the Negro and the Negro to find his
way in the Army. In 1947 he was
named racial-relations adviser to the
Secretary of Defense. He has been
doing this kind of work under one
title or another ever since.
Up from Zero Per Cent
Before the Second World War there
were only five Negro officers in the
Army and none in the Navy, while
the Air Force was not yet a separate
service. Statistically, the advances the
Negro has made in the services appear quite small. However, when
you consider that it usually takes a
man almost two decades to become
a colonel and more to become a general, the statistics have more meaning.
A recent Air Force promotion list
named three more Negroes to colonel, to make a total of eight. There
are five Negro colonels in the Army.
In the Navy, the highest-ranking
Negro is a commander, equivalent
to lieutenant colonel. A Negro,
Lieutenant Commander Samuel L.
Gravely, was given command of the
U.S.S. Falgout, a radar picket ship,
this year. He is the first Negro in our
Navy's modern history to command
a ship.
Despite the official answer that
statistics on the percentages of Negro
officers are not available, it is a fact
that 2.8 per cent of all Army officers
are Negroes. In the Air Force that
figure is 1.4 per cent and in the Navy
and Marine Corps 0.1.
Although the Navy appears to be
slower than the other services in
bringing the Negro to his full potential, it must be remembered that a
decade ago the few Negroes who
were in the Navy were almost all
stewards. Even their noncoms wore
different uniforms than white men
of the same rank in different jobs.
Now more than sixty per cent of the
Navy's Negroes are out of the galley
and into the regular training and
operations cycles.
On the whole, progress in the
armed forces since President Truman issued Executive Order 9981 in
1946 is indeed substantial. That order said that the services would require "equality of treatment and
opportunity for all persons . . . without regard to race, color, religion or
national origin." This equality is
being won.

VIEWS # REVIEWS

The Foreseeable Future
A short story set in Southern Rhodesia
M. N. YORK
of mine have invited
-I some Africans to a cocktail party
this afternoon," said my sister Rosamond, who had come round for
Sunday-morning tea with Harry and
me. "How woidd you two like to
come along?"
"Stirring up the natives again,
are you, Rosamond?" my husband
said gruffly.
Harry was brought up in Johannesburg, and although he doesn't
like Verwoerd and prefers life here
in Southern Rhodesia, he thinks the
Africans here are being brought on
much too fast. Rosamond and f came
out of England about fifteen years
ago. I must say Rosamond is a bit
leftish—though in a respectable,
Anglican way—and she doesn't think
the Africans are being brought on
last enough. I am always being
caught in Harry's and Rosamond's
crossfire. To be truthful, I'm not the
least bit interested in politics or
racial problems, and I must say I
long for the old days, fust a short
time ago, most of us used to think
of Africans as servants and it never
entered our heads to worry that one
of them might become prime minister. "Government in European
hands for the foreseeable future"
was a phrase you used often to hear.
"Foreseeable future" had a comfortable sound, as if the future, by
some scientific, civilized method,
were, in fact, foreseeable—perhaps
at an observatory. I haven't heard
that phrase for some time now.

