
Oxford University Press 

Yeats 
Harold Bloom 
This, the most comprehensive and advanced study of Yeats and his 
work, sets forth in detail the precise relations of all of Yeats's writings 
to the Romantic tradition. Professor Bloom shows Yeats to be at once 
the culmination and the betrayal of that tradition. The book offers the 
most complete account yet given of Yeats's mythic system, analyzes all 
of Yeats's earlier work, and traces the complexities of the lifelong 
influence of Blake and Shelley upon Yeats. Finally, Mr. Bloom provides 
full commentaries upon all the later poems and plays that will upset 
most now prevalent interpretations of the famous works of Yeats's 
mature years. $12.50 

The Rise of Modem China 
Immanuel C. Y. Hsii 
"A monumental history of China . . . This is highly sophisticated schol
arship that achieves a certain freshness and depth of insight wedded 
to a philosophically ordered objectivity that doubtless only a writer 
of Hsii's dual background could give it. . . . A very nearly definitive 
work." — Publishers' Weekly. 129 illustrations, 14 text maps, 2 endpaper 
maps. 114.50 

The Jazz Tradition 
Martin Williams 
"Almost no other writer on jazz has as clear a view of the essential 
landmarks of jazz history as Martin Williams. T H E JAZZ TRADITION is 
a brilliant and concise summation of the major developments and fig
ures of jazz." — GuNTHER ScHULLER. "Just finished reading T H E JAZZ 
TRADITION and it held OV Satch spellbound.... He has so much to say." 
— LOUIS ARMSTRONG $6.50 

The New York Police 
COLONIAL TIMES TO 1901 

James Richardson 
Mr. Richardson's account of the development of "New York's finest" 
analyzes the role of the police in American life, particularly during 
the nineteenth century, and also tells a great deal about the social 
history of New York. "[A] work of able scholarship." — ARTHUR 
ScHLEsiNGER, JR. (Urban Life in America series.) $8.50 

Industrial Slavery 
in the Old South 
Robert S. Starobin 
The nature of slavery in the United States and in the political economy of 
the Old South is put in a new perspective by Mr. Starobin's examination 
of the use of slave labor in southern industries from 1790 to 1861. "An 
important breakthrough in the study of slavery . . . will become re
quired reading for all serious people in the field."—EUGENE D . GENOVESE, 
University of Rochester. 18 illustrations. $7.95 

At all bookstores 
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with her daddy, Arthur T. Rivers, 
thirty-nine; her mommy, Frances L. 
Rivers, thirty-four; her brother Steven, 
eight; Grandma Mary Lockridge, seven
ty; and Jane Williamson, described as 
a sixty-three-year-old divorced boarder. 

It doesn't sound like a very peaceful 
household, and I imagine that Art 
Rivers has his hands full when his 
mother-in-law and cantankerous Jane 
get to drinking and hollering and 
throwing lamps at each other. 

But that's not what bothers me; it's 
little Patty, whose age is listed on the 
form as "0." Now we know that Patty 
can't possibly be zero. From the mo
ment of birth everybody has some 
age, be it seconds, minutes, hours, 
days, months, or years. As a matter of 
fact, it says that Patty was born in 
August 1969. (It also notes that she 
was "never married," which figures.) 
Patty isn't one year old yet, to be sure. 
But she certainly isn't zero. Anybody 
with an eight-month-old baby girl in 
the house knows that "0" is just plain 
ridiculous. 

I think Art Rivers was wrong, and 
did his youngest child an injustice, 
when he wrote zero. Maybe he really 
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meant to put "7'/2 months" but was 
distracted by Mary's throwing Jane 
down the cellar stairs. With those two 
around, a man can't even think. 

—DERECK WILLIAMSON. 

P o e m 

This has no meaning 
and no being. 
It is not a poem. 
It has no meter 
to speak of, no form; 
no overflow, no Angst, 
no wisdom, power, 
tension, image, rhyme;. 

an empty drawer 
(one poor metaphor) 

It has no myth, 
no archetypal pull, 
defaults on diction, 
and says no more 
than prose could say 
much better. For once 
I know for sure: 
here are some words 
that do not form a poem. 
What luxury, what ease; 
I won't revise a word. 
No pain, no pang, 
no poem. Now, 
what shall I call it? 

—ALAN VAN DINE. 
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109 West 57th Street, N.Y., N.Y. 

