
by Jan Kelly 
(Provincetown} Oh, the heat! We are in the grip of the 
"Dogdays." The arbitrary beginning date for this 
period is July 26th and the length is 4-6 weeks. Many 
people think of dogs· panting while reclining under 
shady spots. Others think of mad dogs, bites, and 
rabies. Actually, beyond the name it has little to do 
with dogs. Sirius, the dog star, rises in conjunction with 
the sun during this period. Sirius is the brightest star 
in the heavens, a first magnitude star and is part of 
the constellation Canis Major, the great dog. In 1844 
Bessel discovered that Sirius does not remain fixed, but 
moves in a small orbit. This would indicate a compa-
nion star balancing the movement. Years later T.H. 
Stafford studied the position of the companion and 
in 1862 Alvan Clark mapped the position. He also 
discovered that the surface temperature of the com-
panion star was the same as Sirius, so he called it Sirius 
B. Sirius B is an eighth magnitude star. These stars are 

such brightness because they are so dense. They are 
compressedthat one teaspoon of their matter would 

weigh a ton, is the speculation. They contain alm.ost 
as much matter as our sun, but this is compressed in-
to a sphere whose diameter is slightly more than 3 
times that of the earth. They are called white dwarfs. 

In ancient Egypt, the rise of Sirius indicated the 
beginning of the flood of the Nile. For Greeks and 
Romans it was the signal for intense summer heat. The 
poor Medievals, who w.ere always on the dark side of 
things, saw the rise of Sirius as an omen of droughts, 
plagues, and insanity. In the twentieth century such 
sayings as Mad dogs and Englishmen go out in the noon-
day sun has shifted the erroneous dog days title to the 
animal again. But Sirius, first magnitude brightest star 
in the heavens, in the constellation Canis Major of the 
Orion family, will keep the sun company on rising 
for these 4 to 6 weeks and the heat will continue. If 
Sirius were confined to Provincetown, we would call 
this star Augustitus. I always feel Augustitus begins 
the last week in July. Sirius leads the way. 

The Friends of the Library Book Sale is August' 6, 
from 10 am to 2 pm. Raindate: August 7, same time. 
I warn you-there are many desirable books-
bibliophiles and collectors may find that book they 
have sought with missionary zeal for years. Children's 
b oks, beach reading, cookbooks, travel books, art 

azines, and catalogues, reference, mysteries, novels, 
d poetry will all be there for you to select from-

your August will be plumped up by a pleasurable pur-
chase at the library sale. We'll be in front of the library 
10-2 Wednesday, August 6. You be there, too! 

Blair Resika, accompanied by Eleanor Lawrence on 
flute and Elizabeth Rodgers on piano, charmed us quite 
away from summer heat and daily cares with her so 
beautiful mezzo-soprano voice. The program was "An 
Evening of French Music." The notes persuaded into 
song by Debussy, Berlioz, Poulenc, Rameau, Faure, 
and Ibert filled the Art Association and our ears. The 
three women knew the music well and performed with 
no visible effort. We were left only to relax and listen. 
The hall was filled, the audience did appreciate the ef-
forts going on before them and the real test-no one 
left at intermission despite the heat. It was a special 
evening, the effect of which lingered for days. On 

' Tuesday, the 29th of July, the Outer Cape Chamber 
Music Company will play and the guest artist will be 
James Felberg on cello. Then my suggestion to you 
is to reserve Tuesday, August 26 for the concert we 
look forward to and pace ourselves each year. Michael 
Horowitz, the adult angel on flute, Elizabeth Rodgers 
on piano, and Theodore Mook on cello will close out . 
the Summer Concert Program. Michael is amazing. 
He will leave his house before the concert all in order 
for a party. That means he has shopped, cooked, set 
up. He will entertain you with an evening of perfect 
music and then be home before you can reach his 
house-when you enter, all in order for celebration. 

Sometimes when you're looking at the throng of 
Commercial Street, do you get the feeling that no one 
is moving their. feet, that it's a tread mill and the only 
way off it is to step into a restaurant or a shop? 

The Benefit for the Rescue Squad held at the Boatslip 
was a great success. On a large and airy deck, you can 
see a portion of almost every night club act in Town. 
It's like a smorgasbord of summer talent and it is just 
fun from start to finish. Linda Gerard was a charm-
ing and most capable mistress of ceremonies, Madame 
and Wayland Flowers guided it through. The profes-
sionals strutted their stuff and the amateurs got a 
chance to ham it up with a costume contest. It really 
was a fun and funny evening, everybody just wanting 
toplay. Que Linda and I took along Jean Kent the 
curb scratcher. If you want to spend any time with 
Jean it's got to be night time to 5 am or so. Then she 
goes to bed. My theory is that she thinks she's in 
Australia. Well, the Rescue Squad was helped. Que 
Linda and I were, too. We took the polka dot skirts 
right off two fellows out of eight or so who were play-
ing Minnie Mouse. Dan DePalma of the Landmark 
Inn Restaurant and Joe Arndt of Shipwreck Inn. 

We have a tournament this weekend. Women's 
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doubles. First day, matching fila outfits. We did win. 
So we had a second day of outfits. "S" for Superman 
shirts (we say "S" for stupid woman) and the polka 
dot skirts. We've used Groucho moustache glasses, 
Lone Ranger black masks, monster hands, lace, wild 
hats, and any other crazy item that will conjure up 
humor. Humor is a strength. The other day I heard 
a funny line. I hadn't heard it for years. Someone dear 
to me in my childhood and long deceased used it. It . 
made me laugh once again, but it also made me realize 
I missed the humor of the deceased and that in 
retrospect, humor is, and becomes, a strength. 

The WOMR Auction was a great success. In the 
Universalist Church at first to avoid the rain and out 
of the Church a half hour later to defy the rain-and 
we did it. Twenty minutes after the auction, the 
heavens opened up for ducks and flowers. What I love 

aboutauctions is all those things. All periods, styles, 
ses, and non-uses. Each item was somebody' s dream 

until purchased. Purchased its life was in ratio to need. 
Now you're hoping somebody else needs it, at least, 
since there's no time to build a dream. The numbered 
pie plates commandthe price and bargain fast. if you 

can you beat this smile? 

don't move quickly you miss what whimsy suggested 
you bid on. If you do move quickly you'll be elated 
until the program of what goes where, what to give 
to whom and eventually storage. Storage until you can 
donate it to an auction the following year. Auctions 
are fun though, so much organization weeks ahead, 
coordinating the pickups, the write ups, the air time, 
the storage, the numeration, and then the big push-
get those items sold, to anyone with a glimmer in their 
eye and a buck in their pocket. The matching of peo-
ple to items is a study in itself. The best buys would 
be the art and antiques, you can actually serendip. But 

everything needs a home, so the pink and black 
plunger with the flamingo head, the lamp you 
wouldn't dare put a bulb in for fear you would see 
it better, and the movie projector that "might work" 
must all find a home, too. But all that variety becomes 
assimilated. Look at the proud owner of the dried floral 
arrangement. Could you beat that smile? The coveted 
items found happy homes and WOMR will ride high 
for another year. Or maybe we'll have some fun with 
a Gong Show this winter. 
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