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ship card, signed by Lester Maddox,
then the governor of Georgia, certify-
ing his appointment to the Governor’s
Council on Alcohol, Tobacco, and
Health; and several photographs of his
wife and daughters. ““The Smithsonian
people sort of started with the couch
and then wormed their way into my
confidence,” Trillin said. “I don’t
know exactly what the Smithsonian is
getting, because I haven’t cleaned this
place up yet, but if they think they’re
getting pictures of my daughter Sarah,
my baby, they’re not getting them. If
those people think that, then they have
no shame.”

The Smithsonian curators also ex-
pressed enthusiasm for several artifacts
they discovered in the Makeup Depart-
ment, the busy room on the nineteenth
floor where each week’s issue of the
magazine was put together and laid out
—a room that was traditionally popu-
lated by staff members known for their
technical proficiency, their instinct for
male bonding, and their liberal defini-
tion of what constituted a repeatable
joke. In the early days of the magazine,
each member of the Makeup Depart-
ment was issued a shovel and a piece of
coal and a kerosene lamp. More recent-
ly, computers were introduced. But
most of the equipment was origi-
nal, so the Smithsonian requested
and received several bulletin
boards and tables and file cabinets
and a pneumatic tube.

It is by no means a foregone
conclusion that these new acquisi-
tions will someday be on public
display at the Smithsonian. Under
ideal circumstances, Trillin’s day-
bed might turn up in the Twenti-
eth-Century Exhibition at the Na-
tional Museum of American His-
tory. One complication, however,
was explained to us by Pete Daniel,
the curator of the T'wentieth-Cen-
tury Exhibition. “There is no
money available right now to in-
stall the T'wentieth-Century Ex-
hibition, nor is there really any
hope for money,” he said. “These
things won’t be on exhibition for
at least five years—and not neces-
sarily ever. In the meanwhile,
we’ll store them either at the mu-
seum or maybe off-site, in Silver
Hill, Maryland.”

When Mr. Daniel is not dream-
ing about the Twentieth-Century
Exhibition, he is the supervising

curator of the Division of Agriculture
and Natural Resources. According to
his colleague Mr. Bunch, he is also
“the most literate man in the museum.”
It was Mr. Bunch who described for us
the mechanics of transporting this fas-
cinating material to Washington. “We
plan to get into your old offices a few
days after you’ve moved to your new
ones,” he said. “Members of our tech-
nical staff, rather than curators, make
the last trip. Three of our staff people,
plus a truck driver, will go up to New
York. They’ll be able to load every-
thing the day they arrive, and that
evening they’ll lock the truck and park
it at the Cooper-Hewitt Museum, on
Ninety-first Street. The next morning,
they’ll drive back to Washington. And
while the truck’s parked in New York
maybe we’ll leave a sign in the window
that says ‘No Daybed.” Or else ‘Liter-
ary Stuff—of Little Importance.” »

Famaly Business

UNFOR’]‘UNATELY, we already have
as many bench dogs as we need
(none). We are similarly well supplied
with bottoming taps, door skins,
nooker knives, Megaflutes, gouge slips,

&
—

}?‘.-\ ManoT-
0

29

and Soss invisible hinges. We wish that
this were not the case. Nothing would
give us more pleasure than to buy a
dozen pounce wheels and arrange them
on our desk. But even a single pounce
wheel would constitute, for us, a sur-
plus. We realized this recently when
we visited Albert Constantine & Son,
on Eastchester Road in the Bronx, and
looked with longing upon the vast ex-
tent of what we don’t require.

Constantine’s sells supplies to wood-
workers. The company is best known
for its veneers. Woodworkers use ve-
neers (along with veneer saws, veneer
hammers, veneer glue, veneer pins, ve-
neer rollers, veneer tape, veneer strip-
pers, and veneer trimmers) to add rela-
tively interesting surfaces to relatively
uninteresting pieces of wood. The stor-
age area at Constantine’s is piled high
with slices of veneer representing more
than eight dozen species of trees,
among them oak, maple, ash, mahoga-
ny, bubinga, kelobra, tchitola, bengue,
and wenge. Most of the slices are sev-
eral inches wide, several feet long, and
a thirty-second of an inch thick. The
most expensive veneer is Macassar ebo-
ny, which comes from India; it sells for
as much as three dollars and twenty
cents a square foot.

David Brinkley and Andy Roo-
ney—to name two employees of the
news divisions of television net-
works—have been known to make
purchases from Constantine’s. The
company’s other customers include
the restoration department of
Sotheby’s, various people doing var-
ious kinds of historical preservation
at the White House, and a company
that makes (or, at any rate, used to
make) limousines for Donald
T'rump. Most of Constantine’s busi-
ness is conducted through the mail;
the company annually sends a mil-
lion and a half copies of its cata-
logues to woodworkers all over the
world. A number of years ago, the
F.B.I. was able to capture a fugitive
who was known to be a woodworker
by waiting for him to order some-
thing from Constantine’s and then
swooping down on the return ad-
dress.

Constantine’s is a family business.
It was founded, under the name of
Constantine & Company, by Thom-
as Constantine in 1812. Thomas
was a cabinetmaker and a log in-
spector, and his shop was in lower