Steinway Hall. It's more than a piano showroom. It's a 
music museum, as well. Here, on display, are letters 
from Sibelius, Berlioz, Liszt. A straight-strung piano 
built by Henry E. Steinway in 1836. Paintings of fa
mous musicians like "Beethoven and Nature" by N. C. 
Wyeth and "The Death of Mozar t " by Chambers. 
Room after room of piano memorabilia that would most 
likely be in the Smithsonian today. If it weren't part of 
Steinway's own 117-year history, too. 
Downstairs, Steinway craftsmen are constantly at work 

voicing and regulating the more than 40 concert grands 
Steinway maintains for visiting concert pianists. Here 
too, in halls once trod by Hoffmann, Rachmaninoff and 
Paderewski, tomorrow's immortals come to select pianos 
for their concert performances. 
There are, of coufse, other people who come just to buy 
pianos. They are welcome, too. Because anyone with an 
interest in music is welcome at Steinway Hall. 
For more information write to John H. Steinway, 
Steinway Hall, 109 West 57th St., N.Y, N.Y. 10019. 

Steinway & Sons 
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Top of My Head 
Goodman Ace 

Speak Softly and Carry 
a Big Ax Handle 

HEAVEN KNOWS I've been trying for a 
year and three months to follow the 
admonition of our President to speak 
softly. It should have been easy. All it 
requires is to make sure, when you 
discuss politics, that the other man is 
on your side. But we live in a climate 
of fear, and you can't tell the players 
without—excuse it—a scare card. 

It 's the fashion, these days of the 
newly formed Silent Majority, for all 
citizens to be "aware." But everyone 
you talk to is tensely wary of your 
particular awareness. So tense, any in
nocuous conversation can raise the in
tensity of the sound level by several 
decibels. 

"How are you?" can often lead to a 
feverish argument about Medicare. 

"Nice weather, isn't it?" will bring on 
an asthmatic debate on the causes of 
pollution. 

"My regards to your family," can 
lead to an explosive conversation about 
overpopulation. 

"Where's your son these days?" and 
you're suddenly talking about Viet
nam and the relative merits of life in 
Sweden or Canada. 

No topic is sacrosanct. Recently at 
a lunch with a guy, I was going on at 
some length about a daring social re
form—something like they should nev
er abolish hot lunches for school chil
dren. Although I spoke softly, my 
companion had become agitated. 

"Who said they're going to abolish 
hot lunches?" he asked. 

"I read it in the morning paper." 
"Newspapers," he scoffed. "I don't 

believe what I see in the papers. I have 
to see it in black and white." 

As I wondered in what color he 
thought my paper was printed, he 
leaned close and whispered hoarsely, 
"You know what I think you are?" 

"No. What do you think I am?" 
He looked furtively over his shoul

der. He was going to spare me a public 
defamation. "You're a liberal," he 
hissed. 

I paled visibly. Here I had gone and 
taken sides again. No matter how much 

Think 
Tuesday. 

Teacher^s 
The Scotch that made Tuesday famous. 

86 Proof Scotch Whisky Blended and Bottled in Scotland ©Schieffelin & Co., N.Y., Importers" 

I had lowered my voice, I was being 
labeled and libeled. No matter how 
painfully I try to straddle fences, I al
ways get it where it hurts most. 

I even type softly. Yet, there's always 
some reader with an alert inner ear 
that picks up the sound of my trousers 
ripping as I try typographically to 
climb a fence. Like this out-of-towner 
who wrote at some length to straighten 
out my thinking on some controversial 
political figure. As I read his letter, I 
found myself vacillating. 

I can vacillate as easily as the next 
man. Vacillation is the order of the 
day. Vacillation goes hand in hand 
with lowering our voices. Even the top 
man in our government, Vice President 
Agnew, vacillated recently as he spoke, 
in modulated voice, though sharply, 
against the men with ax handles who 
attacked a bus carrying children to 
school. That was down in Thurmond 
country, where the government's voice 
has often been softly conciliatory, in 
tune with Southern strategy. 

And so I vacillated as I read this let
ter. The writer had almost convinced 
me until I read his final paragraph: 
"Why don't you stop running with that 
Madison Avenue pack and learn to 
think for yourself?" 

Then I realized he was asking me to 
think not for myself, but for himself. 
Now, I defend the right of the Silent 
Majority to write from the heartland 
of America, where our President says 
they reside. I can vouch they do, and 
that they have too often been silent. 
Two sisters who live in Oklahoma and 
Missouri haven't sent me a birthday 
card in years. 

As I read the morning paper, teeter
ing on my fence, I came across an As
sociated Press dispatch from Portland, 
Oregon. There had been some shoplift
ing in the Reed College Bookshop. The 
owner put up a sign asking customers 
to remove their coats. One day, in 
walked eight students, six boys and 
two girls, removed all their clothing, 
and walked nude through the shop. 

Well, although my lapels are narrow 
and my ties are narrow, my mind is 
wide open on the revolt of the student 
body. But I just couldn't dig the sym-
bohsm of this body demonstration. The 
significance seems also to have escaped 
the other students in the shop, who, the 
story reports, "pretty much ignored 
those in the buff." I can understand 
why they didn't lift their eyes from 
the books they were browsing, con
sidering what's in books these days. 

