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ETHEL MERMAN 
. +. soon to appear in the new 
musical by Cole Porter, 
Howard Lindsay and 
Russel Crouse . . . she 
and it are among the 
coming — season’s 
brightest gifts 
to Broadway 

    

   
   

        

35 Cents a Copy—$3.00 a Year 

    OW the curtain is rising on the biggest season that show business has 

ever offered. It will be a season so supercharged with surprises that no 

prudent person can possibly venture into it without reading that ultra- 

modern manual of charm, cultivation, comedies, cinemas, concerts, clothes, 

cruises, cosmetics, cars, and conviviality called 

STAGE 
The Magazine of After-Dark Entertainment 

50 East 42nd St, NEW YORK
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GOINGS ON ABOUT TOWN 
THE THEATRE 

(Unless otherwise noted, it is assumed that cur- 
tains will rise at 2:40 and 8:40 p.m. for attractions 

under “‘pLays;” at 2:30 and 8:30 Pas. for 
under “wirn Music; and that the midwe 

matinée will be given on Wednesday. E. and W 
stand for East and West of Broadway.) 

PLAYS 
Boy Merts Grat—This is about Hollywood, but 

it’s funny enough to amuse even Blorida people. 
Tt ought to amuse anybody. (Cort, 48, E. BRyant 
9-0046. 8350 P.nt.) 

Deap Exp—The class struggle as viewed from the 
east end of a. westbound street, Don’t miss it. 
joseph Downing, Theodore Newton, Elspeth 
rie, and a group of remarkable kids.’ (Belasco, 

44, &, BRyant 9-100, Mat. Thurs.) 
Ipro?’s Detigut—Lynn Fontanne and Alfred Lunt 

reopen in Robert Sherwood's fine and exciting 
lay on Mon, Eve. Aug. 31. (Shubert, 44, W. 
Ackawanna 4.7173. Mat. Thurs.) 

Treee MEN on A Horss—Funny, rough, and al- 
together satisfactory farce about a man who 
Knew how to pick race horses, but would rather 
write motioes. (Playhouse, 48, E. BRyant 9-2628. 
8:45 P.M. 

Tovacco’ Roap—They say this will run for five 
years more, (Forrest, 49, W. LAckawanna 4 
6390.) 

Vicroxta Rrcixa—Helen Hayes resumes her run 
in the successful Laurence Housman play on 

31, (Broadhurst, 44, W. LAcka- 
8:30 pac, Mat. Thurs, 2:30 2.x.) 

WITH MUSIC 
Oviy Carre Orera Company—Return of the 

      

     

     

    wanna 4-151 

    

‘rb Gilbert and Sullivan troupe. “The Mika: 
through Sat. Aug, 29. “Trial by Jury” and 

“The Pirates of Penzance”: Mon. through Sat,, 
Aug. 31-Sept. 5. (Martin Beck, 45, W. PEnnsyl- 

Vania 6-6100. 8:15 p.m. Mats. 2:15 Peat.) 
New Faces oF 1936—A few old faces, such as 

Imogene Coca, Billie Haywood, and Manon 

Martin, and some lively sketches, make this an 

acceptable enough summer revue, (Vanderbilt, 
48, E. BRyant 9-0134.) 

On Your Tors—A neat, brisk satire on the Rus- 

sian Ballet, featuring Ray Bolger’s brilliant 

footwork, ‘The cast also includes Tamara Geva, 

Luella Gear, Doris Carson, and Monty Wool- 

Key. (Imperial, 43, W. CHickering 40360.) 

      

Scheduled to open too late for review in this 
issue: 
Seine Dancr—Jed Harris's production of Philip 

‘Barry's new comedy, with Louise Platt and 
others. (Empire, B'way at 40. PEnnsylvania 6- 
9541. 8:40 Bat.) 

  

   

Oven-Aie_ Orexetta—“Florodora,” at Randall’s 
Ysland Stadium, Thurs. and Fri, Aug. 27 and 
28, at 8:30 Fn. “Blossom Time," Sat, and Sun., 
‘Aug. 29 and 30, and Tues. through Fri., Sept, 
1-4, (Take Triborough Bridge from E, 125th St.) 

Murber IN THE Orv Rep Bars—The gamut of 
emotions run before your eyes in record time, 
While singers and tumblers and drink-mixers 
cater to your every whim. (American Music 

  

  

   
  

Hall, 151 E. $3. PLaza 3-2106. Weekdays at 
9:15" p.m.) 

WPA. Pxopuctions—“Help Yourself!,” derived 
from a farce-comedy by Paul Vulpius, (Adelphi, 
54, E, Clrele 7-7666. Weekdays at 8:40 p.m.) 
2") ‘injunction Granted!,”” the third offering 
of the Living Newspajer.’ (Biltmore, 47, W. 
BRyant 9-4692, 8:43 p.m.) 

‘SUMMER STOCK 
(Old and new plays, some with Broadway players, 
announced for country and seashore theatres. Cur- 
tains at 8345 Pat., no matinées, unless otherwise 
specified below.) 
‘Axven—"Fair and Warmer”: through Sat., Aug. 

29. (Robin Hood Theatre, Arden, Del.) 
Cave Cov—“Libel!”: through Sat., Aug. 29. (Cape 

Playhouse, Dennis, Mass. 8:30 p.m. Mat. Fri. 

2:45 p.m.) 
June Walker in “They Knew What They 

Wanted”: through Sat., Aug. 29. (Beach 

Theatre, West Falmouth, Mass. Mat, Thurs.) 

“The Ghost Train’: through Sat., Aug. 29. 

    

Gary Young Theatre, Centerville, Mass. Mat. 
urs. 

Coussser—“The Show-Of,” with Neil Skinner 
and Leona Roberts: through Sat, Aug. 29. 
(South “Shore Players, Cohasset, Mass. Mat. 

Ved.) 
Ivory Tox—“White Cargo”: through Sat., Aug. 29. 

Tux New Yorker, published weekly by 

a8 second-class matter, February 16, 
ing Corporation in the United States’ and Canada, All rights reserved. No part 

FR Publishing Corporation, 25 West 43rd Street, | 
ER. Spaulding, vice-president; P. D. Hoyt, sec. and treas.; R. B. Bowen, advertising manager, Subscri 

1925; at the post office at New York, N. 

     

  

   

  

“ale 

A CONSCIENTIOUS CALENDAR 

OF EVENTS WORTH WHILE 

[THIS LISTING COVERS THE TEN DAYS FROM 
THURSDAY, AUGUST 27, THROUGH SATUR- 

DAY, SEPTEMBER 5. TIME GIVEN, INCLUDING 
‘TRAIN DEPARTURES, IS DAYLIGHT SAVING.] 

“Lysistrata”: Mon. through Sat., Aug. 31-Sept, 
5, Cvoryton Playhouse, Ivoryton, Conn., Mat, 
Fri) 

Beacn—“Bitter Sweet,” with Vivienne Se- 
gal: through Sun., Aug. 30. “Naughty Marietta”: 

‘Tues, “through Mon, Sept, 17, (Zach's Bay 
Stadium, Jones Beach, L.I. 8:30 pat.) 

Kennezunxroxr—*Chilvester’s House,” a new 
play by ‘Theodore St, John: through ‘Sat., Aug. 
29. “High and Dry,” a new play by David oO. 

Woodbury: Wed, through Sat., Sept. 2-5. (Gar- 
rick’ Players, Kennebunkport, Me. 8:30 “p.at 
‘Mat, Thurs. 2:30 p.m.) 

Mapison—“Death Takes a Holiday”: through Sat., 

Aug. 29. “Holiday,” with Elizabeth ‘Love: Mon, 

—$_—_9.-_—_—_— 
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through Sat., Aug. 31-Sept. 5, (Post Road Play- 
ers, Madison, Conn.) 

Mantna’s Vixevarp—“Three Men on a Horse’: 
‘through Sat., Aug. 29. “Three Wise, Fools” 
Mon. through Sat., Aug. 31-Sept, 5. (Rice Play- 
house, Oak Bluffs, Martha’s Vineyard, Mass. 
8:30 P.M. Mat, Wed. 2:30 P.xt.) 

Matunvck—‘Biography,” with Ann Mason: 
‘through ‘Aug. 29. “Threshold,” @ new play 
with Rose Hobart: Tues. through Sat., Sept, 1- 
{Theatrery-the-Ses, ‘Matunuck, RI. Mat. Thurs 

Pa. 
Mitroxp—“Personal Appearance,” with Doroth; 

‘Mackaill: through Sat, Aug. 29. (Plymoutl 
Playhouse, W. Main Sh, Milford, Conn. 8:30 
P.M. 

Mulinoon “Heyday,” a new, play by Francis 
Edward Faragoh: through Sat., Aug. 29. (Mill- 
brook Theatre, Route 44, Millbrook, N.Y.) 

Mouxt Kisco—“Three-Cornered Moon,” with 
‘Viola Roache, Mildred Natwick, and Day Tuttl 

     

     

  

  

  

    
  

       

through Sat, Ang, 29. Ruth ‘Gordon, in 7A 
Church Mouse”: Mon. ‘through Sat. Aug. 31- 

Sept. (Westchester Playhouse,” Lawrence 
Farms, Route 117,, Mt, Kisco, N.Y) 

Moytan-—"Candida”; Aug. 27. “Getting Mar- 
ried”: Aug. 28 and Sept. 1. “The Anchor's 
Weighed”: Aug. 29 and Sept. 4. “The Emperor 

Jones”: Aug. 31, “Winesburg, Ohio”: Sept. 2. 
*Misalliance”: Sept. 3, “Love and Geography’ 

Sept. 5. (Hedgerow Theatre, Moylan-Rose Val- 
ley, Pa. 8:50 Pat.) 
Newrort—Agnes Morgan’s production of Sheri- 

dan’s “The Critic,” with Doris Dalton, Albert 

Carroll, and Elizabeth Dean Farrar: through 
Aug. 29. (Casino Theatre, Newport, R.I. Per- 

formances Thurs. and Fri. at 8:30; Thurs. and 
Sat. at 2:30.) 
NorwatK—‘Woodland Folli 

28, at 8:30, (Theatre-in-the-Woods, 
Rd., Norwalk, Conn.) 