"TT'RIKNDS

Nowadays Africans are advancing
in a great many ways that certainly
weren't foreseeable a lew years ago.
The cinemas are multiracial, and
so are some of our hotel bars and
restaurants, and Africans are getting
clerical jobs one never dreamed of
their having before now. And of
course if change must come I'm sure
it's better to have it come this way
than violently, as it has in other Alrican countries.
Ever since the trouble began in
the Congo, our relatives in England
have been writing to find out
whether we're still alive here in
Southern Rhodesia. Apparently none
of them can read a map. Salisbury
is as far from Elisabethville as
London is from Milan. "Hadn't you
better get out of there?" they ask.
Never. I love my home—the house
that Harry and I planned together,
Tudor-style with mullion windows.
1 love the climate and our Rhodesian
way of life.
The three of us were having tea
in our garden, with all our lovely
English flowers in bloom around us
—snapdragon and sweet peas and
Canterbury bells. Here they grow
bigger and more brilliant than they
ever can in England, but they need
watching; the boy can't take care of
them on his own.
"After all," Rosamond was saying,
"our government stands for racial
partnership. Isn't is time you met
some of our partners socially?"
"If you and Beryl want to shake
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a lot of black hands, go ahead,"
Harry said.
"Who is having the party?" I
asked.
"Major and Mrs. L. T. P. GarthSmithers," Rosamond said triumphantly. "Xoxv will you come?"
With a furtive glance at Harry,
I said I would. Major Garth-Smithers
is an Old Rhoclesian. Both his
parents came to Salisbury in an ox
wagon about 1895. And Mrs. GarthSmithers is an earl's daughter. They
live in a lovely house in Highlands,
which is one of Salisbury's nicest
parts. In Highlands, there are sixteen thousand Europeans and seventeen thousand Africans, according to
the last count. All the Africans, ot
course, work for the Europeans. Life
in Rhodesia has always been very
comfortable.
"I never thought old Garth-Smithers gave tuppence lor the natives,"
Harry said. "What's got into him?"
Rosamond explained that the
Garth-Smitherses were moving with
the times. The party was to be in
honor of a Dr. Mwawa, who had j ust
returned to Southern Rhodesia after
ten years in London, where he had
made quite a name for himself in
medical research, Mrs. Garth-Smithers's father, the earl, had met Dr.
Mwawa in London and written that
he was a quiet, nonpolitical chap, unlike most Africans who go overseas
to get educated. Mrs. Garth-Smithers
thought it would be a wise thing to
show the doctor that he could be accepted here by real Rhodesians, before the local Nationalists got to him
and filled him with a lot of rubbish,
fust to make sure that he would
really come (because Africans haven't
quite grasped the responsibility of
accepting an invitation and if something comes up that they'd rather
do they simply don't appear), the
Garth-Smitherses were sending their
car to collect him.
I was glad the party was that
same evening, so Harry couldn't rag
me about it for days ahead. I didn't
want to argue with him about Africans. Of course he is always very
decent to them. If one of the servants
is sick, he'll always put himself out
to take him to hospital, and one time
when the garden boy put a knife
into a native-girl prostitute, Harry
even took her to hospital—and in the
middle of a rainy night, too. But

he thinks that they're all born liars
and take in laziness and deceit and
ingratitude with their mother's milk.
"I'll die with a gun in my hand
before I'll ever let a native tell me
what to do," he said one day to
Rosamond.
"So you will, then," Rosamond
said. It made me shudder. Not that
I really believe it could ever come
to that—so long as we Europeans
keep up standards. In our house, we
always say "please." I never wear
shorts, and when Harry or any
guest has had a drop too much I

the room under the crystal chandelier, rather stiffly holding glasses and
looking at one another, and most of
the Africans were sitting down. I
suppose that in their society a party
means squatting on their haunches
around the kraal campfire. I think
there must have been about fifty
people, about a dozen black and the
rest white. I thought Major and
Mrs. Garth-Smithers were wonderful
to have found a dozen Africans to
invite. Rosamond, of course, has met
a lot of the Nationalists, the kind
who are in and out of jail and that
the police have to follow, but the
Garth-Smitherses wouldn't want thai
sort. Major Garth-Smithers had got
hold of some Africans who work in
the civil service (that's another
change we've had lately—Africans doing desk jobs in the civil service),
and a chap who owns some shops
in the native reserves, and another
chap who runs a bus service, and
one of the African farmers who has
been allowed to buy his own farm.

