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HE Anheuser-Busch plant, founded in 1852, covers 142 acres, 
equal to 70 city blocks, in St. Louis. +7 Our quality products in- 
clude: The famous Budweiser, Busch Extra Dry, Anheuser-Busch 

Yeast, Budweiser Barley Malt Syrup, Malt Nutrine, Busch Lager, Root Beer, 
Grape Bouquet, Corn Products and Feed.” Our modern Vehicle Department 
specializes in Refrigerator Truck Bodies, solid carbon dioxide Shipping and 
Storage Boxes, and specialty Automobile Bodies. 

ANHEUSER-BUSCH...ST. LOUIS 
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B. ALTMAN & CO. 
GENTLEMEN'S OUTFITTERS 

Fifth Avenue, New York 

GoL_r KITS 
this season are simple indeed— 

with the favor gradually turn= 

ing to long flannel slacks and 

simple suede jumpers. Altman 

features these popular gar= 

ments in several variations to 

suit individual preference. 

FLANNEL SLACKS 
$6.75 to $12.50 

SUEDE, VESTS 
$10.00 and $12.50 

SUEDE JACKETS 
$13.50 

MEN’S APPAREL, on the 
FIRST and SIXTH FLOORS 

  
  

Altman Suburban Stores 
ALTMAN-WESTCHESTER 

‘White Plains, N.Y. 
ALTMAN-NEW JERSEY 

East Orange, N. J. 

B. ALTMAN & CO. 
FIFTH AVENUE at 34th STREET, N.Y.



SO MANY THINGS IN JUNE 

ARE WORTH REMEMBERING 

                                

     

   

E41... A necktie case, in brown camel 
hide, ecru lined, with a hanger which 
is gold-plated over non-tarnishable metal. 
E-2 ... A collar box, in brown camel- 
hide, with ecru silk lining. 

E-3 ... A writing case, for traveling. In 
black and brown leather, the case is lined 
with Jeather, and includes an address 
book, note book, and perpetual calendar. 
E4...An address book, in green 
ecrasé calfskin with a white jade inlay, 
enriched with gold tooling, and including 
as equipment a gold pencil. The address 
hook may also be had either in black 
leather or in walnut grained calf, with 
red cinnabar inlay. 

  

E-5 ...A passport case, in pin seal, 
ostrich skin or pig skin. Colored linings. 

ren Senter 

  

Cc. F. RUMPP & SONS, INC. 
Philadelphia and New York  —_ Established 1850 

MAY 30, 1931 

Or course, if you're very old, the spell of June won’t 
move you. The warm earth and the leaves, the bright 
events that make life good... you'll have to pass these by. 
But that day never comes. The things of June belong to 
all of us... weddings and graduations and trips abroad. 
This year and always, they are the breath and color of 
our lives. § And perhaps nothing adds more to the 
enjoyment of the month’s felicities than a remembrance 
from an old and valued friend. It may be small . . . it 
need not be expensive. § An increasing number of 
cultivated people who own and treasure lovely things 
themselves make it a practice that such gifts shall be of 
fine leather. And if you could watch these people as they 
buy, you would find that their purchases are frequently 
governed by the presence of a tiny golden keystone “R.” 
® That imprint, placed upon every article of fine leather 
manufactured by C. F. Rumpp & Sons, Inc., is an infallible 
assurance that the gift is good. @ C. F. Rumpp & Sons, 
Inc., manufacture fine leather goods of every description, 
excepting luggage. At the better leather goods and 
department stores, jewelers, stationers and haberdashers. 

  Youxex, published weekly by the F-R Pub. Corp.,     25 West 45th Street, New York, N.Y. R. H_ Fleischmann, pres.; E. R. Spaulding, C. E, Brindley, sec. and treas.; R. B. Bowen, adv. mgr. Subscription $5.00. Vol. VIL, Ni matter, February 16, 1925, at the post office at New York, N.Y. under the act of March 3, 
  15, May 30, 1931.’ Entered as Second class 1. Copyright, 1931, by the F-R Pub. Corp.  
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AT 6P.M. ON AUGUST 8 

THE FRENCH LINER 

PARIS 
SAILS ON A 2500-MILE 

TRIANGLE CRUISE 
Six days on the cool North Atlantic 
—utter French Line luxury—incom- 

parable: foci iceinke payely rest! = 
an extra week in Canada-— optional 

and the famous FR AN CE sails on the same 

Triangle Cruise for 6 days August 15—same bargain rates! 

DANCE at the RITZ and MONTMARTRE —the formal bril- 
liance of the Place Vendome, the unrestrained jollity of the smartest 
after-midnight Paris Clubs—these you'll find on board. Three orchestras 

Hq incieding Vincent Loper's “French Liners” fiom the Hotel St. Regis      
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SWIM-—in the opal waters of Bermuda; bask in one of the two out- 
door pools on board; sun-tan on a palm-tree beach or on the sports-deck; 
play tennis, shuffleboard—or best of all, just loaf... and sip... 

‘ @ SHOOT—real clay-pigeons from the sports-deck; “shoot the sun” as 
it rises over the yardarm; shoot a faithful pair of ivories if you prefer; 
shoot an ecstatic week without “shooting the works”—for the Triangle 
Cruise is thrifty! 

SHOP IN PARIS AND LONDON —There are many Paris 
shops on board, and the shops of Hamilton and Halifax are full of smart 
British wares. 

; @ Lar, DRINK, RELAX, ENJOY LIFE—as only the French 
Line best knows how to make you enjoy it. You'll eat and drink as 
nobly as if you were touring the greatest restaurants of Paris; you'll doze 
in knee-deep French Line comfort; no week at sea ever offered more 
gracious hospitality. The liner is your yacht-de-luxe. 

‘ e COME HOME VIA THE ST. LAWRENCE —At Hali- 
L fax you may leave the ship—spend some time in the romantic land of 

Evangeline and along the St. Lawrence and then return to your home by 
any route you wish. Special all-inclusive rates from New York to your 
home are available. Ask your French Line agent for complete details. 

FRENCH LINE, 19 STATE STREET, NEW YORK 
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GOINGS ON ABOUT TOWN 
A CONSCIENTIOUS CALENDAR OF EVENTS WORTH WHILE 

[ris ListtNG COVERS THE NINE DAYS FROM FRIDAY, MAY 29, THROUGH SATUR- 
DAY, JUNE 6, TIME GIVEN, INCLUDING TRAIN DEPARTURES, IS DAYLIGHT SAVING. ] 

THE THEATRE 

(Unless otherwise noted, it is assumed that 
curtains will rise at 2:30 and 8:40 p.w. for 
attractions listed under “prays ;” at 2:30 and 

‘0 p.m. for those under “wir music;” and 
that the midweek matinée will be given on 
Wednesday. E. and W. stand for East and 
West of Broadway.) 

PLAYS 

As Huspanps Go—A nice, neat little comedy 
by Rachel Crothers, lavishly benefited by 
the high humor of Catharine Doucet. (John 
Golden, 58, E. Mats. Wed. and Thurs.) 

As You Desire Mr—Pirandello again up to 
his old tricks of making you guess who is 
really who. Judith Anderson gives a fine 
performance as the woman who wasn't. 
(Maxine Elliott, 39, E. Closes May 30.) 

‘Tre Barrerts or Wimrore Street—Katha- 
rine Cornell in a section of the early love 
life of Elizabeth Barrett with You-Know- 
Who. (Empire, B'way at 40. 8:30 p.at.) 

Five Srar Frxar—A bitter attack on tabloid 
journalism and sensational name-mongering 
which is crude but impressive. Arthur Byron 
heads the cast. (Cort, 48, E.) 

Gran Hore1—If you can get in, you will see 
what goes on in 2 Berlin hotel while people 
are killing, stealing, cheating, and seducing. 
‘The most absorbing play in town, (National, 
41, W. 8:30 p.m.) 

‘Tue Green Pastures—Marc Connelly’s beau- 
tiful Old Testament epic told in terms of an 
old Negro's imagination. Second year on 
Broadway. (Mansfield, 47, W. 8:30 p.at.) 

M£to—All the elementary ingredients of old- 
time triangle melodrama, put together, for 
the most part, with simplicity and dramatic 
effectiveness by Henry Bernstein. A splendid 
performance by Edna Best, assisted by Earle 
Larimore and Basil Rathbone. (Ethel Barry- 
more, 47, W. 8:50 p.m.) 

Mrs. MoonticHtT—Fdith Barrett as a young 
girl who grows old without showing it. Sir 
Guy Standing and Haidee Wright ‘give 
notable support. (Little, 44, W. 8:50 p.w.) 

Once 1 a Liretime—Whether you know 
about Hollywood or not, there ought to be 
about a hundred and fifteen laughs for you 
in this Iampoon on the movie business. 
(Plymouth, 45, W. Mat. Thurs.) 

Precepent—The Mooney case made into a 
Propaganda play which is better than most. 
(Bijou, 45, W. 8:50 par.) 

Private Lives—Now that Otto Kruger and 
‘Madge Kennedy have taken over the leading 
roles in this, it is good, legitimate, farce 
comedy without reference to the English 
dialect. (Times Square, 42, W. Mat. Thurs. 
2:40 pm.) 

Tue Sient Witnrss—An English mystery 
play, not any too exciting, but interesting 
and agreeable. A cast headed by Lionel At- 
will does well by it. (Morosco, 45, W. 
8:50 Pat.) 

Tomorrow anp_Tomorrow—Philip Barry's 
sensitive and finely written modern version 
of the Biblical story of Elisha and the 
Shunemite woman. This time the woman is 
relieved of her barrenness without the aid 

        

of miracles but with considerable talk. 
Herbert Marshall and Zita Johann do well 
by it. (Henry Miller, 43, E. Mat. Thurs.) 

Tonicur or Never—Helen Gahagan in one 
of the better accounts of how an opera 
singer_improved her voice by seeing Life. 
Miss Gahagan also sings well. (Belasco, 44, 
E. Mat. Thurs. 2:40 p.ot.) 

Tue Vivecar Tree—Mary Boland at her best 
in a farce-comedy dealing with renewing 
old loves or whatever comes along handy. 
(Playhouse, 48, E. Mats, 2:40 p.at.) 

WITH MUSIC 

Amerrca’s SwretHeart—A tuneful score 
and a clever chorus and a lot of nice young 
principals, but the book is one of those 
satires on Hollywood. With Jack Whiting, 
Jeanne Aubert, and Inez Courtney. (Broad: 
hurst, 44, W.} 

Bruty Rose's Crazy Quirt—Fannie Brice, 
Phil Baker, and Ted Healy in a crazy show 
with enough good features to carry it easily 
well into the summer. (44th Street, 44, W.) 

Gitnert anp SuLtivay—Milton Aborn’s 1 
vival of “HLM.S. Pinafore,” with Fay 
Templeton, Ruth Altman, Joseph Macaulay, 
William Danforth, and Howard Marsh, will 
be presented through Sat. Eve., May 30 
only. “The Gondoliers” will be the bill for 
two weeks starting Mon. Eve. June 1. 
(Erlanger, 44, W.) 

Girt, Crazy—Some Gershwin tunes on a dude 
ranch, with Willie Howard to make merry. 
Ginger Rogers, Allen Kearns, William Kent, 
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and Ethel Merman are also in it. (Alvin, 
52, W.) 

Ruarsopy 1n Brack—A Negro musical re- 
yue without any of its usual disadvantages. 
Ethel Waters’ singing is enough to make 
this one worth seeing. (Harris, 42, W.) 

Turee's a Crowp—If you don’t know by now 
that this is good, you'll never know. Fea- 
turing Clifton Webb, Libby Holman, and 
Fred Allen. (Selwyn, 42, W. Mat. Thurs. 
Closes Sat., June 6.) 

Tue Wonper Bar—A floor show which, in 
transition from Germany to America, ‘has 

  

  

become almost entirely a Jolson show. 
(Bayes, 44, W. No Mats.) 

° 

Vaupeviite—Dr. Rockwell, Jack Benny, 
James Barton, Harriet Hoctor, and Armida 
will be at the Palace Fri., May 29. Frances 
Williams will be there for the week starting 
Sat. Aft, May 30. (Palace, B'way at 47. 
2:20 and 8:20 p.m. daily; extra perform- 
ance Sun. at 5:20 p.m.) 

  

    

OPENINGS OF NOTE 
(Dates of openings should be verified, because 
of frequent late changes by managers.) 
Turev Litter Suow—Dwight Deere Wi- 

man’s intimate revue, with Beatrice Lil- 
ie, Ernest Truex, Carl Randall, Walter 
O'Keefe, Constance Carpenter, and Gertrude 
MacDonald Opens Mon., June 1. (Music 
Box, 45, W. 8:30 p.m. Mat. Thurs.) 

Tue Way or tHe Wortp—Congreve's play, 
revived by the Players’ Club, with Walter 
Hampden, Fay Bainter, and Dorothy Stick- 
ney. Opens Mon., June 1, and plays one 
week only. (Guild, 52, W. 8:40 pit. Mat. 
Thurs.) 

  

   

Tur Bann Wacon—A revue by George S. 
Kaufman and Howard Dietz, music by 

vartz, with Fred’ and Adele 
Astaire, Tilly Losch, Frank Morgan, and 
Helen Broderick. Opens Thurs. June 4. 
(New Amsterdam, 42, W. 8 :30 p.m.) 

  

DINNER, SUPPER, AND DANCING 

“Better dress, but not obligatory. 
Awnassavor, Park at $1 (Wickersham 2-1000) 

—Dancing during dinner in the Restaurant; 
Howard Lanin’s orchestra.* 

Centrar Park Casino (Rhinelander 4-3034) 
For dinner and supper dancing; music 

by Leo Reisman’s orchestra, Dances by 
Jean Barry and David Fitzgibbons after 
the theatre.* 

Crup Ex Parto, 134 W. 52 (Circle 7-5575)— 
‘A smart after-theatre crowd being enter- 
tained by the dancing of Rosita and Ramon. 

mil Coleman music.* 
New Crvp_L1o, 240 W. 52 (Columbus 
$-6175)—Songs by Helen Morgan and music 
by Henry King’s orchestra. Open after 
the theatre only.* 

  

  

(Continued on page 6)
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The Hartmann 

Tourobe at *20 

Agood looking, easy-to-pack 

case that holds a full va- 
cation wardrobe shipshape 
without mussing or wrinkles. 

JOHN PAUL PENNEBAKER 

™ Meet the Tourobe! A light easily-managed wardrobe case 
that holds all the clothes you'll need for a two weeks’ jaunt. 

5 Hangers, plus generous sized compartments for acces- 

sories, it’s really marvelously convenient. Keeps clothes 
orderly, unwrinkled—ready to wear at a moment’s notice. 

Packed or unpacked in a jiffy. Slips under a Pullman seat. 

Carried by hand or you can check it like a trunk. Sturdily- 

built, it is finished in Black Canvas Grain Hartex, bound 

with rugged vulcanized fibre. Three sizes—26, 29 or 32 
inches long—$18, $20 or $22.50. Available, too, in hard 

vulcanized fibre in tan or blue. At most good shops and 

department stores. Hartmann Trunk Co., Racine, Wis.



  

(Continued from page 4) 

Prerre Roor, 5 Ave. at 61 (Regent 4-5901) 
—Dinner and after-theatre dancing in a 
handsome restaurant forty-two stories above 
Central Park. Music by the Continentals.* 

Sr. Reets Roor, 5 Aye. at 55 (Plaza 3-4500) 
—A magnificent view, with music by Vin- 
cent Lopez during dinner and supper. Must 
dress. 

Vitis Venice, 10 E. 60 (Volunteer 5-0351) 
—Open Fri. and Sat. Eves. only. Dances by 
Chester Towne and Helen Knott and music 
by the Venetians.* 

Orxer Roors—Bossert Marine Roof, Mon- 
tague and Remsen Sts., Brooklyn "(Main 
4-8100), a fine view of the harbor, with 
Will Osborne's orchestra. . . . Pennsylvania 
Roof, 7 Ave. at 33 with Rudy Vallée and 
his orchestra, opens Mon.. June 1... . Mc- 
Alpin Roof, B’way at 34, opens Mon., June 
1... . Astor Roof, B’way at 44; and Bilt- 
more Cascades, Madison at 43, open Wed., 
June 3. 

Broapway ATMOSPHERE—Two of the more 
interesting after-theatre places of this type 
are: Salon Royal, 310 W. 58 (Columbus 
5-6191), open till dawn, with dusky enter- 
tainers from Florence’s in Paris... . Club 
Argonaut, 151 W. 54 (Circle 7-9237), also 
open late, and not for debutantes; with Jean 
Malin, a delicate youth, and Nan Biack- 
stone. Two places that have elaborate 
revues, noisy Broadway crowds, and no 
cover charge are: Paramount Hotel Grill, 
235 W. 46 (Chickering 4-7580) ; and Holly- 
wood Restaurant, B’way at 48 (Chicker- 
ing 4-2572), 

GREENWICH ViLLacE—For informal and in- 
expensive evenings: The Blue Horse, 21 
E. 8; The Village Barn, 52 W. 8; The 
County Fair, 54 E. 9; and Mori's, 144 

  

  

  

Bleecker. . . . If you're looking for some- 
thing Spanish: El Chico, 80 Grove, at 
Sheridan Sq. 

. 

Just-Ovr-or-Towx—An hour's drive, more 
or less, from Times Sq., and open until 2 
Aat.—Ben Riley’s Arrowhead Inn, River- 
dale Ave, at 246 (Kingsbridge 6-2000) ; 
Woodmansten Inn, Williamsbridge Rd... near 
Pelham P'kway (Talmadge 5-2298); and 
Pavillon Royal, Merrick Road., Valley 
Stream, L.I. (Valley Stream 1308). 

For dinner only (no dancing) : Henri’s, 
Scranton Ave., Lynbrook, L.L, recommend 
ed for exquisite cuisine ; expensive. 

Coney Island jaunters in search of sea- 
food might try: Feltmans’ Maple Gardens. 
Surf Ave., Coney Island. 

MOTION PICTURES 
Cimarron—A fine picture of the story of 

Oklahoma, with Richard Dix as the Yancey 
Cravat of Edna Ferber’s novel. (Plaza, 58, 
E. of Madison; Wed. through Fri., June 
3-5; performances continuous from 1 P.xt.) Le Miri1ox—Good old-fashioned laughs in 
the most modern of French burlesques. A 
René Clair picture. (Little Carnegie, 57, E. 
of 7 Ave.; performances continuous from 
1 pas.) 

Tue Pustic Ewemy—Gunmen again, in a 
sharp and hardboiled study of their habits, 
featuring James Cagney. (Lexington, Lex- 
ington at 51; Thurs. and Fri, June '4 and 5; performances continuous from 1 a.) Tue Snatine Lrevrenant—The Chevalier grin again, with Claudette Colbert and Mir- iam Hopkins, all of them piloted along by Ernst Lubitsch. (Criterion, Blway at 44 
2:45 and 9 p.m.; extra performances S; at midnight and Sun. at 5:45 p.at.) 

Tasu—A beautiful and_ highly picturesque South Sea Islands picture, Silent, with synchronized score. (Central Park, 7 Ave. at 59; performances continuous from noon.) Traver’ Horx—Heart trouble in darkest Africa. (Astor, B'way at 45; 2:40 and 8:40 p.m.; Sun., 3, 6, and 8:40 p.m.) Zwer Herzen 1m 3-4 Taxt—A Viennese 

  

  

  

   

  

GOINGS ON 
ABOUT TOWN 
[rHIs ListING COVERS THE NINE DAYS 
FROM FRIDAY, May 29, THROUGH SATUR- 
DAY, JUNE 6. TIME GIVEN, INCLUDING 
TRAIN DEPARTURES, IS DAYLIGHT SAVING. ] 

operetta (in German) with some of the 
choicest tunes you will find anywhere. 
(Europa, 55, E. of 7 Ave.; performances 
continuous from noon.) 

News Reet THEATRES—A potpourri of cur- 
rent events for a quarter. (Embassy, B'way 
at 46; Trans-Lux, Madison at 58; and 
Trans-Lux, B’way between 49 and 50; con- 
tinuous weekdays from 10 a.m; Sun, from 
noon.) 

  

  

The following, if you run across them, are 
also recommended: “A Connecticut Yankee,” 
a droll and preposterous movie from Mark 
Twain’s story, with Will Rogers; “City 
Lights,” the Charlie Chaplin picture, and all 
that it should be; “The Front Page,” the 
newspaper play with all its old speed and 
life, a big triumph for the talkies; ““Svengali,” 
John Barrymore, in possibly his best screen 
performance, showing us some of the things 
poor Trilby had to suffer. 

ART 
Ceramics—Loan_ exhibition of Near_ East 

ceramic art: Metropolitan Museum of Art, 
Gallery D-6. Open weekdays 10 a.m. to 
5 p.m; Sat. until 6 p.wt.; Sun 1 to 6 P.M. 

ContEmporary—Good examples of the lead- 
ing American and French painters in an 
active museum: Gallery of Living Art, 
New York University, 100 Wash. Sq. E, 
Open weekdays 9 a.st.'to 8 p.m.; Sat. until 
3 Paw. 

Axerican—Kuniyoshi, Blume, Spencer, Bill- 
ings, and men of the more modern trends: 
Daniel, 600 Madison, above $7. Open week- 
days, except Sat, 10 a.m. to 5 P.3t. 

Frenc—Picasso, Lurgat, Derain, and others. 
Some of the best contemporary French in 
a summer show: Valentine, 69 E. 57. Open 
weekdays 10 an. to 5 P.m.; Sat. until 
1 Pas. 

Movern—The Museum of Modern Art’s 
memorial exhibition of the L. P. Bliss Col- 
lection, including Cézanne, Gauguin, Seu- 
rat, Matisse, Picasso, Renoir, Degas, and 
many other nineteenth’ and twentieth-century 
French. Also, works by Arthur B. Davies: 
12th floor, Heckscher Bldg., 5 Ave. at 57. 
Open weekdays 10 a.m. to 6 p.m.; 8 to 10 
vem. (except Sat.) ; Sun 2 to 6 P.wt. 

Ricur Wrinc—The passing generation of 
American painters in a summer show, for 
those who like the pretty pictures that look 
like a cow, etc.: Macbeth, 15 E. 57. Open 
weekdays 10 aa. to 5 p.at.; Sat. until 1 pane. 

MUSIC 
Barrere Litre SymMpxony—Post-season con- 

cert at popular prices, Barrére conducting: 
Town Hall, Wed Eve. June 3, at 8:30. 

ON THE AIR 
Everett Marswart—Baritone soloist, in At- 

water Kent Hour: Sun. Eve., May 31, at 
9:15, over WEAF. 

Derxorr SyMpxony—Kolar conducting, in 
Graham-Paige Hour: Sun. Eve., May 31, at 
9:30, over WABC. 

Toscua SepE1—Violinist, with string quar- 
te » May 31, at 11, over WABC. 

Singing in “La Forza del Destino,” broadcast from Covent Garden, 
London: Mon. Aft., June 1, at 3, over 
WABC. 

Rocuester Civic Orcuestra—Harrison con- 
ducting, in Stromberg-Carlson Hour: Mon. 
Eve., June i, at 10, over WJZ. 

Puitco Sympuony Orcurstea—Barlow con- ducting: Tues. Eve., June 2, at 9:30, over WABC. 

      

   

  

     

  

Track—Intercollegiate A.A.A.A. champion- 
ships, broadcast from Franklin Field, Phila- 
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delphia: Fri. Aft,, May 29, at 3, and Sat. 
Ait, May 30, at 2:30, over WABC. 

Prestwenr Hoover—Memorial Day address, 
broadcast from Valley Forge, Pa.: Sat. 
Morn., May 30, at 10:30, over WABC and 
wiz. 

Grorcr Brrwarp Sraw—Speaking on Joan of 
Are, from London: Sat. Aft, May 30, at 
4:20, over WABC. 

Britisx Drrny—Broadcast from the course 
at Epsom: Wed. Morn., June 3, at 9:45, over WJZ. 

US. Nava Acapemy Grapvation Exer- 
cises—Address by Secretary of the Navy 
Charles. Francis Adams, broadcast frotn 
Annapolis: Thurs. Morn., June 4, at 11:45, 
over WABC, 

Winure ann Eugene Howarp—Guest artists, 
with Rudy Vallée and his band, in the 
Fleischmann Hour: Thurs. Eve., June 4, 
at 8, over WEAF. 

SPORTS 
Basepati—At Polo Grounds: Giants vs. 

Brooklyn, Fri, May 29, at 3:20 p.at., and 
Sat, May 30, at 1:30 p.ac (doubleheader) ; 
Giants vs, Philadelphia, Sun., May 31, at 3 pm. (Take 6 or 9 Ave. “L” or Bus No. 
3.) ... At Yankee Stadium: Yankees vs. 
St. Louis, Tues. through Fri., June 2-5, at 3:15 p.m; Yankees vs, Cleveland, Sat., 
June 6, at 3 p.m. (Take 6 or 9 Ave. “L” of 
Jerome Ave. subway.) 

Box1xc—At Madison Square Garden: Junior 
Boxing Tournament, Mon. Eve., June 1, at 8.15... . Vince Dundee vs. Ben Jeby, 
‘Thurs. Eve. June 4; preliminaries at 8:36 
P.M, 

Crew—Childs Cup, _Princeton-Columbia- 
Pennsylvania, on Lake Carnegie, Princeton, 
NJ. Sat., May 30, at § p.t. (Train leaves 
Penn. Sta. for Princeton at 2.15 pat.) .. American Henleys, on the Schuylkill River, 
Philadelphia, Sat. Aft., May 30. 

Frncinc—National Outdoor Epée _Cham- 
pionships: N.Y.A.C., Travers Island, N Y,, 
Sun., May 31, at 11a. 

Gorr—Women’s Metropolitan Tournament: 
Montclair Golf Club, Montclair, N.J, last 
two days, Fri. and Sat., May 29 and 30. +; Long Island Amateur: Timber Point 
Golf Club, Great River, LI, Thurs, 
through Sun., June 4-7. 

Horse Sxows—West Point Horse Show, 
West Pomt, N.Y., Tues. and Wed., June 
2 and 3. ..'. Tuxedo Horse Show, Tuxedo 
Park, N.Y., Fri. and Sat., June 5 and 6. Poro—High-goal play at Fleischmann Field, 
Sands Point, Port Washington, L.I., every 
Sun. Aft, at 4, starting Sun. May 31. (Train leaves Penn. Sta, L. I R. R, at 
2:09 p.at,) 

Racinc—Belmont Park: races weekdays at 2°30 p.at. (Special trains leave Penn, Sta. 
at intervals from 12:15 to 1.50 p.m.) 

Tennis—Davis Cup, American Interzone 
inals: Chevy Chase Club, Chevy Chase, 

Mad., Fri, and Sat. Afts., May 29 and 30, 
at 2:30. (Trains leave Penn, Sta. for Wash- 
ington at 8:15 and 9.10 am)... Men's 
Singles_ Invitation Tournament, ‘Orange 
Lawn Tennis Club, South Orange, NJ, 
Fri, through Sun. Afts,, May 29-31. 

Tracx—Intercollegiate A.A.A.A. champion- 
ships: Franklin Field, Philadelphia, Fri. and 
Sat. Afts, May 29 and 30. 

Yacutinc—Championship races on Long 
Island Sound: Harlem Yacht Club, City 
Island, Sat. Aft, May 30; Seawanhaka Corinthian Yacht’ Club, Oyster Bay, Sat. Ait, June 6. 

OTHER EVENTS 
Convict Su1p—If you're interested in dun- 

geons, branding irons, and torture devices, 
you might visit the Australian convict ship, 
Success. built in 1790, and now on exhibi- 
tion at W. 79 and Hudson River. Open 
daily 10 a.m. to 11 p.m. 

Nore—Fri., May 29 is the last day to get 
motor driving licenses renewed. 
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Even Albertina Rasch’s famous dancing girls 

have legs of different lengths 

  

«..but here are the stockings that fit them 

all...and every other woman in the world 

Gornam “ADJUSTABLES’ 
‘TRADE MARK PATENTS PENDING 

THEY FIT EVERY LENGTH OF LEG 

A stageful of girls all perfectly matched in height. And oO Seven inal of adjustment space . . . to fit 
3 é % s every length of leg. 

even they need their hosiery in varying lengths for ‘The regular Gold Stripe run-stop, and four 

perfect fitting. more besides. And any one of them forms a 
perfect picot top. 

Imagine the predicament of millions of women of different Ed Wonderful new comfort. No binding, twisting, 
bunching, or wrinkling at top. 

" E@ Seams stay straight! Garter can safely be 
right for her. clasped on’new reinforced seam. ‘Pp 

heights, each trying to find the hosiery length exactly 

. .. But don’t imagine it . . . the dilemma is ended—by 

Gotham “Adjustables.” They fit every length of leg as 

if they were custom-made to your special order. Here’s 

a diagram of the why and how. If you feel technical look 

it over . . . but one minute, one pair at a $1.95 tells the 

story much better. 

comm Gold Stripe 
STOCKINGS 

© 1931, Gotham Silk Hosiery Co., Inc.  
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Our Summer Sandal . . . 

The light, cool feeling of its cut-out vamp .. 
like a child’s barefoot sandal .. the graceful 
look of its Grecian lines . . cut low on the foot 
..and the importance of its colour variation 

. make this our favorite Summer Sandal . . 
for day or evening. 

Henry Waxman 

The Leonides 
. in flowered yellow 

crepe, or in white, black 
and white, beige or yellow 
Poinciana Cloth. 