Ocunguit—Margaret Anglin in “Fresh Fields”: 
‘hrourh Sat., Aug. 29, ‘The Ballet Caravan, pre- 
senting five ballets: Mon. through Sat,, At 
SirSept, Sand Mon,, Sept. 7. (Ogunquit Pla 
io Ogunquit, Me. 8:30 p.m. Mat. Fri, 2:30 
Pate 

Pawiinc—“The Play’s the Thing”: through Sat., 
‘Aug. 29. (Starlight Theatre, Route 22, Pawling, 
N.Y. Mats. Thurs. and Sat. 3 p.m.) 

PeterporoucH—“The Warrior’s Husband”: Fri. 
and Sat., Aug. 28 and 29. (Peterborough Play- 
ers, Stearns Farm, Peterborough, N.H. 8:30 

  

Fri, Eve. Aug. 
‘Oakwood   

     
  

  

P.M.) 
Rosivx—“Fly Away Home”: through Sat., Aug. 

29. (Theatre of the Four Seasons, Roslyn, L.1.) 
Scuenectapy—Moliére’s | The | Ymainary 

valid,” with Charles Coburn: through Sat,, Aug. 
29. (Mohawk Drama Festival, Union College 
Campus, Schenectady, N.Y.) 

SxowHecan—“All Through the Night,’ a new 
comedy by Parker Fennelly: through Sat., Aug. 
29. (Lakewood Theatre, Skowhegan, Me. 8 Pat. 
Mat. Sat. 2:30 pat.) 

Srocknince—“Private Lives,” with Helen 
Brooks, Alexander Clark, and Audrey Ridge 
well: through Sat., Aug, 29. Revival of Bouci- 
egal’ geelodzama “The Octoroon! = Mon. 
through Sat., Aug. 31-Sept. 5. (Berkshire Play 
house, Stockbridge, Mass, Mat, Wed. 2:30 P.at,) 

Stony CREEK—"The Night of January 16”: 
through Sat., Aug. 29. “In Gold We Trust,” a 
new play by Sara Sandberg: Mon. through Sat., 
‘Aug, 31-Sept. 5. (Stony Greek Theatre, Stony 
Creek, Conn. 9 Pat. Mat, Thurs. 2:30 Pea) 

Surrers—"Parnell,” with Vi 
bara O'Neill: through Sat., Aug. 29. (County 
Theatre, Route $9, ‘Suffern, N.S) 

Westroxt—Eva Le Gallienne | in “Camille”: 
fhrough Sat, Aug. 29. (Country Playhouse, 
Boston Post Rd, Westport, Conn.) 

Warre Prains—Ruth Gordon, in, “A Church 
‘Mouse’: through Sat., Aug. 29. “The Circle”: 
Mon. through Sat, Aug, 31-Sept. 5, (Ridgeway 

  

  

  

  

   

  vent Price and Bar-     
  

  

Theatre, Ridgeway, White Plains, N.Y.) 
Waiterte.>—"Petticoat_ Fever: through Aug. 

29. “Art and Mrs. Bottle”: Sept. 1-5, (The 
Forty-Niners, Chase Barn Playhouse, Whitefield, 
N.H. Performances Tues. through Fri. at 8:503    

  

wrch Mouse”: Thurs. through 
30, “Black Magic,” a new play by Aug. 2; 

Helen Redington: Thurs. through Mon., Sept. 
37. (Maverick Theatre, Woodstock, N.Y.) 

DINNER, SUPPER, AND DANCING 

“Better dress, but not obligatory. 
Aneassanon Garvex, Park at 51 (Wickersham 
2-1000)—Ramon Ramos znd his orchestra play 
for dinner and supper dancing in this cool and 
attractive room.” ‘ 

Brermore Mooniit Terrace, Madison at 43 
(MUrray Hill 2-7920)—Russ, Morgan and bis 
orchestra play for dinner and supper dancing. 
Dances by Julane and Leon Varkas.* 

Cog Rowce, 65 E. $6 (PLaza 3-8887)—A Joe Moss 

Y¥. R. H, Fleischmann, president; 
R Publish- 

  

 



     

     

  

   

This rising young turban sweeps squarely 
offtheiace. And row on row of stitching 
radiate from its grosgrain band. In tete 
vbrown, black and Scot green. . . $8.75 

4 ‘Long and leaning is the “pushed-in” crown 
j of this smart felt, nicely balanced by con- 

trasting grosgrain feelers. In peacock, brown 
ond the new Bishop purple . . . $10.00 

  

‘This new felt rears its dented crown high, adds. 
@ “cat whisker” quill and a dash of stitch- 
ing. In tete brown, navy and wine ... $8.75. 

/». BUT NICE! 
ARE THE NEW FALL HATS 

It's the same with hats as with hair this fall | more individual you are the better. But here's 

every girl for herself! If it isn't one of the aspecial Peck & Peck rule we've laid down— 

dazzling new litle hats, the crownshouldbe because you know it's smart and we know 

haughty in height, preferably high in front. it's right. Every fur felt hat in all our 24shops 

Aside from that the rules are wide open, the is of Mallory Super Felt—in a word, the best. 

PECK & PECK e FIFTH AVENUE 
At42nd St. + At 48th St. + At 55th St, and at 792 Madison Ave., at 69th St. 

CHICAGO + PHILADELPHIA + ST. LOUIS + BOSTON + DETROIT + CLEVELAND » PROVIDENCE + WHITE PLAINS + MINNEAPOLIS 

MALLORY SUPER FELTS ARE USED EXCLUSIVELY IN ALL PECK & PECK FUR FELT HATS  



GOINGS ON ABOUT TOWN 
orchestra plays in the Jardin d’Eté. There’s also 
Tisdale’s Trio. 

Essex Castno, Essex House, 160 Central Pk. S. 
(Clrcle 7-0300)—Facing the Park, with a side- 
walle café adjoining. Nat Brandwynne and his 
orchestra play for dancing. 

Larue, 480 Park at 58 (VOluntcer 5-6374)—The 
Fanfasy, Room offers music by Eddie Davis's or 
chestra.* 

Normanvte Room, Hotel Novarro, 112 Central Pk. 
S. (CIrcle 7-8527)—Informal after-theatre en- 
tertainment by members of Leonard Sillman’s 
“New Faces” company. 

Park Lane Garpens, Bark at 48 (WIckersham 
2-4100)-—Where you can dine in- or out-of-doors, 
Pancho and his orchestra play for dancing until 
10:30 P.a,* 

Prerre Roor, $ Ave. at 61 (REgent 4-5900)— 
Dancing to Irwin Gilbert’s music in a restaurant 
high above Central Park.* . 

Praza, 5 Ave. at 58 (PLaza 3-1740)—Dinner and 
supper dancing to George Sterney’s music in the 
Persian Room, Dances by Mario and Floria.* 

Rarrgow Room, R.C.A., pee 30 Rockefeller 
Plaza (CIrcle 6-1400)—This handsome room six 

ty-five stories up has Al Donahue's orchestra, 
Nana_Rodrigo’s tango band, dances by Dario 
and Diane, and singing iy Mildred Monson at 
dinner and supper.” . . . Lou Bring’s orchestra 
plays and the, Embassy Boys entertain in the 
adjoining Rainbow Grill, 

Savoy-Praza, 5 Ave. at 58 unteer 5-2600)— 
Emile Petti leads the orchestra in the popular 
Café Lounge. Songs by Corinna Mura. 

St, Moritz Sxy Garvens, 50 Central Pk. S, 
(Wickersham. 2-5800)—Dances by Zanette and 
Coles, songs by Charlie Wright, and music by 
Ron Perry. 

Sr. Reats Viennese Roor, § Ave. at $5 (PLaza 
3-4500)—A gay and charming room, with Jacques 
Fray’s orchestra, Paul Gerrits, and other enter- 
sainments ‘Formal dress required on the dance 

loor. 
Stork Crus, 3 E, $3 (PLaza_3-1940)—Popular 

before: and after-theatre rendezvous. Music by 
Arthur Dann and Gus Martel. 

Versaites, 151 E. $0 (ELdorado 5-8028)—Where 
Broadway meets Park Avenue. Dances by Doro- 
thy and Dave Fitzgibbons, magic by Gali-Gali, 
and songs by_Lee Wiley, with music by the 
Meadowbrook Boys and a tango band. 

Waxnorr-Astorta Srarticut Roor, Park at 49 
(ELdorado 5-3000)—One of the most attractive 
places for dinner and supper dancing. Shep 
Fields’ orchestra and Hugo Mariani’s tango band 
alternate, and Raphael plays the concertina.* 

‘More Roors—Bossert Marine Roof, Montague and 
Hicks Sts, Brooklyn Heights (MAin 4-8100), 
worth the trip for the harbor view, with Jack 
Albin’s orchestra, . . . Pennsylvania Roof, 7 
Ave. at 33 (PEnnsylvania 6-5000), with Joe 
Reichman and his orchestra. . . . Hal Kemp 
and his band are at the Astor Roof, B’way at 
44 (BRyant 9-210)... . McAlpin Roof, 6 
Aye, at 34 (PEnnsylvania 6-5700), with Enoch 
Light's orchestra. . . . Hal Hope and his or- 
chestra play at the Montclair Casino-in-the-Air, 
Lexington at 49 (WIckersham_2-1200). . . - 
Park Central Cocoanut Grove Roof, 7 Ave. at 
56 (Circle 7-8000), with Dick Messner’s band 
and a revue. 

Dance Orcuestras Here anp Tuext—Phil Darcy 
is at the Shelton, Lexington at 49... . Dick 
Stabile plays in the Blue Room of the Lincoln, 
8 Ave, at 44... . Clyde Lucas plays at the Hotel 
New Yorker, 8 Ave. at 34, and there’s a real ice 
carnival for’ entertainment. . . . Charlie Eckel 

plays (until 9:30 ay in the Roosevelt Grill, 
Madison at 46, You'll find Art Shaw at 

Bi Eddie Lane 
7 Ave. at 31... . 

‘at the Edison Green Room, 
46, W. of B’way.... Red Norvo plays for dinner 
only in the Palm Room of the Commodore, Lex- 
ington at 42... . Jolly Coburn is at the Clare- 
mont, Riverside Dr. at 124, where you can dance 
outside on the terrace... , Allen Leafer plays at 
the Tavern-on-the-Green, Central Pk, W. at 67, 
another open-air place. 

    

  

     
Bobby Hayes 

  

  

  

Nores—For al-fresco dining (without dancing) 
two of the best places are: Chatham Walk, Van- 
derbilt at 48 (VOlunteer 5-3400); and Pavillon 
Marguery, 270 Park at 47 (Wickersham 2-9000). 

