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A REPORTER AT LARGE

EARLY one Sunday morning a
few weeks ago, I phoned an ac-
quamtance of mine named
Thomas Storie to find out how he and
his wife, Catharine, were coming along
with a project that has dominated their
leisure time for the past thirty years.
“Why, we’re doing right nicely,” Storie,
a transplanted Tennessean who has
spent most of his adult life in New York,
told me. “Today we’ll finish up Fort
Lee, and then I guess we’ll take on
Englewood Cliffs.” Having had previ-
ous progress reports from the Stories, I
was able to decode this one without any
trouble. It meant simply that the cou-
ple would that day conclude a walking
tour of one New Jersey suburb, and the
following weekend would start a simi-
lar campaign in another, both efforts, I
understood, being part of a master plan
to cover every inch of sidewalk—or, in
the absence of sidewalk, every inch of
street—in the metropolitan area and as
much of the rest of the world as possi-
ble. The Stories, in short, are systematic
walkers, and their records show that, in
pursuit of this singular hobby, they have
covered seventeen thousand different
miles of pavement. A quarter of a cen-
tury ago, they finished up Manhattan,
and by 1950 they had polished off the
other boroughs. During their long and
mobile life together, they have also
taken on, during vacations, most of
the major and a good many of the minor
cities of the United States, along with
such foreign redoubts as London, Paris,
Lisbon, Madrid, Mexico City, Mont-
real, Halifax, and Tangier, and while
time has not permitted them to do a
thorough job on all of these, they have
finished up Wilmington, Yonkers,
Newark, Jersey City, Paterson, and
large portions of Philadelphia and St.
Louis. And over the last couple of years,
a number of modest-sized communities
in northern New Jersey have been fall-
ing in toto beneath their inexorable
tread.

The systematic walking of Tom and
Catharine, as I have come to call them
(we got to know each other last win-
ter, when some researches of minc
into the vanishing art of walking led
me to them), is confined strictly to
towns—a restriction that is Tom’s idea
rather than Catharine’s. He is a purist.
As passionately as Thoreau avoided
towns, T'om Storie avoids the spaces be-
tween them. Bosky dells and hiking
trails depress him, and he would as soon
step on a third rail as on a country road.
‘The Stories’ modus ambulandi is to walk
the main thoroughfares, or, as they put
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it, the “skeleton streets,” of a city first,
then go back—years later, if neces-
sary—and fill in the side streets. Tom
is a civil engineer, but he started out
as a draftsman, and it was with a
draftsman’s eye that he evolved this
procedure back in 1928, when he was
working for the Mississippi River Com-
mission in St. Louis. Before that, he had
unsystematically walked at great length
the streets of Chattanooga, his home
town; of Boston, where he spent a year
at the Massachusetts Institute of Tech-
nology shortly after what he calls
World War the First; and of New
York City, where he worked briefly in
the early twenties. Between walks in
St. Louis, he met Catharine, a local
Wellesley graduate and then, as now, a
librarian, and soon convinced her that
they should stroll through life togeth-
er within limits—city limits, that is. The
only time they have been forced to do
much walking outside them was during
World War the Second, when Tom,
as an Army officer, was stationed for
two years at Fort Du Pont, in Dela-
ware. After knocking off the relatively
pint-sized metropolis of Wilmington,
seventeen miles away, in a couple of
dozen weekends, they had to fall back
on the local countryside. While the ex-
perience left Tom more jaundiced than
ever about non-urban rambles, it had
the opposite effect on Catharine, and
now she insists that he take her for a
walk in the country twice a year.

The Stories have been called Ameri-
ca’s Walkingest Couple by picture-cap-
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tion writers, and they bear this title with
a modesty befitting their appearance,
which might be described as markedly
unobtrusive. Despite their long resi-
dence here, they would seem right at
home among a group of out-of-town
tourists on a Manhattan sightseeing
bus—to raise a ludicrously unlikely pos-
sibility. By the same token, they have de-
cidedly stood out from some of the in-
digenes they have encountered in the
less-travelled quarters of Greater New
York—the Portuguese scttlers near
Newark’s Ballantine brewery, the Red
Hook dock hands, the Arabs of Brook-
lyn’s Pacific Street, the Harlemites, the
Hasidim and Sephardim, the babushkaed
old Slavic women and the boccie-playing
old Italian men. The Stories, who have
no children, live quictly in an apartment
building on Morningside Heights. They
have gentle, placid faces, his tending to-
ward length and hers toward a round-
ness and pinkness of cheek that, like the
slim firmness of her calves, and in spite
of her steel-gray hair, belie her middle
years. At fifty-six, her husband still has
youthful black hair, which he parts old-
fashionedly in the middle, and his calves
are firm, too. Rugged as a pair of shil-
lelaghs, in fact. When, as an Army re-
serve officer, he took his physical before
going on active duty in 1940, the exam-
ining doctor, upon letting his eye sweep
down to the region of Tom’s fibulae,
almost dropped his knee mallet in as-
tonishment. Never, he said, had he ob-
served a knottier collection of flexors
and extensors, and he went on to specu-
late that Tom could only be a postman
with an exceptionally large and hilly
territory to cover. “I didn’t let on other-
wise,” Tom has told me. “I was afraid
that if I tried to explain how I really
got muscles like that, I might have been
turned down on psychological grounds.”