15.50
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THE TALK OF THE TOWN 

Notes and Comment 

ee assume that anything 
is progress just so long as it’s never 
been accomplished before. But is 

it? Thanks to science a rather dismal 
time is ahead—a time too full of con- 
venience, too crowded with comfort, an 
over-sanitary, hyper-efficient age, buzz~ 
ing with monkey talk and the precision 

of machines doing well what doesn’t 
need to be done. One thing leads to 
another: radio has led to television, 
television may lead to teletaction. In 
the future a mother may send her child 
a good-night kiss though she be (and 
probably will be) hundreds of miles 
away; in the future a Theodore 
Dreiser may slap a Sinclair Lewis on 
the cheek, though they be in different 
cities or even countries. And how do 
we know it’s progress? What makes 
people think it’s progress? Is it prog 
ress that in Rome the head of a church 
goes on the air in three languages for 
his far-flung communicants; or that in 
Thirty-fourth Street a former governor 
gains eleven hundred feet on heaven 
and ends in an unused mooring mast; 
or that in Kiel a new German cruiser, 

meeting all the specifications of naval 
limitation, slides down the ways look- 
ing for trouble? 

In the last episode we detected one 
of the gay little flecks of human shim- 
mer that sometimes dance on the dark 
surface of progress: the ship acciden- 
tally got loose and slid down five min- 
utes before the speakers were ready. 
Von Hindenburg, seeing a whole bat- 
tleship getting away from him, hollered 
after it: “And now glide into thine 
element and fare forth on the broad 
sea!” But the cruiser had already de- 
parted, unsponsored, and nobody heard 

the benediction because the loudspeaker 
had departed with the ship. 

N several occasions we have heard 
people complain, academically, that 

New York gave lovers no chance— 
there was no place they could go 
and be alone, they didn’t get a break, 
their surroundings were inevitably un- 
romantic and unhelpful. We have 
never believed it for a minute, and, 
moreover, in one respect we regard 
New York as a place in a million for 
lovers. Think what it means to a girl 
from Tenth Avenue to be able to take 
her beau into the smoking-room of a 
Broadway movie house, for a half- 
hour’s chat before the feature begins. 
‘There, in surroundings vaguely Louis 
XIV or nearly Early Renaissance, she 
can build the right mood for love. Her 
own home may have a stuffy parlor at 

  

the end of a drab hallway, but what 
does she care as long as there are a 
dozen trysting places nearby, whose 
cathedral hush will make Love appear 
as golden as a Paramount ceiling? 

E find, in a drawer, an old 
memorandum: “Tell the Phone 

Company about little snakes.” This 
refers, we suspect, to an idea we once 
had that the Telephone Company 
should study the habits of snakes, the 
better to cope with the problem of 
phone cords that get wrapped around 
each other on one’s desk. Pause in 
front of a cage in the reptile house: 
there the little snakes are, so snarled it 
is hard to tell which tail belongs to 
which head. It is the same with phone 
cords, that twine and intertwine to our 

great embarrassment. Really the Com- 
pany should keep a man in the snake 
house all the time; much might be 
learned from an inquiry into snakes? 
lives and a study of their motives. As 
it is with snakes, so is it with phone 
cords. 

E hear that Commissioner Hoyt, 
the traffic expert, is planning to 

stagger the lights in Fifth Avenue be- 
fore the summer is over, hoping to 
make possible a continuous flow of 
traffic. The stagger system has been 
tried out in Central Park West (a 
one-way northbound street) and works 
all right there. We predict it won't 
work in Fifth (except upper Fifth), 
at all, because it depends for its suc- 
cess on all vehicles’ maintaining a 
uniform rate of speed, enabling them 
to arrive in the next block just as the 
light turns green. Uniform speed in 
Fifth is impossible, where the buses go 
slow, where private cars go faster, and 
where all cars are occasionally held up 
by congested corners and by left-turn 
artists. Theoretically (and we once 
spent hours working this out with pen- 
cil and paper) the only thing staggered 
lights do is to obviate the necessity of 
shifting gears, by relieving motorists of 
the necessity of ever stopping complete- 
ly. Staggering the lights does not 
actually cut down the time it takes to 
get between two given points, it sim- 
ply makes it useless to sprint. We 
should think the stagger system would 

  

work well in Park, where the rate of 
speed is fairly uniform, or in Fifth 
above Fifty-ninth Street, but in mid- 

town Fifth we bet staggered lights will
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“To think—a baby! Nothing 
was further from my thoughts 
when I introduced you two!” 

hold up buses and short-haul cars and 
will defeat their own end. Just when 
you are getting free of the red light, 
you will run into the next red light— 
because your speed is insufficient to keep 
up with the green. 

Town Pet 

A QUIETLY dressed woman ap- 
peared in Central Park one day 

last week carrying one of those fashion- 
able wicker baskets commonly used for 
transporting cats. Near the site of the 
old reservoir, the lady placed the basket 
on the ground, gently opened it, and 
out stepped a plump white hen. Sur- 
prised by the sight of such a large and 
elegant barnyard, the hen clucked one 
bewildered cluck, and just stood there. 
Her owner began scratching industri- 

   
   

  

ously in the grass with a small stick, 
but the hen just looked at her and re- 
fused to scratch. The lady then pro- 
duced an enamelled pannikin of grain 
and one of water from the basket and 
set these before the hen. The bird was 
merely bored and made a vague effort 
to get back in the basket. ‘The owner 
forced her to stay out in the air, how- 
ever, for upward of half an hour, after 
which she was packed up and borne off, 
through a small solemn crowd, in the 
general direction of Broadway. 

Out of the Silence 

| X 7* sat at the ringside last Friday 
night and watched Miss Evelyn 

Parry, national lip-reading champion, 
at her work. The scene was a big room 
in the Grand Central Palace. Four 
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chairs were arranged in a square, one at 
each corner, and joined with ropes to 
make the enclosure look like a prize- 
fight ring. Everything is done to make 
lip-reading contests seem as exciting 
and as important as tennis or boxing, 
and in their way they are. 

Miss Parry was qualifying for the 
sixth national lip-reading tournament, 
to be held in Chicago early in June. 
She won the championship last year in 
the Hotel Roosevelt here, defeating the 
talented Miss Margaret Crawley of 
Philadelphia, twice national champion. 
Miss Parry is a tall girl with bright, 
wide-set brown eyes. She can’t hear a 
thing you say, but you wouldn’t guess 
it. We talked to her for ten minutes, 
rapidly, but she got every word. 

First she sat in a chair in the ring, 
leaning tensely forward, frowning, her 
lips set tight. Each of nine “sparring 
partners” stood up in turn, faced her, 
and asked a question. She answered 
instantly. This was simple. Later 
Miss Parry and a group of other able 
lip-readers all sat in a semicircle and 
faced a woman who tried all sorts of 
tricks—talking rapidly, talking in a dim 
light, talking at a distance of twenty- 
five feet, asking difficult questions, tell- 
ing long, involved stories. Miss Parry’s 
voice was usually first in response. 
Once in a while one of the others got 
something she didn’t; for instance, she 
was bewildered by “Taj Mahal.” All 
of them missed on one word: “oysters.” 

Miss Parry has a lot of fun with her 
special talent. Recently, sitting oppo- 
site two men in a roaring subway train, 
she made out a story one was telling 
the other; at the proper moment she 
laughed. They were discomfited and 
baffled. In the old days of the silent 
movies she used to enjoy reading the 
actors’ lips. Once she saw Wallace 
Reid say “Shut up!” to a languid lady 
he was supposed to be making love to. 
Another time an actor in a deathbed 
scene said sadly, by way of bidding 
his tearful wife farewell: “I'll die and 
no mistake if they shoot this scene 
again!” 

Miss Parry lost her hearing, through 
illness, when she was thirteen. She 
early proved unusually apt at lip-read- 
ing. She is now a typist with General 
Motors, which is proud of her. The 
corporation gave her a week’s special 
vacation after she won the silver cup 
last June. 

New York has dozens of expert lip- 
readers. Now and then a detective 
agency hires one for some such task as 
sitting in a courtroom and seeing what
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lawyers and clients say in a huddle. 
Seventy-eight organizations for the 
hard-of-hearing in America send their 
champions to the national contests, we 
were told. 

I. you felt sad about Yale’s abandon- 
ing the classics, don’t visit the little 

bookstore in Eighth Street near Sixth 
Avenue. In front of it, on a small 
table, a handful of old volumes are 
piled under a sign reading: “Ten Cents. 
Three for a Quarter.” One of them is 
a Harkness’ Latin Grammar. 

Telephone Troubles 

AYBE you will recall that some 
time ago we described the com- 

bination inkstand-and-microphone de- 
vices which the Telephone Company 
craftily had installed on the desks in its 
commercial offices, the idea being that 
the heads of the department might, by 
listening in occasionally, keep track of 
what kind of talk their representatives 
are handing to customers, and vice 
versa. Well, it seems the idea has been 
causing a lot of trouble, and improve- 
ments on the original plan are now 
under way. ‘The difficulty was that 
people almost invariably got to wonder- 
ing about the wire which connected the 
inkstand with the floor plugs. “Ex- 
cuse me,” they would ask with pardon- 
able curiosity at some stage of the in- 
terview, “but would you mind telling 
me why your inkstand is electrically 
wired?” The company representatives 
got to dread this question. There was 
no way of evading it, and customers, 
on learning that someone in the reces- 
ses of the building might well have been 
listening silently to their every word, 
usually got up and hurried, shuddering, 
away. 

However, we hear, the 
improvement is expected to 
take care of everything nice- 
ly. New-type microphones 
are to be supplied, equipped 
with dummy  mother-of- 

pearl pushbuttons. “Buz- 
zer for my secretary,” the 
representative will explain. 

Hint for Wags 

HE cellophane wrapper 
from a package of cig- 

arettes, crushed gently in 
the hand and placed in a glass 
of warm water—or warm 
highball—makes a very 

plausible piece of jagged ice. Let us 
know how you make out with it— 
we're too tired to try. Better yet, don’t 
let us know. 

Fame and the Poet 

A FEW people snickered when the 
bust of Whitman was placed in 

the Hall of Fame this year, in recol- 
lection of a series of happenings twelve 
years ago, when a bust of the poet was 
first placed there. It was unofficial 
then, and quite a story of high-handed 
waggishness, here told, we think, for 
the first time. 

Dr. A. L. Goldwater, an ostensibly 
peaceful physician with an uptown 
practice, was the villain of the thing. 
In 1919, as a result of a promise made 
at the annual dinner of the Walt Whit- 
man Society, he had advanced the 
poet’s name for the Hall, and he was 
wrathy at what resulted. The direc- 
tors had left Whitman far down on 
the list; hadn’t even seriously con- 
sidered him. ‘The Doctor resolved to 
get a bust of Whitman into the Hall, 
whether or no. He enlisted an accom- 
plice, Miss Edna Porter, the actress. 
First they set about finding a suitable 
bust, which they finally did, in a barn 
then used by Duncan MacDougal for 
his group of actors. MacDougal, how- 
ever, refused to sell the figure at any 
price. So the conspirators just took it, 
one night during a rehearsal. 

A few days later, on a rainy May 

il 

afternoon, Dr. Goldwater and Miss 
Porter walked boldly into the Hall of 
Fame. The bust was concealed under 
the lady’s raincoat. When nobody was 
looking they placed the figure in a niche 
between a couple of other poets. Dr. 
Goldwater then printed the poet’s 
name in large letters on the wall under 
the niche, and a line from the poet: “I 
know that I am deathless.” He used 
silver nitrate, which didn’t show until 
he and his companion had quitted the 
place, but which shortly had eaten glar- 
ing black letters into the marble. 

Later that day Dr. Goldwater tele- 
phoned the newspapers, anonymously, 
telling a wild-eyed tale. He said thirty 
Whitmanites had scaled the walls of 
the Hall of Fame, overpowered the 
guards, and installed the statue. There 
was a great to-do. The papers got all 
excited, as did New York University, 
which gathered itself and denied that 
there had been an assault, denied for 
several days, in fact, that a bust of 

Whitman was in the Hall. Then they 
discovered it sitting there innocently, 
and indignantly removed it and hid it 
in the Faculty Club. The. silver- 
nitrate legend was covered with a thick 
coating of plaster. 

Dr. Goldwater had taken precau- 
tions to protect MacDougal. The day 
he put the bust into the Hall an adver- 
tisement had appeared in the Times 
complaining of the theft. The Doctor, 

                

   

. Nothing for you today, Miss Calhoun?
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careful planner, had inserted this to 
indicate MacDougal’s innocence, and 
his ownership of the image. ‘The Uni- 
versity didn’t give it back, however; 
the University was mad. Several 
months went by and then Dr. Gold- 
water got the bust out of the Faculty 
Club. (How is still unknown.) He 
then pawned it in a shop for thirty 
cents, in the name of James Russell 
Lowell, who had said unkind things 
about Whitman. This came—thanks 
again to the good Doctor—to the ears 
of the papers, The papers by this time 
were pretty tired and baffled by the 
whole business, but a little story was 

printed saying that a man named 
Lowell had pawned Mr. Whitman for 
thirty cents, and through this Mac- 
Dougal found where his bust was. He 
went down and got it back for thirty- 
three cents—three cents for interest. 

Youngest 

E’VE told a lot about old people 
recently, but after all Henry J. 

Kearney is, in his way, young, being 
the youngest of the Civil War veterans 
left in New York. This won him elec- 
tion as Grand Marshal of the Memorial 
Day parade. Mr. Kearney is eighty- 
one. At the beginning of the Civil 
War he was ten and had just come here 
from England, where he was born, to 
visit an older brother. He tried to 
enlist in the army right off, but they 
laughed and sent him back to school. 
‘Two years later he managed to get in 
the navy as messenger and powder- 
carrier. He served on the sloop Hart- 
ford, flagship of Farragut’s West Gulf 
Blockading Squadron. He says he never 
knew what was happening in the en- 
gagements because after the first sal- 

  

vo the smoke was too thick to see any- 
thing. He has heard of only one 
younger member of the G.A.R., Major 
Clem, of Washington, D. C., who is 
only seventy-nine. 

Mr. Kearney is commander of the 
Farragut Naval Post here, which 
boasts six survivors from an original 
membership of a hundred and sixty- 
seven. After the war, Kearney sailed 
on a ship through the Straits of Ma- 
gellan to California. Later he spent 
thirteen years in Trinidad with the 
Barber Asphalt Company, which put 
down the first asphalt pavements in 
New York. Now he lives in New Jer- 
sey and commutes every day, going to 
a room in the basement of City Hall 
where he acts as secretary of the 
G.A.R. here. He signs vouchers for 
the aid of widows and children of Civil 
War veterans, writes letters, and talks 
with such other veterans as drop in. 
He is still quite vigorous and was ready 
to march the whole route in the parade; 
as Grand Marshal he has to ride. He 
likes to show you tattoos on his arms, 
put there in ’64 and still showing plain. 

Not many of his brothers in arms 
come in to see him at City Hall any 
more. Considerably fewer than a hun- 
dred are left in the city, and only about 
forty or fifty who can get about. Those 
who can still march join the parade at 
Eighty-seventh Street and Riverside 
Drive and struggle proudly past the 
stands at Ninetieth Street. Ten, fif- 
teen years ago they used to fall in at 
Seventy-third Street, but the slight 
grade now is a Lookout Mountain. 
‘Those who can’t walk ride, but they 
don’t like to. 

Only twenty-four posts of the Grand 
Army still function in Manhattan; 
there used to be fifty-six. When there 

are fewer than three 
members of a post it 
has to give up its 
charter, which calls 
for a commander 
and two vice-com- 
manders. Six of the 
twenty-four posts 
left have only three 
members; most of 
the others have 
only four or five. 

Snake Family 

‘HE fad for 
ladies’ snake- 

skin shoes, which is 
still on the up, neces- 

sitates the capture of 
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vast quantities of water snakes, py- 
thons, and lizards; and naturally this 
is quite a chore. We met the Broth- 
ers Battat last week, who have a 
thirty-two-foot snake-hunting launch 
in Java, a tannery to dress the skins in 
Frankfurt, Germany, and a sales office 
in Thirty-fourth Street. The Battats 
are Arabian—there are four of them: 
two brothers here; one cousin, Ezra, 
in Java; and one cousin, Edward, in 
Frankfurt. 

Cousin Ezra captures the snakes 
and lizards. He makes long trips into 
the inner Javanese waterways in the 
launch, taking five or six natives with 
him. The natives work for twenty- 
five cents a day and consider the thing 
a great lark. In the awful heat of the 
jungle, wearing only trousers and 
shoes, they toil all day setting traps for 
water snakes and knocking pythons on 
the head. Sometimes small pythons are 
captured by the tobacco method: the 
snake is induced to open its mouth and 
say “ah,” then a wad of tobacco is 
rammed down its throat; this puts the 
snake in a stupor and it can be caught. 
The big pythons—the thirty and forty- 
footers—are the ones that provide real 
sport. These are hunted after dark. 
Two or three of the natives go ashore 
armed with sticks, and while Cousin 
Ezra runs the launch slowly upstream 
playing his spotlight on the trees, the 
helpers move along parallel to it, When 
the light picks out a python asleep on 
a low branch, the natives steal up 
close, Ezra shoots the light directly at 
the snake’s head, the snake stares sleep- 
ily at the light, and one of the natives 
socks the snake on the head. This is 
effective but dangerous, because al- 
though the blow hurts the python, it 
also sends him into action; he uncoils 
with lightning speed and drops to the 
ground, the natives sprinting clear, or 
doing their best to do so. One man al- 
ways carries a big knife, to stab the 
snake if he should succeed in coiling 
around anybody. Stabbing is an emer- 
gency measure—a knife wound lowers 
the value of the skin, The snakes are 
regularly killed by poisoning, too; then 
they are skinned and the skins hung up 
to sun-tan for a while. 

‘The Brothers Battat told us that our 
home-grown Florida water snakes are 
no good for the trade because they’re 
too small: a snake or lizard skin has to 
be fairly broad to make a shoe. There 
are, of course, other big importers, and 
the business is really good: the Battats 
always have about a hundred and fifty 
thousand skins on the way. 

    

Java is



particularly rich with crawling things, 
but the snake belt extends through 
Borneo and some of Indo-China. 
There’s no prospect of the supply giv- 
ing out either—the snakes reproduce as 
fast as Cousin Ezra can catch them. 

Oxford to Harlem 

AVING noticed our anecdote 
about the gentleman who hailed 

a friend, the only other white man 
in a Harlem cabaret, with the remark, 
“Doctor Livingstone, I presume,” 
an English correspondent reminds us 
that the salutation is a favorite at 
Oxford, and especially at Balliol 
College, which has so many colored 
students from the British colonies in 
Africa. Continuing, he tells another 
one, which occurred last year, at the 
time of the inter-college boat races, at 
Oxford. In a local moving-picture 
house, an adventure film was showing. 
The scene was in Africa. The hero 
was in flight through the jungle, the 
native cannibals after him. He reached 
a stream, seized a boat, and was off: 
the audience sighed with relief. But 

alas! around a bend in the river came 
a canoeload of savage blacks, plumed 
and nose-ringed, waving spears and 
paddling furiously. The audience 
leaned forward, gasping, but from the 
back of the theatre came a calm, very 
Oxford voice, drawling: “Well rowed, 
Balliol, Well rowed, I say.” 

Bells 

PDAs through western Illinois 
on his way back from the Coast, 

an automobilist was astonished to hear 
the music of bells emanating from the 
steeple of a neat little whitewashed 
church, vibrant chimes reminiscent of 
Sundays in Europe. He stopped in at 
the church, listened to the service, and 
afterward introduced himself to the 
pastor. The latter explained the mu- 
sic. He had long felt the need of the 
people of his town for that form of 
beauty, but of course his church could 
not afford a carillon, nor even a large 
organ. He was, however, something 
of a radio experimenter and he had in- 
stalled four large loudspeakers in his 
steeple, connecting these to a phono- 

  

graph with an electric pickup and ade- 
quate amplifiers. “Then he had got to- 
gether records of the best European 
church music, a total of two hundred 
of them. Now the little Midwestern 
town listens to the bells of Notre-Dame 
and Westminster, the Vatican organ 
and choir, the choir of the Russian 
Cathedral in Paris, various music from 
the cathedrals of Cologne, Seville, and 
many other places, 

Master Key 

Harv-Workinc manufacturer, 
staying late at his office, decided to 

go out for something to eat and come 
back. Going through his pockets he 
found he had left his keys in his golf 
pants, or somewhere, so he rummaged 
through the head office-boy’s desk, 
looking for a key which would let him 
back into the place. He finally found, 
after a long quest, a key attached to a 
piece of cardboard which bore the 
words, printed in ink: “Master Key.” 
In pencil, in one corner, was the nota- 
tion: “Won’t work.” It didn’t either. 

—Tue New Yorkers
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FOREST CONVERSATION 
(Miss Helen Twelvetrees, the screen 

star, is interviewed by Miss Iris Love~ 
lace, who was never good at figures.) 

do you think of Chancellor Snow- 
den’s budget? 

HeLten—The name is Twelvetrees, 
Miss Lovelace, not Tentrees. You 
mustn’t deprive me of those two ex- 
tra trees, you know. 

Irtis—Oh dear, I am sorry. I was 
afraid this would happen. 

Heven—Afraid what would happen? 
Iris—Well, I’m simply awful at fig- 

ures, Miss—Miss— 
HELEN—Steady now. Steady. 
Iris—Don’t tell me, Let me work it 

out for myself. Now let’s see. 
‘Twice two is four and four makes 
Hine 22, 

Heien—Better begin again, Miss 
Lovelace. 

Tris—Oh dear. Twice two is five and 
six more makes . . . 

Heren—Wait. Take it easy. Don’t 
get rattled. Twice two is what? 

Irts—Twice two? Twice two is—is 
—oh, isn’t it aggravating! Have you 
got the back of an old envelope? 

HEteEn (sternly )—Miss Lovelace, I 
have as perfect a back as there is in 
Hollywood. 

Iris—I mean I want something to 
figure on, 

Heten—Oh, a piece of paper. Here’s 
a piece of paper. 

Ints—Not large enough, P’'m afraid, 
This is a pretty hard sum, you know. 
I must do a lot 
of figuring. 

Heten—How big 
a piece do you 
want? 

Tris—At least 
twelve by four- 
teen, I should 
say. 

HeLen—Waiter. 
WalITER—Yes, 

Ma’am. 
HELEN—A piece 

of paper at least 
twelve by four- 
teen inches, 
please. 

Iris—Oh no! Twelve by fourteen 
feet, 

Warrer—One paper, twelve by four- 
teen. 

Iris—Feet, now. Not inches. 
Warrer—Right. With or without 

pencil? 

[ee me, Miss Tentrees, what 

  

  

ne en eM) 

Tris—I brought my own pencil, thank 
you. 

Warrer (sarcastically) —Basket par- 
ties welcome. 

HeLtEN—Oh, let’s shoot the works. 
I’m here on a holiday. Waiter, bring 
the pencil. 

Warrer—Sharpened or unsharpened, 
Ma’am., There is a slight extra 
charge for sharpening. 

Iris (whispering)—Don’t do it. P've 
got a penknife here. 

HeLen—Oh, you’re only young once. 
Sharpen it, garcon, 

Garcon—Droit-o, Madame. 
Iris—And would you mind wrapping 

up the shavings when you sharpen 
the pencil? I want to take them 
home to my cuckoo, He loves them, 
(Waiter glares at Iris and departs.) 

HeLen—Oh, you keep a cuckoo? 
Ints—Yes, they’re the ideal pet for a 

New York apartment. Even with 
the clock they take up so little room. 
And you know where they are. 
They’re not off philandering all the 
time, like the pet bison I had year 
before last. But all that aside, I’m 
terribly sorry to cause all this trouble, 
Miss— 

Heten—Twelvetrees, but don’t you 
try that yet. You just call me Miss 
Tree until we get things straightened 
out. 

Tris—Miss Viola Tree? 
Heten—Anything you like. 
Iris—I’ve always been simply terrible 

at arithmetic. 
Heten—Never took logarithms, eh? 

Iris—Logari- 
thms! It’s been 
the dream of my 
life to master 
logarithms, But 
T can’t even best 
simple fractions, 

HeLten— You 
haven’t missed 
much. Logari- 
thms are no bar- 
gain. 

Irts—I _ suppose 
if I did master 
logarithms, Td 
only be wanting 
something else, 

Heien—It’s the eternal child in one, 
reaching for the moon. 

Irts—Of course this arithmetic bus- 

iness is hereditary in me. My grand- 
mother was awful at it. That’s how 
she lost Lord Tennyson. 

Heven—Lord Tennyson the poet? 

french 
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Ir1s—Yes, he and Grandmamma were 
affianced, but, poor dear, she never 
could seem to get his name fixed. 
She kept calling him Lord Fiveson. 
He resented this, and one day he 
disappeared, to return to her no 
more, Plunged in grief, she took a 
course in algebra, but alas, it was 
too late. A girl who always got nine- 
ty-cight in geometry had copped 
him. 

Heten—Say, that would make a good 
movie. 

Iris—Yes, you could call it “Passion’s 
Least Common Multiple.” 

Warrer (returning)—Sorry, Ma’am, 
we're all out of stationery. 

Heten—Then it looks as though our 
interview is shot, Miss Lovelace. 

Irts—I guess you’re right. But before 
I go, Miss— 

HeLen—T welvetrees, 
Iris—Miss. Twelvetrees, would you 

mind just answering that question 
about what you think of Chancellor 
Snowden’s budget? 

Heven—Certainly not. In my op- 
inion, the budget will not come 
back, and if Chancellor Snowden 
thinks he can force women to adopt 
the budget again, he will find that he 
is sadly mistaken, We women have 
become used to the healthful free- 
dom afforded by the new modes of 
dressing. We will not go back to 
the budget. —Frank SuLLIvAN 

REFLECTION 

Remembering words 
We had together 
Concerning chance 
And woe and weather, 

Concerning pathways 
Lately lost 
And seas uncharted 
Or uncrossed, 

Concerning moods 
And motorcars, 

Anemones 
And shooting stars, 

T have discovered 
‘Two can chat 
An hour or more 
Of this and that 

And part assured 
And comforted 
For having left love 
Well unsaid. 

—Sypney Kine Russevt
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THE GIANT~KILLER 
E opened the door with his 

H Jatchkey and looked around the 
living-room. He could hear his 

wife moving about in the kitchen, so 
he hurried through the pantry without 
removing his hat or coat. His face was 
set ina broad grin and he looked pleas- 
antly excited. 

“Well,” he said, addressing his wife’s 
back and trying to keep his voice 
casual, “I just socked a fellow.” 

His wife didn’t look up from her 
work, “Did you?” 

He took off his hat and coat with a 
calmness that was meant to be aggra- 
vating to the suspense he had created. 
“T did” he said. 
“And don’t let any- 
body ever kid you 
about this good-deed- 
every-day stuff. It 
may sound like a 
Boy Scout, but it 
makes you feel great 
just the same.” 

His wife took an 
eggbeater from a 
drawer in the kitchen 
table and went back 

to her work. “What 
happened?” she said. 

“Plen-ty!” he said, 
grinning from ear 
to ear. “Honey, 
maybe we've been 
married over five 
years, but there’s lots 
you don’t know 
about your little old 
husband.” He lean- 
ed back against the 
table, his large hands 
crooked over its edge 
on either side of 
him. 

“IE you're a Boy 
Scout, I didn’t know 
it,” his wife said, 
and started churning 
the eggbeater. It 
made a steady dron- 
ing clatter against the 
side of the bowl. 

“Can’t you stop 
that damned thing?” 
he said. 

“I can hear you.” 
The recollection of 

his adventure _ pre- 
vented him from be- 
ing annoyed, how- 
ever, and the grin re- 
turned to his face. 

       

  

“Well,” he said, “you know what 
the subway’s like this time of the 
evening. I got on at Forty-second. 
A local, of course. I stood in the door- 
way on the platform, leaning against 
one of those big wheels and reading 
my paper. You know the wheels I 
mean.” 

sess 
“Then I noticed a fellow across the 

way from me. A dumb-looking egg. 
Pimply, sort of, and a Maltese cross of 
court-plaster on his neck. A boil or 
something. He was pretty well dressed, 
though, if you like snappy clothes. I 
don’t! Well, anyway, I didn’t like his 

“Now the first thing 
és to get your soil analyzed.” 
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looks even then, and maybe I wasn’t 
right!” 

“Hmm,” his wife said. 
He waved his hand to distract her 

attention from the eggbeater and the 
bowl. “Listen! A little old bum gets 
on at Fifty-ninth Street. A sloppy old 
guy. Liquored up a little, but no harm 
in him. You know!” 

“Hmm.” 

“Well, Pm getting ahead of myself, 
really.” He raised his voice to make 
himself heard above the noise of the 
eggbeater. “I should have said the old 
bum fried to get on. I was in the door- 
way and so was this other bird.” He 
looked at his wife’s back. “The snappy- 
dressed one,” he added. 

“T know.” 
“Well, between us the doorway was 

pretty well blocked. I got out 
of the way as much as I could, 
but this other guy didn’t budge. 
‘Gettin’ on!’ the old bum says. 
This other guy just gives a look 
over his shoulder—the hell with 
you, sort of—and stays where 
he is. Well, that got me, but I 
didn’t do anything then.” 

“Of course not!” his wife 
said sharply. 

He looked at her suspiciously. 
“What do you mean?” 

She rattled the eggbeater furi- 
ously. “Why should you?” 

“That’s like you!” he said. 
He was suddenly knowing and 
superior, “You've got a lot to 
learn about me, honey!” He 
grinned down at her. “Well 
—to get on with it—the old 
bozo sees this other fellow isn’t 
going to get out of his way so 

- he just pushes on anyhow. May- 
be he bunks this guy, or steps on 
his toes or something. I don’t 
know. Anyway, you should have 
heard the yowl the young guy 
puts up! You’d think he'd 
had his arm taken off. So 
what does the little skunk start 

to do—” 
“A little fellow?” his wife 

asked suddenly, laying the 
eggbeater aside. 