‘The Promenade Café in Rockefeller Center 
is one of the biggest and airiest of the outof- 
doors dining and drinking places. Walter 
Farmer’s orchestra plays for dancing. 

‘You'll find sidewalk cafés at the Brevoort, 5 
Aye. at 8; Essex House, 160 Central Pk, 5.3 
Fifth Avenue Hotel, § Ave. at 9; George Wash- 
ington, Lexington at 23; Longchamps, 5 Ave. at 
12, and 19 W. 57; Number One Fifth Avenue, 
5 Ave, at 8; Peter Stuyvesant, Central Pk. W. 
at 86; St, Moritz, 6 Ave. at $9; and Sulgrave, 
Park at 67. 

Places offering music, and casual entertain. 
ment, where you might drop in for a drink and 
‘a bite to eat during the course of an evening: 
Netherland Bar, § Ave. at 59: Weylin Bar, Mad: 
ison at 54; Elysée Monkey Bar, 60 E. 545 Bev- 

  

[THIs LISTING COVERS THE TEN DAYS FROM 
THURSDAY, AUGUST 27, THROUGH SATUR- 
DAY, SEPTEMBER 5. TIME GIVEN, INCLUDING 
TRAIN DEPARTURES, IS DAYLIGHT SAVING. ] 

erly Bar, Lexington at $0; Armando’s, 54 E, 553 
Bill's Gay Nineties Bar, 37 E, 54; Gabriel's, 
68 E. 56; Beachcomber Bar, 141 E. $5; Trou 
ville, 112'E, 52. 

Broapway ArmosrHere—The French Casino, 7 
‘Ave, at $0 (COlumbus 5-7070), was scheduled to 
reopen Aug. 25, with a new revue, “Folies 
@Amour.”... . Other places with plenty of floor 
show: Paradise, B’way at 49 (Clrcle 7-1080) ; 
and. Hollywood, B’way at 48 (CHickering 4 
2572)... Jack Dempsey’s Supper Room, 8 Ave. 
at 50 (CIréle 7-6666), has music by Jan Brun- 
esco's orchestra... . Dan Healy's Broadway 
Room, 231 W. 54 “(CIrcle 7-9438), is a good 
place to wind up the evening. 

Tf you're looking for swing music: The Onyx, 
72 W. 52 (Wickersham 23619), with (Stuit 
Smith; and Hickory House, 144 W. 52 (Clrcle 
7.9524), with Riley and Farley... . The 
Kit Kat Club, 152 \E, 58 (ELdorado 5-8271), 
offers Negro entertainment. 

Greexwic Vice — Mori's, 144 Bleecker 
(GRammerey 7-8736), has Nye’ Mayhew’s orches- 
tra... .. The Black Cat, 587 W. B’way, has a 
colored show... . Pleasantly informal and popu- 
Jar with out-of-towners: The Village Barn, 52 W. 
8; and The Greenwich Village Inn, 5 Sheridan 
Sa... . Not for debutantes: Jimmy’ Kelly's, 181 
Suilivan (ALgonquin 4-6161). 

Haxem—The Ubangi Club, 7 “Ave. at 131 (TI 
linghast 5-9366), has a show featuring Gladys 
Bentley... . Dickie Wells, 169 W. 133 (TIlling- 
hast 5-8943), has a hot band; go late. 

Foreicn. ATMosPHERE—Scandinavian: Valhalla, 
141 W. 54 (Circle 7-9821); and Wivel, 254 W. 
54 (COlumbus §-9251). .. . Spanish: El Chico, 
80 Grove, at Sheridan ‘Sq. (CHelsca 2-4646), 
with a lively show. 

JUST OUT OF TOWN 
(An hour’s drive, more or less, from Times Sq. 
and open until 2 A.21.) 
Ben Ruey’s Axrowxeap Inn, Riverdale Ave. at 

246 (Kingsbridge 6-2000)—Dancing on the out- 
door terrace to Irving Conn’s music. 

Cuanticter, Millburn and Short Hills Aves., 
‘Millburn, N.J. (Millburn 6-2377)—A. pleasant 
suburban spot, with music by Gus Steck, 

Gurn Istanp Casino, off the Shore Rd, New 
Rochelle, N.¥. (Hamilton 4480)—Overlooking 
the water, with Charles Barnet’s orchestra. 

Henet’s, Scranton Ave., Lynbrook, LI. (Lyn- 
‘brook 759)—Good food, and dancing to Pierre de 

  

  

  

   Bernardi’s orchestra. 
Mayrare Crup, Eagle Rock Ave., West Orange, 

NJ. (Orange 5-9767)—Hayward Powers and 
hig orchestra play for dinner and supper dancing. 

Merry-Go-Rounp, Atlantic Beach, LI. (Cedar- 
hurst 8860)—A night club by’ the Sea, with 
Elisha Tuttle’s orchestra. 

Mon Parts Room, Monmouth County Country 
Club, Eatontown, N.J. (Eatontown 95)- Barry 

  

Winton’s orchestra plays in this decidedly attrac- 
tive place for dinner and supper dancing.” 

Payitton Royar, Merrick Rd., Valley Sereeias 
LAL. (Valley Stream 1308)—Vincent Lopez and 
his orchestra, and a floor show. 

Pexona Fara, Andover, N.J. (Lake Mohawk 
9600)—Paul’ Biase’s orchestra, and food that's 
an attraction. 

Pieces of Eicut_Civs, Shore Island, East Port 
Chester (Port Chester 2988)—Don Dickerman’s 
new Pirate’s Den, right on the shore. Music by 
Piper Manning and entertainment by Don and 
his forty phantom pirates. 

Rivrera, near the Jersey end of the George Wash- 

ington Bridge (Ft. Lee 8-2000)—Broadway at- 
mosphere on the road and a bit expensive, with 
zeae ‘Aaronson’s orchestra and an elaborate 
show. 

Ross Fenton Farat, on Deal Lake, North Asbury 
Park, N.J. (Asbury Park 354)—Gene Fosdick’s 
orchestra, with dances by Beauvel and Tova; 
songs by Brandt and Fowler, and Ross Mac- 
Lean; and other entertainment.* 

Sxyport, 271 North Ave., New Rochelle, N.Y. 
‘(New Rochelle 10378)—A penthouse restaurant, 
with dance music by Maurice Fitchard. 

Smattwoon’s, Glenwood Landing, L.I. (Glen Cove 
644)—Josephy C, Smith’s orchestra plays in this 
pleasant place overlooking the water. 

Note—Coney Island tourists in search of shore 
dinners and dancing might try: Lundy’s, Ocean 
Ave., Sheepshead Bay; Feltman’s, Surf Ave., 
Coney Island; Villepigue’s Inn, Ocean Ave., 
Bhreusichd Bay; and Beau Rivage, Sheepshead 

ay. 

  

Fourtner our or Town—Canoe Place Inn, Mon- 

tauk Highway, Hampton Bays, L.I. Gienyien 
Bays 150), has music by Bernie Dolen’s orches- 
tra... ... Johnny Johnson’s orchestra plays in 
the Spanish Grill of the Monmouth, Spring Lake 

Beach, Nae (Spring Lake 330); dances by Caper- 
ton and Columbus.’, .. Don Bestor’s orchestra, 
Neila Goodelle, and Minor and Root entertain at 
Arrowhead Inn, Saratoga Springs, N.Y... - 
Riley’s Lake House, Saratoga Springs, N.Y., 
has Herb Gordon’s orchestra, Cross and Dunn, 
and Irene Beasley... , The Piping Rock, Sara: 
toga Springs, N.Y., offers Sophie Tucker and 
her orchestra, 

Memsersutr Praces (more or less)—Westches 
ter Embassy Club, Route 22, Armonk, N.Y. 
‘Armonk Village 334)... . Westchester Bath 
lub, Lawn Terrace, hear Post Rd., Mamaro- 

neck, N.Y, (Mamaroneck 978), with Ernie 
‘Holst’s orchestra. 

Nore—Pleasant places here and there along the 
road for dinner (without dancing) while motor- 
ing: Benedusi’s, Route 100, Amawalk, N.Y. 
(Yorktown 324); Round Hill _ Restaurant, 
Jericho Turnpike, Huntington, L.I, (Hunting- 
ton 1371); Stage Coach Inn, Birch Hill Rd., 
Locust Valley, L.I. (Glen ve 352); Lake- 
ville Manor Inn,” Lake Success, L,I.” (Great 
Neck 2790); Green Tree Lodge, Jericho Turn- 

a Huntington, L.I, (Huntington 38); Hall's, 
cute 25A, Centerport, L.I. (Northport 90); 

Rainbow Tea House, Poundridge, N.Y. (Bed- 
ford Village 616); Old Mill Inn, Route 32, 
Bernardsville, N.J. (Bernardsville 987); French 
Farms, New City, N.Y. (New City 196); The 
White Turkey Inn, Route 7, just north of Dan- 
bury, Conn, (Danbury 1577); Tide Mill Tavern, 
off Post Rd., Southport, Conn. (Fairfield 900) ; 
Outpost, Inn, Ridgefield, Conn. (Ridgefield 
882); Silver Swan Inn, Route 9, just south of 
Poughkeepsie, N.Y. pnts, 6216); Shak- 
er Hollow, South’ Salem, N.Y. (South’ Salem 
133); The Spinning Wheel, Black Rock Turn- 
pike, Redding Ridge, Conn.; Hilltop Farm, 
Bridgewater, Co n.; Western View Farm, New 
Milford, Conn.; “Roger | Smith Restaurants, 
Stamford, Conn., and White Plains, N.Y. 

MOTION PICTURES 
Awtnoxy Anverse—A two-hour-and-more film that 

just touches the surface of the Hervey Allen 
book, with Fredric March as our hero, and a 
fine showing made by Gale Sondergaard as Faith 
Paleologus. (Strand, B’way at 473; continuous 
from 9:30 A.M.) Fexy—Lyneh law and mob rule, with Sylvia Sid- 
ney and Spencer Tracy, (Plaza, 58, E. of Mad- 
ison; Thurs, and Fri., Sept. 3 and 4; continuous 
from 1 Pat.) 

Tur Green Pastures—Conscientious, if not very 
exciting, version of the Roark Bradford-Marc 
Connelly classic, with Rex Ingram as De Lawd. 
(Plaza, 58, E. of Madison; through Fri., Au 
28; continuous from | p.m. ,.. 8th Street Play- 
house, 52 W. 8; Sat. through Fri., Aug. 29-Sept. 
4; continuous from 12:30 For. , .’. Loew's 42nd 
Street, Lexington at 42; and Mayfair, 7 Ave. 
at 47; Wed. and Thurs., Sept. 2 and 3; con- 
tinuous from 9:30 a.m.) 

