

I is now in the care of the National Trust, 
and from its summit on a fine clay the 

I Hampshire coastline is clearly visible. 
If Tennyson disliked the curiosity and 

acclamation of an unknown puljlic on 
his doorstep, his house was rarely empt\ 
of friends. As Emily, his wife, referring 
to the constant stream of visitors, said: 
"It was rather like running a small ho
tel." Today, Farringford is a well-run 
hotel, and one can still have tea in the 
drawing-room and look out, as Tenny
son did, over a pastoral scene of mead
ows and sleepy cattle (the spring and 
summer tariff, including full board, runs 
from $50 to $90 per week). V/hen I 
first went there seven years ago, there 
was a framed manuscript of one of Ten
nyson's poems on the fireplace in 
the drawing-room. Other items were 
also on show in the hall—letters, early 
editions of The Idylls of the King (most 
of which he wrote here), the poet's laurel 
wreath, and his nightcap. These have 
now been removed to the Tennyson 
Museum in Lincoln. However, in the 
Museum at Carisbrooke Castle; near 
Newport, where Charles I was impris
oned during the Civil War, the poet's 
writing-table can be seen. (From March 
to September the castle is open from 
9:30 to dusk on weekdays, and from 
2:30 to dusk on Sundays.) 

Farringford offered Tennyson sixteen 
unbroken years of "quiet and peace." 
But in the end the hordes of hero-wor-
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A huaso on Fifth Avenue? 
All the way from Chile? 
What's going on here! 

LAN-JETS BRING SOUTH AMERICA 
CLOSER TO NEW YORK NOŴ V̂ eVersa, 
LAN. The Chilean Internat ional Air l ines. 
While our name and face may already be 
familiar to you who've caught our flights at 
our Miami gateway, we're practically an in
stitution back home—in South America. 

Now we're making it convenient for you to 
fly with us from New York non-stop to Lima 
—and on to Santiago and Buenos Aires. Our 
routes can also take you to some fascinating 
destinations. Unusual tours to uncommon-
places like Easter Island, Antarctica, the 
Andean Lakes and fabulous summer (yes, 
summer) skiing country. 

LAN.Whata wonderful way to get acquainted 
with the neighborly South Americans; to 
enjoy their legendary hospitality; to sample 
their traditional food and drink. At LAN, we 
do not just preach "a sus ordenes" (trans, 
"at your service"), we practice it, too —on 
the ground and in the air. 

TAKE A LAN-JET SOON. SO FOREIGN. SO 
FRIENDLY. SO FAST. FROM NEW YORK TO 
SOUTH AMERICA . . . STARTING ON APRIL 
17TH . . . AND REGULARLY EVERY MON
DAY AND SATURDAY THEREAFTER. 

Μ MM 
THE CHILEAN INTERNATIONAL AIRLINE 

ESTABLISHED IN 1929 

For reservat ions and in fo rma t ion , see 
your t rave l agent or our nearest o f f ice. 

New York: 500 5th Ave./244-2644 · M i a m i : 121 S.E. 2nd Ave./377-4763 · Chicago: 5 S. Wabash Ave. /332-7123 · Washington: 1625 Κ Street . 
N.W./628-2868 · Los Angeles: 510 W. 6th St. /627-4293 · San Francisco: 323 Geary St . /397 5650 · Boston: 426-6744 · Ph i lade lph ia : 9 2 3 0 5 9 1 
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is"in" 
The beauty of Yugoslavia is legendary. Each 
year, more and more Americans discover the 
magnificence and variety of its scenic 
treasures and its multiplicity of 
architectural and cultural heritages. 
Americans are extra welcome in Yugoslavia 
— no visa is required — and every possible 
service is available. You can also combine 
Yugoslavia with the travel pleasures of its 
neighboring countries, Greece, Italy, 
Austria, Bulgaria, Rumania. So visit 
Yugoslavia — the " i n " country — in 1967, 
and prepare to be enraptured. 

63 air, rail & 
motorcoach tours via 
PAA, Olympic, JAT 
[and otner carriers) 

^ 

Cruises on the 
Danube and 
Adriatic. 

Hotel & 
Resort 
Accommodations. 

Car Rentals. 

^ L M 
Sightseeing & 
City Packages. 

Special 
Interest Trips.. 

"^im Doomed to oblivion in 
1970-the "Iron Gates" 
of the Danube! 
Ask about this special tour. 

521 Fifth Avenue 
New York N.Y. 10017 
(212)986-5105 

World's largest travel organization specializing 
in Yugoslavia and Southeastern Europe. 

YUGOTOURS, 521 Fifth Ave. N.Y. N.Y. 10017 

Please send your beautiful, illustrated 
booklet describing your travel services in 
Yugoslavia. I will then see my Travel Agent. 

Name 

Address. 

City _State. - Z l p -

IVly Travel Agent is_ SR 

shippers, and the "brick boxes springing 
up all around" (an exaggerated piece of 
poetic license if ever there was one), 
became too much for him. If time had 
seemed to stand still on the island, on 
the mainland, in contrast, it seemed that 
everyone was becoming "more and more 
Time-Conscious." The effects of the In
dustrial Revolution were making their 
mark. Hardly a week passed without 
a new discovery in science being an
nounced, while the railways were slowly 
spreading their network over all the 
land—even over the "nookshotten Isle of 
Wight." Yet in this rapidly changing 
world of the 1870s and 1880s, there 
were two strongholds in the island that 
held fast. The old Queen at Osborne 
clung to the memories of her dead hus
band, while her Poet Laureate in West 
Wight held fast to his unerring belief 
in words and the sense of the Divine 
that could be released through them. 

In the last January of his life, he was 
brought down to the drawing-room at 
Farringford to sit on his favorite red 
velvet sofa. There, gazing out of the 
oriel window, he wrote: 

We feel we are nothing—for all is Thou 
and in Thee; 

We feel we are something—i/ioi also 
has come from Thee; 

We know we are nothing—but Thou 
wilt help us to be. 

Hallowed be Thy name—Halleluiah. 

The gardens and grounds have altered 
little since Tennyson's time, and no ac
count of Farringford would be complete 
that did not recall how in the late 1850s 
the poet's poor sight had led him to flee 
from a flock of sheep on High Down, 
believing them to be autograph-hunters. 
In front of the house is the Wellingtonia, 
the tree planted by Garibaldi in 1861; it 
is now more than eighty feet high. There 
is, too, the magnolia in which Emily 
took such pride, and from which blos
soms were cut to give Queen Emma of 
the Sandwich Islands when she came to 
visit them; but so many other guests 
also came that day for tea that Emily 
and Alfred were forced to hide her "in 
the summer house in the kitchen gar
den." Then there is the laburnum which 
still drops "wells of fire." A critic had 
challenged the description, and the poet 
hfid replied: "Not coal fire, certainly— 
but little golden flames of fire, or so at 
least it seems to me." Another critic had 
also challenged the remark that daisies 
had crimson marks on their under-petals. 
He was sent off to High Down—and 
came back contrite and full of apologies. 
Or, if you come to Farringford this 
month, when "the wreath of March has 
blossom'd," then the lawns (as Tenny
son promised Hallam's godfather a cen
tury ago) will again be fresh with 
"crocus, anemone, violet." 
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Calabrian Days 
Continued from page 61 

rectory of Italian hotels failed to list any
thing at all for Rossano. But the Guide 
Michelin indicated a quite simple one, 
perhaps the very hotel which Douglas 
had known. Our bed was not "already 
occupied"; we verified this as soon as we 
could shut the door, but we ought to 
have tried the hot water faucet before 
signing in. "On your entrance," Douglas 
warns here—his remarks are meant to be 
applied to any Calabrian hosteliy—"no
body moves a step to inquire after your 
wants; you must begin by foraging for 
yourself, and thank God if any notice is 
taken of what you say. . . ." We carried 
our own bags, assisted by a small boy 
who had followed our car up from the 
piazza. Small boys who help out are a 
feature of the south's landscape. 

