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N OW look, Charlie, if they start talking ‘exclusivity,’
put 'em off, but for God's sake don't sign anything without
calling the office,” the short middle-aged blonde woman|

whispered in a husky voice to
carefully s0 mns to protect his
crease and pleked up a copy of
U. 5, News & World Report from
the blond-oak coffee table
front of him. The woman arose
from the leather-covered couch
and walked over to the elevator
doors, She casually gianced at
the ten or twelve young men
seated around the room, greeted
a couple of them in an off-hand
way, and departed on the 1irst
down car.
Built for Walling

The room seemed to be & place
bullt for walting. The walls were
covered with two enormous photo-
graphs; ome an nerlal shot of
New Yok, the other of Chlcago.
Facing the elevators in the center
of the room was & desk. A re-
ceptionist worked here and was
the first thing that anyone en-
countered upon alighting on the
10th floor. She was not outwardly
bored and didn't talk at all lke
Judy Holliday. In fact, she sounded
move like Radeliffe than anything
else. Occasiomally the phone on
her desk would flicker, and after
listening briefly she would call out
a name to the young men seated
around the room. One of them
would put down his magazine or
stop talking to the others and
would walk to a door at the far
end of the room. They usually
made a few comments to the
others before leaving, Thess were
mostly about nothing and seemed
to be largely unheard even by
those to whom they were directed.
There was o kind of jovial, tense

nervousness in the room that gave
everyone a sort of supercharged
charm. Everyone except the re-
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by JEAN SHEPHERD |

Charlie. He crossed his legs

Ivy League style and Madison Ave,
A nice blend, .

Someone asked Charlle  who
the woman was, since she seemed
familiar to him. Charlle answered:
“My agent; she has & place over
at 1650 Broadway.' The other
guy nodded and sald thal he knew
he'd seen her somewhere. The
talk went on. Charlle plcked up
his script and went over it sgain,
saying quistly aloud to himself:
"So frlends, try Vicks Cough
Syrup with exclusive medi-trat-
Ing action and the new magle in-
gredient, Cetamium. Try it to-
night!"” He paused at the word
“Cetamium,” repeated it and went
on. His velee was rich and deep.
It was obvious he enjoyed using
and hearing it,

The phone flickered agaln, and
this time it wes Charlie's turn.
He walked to the door and turned
left down a long corridor. He was
greeted by a stocky tanned man
who seemed to kmow him, or at
least used his first name. They
went together Into a small room
outfitted to resemble a TV studio
with bright lghts, microphones,
and the works. Behind some glass
windows sat a couple of men in
semi-darkness. They sald nothing.
The man placed Charlie before
& battery of lights and in fromt

JEAN SHEPHERD (L) AND
FRIEND

“There was a kind of jovial, tense
nervousness in the room that pave
everone a sort of super-charged

charm . . |

of a microphone, Charlle began to
recite the copy from memory as
best he could. Every so often he
would glance at the sheet and go
on. He smiled and pretended to
hold up » bottle of cough syrup.
The finger of his right hand
pointed to an imaginary label.
The tan man stepped out of the
darkness when Charlle finished,
and waved toward the door.
“We've got the number, Charlie.
You'll probably hear from us.” Ten
minutes later Charlle was in
Schrafft's, downing a glass of
lced coffee, A resting warrler. A
warrlor in the roughest arena
this side of Rome. “Yes, friends, |
remember it's the friendly laxa-
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THE OUTSIDER

By Colin Wilson.
flin, 34,

by John Barkley Hart

The best practiclng psycaomn-
alysts do not try to supsrimpose
a scheme of values upon a patient,
but encourage washing the senses
clean by a personal struggle for
the meaning of existence. The
sharpest eriticism of this method
1s in Sartre and the French Ex-
istentialists who have worked
within a great French culture fao-
Ing the problem of death. The
most brilliant people In the lter-
ary arens of involvement tested
the limits of thelr perception only
to discover that the dreams of
France and her extant Institu-
tional forms remalned split off
from objective reality, French
culture had become a mental case
with no means of Implementation
of its identity in a world of great
technological power, moving on-
ward toward something, mo one
could be sure guite what, in spite
of and beyond any statements of
destiny from the East or West,