Some of them had brought their
wives, including the farmer. I was
introduced to two cheery brown
women, and one of them said, "We
are Mrs. Mtumba. That is our husalways send the servants off to the band over there." Quite frankly, I
compound so that they won't be was rather surprised that the Garthset a bad example. My servants know Smitherses would invite anyone with
my standards and we get along very two wives, but I don't want to seem
well. I give them jam with their critical. After all, they were trying
food rations. I never lock anything very hard.
up, as many Rhodesian housewives
"Won't you have a chat with our
do, except I do lock up the liquor, guest of honor?" Mrs. Garth-Smithbecause it's not fair to tempt them, ers asked us nervously. She knew that
and I do have a lock on the tele- Rosamond was used to talking to
phone, because they run up the bill, Africans socially and had probably
and I do have a lock on the telly, been longing for her to arrive.
because there are a lot of proDr. Mwawa was sitting by himgrams on telly that aren't really self in a Hepplewhite armchair. He
suitable for anybody, let alone didn't rise. I would have thought
Africans. When we go out in the that in London he'd have learned
evening, we always take the children that a gentleman stands in the presalong and let them sleep in the car. ence of ladies
Lots of Rhodesians do that. It isn't
"Oh, Dr. Mwawa!" Rosamond
that I wouldn't trust Africans to said, very relaxed. "We've heard so
stay with them, I just simply like much about you. It's wonderful to
to know where my children are and be able to meet you!" We took the
what they're doing. And if you hire empty chairs beside him.
a European sitter, even half a dozen
The doctor inclined his head
times a month, it costs as much as the slightly. He was a very small, birdgarden boy's whole month's wages. like African, with large steel-rimmed
glasses, large, prominent ears, and a
W 7 H F . N Rosamond and I arrived, large suit. His expression was dig*» somewhat late, at the Garth- nified and remote. He held a full
Smitherses' party, the Europeans glass of orange squash.
were all standing in the middle of
"Do you find Southern Rhodesia
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changed since you left?" Rosamond
asked.
"Yes and no," said the doctor.
"1 see. And how do you find it
changed?"
Dr. Mwawa took a moment to consider this. "It has grown," he said.
Major Garth-Smithers brought us
drinks and Rosamond took a long
>>wig of hers.
"Have you a wile and children?" I
asked.
"Xo."
"I suppose you didn't have time
u> think about that in London. Now
I expect all the girls will be after
you."
Dr. Mwawa smiled slightly and adjusted his spectacles. Then he examined his glass of orange squash
as if he wondered why he should
have to hold it.
"Are you planning to practice
medicine here?" Rosamond asked.
"No."
"Oh. Well, that seems a shame.
The Africans so badly need doctors."
"Yes."
Even Rosamond was now losing
her composure. We both understood
why the chairs beside the doctor had
been vacant.
"Oh, there's Jeremiah Shashi!"
cried Rosamond suddenly. "Wonderful! I haven't seen him in ages." And
she leaped up and hurried off across
the room. It was most unkind of her,
I thought.
"You don't seem to care for orange
squash," I said to the doctor, for he
was still glaring at his glass. "May I
get you something else? Perhaps
some whisky?"
He gave me another of his tiny
smiles. "I am a dyed-in-the-wool
teetotaler," he said pleasantly.
I reminded myself that he was a
graduate of London University, but
his use of the idiom startled me.
Fortunately, Mrs. Garth-Smithers
bustled up as I sat there, frozen in
my chair, and introduced a young
African who had just arrived, and I
made my escape.
A CROSS the room I encountered
-*-*- Ruth Dingman, whom I had
never liked—she is one of those women who always want to do things
men do better, such as riding a motorcycle or standing for Parliament.
She did, in fact, stand in the last
election, and was defeated. Now
Voipmbpr 22. 1962
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JACK DANIEL'S BARRELMEN watch
over our Tennessee sippin' whiskey from the time
it goes into the warehouse until it conies out.
A lot of folks have said
our whiskey tastes pretty
smooth even before it
reaches the barrel. You see,
by the time every drop has
been seeped down through
10 feet of hard maple
charcoal, all the rough edges are gone. But as well
as Charcoal Mellowing works,
it can't completely replace
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the art of properly aging
MELLOWED
whiskey. And a sip of
DROP
Jack Daniel's, we believe,
will tell you these gentlemen
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take good care of that.
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she has changed her party liberalward and I have heard that she
plans to stand again. She was haranguing the Mtumbas—the farmer
and his family—when she spotted me.
"Oh, Mrs. Baynes," she said to
me, "how nice to see you here.
Where is your husband?" The Mtumbas drifted away.
"He had another engagement," I
said.
"Shame. He would have enjoyed
this party, woudn't he?" She looked
at me sharply, f gave her one of Dr.
Mwawa's tiny smiles.
"Here is Mr. . . . ," she said, waving a hand at a tall, middle-aged
African who was standing politely
by.
"Reverend Chimanimani," the African said, and put out his hand,
which I took. The back of it was
black and the palm pinkish. It was
the first African hand I had ever
touched.
"This is a most agreeable occasion," said the Reverend Chimanimani.
"Oh, isn't it?" Mrs. Dingman
agreed enthusiastically. "If more Africans and Europeans got together
like this our problems would be
solved, wouldn't they! Are you married, Mr. Chimanimani?"
"Yes." He bowed slightly every
time he spoke.
"A pity your wife didn't come—
or should I say wives!" Mrs. Dingman asked archly.
Mr. Chimanimani's smile laded
and he did not bow. "I am a minister, Madam," he said. "I am a
minister of the Methodist Church."
There was an awkward pause. "Do
you play golf?" 1 asked the Reverend.
Then I remembered that I had never
seen an African on a golf course,
except caddying.
Rosamond came up just then,
bringing fereniiah Shashi. They had
fresh drinks in their hands. Mr.
Shashi was a dapper African, wearing a not too clean white dinner
jacket and very tight black trousers.
"Rosey has been telling me that
you are her sister," he said to me.
"I'm surprised I have not met you
before."
"Beryl is married to a typical
South African," my sister said.
"Then we must brainwash him,"
said Mr. Shashi genially. "Is he here?
Let us start now."
40

