Virginia & Perique
and nothing else

Only two kinds of tobacco ever go into
Cope’s Eseudo. Virginia and luscions
dark Perique from Louisiana. No other
tobaccos—and emphatically no scent
or flavouring. It was back in 1912 that
one of our blenders had this wild idea
of ereating a luxury tobacco using just
two kinds of leaf. Or rather it was then
that he perfected the blend: no-one
knows how long it took him. Today we
still make Esendo the same way, from
the same two aristoeratic leaves. We
still zo through the pleasant business of
rolling it in string to mature (a method
pinched from England’s old mariners).
And we still think Eseudo is the most
civilised tobacco in the world. See if
vou don’t agree.

If you have any difficulty in getting
Esendo, please write for the address of
your nearest stockist to the importers:
A. Oppenheimer & Co. Inc., 230 West
Passaic Street, Mavwood, New Jersey.

ESCUDO -Cope’s
very special tobacco
from England

THE "ART GALLERIES

Whither, Whither?

HE absurdity explosion, which in
the field of what is broadly called
painting has already produced the
phenomenon of “pure-art” artists sed-
ulously imitating the works of “impure”
artists on the order of cartoonists, mak-
ers of comic strips, poster painters, and
similar former artistic untouchables;
the phenomenon of art-
ists, at work in a field
that might vaguely be
called “relief” (or even
three-dimensional ), striv-
ing mightily to produce
painted plaster replicas of
blueberry pies on a plate,
ice-cream cones, biscuits,
and platters of pork
chops, in the style of the
men of the Lower Fourth Avenue Res-
taurant Supply Store school, who make
the same items for shop windows;
and—perhaps the crowning touch—
the possibility (cheerily entertained by
the press) that another pure artist, who
turned out a composition made up en-
tirely of cartons for Brillo, might be
threatened with a lawsuit by the man
who designed the cartons, himself a
“pure” artist most of the time but one
who apparently dabbles in impurity now
and then for financial reasons . . . Well,
I have got myself involved in a fairly
long sentence, but the nub of the matter
is that this same explosion scems now to
have carried far enough to include
sculpture. That is, if the new Whitney
Annual—the first in a good many
years, I believe, to be devoted entirely
to that one branch of the arts—is to be
trusted, and I think it is, for the ex-
hibition gives every indication of both
careful and catholic selection. It sug-
gests, too, by the way, that when the
explosion zeroed in on sculpture, it
scattered it in just about all directions.
Sculpture used to be a fairly staid
art form compared to its flightier sister,
painting, and the modes it embraced
were simple in classification. There
were old, established terms for them
most of them, oddly, derived from
painting—and they were readily un-
derstandable to even the most casu-
ally instructed amateur. One spoke
of “Impressionist” sculpture (Rodin)
and “Classic” (Maillol), “Abstract”
(Archipenko, Arp), “Constructivist”
(Gabo, Pevsner), and that, plus a very
few other sorts—oh, yes, Dada, which
brought in the cult of the “found”
object (Duchamp)—was the whole of

it.. Things are harder now. How
should one classify, in the Whitney
show, John Chamberlain’s “Kandy
Krunch,” one of those monolithic as-
semblages of auto parts crushed up in
a junk-metal baler—as Constructivist
Destructivist?  Or  Jason Seley’s
rimavera,” a columnar celebration