Many or Scortanp—Katharine Hepburn plays 
Mary Tudor in a typical movie costume play— 
solid, accurate, well directed, and dull. (Palace, 
Bway at 47; and RKO 81st Street, B’way at 

   

  

  

  

  

  

  

 



  81; Fri. through Thurs, Aug, 28-Sept. 
tinuous from 9:30 a. and 12:30 Pe 
tively. . . RRO 58th Street, 3 Ave. j RKO 86th ‘Street, Lexington at 86; and RKO 23rd Street, 143 W, 23; Fri, through’ Mon., Aug. 28-31; continuous from 11” A.) 

Mk, Deeps Gors 10 Town—Amiable business 
about having too much money, with Gary Cooper 
in an easygoing comedy réle. (World, 155 W. 49; continuous from 10:30 A,X.) 

Roméo axp Jvtirr—Norma Shearer, Leslie How- 
ard, John’ Barrymore, Edna May Oliver, and 
crowds of other people, in a big and lavish pro- 
uetion, often successful, and which ought. to do a lot of good to students and other aspiring souls, (Astor, Bway at 45; 2:30 and 
laily} extra performances Sat. at midnight, and 

Sun,’at 6 Pas.) 
Say Faaxctsco—The earthquake, the 

Coast, and some grand opera,’ with Jeanette 
MacDonald, Clark Gable, and "Spencer Trac 
(Little Catnesie, $7, E. of 7 Ave. throtal 
Mon., Aug. 31; continuous from noon, 

Svuzy—Pretty good melodrama about a chorus girl who gets all mixed up in the World War. Jean Harlow, Franchot Tone, Cary Grant, and ‘Lewis Stone. (Mayfair, 7 Ave. at 47; Fri. through Sun, Aug. 28-30; continuous from 8:30 Aa.) We West to Coutece—Unimportant and ingr 
tiating farce about, people ata college reunion. 
Charles Butterworth, Hugh Herbert, Una Mer= 
Kel, and Walter Abel, (Loew’s 86th Street, 3 

, at 86; Sat through Mon., Aug, 29-31; 
uous from 11:30 Ant... . Blaza, $8, E. of 

Madison; Tues, and Wed., Sept. 1 and 2; con- tinuous from 1 P.at.) 
Note—The new Mickey Mouse, “Mickey’s Rival,” is at Radio City Music Hall for the week starting ‘Thurs, Aug. 27... . The current “March of Time”’is at the Einbassy Newsreel for the week starting Thurs., Aug. 27. 

33 con. 
    

  

  

  

  

     

Barbary 
  

    
  

  

    

Also_ recommended, if you run across them: “The Great Ziegfeld?" three hours of Broadway life, with William Powell, Myrna Loy, Fannie Brice, and lots of others; “Poppy,” a friendly little contribution from W. C. Fields. 

  

OPENING OF NOTE 
Swine Titr—The new Fred Astaire-Ginger Rog- ers movie, with Victor Moore, Helen Broderick, and Jerome Kern music. (Radio City Music Hall, 6 Ave. at $0; starting Thurs, Aug. 27; continuous from 11:30 a.a6.) 

  

  

ART 

Anericans—Tomer, Eakins, A. P. Ryder, Tnness, Duveneck, Hassam, and others: Babcock, 38 E. 87, Open’ weekday’, except Sat, 9:30 At, t0 P 
BRooKLYN Musevx—Oil paintings and water col- 

ors by California artists. Also, paintings from India, Persian book illustrations, and the arts of Baliz’Brooklyn Museum, Eastern P’kway. Open weekdays 10 a.st. to 5 Fm} 2 to 6 p.m. FRANKLIN—Special exhibition of Houdon’s kite- lying statesman and his circle: Gallery D-6, Metropolitan Museum of Art, Open weekdays 10 As. to 5 pat; Sat. until 6 v.c.; Sun. 1 to 

  

  

   

     

  

or. 
MoveRy Musewam—Modern French painters and sculptors as illustrators; modern exposition arch= 

itecture; a summer exhibition of paintings, wa- 
ter colors, and sculpture from the permanent collection;’and a special group of American and Puropean paintings from a. private collection: Muscum of Modern Art, 11 W. 53, Open week- days 10 a.m. to 5 Pat; Sun, 2 to 5. Miscerzanrovs—Water ‘colors and drawings by WPA artists: Federal Art Project Gallery, 7 E. 38. Open weekdays 10 An. to 6 Pati throush Fri., Aug. 28... . Pastels by Anne Kroll: Koln, GOS" 5 Ave. Open weekdays, except Sat, 9:30 AM. toS pM... . Sculpture by Irving Diener, and’ paintings by’ Rarle Richardson and Lorenzo Santillo: Artists? Union, 430 6 Ave, ... The Mu- seum of the City of New York, 5 Ave. at 103, is showing a large collection of John Rozers groups: and Portraits of Ladies of Old New York. Open weekdays, except Tues., 10 At, (0° Pat} Sun, 1 to S Pa, 

Norrs—Some out-of-town galleries and museums th visiting while off on vacation trips: Yale ty of Fine Arts, New Haven, Conn., con: 
ing the fine Jarves Collection of italian Primitives. Open daily 2 to4 Pat. . . Worcester Art Museum, Worcester, Mass. Open weekdays 10 Am to 5 Raj Stn, 2 to 6 Smith College Museum of “Art, Ni Mass. Open daily 2:30 to 4:30 Pn Gallery of American Art, Phi 

      

    

  

  

  

     

  

   

     

  

  

  Academy, Andover, Mass. Open weekdays 9 a.at. to 5 p.at.d Sun, 2:30 to 5 p.ac.... The Orozco murals in the Baker Library, Dartmouth College, Hanover, N.H. Open weekdays 8 at. to 6 Pat; Sat. until noon... . The Berkshire Museum, Pitts field, Mass, Open weekdays 10 at. to. 8 Pu 
Sun. 2 to 5 pat... . The Springfield Museum, Springfield, Mass. .”.”, The Wadsworth Athen: um, Hartford, Conn., ‘with a really modern mu- 
seum interior... . Also, the Whaling Museum of the South Dartniouth “Historical Society, New Bedford, Mass., and the Bucks County Historical Society Museum, Doylestown, Pa,, dor fine ex- 

  

     

  

  

    

amples of Early American craftsmanship and folk art. 
Fourth annual exhibition of oils by members: 

Lyme Art Association, Old Lyme, Cann, Open 
weekdays 10 a.m. to 6 p..; Sun, 1 to 6 Pm. ... Tenth annual exhibition of Southern Ver: imont artists: Gymnasium, Burr & Burton Semi. 
nary, Manchester, Vt. Opening Sat., Aug. 29, 
at 3 p.m; thereafter daily 10 a.m. to 10 
through Sept. 9. , «| Mystic Art Ass 
tion’s water color and black-and-white exhibi. 
tion: Mystic, Conn, Open weekdays 10 A. 
6 p.u.; Sun, 1 to 6 P.M... , Summer exhibition: 
Ogunquit Art Association, Ogunquit, Me, Open 
gaily 10 a.m, to 5 pat, ,.. Annual Exhibition of 
the Provincetown Art Association, 460 Commer- cial Street, Provincetown, Mass. Open weekdays 10 a.m. to 5:30 raat; Sun. 2 to 5:30 pat... 
Paintings by members of the Uptown, Gallery xtoup, Forest House, Lake Mahopac, N.Y... « 
Oils, lithographs, and gouaches by Coulton 
Waugh, Sayre Gallery, Pamet Point Rd., Well- fleet, Mass... . Paintings by Alexander Brook, Sawkill Painters & Sculptors, Woodstock, N.Y. 
through Aug. 29... . Drawings by Paul’ Melts- 
ner: Russian Corner, Woodstock, N.Y... . Annual exhibitions of the North Shore “Arts 
Association, and the Gloucester Society of Artists, 
Gloucester, Mass... . Rockport Art Association's 
show, Rockport, Mass.; through Sept. 6. 

MUSIC 
Hrrroprome Opera Comrany—Salmagei’s popular priced presentations at the Hippodrome, 6 Ave. at 43, 8:15 P.st.—‘Rigoletto,” Fri. Eve. Aug. 28; “La Bohéme,” Sat. Eve., Aug. 29; “The Rarber of Seville,” Sun. Eve., Aug. 30, WPA Music—Brooklyn ” Symphony: Prospect Park, Brooklyn, Sun. Afts, at 3... . New York Festival Orchestra: Brookiyn Museum, Eastern P’kway, Sun, Afts, at 3... . New York Civic Orchestra: Central Park ‘“Mcil, ‘Sun, Eves. at 

8:30. 
Ovr-or-Towx—Chamber-music concerts by _ the Gordon String Quartet, at the Hall, Music Mountain, Falls Village, ‘Conn, Sun. Afts. at 4 

;- . “The Bartered Bride,” by the Steel Pier Opera Company, Atlantic City, N.J., Sat. and 
Sun, Eves. Aug, 29 and 30, at 8:30. 

ON THE AIR 
‘Tennis—Ted Husing describes the National Dow. bles Championships at the Longwood. Cricket Club: Fri, Aft., Aug. 28, at 2:30; and Sat. Aft, Aug. 29, at 3; WABC, 
Frank Suieriax—With Nicolai Berezowski, vio- 

linist, in a series of sonata recitals: Sat. Morns. 
at 11:30, WABC. 

Racixc—Descriptions of the Hopeful the Saratoga Cup_at_ Saratoga: Sat. Aft., Aug. 29, from 4:30 to 5:15, WOR. The Woodmiere Stakes at Aqueduct: Mon. Aft, Aug. 31, at 4, WO Wantnc’s Pewnsvivanrans—Fred Waring and hi orchestra return from vacation: Tues. Eve., Sept. 1, at 9, WABC. 
Focreatt—Play-by-play account of the game be- tween a team of college stars and the Detroit Lions at Soldier Ficld, Chicago: Tues. Eve., pte 1, at 9:30, WIZ. 
Micazixe oF THE Aix—Grand Duchess Marie and Angelo Patri will be guest speakers on the first of a new series (to be heard Wed. Fri., and Mon. thereafter): Wed. Morn. Sept. 2, at 11, WARBC. 
Some Werxty Featurrs—N.B.C. Music Guild: Thurs. and Mon, at 2:30, WJZ; Tues, at 1:45, Wed. at 2, WEAR. . - - Rudy Vallée’s Varieties! 

