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2ogir]l ~askmg Marmin Ritt about
Neo-Reallsm, but I can't remem=
ber what he sald In return. There
‘was a tall thin guy who remarked
that he was only going fo take
= moment and then seemed to go
on and on sbout Ideals. There
were dozens of others of varying
shapes and blases. Some ssked
pood Intelllpent questions; others
merely basked In the light fer
a moment as though they had
besn walting all their lives for
thiz instant in the sun. They are

ol1C0

urez2 in 3 Surrealistic painting
sometimes melt into the senery.
Like [ say, thig is my memory of
the phencomenon. Personal

As the questioning went on, the
people on the stage became in-
creasingly outspolen and relaxed,
as did the questloners, who In
furn became bolder and some=
times more inane. It takes a spe-

The Night People

That Sort of Night

FROM the moment [ saw th

Sheridan and winding around

in the sleet and rain,.I knew this was a real thing. As I
walked along 123th Street across from the movie house, I

passed @ couple of middle-aged
women who were also peering
through the wind and raln at the
erowd. One sabd: “They look just
like grdinary people.” She scunded
both scornful and a bit disap-
pointed. Apparently she had
heard the kicked-around phrase
Night People. In & way, 1 was
Elad she sounaed disappointed.
The crowd Itsell didnt lool

particulsrly cold. They just milled
around g little, shufMed cccasion=
ally, and talked and talked. It wes
almost midnight. Almost midnight,
and here was o carnival seen
through the bottom of 8 Coke bol-
tle. It was thal sort of night

Began o Go In

They began®to move through
the doors and [nte the theatre
iteell. A large grey-halred man
dressed in an wusher’s uniform
looked at the invitations st frst,
but he gave up aller a while and
just siood there with a rather
silly grin on his face.

In the lobby, more milling, and
oddly enough a couple of guys
kept popping off fash bulbs. No
one knew who they were or why
they were laking pletures of noth-
‘ing in particular.

The crowd kepl coming 4n, wet
and still talking. A motley crew.
Distinguished-looking couples and
beardless youths in blue jeans,
Everyone In the throng sesmed
to be looking at everyone else in-
credulously, Alter more than 1600
of them had betn seated It was
about 1215 and they were ready.
1 was watching from the wings,
and fnally got the signal from &
stagehand to go oul and say some=
thing. The PA roared out a couple
of blasts of feedback, the crowd
roared back. We were under way.

At first there was a good deal
of noise and general confusion
as the credits unreeled and as the
maob tried to tune out the feelings
of gulety in order to swing with
the pleture. Finally, comparative
silence. As the film moved on, it
became obvlous that the audience
was with it, alihough the usual
maovie-house juvenile i=

e crowd lined up outside the

clal sort of person fo gel up on
stage befove 1600 others and ask
questions of movie-makers. There
was no shortage of these. One
person who watched from the
audience told me later thal the
procession up to the stage had
a kind of “Alice In Wonderland"

by JEAN SHEPHERD
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the block, just standing there

At this peint T was backstage.
getting signals frem the engincer
that the alr show would start in
about 10 minutes. The stage lights
wenl up as soon as [ got out on
stage with the PA mike as well
w2 the WOR mike, Chalrs were -
put in fromt of the dead screen (]
for the nbjects of the questlon-
and-answer period that was aboul
to begin, Belore the showing 1 I
had talked lo the people who wera _::
to appear on stage, but none of -

:tq:;a:’}:: :'i;thin[. l,:'l:: quality about it, and that he
the crowd was iss. The siar af wouldn't have been :_urprlsed ta
the ;iﬁurf John Cassavetes; the have seen Tweadlodeo in the gang.
divector, Martin Ritt; the author, ‘“’;‘i::: ’l";: . i
Robert Alan Aurthur; the produc- i Sy '_“ il
er, David Susskind; as well as Jack “?'Fl By thet 1 lis
oo tared plve, o e, i Ben s o e