The small boy at Rossano knew the 
hotel; his mother had worked tfiere for 
a time, and he was able to tell us that the 
proprietor also ran the best restaurant 
in town. He was probably right; the 
osteria —a degree below trattoria level 
and two or three below the ristorante— 
was a welcome change from the Howard 
Johnson atmosphere of the Jolly Hotels 
which tempt the tired traveler in south
ern Italy. To begin, there was only 
spaghetti, and we had spaghetti; there 
was acceptable broiled chicken for me 
and an unidentifiable roasted fish for my 
wife, followed by good fresh fruit. Local 
wine, in liter bottles with caps, is cheap 
and excellent wherever one goes in Cala
bria, so unlike Rome, where the reputa
tion of white Frascati has been ruined 
forever by the poor samples of it poured 
for undiscriminating diners by hundreds 
of self-satisfied innkeepers every day. 

Later, in the homely cafe on the piaz
za at Rossano, several different custom
ers told us within a very short time that 
here the pastry was made on the prem
ises; the other cafes of the town 
imported theirs from Cosenza, th(3 pro\-
incial capital sixty miles away over the 
mountains. We tasted the pastry, and 
agreed that its reputation was well 
founded. The boy who had helped us 
with our bags watched in fascination as 
we unfolded an Esso map to chart the 
next day's drive. "Have you notic(;d," he 
asked, "that Italy is in the form of a 
boot?" He laughed shyly at the absurdity 
of his observation. I regretted that I had 
discarded the photograph published in 
the newspapers a day or two eai'lier in 
which the entire Italian peninsula had 
been captured in a single photograph by 
a satellite, something I found more af
fecting than any other image I ha\'e ever 
seen taken from the air (the reaction of 
an Italophile). 

Later, walking the narrow lanes of 
Rossano—always up or down—we; were 
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From lively 
nightclub-hopping at sea 

to relaxed 
island hopping 

of the "Big 5"ports... 

it's a holiday all the way on 

HOMERIC 
famous 13-day Caribbean cruises 

You savor every vacation thrill on America's favorite 
13-day cruises. From first day on, you're caught up 
in the sparkling, congenial cruise atmosphere. You're 
made welcome by the warmly gracious all-Italian 
personnel. Indoors and out, you enjoy the fabulous 
fun for which the HOMERIC is famous. Activities 
without end. Dancing to several orchestras. Profes
sional shows and movies. Cocktail parties and mas
querades. Swimming and playing on spacious decks. 
Sumptuous cuisine, from breakfast in your cabin to 

lavish midnight buffets. To top it al l . . . an inspired 
itinerary to the sun! The 5 major European cultures 
that shaped the Caribbean are here . . . Spanish 
SAN JUAN, Danish ST. THOMAS, French MAR
TINIQUE, Dutch CURACAO, British KINGSTON. 
And what a wonderful way to see them! Relaxed, 
unhurried, unencumbered. Step off the gangplank 
and you're practically in the center of things. No 
packing and unpacking. No bother with hotels, 
schedules, baggage limitations. Holiday all the way! 

WINTER 13DAY CRUISES FROM $390. Every 2 weeks through Mar. 25. EXTRA: Ship 'n shore golf on all 
Winter cruises, with P.G.A. Golf Pro Harry "Lighthorse" Cooper . SPRING 13-DAY CRUISES FROM $370. 
Every 2 weeks, Apr. 8 to June 17* · SUMMER 13-DAY CRUISES FROM $390. Every 2 weeks, July 1 to Aug. 12. 
"Exception: JUNE 5—lOVi day Cruise, 4 Ports, from $285 · Minimum Rates Subject to Availability · All-
Italian Crew / Panamanian Registry. » All cruises from New York. BOOK THROUGH YOUR TRAVEL AGENT 

42 Broadway, New York, N.Y. 10004 · Tel. (212) 425-1515 · Offices in Principal Cities 
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New! 
The kin 

B B ! » wli» 

place you'd buHd if you 
ion dollars to play with 

Imagine a brilliant new resort on a lazy old Southern island. With ancient Spanish 
moss, and lush new decor. With 18 holes of championship golf (with professionals 
Bob Rosburg and Jim Ferree). Dockage for yachts. Spacious bedrooms. Wine 
cellar that would make even a Parisian sommelier blink. Skeet shooting. Sauna 
baths. Swimming. Water skiing. Game fishing. En-tout-cas tennis. 7 marvelous 
function rooms plus a 1000-capacity ballroom. The swingingest supper club this 
side of Las Vegas. And almost as many help as guests. Got the picture? Better make 
reservations. Because this bright, new heaven is easy to get to. But with limited 
accommodations, it won't be easy to get into. Write for information. 

hin 
HOrCL CORPODATIOXtF AMCItIC* 

avannan inn 
AND COUNTRY CLUB 

Wilmington Island SR3, Route 2, Box 326A 
Savannah, Georgia 31404 (912)897-1612 

EUROPE byCARi 
F R E E 

The most complete fo lder o n : 
• A l l Car plans (includes Purchase, 

Renting, Leasing) 
• Europe by Car " t r i p - k i t " infor

mation and shipping home costs. 
« European Cor Licenses, Insurance, 

Documents 
MAIL COUPON OR PRESENT TO YOUR TRAVEL AGENT. 
I'm interested in _ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ _ ^ ^ ^ _ _ ^ _ _ ^ ^ ^ ^ _ ^ ^ _ ^ — ^ ^ — . 

NAME 
ADDRESS ^ 
CITY 

^ - » * i f e 3 u ^ ^ 

^^f^CBOEs 
PEUGEOT 
'RENAULT 

SIMCA 
H/U/VlAN 
C'/RO£A/ 
JAGUAR i 
'^G^efc. 

.STATE S R - l l 

EUROPE BY CAR, INC. 45 Rockefeller ΡΙαζα (at 50th St.,) N.Y. 20 · TEL. LT 1-3040 
9000 Sunset Blvd., Los Angeles 69, Calif. · TEL. 272-0424 

i¥orld travel 
Expertly planned and quality operated, 

escorted tours of Europe, 
1967 EUROPEAN PROGRAM 

CONTINENTAL TOUR, 36 clays . .$1385 
RENAISSANCE TOUR, 22 days. . .$ 899 
ROMANTIQUE TOUR, 22 days. . .$ 899 
CLASSICAL HOLIDAY, 22 days . .$ 826 
MIDDLE EAST, 22 days $1245 
SPAIN & PORTUGAL, 15 days. . . .$ 479 
MOROCCO, 22 days $599 

Wri te fo r free brochures, Dept. SR 

DITTMA]\]\ TOURS 
P.O. Box 199, Norlhf ield, Minnesota 55057 

Where you win 
the wonder of the West 

— reasonably, 

comfortably 
For information, write: 

Oft and Mrs. Durwin H. Brownell 
P.O. Box 1275, Moai), Utah 

Phone: (801) 253-6801 

Pack Creek 
GUEST RANCH 
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hazed by a group of children, each de
manding 10 hre for our dehverarice. Ten 
lire is a sum which can have meaning 
only in the Italian Deep South in our 
day, where even a newspaper costs 50. 
We were leaving the San Marco church, 
a Byzantine relic of the eleventh c;entury, 
similar in appearance to the diminutive 
Cattolica church at Stilo, hidden in the 
folds of a mountain. (In either Rossano 
or Stilo, one needs a good map, a sturdy 
automobile, and a stubborn determina
tion to locate the monument of interest, 
then find the home of its guardian, and 
hope he can find the key.) 