Thurs. at! 8, WEAK... . Seattle Symphony, Cameron conducti at 8, WARC. 2 

  

    

   

  

  

  

  

  

   

  

  

    
    

  

   
    

  

    

     
   

  

Lanny Ross_and Al Goodman: Thurs, at 9, WEAF. . .. Tom Howard: Fri, at 2:30, WEAF. =... Hollywood Hotel: Fri, at 9, WABC. - . - Richard Bonelli: Fri, at 9, WJZ... . “André Kostelanetz: Fri. at 10, Wed, at 9, WABC... . Hippodrome Opeta: Fri. and Sat. at 10, WMCA! tyre Coolidge String Quartet: Fri. ‘at 11:30, WIZ... . Swing Session: Sai, at 8, WABC. a1, Bruna Castagna: Sat, at 9, WABC. .. Kreiner String Quartet: Sun. ‘at 2, WABC Columbia Symphony, Barlow conducting: Sun at 3, WABC. ... The Art of Song: Sun 
WOR. . .°.” Philadelphia Summer Or: 

nducting: Sun. at 8:30, WABC. Cornelia Otis Skinner: Sun. at 9, WJZ... 1 Whiteman: Sun. at 9:15, WJZ... Mart garet Speaks: Mon. at 8:30, WEAF... Richard Himber: Mon. at 9:30, WEAF. . \”.” Hammer- stein Music Hall: Tues. at 8 WABC.... Ken Murray: Tues. at 8:30, WABC. .. . Ben Bernie: Tues. at 9, WJZ... . Rupert“Hughes: Tues. at 9:30, WABC. ..”. "Willie and Eugene Howard: Wed, at &, WJZ... Burns and Allen: Wed. at 8:30, WABC, |. | Stcopnagle and Budd: Wed. at 9, WEA, (Tinies are P.as.) 
SPORTS 

Avro Racrxo—Midget auto races: Madison Square Garden Bowl, Northern Blvd., Long Island City, Wed. Eves. at 8:43. (Take 8 Ay 
way ‘to 46 St. Queens.) Basenart—Games Sat. and Sun. at 3 pat. days at 3:15 p.x.—At Vankee Stadium: Yan- kees vs, St. Louis, Thurs. Aug. 27; Yankees vs, Detroit, Fri., Aug. 28 (double-header at 1:30 Baxt.), and’ Sat.. Aug. 29; Yankees vs. Chicago, Sun, ‘through Tues., Aug, 30-Sept, 1; Yankees vs. Cleveland, Wed. and ‘Thurs., Sept. 2 and 3. (Take 6 or 9 Ave. “L"; 8 Ave. subway; oF Jerome Ave. subway, Bextc—At Madison Square Garden: Tony Can- zoneri_vs, Lou Ambers, lightweight champion- ship; and Mike Belloise vs. Dave Crowley, featherweight championship: Thurs. Eve., Sept. 33 preliminaries at 8:30 Yar. Govr—Walker Cup Matches, U.S. vs. Great Britain, Pine Valley Golf Club, Clementon, NJ., Wed. and Thurs. Sept. 2 and’3, Horse Suows—Smithtown Horse Show, St. James, Li., Sat, Aug, 29... . Rhinebeck-Dutchess County Horse Show, Rhinebeck, N.Y., Wed, and Thurs., Sept, 2 and’ 

Poto—National Onen Championship, International Field, Meadow Brook Club, Westbury, L.1., Sat. Alts, Aug. 29 and Sept. $, at 4. (Speciai’train will ‘leave Penn, Sta. about 2:50 pas. PEnnsylvania 6-5600 for exact time.) games will be played Sun., Tues., and Thi Aug. 30, Sept. Land 3; sce daily papers for lox tion and tim 
Ractno—Saratoga Springs, N.Y.: races daily at 3 ba. through Sat, Aug. 29, The Saratoga Steeplechase Handicap, the Honeful, and. the Saratoga Cup will be run Sat., Aug. 29. (Train leaves Grand Central daily at’10 a.x., arriving Saratoga at 2:06 p.m. The Saturday Special leaves at 9:35 a.a., arriving at 1:35 Paw,). Aqueduct, LL: races weekdays at 2:30 plat starting Mon, Aug. 31. (Special trains leave Penn, Sta. at intervals from 12:35 to 1:55 Pat.) Texxis—National Doubles Championships, Long- wood Cricket Club, Chestnut Hill, Mass.. througl Sat. Aug. 29... ,. National Singles Champion- ships, West Side Tennis Club, Forest Hilis, Ly start’ Thurs. Aft. Sept. 3, ‘and continue’ daily: through Sat., Sept. 12; see daily papers for time of matches, 
Yacutixc—Championship races on Long Island Sound: Port Washington Yacht Club, Sat. Aft, Aug. 29; Seawanhaka Corinthian Yacht’ Club; Sat Aft, Sept. 5. 

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

    

  

     
  

  

  

  

   
  

    

  

  

  

  

  

  

   

  

    

   

  

  

   

  

    

    



  

ty an Clirfloc loday 
... YOU GET TOMORROW'S VALUE | 

t's the roomiest 
car ever built. All cars must some 
day try to match the true living room 
comfort exclusive to the Airflow. The 
wide divan-like seats. Room to stretch 
out and relax. Room to enter or leave 
in comfort. Extra inches in every di- 

mension for a ride without crushing 
or crowding. 

BECAUSE Bona 
its ride. Modern weight distribution 
originated in the Airflow Chrysler. It 
is carried farther in the Airflow than 
in any other car. You ride near the 
center of balance . . . cradled between 
the axles. It’s true that you can read 
or write in an Airflow at 60 miles an 
hour! 

Us the safest car 
on the road. The safety which only 
Airflow design gives—riding inside the 

  

   

frame of the car . . . with long, strong 
girders of steel protecting you on 
every side. The strength and silence of 
a body and frame inseparably welded 
into a single sturdy unit. The match- 
less added protection of Chrysler’s 
famous hydraulic brakes . . . and Life- 
guard tubes to end blow-out worries. 

it brings new econ- 
omy. With its Airflow lines and Auto- 

matic Overdrivet, the Airflow Chrysler 
sets a standard of economy never be- 
fore approached in a car so roomy and 
powerful. The Airflow Imperial holds 
an official A. A. A. record of 18.1 miles 
per gallon on a transcontinental run. 

    CHBYSLEP 

it will stay modern 
for years. The Airflow you buy to- 
day is a car with a future. It makes 
this year’s dollars buy next year’s 
values. In modern lines, performance, 
comfort and safety, it clearly sets the 
trend in motor car design. 

Your Chrysler dealer invites you 
to see and drive an Airflow Chrysler 
...to see at first hand why its for- 
ward-reaching design makes it today’s 
most long-lived motor car investment. 

YY Cunvscer six... 93 horsepower, 118-inch wheelbase, 
8760 and up. 
WT De Luxe Eront ...105 and 110 horsepower, 121 
and 133-inch wheelbase, 8525 and up. 
YT Amrtow ErcHT... 115 horsepower, 123-inch wheel~ 
base. All models, $1345. 
YY ArrLow Impertat .. . 130 horsepower, 128-inch 
wheelbase. All models, $1475. 
3Y Amrtow Cusrom Impsniat . - 
137-inch wheelbase, 82475 and up. 
Automatic Overdrive is standard on Airflow Imperial. Availe 
able on all 1936 Chryslers at slight additional cost. 
All prices list at factory, Detroit; special equipment extra. 
‘Ask for Official Chrysler Motors-Commercial Credit Com- 
pany Payment plan. Available through all Chrysler Dealers. 

+ 130 horsepower, 

    

 



  

  

THE TALK OF THE TOWN 

Notes and Comment 

E are a trifle annoyed at Metro- 
W Goldwyn-Mayer for advertis- 

ing Norma Shearer, in the 
“Romeo and Juliet” souvenir program, 
as “the first screen Julict.” Miss Shearer 
is the third screen Juliet, not the first. 
The first screen Juliet was either Theda 

Bara or Beverly Bayne, we don’t know 
which. We do know that there were 
two silent versions of the play—if you 
can imagine a silent rendering of such 
lines as “Sleep dwell upon thine eyes, 
peace in thy breast! Would I were 
sleep and peace, so sweet to rest!” It 

‘was a tough assignment, but Miss Bara 
and Miss Bayne took it. Both produc- 

C     
tions were in 1916. One was produced 
by Quality-Metro, the other by Fox. 
In the Quality version, Francis X. 
Bushman played Romeo and Miss 
Bayne Juliet; both actors had been pop- 
ular, but Shakespeare finished them off 
and their star set. The director of 
that version was John W. Noble, and 
also in the cast were Horace Vinton, 
Eric Hudson, Edmund Elton, Fritz 
Leiber, Olaf Skavlan, W. L. Brett, A. 
J. Herbert, Edwin Boring, Joseph 
Dailey, Barry Maxwell, William H.* 
Burton, Helen Dunbar, Genevieve 
Reynolds, Adella Barker, and Ethel 
Mantell. In the Fox production, Harry 
Hilliard played Romeo opposite Miss 
Bara. The director was J. Gordon 
Edwards. Included in the cast were 
Walter Law, Glen White, Victory 
Bateman, Alice Gale, Edwin Holt, 
John Webb Dillon, Elwin Eaton, Einar 
Linden, and Helen Tracy. 

ENTAMETER gets into one’s 
hair, and can’t be got out. Emerg- 

ing from the Astor Theatre after the 
“Romeo” opening, with the beauty of 
Will Shakespeare clinging to us like 
dew, we forced our way into the curi- 
ous, gaping throng on the sidewalk, 
who seemed to think they were going 
to see a Montague pass by. We were 
soon accosted by a beggar. “Gimme a 
nickel, will you, mister?” he said. And 
so overpowering was the sixteenth cen- 
tury that we found ourself pressing a 
coin into his hand and crying, “This 
silver, lad, will still thy belly’s cry.” 
He looked at us sharply, but took the 
money. 