When in motion, the Stories look
deceptively like run-of-the-mill Sunday
strollers.  On bright days, Catharine
wears a wide-peaked sun cap, but other-
wise there is nothing remarkable about
their dress—just comfortable street
clothes, suited to the season and the
Sabbath, which is when they usually do
their walking. They employ no equip-
ment more complicated than rubber-
soled or crépe-soled shoes, and have no
special theories about how to walk.
Their pace appears to be easy, but their
infrequent companions have found it
surprisingly taxing, and they have inad-
vertently shaken a number of leg men
who were assigned to interview them.
(I must confess that I—twenty years
their junior and, I had fancied, a sca-
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“...and then our old house on Chestnut Street flashed before
my eyes. My Aunt Martha was standing in the yard, and my
dog Rex was there . .

soned city walker myself—have failed
to go the route with them on occasion. )
Their single-day record is nineteen
miles, set in New Orleans, their fa-
vorite city (after New York) for walk-
ing, and their average speed is three
miles an hour. Neither distance, as
such, nor speed is their object, however.
What concerns them is where they
walk. When they set out on Sunday
morning, they take a bus or subway
to some carefully chosen starting point
and proceed to polish off the surround-
ing area. Once they set foot on a street,
their aim is to walk its literal length,
regardless of its condition. “Anything
a jeep could drive over, as long as it’s
on the map, is what we tackle,” Tom
has said, and this criterion of passability
has led them into some difficult places—
for instance, certain briar-tangled
stretches of Staten Island that exist as
streets only on charts or in the dreams
of subdividers. Considering some of the
neighborhoods they have penetrated,
their walking has been amazingly free
of unpleasant incidents. “Unfriendly

dogs have given us some bad turns,”
Tom told me, “but people have never
bothered us, even in the so-called tough
sections of towns. Why, the only street
violence we’ve ever even seen was in
Paris, on the Rue Mouffetard—a man
beating up a woman. It always puzzles
us when we hear folks say there are parts
of New York where it isn’t safe to walk.
As far as we’re concerned, it’s a very
peaceful city.”

EDICAL men, from Hippoc-
rates, who prescribed brisk strolls

to avert obesity and hallucinations, to
Paul Dudley White, have proclaimed
the therapeutic benefits of walking,
even at the risk of having the services
of their profession dispensed with. (The
historian George Macaulay Trevelyan
once said, “I have two doctors, my left
leg and my right.”) Pathologically
speaking, the Stories, too, as Tom has
put it, “make out a pretty fair case for
shanks’ mare,” for neither has had a
serious illness in all their years of walk-
ing. Catharine has had a couple of
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walking injurics, the result of falls. She
skinned her shins on a gravel path in the
Bois de Boulogne, and she received
a nasty cut on the elbow, requiring
emergency treatment, after tripping
over a curbstone in Paterson, New Jer-
sey. Only once, in all the years, has
Tom lost his balance; in 1936 he took a
flop on some ice near the Bush Termi-
nal, in Brooklyn. He does have a sciatic
condition, but he feels that, if anything,
it is vocational rather than avocational
in origin; for the last ten years he has
been working in the civil-engineer-
ing section of the Coast Guard, and
has had to spend a lot of his time on
all-weather jobs in damp, low-lying sca-
shore areas. The sciatica has undeniably
slowed him down somewhat. He and his
wife used to walk not only every Sun-
day but every Saturday, averaging
about ten miles per sally.

Practically nothing can dissuade
the Stories from their Sunday walk.
Certainly, as T have discovered, the
weather can’t. Last February, [ went
out with them on the day they were
finishing up Edgewater, a challeng-
ingly hilly little industrial community
across the Hudson, and the temperature
was thirteen above, with the wind
whipping downriver at thirty-six miles
an hour. A few weeks later, on the
Sunday of last winter’s big two-day
snowfall, which immobilized almost ev-
erything and everybody in the New
York area, the Stories (but not I') could
be seen mushing through the drifts of
Cliffside Park, a residential suburb atop
the Palisades. “Blizzards have never
stopped us,” Catharine told me later.
“We just plan out the walk so that we
keep the prevailing winds at our backs
most of the time and so that no more
than half of it is on the upgrade, and
then we sail along, gay as larks.” “If
you start giving in to the weather, you
won’t walk at all,” Tom chimed in, but
went on to concede that this rule has re-
sulted in their spending a good many of
their walking hours soaked to the skin.
The forty miles of Providence’s streets
that they credit to themselves were ne-
gotiated entirely in the rain. However,
Catharine will admit, shamefacedly,
that once a downpour did stop her. It
was on a Sunday in the thirties, when
a torrential freshet hit outer Queens
just as, bound for Far Rockaway, they
were about to set out along Cross Bay
Boulevard without rain gear. Catharine
suddenly got cold, to say nothing of wet,
feet, and ducked into a shelter. Sorrow-
fully accepting this defection, Tom set
his face into the storm and went it alone.

To tell the truth—as Catharine
has—she is not quite as much of a stick-
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The dormouse is a native of:

[0 Europe O 4dsia O Africa

Alice-in-Wonderland’s drowsy dormouse
is found in England, continental Europe,
Asia and Africa—all of them! Somehow
he avoided the Americas. Not so with The
First National Bank of Chicago Travelers
Checks—they're known and accepted
everywhere!