He coughed. “About the 
old fellow’s size, I'd say.” 
He looked angrily at his wife 
as she crossed the kitchen. 
“Don’t be interrupting me 
all the time, will you? You 
take all the kick out of it!” 

“Go ahead,” she said. 
“What did the little skunk 
do?”



Her husband 
laughed. “He starts 
calling the poor old 
bum all sorts of + 
names. But the old 
boy doesn’t take it 
lyingdown. Hegives 
as good as he gets— 
and then some. And 
all the time you can 
see the other guy’s 
working himself up 
into a sort of Dutch 
courage. Finally he 
gets up enough 
nerve to make a pass 
at the old fellow. 
Not exactly a pass, 
but it looks that way 
anyway.” 

E paused and 
looked back on 

the scene, conscious 
that at last he had 
captured his wife’s 
undivided attention. 
He waited deliber- 
ately, his face glow- 
ing. “Well,” he said 
finally, “that got 
me! I grabbed him 
by the shoulder!” 
He caught the sur- 
prised look on his 
wife’s face and was 
pleased. “Believe it 
or not, honey, I 
grabbed him and I 
said: ‘Listen here, 
you!’ He sort of 
squealed”—he 
threw himself quick- 
ly into the character 
of his opponent; he 
pursed his lips and 
spoke in a falsetto 
voice—“ You heep 
your hands of 
me!?” ‘Then he resumed his natural 
tone. “Well, honey, I guess I lost my 
temper. I let him have it!” 

He chuckled to himself and smashed 
a closed fist into his thick palm. “Right 
on the jaw! He went back so hard he 
jarred everybody down the line. Like 
ninepins.” He laughed and looked ex- 
pectantly at his wife. 

For the first time she faced him fully. 
«59 

The smile left his face. “Oh, noth- 
ing!” he said, and stood up. “I got off 
the train and waited for the next one.” 

His wife turned and walked over to 
the sink. “That’s too bad,” she said. 

  
“Take my father. Theres a character for you!” 

  

“Did the good-looking girl get off 
too?” 

He felt his face go suddenly red. 
“Good-looking girl! What good-look- 
ing girl?” 

She didn’t answer. 
“You think you’re pretty wise,” he 

said angrily, “but you guessed wrong 
that time!” 

“Yes?” his wife said, and shrugged 
her shoulders indifferently. She had 

turned on both faucets and the water 
drummed noisily into the dishpan. 

—T. H. Wenninc 

SOLITARY OBSERVATION 

BROUGHT BACK FROM 
A SHORT SOJOURN IN HELL 

At midnight tears 
Run into your ears, —L. B,
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“Did I ever 
tell you of my experiences in the Mojave Desert?” 

AN OPEN LETTER TO BISHOP MANNING 

My Dear Bisuop: 

HOUGH I haven’t the pleasure 
of your acquaintance, I have 
been anxious for some time to 

vary the monotony of the frequent 
articles about you and your attitude to- 
ward your profession. 

For it is a profession, after all, isn’t 
it, Bishop? I have been greatly struck 
with the apparent forgetfulness of all 
your critics in this regard. The 
Church, like the Army, the Navy, and 
the Law, is administered by a body of 
highly trained professionals, and when- 
ever anybody gets to your height in any 
of these careers, there’s usually a pretty 
good reason for it, I’ve noticed. In 

other words, though neither you nor 
Jack Pershing nor Chief Justice 
Hughes has ever been remarkable for 
the glamorous magnetism and allure 
of a Valentino or a Garbo, I have an 
idea that you must know your stuff, 
all of you, or you wouldn’t have got 
there. 

UT most of my friends, Bishop, 
while they are more than willing 

to admit the extreme technicality of 
Pershing’s and Hughes’ responsibil- 
ities, seem to feel that almost anybody 
could carry on successfully in your job if 
he were broadminded enough and had 
a sense of humor. Unfortunately for 
this theory, broadmindedness and hu- 
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mor don’t happen to be your strongest 
points, so they’re all taking you for a 
ride. 

Between you and me, the trouble is 
that people, especially people in New 
York, don’t understand what a bishop 
is any more. If you ask me, I should 
say that the average idea of a bishop 

among our New York 
intelligentsia is a tact- 
ful, kindly gentleman 
who is opposed to birth 
control on general 
principles. But of 
course, Bishop, you 
know that’s not so. 
You know that tact, 
kindliness, humor, and 
an abhorrence of birth 
control may or may 
not form part of a bish- 
op’s outfit, but that no 
one of them made him 
what he is today. 

‘You know that a 
Bishop is a Boss. Just 
like Pershing and’ the 
Mayos and Hughes 
and Ziegfeld and St. 
Peter. All of them 
Bosses, each in his 
separate sphere. Persh- 
ing believes in the 
Army, the Mayos be- 
lieve in the Clinic, 
Hughes believes in the 
Law, Ziegfeld believes 
in the Stage, and you 
believe in the Church, 
You didn’t invent it, 
you didn’t draw up the 
League Rules, you're 
not responsible for the 
by-laws; but you were 
trained in it, you earn 

your living in it, and if you don’t know 
how to run it, who does? And that’s 
what Pershing, Hughes, Ziegfeld, et al., 
think too, 

But the trouble is, Bishop, that all 
these wise guys who are laughing so 
broadmindedly at you don’t mean what 
you mean by “the Church.” ‘They 
mean a large building with a steeple 
and a gymnasium-fresh-air-fund an- 
nex for the poor, where they can be 
married and buried and wear cutaways 
at Easter—and they’re willing to pay 
for it in between these ceremonies. 
Meanwhile they expect you to be tol 
erant. Just like a country club. When 
in doubt, be tolerant. 

That’s why they heckled you so 
about the Cathedral. They thought 
contributing money to it made them
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shareholders and directors, you see. 
They were perfectly simple and honest 
about it. If anybody gave you one 
hundred thousand dollars, he thought 
he ought to go on the Board. Just as 
if I gave one hundred thousand dollars 
to West Point, Pd naturally expect 
Pershing to consult me now and then 
—or would I? 

Now of course J never believed 
this, Bishop. I knew that when you 
said the Cathedral would be for all the 
people, you meant that all the people 
could come and say their prayers in it 
and show it off to their aunt from the 
Middle West. And so they can. If 
Mr. Rockefeller ever really thought 
you meant anything else, he must be a 
great deal more naive than I ever 
thought he was. And if he was laugh- 
ing in his sleeve at you, after this test, 
as I have seen stated, I can only say 
that, so far as I can sce, the laugh 
was up the other sleeve—and bishops? 
sleeves are considerably bigger than 
philanthropists’, as we all know. 

But I imagine that any one of the 
new elbow sleeves would be quite large 
enough to conceal any Episcopal laugh- 
ter you might be tempted to in the case 
of the St.~Mark’s-in-the-Bouwerie af- 
fair—stop me if you’ve heard this, won’t 
you, Bishop? $o many of my broad- 
minded friends think that you took 
your dolls home and wouldn’t play, 
that time, that I know just how you 
must feel about them, because I feel 
the same way you do. Not that I care 
much about it either way, you under- 
stand—I can take my church services 
or leave ’em alone—but I’m darned if 
I see how any great executive of any 
organization can safely 
let a subordinate run 
away with the works, and 
expect to hold his own 
job. 

  

OW T’ve had sev- 
eral pleasant con- 

versations with Dr. Guth- 
rie, and a more intelligent 
person I never want to 
hear. I wouldn’t wonder 
if he knew a lot more 
about comparative religion 
than you do, Bishop—and 
that’s all right, too, be- 
cause of course your time 
has been otherwise occu- 
pied. You’re not a Bishop 
of Comparative Religion, 
anyway: you're a Bishop 
of the Protestant Episco- 
pal Church of America, 

and that’s something else again. Per- 
sonally, I like to hear a good “Hymn 
to the Sun” now and then as well as 
anybody, and I think Ra and Vishnu 
and Confucius are swell; but if I were 
a Protestant Episcopal Bishop, I’d want 
to feel sure, when I sailed into one of 
my churches to administer the rite of 
Confirmation, say, that the children 
wouldn’t burst into an Aztec tribal 
chant or begin to croon the Eleusinian 
Mysteries at me! It would upset my 
sense of form, 

Never shall I forget that Thanks- 
giving Day, Bishop, when I took my 
innocent children to St. Mark’s, and we 
all flopped down on our knees, and 
after several perplexed and brain-rack- 
ing minutes I realized that what I was 
solemnly replying “Amen” to was 
Washington’s Farewell to the Troops! 
Or maybe it was the Gettysburg Ad- 
dress. Good stuff, both of them, but 
it was upsetting, Bishop. 

T’m rather well-read, and as the 
service grew into one of those new par- 
lor intelligence tests, with collects out 
of Emerson and prayers from the Dec- 
aration of Independence, I got quite 
excited and figured that I’d come out 
about 98 out of a possible 100. I’m no 
good on the Constitution. 

But Hymns to the Growing Corn, 
however tribal and American, leave me 
cold, considered as integral parts of the 
Episcopal service. (Of course, I know 
the Indians weren’t usually Episco- 
palians.) 

Did you ever think of putting it this 
way to Dr. Guthrie: up to now he’s 
confined himself mostly to Asia in his 
researches, and these rituals are quite 
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guarded, if you see what I mean, and 
more or less abstract. But Africa’s 
quite a continent, too, and for all I 
know there are a lot of good old relig- 
ions knocking around there, and some 
highly interesting and symbolic dances, 
if all I hear is true. There are prob- 
ably a number of basic home truths in 
Cannibalism, if we understood it, that 
we'd all be the better for—why not? 
What’s the good in being narrow about 
these things? 

Bor what you lost on the Cathe- 
dral skirmish and the St. Mark’s 

pogrom were mere nothings beside the 
mortality lists after the Dr. Coffin epi- 
sode, All the broad minds in the coun- 
try jumped on you then. And felt 
nobler and kindlier and more tolerant- 
ly Christian after the jump, at that. 
Dekes who would have seen red if a 
Psi U man horned in on their initiation 
ceremonies, Colony Club members 
whose guests can’t peep into the lounge, 
Bar Association luminaries who sit up 
nights to purify the Bar, and chiropo- 
dists who want nobody to practice their 
art who hasn’t drilled and signed up 
with the Podiatric League, all jump- 
ed heavily on you, Bishop, because 
you didn’t see your way to allowing 
the principal rite of your church to 
be administered by any other than 
a technically authorized member of 
it, 

And yet no graduate of the Yale 
Law School can argue a case at the 
New York Bar until the State of 
New York has admitted him, and I 
doubt seriously if there is any more 
technical difference between a New 
York lawyer and a Connecticut lawyer 

than there is between an 
Episcopalian and a Presby- 
terian. 

OF course, all these 
broadminded people, hav- 
ing no definite dogmatic 
and practitional convictions 
at all, don’t see why any 
intelligent, kind-hearted 
man shouldn’t officiate to 
any extent in any church. 
They don’t apply this rule 
to any other organization in 
America, but it goes all 
right for the Church, be- 
cause they’re not Church- 
men, But you are a 
Churchman, Bishop, and 
you earn your living by it, 
and naturally you back up 
the rules that put you 
where you are. I feel com-
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“Iswt that that friend of Fathers?” 

pelled to assure you that in my opinion ways defending you, because I don’t up to date, I’m going to give till it 
you were dead right in that little make much of a hit with it at ladies’ hurts! 
ecclesiastical shindy, luncheons, believe me! But when it Hoping, all the same, that we'll 

comes to giving you a hand in any never meet, I am, 
OW, sir, it’s off my mind and I further little professional controversies, Yours logically, 

feel better, I’m sorry to be al- if your position is as solid as it has been Josrpuine Daskam Bacon
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ein OriLes *, 
MAN WITH CAMERA 

FEW months ago, when the 
A S.S. Viking blew up off north- 

ern Newfoundland and its few 
survivors struggled across the ice pack 
to Horse Island, the parents of Varick 
Frisell, who was lost in the disaster, 
sent airplane scouts to search for his 
body. The chief pilot was Bernt 
Balchen and the expedition was or- 
ganized by a man named Cooper. A 
few weeks later, when Anthony Fok- 
ker went to Washington to defend the 
planes he made in 1929 (following the 
crash of one of them and the resulting 
death of Knute Rockne), with him 
was the same Cooper. One would 
have said from his recent activities that 
aviation is Cooper’s business, In a pure- 
ly technical sense, since he is director 
of three companies interested in avi- 
ation, this is true. But if a man’s busi- 
ness is literally what he is busy about, 
commercial aviation is only an incident 
in Merian Cooper’s life. 

HEN the young Joseph Conrad 
placed his forefinger on a white 

space on the map of Africa and 
said: “Some day I shall go there,” 
he set a standard for romantic and ad- 
venturous young men. But this was 
long before the day when explorers 
were equipped by advertisers and signed 
up for daily wireless reports to their 
newspapers. Adventure under con- 
tract may still be dangerous, but the 
dangers seem to be those which a lit- 
erary agent and a publicity man can 
easily handle. 

When Merian Coldwell Cooper re- 
turned to America from several wars 
and sundry adventures, he also con- 
sulted a map, but his methods were not 
quite so casual as Conrad’s. He looked 
for a country or a district which was 
little known to the western world and 
in which natural events full of action 

and movement occurred. He wanted 
to explore. He also wanted to take 
moving pictures. He found what he 
wanted in the annual migration of the 
Bakhtiari tribe in northern Persia, He 
knew that each year these mysterious 
people, whom the ethnographers have 
not yet assigned definitely to any of the 
major races, moved their women and 
children and goats and cattle, their 
household goods, their altars and their 
cats and dogs, over mountains and 
through rivers, across plains deep in 

snow and long reaches of barren land, 
to find grass. 

With Mrs. Marguerite Harrison 
and Ernest B. Schoedsack he started 
off in 1923 on the expedition to make 
the film “Grass.” There was no elab- 
orate financing; almost all the money 
they had went for forty thousand feet 
of motion-picture film. They carried 
only one tent—for Mrs, Harrison, the 
men sleeping in the open. It took them 
eight months to reach the tribe—they 
had to winter in the Turkish moun- 
tains and were delayed by the guerilla 
warfare then going on among the 
‘Turks. They discovered a kind of 
absentee chief of the tribe at Shustar 
and, armed with credentials from him, 
presented themselves to the tribe and 
the filming of the migration was per- 
mitted, The picture could not be faked 
because none of the party could speak 
the language of the tribe and the “in- 
terpreter,” a Persian boy, knew hardly 
any English. Moreover, the desperate 
urgency of the flight toward food for 
the herds made the artificial arrange- 
ment of scenes impossible. The herds, 
the children, the process of liying, the 
precarious rafts on swollen streams, the 
bivouac for the night, the preparation 
of food, the religious ceremonies, the 
animals staggering up mountain paths, 
and the final entry into green pastures, 
made up the film, without the assis- 
tance of plot, sex appeal, or the other 
tricks of the trade. 

HEN the migration was over 
and the picture completed, they 

returned to America and offered their 
work to Paramount. It was coolly re- 
ceived; it was not the usual feature 
film; but of the effective heads of Para- 
mount, Jesse Lasky, at least, was en- 
thusiastic, and the picture was accepted. 
‘The enthusiasts and the skeptics in 
Paramount were both right, because 
the film bewildered most of the people 
who saw it. Yet it was so highly praised 
and the ardor of those who liked it was 
so great that it was not a loss. It paid 
back the few thousand dollars which 
the expedition cost and made a small 
profit for Paramount, Cooper, and all 
concerned, More important to Para- 

mount and to Cooper and to Schoed- 
sack was its indirect result. “The Para- 
mount company financed their next 
picture—the immortal “Chang.” 

ai 

    Ballaides 

Merian Cooper 

There had been good animal pic- 
tures before, and there have been pic- 
tures since which have imperfectly 
learned the lesson of “Chang,” but it 
is fair to say that wherever the authen- 
tic and the simple and the exciting 
are perfectly blended the influence of 
“Chang” can be felt. And this is as 
appropriate a place as any to dispose of 
the question, important to some people 
and hotly disputed by two camps, of 
the comparative services of Cooper and 
Schoedsack. They happened to be an 
excellent pair. Cooper is of middle 
height, with a light complexion, slightly 
bald, easy to talk to, a bit ironic, and 
extraordinarily affable. Schoedsack is 
about six and a half feet tall, dark, 
rather reserved, and at first sight shy. 
He was in charge of photographic work 
for the Red Cross in Poland and later 
a correspondent, with a moving-picture 
camera, in the Near East. Of the two 
he is much the more expert with the 
camera, although Cooper has actually 
taken scenes in each of the three pic- 
tures they have done together, and 
Cooper makes up for this by being 
stronger in the elements of story and 
composition. On the fundamental 
thing, the general direction of the pic- 
tures, Cooper, who is frequently cred- 
ited with first place, says that they are 
exactly equal. He says also of “Rango,” 
the picture which Schoedsack has made 
alone, that it is the best jungle photog-
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raphy ever made; but the comparative 
commercial failure of this picture has 
been attributed by critics to the weak- 
ness of its story interest. 

Coreet is a Southerner, a descen- 
dant of one John Cooper, who 

commanded a cavalry outfit trained by 
General Casimir Pulaski, the Polish pa- 
triot who after the death of his own 
country came to assist in the birth of 
ours. Pulaski was mortally wounded 
riding beside John Cooper, and a 
century and a half later a Cooper de- 
scendant came close to death fighting 
for Poland. A considerable number of 
other adventures preceded Cooper’s 
operations as Lieutenant Colonel in 
Polish aviation. His family, recover- 
ing from the wreck of its fortunes in 
the Civil War, sent him from Jackson- 
ville, Florida, to school at Lawrence- 
ville and then to Annapolis. By the 
time Cooper was ready to go into the 
service of his country the rancors of the 
Civil War were forgotten and only an 
hereditary attachment to the Demo- 
cratic party remains in the present gen- 
eration, 

On a cruise as midshipman, Cooper 
came to England and, having heard or 
read that it was possible to live in Lon- 
don with excellent food and unlimited 
service for a pound a week, he made 
the experiment in a rather dingy room 
off the East India Docks, making oc- 

casional sorties to the river at Maiden- 
head to see how the other half lived. 
He overstayed his leave and that, with 
other difficulties, ended in his resigna~ 
tion from the Naval Academy. His 
service at sea, in fact, was limited to a 
brief period as an able-bodied seaman 
in the merchant marine and to another 
as second officer on a sailing boat. But 
even these two jobs were not consec- 
utive. In between Cooper did his 
wandering in America and his war 
service abroad. At home he was every- 
thing, from a day laborer to a character 
analyst, and for a few months he was 
a newspaperman in the Middle West, 
wandering from place to place as the 
spirit moved him. 

H* was working on a newspaper 
when the militia was called for 

service in Mexico and he joined the 
Georgia contingent because he hadn’t 
money enough to reach Florida, his 
native state. His service was in El 
Paso and he insisted on remaining in 
the ranks, with some strange idea 
in his head that no man should accept 
a commission except during actual 
warfare, 
When America entered the World 

War, he was transferred to the air 
service and trained at Mineola, going 
overseas with the Twentieth Squadron. 
Near the end of the war Cooper was 
on a bombing expedition over enemy 
territory in a squadron of seven, led by 

  

   

   

    

    

  

   

      

   
   

  

   “Do your folks know 
yowre gettim hitched?”      

MAY 30, 1931 

Sidney Howard, when they were at- 
tacked by twenty German fighting 
planes, and after the dog fight that 
followed only two of the American 
planes returned safely to their base. 
Maneuvering his heavy bomber, 
Cooper looked back and saw that his 
observer had been shot through the 
neck. At the same time the plane 
caught fire and Cooper brought it down 
behind the German lines. Actually 
Cooper was more seriously injured 
than his observer, for Cooper was 
severely burned, whereas the bullet 
which had passed through the observ- 
er’s neck was one of those incredible 
freaks which had just missed every vital 
spot by a hair’s breadth and inflicted 
no permanent injury whatever. Coop- 
er suffered in a prison camp chiefly be- 
cause through some odd arrangement 
he was sent to one in Silesia, where 
he was the only English-speaking pris- 
oner. 

When he was released he joined the 
American organization for food relief 
in Poland, working under Herbert 
Hoover, for whom he retains a great, 
although by this time modified, admira- 
tion. The complicated Polish wars 
were now beginning and Cooper, as a 
captain in the American air service, was 
offered the same rank by the Poles and 
Went to Paris to recruit some of his 
old associates, forming the Kosciusko 
Squadron. The members of it were 
mostly Americans, all of them young 
and adventurous, and they constituted 
an outfit which might really be called 
intrepid and gay. The Bolshevists did 

not take kindly to the thought of 
Americans aiding the Poles and 
the prowess of the Squadron made 
it a particular target for their en- 
mity. It was the common rumor 
that the principal fighters of the 
Squadron would be shot if cap- 
tured. When Cooper was shot 
down by the Russians he was, by 
an accident, taken for someone else 

and not recognized as the Lieutenant 
Colonel—he had risen to this rank— 
of the Squadron, and it is quite probable 
that this accident saved his life. After 
ten months in prison he escaped in the 
company of two Poles and in fourteen 
days of forced marches he reached 
Latvia. 

E returned to America then and 
became a writer for the New York 

Times, but he haunted the editorial of- 
fices of Asia, because it was his ambition 
to explore an unknown reach of the 
Brahmaputra River in Tibet. Finances
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were not forthcoming, but 
through Asia he heard of 
an expedition which need- 
ed somebody familiar with 
nayigation and as second 
officer he went off on a 
long tour of the Dutch 
East Indies and Abyssinia. 
It was then that he first 
saw motion pictures made. 
He also suffered a ty- 
phoon in the Bay of Ben- 
gal and the boat was 
grounded and turned tur- 
tle on a sandbank off 
Arabia. In Abyssinia 
Schoedsack met Cooper 
and it was on the return 
from this trip that the long 
expedition for “Grass” 
was planned. 

“Grass” was not the 
full development of Coop- 
er’s conception of a great 
moving picture. He be- 
lieved, and believes to this 
day, that it is possible to 
do in the pictures what 
Kipling did in “The Jun- 
gle Books” and elsewhere 
in his stories. That is, to 
take the myths and ad- 
ventures of exotic peoples 
and treat them not as ex- 
otics but as natural phe- 
nomena. He believes that 
by concentrating on the 
life of a few individuals, a 

single family perhaps, the 
character and tradition, 
the habits of life and the 
sufferings, the accidents 
and the adventures of a 
race can be embodied. 
For “Chang” the basic 
element was, of course, the cle- 
phant. Cooper and Schoedsack went 
to northern Siam, because there 
the elephant was a natural part of 
daily life, because the handling of 
elephants as friend and enemy was 
highly developed there. A considerable 
risk was involved in taking some of the 
shots. The memorable trampling of 
the stampeding herd, practically over 
the head of the cameraman, was a dan- 
gerous job accomplished by a feat of 
engineering. Schoedsack actually lay 
in a pit with the lens of the camera 
pointing upward as the elephants went 
over it, but the pit had been so stoutly 
made with layer on layer of fallen 
trees sunk into the earth that no harm 
came to him. The great risk from 
their own point of view was that the 
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what it means—she’s been to Europe.” 

film might spoil. They had to take 
the whole picture in a climate no nega- 
tive had withstood before, without ever 
seeing a single shot of it projected. 

T was a tremendous success—after 
four years it is still remembered. 

Many of those who saw it had never be- 
fore experienced the widening of the 
screen, and when the curtains parted 
and the great herd charged there oc- 
curred one of the things which one sel- 
dom encounters in the movies: that uni- 
versal gasp of excitement, surprise, and 
thrill which marks an authentic achieve- 
ment. The picture grossed nearly two 
million dollars, and it was inevitable 
that another should be ordered. The 
admirers of Cooper and Schoedsack 
rather regret that the next one should 

have been “The Four Feathers.” 
Cooper believed, perhaps suffering sub- 
conscious pressure because of the usual 
commercial movie, that he could com- 
bine outdoor life with a straight piece 
of fiction, But in the result it was 
only the outdoor life of the Sudan 
and some expertly taken scenes of the 
Fuzzie-Wuzzies in action that were 
memorable. Yet it must be recorded 
that the beginning of the picture, the 
too “Beau Geste” prologue of Eton and 
Harrow heroism, was not made by 
Cooper. It was the work of a highly 
regarded professional director in Holly- 
wood. “The Four Feathers” was the 
last silent picture released as a special. 
Te actually played in New York in com- 
petition with the talkies and it grossed 
only slightly less than “Chang.” On
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“One more crack about Mrs. Ewing’s pink soandsos in your column 

the other hand, it cost enormously more 
to make. 

Tt would not have been unreasonable 
if distaste for the weakness of “The 
Four Feathers” had led Cooper to give 
up the movies, but this happens not to 
be the case. He had always been in- 
terested in aviation and, having no spe- 
cial urge at the moment to make an- 
other picture, he turned to it for a 
profession. He is interested in Pan- 
American Airways, in Federal Avia- 
tion, and in General Aviation, the last- 
named connecting him with General 

  

and you get the works.” 

Motors and so with Anthony Fokker. 
But he is very likely to make another 
picture soon. He has a place in mind, 
he has an idea, but he is a little secre- 
tive. 

HE is one of the lucky ones. He 
made an unsuccessful attempt to 

join the British Army before we enter- 
ed the war, and owing to an accident 
had to return to America, He arrived 
with exactly fifty cents borrowed froma 
fellow-passenger and went to a room- 
ing house in Greenwich Village where 

he had once lived. There he found a 
letter which had been waiting for him 
for several months enclosing a few hun- 
dred dollars—the return of a loan he 
had made to a fellow-editor of the 
Lawrenceville paper when they divided 
the annual profits. His habits of life 
are extraordinarily casual. It occur- 
red to him one day that in connection 
with one of his projects he had better 
go to Europe rapidly—he went that 
same day on the first return trip of the 
Graf Zeppelin. On the other hand, a 
simple appointment defeats him, and
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when he has a secretary she has to send 
explanatory wires to change an appoint- 
ment, or dash about town on Sunday 
nights to buy a pair of black socks so 
that he can keep one. He enjoys him- 
self enormously, possessing a kind of 
posthumous humor, so that he can be 
amused at what might have happened 
as well as by what did happen. If he 
is reading a book and has to go down- 
town in the subway, he usually tears 
out enough pages to last him on the 
trip, leaving the rest of the book at 
home. 

He is not eccentric, but he has one 

of the best-known eccentricities. When 
he is rich he buys clothes in great quan- 
tities, ordering many identical ones for 
every possible occasion. Then he lets 
them hang in his closet and wears a 
rough brown suit for months at a time. 

When he is staying with intimate 
friends, they have to keep him away 
from their haberdashery. He is thirty- 
seven years old now and lives in the 
East Seventies in New York, but, as 

he says, he still considers himself a 

Southerner. If at any time he should 
have nothing to do and little to live on, 

he says that for one thousand dollars 
he could become a chief of the Bakhti- 

4ri, with flocks and herds and enough 

tobacco and perhaps a wife—or two. 
He says he may do that some time and 
live in comfort for the rest of his life. 

He feels that he hasn’t quite finished 
with migrations. —GrLBERT SELDES 

OF ALL THINGS 

HE. investigation of New York 
will probably work out like the 

army maneuvers. The reformers will 
“capture” the city and Tammany will 
be “destroyed.” 

° 

Harkness offers Columbia a library 
building which would hold four million 
volumes. It could accommodate all the 
new books about Soviet Russia 
and still have room for Red 
Lewis’ medal. 

Tt is now revealed that M. 
Doumer is a teetotaler and a 
cold-water addict. This scan- 
dal was kept dark until after 
the election on the theory that a man’s 
private life is his own affair 

° 

Statisticians put our venerable Dis- 
trict Attorney pretty low in the per- 

centage column. ‘There is some talk 
of releasing him to the Cincinnati Reds. 

If we get Briand’s idea, all Eu- 
ropean customs barriers should be re- 
moved and any country which starts 
doing so this century should get a ticket 
for speeding. 

Reno’s chief industry is now men- 
aced from a new quarter. Why have 
a messy divorce when you can take 
your husband to the salubrious Riviera 

and shoot him? 
° 

It is helpful to have Senator Cordell 

Hull make his position clear. He de- 
mands that the Democrats take a clean- 
cut stand on the tariff and do a bold, 
uncompromising straddle on prohibi- 
tion. 

° 

We should not be surprised to see the 
Democrats come out in favor of the 
cancellation of debts. Starting with 
Raskob. 

In the opinion of Bingham of Con- 
necticut, it would be a blow to our pres- 
tige in the Orient to give the Philippines 
independence. People would be saying 
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behind our backs that this is a govern- 
ment that keeps promises. 

Ascientific breath-tester has been de- 
veloped in Indianapolis. ‘This machine 
will throw a lot of prohibition sniffers 
out of work and cause what we expert 
economists call “technological unem- 
ployment.” 

. 

The Sccretary of Labor is delighted 
with our immigration restriction and 
wants to make it still tighter. The 
worst thing a country can have, Doak 
thinks, is inhabitants. 

China’s name is posted at Geneva 
for nonpayment of dues. She is a mil- 
lion dollars in arrears and the house 
committee is thinking of suspending 
credit at the bar. 

. 

Ford thinks everything will be all 
right when we stop this terrible econo- 
mizing. Out of retrenchment by 
Christmas. 

° 

Our own idea of how to stimulate 
trade and restore prosperity is to buy 
anything that is endorsed by three Van- 

derbilts. —Howarp BruBaKER 

HYMN FOR JUNE THIRD 

Somebody sold me a ticket in the lottery 
(Gambling’s wicked, lotteries are sin). 
All unworthy, still I pray, hero of the Derby Day, 
Sweet horse, fleet horse, bring my number in! 