E presume some of our readers 
missed the item, or case history, 

in the Times the other day about the 
Queens man whose wife lost their first 
baby in the hospital. The man prompt- 
ly got in his automobile and drove 
around shooting off a shotgun and 
shouting, “Everybody can haye a baby 
but my wife!” He grazed a cop, broke 
several windows, raised hell generally 
before the police subdued him. We 
keep thinking about this sorrow-crazed 
man, and about his unfortunate wife. 
We can hear her hysterical denuncia- 
tion: “It wasn’t enough I should lose 
my baby, no. That wasn’t enough. 
You hadda ride through the streets 
whooping and shooting guns, telling 
everybody in the whole city I can’t have 
ababy.”? The incident haunts us. We 
wonder whether the man will lose his 
job on account of it. He is a telephone 
operator for an ice-cream plant. Sup- 
pose the president of the concern, Mr. 
Louis §. Weinzholtz, perhaps, calls in 
Mr. Bert Belt, general office manager, 
and says, “Belt, we can’t have a man 
on the switchboard who is likely to 
tell anybody who calls up this firm 
that everybody can have a baby but his 
wife. Belt, we got to let that man go.” 
Belt, naturally, is not keen on firing a 
man who, in his moments of despair, is 
likely to let fly with a shotgun. We 
worry about the poor bereft husband, 

we worry about the heartsick wife, we 
worry about Belt. . 

‘RAGEDY and a kind of grim 
humor walk the world hand in 

hand, often enough, ‘There is cer- 
tainly nothing funny to us in a young 
couple losing their first baby. There 
is nothing laughable in a young father 
temporarily insane with grief, as any 
of us might be at any moment. Yet 
madness is untrustworthy: it would be 
hard to deny that this husband, shoot- 
ing up the streets and uttering his cry, 
“Everybody can have a baby but my 
wife! ,” is anything but an inspired antic. 
‘The story persists in one’s mind, and 
grows. “I see where a woman named 
Demuth just down the street here at 
No. 11 lost her baby in the hospital,” 
said Mr. Joseph Klutch to his wife 
one night after dinner, “Poor thing,” 
said Mrs. Klutch, “Well, we never 
had one to lose, eh Mamma?” said 
Klutch wistfully, folding up the paper. 

News item: “As Mr. Joseph Klutch 
of 22 172nd Street, St. Albans, Queens, 
stepped onto his front porch last night 
on his way toa cigar store, Elbert De- 
muth, aged 27, a telephone operator 
employed by an ice-cream plant, fired 
both barrels of a shotgun into him, 
shouting, ‘Everybody can have a baby 
but my wife!” ” 

We must try to forget this terrible 
incident. It isn’t good to dwell on 
tragic jokes, 

HERE seems to be a regular epi- 
demic of people letting go with a 

shotgun. Not long ago there was the 
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case of the boat owner whose table in 
his cruiser was set for four, Suddenly 
the wash from a passing speedboat rolled



the cruiser and spilled the whole dinner 
off onto the deck. The owner pulled 
his gun, hit someone in the speed- 
boat, and forty minutes later was still 
whanging away with his weapon at 
almost anybody who chanced to pass. 
These explosive flare-ups of people who 
are tried beyond endurance and go 
suddenly out of their mind must be 
attributable to something. Perhaps it 
is the heat. Perhaps it is the emo- 
tional tension of a potentially Repub- 
lican year. 

NOTHER matter that has been 
much in our thoughts lately is the 

affair in the church by the waters of 
Babylon, L. I., where the priest ejected 
a young girl who was wearing slacks. It 
disturbs us when the church, which 
should be a sanctuary, becomes a citadel 
—and we don’t care a whoop what the 
other Babylonian ministers said, either. 
The world is topsy-turvy enough with- 
out having a priest, wearing skirts, 
censoring a young female penitent in 
trousers. Let the church succor its 
children, and never mind what they 
have on! 

Inbred 

HE Schenectady County Emer- 
gency Relief Bureau (116 Erie 

Boulevard, Schenectady, N.Y.) has a 
sign on its front door: “CLosED sATUR- 
DAY EXCEPT FOR EMERGENCIES.” 

Lead-Off Man 

E know a lot of middle-aged 
eccentrics, but only one young 

one, He is Jo-Jo Moore, who plays left 
field for the Giants. His eccentricity is 
swinging at the first ball pitched, in- 
stead of letting it go by; and his value 
to the Giants is that he often hits it, and 
gets to first base. This faculty is highly 
esteemed in baseball circles, Jo-Jo not 
only swings at the first one, but inas- 
much as he is the Giants’ lead-off man 
(first man at bat), he consequently is 
found taking a poke at the first pitched 
ball of the game. Getting a hit on the 
first ball has been known to unnerve 
a pitcher, and Joe Moore has started 
many a moundsman on the road to the 
clubhouse. 

We were sufficiently electrified by 
his crotchet to pay him a call in his New 
York apartment in the Hudson View 
Gardens at Pinehurst Avenue and West 
183rd Street, where he introduced us 
to Mrs. Moore and summarized his life 
story. It appears that he was tossed 

around among the minor-league teams 
for such a long time that when he 
finally got to bat in a Giants’ uniform 
he was so anxious to make good that 
he couldn’t resist swinging at the first 
ball offered him. “I’m swinging from 
the minute I leave the bench,” said Mr. 
Moore, “and I guess the fans started 
noticing it, especially since I was the 
first at bat.” 

Joe was born a southpaw in Gause, 
Texas, and still owns a spinach farm 
there. (There are four other Moores 
in the League—no relation.) He was 
playing in the Texas League when he 
heard that Dick Kinsella, Giant scout, 
was expected in town. On the eve of 
Kinsella’s arrival, Joe got a broken wrist 
in a night game at Shreveport, but 
managed to stall him off for two weeks 
and keep him around town. Finally he 
got back in the game, wearing a leather 
brace, impressed Kinsella, and was 
bought for about $30,000. He reported 
in the fall, but was optioned to Newark, 
and from then on was bandied about in 
the loose way which at length spurred 
him on to becoming an eccentric. Last 
year he played every one of the Giants’ 
155 games, equalling the all-time record 
for times at bat, with 681. This year he 
has missed only one. He is a brilliant fly- 
catcher, and has a throwing arm that 
base runners respect. During the last 
four years he has averaged over .300 
at bat. 

Some lead-off men are short of 
stature and hard to pitch to. They get 
on base by walking. Others are only fair 
hitters but are fleet, and can beat out 
infield grounders, Still others have such 
a nutty stance that they get in the way 
of a pitched ball (unintentionally, of 
course) and walk to first rubbing an 
arm, shin, or shoulder, Joe is different, 
and has introduced a new first-man 
technique by simply pinging the first 
one, Next time you go to the Polo 
Grounds, keep your eyes open for him. 
If you are a gambling sort, you might 
lay three to ten that he will connect 
with the first ball. Those are supposed 
to be the odds, though nobody has ever 
kept the statistics. 

In addition to this talent, Joe also 

    

holds thisseason’s record among lead-off 
men for getting to base by getting hit by 
apitched ball. Managers have instruct- 
ed their pitchers to keep the first one 
away from Joe’s bat, and in their zeal to 
follow instructions, pitchers often clip 
him. Moore doesn’t approve of this 
way of getting to first, but there isn’t 
much he can do about it. 

. .. Never Shall Be Slaves 

WE know a suburban couple who 
have a fine Scotch maid named 

Jean. She’s a loyal Briton, and was 
pretty excited at the prospect of seeing 
the Queen Mary arrive on her maiden 
trip. It turned out that our couple were 
invited away for the weekend the 
Queen Mary was due, so they amiably 
suggested that Jean invite her brother 
and sister-in-law, who live pretty far 
out in Jersey, to stay with her in their 
house, so all three could celebrate the 
big event together. Everything went 
off perfectly, and there wouldn’t be any 
story to tell, except that a week ago 
Jean, looking disturbed, said to her mis- 
tress, “I suppose you’re wondering why 
Bella hasn’t written you a bread-and- 
butter letter. She does the strangest 
things, Now, I would have written and 
thanked you for your hospitality, but 
Bella thanked the Queen.” She then 

produced a letter on mourning station- 
ery with the royal crest, which had 
in due course reached the Jersey sis- 
ter-in-law, and had been triumphantly 
passed on to Jean: “The Lady in Wait- 
ing has been commanded by the Queen 
to acknowledge receipt of Mrs. B. Mac- 
Donald’s letter and to say that Her 
Majesty is very glad she had such a 
good view of the Queen Mary on her 
arrival in New York.” “I do think,” 
Jean persisted sadly, “that she should 
have written to you instead.” 

Central Building 

FTER a long but not unenjoyable 
week which we spent in sorting 

out official and unofficial statements, 
interviewing the wrong people, and 
guessing at the meaning of legal docu- 
ments, we are in a position to tell you 
that the Public Library is about to spend 
$100,000 to have its facade fixed up. It 
seems that the late Thomas Hastings, 
senior member of the architectural firm 
which designed the building, was never 
quite satisfied with the facade after it 
was erected; considered it too squat and 
heavy. This squatness was emphasized 
by the up-and-down lines of the sky-



  

“Theyre getting a divorce.” 

scrapers that sprang up in the neighbor- 
hood, and in the latter years of his life 
Mr. Hastings took to avoiding Fifth 
Avenue, so he wouldn’t have to look. 
He died in 1929, leaving detailed plans 
for what he considered the necessary 
revisions of the Fifth Avenue entrance, 
His widow, who died this spring, car- 
ried out his wish and left $100,000 to 
the Library, suggesting that it be used 
to alter the facade. (Mr. Hastings had 
even gone as far as getting contrac- 
tors’ estimates on the work, and had been 
told that $100,000 was plenty.) 

The Public Library isn’t going to 
be hurried into anything, though. First 
of all, the director pointed out, the 
money hasn’t been received yet, and it’s 
hardly dignified to talk about how it’s 
going to be spent. Second, there won’t 
be a meeting of the board of trus- 
tees until October, so no action can be 
taken before then. ‘Third, the build- 

ing docsn’t belong to the Public Li- 
brary; it belongs to the city, and the 
changes will have to be approved by 
municipal architects, This last fact rath- 
er startled us, and we took time out 

to clear it up: the Library is nothing 
but good will and a lot of books; it 
occupies the Fifth Ayenue structure as 
a tenant of the city. ‘The city owns 
the place, officially calls it the Central 
Building, and pays for its upkeep, even 
replacing broken windows. 