"He's not here," 1 said thankfully.
"And what do you do?" asked
Mrs. Dingman.
"I am a musician. A composer,"
Mr. Shashi said. "Rut I work in the
post office." He took a long gulp
of his drink.
"Jerry is a very talented guitarist," Rosamond said. "He's promised
to come to my house soon and bring
some friends who play, too."
"Is your band available for
parlies?" I asked.
"No, no—you don't hire them,"
Rosamond said crossly. "They play
lor friends—as friends." Che walked
away.
"1 like parties," Jeremiah said. "I
like mixing up with people. Black
or white. It doesn't matter to me."

"You want Europeans to stay here,
don't you," Mrs. Dingman said with
sudden urgency.
"Europeans, Africans, it doesn't
matter to me. Eat together, sleep together, talk together, get the same
pay, the same education, the same
opportunities." He drank the rest of
his drink. "Why should an African
get eight pounds a month for the
same job that a European gets eighty
pounds a month for?"
Mrs. Dingman looked as if she
had heard a call to battle. "Now,
wait!" she said. "Just wait a minute
while I get another drink. I'll talk to
you about that!"
And oft she strode, just like a man,
to fill up her glass. I found myself
being multiracial on my own.
"It has been really cool lately,
hasn't it?" I began.
"Africans feel the cold, you know,"
Mr. Shashi said accusingly. "White
people think we don't mind walking,
walking, walking in the cold while
they go by in their cars. We mind!"
"Of course," I said soothingly. But
what more could I say? Here, take
my car?
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Back came Mrs. Dingman, grasping a whisky-and-soda.
"Now, my friend," she said. "You
mustn't forget that we Europeans
have brought you the opportunity to
work. We've brought factories, motorcars, everything, haven't we! Before
we came, you didn't even have the
wheel, did you! And you spent all
your time fighting and killing one
another, didn't you, and using the
land improperly!"
As Mr. Shashi began to frown,
Mrs. Dingman mustered a broad,
conciliatory smile. "Of course it
wasn't your fault that you were in
that state, but you must give yourselves time to evolve. And evolution
takes time. Look at the time it's
taken us Europeans," she added graciously.
"And revolution, on the other
hand, takes very little time," said
Mr. Shashi.
"I hope that is not a threat," Mrs.
Dingman said, with a grave expression. "There are laws against that
kind of talk, you know."
"Do you think we are happy with
the crumbs from your tables?" Mr.
Shashi said, raising his voice. "Do
you think I don't want a fine car,
a fine house like this?" He waved his
arms to include the chandelier, the
old hunting prints. "It's very nice.
I like it. I think I can live very
comfortable here."
"1 shall send you some pamphlets,"
Mrs. Dingman said in a kindly tone.
"I'm afraid you don't understand
economics."
"TVTow you must all eat," Mrs.
-L ^ Garth-Smithers said in a loud,
desperate voice, coming up with a
fresh display of hors d'oeuvres.
Mi. Shashi dropped his arms to
his sides, looked mournfully at the
pigs-in-blankets, and helped himself
to two. There was a silence while he
stuffed them into his mouth.
On ihe other side of the room, Dr.
Mwawa was leaving.
" Jolly good of you to come along,"
I heard Major Garth-Smithers saying with great heartiness. I did not
hear the doctor's reply, if there was
one. About a month later, we read
in the paper that he had joined the
Nationalist Party.
Rosamond came up and whispered
to me that she thought we should
go, too, in order to get Jerry away
THE REPORTER

THE PUBLISHERS OF THE DISTINGUISHED HARD-COVER MAGAZINES, AMERICAN HERITAGE AND HORIZON,
HAVE NOW CREATED TWO REMARKABLE NEW SERIES OF ILLUSTRATED HISTORY BOOKS DESIGNED FOR
YOUNG READERS 10 AND UP: THE AMERICAN HERITAGE JUNIOR LIBRARY, WHICH FOCUSES ON AMERICAN
HISTORY; AND HORIZON CARAVEL BOOKS, VOYAGES OF DISCOVERY INTO WORLD HISTORY AND CULTURE.