When they raffle off a car at a Sunday-school bazaar 
(Charity is charity, but lotteries are sin), 
The prize, I note, is always won by some widow-woman’s 

son. 
Sleek horse, lean horse, bring my number in! 

By the sombre ring of gypsy camps, by tallyho-loads tipsy 
(Tallyhos are pretty, but little nips are sin), 
By the flower-women’s shawls, by the bookies’ parasols, 
Pony, pony, bring my number in! 

By the gray top hats, the cheers as the Royalty appears 

(Gambling’s wicked, lotteries are sin), 
By the check suits at the gate, by the long, cold, hungry wait, 
Dark horse, favorite, bring my number in! 

Off! like rabbits scuttering, gold and crimson fluttering 
(Racing’s crooked, lotteries are sin), 
Round the curve they crash and wheel, down the stretch 

the colors reel! 
Pass them! Pass them! Bring my number in! 

—E en McLoucHimn
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(LAUGHTER) 
HE tradition that a New York 
first-night audience is tough and 
hard to please should be rather 

easily dissipated by successive visits to 
several of the spring openings. As 
nearly as I can analyze it, from a care- 
ful study of the beaming faces around 
me on these occasions, the house is 
crowded exclusively with mothers of 
the authors and members of the cast. 
Such laughter as they accord even the 
feeblest sallies could come from a stim- 
ulation of no other emotional centre 
than that which gives off Mother 
Love. 

“Tllogical, 
to say 
the least.” 

They must, in addition, be mothers 
who have led fairly sheltered lives up 
until the opening of the play. Not even 
a mother, if she had been outside the 
house much during the past ten years, 
could have laughed as hard at “Old 
Man Murphy” as a great many worthy 
ladies seemed to be doing at the open- 
ing. It must have been a big night for 
them, what with seeing the trolley- 
cars and electric signs and all the auto- 
mobiles in the streets, to say nothing 
of the play itself. In fact, to say noth- 
ing of the play itself would be much 
the easiest way out. 
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A glance at the list of characters of 
“Old Man Murphy” and you will get 
the idea. There are Margaret Mur- 
free, Elinor Murfree, Charles Mur- 
free, and then Patrick Murphy, played 
by the star, Arthur Sinclair. A pro- 
gram note says that “part of the action 
takes place in the fashionable section 
of town, and part in ‘The Patch,’ the 
Irish settlement across the tracks.” 
Get it? 

Whatever Patrick Kearney and 
Harry Wagstaff Gribble thought they 
were doing when they wrote this “farce 
comedy,” they could not possibly have 
been under the illusion that they were 
creating anything for the theatre, for 
their material must have been right 
there in front of them in clippings from 
old Pucks and Judges. Several years 
ago I had occasion to note that a play 
seemed to be made up of clippings from 
old Irish jokes in Puck, and that play 
ran for five years. Perhaps that is 
what Messrs. Kearney and Gribble had 
in mind. If so, they are quite likely to be 
satisfied. 

F course, “Old Man Murphy” 
has the advantage of the services 

of Arthur Sinclair and Maire O’Neill, 
whose good Irish sensibilities must 
writhe at the thought of the days in 
Dublin when Sean O’Casey was writ- 
ing for them. Mr. Sinclair is a good 
enough actor to make Old Man Mur- 
phy more than bearable, but it is his 
skill and personality which effect this 
tour de force. Never is one so convinc- 
ed of genius in acting as at times like 
this, when the mere presence of a per- 
son on the stage lifts the entire pro- 
ceedings, no matter how low, to what 
seems for the moment to be something 
akin to importance. 

  

ass Fannte Brice is another who 
has only to make an entrance to 

instill life into a scene. Not that 
“Billy Rose’s Crazy Quilt” needs life, 
for it has it in abundance. With Phil 
Baker and Ted Healy in addition to 
Miss Brice, the Forty-fourth Street 
Theatre is a teeming mass of vital 
force, most of it very amusing. 

Evidently piqued at the criticism 
that his “Sweet and Low” was a little 
lower than it was sweet, Mr. Rose has 
taken pains to keep his new show clean, 
or what, for present-day purposes, 
passes for clean. He has not, however, 
sacrificed any of the informal personal 
raillery or intra-mural insults which are 
the particular charm of this type of en-
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   (PR THREE KINDS OF 
CHOCOLATE COATINGS 

Whitman chocolate coatings are 
unigue. In the Prestige package 

© of chocolates we offer fine ex= 
+ amples of three kinds: 

Vanilla Chocolate, flavored with 
vanilla beans. 

Milk Chocolate, made with rich 
whole milk. 7 

Semi-Sweet Chocolate with half 
the usual amount of sugar,depend= 
ing upon the sweetness of the 

center, and giving a rich chocolate 
tang welcome to all palates. 

» These coatings are readily recog= 
nized by their color. Vanilla, a 

~ rich seal brown; milk, a creamy 

  

chocolate color; and semizsweet, 
~. darker than the others. And the 

. coatings are worthy introductions 

to the rare and remarkable sweets 
hidden away inside. 
STEPHEN F.WHITMAN&SON, Inc. 

Philadelphia 
New York Chicago San Francisco 

= 
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For the nearest Whitman 
agent consult the Classified 
Telephone Directory. Any 
telegraph office will take 
your order with cash for 
Whitman's Candies, trans- 
mit it by telegraph, and des 

liver the specified candiesby 
uniformed messenger, any 
where in the United States. 

SEMI- SWEET 

@ 8. ¥.W. & Son, Ine,
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<<GO 

EMPRESS” 
to the ORIENT... 

forthe thrill of speed 

© Tokio’s Imperial Palace, Peiping’s Temple of 
Heaven, Hong Kong’s Repulse Bay...the whole fas- 
cinating Orient is days nearer via the great White 
Empresses. 

Sail on the mammoth new Empress of Japan, 26,000 
gross tons, 39,000 displacement tons, 23-knots speed. 
Enjoy her 1931 travel luxury. Or choose her sister-ship 
in luxury, Empress of Canada. These are the largest, 
fastest liners on the Pacific, offering cuisine that 
trans-Pacific travelers talk about . . . service they 
meet in the Orient’s best homes. 
via HONOLULU ...or Direct Express 

© Two Empress routes! Both from Vancouver, where 
trains go to ship’s side, and Victoria. On the Hawaii 
route, Empress of Canada and Empress of Japan, 
connecting at Honolulu with San Francisco and Los 
Angeles sailings. On the Speedway Express Route, 
direct to Yokohama in 10 days, Empress of Asia and 
Empress of Russia, famous “commuter” liners. 

Also, “Empress” Cabin . . . offering cuisine and 
service truly Empress in manner, yet at much lower 
rates. Also “Tourist” and “Third.” 

Independent travel-touring round the world... 
Orient conducted tours with Canadian Pacific’s vet- 
eran travel “know-how.” 

Low-cost Summer Fares! First Class, 
Cabin Class! Round trip. rom $450 

  

Information, booklets with itineraries and rates, 
also reservations from your own agent or Canadian 
Pacific: New York, Philadelphia, Chicago, Mon- 
treal and 31 other cities in U.S. and Canada. 

Orient 
Canadian 

Pacitic 
WORLD’S GREATEST TRAVEL SYSTEM . of genius. 
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MH tertainment, and I, for one, spent a 
delightful evening listening to the evi- 
dences of pleasant hard-feeling which 
seems to exist on all sides among the 
coworkers. Mr. Baker and his Mr. 
Muldowney in the box lead in this con- 
test of vituperation, but Mr. Healy 
and his boy friends are not far behind. 
Altogether, a charming evening of 
back-talk. 

“Mr. Rose and his Friends” have 
contributed some pleasant tunes, and 
there is what is billed as the “custom- 
ary waltz” among other dancing 
which carries the show lightly along. 
Mr. Lew Brice, known only as 
“Fannie Brice’s Brother” on the pro- 
gram, has an excellent burlesque of 
French dramatic recitation in the finale 
which, unfortunately, many in the au- 
dience took seriously and wept at. 

“Crazy Quilt” seemed to me to be 
a better show than “Sweet and Low,” 
and, if you weren’t whispering or 
chewing: guin while‘T was talling, you 
will remember that I was one of those 
who were not even shocked at “Sweet 
and Low.” 

I WAS a bit shocked at “A Modern 
Virgin,’ however. Shocked that 

leering little dabblings in the pools of 
sex, involving the services of such a 
nice little girl as Miss Margaret Sulla~ 
van, should draw down laughter from 
a New York audience which was sup- 
posedly preening itself on being sophis- 
ticated. If Mr. Elmer Harris wants 
to write a dirty play, why doesn’t he 
write one like the ones that Avery 
Hopwood used to write and get it out 
of his system? Even with “Young 
Sinners” and “A Modern Virgin” to 
his credit, he still has a great deal of 
space left on the fence with no writing 
on it at all. ©—RoperT BENCHLEY 

. 

ee 

RALPH BARTON 

SS 

Re Barton, whose death last 
week grieved many people, will be 

remembered by this magazine as an 
artist of great and unusual ability. It 
always seemed to us that, as a caricatur- 
ist, he had few equals; and his satire 
was the satire of an intelligent man who 
approached his time with both bitterness 
and mirth. He was a good and sin- 
cere friend to THE New Yorker, and 
he will be sorely missed—for his work 
had the rare and discomforting tingle 

—Tue Eprrors 
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DR. VON ROTHE examines X-ray showing 
how fresh yeast keeps intestines clean. “If 
eaten for a sufficient period of time, fresh 
yeast will correct constipation permanent- 
ly,” he states. It does this by “toning” and 
strengthening the intestinal muscles, 

} 
A 

“Eating Fresh Yeast 
cleanses the system ... tones it up” 

explains Doctor von Rotue, 

celebrated Berlin hospital director 

ON’T be satisfied to feel only 
“half-well”! It’s so easy to 

correct that condition of sluggish 
elimination that’s keeping you 
from perfect health. 

Just listen to what this cele- 
brated medical authority advises. 
Dr. Alexander von Rothe, head of 
the famous Wilmersdorfer Hospi- 
tal, in Berlin, says:— 

“For people who are run-down 
as a result of constipation, I pre- 
scribe yeast. 

“Fresh yeast has a healthful ef- 
fect on the whole digestive and 
intestinal process. Intestines are 
kept active and clean. Thus the 
entire system is regenerated and 
tremendously strengthened in its 
resistance to disease.” 

For years physicians have relied 
on fresh yeast in cases of Intestinal 

Fatigue. A food, itsoftens i 
the clogging waste masses | 
in the intestines and stim- 
ulates the normal action 
that carries them away. 
Then, as poisons no 

longer form, digestion 
rights itself. The tongue 
clears. You feel fresh, alert. 
And morning energy lasts 
all day! 

Why not try Fleisch- 
mann’s Yeast today? For 
free booklet on Yeast for Health 
write Standard Brands Inc., 691 
Washington St., New York City. 

Noted Clinic Head says: —Docton 
Mvetter-Denam,of the Versorgungshaus, 
famous Vienna hospital, states: “People 
with an unclean intestinal condition are a 
prey to headaches, colds, etc... . Fresh 

yeast keeps intestines free of poisons... im- 
Proves digestion... corrects skin troubles.” 

      

Try Yeast this way! 
Youcaneat Fleischmann’s Yeast 
any way you like. Most people 
prefer it just plain, or dissolved 
ina third of a glass of water. 

Eat three cakes every day— 
before meals, or between meals 
and at bedtime. It’s rich in 
health-giving vitamins B, Gand 
D. You can get it at grocers’, 
restaurants, soda fountains. 
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“Tt soon brought 

back my old pep”’ 
“With a change to indoor 
life and irregular meals, I 
began to feel miserable,” 
writes James M. Frees, of 
Philadelphia. “I had’ no 
energy—pimples broke out 
on my face—I lost weight. 

“A friend of mine had 
had wonderful results 
from Fleischmann’s Yeast. 
He suggested I try it. Ina 
month my face had cleared 
and I had my old pep back. 
It’s fine for toning the sys- 
tem. Ladvise it when train- 
ing my swimming teams.” 

  

Only fresh yeast benefits you fully - Fleischmann’s Yeast is fresh - Be sure that’s the kind you get 
{© 1901, Standard Brands Incorporated,
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TWO AIDES TO SUCCESSFUL 
ENTERTAINERS 

Sparkling White Rock gives an air 

of distinction to the most carefully 

    
      

  

set table. When ginger ale is in 
order, White Rock Pale Dry wins 

equal approval. It is the only gin- 
ger ale made with White Rock. 

aa OE 

i *    

EVERYONE 
BY SERVING BOTH 

  

  The leading mineral water 

MAY 30, 1931 

A PLEA TO HEAVEN 

Heaven, help my 
Little daughter 

To observe 
The rules P've taught her— 

Not to eat 
Entrées too greasy, 

Not to sleep 
In a speakeasy, 

Not to kiss 
Unless it’s pleasant, 

Not to angle 
For a present, 

Not to weep 
(Though her heart smashes) 

With mascara 
On her lashes. 

Not to love 
Men over thirty, 

Men whose fingernails 
Are dirty, 

Men who brag 
About their benders, 

Men who wear 
Ornate suspenders. 

Heaven, help her 
Watch her hipline, 

Keep her lipstick 
On her lipline, 

Grant her muscular 
Agility 

And some cerebral 
Ability, 

Make her clever 
In disarming 

Criticism, 
Keep her charming. 

Heaven, pay 
Your best attention 

To the trivial 
Things I mention, 

For when great 
Temptation seizes 

Her, she’ll do 
Just as she pleases! 

—ANGELA CYPHER 

purcnass, N. Y. May 12 (AP)— 
Happy folks, the Siamese. Edward Mur- 
phy, 16, of White Plains, who has a job 
as courier to the royalties, is impressed 
by the fact that the visitors are always in 
good humor, joking and smiling all the 
time, and they carry large rolls of money 
loose in their pockets—Boston Traveler. 

Oh thrice happy folks, the Siamese!
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Gag Rea ae Cight 

VS PRM SS. 

For those. wt LO 

EFORE now you may have looked 
at moderately priced motor cars you 

thought were admirably smart, but—/ook 
at this Chrysler Eight De Luxe. 

Before now you have ridden in moder- 
ately priced cars which seemed to be very 
rich and very comfortable, but we ask you 
—ride in this one. 

Before now you have driven moderately 
priced cars you may have considered to be 
highly capable in performance, but again 
we ask you— drive this one. 

This 95-horsepower, 80-miles-an-hour 
de luxe edition of the Chrysler Eight, now 
available in five body types, is patterned 
after the magnificent Chrysler Imperial 
Eight. It has that smart double windshield 
with chrome-plated frames; that lengthy 
sweep of line; that extremely graceful 

DE LUXE COUPE 
DELUXE ROADSTER = + 
DE LUXE SEDAN 

Simons-Stewart Company, Inc, 
1425 Bedford Ave., STerling 3-2800, Brooklyn   

effect resulting from a low center of gravity ; 
that visible staunchness that denotes a car 
of fine quality —that aristocratic look. 

Inwardly, the Chrysler Eight De Luxe 
is sumptuously spaced, upholstered, trim- 
med and fixtured. Bedford cord upholstery 
of extremely rich weave and quality. 
Floor carpetings of high-pile luxuriousness. 
Soft seat backs and cushions with the deep, 
embracing comfort yielded by Marshall- 
type springs—the very finest. There are 
interior sun visors. Interior panels, instru 
ment board and window mouldings are of 
dark walnut finish. 

It is a car of de luxe power, de luxe 
speed, de luxe pick-up and de luxe smooth- 
ness, as well as a car of de luxe style and 
appointments. 

‘A vital factor of its de luxe performance 

1525 
1545 
1565 

DE LUXE PHAETON 
ALL PRICES F. °. 

Simons-Stewart Company, Inc. 
1745 B'way at 56th St., SUs, 7-2300, New York City 

DE LUXE CONVERTIBLE COUPE 

is the Chrysler Multi-Range 4-speed trans- 
mission with Dual High gears. Two high 
gears instead of one. A high gear for city 
driving and another for the open road. 
Both gears are of a patented internal-mesh 
design, which means that you can shift 
from either high to the other in an instant, 
at any speed, without clashing. 

Drive this Chrysler and «Learn the 
Difference.” Learn new things about pick- 
up. Learn new things about speed. Learn 
the difference in ease of handling—due to 
pivotal steering and internal self-equalizing 
hydraulic brakes. 

See this car and see for yourself that 
Chrysler value, like Chrysler performance 
and Chrysler style, is on the plus side in 
Chrysler’s favor. 

#1585 
1970 

B. FACTORY 

DeCozen Motor Co. 

1226 Broad St., TErrace 3-6900, Newark
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WHY DO THEY? 
For the last eight years more people have crossed the 

Atlantic in Cunard ships than on any other line or group 
of lines. Consistent patrons these . whose names reappear 

again and again on Cunard passenger lists... there must be a reason! 

  

From a sound dollars-and-cents viewpoint alone Travel via Cunard has 
always been a “good buy"... offering the choice of the largest 
number of ships. . . every type of accommodations . . . from the ultra- 
luxurious to the modest... and always the utmost value for your money. 

The overwhelming and consistent preference for Cunard ships cannot 
be measured in terms of money only . . . the distinction . . . the 
atmosphere . . . the perfection of a Cunard crossing have played their 
part. There is the unique feature of the a la carte menu, at no extra 
charge... the deft, competent service of the Anglo-Saxon steward 
“born to his work" and perfected by years of apprenticeship and 
experience .... there is the all important convenience of an almost daily 
service. And last, but not least, there is the indefinable Cunard 
tradition, the “know how", bred of 91 years of steamship management. 
In the recently inaugurated 

CUNARD WEEK-END CRUISES 
aboard the Aquitania, Berengaria, Caledonia, Mauretania. . . you can enjoy a 
perfect example of this famous transatlantic service. From New York Friday after- 
noons or Saturday mornings... afew hours ashore in Nassau or Nova Scotia 
«. . back in New York the following Tuesday p. m.z next sailings June 5, 
Mauretania... “June 18, Caledonia... July 3, Aquitania; every week-end 
thereafter until September 18. 

AND THE COST IS BUT $50 UP 
"Rate for June 18 Caledonia, only $45 up. 

Carry your funds in Cunard Travellers’ Cheques 
Your Local Agent or The Cunard Steam Ship Co., Ltd. 25 Broadway, New York 

CUNARD 

  

      

MAY 380, 1931 

MOTORS 
The Five New Chrysler 
Eights — And Several 
Convertibles—Sold 

ORE new 
motors. A 

few months ago 
we heard that the 

; carmakers had 
decided against 
midseason dé- 
buts. Neverthe- 

G less, thesix-cylinder 
De Vaux, a protégé 

of the designer of the Liberty motor, is 
just off the production lines (it has not 
had time enough to make its way East), 
and Graham has introduced a Pros- 
perity Six. In fact, several multi-cylin- 
der surprise packets are promised before 
the year passes the halfway mark. 

  

C2 always can be depended 
upon to bring out something not- 

able, and it is evident that fresh lustre 
is to be shed on the name by its five new 
body styles in the Straight Eight series. 
All are patterned after the Imperial 
Eights, with that much-desired stream- 
line effect. Interiors of the closed 
models are done in Bedford cord, and 
of the open ones in leather, The fit- 
tings are in keeping with the upholstery 
and the smoking sets are built in at the 
ends of the armrests. All models are 
equipped with double windshields, 

The engine develops 95 u.p. at 
3,400 r.p.m. and has the latest thing 
in down-draft carburetors. The trans- 
mission is four speeds forward and one 
reverse, with dual high gears, one of 
which, one assumes, is a silent third, 
only more so. There is no one more 
grateful than I for the introduction of 
silent second and third gears, although 
even now transmissions are scandal- 
ously noisy. The prices run from 
$1,747, for the coupé, to $2,145, for 
the phaéton, delivered in New York— 
without extras, of course. 

D: Soro, also of the Chrysler 
family, has built a two-door sedan, 

to be delivered at your door for $805. 
Tt was a De Soto that Chick Murray 
drove from Albany to Forty-first Street 
(156 miles) in 151 minutes. How- 
ever, I warn you that you will not be 
able to make the run that fast. 

Y statistics man tells me that of 
the nearly three million cars pro- 

duced in the United States and Canada
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THE NEW EVERSHARP 

UTTERLY DIFFERENT. UNIQUELY MODERN...CUT MANY-SIDED LIKE A JEWEL... BRILLIANT WITH A DOZEN SHIMMERING 

FACETS ... IN FIVE EXOTIC ORIENTAL COLORS ... HAND-FITTED WITH YOUR PICK OF 14 INTERCHANGEABLE POINTS. .. 

AND ENGRAVED WITH YOUR INITIALS ON THE CLIP. EVERSHARP DORIC PENS $7.50 TO $10; PENCILS $4.50 AND $5. 

EVERSHARP 
(Pé rsonal- (P oint 

PENS AND PENCILS 

(44 UNCONDITIONALLY GUARANTEED FOR LIFE DDD  
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THE PLAZA 
59th ST. AT CENTRAL PARK 

ANNOUNCES 
THE REOPENING 

OF THE 

UMM 

O
r
?
 

    

  

DERBY DAY ON EPSOM DOWNS 

“Well, to be sure, there never was such a Derby Day as this present 

Derby Day! Never, to be sute, were there so many cartiages, so many 

fours, so many twos, so many ones, so many horsemen, so many people 

who have come down by ‘rail,’ so many broughams, so many Fortnum 

& Mason’s hampets, so much ice and champagne. If I were on the turf 

and had a horse to enter for the Derby, I would call that horse Fortnum 

& Mason, convinced that with that name he would beat the field.” 

Charles Dickens    

   

  

   

    

Fortnum 

& Mason 

697 MADISON AVE. 

AT 62nd STREET 

NEW YORK 

Rare delicacies 
English shoes 
Ousdoor clothes for ladies and children      

MAY 30, 1931 

in 1930, only seven per cent were open 
models, I fancy the average will be 
a bit higher this year, judging from the 
number of phaétons I see on the road; 
though to be sure the tops always are 
up, and sometimes the side curtains, 
too, 

However, for people who want all 
the comforts of a closed car, Chevrolet 
has a swell four-seater convertible 
($737 delivered) with room in the 
rear seat for something larger than a 
Singer midget. Also, Nash has added 
a convertible victoria to its Eight-80 
line, The top is remarkably well made 
and simple to take down and put up, 
and I daresay you would find no more 
rattles in it than you would in a more 
expensive affair. The price is $1,616 
delivered, with some extras, 

ECENTLY I saw that green 
Rolls-Royce four-seater—the one 

with the modernistic, lean-back lines— 
which attracted so much attention at 
the last Salon. Well, it is now the 
property of Anthony Manville, who 
bought it just before Christmas. And 
the King of Siam has purchased that 
long black-and-chromium V-16 Cadil- 
lac he rides around in and will take it 
home with him. 

Sree anp Go: The newest Lincoln 
tourers have the best thing in wind- 

screens I have seen for an open car. 
‘They are quadrants of glass that 
swing up to meet the windshield 
and afford protection without shut- 
ting the driver’s compartment off 
like champignons sous cloche.... For 
those who are taking over new cars, 
there is a “break-in” oil. It is a prep- 
aration which is added to the crank- 
case oil and obviates—so its manufac- 
turers say—the necessity of driving 
slowly for the first five hundred or 
thousand miles.... The little brown 
pigs on the “Don’t Be a Road Hog” 
signs along the Westchester Parkway 
are too pretty: they aren’t piggish 
enough to embarrass the Sunday driv- 
ers. ... The Chenard & Walcker, 
with a torpedo sport body, looks the 
same at the rear and the front—ex- 
cept for the headlights. I may drive 
one some day.... And have you re- 
membered to get your new driving li- 
cense? —SPEED 

“She is prettier, and yet she hasn’t her 
mother’s windsomeness. I expect it’s the 
difference in the times.”—Greensburg 
(Pa.) Review. 

No, in the lungs.
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ARISTOCRAT 

OF THE 

METROPOLIS 

HEREVER smart crowds congregate you 

will inevitably find the Packard crest 

in evidence —coat-of-arms of the Aristocrat 

of the Metropolis, the world’s finest motor 

car. For this scion of a distinguished family 

has a gift for making friends—and more 

significant still, for keeping them through 

many years of pleasant association. 

Such popularity is the highest tribute that 

can be paid to any motor car—and is truly in- 

dicative of Packard's sterling character. Why 

not drop in some day and find out for your- 

self how altogether fine a motor car can be? 
’ 1 , 

The Dietrich Convertible Victoria on the Packard 
Deluxe chassis is priced af $5,845, delivered. 
Inquire of our Custom Body Department about this 
graceful, close-coupled car for four. 

ASK MAN      WHO OWNS    ONE       THE 

PACKARD MOTOR CAR COMPANY OF NEW YORK     
    

Eleventh Avenue at 54th Street Broadway at 61st Street Broadway at Sherman Avenue 
BRONX: 696 East Fordham Road BROOKLYN: Allantic at Classon Avenue 

PARK AVENUE PACKARD, Inc, WEST END PACKARD CO., Inc. 
6 East 57th Street Broadway at 106th Street 

a



  

  

  

  

Buckskin 
—the golf shoe 

style that made 

such a hit at 

Miami and 

Pinehurst 

Srarrine at fashionable 

clubs in the South, white 

buckskin has swept to the 

front in golf shoe styles. 
Spalding offers it, made as 
onlySpalding can make golf 
shoes. Spiked in the special 
Spalding way, so the spikes 
can’t come loose or press up 

to plague your feet. Com- 
fortablefrom the very first. 

And, though you'll find 
similar shoes at $18 and 

$20, Spalding asks just $15. 

AG rating Mat 
518 Fifth Avenue at 43rd Street 

105 Nassau Street above Fulton 

28 New St., cor. Exchange Pl. 

©1991, 4.c.5. anos.           
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THAT WAS NEW YORK 
THE FALL RIVER LINE 

York, where creation never ceases, 
where hourly from caverns in the 

earth new towers arise vertiginously, 
there is one lovely, calm, stable thing. 

It is the Fall River Line. Like 
the Zoo, like the Aquarium, it remains 
unchanged from year to year, rem- 
iniscent of kinder days. ‘These boats 
have maintained their air of space and 
leisure and elegance ever since the 
days when the Commonwealth was 
launched, the Providence and the Pris- 
cilla were new. The wide staircases 
and foyers, with their red carpets, were 
built on the assumption of elegant space 
which still, by sheer belief in itself, im- 
poses on one its own palatial estimate. 
At that time the Fall River liners were 
bigger than any of the wide white pas- 
senger boats which waddled so gaily 
midstream and pursued their way up 
the Sound with lights blazing and bands 
playing. 

The illusion of the necessity of hurry 
which pursues men up and down New 
York’s chasms, in and out of subway 
warrens, drops like an uncomfortable 
garment, your foot once on the gang- 
plank. No one on the Fall River Line 
is going to tell you to “Step lively, 
please.” Its wide and gently rocking 
halls were built before the coinage of 
that phrase so undermining to human 
dignity. 

Even the warning “All ashore that’s 
going ashore!” presupposes that fare- 
wells are to be made with fastidious 
leisure. A half-hour, a quarter-hour, 
five minutes before the departure, the 
mellow warning chant 
echoes through the corri- 
dors, and even then the 
boat seems in no hurry to 
sidle out into the North 
River; it may remain a 
few minutes on business of 
its own. There is a frieze 
of faces uplifted from the 
dock. Hands wave. This 
going away on a boat in- 
stead of a train partakes 
of the nature of adven- 
ture. Though the voyage 
is only the span of a night, 
people come down to re 
mote piers on the North 
River to “see off” friends 
as though they were going 
on an ocean voyage. 

IT the swirling universe of New 

HE porters waiting 
to take your bags 

create the impression, through the ex- 
cellence of their manners, that you 
are “quality.” They have nothing in 
common with the anonymous Red 
Caps attendant on the railway trains, 
who when you arrive snatch at your 
bags like buzzards and who when most 
needed seem to possess the gift of in- 
visibility, 

I go aboard with a glad feeling of 
homecoming. Indeed, the only baron- 
ial or marble halls which I possess are 
those of the Fall River Line; my only 
old family retainers its stewards and 
headwaiters. Nor did my patent of no- 
bility arrive from bribery or undue lar- 
gess. The Fall River Line was mine 
as things should be, by right of long 
tenure. I had become one of the fa- 
miliar sights, whether progressing with 
children, maids, dogs, and the terrify- 
ing paraphernalia of a Family in the 
throes of fall migration or—far more 
agreeably—commuting, as it were, to 
business from the tip of Cape Cod to 
New York. 

‘There is a certain magic about de- 
parture by these boats. In a twinkling 
one changes one’s century, hurry for 
leisure, city dust for the cleanness of a 
boat. Suddenly you see New York from 
without. It is best to get a deck state- 
room and, reposing in the upper berth, 
see what has happened to the city since 
last you gazed. If half a year has 
passed, you will see plenty. The East 

  

    

   
“W hat’s the matter, 

little boy?”
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TASTE ee diy 

An U inaad drink more HOFFMAN PALE DRY 
Te any i yee quer lp 7D We world  
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CORRECT HOLIDAY ATTIRE 

JACKETS AND SLACKS OF THE CUSTOMARY FINCHLEY 

STANDARD, IN BOTH CUT AND MATERIAL, AND 

VARIOUS ACCESSORIES OF THE MOST FASHIONABLE 

CHARACTER. ATTENTION IS INVITED, PARTICU- 

LARLY, TO THE FIN-DUDDY SPORTS OUTFIT: JACKET, 

WAISTCOAT, KNICKERS AND TROUSERS. THE JACKET 
MAY BE CORRECTLY WORN WITH FLANNEL SLACKS. 