“The Lord’s Prayer Rock” is in:
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Back in 1891, “The Lord’s Prayer Rock”
was inscribed near Bristol, Vermont to
admonish profane teamsters urging their
horses up the steep grade. Since horse
and buggy days, The First National Bank
of Chicago Travelers Checks have pro-
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Exchange your First National Bank of
Chicago Travelers Checks for 6re in Nor-
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ler for the rules as her husband is. Ifit
were up to her, for example, she would
often be content with looking down
dead-end streets, whereas Tom insists
on walking every inch of the way, even
though it means retracing steps. (While
the Stories love walking streets, they
hate re-walking them, and are at great
pains to plan things so as to aveid, as
much as possible, streets that they have
already covered, particularly skeleton
streets. ) On at least one occasion, Cath-
arine has flatly refused to abide by the
rules. It happened late in our day at
Edgewater. We had come upon a
stretch of dirt road, deeply covered with
snow, that zigzagged crazily up a
wooded slope—too steep for build-
ings—on the town’s riverside cliff. Ob-
viously, no cars had been up that way
for quite a while, but the road was de-
lineated (though uncertainly) on the
Hagstrom street map, and after in-
specting it with a practiced eye, Tom
ruled that it was jeepable. Catharine
then startled us both by declaring that,
all the same, she wasn’t going along;
she didn’t have rubbers on, she pointed
out quietly but firmly. Neither did we,
and I told Tom to go ahead and do his
duty, while I kept Catharine company.
After he disappeared gamely up the
track and into the trees, Catharine
turned to me and smiled. “This is my
Navajo trick,” she said. “You see, when
the Navajos make a design in their
blanket weaves, they as-
sume it has a soul of its
own, and they always
leave a break in the pat-
tern—‘to let the spirit
out,” they say. Well, every
once in a while, I break
the pattern and let my
spirit out.”

Such bursts of nolo con-
tendere notwithstanding,
Catharine has been a nota-
bly constant city-walking
companion. The family
records consist of hundreds of worn
maps with the walked streets pencilled
in—showing coverage of nine hundred
and fifty miles in Philadelphia and its
suburbs (where the Stories lived for two
years before moving here in 1931), fif-
teen hundred miles in Westchester
County towns, and three thousand miles
in northern New Jersey, to say nothing
of the six thousand miles of New York
City streets and the four thousand or so
miles of streets in the cities where they
have vacationed. Tom has walked every
street mile marked on the city maps, and
Catharine, thumbing through them a
few weeks ago, estimated that she has
gone more than ninety per cent of the
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way with him. She even stuck it out
through the length and breadth of Se-
caucus, the pig-farm town in the Jersey
Meadows, which they walked with the
temperature hovering at 105 degrees.
“It wasn’t so bad aslong as we kept mov-
ing,” Catharine, who does her best to
look on the bright side of things, recalled.

HE Stories are in an imposing

tradition. Starting with Pithecan-
thropus erectus, or Java man (to choose
a likely initiator), people have been
walking for more than five hundred
thousand years. Few members of the
species have invested the action with the
Stories’ kind of enthusiasm, however. In
fact, it would seem that no sooner had
man learned to walk than he decided
that perhaps it wasn’t such a good idea
after all, and hastened to domesticate
the horse, perfect the wheel, and put
General Motors on the Big Board. Of
course, human feet have covered a stag-
gering amount of ground in their day,
what with crusades, pilgrimages, exo-
duses, hegiras, protest marches, and
the occupational ambulations of hunts-
men, husbandmen, policemen, postmen,
door-to-door salesmen, foot soldiers,
wandering minstrels, itinerant divines,
and floorwalkers. For that matter, the
average American, who probably walks
less than any other specimen in the his-
tory of the human race, puts in seven
and seven-eighths miles a day, accord-
ing to one survey, and the
American Podiatry Asso-
ciation contends that a
hospital nurse covers fif-
teen miles a day, a stenog-
rapher four miles (from
desk to water cooler, so to
speak), and a housewife
six miles when she just
potters about the home,
and another eight when
she goes on a shopping
tour. However, all of this
must be classified as duty
walking and distinguished from pleasure
walking, the present state of which,
particularly in America, would indicate
that given his choice man will go by
vehicle every time, else how explain the
Golfmobile?

If walking has failed to attract a
broad following, the failure can hardly
be blamed on poor public relations. Ar-
ticulate voices have advocated it for mil-
lennia. Aristotle—like Harry S. Tru-
man—found it the best medium for
dispensing wisdom, whence arose a
whole new school of philosophy, the
Peripatetic. Thoreau regarded rural
pedestrians like himself as a class apart
(“the Walker Errant...a sort of
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New features make this New York’s greatest
spot for an evening of fun, thrills, excitement

Fabulous Empire Terrace dining — watching Glamorous Good Time Room — for gracious World's largest Parkadrome—with expanded
the races with that track-in-your-lap view dining. Available, too, for “party nights.” valet service and front door parking.

Plus:
e A mezzanine unlike anything in
the racing world.
@ Weather-conditioning, when,
where and how you want it.
® Handsome cafeteria exclusively
for grandstand patrons.
@ New racing strip for faster action
All-weather bus terminal —and an under- Escalators and elevators to all levels of club ® Member Diners’ Club.
ground corridor to the grandstand. house and grandstand—conveniently placed.