Spark a sense
of real history
in your
young reader
with these two
exciting new
series from
AMERICAN HERITAGE
ow do you spark a sense of
history in the boy or girl you
care most about? How can
you tune a young ear to the voice of
the past which can tell so much about
the present and the future? Fiction
; alone cannot reflect what really happened. And textbooks, necessarily
packed with dates and facts, are more
to be memorized than marvelled at.
American Heritage has now met
the need imaginatively, with books
that bring back to life the great, true
adventures of the past.

H

The writing: Each volume, devoted to one
outstanding age, person or achievement
is written in clear, lively, unpatronizing
language designed to intrigue a restless
young mind. Anecdotes abound; great
figures becomes believable people in
colorful vignettes.
The illustrations: Dozens of pictures from
the period help the reader see the age as
it saw itself. They are beautifully reproduced; many are in full color. AH add a
documentary dimension to the story of
history as it happened.

To read the volumes of
the AMERICAN HERITAGE
JUNIOR LIBRARY (see list-

^
en •••-•
ing of titles below) is
to plunge into America's biography as
it really was. Here again is the November dawn as the Mayflower passengers
sighted Cape Cod... the afternoon Crazy
Horse swooped down on Custer . . . the
morning the Wright brothers were aloft
59 seconds. The New York Times called
these books, "An outstanding contribution to the field." A 10-year-old in Norwalk said, "I never knew history could
be so much fun."
;
'•cm
+IOR1Z0N
CARAVEL
BOOKS

The brand new HORIZON
CARAVEL BOOKS guide an
exploring young reader
into the great eras of
world history that precede and surround the
American experience. In
RUSSIA UNDER T H E

he stands with Darius the Great
and his invading horde of 512 B.C.,
watching with bewilderment as the
strange Scythians chase a rabbit instead
of doing battle; then he moves down the
centuries from the Golden Horde to the
Red Revolution, with a people torn between East and West, stamped by blood

CZARS,

and brilliance. In HEROES OF POLAR
he embarks with history's
first polar hero, Pytheas the Greek, on
his voyage to Iceland in 325 B.C.; then
follows the intrepid men, from the Vikings to the scientists of the I. G. Y., who
dared the frozen wilderness at the ends
of the earth. In KNIGHTS OF THE CRUSADES, he rides into the Battle of Hastings with the Norman horsemen, swords
swinging and lances poised; then relives
the whole fascinating, feudal age with
its brave, bloody struggle to win the
Holy Land from the Saracens.

EXPLORATION,

These books cost a little more.. .They are
worth more. Compare them with others
at your bookseller's and you'll see why.
The handsome design, sturdy binding,
fine paper and unusual number of illustrations—plus the kind of scholarship,
research and superb writing that has
earned American Heritage its distinguished reputation—will make you
proud to own them. Nor are they "juveniles" in the ordinary sense.
Each title becomes a permanent addition to your family library. And you
yourself will find them a surprisingly
entertaining way to refresh your own
knowledge. Examine them soon. $3.95
a volume.

WHICH OF THESE SUBJECTS IN THE AMERICAN HERITAGE JUNIOR LIBRARY IS CLOSEST TO YOUR YOUNGSTER'S INTERESTS? WESTWARD ON
THE OREGON TRAIL • D-DAY, THE INVASION OF EUROPE • THE PILGRIMS AND PLYMOUTH COLONY • DISCOVERERS OF THE NEW WORLD
NAVAL BATTLES AND HEROES • THOMAS JEFFERSON AND HIS WORLD • INDIANS OF THE PLAINS • COWBOYS AND CATTLE COUNTRY
THE STORY OF YANKEE WHALING • PIRATES OF THE SPANISH MAIN • STEAMBOATS ON THE MISSISSIPPI • RAILROADS IN THE DAYS OF
STEAM • THE FRENCH AND INDIAN WARS • GREAT DAYS OF THE CIRCUS • TEXAS AND THE WAR WITH MEXICO • THE CALIFORNIA GOLD
RUSH • TRAPPERS AND MOUNTAIN MEN • MEN OF SCIENCE AND INVENTION
D I S T R I B U T E D BY M E R E D I T H PRESS
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40.000 Jews are
• liuing again

f-

^ f t in Germany
This is their
true story

Norbert Muhlen, a veteran reporter, "a
master of his profession" (Newsweek), has
made numerous trips to Germany, interviewed government officials and private
individuals, sifted documents and historical works. Now, for the first time, he tells
about Germany's Jews today, answering
such questions as: Has anti-Semitism vanished from German soil? Who are the Jews
living in Germany? Why did they return?
Do they intend to stay? The Survivors is
an assessment of postwar Germany and a
tribute to the courage and determination
of the Jews living there today.
$3.95
With an introduction by Hans Kohn