SINGLE AND DOUBLE-BREASTED FLANNEL JACKETS 
THIRTY DOLLARS 

FLANNEL TROUSERS 
TEN DOLLARS AND MORE 

FIN-DUDDY FOUR-PIECE SPORTS OUTFIT 
FIFTY-FIVE DOLLARS 

READY-TO-PUT-ON 

TAILORED AT FASHION PARK 

FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK JACKSON BLYD., CHICAGO   
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River fagade was, until a short time 
ago, a humble thing, here and there 
green parks among factories and gas 
tanks; and lo, from one minute to an- 
other, Mr. French and various other 
gentlemen had stately pleasure domes 
decreed. 

It is, anyway, an eyeful, and it is 
pleasant after reviewing the awe-inspir- 
ing towers to turn back confident to the 
unchanging corridors of one’s child- 
hood, to be greeted by Wilson at dinner. 

OvHER people may talk about their 
Oscars or their Ferdinands, may 

celebrate with pomp and glory what- 
ever headwaiters they choose; but it 
seems to me that there is no waiter 
anywhere comparable to Wilson, now 
on the Providence. There is no 
one who will convey to you so subtly 
the sense of your own worth and dig- 
nity. 

I enter the Fall River boat tired, 
draggled with a raid upon the city, an 
anonymous person. J enter the dining- 
room, and Cinderella has nothing 
on me. ‘Talk about turning pump- 
kins into coaches! Wilson’s face 
lights up. He approaches me with a 
smile of deference he might render to a 
duchess, yet with a touch of familiarity 
of an old family retainer. He implies 
that he is my own butler, and that this 
boat is mine, my own pleasure yacht. 
He remembers which side of the boat 
I prefer, what view it would please my 
eyes to dwell upon. Then he inquires 
one by one after the children. Bending 
over me he will murmur: “So we 
got Miss Mary Ellen married off. 
Scems only the other day I fixed a high 
chair for her, when she was a baby!” 

Wilson has not, it seems to me, aged 
in twenty years. He is a little bit stout 
—not much. Stout, no; corpulent in 
a dignified way. 

Second only to Wilson was Thomp- 
kins. I say “was,” for Thompkins is 
dead. I saw him go through the suc- 
cessive stages of porter up to assistant 
to Wilson, and finally headwaiter with 
a boat of his own. And he, too, did 
not change, except for the few extra 
pounds, during a matter of twenty 
years. Is the recipe for eternal youth 
to be found, perhaps, in a life of ser- 
vice, good manners, and the practice of 
kindness? Thompkins, without altera- 
tion or change, dropped dead. To 
imagine him otherwise than with an ad- 
mirable though not unsmiling gravity, 
perfectly groomed, and with his white 
flower in his buttonhole, would be im- 
possible. 

And now Thompkins is dead. It is
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the beginning of the end. Already the 
boat’s band, which played not only jazz 
but “The Blue Danube” and arias and 

overtures from operas, has given place 
to the radio. And when Amos ’n’ 
Andy go on, the men passengers sit in 
rows, stolid and unsmiling, to listen. 
Strange! 

O stranger than the other customs 
native to this country which one 

may observe, for if you travel long 
enough on the Fall River Line the 
whole American scene will pass be- 
fore your eyes. Where else could 
I ever have beheld the mad glory 
of the Shriners, or some such order, 
returning from convention? Imagine 
a boatload of middle-aged men, fathers 
of families, in fezzes and, it seems to 
me, red sashes. And do I or do I not 
remember baggy Tunisian trousers— 
or were the trousers but part of a mid- 
summer night’s dream? 

There they were, from the heart of 
the plain people—jewellers, bankers, 
salesmen, clerks, grocers, merchants, 
everything but workingmen. White- 
collar men, soft-handed, churchgoing, 
married, with cock-eyed fezzes perched 
above their innocent bibulous faces. 
‘There they were, prancing drunkenly 
and in vast numbers through the gentle 
and almost plaintive elegances of the 
Fall River Line. Prancing, shouting, 
cavorting: fezzes tumbling from bald 
pink pates; yelling and shouting and 
dancing in spite of massive paunches. 

How touching was this orgy! These 
poor old tight, middle-aged souls seem- 
ed to cry aloud: “We are young yet! 
We are young yet!” There it was— 
bacchanalian orgy and infantile inno- 
cence mixed together, proclaiming to 
anyone who had a mind for psychology 
the substance of our civilization. Do 
I remember that some had rattles in 
their infantile fists, or were the rattles 
and balloons only in my dream? Cer- 
tainly there should have been balloons 
and rattles, if there weren’t any. 

ALE night they roistered up and 
down the corridors of the boat— 

they owned it. From staterooms here 
and there came unheeded weary shouts 
of “Oh, shut up! We want to sleep!” 
Old ladies buzzed bells and implored 
suave but helpless porters in vain; for 
what porter can stem a stream in spate? 
The Shriners, or Brothers of Arabia, 
or Ancient Order of Sheiks, hooted and 
wassailed, slobbered on each other’s 
shoulders, wambled shouting to one an= 
other’s cabins. 

One near us pounded the night 
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"Bean Basdus jar asd smcoion come 
+ 

OUR LITTLE SALON abounds in Carnegie 

summer fashions for immediate wear starting at 945. 

+ 

In the Made-to-Order Salon, summer prices of 

special appeal alasiprevail, 

HATTIE CARNEGIE 
INCORPORATED 

42-46 East 49th Street . New York City
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EVEN ON THE AVENUE 
OF DISTINCTIVE HOMES 

11-17 ROOMS Chimples, Duplex 

Of the many fine apartments on Park Avenue 

this building offers more luxurious appointments 

  

Mantels by William H. Jackson Company. 

895 
PARK AVENUE 

Corner of 79th Street 

FERse & Ecuiman.. sts 
660 Madison Avenue REgent 4-6600 

Representative 
on Premises 

  

Immediate 
or October 
Occupancy 

  

      

   

  

1-3 Baths (Maid’s: 
"Room available) 
RENTALS $80. to. 

  

View of 

GOLF COURSE at 
mm JACKSON HEIGHTS 

      

     

  

Move OUT OF THE SHADOWS INTO 

THE SUNLIGHT OF lackson Neighty 
TO REACH JACKSON HEIGHTS— 

By Motor: Take 50th St. (Queensboro Bridge ) 
irm Left to Skillman, to Roosevelt Ate., to 82nd St,, turn left to office. 

By Sulncay: TR 1. from Times Square or Grand Central, or BLM, F. from 59th St. to Jackson Heights Station 
‘Also Sth Ace, Bus d¢ 15, 

Nhe 

Sconsssoe pevptesmave tvoinithe Bteak dhadows 

  

over viaduct, 

    

and the noise and congestion of other sections 
each year to the quiet, sunny and healthful en- 
vironment of Jackson Heights. They enjoy all 

ueenshoro 
orporation 

82nd Street & Polk Avenue 
Jackson Heights New York City 

Telephone NEwtown_9-6000 
Apartment Exhibit—60 E. 42nd St. 
(Lincoln Building) —VAn. 3.2856 

the advantages of a country environment. In this 

restricted community they find golf and tennis 
(now available), a private day school, play- 

ground and landscaped gardens.   a 
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through on a cabin door, bawling 
“Jerry! I wan’ Jerry! Jerrylemmein!” 
Other voices as ceaselessly cried out 
“Lembe, Nick! Jerry’s passed out!” 
But the drunk obstinately yammered 
“Jerrylemmein!” 

It seems to me that I got the answer 
as to how they got this way from an- 
other boat. This was a boatload of boys. 
A score of New England camps were 
returning their youth. Wherever you 
looked were boys, all being herded 
industriously by Y.M.C.A--looking 
young men, Always at the piano sat one 
of these shepherds, beating out “There’s 
a Long Long Trail,” or “My Little 
Gray Home,” or other ancient favorites, 
while the little boys, faces blank as 
eggs, perfunctorily shouted the ditties. 
Here was the Ancient Order of Arabi- 
ans in the making. That was why 
they had a depressing passion for fezzes 
and insignia when they were bald and 
paunchy. This was the Alpha of that 
culture leading to the Omega of mid- 
dle-aged rattles and fezzes. When re- 
turning with half a college and a vic~ 
torious football team, one saw the in- 
termediate stage. 

Opes phases of our culture, too, 
have I seen reflected on the Fall 

River Line. For instance, the dis- 
organization of Society which immedi- 
ately followed prohibition. For a few 
dark months sly bootlegging became the 
fashion on the boat, before it was found 
out and put a stop to. How far it went 
I can best explain by saying that shifty- 
looking gentlemen would approach me 
and out of the corner of a wry mouth 
hiss “I got a nice 171 drink in my cabin. 
Wanna come?” And how strange that 
this should befall me I can best explain 
by this detail of my appearance: Once 
we were playing a horrid game in which 
one told one’s next-hand neighbor his 
most outstanding characteristic. One of 
my greatest friends looked at me with 
her beautiful eyes and let fall these dis- 
couraging words: “Mary, your out- 
standing characteristic is that of 
fect respectability.” Add to this that I 
am sunk in years, and this anecdote will 
show to what a pass we had indeed 
come before bootlegging became or- 
ganized, when it went wildcatting all 
over the place, even on the Fall River 
Line. 

This phase passed quickly. ‘The 
boats have resumed their smiling, lei- 
surely ways. They are places for souls 
weary with speed, where for a few 
hours one may recapture the pleasant 
ways and manners of the nineteenth 
century. —Mary Heaton Vorse 

to.
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THE ART 
GALLERIES 
A Museum and Its 
Legacy—Gone Native 
—The Summer Shows 

eS ‘HE season now 
> reluctantly 

i comes to a close, 
two months late. 
After this, the shows 
that are put on will 
be largely for the 
visitors from out of 
town, and usually 

most of the galleries hang up a fair 
selection of their painters. Also most 
of them keep to summer hours, closing 
at five on weekdays and not opening 
at all on Saturdays. 

   
HE Museum of Modern Art will 
continue to hold its Lizzie Bliss 

Memorial show through the summer. 
It was opened a fortnight ago with all 
sorts of ceremonies, but even without 
them it would have been an unusually 
interesting event. The exhibit includes 
the paintings that are to become the 
property of the Museum if it ever de- 
cides to become a museum and gives 
up its present policy of merely provid- 
ing a big top for itinerant shows. There 
are also some of the pictures that have 
been bequeathed to other museums. 

The pictures that the Museum thus 
inherits are of the sort that will make 
a fine foundation for a permanent col- 
lection. Of the eleven Cézannes at 
least two are of major importance, and 
the rest are of interest historically. 
Then there are some fine examples 
of the other giants: Degas, Daumier, 
Renoir, Monet, Gauguin, Pissarro, 
Rousseau, Seurat, Lautrec. There are 
not as many of their disciples, such as 
Matisse, Braque, and so on, as might 
be desired, but there are two or three 

Picassos that are superb. 
The large exhibition room holds 

the cream of the collection. Most of 
the canvases are inadequately framed 
(some rather terribly), but we suppose 
this will be changed when they come 
into full possession of their new owners. 
‘The side rooms are filled with the 
American painters that Miss Bliss fa- 
vored and the smaller works of the 
French masters. 

OO of the most interesting fea- 
tures of this collection is the fact 
Miss Bliss made it primarily 
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Smart New NVerkers Lease 

APARTMENTS 
in the distinguished buildings 

under the Management of 

DouglasL.Elliman6& Co. 
INC. 

S ROOMS 
912 Fifth Avenue ...3 Baths 

1035 Park Avenue...3 Baths 
50 East 77th St....3 Baths 
55 East 86th St....3 Baths 

9 ROOMS 
270 Park Avenue...3 Baths 
755 Park Avenue. ..3 Baths 
50 East 77th St.... 4 Baths 

* 
3 ROOMS 

960 Fifth Avenue... 1 Bath 
230 East 48th St. ...1 Bath 
150 East goth St....1 Bath 
435 East 57th St....2 Bath 

4 ROOMS 
960 Fifth Avenue... 2 Baths 
435 East 57th St....2 Bath 
125 East 63rd St....2 Baths 

3 ROOMS 
230 East 48th St. ...2 Baths 
435 East 57th St....2 Baths 
111 East 8oth St....3 Baths 
21 East goth St....2 Baths 

6 ROOMS 
960 Fifth Avenue. ..3 Baths 

(Duplex) 

270 Park Avenue...3 Baths 
383 Park Avenue... 3 
430 East 57th St... . 
125 East 63rd St. 
53 East 66th St... .: 
21 East goth St.... 

7 ROOMS 
«3 Baths 

  

10 ROOMS 
270 Park Avenue... 4 Baths 

755 Park Avenue...3 Baths 

114 East goth St. ... 4 Baths 
3 East 84th St....4 Baths 

  

11 ROOMS 
952 Fifth Avenue... 4 Baths 
1133 Fifth Avenue... 4 Baths 
383 Park Avenue...4 Baths 
830 Park Avenue...3 Baths 

(Duplex) 

12 ROOMS 
993 Fifth Avenue... 6 Baths 
1125 Fifth Avenue... 5 Baths 
525 Park Avenue... 4 Baths 

13 ROOMS 
635 Park Avenue... 4 Baths 

14 ROOMS 
993 Fifth Avenue... 6 Baths 
270 Park Avenue...5 Baths 

  

952 Fifth Avenue. . 
(Penthouse) 

270 Park Avenue...3 Baths 
383 Park Avenue... 3 Baths 
840 Park Avenue. ..3 Baths 

1035 Park Avenue...3 Baths 
40 East 62nd St... . 3 Baths 

45 East 62nd St....3 Baths 
21 East goth St....4 Baths + 

DOCTOR’S OFFICES 

125 East 63rd St. 
3 East 84th St. 

  

200 West sgth St... .3 Rooms 
Gtudio) 

45 East 6and St... .5 Rooms 

.3 Rooms 
2 Rooms 

  

DouglasL.Elliman&Co, 
PLoze 3-9200 Managing Agent 
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Play-Goers 
Not, of course, that we expect 

you to eatin all 21 restaurants 

at once—but we have “theat- 
tically located” them so you 
can tell your companion 

“Let's go to Childs, there's 

one around the corner.” 

The Special Dollar Dinner 
before-theatre is a delectable 
preparation—and the after- 
theatre snack the perfect 
“top-off” to a perfect eve- 
ning's entertainment! 

Won't you be our guest 
tonight? 

1485 Broadway 604 Fifth Ave, 

1501 Broadway 724 Fifth Ave, 

1546 Broadway 425 Seventh Ave. 

1551 Broadway 108 W. 34th St. 

1936 Broadway 9 E. 40th St. 
2101 Broadway 47 E. 42nd St 

2276 Broadway 109 W. 42nd St. 

2536 Broadway 423 Lex. Ave, 

377 Fifth Ave. 817 Eighth Ave. 

509 Fifth Ave. 12 E. 59th St. 

300 West 59th Street 

  

  

because of her interest in Arthur B. 
Davies, so there is no pattern to her 
group. She didn’t try to assemble men 
who would be considered orthodox 
after her death. The pictures are can- 
vases that she liked, with an occasional 
painting that she bought as a patroness. 
This may be somewhat confusing 
to the layman who finds Dougherty 
hung with Daumier and Kuhn with 
Cézanne. 

As for Davies, Miss Bliss owned 
some of the best examples of his work. 
The small early sketches, made when 
he was so intent on the Italian Prim- 
itives, stand out with great strength 
alongside the latter-day Munich school 
of blue-sky-and-a-goat painting. 

Te John Levy Galleries close an 
active year with a show of Paul 

O’Higgins, a California boy who mov- 
ed to Mexico and went native. As an 
apprentice to Rivera, he adjusted him- 
self easily to the mold set by the great 
master, so his work is noteworthy 
mainly as an indication of the extent to 
which he has become Mexicanized. His 
sponsors think very highly of him, but 
to our mind his value depends on what 
he does in the future. The native 
Mexicans that we have seen feel these 
colors; the Northerner in Mexico some- 
how does little more than assimilate the 
mannerisms of the artists working about 
him. 

The O?Higgins show, incidentally, 
closes this Saturday. 

'UMMER SHows: Helen Hackett has 
arranged an exhibition of eight of 

her painters and two of her sculptors. 
. + You will always find a varying 
assortment of the best of the nine- 
teenth-century French masters at Du- 
rand-Ruel. . Valentine has a 
show of the later French—Picasso, 
Lurcat, Dufy, Derain, etc.—until the 
end of June Daniel is the best 
place to visit for a representative 
group of the younger Americans. . . . 
‘The Metropolitan has a show of Near 
Eastern ceramics. . . . The Gallery 
of Living Art in the Washington 
Square branch of New York Univer- 
sity is always worth a visit. It has a 
well-balanced collection of American 
and foreign canvases. 

—Muvrovock PEMBERTON 

  

  

A THOUGHT FOR THIS WEEK 

Prosperity Magazine, Room 1200, 100 
N. La Salle St., Chicago, Ill. Ronal Kay- 
ser, Editor. “We are not buying any ma- 
terial at the present time.”—Announce- 
ment in the Writer's Digest. 

MAY 30, 1931 

BEEKMAN PLACE 

NJOYS all the charm 
of this exclusive old 

neighborhood with its 
quaint houses arid gardens, 
wide views of the River and 
floods of sunshine...an old 
world charm that empha= 
sizes the truly modern 
aspect of living at Two 
Beekman Place where the 
comforts and convenience 
of today are built into 
every apartment. 
Terrace Apartments, Duplexes, 

A Triplex Pent House 

Apartments from Two 
to Eight Rooms, Priced 
from $1300 to $9500 
Occupancy October first 

LANE OGLE, Builder 

ALBERT B.ASHFORTH, Inc. 
Renting Agent 

12 EAST 44th STREET, 
Telephone: MUrray Hill 2=1100       

130 EAST 40TH STREET 

The Concord Hotel 
In a quiet accessible residential location 

Suites of 1, 2 and 8 rooms with Serving Pantries 
Furnished and Unfurnished 

‘Moderate rentals Permanent or ‘Transtent 
Resident Manager, Ashland 45-9580   
      “CUTTON 

ARESIDENTIAL HOTEL 
ee OES anv up RATES  Weexty— $ias0 ANDUP 

330 EAST 56™ STREET 
TELEPHONE —WICKERSHAM 2-3940 
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A REPORTER AT LARGE 
EN years ago he was a barber. 
He was Jakey Factor, the bar- 
ber, third chair from the door in 

a cramped Chicago shop, gassing about 
the weather as he slapped his razor on 
the strop and bowing gratefully for a 
twenty-cent tip. ‘Today he sits and 
looks at life—five million dollars in 
the bank—while Scotland Yard, the 
United States Government, three or 
four States, and Legs Diamond wonder 
which is entitled to his life and liberty, 
‘That is what energy and initiative have 
done for one ambitious man in this big, 
new country. It is an inspiration for 
every youth who will stop dreaming 
and get down to work. 

Nor is the success story of Jakey 
Factor a tale of stodgy thrift and crush- 
ing toil, He never allowed his ambi- 
tions to prevent him from seeing life. 
He has taken time to spend a second 
five million dollars on good living, to 
make the acquaintance of the Prince of 
Wales, and to break the bank once or 
twice at the Cannes Casino. The se- 
cret of his triumph is really a simple one. 
No big company would make him its    

SUCCESS 

president, so he made up a company of 
his own and managed the elections. 
When he had no capital to make a kill- 
ing in the stock market, he simply print- 
ed some stock of his own design and 
made a killing on that. 

T was perhaps natural that when 
Jacob Factor, a poor boy born in St. 

Louis, decided to give up the barber’s 
trade and carve out a career for him- 
self with weapons more staunch than 
razors, he should move to British soil. 
For a great many years, Britain has 
been the swindler’s garden. Perhaps 
it is because the English are more 
gullible than we, as they are certainly 
more tempestuous gamblers. Perhaps 
the English law helps a little. At any 
rate, while we have produced such 
moderately successful fellows as Fuller 
and McGee, Gaston B. Means and the 
unhappy Ponzi, England has been able 
to boast a dozen million-pound swind- 
lers. Furthermore, Fuller and Me- 
Gee, Means and Ponzi, all wound up 
in jail, a fate which the best and big- 
gest of the Englishmen have escaped. 

“You know, Mater, I decided it would be nice 
if you went to Germany and took some baths” 

So Factor moved over to Canada. 
He made up a company called the Pure 
Gasoline Company, Ltd. Limited, in- 
deed, to a trunkful of splendid- 
ly engraved stock certificates. With 
the assistance of a crew of high-pres- 
sure loaders from Chicago—“loaders” 
meaning salesmen—Factor sold nearly 
half a million dollars’ worth of these 
certificates before the police came close 
enough to make flight the better part 
of valor. From 1922 until 1924 he 
lived in London and engaged in that 
typically English business of pyramid- 
ing companies—an ingenious enterprise 
which has never been tried in our coun- 
try, perhaps because of our more strin- 
gent corporation laws, perhaps because 
it just never occurred to anybody. It 
has been operated successfully in Eng- 
land a number of times, and Factor 
followed the routine procedure. 

E organized, first, a very small 
concern—a little industrial outfit 

—and sold shares to workingmen and 
fishwives for five dollars each. When 
he had taken about a hundred thousand 
dollars in this manner, he organized a 
second company, slightly larger, and 
sold two hundred thousand dollars’ 
worth of shares. With the proceeds 
from the second selling campaign, he 
magnificently declared a dividend in 
the first company, distributing fifty 
thousand dollars to stockholders with 
a note of cheer—and also with an ur- 
gent invitation to buy stock in Com- 
pany No. 3, just forming. 

Whenever he organized a new cor- 
poration, he used a moderate share of 
the money invested therein to pay divi- 
dends in’ the older companies. This 
kept everybody delighted and got him 
a reputation among the costermongers 
and greengrocers as a fellow who could 
turn your shillings into pounds. 

The fifth of these successive English 
companies provided Factor with an op- 
portunity to remember the land of his 

  

birth. It was the Glass Casket Com- 
pany. Eight or nine years ago there 
was an American Glass Casket Com- 
pany, which took great pride in the 
ownership of patents for the manufac- 
ture of transparent coffins. Gaston B. 
Means and the memorable Colonel 
Felder were active promoters in that 
business. A lot of stock was sold, it 
was discovered that nobody really in- 
tended to manufacture glass caskets, 
and Means was sentenced to a term in 
Atlanta. But the British, of course,
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“THE OLD ORDER 

CHANGETH, 

yielding place to new” 

THE KITCHENETTE—a roomy, beau- 
tifal Electrolux model—extremely 
popular for families of 2 to 5 persons. 

    A tiny gas flame takes the 
place of all moving parts 

   

Tennyson 

The silence of Electrolux, the 

absence of machinery, make 

noisy mechanical refriger- 

ators seem unnecessary. 

F YOU don’t want noise and 

machinery in your kitchen, 

there’s only one automatic refrig- 
erator to buy, and that’s Elec- 
trolux, the Gas Refrigerator. 

It has no moving parts at all. 

Nothing to wear, to vibrate, to 

make sound or cause mechanical 

trouble. A tiny gas flame and a 

tiny flow of water—that’s all. The 
entire operating cost is only 5 to 

10 cents a day. 

That’s why this automatic 

refrigerator has been made stand- 

ard equipment by leading archi- 

tects and builders, in thousands 

of modern homes everywhere. 

Eleven household models. You 

may see display at gas company’s 

showrooms, or have complete in- 

formation by mail. Address Elec- 

trolux Refrigerator Sales, Inc., 

51 E. 42d St., New York City, or 

phone VAnderbilt 3-5700. 

ELECTROLUX 
ms (COL nerRiGERATOR 
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Back in the nineties at Coney Island, these 

bathing suits were considered quite snappy. 

And noisy mechanical refrigerators were 
once thought to be quite an advance too, 

until Electrolux came along.



46 

  

400 
EAST 57th ST. 
S.E. Cor. of First Ave., Near Sutton Place 

GROUP of very fine, small housekeeping 

apartments in the heart of the Sutton Place 

section, at exceedingly moderate rentals. They are 

unconventional in plan, but more than conventional 

in comfort, with unusually varied selection. 

They feature, among other things, quadruple 

casement windows, some 18 ft. wide, and comer 

bay windows, all with new type of 

ventilating sash. Some have step- 

down living rooms, woodburning fire- 

places, dressing rooms, terraces, roof 

gardens. 

"pero ] 

1 ROOM [BEBe= 
Lom S70 MONTHLY 

2,3 and 4 ROOMS 
at equally moderate rentals 

Special apartments of 5 to 8 rooms 

ELEVATOR NOW RUNNING 

TYPICAL APARTMENTS 
READY FOR INSPECTION     Occupancy this Summer 

Showing living 
room of a 4-room 
apartment with 
South and West eae DouglasLElliman&Co, 

Renting Agent 

15 East goth Street 

Agent on Premises   PLaza 3-9200     

  

  

@ 
FOR YOUR CONVENIENCE 

THE New Yorker, 
25 West 45th Street, New York. 
Please enter my subscription for THE New YorKER— 

1 1 Year—$5.00 C2 Years—$s.00 
(Postace: Canada, $0c; Foreign, $1.00 additional per year) 

  

Subscribers ordering a change of address are requested to notify us at least 
three weeks prior to the date of the issue with which it is to take effect 
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had never heard of that. The glass 
casket was a happy notion to them. 
They invested a great deal of money 
in it and applauded the gentlemen who 
had opened its possibilities to them. 

UT the London situation was get- 
ting ripe for a killing: the final 

great promotion and the strategic re- 
treat. 

“Tt ought to be a mine,” said one 
of Factor’s associates as they conferred 
in a pleasant little Mayfair mansion. 
“They always go big for a mine,” 

“Let’s make it gold,” suggested an- 
other, 

“Better than gold. Platinum!” said 
Factor. And platinum it was. They 
bought some abandoned workings in 
South Africa and employed a thousand 
blacks to pose in muddy clothing, with 
picks and shovels, hard at work upon 
the precious soil. This made an im- 
pressive photograph, which was folded 
into the elaborate sales literature that 
had been prepared. A million shares 
of stock, at one pound per share, were 

printed. And postage was bought to 
mail out the selling talk to the mailing 
list of three hundred thousand which 
had been accumulated as the previous 
companies were formed. 

But a London newspaper—jealous, 
no doubt, of another American success 
—called the Rhodesian Platinum Mines, 
Ltd., a fraud. The accusation grew to 
the nature of an exposure. Factor de- 
cided to retire. He made one sharp 
effort to recover from the government 
the price of the three hundred thousand 
postage stamps which he had bought 
and been prevented from using, failed, 
and moved quickly to the south of 
France. 

It was at this time, perhaps in pique 
at the interruption of his London plans, 
perhaps in retaliation for the govern- 
ment’s action in the postage-stamp 
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Three Hours between ‘Trains 

     

  
       

    
        

    
    

  

         

    

  

     

     

ITH HER TWO CHILDREN, she was 

QP crakng across the continent toward 
a sick husband. 

She had packed in twenty minutes at her 

home in California. 

And now she was in Chicago, at the 
Palmer House . . . with 3 hours between 
trains, a shopping list comprising 21 entries 
and a head that threatened to split wide open 
at every step. 

She explained her situation to the floor 

clerk on the Woman’s floor. The hotel’s 

hostess was summoned and things began to 
happen in her favor. 

She was assigned a room that was exqui- 
sitely quiet and cheerful. The children were 

taken merrily upstairs by the playroom 
supervisor —to “let off steam” after their two 
days on the train. 

One of the hotel’s shoppers took over her 
shopping list, asked a few questions and prom- 
ised to return within an hour and a quarter. 

The hotel’s doctor left something for her 

headache. A nurse, from the hotel’s hospital, 

came in and administered a soothing massage. 

Now she raised a compress from her eyes 
and glanced at her wrist watch. Ten-forty-five 
. . . surely it had stopped. The telephone op- 

“NEXT DOOR TO EVERYTHING” 

Ce: 

  

       
PALMER 
oe | a) 

$4.00 and meres $6.00 and 
‘more with twin beds (for 2 guests). 

Every Room with Private Bath 

erator reassured her. . , ten-forty-five it was. 

‘Twenty minutes since she had left ber cab! 
Thirty minutes since she had left her train! 

Such opportunities to assist travelers are 

—STATE STREET, MONROE 

a shopping list... and a headache! 

  

FROM THE MAN’S 
POINT OF VIEW 

A convenient location in the center of 
downtown Chicago— that saves time 

and cab money. 

{All forms of transportation nearby. 

Comfortably large rooms at $4, $5 and 
$6 a day. 

Floor clerks to handle telephone calls 
and appointments. 

Servidors to let in service and keep out 
servants, 

Four dining rooms and a lunch room. 

Permanent personnel—trained to serve 
guests intelligently and courteously.     
  

not infrequent at the Palmer House. Just 

recently another guest arrived at ten in the 
morning. She was to be married at three that 
afternoon. And at three she was married, in a 

wedding gown of our selection, In fact, along 
with the wedding gown, we selected her 
entire trousseau. 

So the Palmer House, called the ‘‘safest 

hotel in the world” by engineers and 

architects, is widely known for its ability to 
personalize its service. 

Wanrer L. Grecony—eManager 
Send your name and address to the Palmer House, 
Room 2370,for interesting booklet containing Chef Amiet’s 

25 Favorite Recipes, for use in your home 

STREET AND WABASH AVENUE
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A casual, swagger 

POLO COAT 
Soft, fleecy woolen. 
White, nude, beige. 

CREPE LINED UNLINED 

"2274 "BSA 
THIRD FLOOR 

MACY'S 
Mth Street and Broadway, New York 

  
  

claim, perhaps from a sheer love of his 
work—it was at this time that he was 
introduced to the Prince of Wales and 
sold to that gentleman (no mean sales- 
man himself) certain oil shares that 
have never turned out so well. 