or
“p

of spring and the open
road made up solely of
car bumpers? Is Wil-
liam King’s elongated
standing figure called
“Business Man,” made
of burlap carefully
stitched around an ar-
mature, to be called pop
art, or straight carica-
ture in its own right?
(Incidentally—and though I don’t ad-
vance this as evidence of a trend, I think
it is worth noting—a number of male
sculptors have turned to needle and
thread in assembling their works, the
most notable example being Claes Old-
enburg’s somehow very likable “Soft
Wall Switches,” which is exactly that:
a huge, puffed-out, pillowy replica of a
pair of light switches on a wall.) And
is—to conclude the list of my dilem-
mas— 'auno Kauppi’s “Wave” a relief
or a kind of surge of potato \‘llil)s.; :\p;ll‘t
from admitting to a mild amount of
restlessness at the difficulties this spray-
ing out of techniques and attitudes pre-
sents to the reviewer, I would not want
to say anything that could be understood
as a complaint about all these diver-
gences. On the contrary, I think they
are enjoyable, and one of the nicer
things about the collection at the Whit-
ney is that one can’t help feeling that for
the most part the artists involved also
found their work fun. There are a
hundred and twenty-three of them in
all—a that is nationwide in
scope—and T have a feeling that the
jury of selection enjoyed its work, too.
Of the dozen or more styles and
mixtures of styles (it might be more
accurate to refer to them as different
ways of attacking the artistic problems
involved ), one of the more prominent
is a three-dimensional variant or adap-
tation of pop art. One finds this in such
pieces as Elias Friedensohn’s “Pyramus
and Thisbe,” made principally of
painted wood, in which Pyramus is
talking to his lady on a pay telephone;
Frank Gallo’s deflated-looking nude,
“Girl in Sling Chair;” and “The Car,”
Marisol’s superb “assemblage,” as she

gl'l)lll)



and why it’s best for you

There is a gracious simplicity about Delray
Beach that makes a Florida holiday far more
fun — far better for you.

It's free of the hustle and pace of more com-
mercialized resorts. Yet it is handy to every
attraction of the lower east coast.

Ocean bathing, golf, lawn bowling, deep-sea
fishing — all the sunshine sports are more
enjoyed in its unhurried, country-squireish
setting.

For full details on places to stay, drop us a
note or simply mail the coupon.
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® CHAMBER OF COMMERCE, DEPT. NY-4
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IN OUR NATION’S CAPITAL
A Renaissance of Graciousness

A luxury hotel in the great European
Tradition. Elegant, quiet, unruffled—
never a convention.
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Washington's Correct Address

15th & M Sts., N.W. « Washington 5, D.C,

In New York ask operator for ENterprise 6402
or see your travel agent.
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allel to similar studies of, say, the “Ex-
pulsion from Eden” on Renaissance
church doors, and Luise Kaish has con-
tributed an “Expulsion from Eden,”
also a relief in bronze, whose sweeping
energy parallels the turbulence of
Turner in painting.

As in any showing so varied and
adventurous, there are a number—
fairly small, fortunately—of just plain
bad pieces. For the most part, these re-
sult from an excess of some quality—a
striving for mtm.u\ of design, as in
Claire Falkenstein’s rather rickety wire
“Chariot” and John Clague’s madly
complicated “Overture in Black and
White,” or, conversely, a tendency to
oversimplify, at times heavy-handedly,
as in Lyman Kipp’s blunt, blocky ar-
rangement of rectangular boxes called
“Nexus,” as well as in Tony Delap’s
“Isis,” in which all Egypt is reduced to
a series of nested triangles. For all that,
this whole affair, too, was as much fun
to explore as it has been to write about.
Al‘ the Sidney Janis is an exhibition

called ““T'hree Generations,” and
though it is made up mainly of paint-
ings, it gives a few sidelong hints on
how the sculpture uploeion I have
spoken of came about. It is also an ex-
cellent showing in its own right. The
three perhaps arbitrarily
de hmltul, are clz mul as the Cubist and
Surrealist Generation (Arp, Braque,
Ernst, Dali, and so on), fol-
lowed by the Abstract Expressionist one
(de Kooning, Gorky, Motherwell,
and so on) and, finally, the New Real-
Generation (Dine, Lichtenstein,
Rauschenberg, Warhol, and on).
The while fairly large (some
forty pieces) and \l\l“fll”}
does not pretend to be a definitive
survey, being too disconnected for that.
But rather skimming