From San Marco in Rossano we walked 
uphill and down to the seldom opened 
Santa Panaghia church. Norman Doug
las doesn't even mention it, and it is 
probable that it was inaccessible and in 
ruins when he passed this way. Today 
the baker's boy rushes out with a large 
key in his flour-caked fists to open the 
back gate which allows access to a court
yard, and another key for the still larger 
lock on the small church itself. Inside, 
only a few patches of fresco painting 
have been preserved from the interven
ing centuries when Byzantine memories 
and Byzantine style were dirty words, 
and the classicist mafia scoffed at its 
ruins. 

The rest was white plaster. A small 
boy who became our guide hadn't known 
of the existence of the little church, foi-
it cannot be seen from the street above, 
later centuries having baked a crust of 
buildings around it. But the sacristan at 
the cathedral who opened the diocesan 
museum to allow us to look at the sixth-
century Codex Ptirpureuse, brought to 
Calabria by Byzantine monks fleeing 
from the East, knew that these hidden 
things were of interest to foreigners. It 
is the kind of discovery one can no longer 
make in Europe, except in Calabria. 

Rossano, the southern capital cif Itali
an Byzantium? In consequence, a center 
of the universe? Today there are 23,000 
inhabitants, but the lack of motor traffic 
makes the town of even less importance. 
Or are census figures misleading? "All 
the men of the town are working In Ger
many, Switzerland, and France, where 
there are jobs," the small boy tells us. 
He introduces us to another ragazzo, 
one of a family of twelve, who sees his 
father only at Easter and for the August 
vacation. "On those holidays, when all 
the men return on special trains to visit 
their families, we really ha\'e a big popu
lation again." 

What does Calabria have for the trav
eler? Certainly not much comfort, and 
one must use the most recent publica
tions to plan the stages of a voyage, or 
night may find one without even the 
minimal opportunities for shelter. Lack
ing also are those conversational monu
ments which the tourist has learned to 
snatch as he rides by like rings plucked 
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When your bridge partner asks if 
you're going to the same resort 

again this year, 
smile and say 

"No,we'll be in the city' 

Moscow, 

There's nothing far out about it. You can do it —on Lufthansa's 
Eastern Europe-Russia tour. 
For just $840 you can have midnights in Moscow. Caviar in Kiev. 
A golden tan from the Blacl< Sea sun. You'll go all over Eastern 
Europe. Leningrad. Budapest. Helsinki. And $840 gets you just 
about everything—transportation, hotels, most meals, sightseeing, 
even tips! 
Oh yes! If your bridge partner forgets her game and starts to 
bother you for information on Lufthansa's 3-vi/eek Eastern Europe-
Russia tour, tell her to mail in a coupon like this. Tell her we have 
a Pay Later Plan—or her credit card may do the job. And if she 
bothers you for still more details, play your trump card and tell her 
to call her Travel Agent. He's sure to deal her a winning hand. 
Based on 14-21 day, 15 Passenger GIT Economy Fare from N.Y. when applicable. 

Γ LUFTHANSA GERMAN AIRLINES, 
410 Park Avenue, New York, N. Y. 

Dept. G-3-11 
10022 

Gentlemen: 
Q Please send information on your Eastern Europe tours (from $840). 
• Have your Tour Expert contact me. 

My TravPl Agent is— 
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Eurc^e 
by train: 
$4.71 a day 

*aiia 
down! 

With a Eurailpass, the more time you spend in Europe, the less money you spend to see it. For instance, for just $99, a 
21-day Eurailpass will give you 21 days of unlimited first-class rail travel throughout Austria, Belgium, Denmark, France, 
Germany, Holland, Italy, Luxembourg, Norway, Portugal, Spain, Sweden and Switzerland. Which works out to just $4.71 ^ "3 
a day. A 1-month Eurailpass ($130) will give you the same thing for just $4.33 a day; a 2-month Eurailpass ($175) worksi| , Jn 
out to just $2.91 a day; a 3-month Eurailpass ($205) to just $2.28 a day. One card is all you carry. One price is all youS 
pay. And since children under 10 go half-fare and children under 4 go free, we've also worked it out so you can take t h e ^ 
whole family for next to nothing and nothing at all. For more information about Eurailpass, Eurailgroup (reduced rates for '^ 
groups of 10 or more) and Eurailtariff (special savings on shorter trips) see your travel agent. And write us for this f r e e ! 
fact-filled Eurailpass folder and planning map. Dept. D9, Box 191, Madison Square Station, New York, New York 10010 ; PRODUCED 2005 BY UNZ.ORG
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from a nieny-go-iOund. But what is there 
is the stuif of fable and myth. That 
indifferent town of Scilla—half desolate 
beach and half fishing village whose 
houses dip into the sea, the two halves 
divided by a citadel now used as army 
barracks from which trashy music blares 
from the conscripts' radios—is also Ho
mer's Scylla, the monster jutting into the 
straits of Messina, with that other mon
ster Charybdis, a whirlpool oft the Si
cilian coast which one sees so clearly 
three miles away. Detours anywhere 
along the coast may lead down rutted 
loads to quiescent harbors, or up wind
ing roads to medieval castelli. 

On the Italian boot, Calabria is the 
toe, with a prominent skeletal bone, the 
snow-dappled Aspromonte chain. From 
the top one sees the littorals at either 
side, the bluest sky, the greenest sea, 
the least merciful sim, of all Italy. High 
in the hills above the coasts are nestled 
villages of ochre-tiled roofs one will 
never enter, remnants of medieval round 
towers on inaccessible promontories. 
Deep in the grass of the deserted coasts 
are white marble columns from the tem
ples of Magna Graecia, colonies founded 
by the Greeks 2,700 years earlier. Locri, 
for example, is the antique city of Per
sephone; Crotone's Doric column is all 
that remains of a temple built before 
the Parthenon; somewhere along that 
bleached Ionian littoral is the colony of 
magnificent, annihilated Sybaris. 

Calabrians in remote villages wear 
costumes, the women carry water jugs 
on their heads, not because they expect 
tourist buses, but because they don't. 
Above all, there is peace. Lack of auto
mobile traffic means peace, although in 
two or three years Italy's fine Highway 
of the Sun will reach Reggio; lack of 
factories and jobs means peace of an
other kind; lack of a single resort worth 
mentioning in the most thorough of the 
guidebooks means peace. 

"Nobody travels south of Rome," an 
Italian deputy told Norman Douglas. It 
was true at the turn of the century, and 
it is still largely the case. The Mezzo-
giorno is an underdeveloped region, and 
Italian legislation treats it as such. The 
Fund for the South, involving irrigation 
schemes, land reform, road building, 
and improvement of facilities for tourists, 
is exciting to behold as one penetrates 
deeper into the country. Often, indeed, 
the government's efforts have brought 
smoother roads and better organized 
archeological sites than might be found 
in northern Italy. Norman Douglas, of 
course, saw nothing of the New Calabria. 
When he walked or rode muleback over 
the dusty roads and into the "sordid 
filth" of the towns (thus he described 
Rossano), a large part of the Tyrrhenian 
coast had just been destroyed in the 
earthquake of 1908. "There seems to 
be some chance for the revival of Reg-
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gio," he commented, Reggio was rebuilt, 
but its museum is closed again, as it is 
due for renovation. Fifty years ago the 
opposite coast, on the Ionian sea, was 
deadly for another reason: malaria. 

Today Mt. Etna, just across the strait 
of Messina in northeastern Sicily, scat
ters hot ashes and occasionally alarms 
Calabrians; we can watch it from the 
balcony of our first-class hotel in Reggio 
di Calabria, capital of the region (pop
ulation, 155,000). Stromboli throws out 
hot lava every two hours, but we see it 
without upset from Gioia Tauro, thirty-
five miles to the north; it can even be 
visited by boat from noithern Sicily. 

"You will come across sporadic Ger
mans immensed in Hohenstaufen rec
ords," Norman Douglas wrote, "or 
searching after Roman antiquities, but
terflies, minerals, or landscapes to paint— 
you will meet them in the most unex
pected places; but never an Englishman." 