So much that's new. so much that’s exciting you'll just have to come to the gala opening Friday night and SEE the GIANT of trotting.

——THE GIANT OF TROTTING==—
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SEE?

OU NORMALLY SPEND just under

2 minutes watching a horse race,
whether you’re sitting in the stands or
in front of your television screen at
home. But one of the marvelous things
about television is that the minute the
race is over, you can see it all over
again right away. Indeed, this is what
happened to the millions of viewers
who watched the running of the Preak-
ness and Belmont Stakes this Spring
on the CBS Television Network.

It all happens because of videotape, or
more technically, video magnetic tape
recording, which makes it possible for
a television camera to record an event
on tape at the very moment it is being
broadcast. Thus, as soon as the “live”
broadcast is over, the event can be re-
broadcast immediately on tape. It also
means that the same program can be
broadcast at the same clock time in
California and New York. Moreover,
if there are two events going on at the
same time, videotape makes it possible
to see them both. For example: this
Saturday the CBS Television Network
will broadcast (1) The Game of the
Week between the Dodgers and the
Cincinnati Reds at 2:30 p.m.; and (2)
the famous Whitney Stakes in Saratoga
at 4:30 p.m. Now please pay close at-
tention: if the ball game goes beyond
4.::30, the horse race will be broadcast
on tape the minute the game ends. For
while the ball game is going on, the
Network’s television cameras up at
Saratoga will be broadcasting the horse
race “live” to New York, Philadelphia,
Baltimore and Washington (where the
ball game won’t be shown) and simul-
taneously recording it on tape. Will
television’s wonders ever cease?

he next time an old friend looks at

you narrowly and says “Do you
honestly think people pay any atten-
tion to television commercials?” look
narrowly back and tell him that in
1957 the nation’s 100 biggest adver-
tisers (not notable for reckless gam-
bling) bet $646,605,289 that people do.

CBS®
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fourth estate, outside of Church and
State and People), and it might even
be proved that the English literary
movements of the eighteenth and nine-
teenth centuries are entirely traceable
to the feer, specifically to those of Cole-
ridge, Carlyle, Stevenson, Scott, Dick-
ens, and—perhaps the most prodigious
walker of them all—Wordsworth. (He
tramped an estimated hundred and
eighty thousand inspirational miles
through the Lake Country, according
to De Quincey, who was himself ad-
dicted to a ten-mile daily walk.) In-
deed, British writers have been among
the foremost exponents of walking,
which may be the reason the British
people are the world’s most avid pleas-
ure walkers. In England, the pressures
to get out and walk have been so great
that Max Beerbohm, practically the
lone dissenter in the history of British
letters, was once moved publicly ta de-
nounce the excesses of what he called
“walk-mongers.” “It is a fact,” he
stated, in an essay called “Going Out
for a Walk,” “that not once in all my
life have I gone out for a walk. I have
been taken out for walks; but that is
another matter. Even while I trotted
prattling by my nurse’s side, I regretted
the good old days when I had, and
wasn’t, a perambulator.”

A sizable segment of our own popu-
lace once underwent a lengthy seizure
of ambulomania, after the Civil War. It
took a characteristically American turn,
however—a compulsion to watch some-
body else walk. For several decades,
large crowds of spectators were drawn
to sporting arenas that featured six-day
walking marathons, involving profes-
sional pedestrians, or “peds,” as com-
petition walkers (a good many of whom
had to be imported from the Old
Country) were called. Overland walk-
ers, too, generated a great deal of in-
terest—particularly an American ped
named Edward Payson Weston, onc of
whose feats was a round-trip walk be-
tween New York and California that he
undertook in 1909 at the age of seventy.
(Weston went West in a hundred and
five days and came back in seventy-
seven; blizzards in the Rockies slowed
the old fellow down on the trek out.)
Nowadays, though, distance, endurance,
and speed walking are all but lost arts in
America. Degenerate forms, like the
bunion derbies of the twenties and the
walkathons, spawned by the dance mara-
thons of the thirties, have had their
vogues, and once in a long while the
papers will report some anachronistically
long walk, such as the one taken a few
months ago from Chicago to New York
by a middle-aged Utica stockbroker. A
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FOR ITS VIEW of the East Riv-
er, United Nations, the spec-
tacular skyline of New York
FOR ITS LOCATION and gra-
cious environment on exclusive
Beckman Hill, only minutes
from midtown.

FOR ITS SERVICE, courtcous
and courtly, as personalized as
the service in a private club.

WRITE FOR BOOKLET N

Beekman Jower i

HOTEL ea
Overlooking the East River g
at 49th and First, New York 17, New York o /"

Special summer
family rates
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The Peugeot 403’ 1s an economy car—with room!

The Peugeot is 14 ft. 8 in. long. There 1s ample leg space front and rear for a
family of 5 or 6. For additional comfort, its washable leatherette seats are padded
with foam rubber. The 4-cylinder Peugeot engine delivers 30 miles per gallon,
and a top speed of over 80 mph. It is very lively. Highly maneuverable. Wonder-
fully easy to park. The sensible Peugeot price of $2175 (p.0.E., N.v.) includes
all this: sliding sun-roof, whitewall or Michelin “X” tires. 4-speed synchromesh
transmission, heater-defroster, padded dashboard. electric clock and reclining
“sleep-on” seats. Sold and serviced by 300 Renault dealers throughout the U. S.

the new Sportsedan from kFrance!

