
By FRANK FALACCI 
The Provincetown wind was as 

cold as a dagger in a Dali draw- 
ing The gray sky shrouding the 
slender Pilgrim Memorial threat- 
ened rain. 

’In a chilly, century-old church 
on Commercial st. several car- 
penters were banging and buzz- 
ing with hammers and saws. 
Crowbars ripped stubborn boards 
apart and nails screamed from 
their fastenings. 

The inside of the old church 
was being torn apart  Ornate, 
colored-glass windows had been 
removed from their frames. The 
sharp cold whipped through the 
openings. There was no heat in 
tho building. 

Watching the workmen with 
+he intentness of a man who 
wants the job done right was 
Walter P. Chrysler Jr., heir to 
the auto empire. Be was here to 
personally supervise Province- 
town’s first move toward art 
supremacy in the United States. 
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candescent flood lighting whi 
adjustable for any exhibition 

exotic touch to the interior; and 
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Among the pieces of sculpture i 

sculpture done by Gaugin that we 
know.’’ In addition to Rodin 
‘‘Eve,” on the terrace of the Mu- 
seum, thereis his “Age of Bronze,” 
and the marble “Hands of God”. 
Mailloil is represented by a three- 
quarter length female figure in 
bronze; and there are a pair 
unique Renaissance bronzes 