Neot Encugh

Sartre’s answer was to refuse
delusion. Man was somehow out-
side of the movement of history,
he had no part of It, only exlst-
ence. Existentiallsm s disaffili-
atlon, refusal of life, negation of
life—not insanity, but death. In
the strugple for meaning the fact

Houghton Mif-

tive . . . . Try it soon!"

that a man is alive, that he exists,

0 . A
must be enough for him. But It
is not enough., Bartre soon realie-
ed that personal destiny apart.
from specles-destiny must turn te
dust, 0 he enllsted in the oause
of Communism. He did not de-
celve himself into belleving that
the goal of Communism was the
actual historieal destiny of the
species, but he could refuse life
ng donger, he needed action, the
sense of moving toward something
nj\ren when he could not fully bes
leve,

Colin Wilson In writlng sbout
the problem of the Outsider In lit-
erature begins with France at a
low point of alieaation. Karl Marx
had described man as allenated
from God and the fve senses alone
In & single cell, Existentialism not
only accepts this fact but strives
to ndmit It fully—emotionally, In.
tellectunlly, even physically, Co-
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the script for the film
—together with
2 one-act plays
at all bockstores $3.00
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ceptionist, who was obviously part
of the scenery.
Each Checked Off

From time to time the elevators
would discharge another young
man who would exchange o few
words with the girl at the desk.
She would then check his name
off on a typea list before her, hand
him & couple of sheets of mimeo=-
graphed paper, and nod him
toward the casual-locking seats
that ringed the place. Invariably
he would spot someone among the
others who was known to him,
and there would be loud greeting-
type talk before and after he
settled himself with the others.
He would then begin reading the
sheets he had been given by the
girl. SBometimes they would read
them quietly aloud to themselves,
but most often silently and wvery
carefully,. Once one of them
called to the girl: “Hay, is this
word supposed to be ‘Cetamlum’
with an ‘m° or Is it with an ‘n'?
This doesn't sound right” The
girl sald: “The copy has it right,

Repeal.

I checked it with Stéve a couple
of minutes ago before Rex went
in to audition.” Every time one
of the men would return through
the door someone would ask:
“How'd It go?" He would usually
shrug and answer “Who knows?"
or something that meant the
same. They all had an air of
nonchalance, as though they really
didn't care but were here on a
kind ‘of social call,’ A time taken
ot of ‘4 Busy -and official day.
They wore no hats and werk: all
very well dressed. A cross between

Precious Rubbish
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As Raked Out of Current Criticism |
and Commented on by
Theodore L. Shaw

This Slashing Attack
on Snobbery § Humbug

Was Long Overdue. The appalling barrage of
rizy twaddle abour arcr and literature which eritics
have been discharging at us for seeming centuries
produced it as inevitably as Prohibition produced

It's a hard, vicious counter-attack, employing that {
- extremely potent weapon —the borrible example.

|REVOLT OF THE ICY-MINDED

“What happens to all the world’s level-headed thinkers, cool rationalists, tough-mind-
ed skeptics?” asks the author of Precious Rubbish? “Don’t they ever go into criticism—not

even a single

only the visionaries, the pedants, the
pushovers who do?”

“Critics all talk one language, he
asserts—the language of mysticism,

one of them? Or is it
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Stuart Art

- 208 Pages
Witty, gay and eye-opening.

Or postpaid from the publishers
at 40 cents a copy, 3 for $1.

Ti% Boyiston 5t., Bosten, Mass.

At your dealer’s

Gallery, Dept. VC3,
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infallibility, and the absolute. What
we need, he declares, is a fightin

underground of thick-skinned anti-
absolutists sick-to-death of precios-
ity; contributing tough, irreverent,
sarcastic debunkings of the current
s‘anctjmorr_ies — men who can look
“genius” in the eye without swoon-
who can read

tzsche and

Dostoevski,
T. S. Eliot, and Nie-
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