PEUGEOT
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VISIT ANY OF THE
DEALERS LISTED HERE
AND TEST-DRIVE

THE PEUGEOT.

BRING YOUR WIFE AN
CHILDREN. THEY WILL
ENJOY T, TOO.

MANHATTAN

Renault. Inc
425 Park Avenu

Freeman Moter Cary
605 Sixth Aven

BROOKLYN

Carlton Import Corp.
1435 Eastern Parkway

Internat.onal Sports Cars
1635 Coney Island Avenue

Marathon Motors, inc
6900 4th Avenue

Montrose Motor Sales Corg
12C Union Avenue

BRONX

Strans Auto Sales Corp
1472-76 Jerume Avenue

Supreme Motor Corp
582 East Fordham Road

QUEENS

Renault, inc

70-65 Queens Beuleward
Woodside

George De Combo
228-05 Northern Bou'evar
Bayside

Herbst Brothers Olds, Inc
20-50 Namecke Avenue
Far Rockaway

MacGrotty Chevroiet, Inc
137-80 Nartherr Bou'evarg
Flushimg

All New York Auto Cerp
139-20 Hillside Avenue
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Lantic Auto Sales Corp
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& Woodhaven Bouievard
Ozone Park
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Newark schoolteacher named Harry
Moskowitz, inspired by President Eisen-
hower’s fitness drive, has lately made
a little news with his city-to-city walk-
ing campaign in the East, but the hard
facts are that the United States has
only once won an Olympic walking
event (the British, the Swedes, and the
Italians are normally the victors), and
over the past decade, the ranking Amer-
ican competition walker has been
Henry H. Laskau, of Mineola, a Ger-
man-born Jewish refugee.

Even the ordinary stroller has fallen
into disrepute in this country, as the
Reverend Dr. Algernon Crapsey, of
Rochester, New York, a volatile Epis-
copal clergyman and Socialist who was
tried for heresy by his church, discov-
ered as long ago as 1912,
when he was marched off to
the donjon of a small town
on a charge of “walking the
streets.” (“I learned,” he re-
ported, “that in this clime and
country, walking is both a dis-

man who walks is considered an idiot
and a pauper.”) The situation has hard-
ly improved since then. Indeed, there

| are sidewalkless communities where the

_ IN THESE FRAGRANCE
OF GREAT DISTINCTIO
SHALIMAR

LHEURE BLEUE
MITSOUKO

VOL DE NUIT

COLOGNES BY %}u:m.};‘l'irr“;

police look with suspicion upon anybody

i | who isn’t riding, and many a subur-
* | ban prowl car has pulled up and cruised

significantly alongside the Stories.
In spite of everything, however,
walking still has a stubborn appeal for
some Americans, and New Yorkers,
who tend to be backward by American
standards of locomotion, are prominent
among them; each summer weckend,
thousands of people, armed with the
“New York Walk Book” or other

guides, swarm out of town to hit the

:{ large network of trails that surround

the megalopolis. City walkers like Tom
Storie look upon woodland walkers
with a certain condescension, and one
city-walking writer has denounced their
gentle hobby as “a bastard form of mo-
toring.” There must be thousands of
city-walkersin New York, too, but they
are not a gregarious lot, and the Stories
know little about the activities of their
fellow-enthusiasts. They have, how-
ever, heard of another lady librarian
who is doing all of New York’s streets in
alphabetical order, and they are aware
of some of the exploits of their closest
rival in this area—a sixty-eight-year-
old Boy Scout official named Thomas J.
Keane, of Forest Hills, who founded
the Sea Scouts. Keane, a peppery lit-
tle retired Navy commander of Irish
extraction, took up city walking late in
life, in order to lose weight, and he now
refers to himself flatly as “the happiest
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man in the world.” In December,
1954, he completed a walking tour of
Manhattan—cross streets first, then
avenues, ending with a triumphant one-
day, fourteen-mile swing down the
length of Broadway. The Commander
now takes a five-mile walk every day in
Queens, when he is at home. He swears
that he has also walked in every Ameri-
can city of more than fifteen thousand
population, plus a good many smaller
ones, during his long career as a lecturer
on Scout activities. His out-of-town rou-
tine is to check in at a downtown hotel,
walk as many of the streets surrounding
it as he can, in a pattern of ever-widen-
ing squares, and later, as guest speaker
at official luncheons and banquets, as-
tonish the local Rotarians and city fa-
thers with his intimate knowl-
edge of their community.

At the moment, Keane is in
training for a walk around Man-
hattan Island, in emulation of
the late John H. Finley, former
president of City College and
long-time editor of the New
York Times, whose full and awesome
weight was often thrown behind the
cause of walking. Finley used to make
an annual thirty-six-mile circumambu-
lation, an echo of the old Scottish custom
of “beating the bounds,” whereby the
inhabitants of a town conducted a yearly
inspection tour of its boundaries, for de-
fensive purposes. Finley himself worked
both sides of the city line. He took long
country walks, too, and handed out
medals to anyone who claimed to have
pleasure-walked a thousand miles in a
year, (He was such an insatiable walker
that when sitting still he took imaginary
walks; once he confided to a friend
that he had been footing it around the
world and could at that moment see
himself approaching Vancouver from
the north.) Finley’s efforts on behalf of
ambulation were officially recognized
by the city, in the form of the John
Finley Walk, an esplanade along the
East River from Eighty-first Street
to Eighty-ninth that is possibly the only
civic memorial to a walker in this coun-
try. It is identified by a wrought-iron
silhouctte of Finley in striding profile,
typically coatless but with a muffler
streaming behind him, and it was fit-
tingly erected, shortly after his death,
in 1940, during the borough presidency
of another walking enthusiast and fre-
quent bound-beater—Stanley M. Isaacs,
now, at seventy-five, the only Republi-
can on the City Council.