" ily eWs, seem Lid

shoved veying dogre o | L ™ i s
makers appeared singularly small, = T:;:ll ::a:n‘::::d l'lhnd :
Just sitting there on the stage.

sense that this particular deal
The signal eame from (he sudio dian't sound st all similar to any-

thing else I've ever been involwed

A Confused Hour with. All in all, & peculiar eve-

The following hour is very eon-| ning, and one that anyone who

fused In my memaory, since [ have| was there won't be able lo forgetl
a recollection of things that started | easily.

but didn't end, and of many things| The pleture was "Edge of the

that ended but didn't seem to| Clty." We all feel you should see

all run together, the way the fg-| W

by GILBERT SELDES

As‘mr this moment, Look magazine has scooped The Vil-
e Voice on Jackie Robinson's decision to quit playing base=
ball. According to some of my fellow-writers, in doing this
(quitting or giving the exclusive story to Look, I'm not sure
ch) Hobinson violated the First Amendment and ougll;
to be slowly strangled. What’s worse, he got paid for
Look article,

seem to recall that a few months ago a Cabinet member
jogged on to a télevision news-discussion program and an-
nounced an Iimportant change in Administration Y.
Handed it over to the sponsor, you might say, probably as
a favor to Martha Rountree. Laurence Spivak wasn't pleased,
I hope, but the Republican Party got returned to power,
just the same.

The terrible . . .

T SEEMS that Mr. Robinson signed a contract two years
ago with those crafty Look people, who paid him-a lot for
his autobigraphy ang added a stipulation—he was to write
another installment saying (exclusive!) “TI've had it" So
when he decided to quit, he kept his word. Shame, huh?

I haven't heard so much virtuous indignation since the
late Colonel Robert (*I invented the machine gun and took
Bastogne singlehanded™) MeCormick denounced the Child
Labor Act in its application to newsboys as an attack on
the Freedom (he used the word) of the Press.

You see, the newspapermen had been doing Mr. Robin-
son a favor all these years. Printing his name and
thing. Not putting *a Ne%l:l“ after it every time he hit
a home run or something. Treated him good, and look what
he goes and done! They made him. True he had some talent,
but what's talent in baseball without a newspaper buildup?

-n-““fﬂiMo!!

[ —
w:mrs more, Mr. Robinson didn't show proper gratitude
to Brooklyn, which, after all, did break the color line. It
seemed to me that he had shown a lot of gratitude to Brook-
lyn, playing as hard as he could and helping the team win
a lot of pennants.

It just happens that he had a better job offered to him
s0 he took it and isn't going to play any more for Br—oops,
sorry! Says in the paper here it's the Giants he isn't “ql_:ﬁ
to play for. How the devil did the man who owed so m
gratitude to Brooklyn get to have a duty to play for the
Glants?

I get it now. Brooklyn traded him. Didn't want him any
more, Finil ;

Still, if he had refused to play for Brooklyn, he'd have
been an ingrate, wouldn't he? have? been?

« « « of Jackie Robinson

l GET to liking Ted Williamns, a Boston player, more and
more. He has the worst manners in the world. If he isn't
spitting, he makes the gestures of spitting. Grandstand,
bleachers, newspapermen, he doesn't care.
Time magazine once a brief paragraph about the
disappearance of the “free-wheeling s. o. b's" from the
American scene. I'm for any man who still considers a cons
iract binding and newspaper business the business of news-

start. 1 seem to recall a short stout| it

permen, ball-playing the business of ball-p
eep out of my private life, see,

tors were with us. This is a breed
that is found anywhere & pleiure
of any sort is cast upon a screen.
A tact of life.
What to Expeci?

Eventually the Alm ended, but
the crowd stayed In place for a
few moments and then applauded.

Sick, Siek, Siek . . . .

by Jules Feiffer

“THATS A BO0P QUESTION,
MEE, WP TUL TRY O
HOUBSTEY.”

*PIT FIRST LET HE
You A QUESTION"