You will notice, I hope, that I'm still 
speaking softly, although there are 
days when I wonder: If we are to con
tinue lowering our voices, shouldn't 
someone, somehow, somewhere along 
the line, be doing something about 
raising our goals? 
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We may tell you more 
about yourself 

than you care to knoiv. 
PSYCHOLOGY TODAY is aboutyour hopes. Your fears. Your 
potentialities. And what science has learned about them. 

Every month, you'll read in its pages what the world's 
foremost authorities have to say about the human condi
tion. Men like B. F. Skinner. RoUo May. Ashley Mon
tagu. David Riesman. Bruno Bettelheim. These behav
ioral scientists explain their latest discoveries in clear, 
straightforward language, without oversimplifications or 
pseudo-profundities. 

Some of their findings are reassuring. Some are alarm
ing. Some just plain fascinating. All of them are a giant 
step ahead of the kind of psychology you may have picked 
up in school. Or from your friends who are in analysis. 

Where psychological writing all too often tends to nar
row the possibilities—reducing almost every impulse to 

oedipal complexes, guilt feelings or sexual hang-ups — 
PSYCHOLOGY TODAY has just the opposite attitude. It sees 
the behavioral sciences as enlarging our possibilities... 
as endlessly multiplying the choices open to us. Instead 
of seeing men and women in black and white, PSYCHOL
OGY TODAY finds human behavior encouragingly colorful. 

In its graphics, PSYCHOLOGY TODAY is a splendid gal
lery of all the things we've lately learned about the mys
teries of perception. Each issue is a visual adventure... 
an uninhibited collaboration between science and art. 
Many issues include revealing tests, visual experiments 
and fold-out games. 

Doesn't this sound like a magazine you ought to see? If 
you agree, we'll be glad to send you a complimentary copy. 
Just mail the coupon and you'll receive the latest issue. 

Among the current and 
PSYCHOLOGY 

The Grim Generation 
Does ESP Exist? 
Learning Under Drugs 
Is Suicide a Human Right? 
Are Leaders Made or Bom? 
Impulse, Aggression & the Gun 
Homosexuality Reconsidered 
The Sickness of Corporations 
Hiding from Big Brother 
Adult Play Therapy 
Love and Will 
The Mentally Retarded Child 

coming articles in 
TODAY: 
Is Man a Machine? 
The Nudity Explosion 
Who Will Help in a Crisis? 
Dangers of Group Therapy 
Are I.Q. Tests Intelligent? 
Memory's Molecular Maze 
Can We Immunize the Weak? 
Nudity in Group Therapy 
A Conversation with Masters 

& Johnson 
The White Race and Its Heroes 
Breast Feeding 

Receive the current issue as a gift and begin a better 
understanding of your children, your spouse, your boss, 
your mother-in-law 

...yourself. psychology today 
PSYCHOLOGY TODAY 6-233 
P.O. Box 2990, Boulder, Colorado 80302 
Please send me my complimentary current issue of PSYCHOLOGY TODAY. I 
may keep my sample copy and owe nothing. However, unless I cancel, you 
may enroll me as a trial subscriber and send me the next 11 issues. Bill me 
after my subscription has started for just $6.00, my special Introductory 
rate—instead of the regular $10 annual price. 

Name 

Address. 

City-

(Please Print) 

-State. -Zip. 
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Don't Lose 
Your Child 

k in the 
rGeneration 

Gap... Instead, learn new ways of making 
nse to your child so ttiat, when he 

grows up, he will make sense to you. 

And t h a t ' s j u s t what you w i l l learn f r om 

The Child in The Family 
a newly translated book by Dr. Maria Montes-
so r i . . . t he woman who reuolutionized modern 
thinking about children and education. 
By examining the child's relationship to the 
family unit, she reveals how the rift that ex
pands into a generation gap gets started. 

Get your copy now and keep the lines of 
communication open between you and 
your cliild. 
Available at your bookstore or direct from publisher 

Henry Regnery Co., Dept. 315, 
114 West I l l inois St. Chicago, I I I . 60610 
Please rush copies of Maria Montessori's 
newly translated book, THE CHILD IN THE 
FAMILY, @ $4.95 per copy. Payment is enclosed. 
If 1 am rot completely satisfied I may return 
the book(s) within 10 days for a complete refund 
of the purchase price. 

Address 

City State Zip 
[llinois residents please add 5 % sales tax. 