HE last time I made an appoint-
ment to walk with the Stories, sev-
eral weeks ago, they were about to



1/7/2020 Print page

41

Never Underestimate the Power of a Woman !

---------------------‘--—--- D S ——— W G G Anu e eve S WP W G W o

\6@

ICE P

ICE PALACE
ICE PALACE
\CE PALACE
ICE PALALE
ICE PALACE I{icE PALHE]

Nor the power of the womer's magazine
whose ediforial ideas spur mote worneh 1o action
thah any other magazine inthe United States
—-from Point Bartow to Scarsdale.

“JOURNAL............

The Na1magazine for womenx No1incirculation¥ No.1in newsstand sales¥ No.1 in adver”h'sing

https://archives.newyorker.com/newyorker/1958-08-02/flipbook/032/

9/15



1/7/2020

42

Swing Free and Easy

Room for a full, free swing in the new
A&F Silk Fairway Jacket that is
zephyr weight and water repellent.
Made for us in Switzerland in tan or
navy. Sizes 36 t048. . . . $39.50

ABERCROMBIE & FiTcH

NEW YORK—360 MADISON AVENUE
CHICAGO —VL&A—9 NO. WABASH
SAN FRANCISCO 220 POST STREET
SUMMER SHOP — HYANNIS, MASS.

Find Highway Happiness!

RELAX AND REFRESH at Stuckey's famed
roadside Pecan Shoppes. Hurry-up snacks,
fresh an’ fine candies, souvenirs. Write for
free courtesy card, gives you 2c gallon
off on gas. STUCKEY'S, EASTMAN, GA.

& D to all

when receiver is lifted. Unconditionally guaran- :
teed, Swiss movement. Authentic colors. $3.95.

NATALIE, Inc. 831 Madison Ave., New York 21 « LE S»TITJ??
Add 30c¢ for mailing charges s

Print page

take a systematic walk in Manhattan.
This surprised me, because I thought
that Manhattan had long ago been
walked over and done with, but Tom
explained that it was a makeup walk
for Catharine, who had missed several
streets years ago; he had, it seems,
sportingly agreed to suffer a day’s re-
tracing, perhaps in recognition of all
the dead ends that she has accompanied
him down and back. As things turned
out, it was one of their most memorable
walks.

At eleven o’clock on the designated
Sunday morning, I met the Stories
at their starting point—Little West
Twelfth and Greenwich Streets. It was
one of those damp, overcast days that
we have had so many of lately, and
all three of us had brought along rain-
coats. As we stood on the corner,
Catharine briefly outlined the plan: to
walk south for most of the length of
Greenwich, and then cut eastward into
the upper reaches of the financial dis-
trict and do a one-block lane called
Dutch Street, which was a new one to
me. After that, the Stories promised,
they would have a real surprise for me.
We launched vigorously down Green-
wich, past the truck terminals, small
factories, warehouses, and scattered
examples of Old New York residential
architecture that characterize its upper
end. The long street was deserted as
far as the eye could see, and we came
across nobody until we reached Bar-
row Street, where we stopped to stare
momentarily (and, I’m afraid, with-
out much compassion) at a decidedly
rival enthusiast—a very young man
wearing a very small cap, who was try-
ing to coax a vintage car to start.

A few blocks farther on, Tom
stopped to pick up a match book from
the sidewalk. “For my brother-in-law,”
he told me. “He collects them, for some
strange reason.”

I asked him, after we resumed the
pace, if they had made any finds of
greater value in their years on the
streets.

“No,” he answered, after some re-
flection, “we haven’t exactly got rich
from walking. The most money we
ever found was a roll of nine one-pound
notes, lying in the Strand, in London.
Another time, we retrieved a few
singed dollar bills from an untended
bonfire in Queens. Oh, of course we’ve
come across a few other odds and
ends, while walking past vacant lots
and excavation sites—an unopened
bottle of maraschino liqueur once, and
even some real Indian arrowheads, We
don’t hunt for treasure, though. The
truth is, our most satisfactory discoveries
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are the little things we learn about a city.
Take New York. Did you ever notice
that the houses in Italian sections will
very often have sleeping stone lions on
the front lawns? And that gravestones
in Jewish cemeteries will have pebbles
placed on them? Did you know that,
by golly, there’s a Scotch neighborhood
in Brooklyn, over in the Owl’s Head
Park section, or at least there used to
be! And we found another one not
long ago in Kearny, New Jersey. The

bakery shops over there even feature |-

scones and haggis. In Paterson one
time, we came on a street called Gaso-
line Alley—it’s just for racing cars—
and we’ve seen people eel-fishing
through the ice in Hook Creek, over
near Idlewild. Eels are a big Italian
Christmas Eve dish. Things like that.”