The officials we talked to agreed 
that, in spite of all the red tape still to 
be gone through, the thing was pretty 
certain to be done. The detailed plans 
drawn up by Mr. Hastings are under 
lock and key in the Library, and with 
the money available there’s no reason 
for not going ahead. The new facade 
will have cight Corinthian columns in- 
stead of six, and the heavy stone piers 
at either end will be removed. The six 

symbolic figures that now stand above 
the six columns, representing History, 
Drama, Poetry, Religion, Romance, 
and Philosophy, are to have two new 
playmates; nobody is certain as yet what 
they are to represent, if anything. It’s 
a detail Mr. Hastings seems to have 
skipped. Incidentally, there’s some doubt 
as to whether there will be enough 
left out of the $190,000 to pay for 
the carving of the figures; the modelling 
and carving of the original six cost 
$25,000. 

    

Sammy Lane 

[I you can remember as far back as 
Jast April, you may recall that there 

Was prominent in the news a Miss 
Cathrine Curtis. She was (and is) the 
moving spirit of Women Investors 
In America, Inc., which refused point- 
blank to allow a Senate committee to
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“Confidentially, we want to rid the place of praying mantes.” 

search its files for evidence of lobbying 
activities, in spite of the fact that most 
of the big masculine corporations were 
giving in. Ever since then we have felt 
a sort of awed interest in Miss Curtis; 
last week we finally got around to call- 
ing on her, at the headquarters of her 
organization, 535 Fifth Avenue. We 
were pretty lucky to catch her in. Most 
of her time these days is spent flit- 
ting about the country on lecture tours, 
rounding up money and members for 
the Women Investors, and “humaniz- 
ing” finance and Big Business for the 
average woman. In addition to being 
the first woman to be called before the 
Senate Finance Committee, she is, she 
told us, the first woman ever to present 
an educational radio program on fi- 
nance and economics, and the first in- 
dependent woman movie producer. She 
got into the picture business by chance, 
out of Harold Bell Wright. After leav- 

° 

ing private school in New York, she 
went to Arizona to run her ranch. 
(“The West has always fascinated 
me,” she says, throwing wide her arms 
to express the fascination of the West.) 
One day she was walking through the 
lobby of a hotel in Phoenix, and a man 
came up to her and said, “Why, Sam- 
my Lane!” Turned out, after a lot of 
confusion, that this was Harold Bell 
Wright, looking for a girl to play the 
part of Sammy Lane in “The Shepherd 
of the Hills.’ If you remember your 
H. B. W. heroines, you'll have a good 
idea of what Miss Curtis is like—up- 
right, buxom, what used to be called 
q fine figure of a woman.” , 

Miss Curtis took the movie part, and 
afterward drifted into the production of 
silent pictures, handling the distribution, 
raising the capital, and doing the pub- 
licity. ‘Then followed a period during 
which Miss Curtis (she is ashamed to 

AUGUST 29, 1936 

say) did nothing at all: just loafed. The 
arrival of the depression put a stop to 
this, Not that the Curtis fortune suf- 
fered—she has always, since the day 
when, at the age of fifteen, she bought 
some Reading Railroad stock and it 
immediately went up eight points, been 
a successful investor. But she realized 
that lots of women were bemused about 
how stocks and things worked, so she 
prepared a series of radio addresses, 
which she delivered over WMCA dur- 
ing 1934 and ’35. This led more or 
less directly to the formation of Women 
Investors In America, Inc. 

‘The Women, who started out to be 

“non-sectarian and non-partisan,” have 
gradually got madder and madder at 
the New Deal, from what we gathered, 
and may be a force in the coming elec- 
tion. ‘Their activities are. vague, but 
alarming. One of their slogans is: “One 
Woman Can Be Forceful—One Hun- 
dred Women Can Be Helpful—One 
Thousand Women Can Be Powerful 
—But One Million Women—United 
—Are Invincible! LET’S GO!” Miss 
Curtis did valiant battle a year ago 
against the inheritance tax, and also 
supervised a survey of women’s hold- 
ings in some of the large, publicly owned 
corporations, which showed the men 
which side their bread was buttered on. 
The “In” in the corporate name should 
properly be stressed, thus: Women In- 
vestors In America, Inc. “Women hold 
three-quarters of America’s wealth, 
and one-quarter of its jobs. We are all 
investors IN America, whether we are 
bond-holders, job-holders, _property- 
holders, or husband-holders.”” ‘That’s 

the idea. 

Paid in Full 

E have recently been privileged 
to see a receipted bill from the 

University of Notre Dame to one of 
this year’s graduating class: 

A, B. Degree 
Extra Elec. for Radio 

  

Statistics 

‘TRAVELLER we know who 
likes to count things tells us that 

he drove out to the shrine of Ste. Anne 
de Beaupré when he was in Quehec 
recently and counted 216 automobiles 
with U.S. licence plates there, out of a 
total of 235 cars. What interested him 
mainly, however, was a little yellow 
pennant-shaped sticker which he found  
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proudly pasted on the rear window of 
eleven of the U.S. cars. It bore in black 
type the announcement, “Visited the 
Quints.”” 

Maru 

‘T just happens that at the moment 
we are a mine of information 

about the Japanese word “Maru,” 
and if you persevere you'll know all we 
know. If you travel much or read the 
shipping news, you have probably no- 
ticed that “Maru” is the last name of 
every ship, except warships, that sails un- 
der the Japanese flag. Lots of people 
will tell you that the word simply means 
“ship,” that the Japs say “Hisakawa 
Maru” or “Asawabonto Maru” much 
as we would say “S.S, Berengaria” or 
“S.S. Van Dine.” It isn’t as easy as 
that, though. We sensed that it wasn’t 
easy when we casually asked a Japanese 
acquaintance for a translation and he 
turned pale, said, “Not American,” and 
hurried away. We got hold of another 
Jap, who was quite willing to explain; 
his explanation was that “Maru” is a 
funny, ancient, and traditional Japanese 
appellation, something like “old boy,” 
only not like “old boy.” We then can- 
celled all our engagements for the rest 
of the day and went around to the Jap- 
anese Consulate. They sent us up the 
street to the Japan Tourist Bureau. 
‘There we met an amiable gentleman 
named Mr. Kimura, who, upon learn- 
ing our errand, handed us a little folder 
and said, “Tells whole story.” The 
folder was pink and green, with a pic- 
ture of a pagoda on it, and the words 
“What Is Maru?” We sat down and 
read it right there. It told the whole 
story, all right. 

Tt seems that there are all sorts of 
Maru explanations, catering to all 
tastes. There’s a Japanese legend that 
it’s a tribute to Azuminosora Maru, a 
sea deity with whom the early Japs 
wished to stand in well. A Chinese 
legend (naturally open to suspicion) 
says that four thousand years ago a 
messenger from Heaven, named Ha- 
kudo Maru, taught humans how to 
build ships, and that the suffix is still used 
in deference to him. There’s another 
school of thought which says that the 
literal translation of “Maru” is “circle,” 
or “ring,” and that its use as part of a 
boat’s name dates back to primitive cor- 
acles, which were roughly circular in 
shape. The pamphlet, fairly coherent 
to this point, then cleared its throat and 
said, ““Marw’ is a noble word to the 
Japanese and it was applied to swords, 

musical instruments, and the concentric 
sections of castles.” After that we 
began skipping. We skipped the ex- 
planation dealing with “Maru” and 
“Maro” as little boys’ names, and we 
skipped the paragraph which took up 
the possibility that “Maru” was a cor- 
ruption of the Japanese word for “busi- 
ness house” or “company” and so got 
put on early merchant ships, What it 
comes down to is that nobody knows 
what “Maru” means, or how it got 
attached to the names of ships. We put 
this point-blank to Mr. Kimura, and he 
sadly admitted that this was so. Peo- 
ple kept asking, either coming in per- 
sonally or telephoning, and one of the 
Japanese steamship lines finally got up 
the pamphlet. It may not clear up the 
Maru mystery for inquirers, but they 
don’t ask many more questions; they 
go away in a daze. 

An Occidental friend of ours who 
has looked into the question thinks 
that “Maru” is an abbreviation of an 
ancient prayer to the gods that the 
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ship come back safe and sound, and 
that it is omitted from warships be- 
cause they are theoretically looking 
for trouble, and don’t want to sound 
like sissies. (Note to Mr. Brisbane: 
Boo!) We telephoned the Tourist 
Bureau with this theory, but were told 
that “Maru” is also omitted from the 
names of some yachts, all of which 
presumably want to come back safe 
and sound. If you think you know the 
explanation, please don’t tell us about 
it, We're tired, and youre probably 
wrong. 

ISP of conversation, drifting out 
of an air-cooled theatre lobby: 

. subsisted for six months entirely 
on mayonnaise.” Wisp of madness, 
pencilled on the back of a Childs menu: 
“Take car—sleeping potion—forget- 
fulness.” Wisp of musical criticism, 
pronounced by a lady at a Stadium con- 
cert: “Iturbi’s awfully short, but I 
like to hear him conduct.” 

« 
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Ganonea 

“The dear boy never gives me 
a minute’s worry, He always beats the rap.”
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THE JENNY~CAT 
se D Beauty draws us with a sin- 
A gle hair.” Whoever made that 

assertion must have lived in a 
city. In our Dorsetshire village we pay 
very little attention to beauty. Some 
startling form of ill-health, reprobate 
manners, or a tandem bicycle would 
have much stronger drawing powers 
than beauty. But for all that, and 
against our better judgment, we can- 
not help giving a great deal of our at- 
tention to Lucy Cutlet. 

Lucy’s beauty is of a kind we had 
never seen before; in fact, we did not 
recognize it as beauty at all until it 
dawned on us that she bears a great re- 
semblance to Anna May Wong. This 
likeness enskied Lucy. In the village 
we have just the ordinary human faces. 
None of us are in the least degree like 
the superior beings who appear in pic- 
ture papers, except possibly Mrs. Troy, 
who is the image of Socrates. But Soc- 
rates does not figure often enough in 
the papers for this to make a beauty of 
Mrs. Troy. 

Lucy Cutlet has straight black hair, 
cut in a smooth bang over her smooth 
forehead. Her face is shaped like a 
heart on a playing card; between her 
serene eyebrows and her high cheek- 
bones, her sliding eyes glitter like black 
cherries dangling from a forbidden tree. 
She has a long, slender neck and long, 
slender legs. 

