DON'T LET THE DOLDRUMS FOOL YOU

drums,”

s time that someone exploded the myth of “summer dol-
the eanard that every right-unthinking American is
ascinus in a hammock. Consider the unfathomable stir-
of the restless human mind. Is it any less restless in
er than in winter? Certainly not.
n Shepherd, an all-night disk jockey (WOR), has been
1ding his hours defending "night people,” who, he argues,
more creative than stodgy, schedule-bound “day people.™
s been propounding the thesis that night people are be-
d by "official, ized, righteous day people™
i completely bound by their switchboards and red tape,
imetables and official lists.
an instance of this, Shepherd recently said he had tried
sy a copy of an old book only to be told by a day-person
k clerk that it did not exist Because it was not on his
{ publishers” list. Shepherd urged the night people to
liate by asking book clerks for a book that was really
1existent and urged them to send in titles for it. Among
several thousand he finally picked "1, Libertine,” ascribing it
non-suthor than"" Frederick R. Ewing, for whom he con-
ed an impressive carcer—a former Manchester Guardian
respondent, ex:BBC commentator on "Erotica of the 18th
itury,” and wartime commander of a minesweeper in the
1 Atlantie, So many of Shepherd’s night people began
asking for this book that day-people clerks began pestering
men for it, the salesmen in turn pestered their publish-
and finally Publisher lan Ballantine saw the light of op-
tunity and is now actually publishing a book to be called
Libertine, by Frederick R, Ewing, with the assistance of
n Shepherd.