THE SURVIVORS
by Norbert Muhlen
•
THOMAS Y. CROWELL COMPANY
. 301 Park Avenue South, New York 3, N. Y. _
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"The richest source of Soviet literature yet made available" - NEW
STATESMAN. A unique collection of
writing that has burst the bonds of
"socialist realism"—from Pasternak, in
1918, to Evtushenko.
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a DISSONANT
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r] SOVIET
m LITERATURE
by PATRICIA BLAKE
m Edited
and MAX HAYWARD
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$5.95. now at your bookstore
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" The best single-volume
guide available!"*

SOUTH AMERICA
ATOZ
By Robert S. Kane
Author of AFRICA A TO Z
A complete and authoritative one volume
guide covering: itineraries, costs, transport, sightseeing, accommodations, shopping, other travel essentials; plus a
complete survey of the historical, politic
cal, and cultural factors which have
contributed to shaping each of the 14
South American nations.. Illustrated with
maps, photographs. "Washington News
At all booksellers. $4.95

IDOUBLEDAYI

before he had drunk too much.
"Then standards will go down,
"A lovely party, Sheila, " she said down, down," I said. "When your
to Mrs. Garth-Smithers.
friend Mr. Shashi moves into the
"Do you think it was a success?" Garth-Smitherses' house, as he obMrs. Garth-Smithers asked anxiously. viously expects to do, he and his
"I see Ruth Dingman is taking Mr. twenty or thirty relatives will make
Shashi's address, so perhaps they've it a shambles. They'll stop up the
made friends."
plumbing, use the Hepplewhite for
"Perhaps," Rosamond said. "Any- firewood—"
way, it was a smashing effort, Sheila."
"Oh, rubbish, Beryl." We were at
Jerry came just behind us, lurch- my front gate now. I didn't ask
ing slightly. "Many thanks, Madam," Rosamond in, because I was afraid
he said to Mrs. Garth-Smithers. "I she would put Harry into a rage.
have enjoyed myself."
"Good. I am so glad."
FTER she drove away, I stood for
"I like your house. I could be
a while in the garden in the
happy in your house."
bright moonlight. It was so bright
"Thank you."
that you could almost see that the
"Africans don't have houses like poinsettias were vivid red and the
mimosa yellow. Before the Eurothis."
"Come along, Jerry," Rosamond peans came, the country where Salisbury is now was just brown bush and
said, taking him by the arm.
Outside, she steered him to his red-gray rocks. It still is, outside the
car and told him to walk around a suburbs. Except in the rainy season,
bit and breathe some fresh air be- it is very dry and tawny, the perfect
fore driving home. There was a full cover for lions. Color comes only in
moon and the air was cold and re- snatches—a red aloe, an iridescent
bird, a treeful of shiny green Kaffir
vivifying.
oranges, or perhaps a deadly snake
"Yes, Madam," he said.
"And don't call me Madam," Rosa- as tenderly green as new leaves.
mond said.
Now, while I stood there under
"But you are acting like Madam. the moon and looked at my own
You are being paternalistic."
well-tended garden, I happened to
"You've had too much to drink. remember driving along a backI'd say it to anybody, of any color. country road one day and suddenly
coming upon a few scrawny poinsetYou know that, Jerry."
He laughed in a way that sounded tias planted by the roadside. Euromocking and disagreeable. I took peans had planted them, of courseAfricans don't care about beautifymy sister firmly by the arm.
"Good-night, Mr. Shashi," I said. ing the roadside—and they were
scrawny and pathetic because nobody
"Rosamond, come along."
"What's the matter?" Rosamond was watering them or taking care of
said, as we drove away. "You act as their soil. I've never told anyone this,
if you were expecting the Mau Mau." because I'm afraid it sounds a bit
"Don't be silly," I said. "I just eccentric, but I stopped the car to
think your intoxicated friend rather see if there wasn't a little stream
nearby where I could get some water
let his side down."
"Why should he not get drunk?" for them. I even tried to ask a
Rosamond said. "Harry gets drunk." native woman who was trudging by
"But if Mr. Shashi wishes to make with a baby on her back and a Primus stove on her head, but of course
a good impression—"
"Maybe we didn't make a good im- she didn't understand English. She
pression on him. Have you thought just looked at me out of her black,
blank face (that blankness that
of that?"
"Now, Rosamond," I said firmly. Harry calls stupidity and Rosamond
calls ignorance) and then walked on.
"You must admit it is we who must
I got back into my car and left
set the standards. They are only
those perishing dabs of flowers—
seventy years out of the trees."
and I drove away across the vast,
"Please don't use that horrible
dry, lion-colored country. When you
cliche," Rosamond said. "Don't for- live in Salisbury and don't get out
get that in Southern Rhodesia there of town very often, you really forare thirteen of them to every one of get you're in Africa.
us. We must do some compromising."
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by HENRY ALLEN
DIRECTIONS
1) Eoch crossword definition contains two
clues. One is a conventional synonym; the
other a pun, anagram, or play on words.
2) Letters from the acrostic should be transferred to the corresponding squares in the
crossword, and vice versa.
3) The initial letters of the correct words in
the acrostic w i l l , when read down, spell out
the name of a prominent person: the acros*
tician.