WE met no Englishmen. Nor did we 
see any Americans along the thousand 
miles of our road tour, although one 
garage attendant assured us that two 
American girls had come through on a 
Vespa only a day or so earlier. But the 
Germans are there. We passed their 
Volkswagens on the road. We saw their 
Mercedes parked alongside villas un
der construction at newly developed 
beaches such as Metaponto, which Nor
man Douglas visited during the struggle 
to reclaim the region from malarial 
swamp; today there are newly opened 
alberghi close to the water, one called 
the Hotel Kennedy. We were often taken 
for tedeschi. The Calabrian and Apulian 
coasts are all beach and all sun, the peo
ple are good and the cost of living is still 
lower than elsewhere in democratic Eu
rope. Why would Germans not come? 
Why aren't others more adventurous? 

Calabria is in a race against time. The 
Fund for the South will save some Ital
ians from their poverty, and some of the 
vestiges of old Calabria as well. Classical 
scholars have only recently discovered 
villages near Reggio whose inhabitants 
speak a dialect seemingly based on an
cient Greek; the villagers have untypical 
light hair and blue eyes. Yet even as I 
write new roads are bringing them news
papers and television sets, and the Greek 
dialect which has survived 2,500 years 
may not last another twenty-five. 

Yet it is still possible, if you don't 
plan too well, to drive up to the so-called 
Albanian villages, peopled with refugees 
who fled to Calabria from fifteenth-cen
tury Turkish persecution, along a primi
tive dirt road which could not be much 
better than the one Norman Douglas 
traveled. Fewer people in the Albanian 
villages wear native dress now, and they 
all speak modern Italian, at least to 
strangers. Perhaps, if you try them, 
one or two may already speak German. 
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Montparnasse 
Continued from page 55 

once the dream city of German prinee-
lings, Russian grand dukes, Irish land
lords, and Wallachian boyars. All these 
had disappeared after the war, partly 
giving place to strange new people, in
cluding Chinese warlords and cotton 
millionaires from Egypt, but the best 
and biggest spenders of the time; were 
Americans. Some of the Parisian land
marks, for the latter group, were the 
Arc de Triomphe and the hoteh de 
grand luxe to be found in its neighbor
hood; then the nightclubs that clust
ered near the Place Blanche (in those 
days Zelli's was the most popular with 
Americans); then Brentano's Bookstore 
on the Avenue de I'Opera; then the 
dressmakers near the rue de la Paix; 
and finally the great hotels, including 
the Ritz, and the two American banks 
on the Place Vendome. 

For some years Scott Fitzgerald 
served as an ambassador of literature in 
that Paris of the rich. Thus, in 1925, he 
and Zelda lived in an expensive but un
comfortable apartment at 14 rue de 
Tilsitt, on the north side of the Etoile, 
and took people to lunch at outdoor 
restaurants on the Champs-EIysees 
while their daughter, little Scottie, 
played quietly with a shoelace under 
the table. In the evening they some
times made a round of the nightclubs 
that lasted till dawn. The end of one 
such round is described in an unfinished 
manuscript from which Arthur- ik^izener 
quotes at length in The Far Side of 
Paradise. "Then six of us," Fitzgerald 
says, "oh, the best the noblest relicts of 
the evening . . . were riding on top of 
thousands of carrots in a market wagon, 
the carrots smelling fragrant and sweet 
with earth in their beards—riding 
through the darkness to the Ritz Hotel 
and in and through the lobby—no, that 
couldn't have happened but we were 
in the lobby and the bought concierge 
had gone for a waiter for breakfast and 
champagne." On another occasion Scott 
didn't get home at all; instead he took 
a train for Brussels, though he didn't 
remember how or why, and woke the 
following day in a strange hotel. 

Back in Paris, he spent a great deal 
of time at the Ritz bar, which was the 
center of his community. Until the crash 
in Wall Street it was always full of 
Princeton and Harvard men, their sis
ters, and their divorced wives, but these 
disappeared after the summer of 1930. 
When one of Fitzgerald's heroes-
Charlie Wales, of "Babylon Revisited"— 
goes back to the bar in the following 
autumn, the stillness there impresses 
him as being "strange and portentous. 
It was not an American bar any more-
he felt polite in it, and not as if he 
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owned it. It had goiu^ hatk into 
I'liuicc." Tlien ('liailie takes a taxi to 
llie Left liank, where lie had seldom 
\enlnied in the wild (la\ s before the 
crash, and thinks to himself ihat it has 
the look of a provincial town. 

The Left Hank was the site of the 
other America-in-Paiis, that of the 
mostly impecnnions writers and artists. 
Cieographically it was only a small por
tion of the Frencli cit\', which is divided 
into twenty arwudisscmcuts. The Amer
ican literary colony was largely confined 
to the Sixth, which extends from the 
river to the Boulevard Montparnasse, 
though the colony .spilled over into sec
tions of the Fourteenth Arrondissement, 
south of the Boulevard. 

Scattered over the area were several 
landmarks for Americans. One was Syl
via Beach's bookstore and lending li
brary at 12 rue de I'Odcon, where 
Joyce often appeared in the afternoon '· 
with his black glas.ses and his ashplant. 
Not far away was the Luxembourg Mu
seum, where Cezanne, Manet, and 
Monet still hung on probation before 
being carried to the Kight Bank and ad
mitted to the Louvre. Behind the muse
um were the statue-haunted Luxem
bourg Gardens, locked at sundown, j 
where Pfemingway said that lie used to 
kill pigeons with a slingshot when he 
was too poor to bu\' meat for the 
family. 

He was living over a sawmill at 113 
rue Notre-L)ame-des-Champs, not far 
from tlie south end of the gardens. Ger- I 
trude Stein lived east of them, in a pa-i 
villon or garden house at 27 rue de 
Fleurus. She, too, was a landmark of 
the neighborhood, at least for the 
you]Tg Americans she regarded as hav
ing piomise: Hemingwa\·, Robert Co-
ates, \'irgil Thomson, and Thornton 
\\'ilder, among others. Once Heming-
wa\· came to see her bringing Scott 
Fitzgerald, who flattered Miss Stein. 
She liked him and told e\ erybody that 
fTtzgerald was the only one of the 
\ounger writers who wrote naturally in 
sentences. There were other private 
landmarks at the time, such as Ezra 
Pound's studio, but of course the great 
public landmarks were three cafes at 
the corner of the Boulevard Montpar
nasse and the Boule\'ard Raspail: the 
]3ome, the Rotonde, and the Select. 

Life among the writers and artists 
has been commemorated in a long series 
of memoirs, at least fifteen by my in
complete count. Perhaps the best known 
are those by Gertrude Stein (The 
Autobiograpluj of Alice β. Toklas), 
Sylvia Beach {Shakespeare and Com-
pamj), Morley Callaghan {That Sum
mer in Paris), Matthew Josephson( Life 
among the Surrealists), and Ernest 
llemingwa>- (A Moveable Feast). The 
best title is that of a hard-to-find book 
by Robert McAlmon, the cowboy of 
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Montparnasse: Being Geniuses Togeth
er. Hemingway's book is unsurpassed in 
rendering the atmosphere that prevailed 
among the serious young writers, with 
due attention to their jealousies and 
vendettas, though his judgments are 
those of forty years after. For the 
spirit of the time as felt at the time, 
one might best read some of E. E. 
Cummings's early poems; 

make me a child, stout hurdysturdy-
gurdyman 

waiter, make me a child. So this is 
Paris, 

i will sit in the corner and drink 
thinks and think drinks, 

in memory of the Grand and Old 
days: 

of Amy Sandburg 
of Algernon Carl Swinburned. 

Waiter a drink waiter two or three 
drinks 

what's become of Maeterlink 
now that April's here? 
(ask the man who owns one 
ask Dad, He knows). 