gene | ltl()n\

Picasso,

ist
SO
show,

se ]cctc(l‘

as an easygoing,

one, it still gives a fair notion of the
alternating waves and waverings of

artistic impulses that led up from the
Cubists, around 1910 (the date
Braque’s Jacquet,” the earliest
work in the collection), to the present.
Along the way, there
cellent pieces, notably a
early Gris still-life (“Coffee Mill and
Bottle”), an intcu.stmg “brick-wall”
study by Mondrian (also fairly early),
a handsome de Chirico, “La Magie de
la Nuit,” and—to move more rapid-
ly in time—a bland Ernst “Sun and
Sea,” a neat Magritte (“Unexpect-
ed Rnpl\ ), a big, dashing Franz
Kline (“Diamond”), a nlltlul\ se-
date R.umlunhug compilation called
“Crocus,” and a Segal grouping of life-
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size plaster figures, titled “Rock and
Roll Combo.” And if the show doesn’t
explain anything, it certainly gives a
person to think—especially if one re-
lates it to the Whitney—about such
matters as the ever-widening influence
of Gorky (represented here by a beau-
tifully fluent untitled oil, diagonal in de-
sign ), the permanence of Arp (“Torse
Chorée,” in marble), and, to keep
things in perspective, the violent zig-
zags between the Abstract Expres-
sionists ( Romantics, as we see them
now ) and the so far slightly raucous
Third Generation, with its frequent
tendency to use a sledgehammer to
drive home the point, even if it is only
a tack to begin with. I am thinking now
of Wesselmann’s “Interior No. 3,”
with a refrigerator, some 7-Up bottles,
a clock, and a radio (a working one,
too, and I’m getting tired of that de-
vice), of Warhol’s four-part Photo-
play-style portrait, “Liz” (Taylor, of
course), and of a “Double Isometric
Self Portrait,” by Dine, of a couple of
stylized bathrobes, which isn’t isometric
at all, or else my high-school course in
mechanical drafting led me far astray.
Come to think of it, in “Combo,” the
Segal presentation, the group—aside
from the girl singer—consists of only
two players, which is, technically, a
duo, and the instruments (bass drum
and traps and guitar) are real. This is
hardly fair, for it mixes real reality with
a simulated one. What are we coming
to, anyway! —RoOBERT M. COATES

Harry C. Byro (D) (College Park):

“Basically, all international problems
develop out of our relations with other
nations.”—From a question-and-answer
sheet circulated by a political organiza-
tion in Maryland.

We love a straight thinker.
.

Mr. Melvin C. Holland and Mr. Don-
ald Eakin, Science and Vocational Agri-
culture teachers, respectfully, each have
two year sexperience at Douglass.
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Yeah, but can they teach what they
know? And to whom do they show
respect?

SLIGHT HEADACHE DEPARTMENT
[From the Goleta (Calif.) Valley Times |
A mock bombing of a Japanese island
using Bibles instead of bombs will be de-
picted by Sam Cochran in his production
of “Light for the Lost” given at First As-
sembly of God of North Hollywood, 11455
Burbank Blvd., at 7 p.m. Sunday.
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In the world of crystal, the greatest names are French.

BACCARAT. now two hundred years old, is justly famous among connois-
seurs and discriminating hostesses for its stemware and gourmet
glasses, either plain or cut, modern or traditional, from $5 per glass. The
CARCASSONNE pattern above, with a cut bowl and stem, is $9.75 each.

ACCARAT .

Dept. Y19 for illustrated brochures featuring stemware or gifts, bat fine stores and at

2 ach, and/or one dollar for ‘‘How to Choose and Use Wine Glasses."
ACCARAT

55 East 57th St.,, N.Y.C.
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Only one man knows
Iribuno’s secret...

...and he keeps
it under his hat!

If you were John L. Tribuno — and possessed a treasured secret for
producing one of America’s great Vermouths—would you tell? M The
secret of Tribuno’s smooth, delicate extra-dry flavor consists of blend-
ing 30 rare Botanicals imported from the remote corners of the world.
m No other vermouth can endow your cocktails with the unique taste
and flavor of Tribuno. Extra dry, extra-light, never overpowers. Extra

dry for Martinis, sweet for Manhattans.
Try Tribuno—today? ' I ' IB \/(ﬂwl.@«m
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