A far as Europe is concerned, there 
are few genuine triumphs left to 

the ambition of a shrewd workman 
once the Prince of Wales has been 
caught in the net. So Factor decided 
to return to America. First, however, 
there was a long holiday on the Riviera 
with his handsome wife. His play was 
debonair, and successful, at baccarat 
and chemin de fer. He was a popular 
figure in the casinos. And there would 
have been many warm admirers to 
chastise any impudent soul who might 
recall that the gay fellow was just 
a Chicago barber. Indeed, the faint 
mannerisms of his old trade were near- 
ly all erased by now. He had learned 
virtually all the airs of a gentleman— 
and he had the cash. 

It was on the occasion of his return 
to America that luck played fairly into 
his hands for the first time. Hereto- 
fore, ingenuity and application had won 
success. Now came the proof of that 
ancient law: “For whosoever hath, to 
him shall be given.” He got back just 
in time for the Florida land boom. 

The first job, of course, was to form 
a corporation and take some real-estate 
titles. The corporation was launched 
in Chicago. The real-estate titles that 
were acquired gave ownership to a 
thousand acres of Florida soil—good 
acres, but unfortunately submerged be- 
neath four feet of water. The parcel 
was divided into generous lots. The 
lots were fittingly described in the pam- 
phlets, though naturally without ref- 
erence to the water. And the loaders 
got to their job of high-pressure selling 
again, 

The gross was seven million dollars, 
and this St. Louis boy who began life 
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«That's the End 

of That” 
said the Captain of the “Great 
Eastern” as they landed this end 
of the Transatlantic Cable. 
“Brings places closer together,” 
he continued, “puts you on the 
spot, as it were.” But there's a 
spot—less than two miles away 
—you ought to be in touch with 
t00, if you own anything in the 
way of a yacht. 
Tebo Yacht Basin has in one 

yard the most adequate facilities 
on the Atlantic Seaboard for the 
conversion, repair, overhaul or 
fitting-out of fine yachts. A dis- 
tinguished clientele relies on 
Tebo for all necessary service. 

Ample storage (wet or dry) for 
all sizes of yachts and fittings. 

TEBO 
YACHT 
BASIN 
TODD DRY DOCK ENGINEERING 
AND REPAIR CORPORATION 
Foot of 23rd Street, Brooklyn, New York   

    
Would you shop for a watch? 

The name's the thing! You can buy 
watches or scales for... what have you. 
What matters most is accuracy—and for 
accuracy you must pay. The Hanson 
Petite Health Scale (illustrated) is de- 
pendable for a life-time . . . beautifully 
made, colored to match your bath or bed- 
room. Occupies less than a square foot. 

  

Department and Hardware Stores 

HANSON SCALE COMPANY, Chicago 
Established 1888 

New York Office: 41 Murray Street 

HEALTH SCALES 

ANTON
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humbly and with many handicaps, this 
American youth who at twenty-one 
had only two possessions: a knowledge 
of the barber’s trade and a burning 
ambition—this keen man of thirty- 
three was a success. 

T is a known thing that he who 
thrusts his head above the multitude, 

who demonstrates some quality that 
is not possessed by the common herd, 
will be contemned and misunderstood. 

About this time, the police began to 
take an interest in Factor’s affairs. 
Also, several groups of criminals let 
their envy turn to hatred, and Factor 
became a hunted man. The police of 
Chicago and Toronto and London set 
out to arrest him for swindling. The 
envious criminals charged him with the 
double-cross. 

Scotland Yard men arrived, and 
with the help of the American detec- 
tives began a race with Legs Diamond 
and a group of Middle-Western gang- 
sters. They wanted to land Factor 
safely in jail before Diamond or the 
Middle-Westerners got to him for pur- 
poses of their own, 

It is Diamond’s charge that he 
financed Factor’s first European tour, 
on the condition that all profits accru- 
ing therefrom should be split evenly 
with him. He insists that Factor never 
gave him a penny of those profits—and 
furthermore that at least one of the re- 
cent attempts upon his life was made at 
Factor’s order. 

The Middle-Western gangsters of- 
fered no clear motive for their pur- 
suit of the great man. They did not, 
it is said, wish to kill him. They wished 
merely to kidnap him and wrest from 
him a share of his hard-won spoils. 
Perhaps there is no better token of 
Factor’s outstanding ability than his 
recent move to outwit these last-named 
pursuers. He called on the Chicago 
police, who had a forgotten warrant 
for his arrest stuffed in some pigeon- 
hole, and demanded a bodyguard. Un- 
couth fellows, he explained, were pur- 
suing him. The guard was provided, 
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“WE'VE JUST TALKED TO THE CHILDREN 

BY TRANSATLANTIC TELEPHONE” 

Many are the excuses for adventure . . . blue seas to cross... 
gay cities to explore . . . interesting people to meet. But always 
some one must be left behind: parents, children, intimate 
friends. Overseas Telephone Service gives you a chance to share 
new pleasures with them in a most delightful, personal way. It 
is quick and clear—just like any Long Distance call. 

A three-minute conversation from New York and nearby 
points to London or Buenos Aires costs $30; to Paris, $33.75; 
Berlin, $35.25; Madrid or Rome, $36; Australia, $45; certain 

transatlantic ships at sea, $21. Charges from other American 
cities, slightly more. Service to telephones in Western Europe 
is available 24 hours a day. Overseas calls can be made to and 
from every home or office Bell telephone in the United States. 
And they are so easy to make—just ask for Long Distance. 

OVERSEAS TELEPHONE SERVICE 
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Just time to catch his train... 
a porter grabs his bags... the 
taxi is paid off . . . a rush to 
the ticket window . . . no 
wallet. 

Ithappens hundreds of times. 
People do lose money or mis- 
Jay it or have it stolen. No 
need to worry, though, if the 
money is in A. B. A. Cheques 
—for it will be refunded. 

A. B. A. Cheques are the 
modern way to insure yourself 
against the loss, theft or de- 
struction of your money. Buy 
them at your own bank— 
spend them anywhere. 

  

ABA 

CHEQUES 
CERTIFIED 

OFFICIAL TRAVEL CHEQUE OF 
AMERICAN BANKERS ASSOCIATION     

and under its protection he slipped away 
from his fourteen-room apartment, got 
clear of Chicago, and dismissed his 
blue-coated companions with appropri- 
ate thanks. 

Then he gave himself up, but the 
police seemed to have no notion what to 
do with him after they had him. The 
judge declined either to grant bail to 
him or refuse it, and compromised by 
allowing him to go his accustomed way 
with a deputy marshal in discreet but 
watchful attendance. It was impossible 
to determine whether his American citi- 
zenship still held good, or whether his 
magnificent success in England and 
certain preliminary papers he had taken 
out there made him a subject of His 
Majesty King George V. Until this 
question could be decided the Scotland 
Yard men were at a standstill, and the 
American authorities little better off. 
Nobody seemed sure, on the day he 
gave himself up to the police, what he 
should be charged with. 

T is possible, of course, that unhappy 
adventures will overtake Jacob Fac- 

tor before this small appreciation of the 
man gets into print. But no future 
misfortune can dim the lustre of his 
past, for he attained the aristocracy of 
his times. As this is written, he has 
never spent a day in jail. He has five 
million dollars and he has consorted 
with princes. He has never stooped to 
the crude, money-grubbing ways of the 
bootlegger. In fine, to use the pene- 
trating phrase of the day, he had the 

stuff. —Morris Markey 

MY IDEAL, where are you? Do you 
hear this $.O.S. call? I am several years 
out in life’s high seas. I am tired and 
lonely, am resting on the oars and study- 
ing the compass. Step out and let me see 
you. You have pretty golden brown hair, 
maybe some gray. You are 45 or 50, 
slender. Must be among the common 
rank somewhere. I am large, good look- 
ing. People think I am 45, though am 
older. Mechanical wage earner. Come 
out, little one, tell me where you are. 
Mat., Box 6, G6-Post.—Adv. in Denver 
Post. 

Stay where you are, baby—you’re 
sittin’ pretty. 

What does this mean: Honi soit qui 
mal y pense? DORDINE HARRIS 

‘The French sentence evidently begins 
with some proper name and reads, “He 
knows who thinks badly of you.”—Okla- 
homa City News. 

It’s all a matter of education. 
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PIERRE ROOF 
New York’s Highest Dining Room 
for Dinner and Supper Dancing 

during the season 

Maurice and The Continentals 

Medrano and Donna 
with Los Flamencor—Andalusian Guitarists 

HOTEL PIERRE 
Fifth Avenue at 61st Street 

REgent 4-5901 
CHARLES PIERRE, President and Managing Director 

    

When Every Day Seems 
Like Blue Monday... 
© it’s time for bubbly TARRANT’S 

Toss off a sizzly, spritzy glass of 
Tarrant's and your Monday mornings 
become Saturday nights almost at once. 

Tarrant's repairs spirits, restores dis- 
positions, clears complexions and 

points of view. 

Tarrant’s makes a grand, refreshing bub- 
bly drink. No drugs, nothing harmful or 
habit-forming. Simply a pure saline, a 
blend of basic salts which quickly re- 
lieves the “head,” the headache, indiges- 
tion and similar un-     
pleasantnesses. 

‘Ask your physician 
—he's known it for 
yeers. And simply 
say'"Tarrant’s'to the 
druggist. ms 

TARRANTS 
SELTZER APERIENT
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PARIS 
LETTER 

Paris, May 20 

‘HE much- 
talked-of Colo- 

a Exposition, 
scheduled for April, 
has finally opened, 
and by the time it’s 
really ready to be 
opened—say, some 

time in July—it should be worth see- 
ing. At the moment there is little to 
attract you unless you’re interested in 
watching Parisian’ workmen put on 
what would be the finishing touches 
if the construction of the buildings were 
alittle more advanced. The American 
contribution, a replica of Mount Ver- 
non, looks finished, and certainly the 
transplanted rosebushes are, though 
the summer has hardly begun; but 
what should be a bank of the Potomac 
is a scenic railway and what used to be 
Southern hospitality is a sign stating 
“Défense d’Entrer.” Owing, of course, 
to their being so backward, the African 
Negroes were the only group that 
opened their native section on time. 
Consequently, the first sightseers, thirst- 
ing for exotic handicraftsmen, could in- 
spect two ebony silversmiths and one 

  

black patriarchal idol-carver. The royal 
ballet dancers from Cambodia, from 
whom daily joy was expected, have 
temporarily retired to their Pnom-Penh 
pagoda, and according to the program 
will dance only on gala days. Gala 
days are days on which the public pays 
more to get in, which explains why 
the public looks so happy on them. 
What the long list of exhibits promised 
by Colonial governors will amount to 
in the way of ceramics, tapa cloths, 
ivory jewelry, and native fruits re- 
mains to be seen. 

EVERTHELESS, the Colonial § 
Exposition furnishes a group of & 

highly entertaining buildings. ‘The 
world may be a small place but few 
of its inhabitants circle it, so the sight 
of a Laos fisherman’s hut, of Bamoun 
villages, or even of a Dahomey palm 
grove, is to most people a very novel 
one. For inventiveness some prize 
should go to the Madagascar pavilion 
with its soaring watch tower topped by 
bucrania forty feet high; to the Dutch 
for having put together real Balinese 
hand-painted dovecotes inhabited by } 
real Dutch doves; to the Italians for | 
their temerity in reproducing the en- I 

Old Québec 
He was a good French 

dog, that Sailor . . . the dog of the Sieur de 
Champlain. Daringly he leaped from the 
cliff to answer his master’s whistle 300 
years ago, and they named a street Sault- 
au-Matelot to commemorate the feat . . 
so it stands to this day. You walk along it 
to Sous-le-Cap, narrowest street in the New 
World . . . and Notre-Dame des Victoires, 
oldest church in Canada, with an altar built 
like a fort... and under the willows of the 
rue des Remparts, past the long silent guns 
of the Grand Battery. You visit the battle- 
mented and moated citadel, the Hitel- 
Dieu, the hospital founded by the Duchesse 
@Aiguillon who might have been Queen 
of France . . . you see a thousand beautiful 
and historic things . . . see them now. Res- 
ervations from Canadian Pacific, 344 Mad- 
ison Avenue, at 44th, New York; 405 
Boylston Street, Boston; 1500 Locust 
Street, Philadelphia; or Chateau Fron- 
tenac, Québec, Canada. 

Listen Int Canadian Pacific Musical Cruisaders 
= ++ programme, produced in Canada. Wednesday, 
8.80 p.m. EDST. WIZ and associated NBC Stations.  
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MALLORY 

  

Do As New 

Yorkers Do— 

Wear A Mallory 

A Mallory Straw is as 

symbolic of NewYork as 

its sky-line. It’s worn by 

men to whom fashionable 

elegance is first thought, 

second nature and sixth 

sense. Only a Mallory 

Straw has the “Flexelnt” 

Headband. It’s a cushion 

ofcomfort.Only a Mallory 

Straw is made weather- 

immune by the world- 

known “Cravenette” 

Process. That means life 

extension to your hat. 

Mallory straws are on 

sale now in more than 

250 metropolitan stores. 

THE MALLORY HAT COMPANY 

392 FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK   

ormous Tripolitan basilica of Leptis 
Magna; and certainly to the French 
for their astonishing replica of the cen- 
tral temple of Angkor, a job that took 
three years out of the lives of local 
master masons and was well worth it. 
Then a booby prize should be given 
to the Beaux-Arts for its building, 
whose bad modernity can’t be described. 

NOTHER form of outdoor enter- 
tainment has been provided by the 

annual reopening of Luna Park, this 
time featuring one dead whale—the 
first to reach these shores—and one 
hundred live Lilliputians, all attempt- 
ing to console the public for the decline 
of the Fratellini. For two years these 
three clowns have been some place or 
other from which they might as well 
never have returned, since they failed 
to bring their art back with them. 
Once a pinnacle of prosperity and per- 
fection in clownery that established 
them here as masters of their trade 
and of the box office, their talent has 
suddenly dwindled; on their recent 
tent-show opening at one of the city 
gates, they drew lean crowds and hol- 
lower laughs. The loss of such come- 
dians amounts to tragedy. 

However, the particular place they 
had in the affections of a carriage trade 
devoted to popular pleasures has been 
filled by the amateur-vaudeville per- 
formances given, with the old-fash- 
ioned hook, at La Fourmi. This curious 
playhouse near the Métro station of 
Rochechouart, the heart of an excep- 
tionally sordid district, enjoyed an 
equally snobbish success a few years 
ago with amateur-boxing nights that 
brought out any number of top hats. 
When it hasn’t been exhibiting hooks 
to the jaw and to the singers, La 
Fourmi has been the home of Yiddish 
repertory. 

1GHT-CLUuB life has altered but 
little since last year, so much is 

expected of Miss Texas Guinan and 
her young ladies, scheduled to give 
themselves a big hand at the Florida.   
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SALVO 
“THE GAME OF WITS” 

Packed with thrills, excitement, and 
laughter, evenings speed by. 

Playable right in your easy chair, 
Salvo is compact in padded form with 
pencil—no added materials necessary. 

Every popular hostess provides 
SALVO. 

$1.00 Complete 
.25 Refill Set 

AT LEADING STORES 
Published by Starex Novelty Company, Inc, 
15 East 53rd Street, New York, N. Y¥. 

VS x 

    

    

“How | wish my ancestors had 
come over on the Mayflower.” 

“Don't be an egg, we can do bet- 
ter than that...we can live there.” 

The Mayflower prides itself on being a 
really pleasant place. Courtesy oils the 

wheels, intelligence guides the service. Our 
guests tell us it manages to be home-like 
and still maintain the dignity of a smart 
hotel. Why not telephone Mr. Spaulding at 

‘COlumbus 5-0060 
He'll gladly give you all information about rates, 

leases and what not. 

The Mayflower 
Central Park West —6lst to 62nd St. 

NEW YORK CITY 
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Les Enfants Terribles has closed, as 
might several other champagne resorts, 
and, as is appropriate to the season, 
Les Ambassadeurs has opened. Chez 
Florence is now considered by the 
French to be the most chic dancing in 
Montmartre; Zelli’s so-called Univer- 
sity of Learning has opened again for 
the summer sophomore trade; Brick- 
top’s continues to attract Americans 
around four in the morning; Mon- 
seigneur, which admits being the most 
expensive night club in Europe and has 
not been given the lie yet, still distracts 
the dressy few; and the Bosphore rolls 
the crowds in in waves. A few years 
ago, Charpini, its astounding female 
impersonator, was to be heard exclu- 
sively at Chez Fysher. Then he starred 
in Harry Pilcer’s “Nudist Bar.” Now 
his success is so great that he can be 
heard all over France on the radio, and 

     
That clear complexion-beauty of the Arthurian Elaines, the 

fhacleven Geenticugted ¢b niNew ate “lily maids”. . . such radiant fairness Belongs to the skin which 
by those whose sense of humor and 
receiving sets were strong enough. He tends to dryness. And to foster this loveliness, these Produits Pierre 
is like no one else on the Continent, 
and that may be just as well—GENnfT for the dry skin . . . exquisite... applied in just five minutes. 

. 
The cleanser, the cream to nourish, the refreshing tonic, the 

A STOCKHOLDER’S 
ANT dalicate.protective'cream. Fous,diinple stenareach day-with these 

A lack of cash 
To some may be 

A cosmic joke— . 
But not to me. or the new booklet, at your favorite shop. 

products by Pierre. And they are explained in the Pierre chart 

The Scriptures state 
No care oppresses 

‘The little birds, 
Whom Heaven dresses. 

And lilies, too, 
Toil not nor spin, 

But yet my bank 
Account grows thin. 

‘There must be some 
Discrimination 

Since man alone 
Must bear deflation. 

Oh, Gods above, 
Lay off, unbend, 

And let me have 
One dividend. 

  

—Smorr For the dry skin...the Cleansing Cream, the Basic 

. Nourishing Cream, the Skin Tonic, the Protective Cream. 

BLOODHOUND FOR SALE—What am I 
offered for one-year-old? Beautiful ani- 
mal, gentle, good watch dog. Will eat 
anything and especially fond of children. 
—Adv. in Port Angeles (W’ash.) News. 

Got one that’s fond of weekend Paeduste > Pierre are at your favorite shops   guests?
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ON AND OFF THE AVENUE 

  

   
ne first thing 

that you notice 
around Lord & 
Taylor these fine 

ie chilluns, is a 
wave—but a big, 

    

      
        

a: white, and blue 
for summer clothes 

and accessories. Any person who has 
a particular lech for all or one of these 
colors should take her straw suitcase 
straight down there, and if she can’t 
find what she wants, she is just an 
ole fussbudget and not a worthy read- 
er of this department. 

Tx linen beach pajamas are espe- 
cially exciting. There is one of 

white linen with red and blue horizon- 
tal stripes every couple of inches, made 
in one piece, with shoulder-straps and a 
bolero jacket. Another has wide white 
pants that button (in front only) on a 
red linen jumper with a blue binding on 
the round neck and short sleeves and 
a blue-and-white star ornament over 
the heart. Anyway, you get the idea. 
Red-and-blue piping appears on little 
two-piece dresses of white shantung, 
on bouclé dresses, on striped sweaters 
—all over. It breaks out in a perfect 
fury on handkerchiefs, the nicest being 
linen ones, man-sized, with sprawly 
or modern patterns. 

As for evening clothes, there is one 
ensemble of a blue crépe dress, having 
a red and a white flower ornament on 
one hip, and that Lanvin jacket con- 
sisting entirely of coolie sleeves and 
done up in tucked red georgette. Start- 
ling but chic. 

The new sweater-and-blouse depart- 
ment, which also includes separate 
skirts and jackets, is another place well 
worth visiting around here. There is 
a group of sweaters at two-ninety-five, 
for instance, that gives you that how- 
do-they-do-it feeling. Look at the white 
ones of a lacy lisle mesh in every pos- 
sible style, from frilly little frothy things 
to simple V-necked summer indispen- 
sables, You will also find copies of that 
Schiaparelli fishnet mesh sweater, like 
a surplice, tying at the side, and having 
short sleeves. They have a dandy golf 
skirt of flannel, with huge patch 
pockets bulging a little on each hip and 
nicely tailored, and there are lots of 
jumpers, sleeveless and V-necked, in 
every possible color and knit, for those 

FEMININE FOIBLES 

of you who think that this type of thing 
is coming back again. Personally, I 
loathe them, but who am I against so 
many? Anyway, in this department 
you can assemble almost any kind of a 
costume you like. 

In the Accessory Shop: Leis to wear 
with evening clothes, made of crisp 
flowers, all colors, at three-ninety-five. 

. A beaded evening bag for seven- 
fifty, simple and flat, and in grand 
colors, . . . Chiffon fichu scarves to be 
used over evening clothes or night- 
gowns, rufily and tying on one shoul- 
der, ... Two grand summer bags: one 
of white felt with a red felt lining, the 
other of a white Rodier tweedy stuff, 
lined with natural chamois. . And 
look at L’Ortay single compacts and 
lipsticks: very chaste, and coming in 
every possible color to match any cos- 
tume; one dollar each. 

  

  

N the sports department at Franklin 
Simon, they are making a special 

  “It’s not old-fashioned, Madame. 

fuss over bouclé dresses. One of them, 
a veritable love, is brown, with hand- 
crocheted trimming at the neck and 
sleeves. It has a sash that is all hor- 
izontal brown and white stripes, and 
a brown and a white tassel dangle 
from the V-neck. This for nineteen- 
seventy-five, no less. For older women 
with twenty-nine-fifty aching to be 
spent, there is one with a pink cardi- 
gan and skirt, and a sweater of a 
white lacy weave, with a brown, pink, 
and white applied bow on it. It is 
the one-piece, youthful ones, however, 
made very simply with those striped 
sashes, that I like best. They are 
using Norazil bouclé a lot, which 
doesn’t stretch, no matter what. An- 
other fabric that they are making much 
of is a mesh with a frosted surface. One 
dress in a navy blue with this shimmer- 
ing type of surface has an amusing 
talon fastener at the neck, finished of 
with a navy and a white pompon. They 
have golf dresses of this fabric, too, 

It’s just a reaction.”
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STEHLI'S new Tweed-Chiffon is an emazing fabric creation that gives 
the coolest of all silks the trim, tailored appearance of an English 
woolen. Daytime chiffon, heretofore, has been a garden-perty 
sort of thing. Now you can dash in and out of town... shopping 
and lunching all Summer long .. . cool and crisp as a lettuce 
leaf. The dress may be purchased . . . in black and white, blue 
and white, or brown and white . . . at Bergdorf Goodman's. 

»». FRAVELERS CHECKS 

© 1931, 5. 8. CORP. 
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COTY 
PERFUMED 

MANICURE POLISH 

NATURAL—CLEARER LUSTRE 

AND PERFUME CHARM 

This finer Polish is alll perfume charm 
and sparkle. Not even a hint of the cus- 

tomary chemical liquid polish odors. 

It gives your finger-tips a lovelier 
brilliance, enhanced with the fragrance 

of delicate Coty Perfume. 
New and gentler manicure ingredients, 

smoother brushing qualities give a more 
natural clearer brilliance with but a sin- 

gle coat. Your nails keep their graceful 
shining perfection for a week or more. 

Coty Perfumed Manicure Polish will not 
make the nails brittle, chip or peel. 

‘Three shades, Clear, Mediums, Deep—$1.00. Solvent 75e. 
Polish and Solvent Combination—$1.50. 
Featured at the better stores ever 

  

a ‘THE NEW Coty Fitted Perfumed Manicure Case 
for Travel or Boudoir—$3.50, Also Manicure Sets 

‘with Removable Fitted Trays—$3, $4, $5. 

   

       

with the conventional inverted pleats 
in the skirt and at the back of the 
blouse, and a double-breasted effect 
above the belt in front. 

There are also lots of chamois jack- 
ets in this department, going straight 
up to a round neck, as chamois jackets 
all over town like to, and fastened 
either with buttons or with those 
Schiaparelli clips. ‘They come in swell 
colors—rose and green and such—but 
I still like the natural shade best. 
Franklin Simon, smart folks that they 
are, also carry separate skirts of gabar- 
dine in exactly the color of chamois. 

N the shop of Louise Hanna, at 7 
East Fifty-fourth Street, you find 

something that is very, very Trend of 
the Times: a glorification of the home- 
dressmaker type of thing. They show 
no models whatever; you pick out your 
fabric, give them a few hints about 
the kind of dress you happen to crave, 
and they thereupon leap forth with a 
lot of ideas, sketches, and so on, to help 
you along. Prices range from $20 up 
for the workmanship (the cost of the 
material is not included in that, of 
course) and all in all it looks like a 
boon. Another interesting thing they 
are doing is simple bathing suits of jer- 
sey to order (and nothing is more im- 
portant than having a bathing suit fit 
perfectly—every wrinkle counts against 
you) for from $12.50 onward. They 
have ready-to-wear clothes here, too, 

but it is fundamentally a place for peo- 
ple to have ideas about clothes carried 
out and improved upon. 

ARouxr Cammeyer way, there 
are some dandy new shoes for 

those of you who dislike going about in 
stocking feet on hot summer pave- 
ments. One, for the street, has a 
vamp of brown sharkskin, a back of 
brown patent leather, and a_ tiny 
white kid piping separating them. The 
brown-and-white idea gets another 
new twist in a pump with a white lizard 
vamp and a brown patent-leather back. 
Simple but somehow dressy. Shoes of 
white linen, whether pumps or one- 
strap affairs, have a vamp with discreet 
white embroidery; and there is a grand 
shoe with a navy-kid wing tip, a back 
of white linen, and inserts of white linen 
crochet at the sides. This sort of thing 
is everywhere, and ordinarily bores me, 
but this here now shoe has quality. 

Ree Asout: Brand-Chatillon, 
knowing full well that young 

things like to collect charms for their 
bracelets so they may tinkle, tinkle all   
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“PERMANENT 
WAVES 

soft and natural. And beau- 

tiful transformations—by the 

famous Pierre. 

Produits Pierre are at your 
favorite shops. 

39 WEST 57TH STREET 
NEW YORK CITY 
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MARINE ROOF 
HOTEL BOSSERT 

MONTAGUE ST., BROOKLYN HEIGHTS 
Sea Racal cea eac Aaa aec cicada acacia   

  

  

EATING GUIDE 
FOR NEW YORKERS 

English mutton 
chop with kidney, 
rasher of bacon, stuffed 
baked porato—a taste- 
teasing couch of H. P. 
Sauce. A specialty of 
J. M. Frederique, Chef, 
HOTEL LINCOLN 

ome 

SAUCE 
‘THE THICK SAUCE 
FROM ENGLAND      
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the more, have brought forth one that 
might easily be construed as a hint. It 
is a miniature engagement ring in 
platinum, with a diamond chip on it. 
Bait for brazen women, I calls it... . 
The Accessory Shop at Macy would 
probably go into a decline if something 
new didn’t crop up at least once a week. 
This time it is an epidemic of plaid 
gingham, making blouses, envelope 
bags, wide belts, floppy beach hats, 
Ascot scarves, and such. You can buy 
all or one of them, as you like... . 
The farthest north in perfumes since 
the Astrologique ones came out has 
been reached by Chanel’s. If you wear 
red, it appears, you must have a per- 
fume that smells red to go with it, and 
so on. Lord & Taylor have them— 
in case you don’t feel like laughing, as 
I did. |. . Lenthéric, suffering from 
an attack of conscience because indel- 
ible lipstick stains on table napkins are 
worrying hostesses so much, went to 
work to find out how they might easily 
be removed. Both their own and other 
indelible lipsticks were the subjects of 
the experiments. With white linen, 
you should first use any good cleansing 
fluid, like Energine or Carbona, to take 
off the waxy substance. After this, 
Javelle water, which you can buy at 
any drugstore, should be applied to re- 
move the dyestuff. You then rinse 
the linen in clean water. For colored 
linens, the cleansing fluid first and then 
soap and water—not as effective as the 

Javelle but still good after two or three 
launderings. This for the little-hostess 
department. 

WAS particularly interested in 
that last cable from B. M., in which 

she said that that roll of hair going all 

the way around from ear to ear was 
beginning to look a touch tiresome. 
All the millinery people last autumn 
had me to fight when they flatly stated 
that this method of doing the hair was 

the newest, the smartest, and every- 

thingest in Paris. What very few peo- 

ple bother to remember is that, what- 
ever styles Paris scts in other matters, 

so far as hairdressing goes it is ap- 
proximately three years behind us. 
Tt was three years behind Irene 
Castle in taking up the bob; and just 
as late in adopting the shingle and in 
doing a Garbo. I don’t know what 
new thing will crop up here for Paris 
to decry in all directions, but I saw 

one bob that looked nice and new to 
me. Permanently waved and longish 
at the sides, shingled in back, with a 

deliberately raggedy effect on the nape 
of the neck—reversed wind-blown 
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the Hand-Knitted 

BATHING SUIT is the only one that mat- 

ters in Europe now. In fact, the only one that has mattered, 

as far as smart women are concerned, for the last couple 

  

of seasons. It is inevitable it should follow the course of 

all really good fashions and be seen this summer, worn by the right people, at the 

important American resorts. A HAND-KNITTED suit has the advantage of holding 

the figure firmly. It feels like nothing at all slipping through the water, and, since 

it és hand-knitted, it is the most individual bathing outfit you could possibly choose. 

e 

BECAUSE this kind of thing has always been a Franklin forte, the Franklin shops 

know how a knitted suit should be made—narrow-shouldered, beautifully fitted. 