I can picture Cummings writing 
those high-spirited lines at a cafe 
table with a drink in front of him—and 
no fear of having it snatched away by 
a Prohibition agent—but it would not 
be in the Dome or the Rotonde or the 
Select, for he seldom or never appeared 
in them. There were other young writ
ers who thought that avoiding them was 
a mark of social distinction. Hemingway 
says contemptuously that "many people 
went to the cafes at the corner of the 
Boulevard Montparnasse and the Boule
vard Raspail to be seen publicly and in 
a way such places anticipated the col
umnists as a daily substitute for im
mortality." He preferred the Cafe des 
Lilas, some blocks to the east, where 
he could write on cold days without 
being interrupted by make-believe art
ists. Nevertheless, those three cafes in 
Montparnasse, and the Dome in partic
ular, were something more than a 
paperback edition of the Ritz bar. They 
were the heart and nervous system of 
the American literary colony. 

When young writers came to Paris, 
they dropped their luggage at a hotel 
on the Left Bank and went straight to 
the Dome, in hope of meeting friends 
who had preceded them. Either they 
met the friends or else they made new 
ones. When they left for Brittany or the 
Mediterranean, in June, they went to 
the Dome before their departure. A 
word dropped to acquaintances there 
was a more effective means of an
nouncing their movements than a para
graph in the Paris edition of the New 
York Herald. The Dome created and 
disseminated gossip; Americans went 
there to see who was having breakfast 
with whom, or had quarreled with 
whom, or was invited to sit at whose 
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table; it was their living newspaper . 
Even before ibe war it liad become 

an American cafe (jnst as the Rotonde 
across the Boulevard had a t t rac ted 
Russian revolutit)nists and international 
pa in te r s ) . The re were stoiies of poker 
games that had lasted without intermis
sion for several d a \ s . with fresh Ameri
can players taking the places of those 
who d ropped out. I saw no poker games 
in 1921 or latci·. The buck room where 
the\· used to be played was then pro
vided, or furnished widi four ch.spirited 
prosti tutes who never seemed to l u u e 
clients; the \ wrote a great many letters. 
T h e front room contained the bar and 
another busy counter licensed by the 
state to sell tobacco and postage 
s tamps. But most of the varied trans
actions that went on in those rooms or 
at the sidewalk tables yielded no prof
it to the managemen t , except from the 
incidental sale of drinks. 

In one of its man\ · aspects, the Dome 
served as an informal rent ing agenc\ 
and guide to cheap hotels. For some it 
vvas a loan office where they might, if 
lucky, obtain funds to t ide them o \ e r 
unti l the next check came from the 
States. For many it was the assembl)· 
point of par t ies tha t wou ld end wi th 
onion soup in the Centra l Markets , per
haps wi th another part\ ' , composed of 
Right Bank Americans, roistering at 
the next table . Daybreak in the Central 
Markets was almost tlie only occasion 
w h e n the two colonies mingled. T h e 
editors of little magazines went to the 
Dome in search of contr ibutors ; it was 
easier than wri t ing letters. Several 
Amer ican publishers wen t tliere to ask 
about young authors , for, in addit ion 
to its other functions, the Dome was 
an over- the-counter market that t r aded 
in li terary fu tmes . I hea rd there in 1922 
tha t a young man n a m e d Hemingwa>' 
vvas wri t ing a n e w sort of stories, 
which he showed to people in manu
script; some though t they were iriar-
velous, some he ld their noses. The re 
was a chaffering about those early 
stories tha t p r eceded the later b idding 
and barga in ing a m o n g the critics. 

Celebrit ies like Sinclair Lewis made 
a point of appear ing at the Dome to 
impress the beginners . Tourists also ap
peared , as at the zoo, before taxiing off 
to the nightclubs near the Place Blanche. 
Fakes wen t there to prey on the tourists, 
and suckers to gather round the artists 
in little absorpt ive groups: "Please God, 
let some of their talent rub off on me . " 
T h e artists themselves and the self-re
spect ing writers would be frightened 
away long before the lack of dollars pu t 
an e n d to their h a p p y exile. But every 
communi ty needs a center, and the 
American colony on the Left Bank was 
n o exception. For several years after t he 
war , the Cafe du D o m e de Montparnasse 
was truly " the place ." 
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Hemingway's Spain 
Continued from page 49 

ing, 'If you have a roast chicken.' The 
eighteenth-century Goya faces, harsh-
boned under the hoinas (berets) in the 
tavern, Marcialano's, where we broke 
fast. Gianfranco tying on his red scarf, 
singing in this fortress of anti-Commu
nism, 'Avanti il Populo,' Papa teaching 
me the song the boys sing after cathedral 
services on the last day of the festival, 
'Pohre de mi.'" 

That night I wrote, "Peter Viertel, 
Bob and Kathy Parrish, that robust bari
tone, Lord Dudley—'Call me Eric'—and 
his brother, Eddie Ward and his statu
esque blond bride, also Tommy Shevlin 
and Durie have all arrived and we move 
now in a mob. We lunched in riotous 
confusion this afternoon and then went 
to the Plaza de Castilla, the town square, 
to watch the pipe bands playing and 
dancing there, then to the bullring with 
its fretwork trellises, bright banners 
streaming from its rim, and Lombardy 
poplars towering behind." 

The next day I wrote, "After the en-
cierro our crowd walked around the 
town buying booze and trinkets, then 
down below the ancient brown ramparts 
built by the Roman, Pompeius, to the 
horse and mule fair by the river where 
the farmers of Navarra do their annual 
animal trading. It was utterly beautiful 
there, with the early morning light fil
tering like soft green rain through the 
leaves of the plane trees onto the shiny 
brown rumps of the horses and onto the 
black hair of gypsy women in their 
brash, bright skirts, who were moving 
around their cooking pots which gave 
out fine, garlicky smells. The mules were 
constantly talkative and the strong little 
mountain ponies milled about, but after 
the noise and excitement of the encierro, 
the fair with its muted voices seemed a 
harbor of tranquillity. 

"It was a great bullfight today, stirring 
and emotional, with excellent bulls from 
the ranch of Don Atanasio Fernandez 
of Salamanca and Antonio Ordonez, one 
of the matadors. He is the son of Nifio 
de la Palma, who was the torero in The 
Sun Also Rises, and he was so skillful, 
valiant, and melodic that he lifted the 
afternoon from dangerous sport to poe-
try." 

Five days later the party ended, our 
friends set off in all directions, and Ern
est and I headed south with Adamo in 
the Lancia for Madrid. In Burgos, from 
which Spanish armies led by El Cid 
started to drive the Moors out of the 
country in the eleventh century, we 
stopped to inspect the inside of the im
mense pink-gray cathedral. The interior 
was dim after the sunshine in spite of 
acres of gilded screens, panels, inlays, 
and lamps, but we felt our way over the 
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7u0-year-old stone floors to pay our re
spects at the tomb of El Cid, the great 
general, to the graceful Virgin on the 
high altar, and to the Jesus chapel with 
its Gothic lines rich with gilt and the 
figure of Christ in a cheerful green robe. 

The next day, turning off the main 
road, we headed toward the town of 
Sepulveda, high on a tableland above the 
l^lain, and found our fa\Orite sort of 
sightseeing. I \\ rote, "From the second
ary gravel road we saw rooks, starlings, 
swallows, many storks, some forty par
tridges which flushed from a field of cut 
grain, a hawk, and two beautiful big 
sih'er-blue pigeons. Then we came upon 
a wolf cub trotting slowly away from us, 
his ears \er>· pointed, his jaw wider for 
his size than a dog's jaw. Adamo nearly 
put us in the ditch. 