“What about the solitary tea rose we
found blooming in that patch of dried
grass over in New Jersey somewhere?”
said Catharine, a glow in her eyes. “A
true last rose of summer. And the wild
geese, honking their way south over
that Newark tenement district. And
the tiny old lady who suddenly came up
over the rise of that field in Flatbush.
Remember? It was just at sunset, and
she was leading a little child and a
goat.”

“Yes,” said Tom, “that’s the sort of
sight you don’t forget, somehow. And
the time I saw the dead rat in the pheas-
ant cage at the Bridgeport Zoo and re-
ported it.”

The Stories pondered thesc private
wonders for a few minutes, and then
Catharine asked me if I knew where the
best view of Manhattan could be found.
“Laurel Hill, in the Jersey Mcadows,
right next to the Pennsylvania Railroad
tracks,” she said, with a victorious smile,
when I asked her where. “We call it
our mountain. We went up there one
Sunday because the map showed that it
had a few streets on it, around an old
people’s hospital. It turned out to have
the most breathtaking vista of the sky-
line we’d ever seen. You can take in
the whole sweep of it from over the back
of the Palisades.,” She considered the
hill in her mind’s eye, and then—as if it
were a prominence in the
said, “Someday we’ll have to go back
there.”

As we talked, we had been plunging
deeper into the old part of the borough.
Greenwich was now an annex of Wash-
ington, the produce-market street that
runs parallel to it a block to the west,
and its sidewalks were overhung by
the weathered tin canopies of whole-
sale food warehouses. Some life was
stirring down there, and some was not.
A few market hands weaved about
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the streets, red-cyed and ragged, and
a few others were sprawled out, sound
asleep, on the sidewalks. The cross
streets were characterized more by
smells than by sights. There was choco-
late in the air at Charlton, thyme
at Desbrosses, coffee at Watts, vine-
gar at Hubert, nutmeg at Moore,
cheese at Chambers, and greenery—
from the shrub and seed shops, about
the only enterprises we had seen open
for Sunday business—around the plaza-
like confluence of Greenwich, West
Broadway, Vesey, Fulton, and Dey.
A couple of blocks below, Catharine
announced that she had fulfilled her
Greenwich Street obligations, and we
turned into the empty canyons to-
ward Dutch Street, which, the Hag-
strom map showed, was a hit north
of us. We headed uptown on Nassau,
and just after we passed Liberty
Street, Catharine asked us to stop and
wait while she went back around the
corner for a closer look at a stately old
building.

She was back in a jiffy, wide-eyed.
“There was a man robbing a haberdash-
ery over there,” she whispered.

We looked at her blankly.

“A pane of the store window was
broken,” she went on slowly, “and just
as I came around the corner, this shab-
bily dressed man, who was standing
in front of it, snapped shut an attaché
case he was holding, and walked away
with it. He had a pair of shoes, I
think, in his other hand. T didn’t get
a good look at his face, and T didn’t ac-
tually see him taking anything from the
window, but— well, what else could
it be?

“The man might still be around here
somewhere,” she added, looking about
uneasily, at which point we all acted on
a single impulse and got the devil out of
there. We headed due north at quick-
step, but didn’t see a policeman, or any-
one else, until we came out on City Hall
Park, four blocks away. Then, spotting
a bluecoat crossing Park Row, we
rushed up to intercept him. He was a
young policeman, and he politely stopped
to listen to Catharine’s story. Before
she had got very far, he broke in with
a response that I have heard myself as
an occasional reporter of troubles to the
police.

“That store’s not in this precinct,”
he said.

We stood there, fretting over the
problem, and finally he came up with
a solution.

“T’ll phone the precinct it 75 in,” he
said brightly, “and they’ll have a car
there in five minutes.”

He rushed over to a Nedick’s in a
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nearby building, but the door was locked
and a counterman inside signalled per-
emptorily that the place wasn’t open for
business. The officer just shrugged and
rushed around the corner, presumably
to find another phone. I figured that he
must be new to the force.

I realized that I had been present at
a historic event: the first case of rob-
bery, or apparent robbery, in the Stories’
long career as witnesses to the street life
of Greater New York. They took it
quite in stride, however. Quickly reori-
enting ourselves with the help of the
map, we headed back south to pick up
the course. Dutch Street was only three
blocks away, and it did not prove to be
exactly a lost Appian Way; it was sim-
ply an alley between office buildings,
linking John and Fulton Streets. After
we had traversed it, the Stories suggest-
ed that we go east to Pear] Street and
follow that north to Chinatown, where
we would lunch. A Chinese lunch, I
gathered, was the surprise they had
promised, and a glance at the map
showed me that we would certainly be
ready for it. The Pearl Street trek
would be the better part of a winding
mile.

““Crooked as Pear] Street,’ ” Tom
remarked. “That’s an old New York
saying. Another one is ‘smelly as Barren
Island.” Barren Island is now part of
Floyd Bennett Field, and there used to
be a glue works on it.”