‘We are showing a complete collection. In red-brown and white, blue and white, 

$45 yellow and white . . . all the positive colors of this season 

FS; 

, 

IPL. 
NEW YORK - 16 EAST 53rd STREET e PHILADELPHIA - 260 SOUTH 17th STREET   RESORT SHOPS AT- PALM BEACH, BAR HARBOR, YORK HARBOR, WATCH HILL
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ESTABLISHED 1818 

  

MADISON AVENUE COR. FORTY-FOURTH STREET 
NEW YORK 

  

Shirts, Pullovers 

Flannels 

Knickerbockers 

Spiked or Rubber-Soled 

Shoes 

Send for Illustrations 

of Shirts 

BRANCHES 

NEW YORK: ONE WALL STREET 
BOSTON: NEWBURY COR. BERKELEY STREET 

NEWPORT PALM BEACH                               
  

  

  

   

fhe White Elephant 
Nantucket a 

CHEZVOUS      
   

    

           

  

ING: C “\ Massachusetts 
ARTS 7 7 7 INTERIORS The Hotel is on 
a Water's Edge. It 

Charming Aetehet 4 20 East 58th Street, New York City Exceptionally Sood fog. 
    Telephone Wickersham 2-1520         
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style. And if hats really tilt down 
over the right eye, what about ruffly 

Victorian bang gs? They’re about due. 
I’m tired of it all, particularly 

mesh, —L. L. 

STORIES OF TODAY 

EXPERIENCED 
Jeremiah Sullivan, 
Seventy-one-year-old bachelor, 
Fainted as he applied 
For a marriage license 
At the City Hall 
In Hartford, Connecticut, 
His fiancée, 
Mrs. Anna J. Hahn, 
Aged sixty-five, 
Did not faint. 

She had been married twice before. 

MASS PRODUCTION 

The National Sculpture Society 
Is bitterly protesting 
The wholesale production 
Of cheap war memorials. 

They angrily point out 
There are now three hundred 
Exact duplicates 
Of the statue of a doughboy 
With a hand grenade, 
In as many towns 
‘Throughout the country, 

DIGNITY 

Mayor Jenkins 
Of Freeport, Ohio, 
Has warned the members 
Of the City Council 
Not to appear 
At Council meetings 
In corduroy trousers. 

The Mayor declared 
He would not tolerate 
“Any small-town stuff 
While we are conducting 
Official business.”” 

ARS LONGA 

Cliff Slade, 
Former star xylophonist 
OF the prison band 
At the Michigan Reformatory, 
Is back in jail 
With a fourteen-year sentence, 
Though he pleaded with the judge 
To “make it life.” 

He wants to perfect 
His technique on the instrument. 

—W. E. FarpsTEIN
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MUSICAL 
EVENTS 

Not for “Pinafore” 
Pooh-Poohers 

HOSE of 
o a us who 

review music are a 
i snobbish lot. When 

asecond-rate operet- 
ta like “Boccaccio” 

is reupholstered with 
a few recitatives and 

Mme. Jeritza and performed in the 
Metropolitan Opera House, we attend 
—and take the show and ourselves 

pretty seriously. When a work of 
genius like “H.M.S. Pinafore” is pro- 
duced with taste and skill in Erlanger’s 

Theatre, we conclude that this assign- 

ment belongs to the dramatic depart- 

ment. It is all rather lamentable, 

because the dramatic department un- 

doubtedly would enjoy Mme. Jeritza 
and the recitatives, whereas a music 
critic should find joy and refreshment 
at “Pinafore.” 

It happens that I am more familiar 
with “Pinafore” than I am -with “Par- 

sifal” (to quote “Pinafore”: “Hor- 
ror!””) and when Howard Marsh omits 
the confession that he is a ganglion of 

conflicting emotions or Frank Moulan 

remarks that all sailors should dance 

hornpipes instead of “every sailor should 
dance the hornpipe,” I can catch the 

offender as easily as your perfect Wag- 
nerite trips up a poor soprano who 
confuses “wersagt? and “entsagt.” 
“Pinafore,” “with English text by W. 

§. Gilbert,” as the program so be- 

wilderingly puts it, is a libretto of in- 
evitabilities. An inserted word shrieks 

out to tell you that Gilbert was not its 

father. Even so traditional an interpo- 
lation as “the cat came back” in “Silent 

be—it was the cat” obviously is a 

smudgy finger to the nose, wiggled at 
the stern mustachios of the dramatist. 

Milton Aborn, director of the present 
performance, ought to have some sort 
of Pulitzer Prize for eliminating re- 
turning cats and other addenda. The 
“English text by W. $. Gilbert” is per- 
mitted to speak for itself; and there 
is nothing else in town that speaks so 
well. 

‘VIDENTLY, someone took the 

trouble to rehearse the current 
“Pinafore,” and the result is a per- 
formance that does almost complete 
justice to the amazing score. I rarely 
have heard a satisfactory Ralph or a 
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- PARTIES IN THE CLOUDS - 
Smart New York in full fiesta, on the St. Regis Roof. Gomez and Winona in bril- 

liant new dance-turns ... favorite St. Regis dishes... people you know...and you, 

dancing the cool and star-lit night away to the floating rhythms of Vincent Lopez 

The perfect summer evening in New York. Couvert, after 10:30, $2; Saturday, $3. 

LUNCHEON ... PRE-THEATRE DINNER... AFTER-THEATRE SUPPER. 

ST. REGIS ROOF 
. ATOP HOTEL ST. REGIS...NEW YORK ° 
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DELMAN GOLF SHOES 

cS ea esr 
\ 

uit 
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. . $13.50 

White Buckskin, crepe rubber sole 15.50 

These flattering Golf Shoes have the 

distinctive smartness of all Delman 

models . . . and in addition, the 

exclusive Delman built-in arch 

which gives the firm support of a 

ye Boe Ce ew Cha eae? 

eae 
SHOE SALON 

DELMAN BLDG. 
558 MADISON AVENUE Laan fold 
1221 CONNECTICUT AVE. » WASHINGTON 
PALM BEACH - SOUTHAMPTON : MIAMI BEACH, 
POL COM CRMC ECE TiC yay an Ty 
Ce ers ee   

Josephine who was much more than 
a young singer battling with the Bel- 
linian parodies of Sullivan, but Howard 

Marsh sings the hero without tenor 
poses and at once he comes to life. 
Ruth Altman is much the best Jose- 
phine in my rather extensive ac- 
quaintance. I think that she ought to 
find somebody who can show her how 
to produce her upper tones, but except 
for these forced notes, her Josephine 
has everything, including exactly the 
right flavor of travesty. 

Frank Moulan, William Danforth, 
and William C. Gordon are old hands 
at Gilbert and Sullivan, but this time 

they are more effective than ever. 
Joseph Macaulay, a memorable Gros- 
venor in an unfortunate production of 
“Patience” a few years ago, steps forth 
as a superlative Captain Corcoran; and 
Fay Templeton is an astonishing Little 
Buttercup. Miss Templeton is the 
Schumann-Heink of operetta. Some 
of the music has been revised for her, 
but no harm is done, and her recitative 
with Mr. Macaulay would be worth 
study by some of the folks who sing 
four blocks downtown. 

F course, not all is heaven. The 
evening begins with an  inter- 

minable “selection” of melodies, after 
which the overture is played. ‘The 
addition of “God Save the King” to 
Sir Joseph’s entrance is a throwback 
to the days when “Pinafore” was done 
with real water. Almost every item is 
encored automatically, even when there 
is no surging demand for it. The 
lighting is a fearful thing. 

I could add to the catalogue, but it 
would be misleading. This “Pinafore” 
is a grand show. It will be with us 
the rest of this week, and may be re- 
peated later in the season. If you have a 
musical friend (one of those superiori- 
ties who sniff at Sullivan) invest two 
dollars in his salvation. Take him to 
Erlanger’s Theatre and have him 
listen to Sullivan’s handling of the en- 
semble, of recitative, and of a text that 
only a musician of exceptional sensibil- 
ity could set with success—R. A. S. 

   

university Graduate—With pleasing 
personality and attractive appearance de- 
sires position in accounting or sale depart- 
ments. This is an exceptional opportunity 
for wide-awake employers as this man 
has experience, intelligence and executive 
ability. Write a letter of not more than 
150 words to Z 432.—Adv. in the Pitts- 
burgh Press. 

And enclose a photograph of the 
board of directors?   
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a 

CONFISEU 

40W. 46™JST., NEW YORK 

An ala carte 
FRENCH RESTAURANT 
also featuring a 

$229 HENRI DINNER 
which will be served 
nightly from 6409 
and all DAY on SUNDAY 

  

THE 
BEVERLY... 
an hotel conducted for 
people who are at home 
in the atmosphere of a 
well-conducted home.. 
and who patronize The 
Beverly for that reason. 

One to four rooms . . . 
On Lease or Day-by-day 

  

125 EAST 50ST. 
‘Wallace K. Seeley, Mgt. Telephone, PLaza 3-2700 
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THE RACE TRACK 
Questionnaire in the Metropolitan— 
Beelzebub’s Cup—High-Priced Horses 

champion has no place in racing. 
It savors too much of dog shows— 

where every other entrant is Champi- 
on So-and-So of This-and-That—and 
comes too readily to the tongue of the 
man who has backed the winner and 
takes longer to cool off than the horse. 
One heard it on all sides after Ques- 
tionnaire came strolling 
away from his field three 

furlongs from home in 
the Metropolitan Handi- 
cap at Belmont Park 
last weekend. 

[: seems to me that the appellation of 

LTHOUGH he 
was on my list of 

horses likely to do well this season, I 
was agreeably surprised on my reintro- 
duction to James Butler’s colt earlier 
that week. Last year Questionnaire 
was an unprepossessing animal, just a 
tough hide but always doing his best, as 
the horsemen say. Over the winter, 

however, he has grown into a fine, big 
colt filled out in the right places, with 
an abundance of muscle and a coat that 
carries a rare bloom. The story of the 
Metropolitan is not difficult to unfold. 
Questionnaire broke well from the rail, 
but there was a breathless moment or 
two when Polydorus and Curate bore 
over sharply and Her Grace stumbled, 
tossing her jockey in a long, twisting 
loop. (He landed on his head, burying 
his cap in the mud to his ears, but rode 
the winner of the next race.) Halfway 
around the turn Polydorus and Curate 
tired, and as Questionnaire was left in 
splendid isolation his owner’s face light- 

ed up with a victorious smile. In 
spite of the mishap to Her Grace, I 
shall continue to have Questionnaire on 
my side, particularly for the Suburban. 

AM disappointed in Charlie 
Schwartz’ Cree. When he won 

the Harbor Hill Cup last autumn, I 
thought he was the best three-year-old 
jumper I had seen in years (so did 
‘Thomas Hitchcock, who developed 
him) but last week he was beaten twice. 
After the Charles Appleton Cup, Rigan 
McKinney, who rode him, and Max 
Hirsch, who trained him, met in the 
stand and each tried to take the blame 
for Cree’s fading away into the shad- 
owy background until Schwartz called 
it a draw. Ed Bradley’s Beelzebub, 
who won the Harbor Hill three years   

ago, galloped and jumped to such pur- 
pose that he never was headed after the 
first half-mile of the Appleton Cup. 

NUMBER of interesting two- 
year-olds were out last week. 

Mrs. Jock Whitney’s Brocado (a full 
sister to Toro) beat Joseph Widener’s 
Foxiana (a filly by Stefan the Great who 

I am told is one of the 
best-fancied in the barn) 
with George Widener’s 
Straightlace (a full sister 
to Jack High) third. 
‘Then we saw the Green- 
tree Stable’s Pro Bono, a 
half-brother to Twenty 
Grand. He is good- 

looking but evidently lazy, for he was 
slow to settle to running. 

ELL, this weekend we shall see 
George Widener’s Jamestown 

run for The Withers, a race, no doubt, 
that he will win. He is such a fast 
horse, and seems to sweep over the 
ground so effortlessly. Twenty Grand, 
of course, will not run until The Bel- 
mont, but perhaps it will be just as well 
to take a look at Jamestown’s oppo- 
nents. Clock Tower will be one of 
them, and Ladder, third in The Preak- 
ness, another. And I think it would be 
interesting if Ed Bradley were to start 
a filly, Baba Kenny, against colts. 

BVIOUSLY, Mrs. H. C. Phipps 
must have had her card well 

marked when she gave $30,000 for the 
two-year-old Caerleon at the sale of 
the late Gifford A. Cochran’s horses 
last week. He is a fine-looking colt, 
however, and Henry McDaniel, who 
trained him this spring, tells me he can 
really run, I daresay Epithet, who 
was bought by the Warm Stable for 
$20,000, will do most of his racing in 
Kentucky and Illinois. 

ETROPOLITAN Moments: R. M. 
Appleton’s yellow beaver top 

hat... .. The Japanese ladies the crowd 
mistook for Siamese royalty... . Ed 
Bradley with a seat stick, Norrie 
Sellar wearing his Turf & Field Club 
badge on his left sleeve cuff... . 
Joseph Widener and Barclay War- 
burton receiving congratulations over 
Miami's pari-mutuel victory... . The 
not-so-liberal odds of the new auto- 
graph-collectors. | —Aupax Minor 
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Every Day is 
Decoration Day NOW 

Le Pres of America are busy these 
days pinning decorations on hun- 

dreds of golfers who have just graduated 
from the dub class. The modest speech of 
acceptance usually begins—“ The day I 
got my new Kroydon Clubs my game began 
to improve.” 

At Last The Perfect Shaft 

Kroydon’s wonderful invention duplicates 
ahickory shaft—weight, whip, balanceand 
feel—in everlasting steel. This Hy-Power 
Steel Shaft is years ahead of any other 
shaft ever offered to the golfing world be- 
cause it aids control, adds distance, and stays 
right forever. Rustproof with a non-reflect- 
ing, chromium plate, satin finish and every 
one unrestrictedly guaranteed even against 
breakage. 

Shock-Absorbing Joint 
The Hy-Power Shaft is fused into the club- 
head with “Kroydon Metal”—soft, shock- 
absorbing and everlasting. No steel-to-steel 
contact. The head will never work loose. 

New “Muscle-Back” Blades 
Kroydon Irons for 1931 are all new models 
especially designed for the new ball. The 
weight is centered at the back of the short, 

deep-faced blades to put punchin your shots. 
You'll get distance that mo other irons will 
give you. 
Sold by Pros and at Leading Stores 

Matched Irons—Sets of §, 6, 8, 9 or 192 
$41.75 to $100. Individual Irons, $5 to 
$10. Matched Woods, $30 to 
Individual Woods, $5 to $25. 

   
   

       

   

    
    

A, Gross section of hosel of the new 
“Musele-Back” Kroydon Irons. 

Soft metal insulation fusing 
Steel shaft and club- 
Prevents hand shock. 

  

Hy-Power Steel Shaft. An ex. 
elusive Kroydon Patent. 

@lubs for Better Golf



  

Te Maharajah was right! He 
was so enamored of this marvel- 
ously soft and light English slip- 
over when he saw it in a London 
Shop that he bought 274 for him- 
self and all his retinue. Now Macy's 
has it for American golfers. Surely 
you'd like one—it is knitted of 
finest cashmere in shell stitch 
and weighs only 1% oz., $14.89, 
Leather case to carry it in, $2.74. 

   MEN'S SWEATERS 
FIFTH FLOOR 

MACY'S 
34th Street and Broadway, New York 

      

TEE AND 
GREEN 

Prospects at Carnoustie 
—Young Wealth in the 
British Amateur 

MERICANS who 
see the British 

Open at Carnoustie 
next week are going 

\ to come home very 
\ well pleased with 

+ their own courses. 
And plenty of 
Americans are go- 

ing to be there, for Carnoustie is ac- 
cessible—a tough, sea-twisted, weedy 
spit of land pointing into the sea winds 
above Edinburgh and just below Dun- 
dee. It’s a freakish kind of course to 
play a championship on but typical of 
Scotch seaside country: not particularly 
long or craftily trapped, narrow in the 
fairway, and having wide, generous 
greens. Like most courses of its kind 
it’s nothing much when the wind isn’t 
blowing; the last three holes, in par- 
ticular, aren’t up to championship 
standards. The fifteenth and sixteenth 
are drives and short pitches; the seven- 
teenth is a short one-shotter; the eight- 
eenth is another drive and pitch. But 
when a gale is cutting over it, Car- 
noustie is no place for strangers. 

    
s 

JPEREAES it’s just as well that the 
course will be helping the British, 

who learn their game on layouts like 
that. They are liable to need help. 
Mac Smith, Gene Sarazen, Tommy 
Armour, Horton Smith, Joe Turnesa 
are a tough crowd to tackle—the 
ablest crowd of pros, I think, that has 
ever gone over from here. Besides 
the usual flock of dark horses—the 
weather-beaten, unknown pros, young 
and old, who flock into the tourna- 
ment from all the courses of Ireland, 
Scotland, and England—Britain has 
two white hopes: Ernest Whitcombe 
and Henry Cotton. Henry Cotton is 
a sort of Walter Hagen there now; al- 
though his personality is entirely dif- 
ferent from Hagen’s, he has a similar 
knack for showmanship. Whitcombe 
played beautifully in the Thousand 
Guineas tournament at Leeds. 

Then there’s Mac Smith, who is 
technically an American now, but who 
knows Carnoustie very well indeed, so 
well that if he wins, the British are sure 
to reclaim him as a native son. From 
the dramatic point of view, winning 
this tournament is Mac Smith’s duty.     
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BLUE MOON SPREADS 
(CHEESE « . + PLUS) 

PLUS WHAT ? 
PURE, RICH, SWEET CREAM! 
THAT’S WHAT. 

+ Just imagine: Rare, ripe old 

cheese, mellowed with rich, fresh 

cream. + You'll never leave any in 

the refrigerator... much less on your 

plate. + Epicures’ delight. + The 

fussier you are about what you put 

in your tummy, the more you'll 

brag about your new discovery. 

  

‘The 4 Phases of BeM*S are: 
AMERICAN « PIMENTO © ROQUEFORT* LIMBURGER 
BLUE MOON CHEESE PRODUCTS, inc. 

718 WASHINGTON AVE-NORTH, MINNEAPOLIS, MINNESOTA 

BLUE MOON 
SPREADS 

‘ Keep Physically Fit 

SPECIAL 
SUMMER 
  

RATES 

It's fun to 
exercise with us. 

    Separate 
gymnasiums for 
Men and Women. 

  

Open for inspection 

Dr. Savage Exercise Institute 

122 East 42nd Street 

N.Y. City Tel. CAL. 5-0286
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Some twenty-five years ago he left 
Carnoustie, and since that time he has 
played fine golf in many places, but 
he has never won a national champion- 
ship anywhere. At Hoylake he could 
have won if he had been able to play 
the last five holes in the same figures 
as Hagen. He was leading Jim 
Barnes by five strokes at Prestwick, 
with only one round left, when the gal- 
lery broke away from the marshals and 
rattled him so that his game went to 
pot. Last summer he played the best 
golf of his life and came near winning 
both Opens: it was Mac Smith, who 
was playing championship golf before 
Bobby Jones could walk to school 
alone, who chased Jones for 144 holes 
and almost beat him. All of which is 
reason for believing that he hasn’t 
an outside chance at Carnoustie, for 
a man’s golfing luck usually runs in its 
course to the end. 

wit George Voigt, Cyril Tol- 
ley, and Roger Wethered all put 

out simultaneously in the fifth round 
at Westward Ho! the finals of the 
British Amateur turned into an event 
more interesting to sociologists than 
golfers. It presented the spectacle 
of two agreeable and extraordinarily 
rich young men meeting in a friendly 
match after having triumphantly over- 
come the piddling opposition of inferior 
incomes. Eric Martin-Smith is the son 
of Everard Martin-Smith, a banker 
who is no mean golfer himself. John 
De Forest, runner-up, is the son of one 
of the richest barons in England, who 
decided that no price would be too 
great to pay for having a champion in 
the family. So De Forest came over 
here and took lessons from Stewart 
Maiden and Horton Smith, and play- 
ed around the country in the best 
company he could get into. Then, 
to stimulate him to do his best for 
England, his father promised him $1,- 
250 for every round he came through, 
and a bonus of $5,000 if he got in the 
finals. That made young De Forest 
careful. In his match with Roper, he 
lay face-down on the green to study 
every putt, This Roper just went 
ahead and putted. He is a former 
coal-miner who has graduated into a 
clerkship. But this wasn’t the time 
when the poor lad with his borrowed 
clubs trimmed an effete scion of 
wealth; De Forest beat him, and then 
the two rich young men put on a very 
exciting match for their final. Possibly 
the moral is that golf is still a rich 
man’s game—if the rich man is good 
enough, —N. B., Jr. 

the 
boats 
of the month 
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57 BROADWAY, NEW YORK, 
TEL. BOWLING GREEN 9-3880 

OR YOUR LOCAL AGENT 
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COLUMBUS -JUNE1 -JUNE 22 

EUROPA - JUNE 4-JUNE 20 

STUTTGART - JUNE 4 

GEN. VON STEUBEN - JUNE 11 

BREMEN - JUNE 14- JUNE 30 

DRESDEN - JUNE 18 

SIERRA CORDOBA: JUNE 19 

BERLIN - JUNE 25 

ENGLAND - IRELAND 

FRANCE : GERMANY 
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SHORTHAND 
a typewnitins IN ONE MONTH 

By Prof. Miller, who taught at 
Columbia University FIVE YEARS 

MEIFESER owen eT EE 
1465 Broadway at 42nd St, N. Y. City   (This 4s not a Correspondence Course)       

FENIMORE CAMPS 
at Cooperstown, N. Y. 

   

  

6 to 
i and 

Small, exclusive camp for 
14, from Christian homes. Ric 
Jumping teught by Russlan Cavalry 
Officers. All other sports. Companion 
Camp for Girls. Adults in June and 
September. For Booklets address 
Mr, and Mrs. Clifford N. Braider. 

FENIMORE SCHOOL OF HORSEMANSHIP 
240 East 20th St. (Gram. 5-1408 Ex. 2) New York
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to come on with her hus- 

| i |= because she decided 

band to mad, gay, whirling 
New York — because, in 

fact, she’s right in the very heart 

of it now —at Forty-fifth Street 

and Madison Avenue— where 

she’s found her Roosevelt suite 

nevertheless as quiet and comfort- 

ableas their country house. Happy 

because we’ve been able to do so 

many little extra things for her, 

like hand-laundering her hankies 

overnight, delivering her mail 
right to her room, serving her 
piping hot, crisp breakfasts in 
bed. Yes, she’s happy! And so, 

naturally, he’s happy too. Which, 
of course, makes us all just as 

happy as we can be! 

he ROOSEVEL 
Madison Ave. at 45th Street, New York 
Edward Clinton Fogg— Managing Director 

a> 

THE OARSMEN 
Spring Day—The Childs 
Cup and the Lightweights 

T least three of 
the Eastern col- 

lege crews will enter 
the races at Pough- 
keepsie and New Lon- 
don unbeaten as a re- 

sult of the execrable weather which 
prevented the rowing of Cornell’s 
Spring Day regatta on Lake Cayuga 
last Saturday. Harvard, for the first 
time in several years, goes to its camp 
at Red Top this week to train for New 
London with a record which includes 
victories over Navy, Princeton, Penn- 
sylvania, and M.I.T., while both Cor- 
nell and Syracuse will row at Pough- 
keepsie as undefeated crews. 

  

  

N the Childs Cup regatta, to be held 
at Princeton this Saturday, Pennsyl- 

vania and Princeton may make trouble 
for Columbia, a crew that seems to 
have lost its early effectiveness. With 
two fixtures as hard as its races against 
Navy and Yale coming so early in the 
season, it was necessary to develop the 

Columbia varsity a bit faster than 
normal, and after the Yale race it was 
inevitable that the boat should fall into 
a slump; but the slump has lasted 
longer than was expected, and this is 
giving Dick Glendon, the Columbia 
coach, real concern, Nearly every man 
has developed a tendency to rush his 
slide on the recovery, and the shell has 
begun to wobble and check badly. 
When the eight is going as it should, I 
have seen it row a full half-mile, at the 
end of a four-mile pull on the Hudson, 
and space at least a foot with the stroke 
somewhere between 39 and 41—but 
that was before the slump. 

In one way, however, Glendon has 
been fortunate: he has not had to 
shuffle the men around. He is work- 
ing the crew out of the slump, not 
shifting its seating order and hoping 
blindly for a change in form. 

Pesce and Penn, neither of 
them the winner of a varsity race 

this season, have been preparing for the 
Childs Cup by the shifting process. 
Neither has hit on a stable boating order 
for weeks, and Princeton, among its 
numerous changes, suffered a really 
serious loss when Johnnie Pease, last 
year’s captain, was forced to give up 
rowing. Asa crew it is still an unknown 
quantity. Penn will enter a heavier and   stronger eight in this race than it sent   
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against Harvard and Navy, and it 
is a crew that has both experience 
and excellent form; what it lacks is 

punch. 

ESIDES the Childs Cup regatta, 
this Saturday will see the rowing 

of the varsity lightweight championship 
race at Philadelphia and an informal 
freshman lightweight championship at 
Princeton, between Yale, Columbia, 
Princeton, and Pennsylvania. With 

so much attention focussed on the offi- 
cial varsity and freshman crews, few 
people pay much attention to the 150- 
pound boats, which are usually made up 
of men too small for the standard eights. 
Yet in the few years of their existence 
—they were started by Joe Wright at 
Pennsylvania just before the war— 
they have already won encouragement 
as well as recognition from rowing 
officials. Columbia’s 150-pound crew 
of 1929 and Princeton’s of 1930 went 
to England to row in the English Hen- 
ley, and this year Yale is going out to 
the Coast to race Washington. 

It is a pity the Schuylkill is not broad 
enough for the seven lightweight crews 
representing Yale, Pennsylvania, Har- 
vard, Princeton, Columbia, Navy, and 
Cornell to line up at the start. As it 
is, the race will be rowed in heats, with 
four crews in one and three in the 
other, and the first and second crews 
in each of the trials meeting in the 
final for the championship. Yale ap- 
pears to be the most promising boat of 
all, this spring. It has soundly beaten 
Princeton, Columbia, Harvard, and 
Pennsylvania. Cornell is entered for 
the first time. Navy has already lost 
to Pennsylvania. 

Perhaps the lightweights will never 
achieve the distinction of rowing for 
their championships before such crowds 
as Poughkeepsie and New London 
draw, but they are at least putting an 
end to the idea that rowing is a sport 
for big men only. In a way they are 
making rowing democratic. —M. R. 

HELP WANTED—Student contemplating 
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who will dissuade him. J. H., University 
of Minn. Postoffice Box 264.—Adv. in 
Minneapolis Journal. 
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THE CURRENT 
CINEMA 

Messieurs Clair and 
Chevalier—Subdued 
Miss Bow—Warning 

‘HERE is a new 
picture out with 

somewhat the same 
kind of laughs in it that 
you found in the Charlie 
Chaplin show. This is 
“Le Million,” at the 
Little Carnegie at the 

moment—possibly for many moments 
—and in spite of the fact that it is as 
French as this vermouth they sell is 
said to be, it suggests those old Yan- 
kee nickelodeon comedies we used to 
see back in 1910 or thereabouts. ‘The 
old comic items, such as the chase and 
the burlesque of grand opera, form the 
backbone of its action, and yet. this 
film is definitely as novel as anything 
now being shown. It belongs, indeed, 
to the class of artistic offerings official- 
ly dubbed “modern,” and I am told 
by my correspondents in the various 
legations abroad that all those persons 
most up on things, as it were, have 
laughed their jaded heads off over 
this picture. I suppose that you might 
as well get that laugh checked off be- 
fore you sail, so that you will have more 
time for the tears of the Tuileries. 

The young man who directed this 
picture and contrived something new 
out of so many old gags is that René 
Clair who directed, you may remem- 
ber, “Sous les Toits de Paris.” I am 
not sure that I think this picture quite 
as agreeable as “Sous les Toits.” It’s 
funnier, more on the side of crazy 
farce, and for many a day I shall be 
grateful for the grand-opera scene and 
the laugh it gave me—and it’s paced 
so fast it makes a Mack Sennett comedy 
of the old school look like a minuet 
—yet I think it rather lacks the charm 
his other movie had. My slight choleric 
hesitancy about the piece, for instance, 
may be based on the fact that the man- 
agement shoved me so far front that 
all the music was a great din in my 
ears. This is a word to the wise: sit 
far back in the theatre when you see 
the picture. 

  
“Tre Minion,” of course, is in 

French, but a little trick of inter- 
polating English explanations of the 
story has been slyly woven into the 
film, so that language problem—if it 
is a problem—need not worry you. I 
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might go on a bit more at length, I 
suppose, about this movie, but there is 
a Lubitsch picture on hand, and that 
too deserves commendation. It’s a 
pleasure this week to find two pleasant 
pictures, especially as a young man 
from New Haven, signing himself “a 
hopeful student,” has been so good as 
to write that he has almost despaired 
of finding an entertaining movie. I 
think the student might enjoy “The 
Smiling Lieutenant,” at the Criterion 
now, with Chevalier, It’s attractive, 
gay, I guess; as much on the Gallic 
side of things, that is, as a Teuton can 
be Gallic. I refer in this last, of course, 
to Mr. Lubitsch. As the best director 
of light comedy our movies have, he 
sustains his position here pretty well. 
He does at times repeat old stunts, sug- 
gesting, occasionally too apparently, 
some of the trickeries of “The Love 
Parade,” and sometimes he is a little 
more listless than he has been. The Os- 
car Straus songs are lively, and the ladies 
of the extravaganza, Miss Claudette 
Colbert and Miss Miriam Hopkins, do 
well. Miss Colbert perhaps is naturally 
a little too grave in gesture for her 
role, and she yields the sensational hon- 
ors of the piece to Miss Hopkins. Miss 
Hopkins sparkles in this picture. I 
don’t think she “runs away” with it as 
do some, but she is variable and quick 
and pretty and very good. M. Cheva- 
lier has not altered his familiar and 
successful stage mannerisms, and J 
don’t find them tiresome. 