"Papa has been talking about Rafael 
Hernandez, the bullfight critic and his 
old friend whom we met at Pamplona," 
I wrote as we rolled along. "Of Madrid 
on its high, dr\' plateau in the center of 
Spain, Hernandez once said complacent
ly to Ernest, "The only thing Madrid 
lacks is the sea.' When E. asked him 
what was his favorite winter sport, Her
nandez replied, 'The sto\e. '" 

WE ^E lunched in the prett\· town of San 
Ildefonso with its wide tree-shaded 
streets, green parks, and ancient, impec
cable hotel and afterwards I wrote in 
the car, "We climbed high into the 
Guadarrama range of mountains, a wild 
country of granite rock and thick pine 
and hardwood forest with underbrush 
and bracken hiding ime.xpected caves. 
Below the road on our right a clear 
stream lushed under a small stone 
bridge. It was the forest of For Whom 
the Bell Tolls. Through the treetops we 
could glimpse the high barren hilltop 
where Papa made Sordo have his fight, 
and in the bridge we saw where dyna
mite had broken ofl the apex of the arch. 
Ernest murmured, 'Xow I'm glad to see 
it is like how I wrote it." Happy if un-
grammatical. '\\"e held the tops of all this 
along here' he e.xplained of the Civil 
\^'ar. 'Theij were about three-ijuarters of 
the wa\' down on the road to the right. 
In some places the two lines were less 
than ten meters apait. '" 

After we settled into our room at the 
Hotel Florida on Juh' 16, we went out to 
explore Madrid on foot, liunting Ernest's 
former haruits, tr\ing to find the rh\thms 
of the cit\-. His faxorite l)ar near the 
Pueita del Sol had disappeared, but he 
had a consolation prize, knowing that 
Chicote's in the Gran Via still existed. 
We watched the twilight deepening 
above the handsome facades of the Plaza 
Major with its proportions of pine ele
gance and its history of the blood of the 
hujuisition, but except for the Castel-
lana with its green and flowering park
way, I thought iMadiid's extcrioi- charms 
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not comparable to those of Paris, Venice, 
or London, and said so. Ernest replied, 
"It's the best city in the world," mystify
ing me. More moral? More charitable? 
More beautiful? Something or some
body must have turned up to detour the 
answer. 

The next morning, we paid our initial 
visit to the Prado, Ernest busily seeking 
his old loves among its treasures, I 
breathlessly trying to absorb all at once 
all the wonders of the paintings—Goya 
and El Greco, Hieronymus Bosch and 
Patinir and Velazquez—overwhelmed by 
that treasury of painting. To compose 
ourselves after the excitement we walked 
up behind the Palace Hotel to the little 
green Plaza Santa Anna and in a small 
dark pub, the Cervezeria (beer bar) 
Aleman, sipped absinthe and munched 
cold boiled shrimp. Thereafter we spent 
an hour every morning at the Prado and 
one day also made a pilgrimage to the 
small chapel of San Antonio de la Flor
ida near the railway station in which 
Goya painted the murals in the dome, 
and on the cornices produced the most 
beautiful, sexy, and gorgeously-dressed 
angels in Christendom. 

Bull-ranchers, impresarios of the ring, 
matadors, and newspapermen made the 
Cervezeria Aleman their rendezvous, 
and we met the famous matador, Do
mingo Ortega, then retired; also the im
presario, Dominguin, the father of Luis 
Miguel Dominguin, then Spain's No. 
1 torero. We met John Marks, the 
London Times's man in Madrid, and 
Hudson Smith, who had a government 
job—both of them aficionados—and they 
invited us to lunch on Ernest's birthday, 
July 21. 

Of all Ernest's birthdays, which at 
home in Cuba we customarily celebrated 
splendiferously with hills of presents, 
song, dance, champagne, luncheon last
ing all afternoon, and the sometimes 
shooting of buzzards or doorknobs as a 
finale, our Madrid observance of the day 
was the most subdued. While we break
fasted in our hotel room he opened his 
few presents, saying sweetly, "I don't 
need presents. Madrid's a big present." 

With Marks and Smith we went to 
an outdoor cafe in the park in front of 

the Royal Palace and lunched in the 
shade of a tree, the conversation and 
wine coursing freely from 3 o'clock until 
6. Ernest ordered hearts of artichoke in 
oil, a salad of cucumber and tomat(3, and, 
later, cheese. 

"Was it good?" I asked on our way 
back to the hotel. 

"No." 
Going through a poverty-blighteid sec

tion on the eastern fringe of Madrid on 
our way to Valencia the next day, Ernest 
mentioned that the brilliant and popular 
matador of years before, Augustine Gar
cia Malla, had been born there and that 
it was a district where, during th(i Civil 
War, both sides had slaughtered vio
lently. "The killing was limited only by 
the lack of bullets," he said. I reflected 
for the 2,700th time how helpfvil it is 
to travel with a vocal encyclopedia. 

Not far southeast of the city we saw 
in the distance the Cerro de los Angeles, 
Aniceto Marinas's white marble statue 
of Christ, gleaming in the sunlight. It 
marks the geographical center of Spain. 

o, ' N July 24, 1953, at the Hotel Excel
sior in Valencia, I wrote, "The feria 
here is less bucolic than that of Pam
plona, but there are few noisy Americans, 
complaining French, or overbearing Ger
mans in this old, soft-aired Baroque and 
hodgepodge city with its constantly 
sweet-singing bells. Juanito Quintana, 
who has come with us from Madrid, took 
me to the high-domed market with its 
vast assortment of smells, the stalls of 
the herb-venders a massive assault on 
the nose, the sausages almost as glorious 
in their variety as in Bologna, a wealth 
of fish and shellfish and the best eggs at 
50 cents a dozen. Outside we stopped at 
a street vender's cart to sample Valen
cia's classic soft drink, horchata, art emul
sion of melon or pumpkin seeds, refresh
ing in the sea-level heat, and fattening, 
then nearby looked into a tall-columned 
fifteenth-century building. La Lonja, 
where amber light filtered through win
dows 40 feet high in the walls. Long 
before Columbus sighted the Bahamian 
island he named San Salvador in Octo
ber, 1492, the Moors of Valencia gathered 
at La Lonja to do business. Now the 
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building houses the produce-exchange 
market, the httle wooden desks of the 
brokers neatly in line as in a schoolroom, 
looking incongruous and transient be
neath the great dusky arches. 

"At an indentation in the sidewalk 
near the door of the Cathedral we looked 
at the smooth, worn stones. Moorish 
slippers had rubbed them down during 
five or six centuries of weekly meetings 
of the Tribunal de Aguas (water court). 
The Moors designed and built the canals 
of this fertile country, and a court of 
seven judges decided all disputes be
tween farmers seeking more canal water, 
their decisions being unappealable. 

"Juanito and I found Ernest in the 
corrals behind the old rose-colored bull
ring, watching the bulls and the many 
cats which seemed to live there. 'Any 
\'alencia cat is an authority on bulls,' 
said he. I photographed the grapevines 
climbing the ancient brick walls." 

On Sunday, July 26, in Valencia, I 
wrote, "Papa comes in happy with the 
morning papers. They've signed the 
Korean armistice. His association with 
the Spanish press has been skillful 
tliroughout." 

Later that day I described the Cave 
Towns of two suburbs of Valencia which 
I'd visited with Peter Buckley, our enor
mous new young friend from New York. 
Only the low walls above open patios 
and whitewashed conical chimneys pro
trude above the treeless, bushless, barren 
surfaces of the Cave Towns, and the 
foot traffic underground from house to 
house is a maze of tunnels. We chatted 
and photographed and when I asked one 
housewife how she managed to keep 
her home so clean, she said, "Whitewash 
the whole place twice a year, and be
tween times the paintbrush never leaves 
the hand." 

A few days later we were hustling 
back to Madrid and at 6:30 a.m. I was 
scribbling in my diary, "Adamo fished 
out of the car's glove pocket the last 
scrap of chorizo, dried and hardened but 
still pungent-smelling. Juanito sliced it 
and we shared it, lubricating it with 
wine from the hota just as we crossed 
the Jarama river. Ά tapa,' Ernest said. 
Tapa is the word in Spain for the tidbits 
of food bartenders offer their customers. 
I sent a silent apology down to my poor, 
defenseless stomach. 