The words had not long been out of
his mouth—just long enough for us to
get over to Pearl and start for the un-
derpass that takes it through the stone
approach to the Brooklyn Bridge—
when the air became as smelly as Barren
Island. The odor was of smoke, though,
not glue, and soon fire trucks began
screaming through the area. When we
reached Frankfort Street, which runs
along the base of the bridge approach
on the southerly side, we saw a concen-
tration of fire equipment three blocks to
the west, and we veered off to have a
look. The blaze was in an ancient
three-story loft on Gold Street, and it
was a dandy. Clouds of ugly brown
smoke were belching from the loft win-
dows as bursts from the fire hoses
smashed deep inside, and firemen with
hooks and axes were scurrying up the
iron fire escapes of the adjacent build-
ings, through the poisonous waves. (I
read next day that the loft contained
leather remnants, and that one of the
firemen had been overcome.) Gold
Street itself was a corridor of opaque,
whirling smoke that rolled up to the top
of an eight-story building across from
the fire. More and more equipment kept
arriving, some of it being diverted to
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extinguish a totally unrelated fire that
had broken out just around the corner,
in some storage rooms under the bridge
approach. With smoke drifting out of
the storage rooms, and huge fingers of
flame starting to thrust upward through
the roof of the loft building, it seemed as
if the whole neighborhood were being
touched off.

We had now, within half an hour,
enjoyed what I would have thought was
a city walker’s bonanza—first a rob-
bery, then an extra-alarm fire—but
Tom soon got restless, and made it clear
that we had best stop wasting time on
the sideshows and get down to walking.
“After lunch,” he said, springing an-
other surprise, “Catharine’s going to do
the Manhattan Bridge for the first

Our objective for lunch, it turned
out, was the Nom Wah Tea Parlor,
on Doyers Street, a so-called “blob
joint,” which serves blobs, or balls, of
meat, fish, vegetables, and dough, pre-
pared in the Nom Wah Bakery, next
door. The tea parlor was a large, tile-
floored room with booths, tables, and a
counter, and it was patronized largely
by Chinese families. The moment we
sat down, a waitress brought over sev-
eral plates of blobs, which, as the name
hardly implies, were delicious—bud-
shaped gray dough balls stuffed with
spiced vegetables, white steamed dump-
lings with chunks of roast pork inside,
delicate pieces of shrimp and tender balls
of meat surfaced with peppers, mush-
rooms, or noodles. By the time I had
finished popping a dozen into my
mouth, I was beginning to feel as if
I, too, might be up to the East River
crossing. After paying the check, we
made for the Manhattan Bridge plaza,
at Canal Street, two blocks away, and
there Catharine was suddenly stricken
with a case of déja vu.

“I have the distinct impression that
I once did walk this bridge,” she said.
“Now that I think of it, 've walked
all the bridges down here. Anyway,
I’m not taking a chance on walking a
bridge that I’ve already crossed.”

That seemed to settle that, much to
my relief and Tom’s disappointment.

“By golly, I did hope to make a
bridge today,” he said.

There was to be no respite, though,
for the Stories unaccountably decided to
throw their prejudice against retracing
to the winds and revisit one of their first
stamping grounds—the old Jewish dis-
trict of the lower East Side. They were
just in time, it appeared. As we pushed
across East Broadway, past the neigh-
borhood cultural center, with its news-
paper offices, bookstores, fraternal asso-
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ciations, and store-front temples (alter-
nating nowadays with the store-front
1glesias of the Puerto Ricans), we could
sec that the ubiquitous hand of the
slum razer had been fast dismantling
the area. It was a familiar scene to

the Stories, who explained that whole ([P 9
districts of the New York they once had I
known and walked had been torn down ;
behind them and replaced. They re- |

garded the trend as a poor augury for
city walking.
“What fun will it be when the whole EST
town is housing projects?” Catharine : n‘suu_[k‘[s

asked, as we moved past a venerable

structure housing the Kamenitzer Ye- vl : PR"““GE "’“S n““l“'

shivah, a rabbinical college, some of
whose students were in recess on the -

sidewalk, engaged in a disputation on @ Sco‘c“ w“|SKY
the fine points of baseball.

Pressing on, we cut back west on
Grand Street, the Stories now and - et
then stopping to take what I regarded

as a disquieting interest, so soon after
lunch, in the wares of the knish shops,
or Jewish blob joints. By now, I was
beginning to feel like a dragging

BLENDED SCOTS WHISKY

86 PROOF

anchor, and when, after turning north
on Clinton Street, we emerged on
the broad sweep of Delancey, my legs
gave out, It had been four hours since
we started, and Tom calculated that
we had covered about eight miles. The
Stories solicitously helped me aboard an
Avenue B bus, but they continued north
on foot themselves, The last I saw of
them, they were still going strong, leg-
ging it easily but swiftly through the
neghborhood Sunday shopping crush,
past the dairy stores and cut-rate dress
emporiums, and looking every bit as in-
terested as tourists on their first visit
to New York. —J. M. FLAGLER
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The elements of Aristophanic Greek
drama are present in the saga of Sherman
Adams. He was perhaps too caustic in his
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came the sitting duck for the buckshot of
those he had peppered. He lived by the
platitude and the censure. Now he is un-
horsed by the same—Stamjord (Conn.)

Advocate.

Either that or the horse tripped on
the duck.

What can Khrushchev do to arrest this
disturbing decline in growth? It is clear
that he can no longer expect much help
from increases in the total labor force.

The young men and women now coming ©wncca conr.

into the labor force were born during the

war years—which means that not many Togethemess* by Bachrach

of them were born.—Fortune. M G Schuliz and theirohitd FE Fells, N. .
You'll never get ’em to admit it, r. and Mrs. George L. Schultz and their children, of Essex Fells, N.J.
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