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visits Radio City
It was a crisp November morning, and Betsy

an<l her mother were sightseeing in New

York. .\t Rockefeller Plaza, the,r retrtecl ice

:kates atrtl had such fun skinrrning over tlte

snrooth ice. Wlren it grew roo chillv, !lrs.

McCall said, "Wouldn't vou like to go to

Ratlio (iitr' Nlusic Halli I lovetl it wl-rerl I

was veur age. .\ll tirose tlatrcers! Antl all

rhe lights changing colorl" The theater was

ENORN,IOUS, anri just about ever-y seat vr'as

filleti. "Does everybocly in New York go to

nrovies in the norning, for gr:roelness' sake?"

asketl Betsv. "Sh-sh-sh," l-rer mother whis-

pererl. "Nlost of the people are visitors from

out of towl1, just like us. Look at the Rock:

ettes on the stage. Dor-r't theY eiance Perfect-
1y1," lietsl notldecl, but her eyes rovetl all

over the huge theater'. The ver,v tol) row

seemed a billion miles awa,r and so leeny.
"(iruld I go all the way trp there?" Her

rn,itlrer asketi, "Whatever for?" "Just to look

rl,rwn," Betsy replierl. . . . Up, up, up, she

walketl, f{oor after floor, and at each, Betsy

kxrkerl rlow'n. Frorn the ver-y top, tlre rlarrcers

seernetl the size of rlolls. Great ban<ls o{

e,rloretl lights swoopetl over the curved ceil-

ing. ancl long fingers of light streamecl fi'om

the bacrk of the theater tc) the

stage. It was magical, but after-

ward, Betsy couldn't quite ex-

plain to her mother how it macle

'I-herr 
she saw rhis velveleen with the

Pnr i tan c,r l lar  arrd said she absolrr te i l

rUust  havc i l ,  and t l re ot l rerS as rcel l
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BetsyMcCall

Betsv fell in love with this velvereeu
thess with a scalloped skirt, Sleeves,
collar, arrcl nrxlerskirt are white organza

Hou' she wanteri this biack velveteen
suit, with its recl cummerbuncl and lace.
tlirurnerl blorrse urrder the little iackerl
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