"Now, after the mountain pass, we are 
coming down into the scooped-out open 
plateau, meeting the first morning traf
fic, the high-wheeled carts drawn by 
mules in line, never abreast. We pass a 
family, a young woman holding a baby, 
riding sidesaddle on a mule, the man 
walking at the beast's head. Biblical. 
Even the folds of her cape fall like 
those of the Virgin in Renaissance paint
ings. They are ill-fed and probably ill-
educated. They are a sorrow, but they 
touch the heart with their beauty." 
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Literary Past 
(Continued jroin page 47) 

miles from London, where Thomas 
Gray wrote his Elegy and where he is 
buried beside his mother. 

A town rich with literary associations 
that does not seem to capitalize on them 
is Bath. Here, among others, came 
Tobias Smollett, Lord Chesterfield, 
Richard Steele, Joseph Addison, and 
nmch later Jane Austen and Charles 
Dickens to visit or live amid the fash
ionable world. As one walks up the 
steep streets to the Circus and the Cres
cent, with their gleaming Georgian 
houses made of yellow Bath stone, or 
crosses Pulteney Bridge—probably the 
handsomest bridge in England—one can 
see in his mind's eye the ornately dressed 
men and women of the eighteenth and 
early nineteenth centuries, invalids and 
valetudinarians, being carried in their 
chairs to the Roman baths, the Pump 
Room, or the Assembly Rooms. There 
are plaques on some of the buildings 
which read, LORD CHESTERFIELD DIED 

HERE, HERE WAS BORN ELIZABETH LIN-
LEY, WIFE OF RICHARD BRINSLEY SHERI
DAN, JANE AUSTEN LIVED HERE, a n d t h e 
like. Few Americans get to Bath. 

As may be expected, hundreds of 
literary associations may be found in 
London, for since Chaucer's days it has 
been the literary capital of Great Britain. 
For a shilling you can buy a guidebook 
from London Railways that tells you 
how to reach them. The best known to 
Americans probably are Dr. Johnson's 
house in Gough Square, the Cheshire 
Cheese tavern. Old Curiosity Shop, 
Dickens's mansion, Gad's Hill, and the 
Keats House in Hampstead. 

I always visit Dr. Johnson's house when 
I am in London, for it is a bit of the 
eighteenth-century literary world that 
has almost entirely vanished. Tucked 
away in a quadrangle off busy Fleet 
Street, this three-story Queen Anne 
building is the only one of his sixteen 
London residences that is still standing. 
Here Johnson lived from 1749 to 1759 
when he compiled the Dictionary, edited 
the Idler and Rambler, and wrote Ras-
selas. It was saved from destruction 
through the generosity of Lord Harms-
worth, the newspaper tycoon. 

Incidentally, there is a likeness of 
Johnson, clumsily executed, outside the 
Church of St. Clement Danes on the 
Strand. But if you wish to see a like
ness of Boswell you must go to Lichfield, 
the lexicographer's home town. In the 
marketplace stands a bronze statue of 
the little Scotsman, the only monument 
to him in the British Isles I know of. 

The popularity of literary shrines 
seems to rise and fall with the reputa
tions of the enshrined. Communities that 
profit from Shakespeare and Words-
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It tells how to travel with 
children, why you don't need 
a visa, how to negotiate moun
tain passes, how to gesture 
when words fail, where to 
swim, where to gamble, why 
you should go to a bullfight. 

And it has three big sections 
for sybarites: 

U** Beachcombing: all the sun-
and-fun spots — the famous & the 
still undiscovered — on Atlantic & 
Mediterranean coasts 
S ^ Food: everything there is to 
eat from picnic fare to Interna
tional Cuisine 
B»" Drink: Ports, Sherries — and, 
for wine lovers, a Grand Tour of 
vineyards great and small 

Drawings and e n d p a p e r 
maps by the author. The cou
pon below will bring you a 
copy of the book for free ex
amination. 

To your bookseller, or 
SIMON AND SCHUSTER 
Dept.PSI 
630 Fifth Ave., New York, N. Y. 10020 
Please send me copy(ies) o£ How 
to Get Along in Portugal and Spain by 
George Wayne Jacobs. If, after examin
ing it for 10 days, I am not completely 
delighted, I may return the book(s) and 
owe nothing. Otherwise you will bill rae 
$6.50 per copy. 
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WORLD'S LARGEST TRAVEL ORGANIZATION· 

worth may count on continued pros
perity but places dependent on more 
fluctuating reputations cannot be so con
fident. When Dickens's popularity be
gan to wane, the various Dickensian 
museums suffered a loss of visitors. The 
only exception is the "Old Curiosity 
Shop" near Lincoln's Inn Fields, which 
is supposedly the locale for Dickens's 
novel. This cluttered, dusty bric-a-brac 
shop is visited by every tourist who takes 
the Cook's tour of London, but if that 
reliable Baedeker, Clunn's The Face of 
London, is to be believed, the place is 
of doubtful authenticity. 

The homes of other Victorians whose 
vogue has passed stand almost deserted. 
The Carlyle House in Cheyne Walk, 
Chelsea, for instance, where the Scot
tish seer and his wife and their over
worked and underpaid maids lived for 
almost a half-century, and George Eliot's 
house on the same street, see relatively 
few visitors. 

N, Ο nation has been so careful to com
memorate its literary past as Britain, 
and none has cashed in so handsomely. 
It is strange that the tourist-hungry 
French, who never miss a trick, fail to 
emulate the British in this respect— 
except in Paris. The cemetery of Pere-
Lachaise at the eastern end of the city 
contains the remains of more eminent 
writers and artists than any burial place 
in the world except Westminster Abbey. 
Here one may commune with the souls 
of Heloise and Abelard, Balzac, and 
Alfred de Musset, as well as Chopin, 
Delacroix, and Sarah Bernhardt. 

The Pantheon, once a church, is a 
stopping place on all tours of Paris. It 
is the repository of the ashes of about 
seventy of the French immortals, includ
ing Voltaire. (At least, so the guide told 
us on a recent visit.) But the truth is that 
the remains of Voltaire are no longer 
there. When he died in 1778 he could 
not be buried in the regular fashion 
because he refused to take the sacra
ments, so his body was stealthily taken 
out of the city by his nephew and in
terred in a provincial churchyard. Dur
ing the Revolution it was brought to 

largest 
» Operator of 
• • • d lours 

Ask Your Travel Agent 

flTA WOKLD TRAVEL 
SORocketeltefPtiia 

U p i , New York 20 

CHeCK FOLDEKS DESKCO 

ROUND THE WORLD «? 060 
• 30-100 Days ind. air fr. ' 
Weekly Departures. Fully Inclusive. 
D EUROPE 22-80 Days $759 
α ORIENT 20-30 Days $1826 
D AFRICA 22-72 Days $1482 
D SO. PACIFIC 16-65 Days $1487 
α HOLY LAND 17-22 Days $1019 
• SO. AMERICA 15-48 Days $818 
D HAWAII 815Days $512 
α MEXICO 7-39 Days $384 
α GUATEMALA 7-16 Days $381 
D STUDENT TOURS Low-Cost Adventure 

and study Trips to "Everywtiere' 66 Day 
European trips rnct. steamer from {838. 
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Paris, and with great pomp and cere
mony placed in the Pantheon. But one 
night in May 1814, Voltaire's bones 
were secretly removed from the lead 
coffin by a number of young reaction
aries, thrown into a sack, and buried 
in a pit in the city dump. 