Y New Haven correspondent 
wonders why I review “rotten” 

movies at all. I do not consider as 
“rotten” movies such, for instance, as 
Clara Bow’s “Kick In,” in which she 
appears as a subdued, grave Miss Bow 
in heavy melodrama, and not exactly as 
her vast public expects her to be; nor 
do I so describe Robert Montgomery’s 
“Shipmates,” nor Elissa Landi’s “Al- 
ways Goodbye,” nor Richard Dix’s 
“Donovan’s Kid.” No, I don’t call 
them “rotten.” These are four just 
ordinary pictures, and my reason for 
listing them is by way of warning you 
that your pleasure in them will be 
mild. That little affair of Mr. Wool- 
sey’s, “Everything’s Rosie,” of course 
I might be inclined to put down on 
the records as—well, I hesitate to em- 
ploy the New Haven terminology. As 
for my reason for reviewing pictures 
which we shall say are not brilliant 
offerings, I suppose it’s that desire to 
warn the public. Those who are no 
longer hopeful sometimes appreciate a 
warning. —J.C. M.   
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READING AND WRITING 

HERE are 
times when im- 

ages blow to fluff, 
and comparisons 
stiffen and_ shrivel. 

Such an occasion is surely at hand when 
one is confronted by Dreiser’s latest 
museum piece, “Dawn.” One can 
but revise a none-too-hot dialectic of 
childhood; ask, in rhetorical aggressive- 
ness, “What writes worse than a Theo- 
dore Dreiser? ;” loudly crow the ans- 
wer, “Two Theodore Dreisers;” and, 
according to temperament, rejoice at the 
merciful absurdity of the conception, or 
shudder away from the thought. 

  

HE reading of “Dawn” is a 
strain upon many parts, but the 

worst wear and tear fall on the fore- 
arms. After holding the massive vol- 
ume for the half-day necessary to its 
perusal (well, look at that, would 
you? “Massive volume” and “perusal,” 
one right after the other! You see 
how contagious Mr, D.’s manner is? ) 
my arms ached with a slow, mean 
persistence beyond the services of as- 
pirin or of liniment. I must file this 
distress, I suppose, under the head of 
“Occupational Diseases;” for I could 
not honestly chalk up such a result 
against “Pleasure” or even “Improve- 
ment.” And I can’t truly feel that 
“Dawn” was worth it. If I must have 
aches, I had rather gain them in the 
first tennis of the season, and get my 
back into it, 

This present Dreiser book is the rec- 
ord of its author’s first twenty years. 
Tt requires five hundred and eighty- 
nine long, wide, and closely printed 
pages. Nearly six hundred sheets to 
the title of “Dawn;” God help us one 

and all if Mr. Dreiser ever elects to 
write anything called “June Twenty- 
first”! 

The actual account of the writer’s 
early life, and of the lives of his moth- 
er, his father, and his nine brothers and 
sisters which colored and crossed it, is 
wholly absorbing; but, if I may say so, 
without that lightning bolt coming 
barging in the window, what honest 
setting-down of anyone’s first years 
would not be? And Mr, Dreiser had, 
in addition, the purely literary good 
fortune to be a child of poverty—for 
when, in print, was the shanty not 
more glamorous than the salon? 

Nor should I cavil at the length, and 

Words, Words, Words 

hence the weight, of the book, were 
it all given over to memories, since 
if a man were to write down his re- 
membrances and his impressions up to 
the age of five, much less of twenty, 
six hundred pages could not begin to 
contain them, But I do fret, through 
“Dawn,” at the great desert patches of 
Mr. Dreiser’s moralizing, I do chafe 
at such monstrous bad writing as that 
with which he pads out his tale. I have 
read reviews of this book, written by 
those whose days are dedicated to litera- 

  

ture. “Of course,” each one says airily, 
“Dreiser writes badly,” and thus they 
dismiss that tiny fact, and go off into 
their waltz-dream. ‘This book, they 
cry, ranks well beside the “‘Confessions” 
of Rousseau; and I, diverted, as is 
ever the layman, by any plump red 
herring, mutter, “Oh, Rousseau, my 
eye,” and am preoccupied with that. 

But on second thinking, I dare to 
differ more specifically from the book- 
sie-wooksies. It is of not such small 
importance to me that ‘Theodore 

“Some day I must bring my mandolin over.”
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Dreiser writes in s0 abominable a style. 
He is regarded, and I wish you could 
gainsay me, as one of our first con- 
temporary authors; it is the first job 
of a writer who demands rating among 
the great, or even among the good, 
to write well. If he fails that, as Mr. 
Dreiser, by any standard, so widely 
muffs it, he is, I think, unequipped to 
stand among the big. 

For years, you see, I have been 
crouching in corners hissing small and 
ladylike anathema of Theodore Dreis- 
er. I dared not yip it out loud, much 
less offer it up in print. But now, 
what with a series of events that have 
made me callous to anything that may 
later occur, I have become locally 
known as the What-the-Hell Girl of 
1931, In that, my character, I may 
say that to me Dreiser is a dull, pom- 
pous, dated, and darned near ridicu- 
lous writer. All right. Go on and 
bring on your lightning bolts. 

    

F the earlier Dreiser, the author of 
“Sister Carrie” and “Jennie Ger- 

hardt,” the portrayer of Muldoon and 
of Paul Dresser, in “Twelve Men,” 
you don’t think I could be so far gone 
as to withhold all the reverent praise 
that is in me, do you? But then I read 
all those hundreds of thousands of 
words that made up “An American 
Tragedy” and, though I hung upon 
some of them, I later read the newspaper 
accounts of the Snyder-Gray case, and, 
still later, of the cornering by a hun- 
dred or so of New York’s finest of the 
nineteen-year-old “Shorty” Crowley. 
And I realized, slowly and sadly, that 
any reporter writes better and more 
vividly than the man who has been 
proclaimed the great reporter. It is a 
quite fair comparison. Mr. Dreiser, 
with the Chester Gillette case, had a 
great story; the unnamed men of the 
daily and the evening papers with the 
tales of the unhappy Ruth Snyder and 
the bewildered Judd Gray, and the 
little Crowley boy who never had a 

prayer—thcy had fine stories, too. But 
they would’ have lost their jobs, had 
they written too much. 

The booksy ones, with that butterfly 
touch of theirs, flutter away from 
Dreiser’s bad writing and but brush 
their wings over the admission that he 
possesses no humor. Now I know that 
the term “sense of humor” is danger- 
ous (there’s a novel idea!) and that 
humor is snooted upon, in a dignified 
manner, by the lofty-minded, Thus 
Professor Paul Elmer More raises a 
thin and querulous pipe in his essay on 
Longfellow—I think it is—to say that 
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there were those who claimed that 
Longfellow had no humor—of whom 
I am the first ten. All right, suppose 
he hadn’t, he says, in effect; humor 
may be all very well for those that 
like it (“Only fools care to see,” said 
the blind man) but there’s no good 
making a fetich of it. I wouldn’t for 
the world go around making fetiches; 
yet I am unable to feel that a writer 
can be complete without humor. And 
I don’t mean by that, and you know it 
perfectly well, the creation or the ap- 
preciation of things comic. I mean 
that the possession of a sense of humor 
entails the sense of selection, the civil- 
ized fear of going too far. A little 
humor leavens the lump, surely, but it 
does more than that. It keeps you, 
from your respect for the humor of 
others, from making a dull jackass of 
yourself. Humor, imagination, and 
manners are pretty fairly interchange- 
ably interwoven. 

Mr. Theodore Dreiser has no hu- 
mor. 

I know that Mr. Dreiser is sincere, 
or rather I have been told it enough 
to impress me. So, I am assured, is 
Mrs. Kathleen Norris sincere; so, I 
am informed, is Mr. Zane Grey sin- 
cere; so, I am convinced, was Mr. 
Horatio Alger—whose work, to me, 
that of Mr. Dreiser’s nearest approxi- 
mates—sincere. But I will not—oh, 
come on with your lightning again! — 
admit that sincerity is the only thing. 
A good thing, a high thing, an ad- 
mirable thing; but not the only thing 
in letters, 

HE thing that most distressed me 
in “Dawn” was the philosophising 

of its author. His is a sort of pre-war 
bitterness, a sort of road-company 
anger at conditions. Once does Mr. 
Dreiser quote a youthful sister: “When 
men proposed marriage, I found I 
didn’t like them well enough to marry 
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Tips from our “beach-combers” 

made these Bradleys right 

  

Last winter, Bradley’s fashion scouts hurried from beach 

to beach .. . keeping eagle eyes upon the “smart *uns.” 
Everywhere, these carefree people literally spent their 

days in beach pajamas or swimming suits, preferring those 

with a wearable, workmanlike character inspired by gay 
peasant costumes and roistering sailor outfits. 

The swaggering sea-going character of the navy-and- 

white Bradley three-piece beach ensemble (No. 27318-27380, 
illustrated) gives it a claim to chic that can’t be challenged. 

The one-piece bathing suit boasts full knickerbocker-style 
trousers, and zipper sun-back. The jersey is a copy of a 

Mediterranean fisherman’s shirt. And the pajamas, after 
Schiaparelli, have a ribbed top which makes them fit snugly 
at the hips and fall straight to the ground. The price is 

about $29.50. . .. The man’s two-piece suit (No. 29372, illus- 

trated) has a scant upper and short but slightly fitted trunks, 

which are cut for both swimming and sitting comfort. Comes 
in six color combinations, and is priced at about $7.50. 

These are just two of the 1931 Bradleys which (to use 

one critic’s words) are as smart as the very dickens. See 
them at the good stores. . . . Bradley Knitting Company, 
Delavan, Wisconsin. 
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we're giving you a buzz, in 
your hat, of course, to re- 
mind you that nowhere in 
new york can you get such 
superior entertainment as 
that now ensconced at 

  

where there’s “the law- 
yer’s secret”?...and para- 
mount’s surprise as buddy 
rogers makes an auspi- 
cious debut as a “heavy.” 

\ay 
where universal has plant- 
ed charles g. norris’ “seed” 
...and under the sun of 
popular acclaim it prom- 
ises to take root. 

  

  

    
where there’s “she-wolf of Y 
wall street”...may robson 
giving a gorgeous female 
impersonation of betty 
green. 

where there’s lubitsch’s 
“smiling lieutenant”, 
maurice chevalier torn 
betweenclaudette colbert’s 
dark loveliness and miriam 
hopkins’ blonde beauty— 
simply ripping. 

  

luxurious and comfortable 
these are   

  

them, but when they told me I was 
beautiful and wanted to give me things 
and take me places, it was a different 
matter. Where I liked a man, it was 
easy enough to go with him—it was 
fun—there wasn’t really anything 
wrong with it that I could see. Aside 
from the social scheme as people seem 
to want it, I don’t even now see that 
it was.” 

On this the author comments: “At 
this point I am sure any self-respecting 
moralist will close this book once and 
for all!” But, you know, I must differ. 
I don’t think that’s enough to warrant 
the closing of a book by even the most 
self-respecting of moralists. I think 
that Mr, Dreiser believes that the 
world is backward, hypocritical, and 
mean, and so, I suppose, it is; but times 
have changed and Mr. D. is not now 
the only advanced one. I think the 
self-respecting moralists are much less 
apt to close the book “at this point” 
than are those that get a bit squeamish 
over the authenticity of a woman who 
says “Aside from the social scheme as 
people seem to want it—” 

Early in this little dandy, you saw 
that I had been affected by the Dreiser 
style. That, maybe, is responsible for 
this plethora of words. I could have 
checked all this torrent, and given 
you a true idea of Theodore Dreiser’s 
“Dawn” had I but succumbed to the 
influence of the present-day Nash and 
the sweeter-day Bentley, and had writ- 
ten: 

Theodore Dreiser 
Should ought to write nicer. 

—Consrant READER 

IN THIS YEAR 
OF ROTOGRAVURE 

Girl in inset, lithe and limber, 
Picked for daisy-chain-girl timber. 
Stanford co-eds snapped in poses 
For their carnival of roses. 
Upper-left-hand picture, readers, 
Shows the Smith field-hockey leaders. 
Pipe the Holyoke freshmen, would you? 
Couldn’t sneeze at them, now, could 

you? 
Wellesley campus cleared of brambles 
For the barefoot Grecian gambols. 
Barnard sophomores are ch so 
Keen to stage “II Penseroso.” 
Goucher girl from Kansas City 
Heads the Senior Prom Committee. 
Gaze on Radcliffe’s queen of archers, 
Gaze on sundry pageant marchers. 
Spring is here, and all the papers 
Teem with college maidens’ capers. 

—ParkE CUMMINGS 
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Romantic and 
Saieei models    

    
      

indicates the new vogue = 
the holes with white under- 
lay make interesting trim- 
ming m patent, brown calf 
or white buck m Shoecraft 
high arch and narrow heel 

$18.50 

  

    

        

        

      

     

    

  

Unusual 
mail service 

Sond for 
folder N.Y.       

    

fitting the 
narrow foot 

Cw 17450 2 
AAAAA toC 

Salon: 714 Fifth Ave., N. Y.     
Tayahuatte 

if you’re going 
abroad; heartbreak- 
ing if you're not,” 
—The New Yorker. 
New handsized Air- 
ways Edition of this 
world-famous guide 

  

    
JULIAN 

to gastronomical 
Pals Over200sc STREET 
taurants with prices e 
and complete wine 
table. 

DOUBLEDAY, 

$2 Everywhere 

DORAN    
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BOOKS, BOOKS, 
BOOKS 
Miscellany 

HERE’S rath- 
er an odd as- 

sortment of books 
this week, none of 
them specially good, 
all of them fairly 
readable. We might 
equally well start 

with any one of them, so long as 
we start in. Let’s begin, then, with 
‘World Champions,” by Paul Mor- 
and, which is published by Harcourt, 
Brace, It’s a novel, and concerned 
with that race whose doings seem to 

hold such a peculiar interest for Euro- 

peans nowadays: namely, the Ameri- 
cans. It has also the distinction of be- 

ing, so far as I know, the only book 
to have a relay team for its hero, 

The four members of the team are 

students at Columbia as the story 

starts, and the narrator is an instructor 

in French at the same university, as 

well as being more or less the confidant 
of the boys. They win a world’s cham- 
pionship before graduation, and in the 
process of doing so weld themselves 
into so compact a unit, not only 

physically but spiritually, that a final 
parting seems unbearable to them and 

they make a pact to return every ten 
years, from wherever they may be on 
earth, to a stated meeting place for a 
reunion, Many and many an under- 
graduate has made a similar oath but 
few have kept it, which shows that 
youthful promises are vain. These 
four keep it—a very praiseworthy thing 
in itself, but one which operates to the 

detriment of the book. 
Having graduated in 1909, their 

first meeting comes due in 1919. One 
is by now a budding financier, who has 
been in China but has dropped every- 
thing there to get back and see the old 
crowd again. Another has become a 
prizefighter; a third is just back from 
the war, where he’d made a name for 
himself as a combat flier. The fourth 
fellow doesn’t turn up, but his wife 
does, to inform them that he’s in 
prison for some phony doings in the 
way of stock manipulation. 

Now that, you’ll admit, is something 
pretty special in the way of divergent 
careers. In the ordinary run of things, 
I suppose, the financier would have 
sent hearty greetings by cable but have 
stayed away himself, the war ace would 
have been out on a bat, the fighter   
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RULY Parisian 
in cuisine, in 

atmosphere, and in 

charm, Longchamps 
is the natural ren- 

dezvous of smart 

New Yorkers. 

New York City 
1015-17 MADISON AVENUE 

Bet. 78th & 79th Streets 
28 WEST 58th STREET 

Off Fifth Avenue 
19-21 WEST 57th STREET 

Near Fifth Avenue 
ichamps are open daily in Sundays and all Holidays 
in, Afternoon Tea and Dinner from 7:00 A.M. to 11 P. i. 

423 MADISON AVENUE 
Bet. 48th & 49th Streets 

40 EAST 49th STREET 
Bet. Madison & Vanderbilt Aves. 

55 FIFTH AVENUE 
North-east a 12th St. 

All Restaurants 
for Breakfast, 

ee = = SF 

PAEEN 

Mme. 

BINNER 
CREATES 
she works miracles 

HOTEL 

  

20 EAST 76th STREET 

Designed to meet the 
approval of a Select Ten- 
antry, Luxurious, cheer- 
ful “Suites in a Quiet, 
Residential Neighborhood 
in the Smart Seventies. 
Available for Immediate 
ot October Occupancy. 
Furnished and | Unfur- 
nished. Several Suites in 

your corset... 
with your figure! 

Under the magic fingers of the 
world's most famous corsetiere your 
lines are actually transformed! And 
more . . you have corset comfort you 
never thought possible. 

For the first time at these unusually 
low prices you can revel in the superb 
fit .. and prestige of Binner creations! 

SPECIALS I 

Semi-ready girdle 

   

   

Semi. 

MODERATE 
CHARGES 

748 Fifth Avenue 

In the new Sherry Building at 58th Street            
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“ee 
Macy's SUMMER DELIVERY 
—from May 15 to September 15, brings 
food fit for the gods to your rustic 
refuge, if you are within the fifty mile 
tadius. Otherwise, modest charges 
according to weight and distance. 

    

ORDER LOTS OF 

Goopb Foops 

FOR SUMMER 
from 

MACY‘S 
34th Street and Broadway, New York 

No wonder —— 
those Volga Boatmen 

sing, when they are right at the 

fount of Macy's salted Beluga caviar. 
Great, round eggs, piquant of flavor. 

From 1 oz. size 34c to 16 oz. $4.59. 

     
We wait for a 

full moon when the Moon- 

tide Springs are full of spicy 
water, and right on the spot we weave 

spells that make our famous *Red Star 

Ginger Ale a sensation. $1.39 doz. 

*Reg.U.S.Pat.Off. 

  

would have forgotten what it was all 
about, and nobody would have bothered 
about the man in jail. Mr. Morand, 
however, keeps them all together and 
even follows them as far as their next 
decennial, in 1929, when pretty nearly 
everyone has fallen in love with one 
of the other fellows’ wives and things 
generally have got far too complicated 
for us to go into here. It just shows 
that the old American customs are best, 
and ex-classmates shouldn’t see too 
much of each other. As for the book it- 
self, I hardly think you’d want to read 
it, except during a very idle hour. It’s 
far from being up to Mr. Morand’s 
best. 

‘HERE are two more books by 
foreign authors. One is “The 

Night’s Candles,” by René Roy, pub- 
lished by Macmillan. In 1917, during 
the attack on the Chemin des Dames, 
Mr. Roy received a wound which 
caused permanent blindness. He was 
then twenty-three years old, and the 
book is the record of his experiences 
from then until now when, at the age 
of thirty-seven, he holds a post as State 
Engineer of Bridges and Waterways 
in France. He has, then, made a prac- 
tical conquest of blindness as an im- 
pediment in the ordinary way of things, 
and the book is largely a setting-forth 
of the arrangements, mental and other- 
wise, a blind man must make with life. 
There’s no insistence on the emotional 
side of the situation; instead, the whole 
thing is as simply set down as a diary— 
full of rather humdrum, day-by- 
day philosophical observations, together 
with an occasional incident, trivial in 
itself, which somehow suddenly awak- 
ens in us an understanding of all the 
tragedy of blindness. It’s a very honest 
and appealing recital, and I think you’d 
like it. 

URTHER, there’s “Schliemann,” 
the new biography by Emil Lud- 

wig, published by Little, Brown. 
Heinrich Schliemann, of course, was 
the man who, while all the archeolo- 
gists investigating the Homeric legends 
were following their own noses, fol- 
lowed Homer, with the result that he   
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impressive environment 

N outlook over the large cen- 
tral garden... smart motor 

entrances from Park and Van- 
derbilt Avenues... parking 
facilities at your door. The 
rooms are unusually quiet and 
regal in size... and the service 
sets the standards for Park Ave- 
nue, yet rentals are astonishingly 
low. Your inspection is invited. 

270 
PARK AVENUE 

Office on Premises or Apply to 

DouglasLElliman&Co, 
15 East 49th St, PLaza 3-9200 
  

  

   come 

For ameal..aweekend or a Summer. 
You'll have a glorious time! 

T'S rare to find two new fireproof hotels at 
the very hub of summer sports, both water 

and land! You have found them in The Roger 
Smith Hotels . . beautifully appointed, ex- 
pert service and with a table fit for epicures! 
Outdoor Terrace dining. Choose either hotel 
= « they are equally delightful. A test weekend 
will convince you . . and then you'll be inter- 
ested in the Special Budget Plan we've worked 
out for longer holidays . . For a couple: Twin 
beds and bath, all meals, tips, incidentals 
and commutation ticket for as little as $68.50 
@ week! A gloriously happy Summer at a 
gloriously low expenditure. Could one ask 
more? Write to either hotel. 

  

When motoring stop for our famous 
five-course dinner . . 90¢ to $1.25. Serv- 

ed at both hotels. 

Look for the giant electric signs atop the 

ROGER. SMITH HOTELS 
White Plains, N. Y. Stamford, Conn.      
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uncovered the site of the ancient city of 
Troy, and set the minds of his contem- 
poraries buzzing in consequence. Scien- 
tists were dismayed, and rather hurt, 

that an amateur—“a complete stranger 
to every scientific method,” as one of 
them observed—should come meddling 
in their business. On the other hand, 
artists were electrified by his discoveries. 
Flaubert, one remembers, made a spe- 
cial journey across the desert to view 
the excavations, and was inspired by 
the sight of them to write “Salammbé.” 
Even fashions in dress for a time 
showed a classical influence. 

Nowadays Schliemann, except for 
that one bright achievement of his life, 
is pretty much forgotten, but Mr. 
Ludwig, in preparing his biography, 
suffered from no lack of material. 
Methodical and painstaking, during his 
life the man had kept voluminous 
diaries, chronicling every incident of 
his wanderings, as well as business rec- 
ords, letters received and copies of let 
ters sent, newspaper clippings—every- 
thing, in short, that might even con- 

ceivably be of value to the biographer 
—and his family had piously preserved 
these documents during the forty years 
after his death before that biographer 
at last appeared. 

With such a wealth of material to 
draw on, Mr. Ludwig may be excused 
for quoting largely, which he does so 
copiously that in many cases the quoted 
excerpts run for three or four pages 
without a break. All this undoubtedly 
made things easier for Mr. Ludwig; 
also, fortunately, it adds to the interest 

of the book for us, in the minute and 
detailed recital it affords of the man’s 
varied and wandering career. You'll 
be interested in the book, I think, es- 
pecially if you, like myself, have always 
known about Schliemann, but have 
also wondered whatever else he did 
besides discovering Troy.—R. M. C. 

Holland J P auto & team trucking 
1834 McKinnon. MI ssn-5400 

Between the hours of 6 P M & 
7AM 
If no answer call Shop 
If no answer call 
Tf no answer call 
Tf no answer call. 
If no answer call. 
If no answer call 

MI ssn-8004 
EV rgreen-0300 

SK yline-5385 
DE laware-3714 
EV rgreen-1463 
EV rgreen-3005 

If no answer call EV rgreen-0848 
If no answer call RA ndlph-4161 
If no answer call ....... .. VA lencia-3346 
If no answer call. MI ssn-8558 
—From the San Francisco Telephone 

Directory. 

Maybe it would be simpler not to 
move. 
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...» We can always 
give you a good steer 

Tf you want to deal “em out Nor’ Nor’ West (or directly 

North of East for that matter) you've always got a handy 

compass bearing on this floor to set your course by. A great 

floor—nautical but nice. 

It's the kind of floor we're doing for New Yorkers who 

like the distinctive, the unusual. It’s a Sealex Custom Floor. 

Some people take their designs dizzy, some take theirs 

dignified. But almost anything is possible in these custom- 

designed and custom-laid floors of Sealex Linoleum. 

Weve cupplied staes foe Westebccten Anam.Wevevelved 
a gazelle for a Manhattan foyer... and dolphins to skim 

over a navy blue Sealex ocean on the North Shore. We're 

open to any suggestions and full of them ourselves. 

But remember this, when caviar canapes get stepped on, 

and glasses give unexpected lurches, there’s no mourning- 

after spot on stain-proof Sealex Floors. 

Prices range from very little to very much. But it costs 

nothing to have one of our contractors or dealers estimate. 

Telephone us, or stop in at our Fifth Ave. show-room. 

Seale ag 
CUSTOM FLOOR SERVICE 
16TH FLOOR,   PL aa BOGARDUS 4-2420 

 



  

“Mist’ Curley-yo’ aint 

got Nore in dat bag! E 

\ Ven, I fooled George—for once. He told 
me he had been portering so long he could tell 
by hefting a bag just what was in it. Nor were 
his powers merely muscular. “Ex-ray eyes” he 
said he had. 

So Lasked him—“What’s in my bag, George?” 
(It looked as husky as the steer it was made of, 
yet it was unbelievably light.) 

And the old veteran hefted it, smiled—as 
though he thought I was trying to fool him. 
And finally—“Mist? Curley,” he said, “Yo” ain’t 
got nuff’n in dat bag!” 

Right, George,” I said—I wouldn't spoil 
the old fellow’s fun. But he was wrong. That 
bag contained plenty of a-traveler’s necessaries 
—yet with all its freight it was as light as the 
average bag is when stark empty! A Talon Slide 
Fastener accounted for that. 

Alll other things equal, a Talon-fastened bag 

‘Aero Bag—a husky, roomy Ladies? Travel 
bag. sumprisingly Teht in feather-light, Made in many 
weight. Fitted with a Two: leathers. ‘Talon fastened — 

   

  

    
will be amazingly lighter than one that isn’t. 
In other words, about half as heavy—and a 

dozen times more convenient! Bags equipped 
with Talons have neither clasps nor catches. 
They can be opened instantly—and as quickly 
closed. They're mighty smart-looking, too, if 
you’re particular about that—and most of us are. 

Whether for Summer vacation ventures or 
for a steady diet of travel, you want the adyan- 

tages of Talons on the bag you buy. They'll 
stand all sorts of abuse—indefinitely. They 
won't stick, jam, or rust—if they’re genuine 
Talons. And that’s easy to tell. The genuine 
has TALON right on the pull-tab. 

Golf Bag—Talon Fasteners Kit Bag—a real man’s bas 
CBee eee eens ot moub cowbides “Talon 
partment. With or without fastened—it can be opened Carryall bag to match. or closed in one instant. 

  

way Talon Slide Fastener. can’t open accidentally. 

TALON 
Reg. U.S. Pat. Of 

THE SLIDE FASTENER 

THAT ALWAYS WORKS 

HOOKLESS FASTENER COMPANY, MEADVILLE, PENNSYLVANIA 

New York + Boston + Philadelphia - Chicago + Los Angeles - San Francisco - Seattle 
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Si magine a 

tray-full of these 
at the country house! 
The sound of tinkling ice as the maid 
emerges to the porch—the exclamations as 
the burst of lovely color on the tray is set 
down before the guests—the discovery that 
these graceful “‘glasses’’ are not glass, not 
china—the sly host who purposely lets one 
tumble to the floor and cascade down the 
stepsand retrievesit unbroken*—and you're 
one ahead of the Joneses! 

Here is a green one with a black coaster. 
We were tempted to show the cool ivory 
and old-blue combination, the yellow and 
lavender, the sportive mandarin red and 
black, but the ten colors provide ninety 
possible pairs—so you'd better match 
them up yourself in the china-and-glass de- 
partment of any good department store! 

And, while you’re there, you'll find tea 
cups and plates and utility tumblers for 
bath-rooms and nursery, picnic outfits, 
bridge table sets, in colorful ““Beetleware” 
—all the pieces so dainty and delicate that 
if they were made of china they would 
shatter under one cross look! ‘‘Beetleware”’ 
is about six times as tough as glass! 

Look for the name “Beetleware’’ on the 
bottom. 

BEETLEWARE CORPORATION 
A Division of American Cyanamid Company 

535 Fifth Avenuc New York 

A\ " 

Beetleware 

  
Greet 

Bick 
Dark Blue 

The 10 ‘‘Beetle’’ colors are: 
Old Blue Orange 
Yellow Black 

GES Ivory 
Lavender 

  

Utility tumblers for Plates, 3 sizes Children’s dishes 
bath-room and nursery 

Sherbet or egg cup Cups for tea or coffee



  

ILLUSTRATED —THE 125 H. P., 35 M. P. H. 21-FOOTER, $2295—THE 30 M, P. H., 40 H. P. 16-FOOTER IS $1095—THE 800 H. P., 45 M. P. H., 26-FOOTER Is $4995 

G. ADVENTURING ~ < + Your Dodge Boat takes you out beyond the walls of everyday existence « < « 

Freed from all restricting rules of traffic you find the whole refreshing romance of wide waterways awaiting 

you~ ~ + Whisk along at speed made even more exhilarating by the comfort and security inherent in the 

quality of every boat that merits the Dodge name « < ~ Drive the 40 h. p. 16-footer at its thrilling thirty 

miles an hour, or command the 300 h. p.of the 47 mile speedster « < + Both give you that same feeling 

of dependable confidence « ~ < Oak-tibbed sturdiness, mahogany planking, double bottoms, and every boat 

thoroughly tested in the water before shipment « < + The name of Dodge has always stood for dependability 

never better deserved than by the swift security of these Dodge Boats. < < 16, 21, 25 and 28 feet lengths, 

closed or open, with complete equipment, at prices from $1095 to $5795 . + « Write for the Dodge Catalog. 

  

HORACE E, DODGE BOAT & PLANE CORPORATION. Works: Newport News, Va GENERAL SALES DEPARTMENT: 21 West 46th St., New York City