A.

76 133 208 90 218 96 2 176 24 A conceded
explosive attached to some harmless
object (5, 4).

B.
30 206 156" UJ 54 142" T4 lo" 128 4" Precise
items of information (5,5).
C.

220" T04~ T57i884Ti2TV682602i2o"2
Small pieces of rope passing through
eyelet holes of a sail; the name of the
midshipmen's handbook at the U.S. Naval
Academy (4,6).

D.
74 36 134 T72 84 T98" 92 52" A poisonous

alkaloid, C ) Q H ] 4 N 2 .
E.
32 214 216 144" Settlement on the southwest coast of Arabia, including Perim
Island.

F.
12 152 164 192 103 Title of a Javanese
ruler.
G.
190 66 162 70 224 210 150 182 79 82
Headline in many papers for a time in
November, 1948 (5,5).
H.
34 48 72 196 6 178 93 112 166 Meat
carcasses of a certain portion sometimes
sold to home freezer owners (4,5 V
114 194 20 110 126 68 180 Members of the
tree family Prunus amygdalus.
J.

40" T60 FTo" 42" 8" 98 222 Sailed with the
wind on the quarter (3,4).
K.

38 28 60 64 174 100 A fairy romance by
Baron de la Motte Fouque, 1811.
L.
87 44 T36~26 T2J50 18 139 186 202 106
A slang term used to express a large sum
of money, usually what has been gained
in a business deal (4,6).

Across
16. Many on the friend of Abner form a
pillar.
23. Once about to cry? That's rich!
46. See 196 across.
57.This nobleman is almost droll when
he's about.
91. Not well when subservient to the
climate (5,3,7).
121. Is this kind of securing mechanism
used to bind alliances together?
(11,4).
166. Nips up, and may whirl too.
171. The old boy is under a line, or lines,
rather.
196. With 46 across, an epithet applied
to the Acrostician (6,2,10).
205. Praise former bridge fare.
Down
2, Bellows forward or about Roman art.
4. Quiet what's under the flank.
6. Survived with no point when confused by such remarks.
8. A game of golf from 171 with no
French bays.
10. The Murgatroyd family suffered
from this while on a cruise which
I left.

12. Think about what still waters do.
14. As (5), an oak source; as (1,4),
something on the toe.
76.The kind of game that might be
played by a specialized bakery, in
short.
82. Was he a first rate person to hold
such a bundle?
84.Mark this. I want the doublet.
90.It's all right with the Confederate
soldier upset about being out of
funds.
95.The French king is found in the
broiling sun, poor fellow!
101. This girl has an arbor in one state.
124. Bled about the terminus and got
mixed together.
132. A trowel may return this on the
investment (3,4).
152. What the actor wants, or how he
may speak on stage.
156.Let the sailor die? No! Let him
remain, instead.
158.Did the Three Little Pigs' wolf
feel this irritated when he couldn't
blow the brick house down?
160. Is this serpent the favorite of
mathematicians?
164.Is a quiver an appropriate container
for this condiment?

M.
TBIf 58 130 184 136 147 A jinx.
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