Much more cheerful associations with 
Voltaire are available across the country, 
in Geneva, near the French border. His 
estate at Ferney, which lies but a few 
miles from the Geneva airport on the 
French side, is closed to the public. One 
can glimpse through the iron railing the 
lovely chateau, his favorite walks, and 
the rolling fields, and descry on the 
church he built the Latin inscription, 
ERECTED BY VOLTAIRE TO GOD — "tWO 
good names," as a wag said. In the heart 
of Geneva stands "Les Delices," where 
Voltaire wrote Candide. His estate has 
long since been cut up and divided into 
building lots, but the small chateau was 
meticulously restored and converted by 
the city of Geneva into a museum and 
library. Here the multimillionaire Eng
lishman, Dr. Theodore Bestermann, and 
a small staff edited the hundred volumes 
of Voltaire's Correspondence. Visitors to 
"Les Delices" so far as I could tell dur
ing the month I worked there, are almost 
entirely scholars, from many lands. 

i X T Montreux on Lake Geneva stands 
the formidable Castle of Chillon im
mortalized by Byron. Thanks to his 
poem, translated into numerous lan
guages and read in the schools, crowds 
of tourists come daily, at least in sum
mer, to see the chains which supposedly 
held the Genevan patriot immovable for 
years. Byron was later sorry he had sen
sationalized the story but his supreme 
narrative skill put Montreux, an undis
tinguished lakeside resort, on the main 
tourist route. Hoteliers and restaurateurs 
are grateful to him. 

One cannot visit Spain without be
coming aware of its distinguished liter
ary heritage. I think first of all of the 
small university town of Alcala de He-
nares, twenty miles from Madrid, where 
Cervantes was born in 1547. It is still 
a lively educational center and the mod
est residence where the writer's father, 
an unsuccessful doctor, practiced for a 
few years, and then like a will o' the 
wisp moved on, is a national shrine. In 
Seville you can see a plaque on one of 
the houses where Cervantes, himself a 
shadowy figure lived during an unusu
ally affluent period of his life. His grave 
is unknown. 

A fascinating experience is to follow, 
as my wife and I did in our car, the 
itinerary of Don Quixote as outlined in 
our Nagel Guide to Spain. From Alcala 
the road took us in the harsh and gran
ite-like country to Loeches, Arganda, 
Morata de Tajuna, Chinchon, and Vil-
latobas to Quintanar de la Orden, a 
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distance of about ninety miles. It was 
a waiTii Sunday afternoon; the villages 
seemed asleep; few vehicles or animals 
were on the road. Not much has changed 
in this dusty part of Spain since Cer-
vantes's day. Ahead of us, eminently 
real, were the lanky knight with his 
rusty helmet and aimor, mounted on his 
skinny nag, Rosin ante, followed by the 
short, squat Sancho Panza on his don
key. It was an illusion, of course, in the 
bright sunshine. At Quintanar we ate 
a hearty meal at the Don Quixote Al-
bergo and then returned via El Toboso, 
home of Don Quixote's imaginary Dul-
cinea, to Aranjuez and Madrid. 
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a thrilling experience. 
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TV A N D R A D I O 

THE ALFRED I. duPONT Awards 
in Radio-Television, established in 
1942, were somewhat erratic in 

quality until 1950. Commentators hon
ored annually included Fulton Lewis, 
Jr., Raymond Gram Swing, and John 
Cameron Swayze, In 1951, however, 
almost two decades of quality consist
ency began with the award of the com
mentator prize to Joseph C. Harsch, who 
was then broadcasting on a Boston radio 
station. Awards, after that, were given 
to such notable television and radio 
commentators as Gerald W. Johnson, 
Eric Sevareid, Edward P. Morgan, and 
Louis M. Lyons. The awards committee 
skipped the commentator prize in 1964, 
rather than compromise its standards. 

The rise in the stature of the awards 
was due to the appointment, in 1950, of 
Washington and Lee University as 
awards administrator, with O.W. Riegel 
as curator. (Prior to that, the awards had 
been administered by the Florida Na
tional Bank, of Jacksonville, Florida, a 
member of the duPont Trust.) The uni
versity attracted judges of independent 
mind, including Turner Catledge, man
aging editor of The New York Times; 
Clifford J. Durr, former member. Fed
eral Communications Commission; Law
rence Laurent, radio-TV editor for the 
Washington Post; W. McNeil Lowry, 
vice president, the Ford Foundation; Er-
win D. Canham, editor in chief of the 

The duPont Awards: Finis? 

Christian Science Monitor; and Richard 
B. Hull, former chairman of the board. 
National Association of Educational 
Broadcasters. 

Washington and Lee conducted the 
awards with integrity and considerable 
objectivity, stressing the total perform
ances of small broadcasting stations, 
broadening the awards spectrum to in
clude educational and noncommercial 
radio and television stations, and con
tinuing to recognize courage and inde
pendence in broadcast editorializing 
and commentary. The awards never 
generated big-time pubUcity in the an
nual blizzard of promotional broadcast
ing honors, but they developed a steadily 
mounting respect among people con
cerned about the public affairs dimen
sion of television and radio. Behind the 
scenes, however, a sixteen-year record 
was being written of conflict between 
the awards administration and the Flor
ida National Bank of Jacksonville. The 
story came to light recently, upon the 
bank's unilateral termination of the uni
versity's administration of the awards. 

When Mrs. Alfred I. duPont, who 
founded the awards in memory of her 
husband, asked Washington and Lee 
University to take over the administra
tion of the prizes, the university had re
quested, and received, autonomy in 
making the awards. In 1963, the judges 
gave the commentator award to How-

"They're biting half a mile up stream! 
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ard K. Smith. A group of political ex
tremists then picketed the award dinner, 
held in Washington. A new trust officer 
of the Florida bank ordered an investiga
tion. Testimony critical of the university 
was sought from broadcasting circles. A 
public relations man was subsequently 
hired by the trust officer. He consulted 
regularly with broadcast industry execu
tives in New York, one of whom, a(;cord-
ing to Professor Riegel, "became the de 
facto adviser of the Florida National 
Bank on the administration of the duPont 
Awards." These activities were carried 
out without notice to, or consultation 
with, the university committer of 
awards, or with Mrs. duPont, wlio has 
been inactive because of ill health. 

In 1965, the public relations man, on 
behalf of the trust ofHcer, continued "to 
suggest who would be, and who would 
not be, acceptable members of this com
mittee of awards." The bank insisted on 
"joint participation in selection of the 
judges, selection of a speaker for the 
awards dinner, and selection of an as
sistant curator." The university took the 
position that "for a public relations man 
employed by a Florida bank to guide, 
direct, or influence Washington and Lee 
University in the execution of the 
awards program was an absurdity, in
consistent with the character of a reputa
ble university, and a threat to the 
independence and integrity of the 
awards." The bank then terminated the 
awards arrangement. 

The chemistry of the affair, of course, 
was unstable from the start. The imiver-
sity, in its academic innocence;, was 
seriously trying to make honest, objec
tive awards. The bank urged in<;lusion 
on the judges' panels of broadcasters 
who would understand the promotional 
necessities of the awards enterpiise. It 
favored restricting awards to areas in 
which the broadcasters, and especially 
the networks, did relatively well, in 
news. That the romance lasted for as 
long as sixteen years is a tribute to both 
the patience of the university and the 
tolerance of the bankers. The duPont 
Trust reportedly is now seeking another 
educational institution to take over. 

Washington and Lee University prob
ably would wish to continue making 
its own awards, if the necessary support
ing funds could be made available. Fred 
C. Cole, president of the university, and 
O.W. Riegel, are proud of their ex
perience, which led, in the end, to self-
extermination. "This may be noble," said 
the former curator, "but who really 
cares? Come spring the broadcasters will 
award themselves their Emmies with 
the usual fanfare, and everyone will be 
happy." Many people do care, and 
would join in granting the last authentic 
Alfred I. duPont Award in Radio-Televi
sion to Washington and Lee University. 

—ROBERT LEWIS SHAYON. 
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