Americans past and present 
whs chose to tiin ahroad 

''An 
engaging 
read/^-Harper's 

"A kaleidoscopic, voluminously de
tailed picture of life abroad as experi
enced by some of the better known 
'expatriates' in our history—from 
Thomas Jefferson to Princess Grace 
and the contingent of hippies, draft 
evaders and army deserters currently 
living... outside our borders Among 
the artists and writers-in-exile are 
Sargent, Whistler, Henry James, Edith 
Wharton, Stephen Crane and, closer 
to our own time, Gertrude Stein, Hem
ingway and the Fitzgeralds. With 23 
photos and a formidable bibliography." 
-Publishers' Weekly $7.95 

By the author of Taste in America 

THOMAS Y. CROWELL COMPANY 
NEW YORK, N.Y. 10003 

Trade Winds 
Cleveland Amory 

We've always thought that one of the 
types we could most easily do without 
these days is the type who puts a "g" 
in the word luxury. You know—that 
bird who tells you, in those TV ads, 
that a certain car is the last word in 
"lugsury." And the worst of it is, it's 
all the models, too—not just the delugs. 
In any case, we now know, via Sally 
Jones of San Antonio, Texas, that there 
are worse types. For Miss Jones un
earthed the following clipping, com
plete with headline, from the San An
tonio Express: 

s o WOULD 

THE GENTILES 
As the hearing in 57th District Court 
concerning obscenity at a local book
store unfolded. Assistant Dist. Atty. 
John Quinlan was busily engaged ask
ing questions of a vice bureau detec
tive. 

Suddenly Judge Franklin Spears 
halted the proceedings and stated: 
"Mr. Quinlan, if you wouldn't refer to 
genitals as gentiles, I would appreci
ate it." 

Our Advertisement of the Fortnight 
also contained a stern typo. Bernard 
Witlieb of New York located it in the 
"New Arrivals" list from Barnes & 
Noble: 

THE STATE OF THE UNION MESSAGES OF 

THE PRESIDENTS: 1790-1966. 
The State of the Union messages tell 
dramatically the tribulations of a 
growing nation. Compiled and indexed 
for the first time, these documents 
present a weeping view of American 
history. 

If there's one thing we look for in a 
history book, it's the broad weep. In 
any case, more than one correspondent 
culled one particular typo from the 
New York Post. Mary Roche of the 
Bronx sent it first: 

Moscow (AP)—A top Soviet scientist 
not only approves of computer dating, 
he believes it "expedient to use com
puters to help people choose a souse." 

Expedient, perhaps, but we'd hate to 
compute the data by data expense. As 
for the Classified Story of the Fort
night, it was unclassified by James 
Crombie of Sarasota, Florida, in a 
paper called The Islander: 

FOR SALE: Stainless steel clam 
cooker, capacity 35 people. 

You could probably get away with it, 
too, provided everybody else on the pic

nic clammed up. Meanwhile, in honor 
of tax month, we commend Atlas mag
azine for uncovering April's most un
usual tax story. It seems a Swedish 
countess by the name of Cecilia Lewen-
haupt, living in a 106-year-old mansion, 
found the upkeep, expenses, and taxes 
were just too much. Apparently no one 
would take it off her hands—even as a 
gift. So what did she do? She blew it 
up—with dynamite. 

Out in Tucson, Arizona, at the Nucleus 
Club, we found rancher Frank Apple-
ton, who recently turned his 8,000-acre 
spread into a research ranch for en
vironmental and extinct species studies, 
very concerned about another issue— 
the lowering of the voting age. "I think," 
he told us, "they ought to lower it at 
both ends. Why should you retire a fel
low from General Motors, say, at sixty-
five—and then let some ninety-year-old 
nut go on voting? Or, for that matter, 
go on chairmaning some Congressional 
committee?" We had no answer, save 
stern agreement. "After all," Appleton 
concluded, "what's good for General 
Motors ought to be good for something 
else." 

In honor of the baseball season, we 
liked best a brief index item on the 
front page of the San Francisco Chron
icle: 

SPORTS 
Hal Lanier hit a grandslam homer as 
the Giants walloped the Athletics, 
14-14, in an exhibition game. 

A close rout, all right. But we our
selves were present at one real wallop 
or rout—when the New York Rangers, 
facing hockey play-off extinction, not 
only had to defeat the Detroit Red 
Wings in the final game, but also had 
to score as many goals more than five 
as possible. This was because the Mon
treal Canadiens, who also had to lose 
to the Chicago Black Hawks in their 
last game for the Rangers to make the 
playoffs, would have qualified instead 
had they scored more than five goals, 
even in losing. Because, with two teams 
tied, the team scoring most goals gets 
into the play-offs. Have you got it? Well, 
we knew you wouldn't. But never mind. 
The point is the Rangers won 9 to 5, 
meaning that Montreal had to score 
five goals to beat them (four wouldn't 
do it because, if both teams have the 
same number of goals scored, then 
goals against—well, never mind). Any
way, as we were saying, first the Rang-
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