It was Lucy’s long legs that first 
demonstrated her as someone to be 
reckoned with. Till the day of the 
Sports we had known her only as one of 
those two Cutlet girls who had newly 
come to be servants at the Manor. 
Lucy entered for the Young Women’s 
Race and won it, leaping through the 
tape while the other young women 
were still halfway down the course. The 
next race was for Married Women. It 
had not occurred to us that Lucy would 
enter for that, too, but she ranged up, 
explaining that she was deputizing for 
Mrs. Bugler. Quellingly handicapped, 
Lucy won the Married Women’s Race 
too, won it for the enthusiastic Mrs. 
Bugler. Major Cumfrey, who was man- 
aging the Sports (he manages every- 
thing, explaining that such things are 
nothing to him after having lived for so 
long in the Argentine, where one sees 
life in the raw), was enthusiastic also. 
Mopping his face with a red cotton 
handkerchief, he strutted up and down 
exclaiming, “Well run, Longlegs! 
Haven’t I got a fine parlormaid?” 

‘Then came the Young Men’s Race. 

They were off, thundering over the 
dry turf with their arms flying and their 
mouths open, when Lucy Cutlet, not 
to be restrained, leaped into their midst, 
tore past them, and won that race, 
too. 

It was at the Sixpenny Hop that eve- 
ning that we acknowledged the like- 
ness to Anna May Wong. Lucy’s white 
organdie (therctofore we had looked 
on white organdie as suitable only for 
young children that require constant 
laundering) floated like thistledown a- 
mong a variety of Sunday trousers. As 
she danced, her smooth bang swayed 
over her smooth brow, her face remained 
pale with powder. Only her impetuous 
ears became a brilliant rose color. 

E began to collect information 
about Lucy. We learned that she 

was engaged to a sailor, but this did not 
prevent her walking out with the two 
sons of a farmer who is one of our 
neighbors. The elder young Mullen is 
considered to be a young man of great 
ability and likely to rise in the world; 
he resembles his mother, and has ney- 
er been known to stand a drink to 
anyone, The younger young Mullen is 
a softer character. Lucy walked out 
with them quite impartially; she even 
walked out with them both at once. We 
were expecting something in the Romeo- 
and-Juliet line, for it was known that 
the parent Mullens looked higher for 
their sons than a servant-maid, even a 

servant-maid who could run like a ga- 
zelle and look like a film star, What 
happened was that Major Cumfrey has- 
tened into the post office one morning 
and telephoned the doctor to come at 
once for a case of wounding. Lucy, 
while preparing breakfast, had fallen 
out with her sister and thrown a knife 
at her. The knife went some inches in- 
to Hilda Cutlet’s thigh, the 
Manor kitchen was paint- 
ed with blood, the Manor 
breakfast indefinitely post- 
poned. 

Major Cumfrey, how- 
ever, was more gratified 
than not. He had seen a 
lot of knifing in the Ar- 
gentine—a lot of hot- 
blooded passion, too. As 
he said, an English par- 
lormaid who can jerk a knife into her 
sister’s thigh through all those petti- 
coats is a rarity. All he wished was 
that Lucy would sharpen the dining- 
room knives to the same edge. 
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Hilda did not seem to bear any 
malice. When Lucy, as she later re 
counted to Mrs. Bugler, set fire to the 
Manor roof by leaving a flaring lamp 
under a wooden beam, Hilda made 
everything all right by hiding the lamp 
in a cupboard and explaining that a 
rat’s tail got into the bedroom candle. 
Lucy, looking out from under the 
blankets, added that the rat was as 
large as a Pekinese, and Major Cum- 
frey, after a few reassuring anecdotes 
about raccoons and county families, 
went downstairs with the fire-extin- 
guisher. 

Meanwhile the Montagues, that is 
to say the Mullens, were in a terrible 
way, declaring that they would rather 
see their sons lying dead before them 
than married to a servant-maid—for it 
was as yet unknown which young Mul- 
len would get Lucy. It had leaked out 
that when the young Mullens took the 
family car and drove to the Lenten 
Lantern Lectures on Tuesday evenings 
their religious impetus took them no 
further than the lane behind the Manor. 
Here they halted the car, turned out 
the headlights, and were joined by the 
Cutlets. The day that the policeman 
walked up the Manor drive we thought 
it pretty certain that Mrs. Mullen had 
carried out her threat of is issuing a sum- 
mons for seduction, 

Tt was not the summons but a sub- 
pena, summoning Lucy Cutlet to bear 
witness before the magistrate in a case 
of car-stealing. Two profligate young 
men, it seemed, had caused a car not 
their own to crash into one of the na- 
tion’s telegraph poles, and when Police 
Constable Ardle investigated the mat- 
ter he happened to recognize a moon- 
lit ivory-and-ebony Lucy Cutlet sliding 
out of the car and moving smoothly 
toward a ditch. 

As far as appearances go, Lucy made 
a perfect witness, wearing a neat black 

tailor-made and an eye 
veil, But when the magis- 
trate, with a natural con- 

fidence, asked her if she 
knew the two young men 
in the dock, she discon- 
certingly replied that she 
didn’t. Nor could she be 

induced to recollect any of 
the other things she was in- 
vited to bear witness to. 
Her mind was a blank asto 

the car, the route, the time, the tele- 
graph pole. As question followed ques- 
tion, she began to look grieved—sorry, 
no doubt, to be such a disappointment 
to a gray-haired gentleman. And, as 
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“Why, Mr. Boehm! I do believe youve made a conquest!” 

though some word of explanation were 
due, she volunteered, “I had a drink at 
the dance. I can’t remember what I 

drank, or who gave it me. But I ex- 
pect it was too much for me.” There 

was a world of regret in her voice, 
regret chastened by philosophy; she 
seemed to be setting the whole court 

an object lesson in decent fatalism. 

Ir seemed to us that Lucy had done 
very creditably. One would not expect 

ayoung woman with so much humanity 

to incriminate two young men who 

had gone to the trouble of stealing a 

car in order to take her for a moonlight 
ride. Shortly after this Lucy demon- 
strated her humanity further by go- 

ing singlehanded to the defence of Mr. 

Mullen’s sow when the sow was at- 

tacked by Miss Thomson’s Alsatians. 

If anything could have softened Mr. 
Mullen’s heart, this attention to his sow 

should have done it. But Mr. Mullen 

continued to frown on Lucy, and Mrs. 

Mullen now talked of feeling herself 

in conscience and honor bound to as- 

certain the name and address of Lucy’s 
sailor in order to let him know how 
Lucy was going on. 

D* by day Lucy looked more 
beautiful and more like Anna 

May Wong; day by day the elder 
young Mullen looked more morose and 
the young young Mullen more ardent. 
Over Major Cumfrey’s brow came 
lines of care. He hires his shooting from 

the Mullens, and though it is only rab- 
bits, he would be loath to lose it. Every 

sheep’s eye that the young Mullens cast 

on his parlormaid endangered Major 
Cumfrey’s excursions over the bosom 
of wild nature, where a man can be a 

man and not a mere domestic drudge, 
chased from room to room with the 

butcher’s book and inquiries as to when 
the sweep can get into the library. 

“Never be a bachelor!” he exclaimed 

tome. “Miserable Sampson that I am, 

women dog me. Look at those worth- 

ess animals there! Bitches, every one 
of them. Look at my house! Women 

spring-cleaning in every room. Every 
one of my seven sisters is alive, and 
all my cats are Jenny-cats!” 

There was a Sixpenny Hop last 
Wednesday, and for some reason we 
had all made up our minds that this 
Hop would settle it, one or other of 
the young Mullens placing an engage- 

ment ring on Lucy Cutlet’s finger, or 
one or other of the old Mullens liv- 
ing up to the threat of confronting 
Lucy with her sailor. Everyone in 
the village attended—everyone, that 
is to say, but Lucy. Lucy, Hilda said, 
had twisted her ankle and was stay- 

ing in to poultice it. We were badly 
disappointed in Lucy. The dance 
without her was mud, and for the next 
twelve hours we thought meanly of 
her. 

Next morning the news went round 
that Lucy had been away all night, and 
was away still. 

About midday she came back in a 

taxi. She would say nothing, save that 
she had influenza and must go to bed 

at once. Those who had seen her in 

the taxi said she didn’t look like influ- 

enza to them, but to Major Cumfrey’s 
eyes it looked like influenza, for he went 

back from the inn with a bottle of rum 

for poor Lucy. 
All that day we hung around, wait- 

ing for bulletins on Lucy’s influenza. 
The child who carried up the Manor’s 

afternoon milk was mobbed as she came 

away. Lucy was no better, she reported. 
She was asleep. Many were the heart- 
felt vows and prayers we offered up 
that night for Lucy’s speedy recovery. 
Young Mrs. Turbot sat up till two in 

the morning, watching from her win- 
dow in case Lucy should walk in her 

sleep. And in the morning “Lucy” was 
the first word on our lips. 

Lucy was a little better, we heard. 

Lucy was cured. The rum, as Major 
Cumfrey had foreseen, had done the 
trick. That afternoon the welcome, 

the beautiful news went around. Faith- 

ful at the last, Lucy had spent Wednes- 
day night with her sailor. 

—Syivia Townsenp WARNER 

Mr. and Mrs. Walter Kretzler of 

Sewickley Heights are receiving congratu- 

lations on the birth of a daughter last 

Saturday. Mr. Kretzler is employed at 
Max Feltwell’s garage. 

Mr. and Mrs. George Maier of Belle- 
vue are being congratulated by friends on 

the arrival of a baby girl on Tuesday. 

Mr. Maier is connected with Max Felt- 

well’s garage—Sewickley (Pa.) Herald. 

Must be a big garage. 

 



MR. K*A*P*L*A*N ALMOST COMES THROUGH 

hill that Mr. Kaplan’s English was 
long to remain a source of surprise 

in the beginners’ grade of the American 
Night Preparatory School for Adults 
(“English— Americanization— Civics 
—Preparation for Naturalization”). 
Promotion to Composition, Grammar, 
and Civics with Miss Higby was, Mr. 
Parkhill concluded, quite out of the 
question. 

Mr. Kaplan was the gentleman who 
had won his first distinction by giving, 
as the plural of “cat,” “Katz.” In the 
weeks that followed, Mr. Kaplan had 
equalled and occasionally surpassed that 
tour de force. Every assignment that 
bore that strange and unmistakable sig- 
nature, H*y*M*A*N K*A*P*L*A*N, 
printed firmly in red crayon, each 
letter outlined in blue and the stars a 
feryent green, contained some new 
and remarkable rendition of the Eng- 
lish language, which Mr. Kaplan had 
determined to master. For Mr. Kap- 
lan was no ordinary student. Mr. 
Kaplan was ho ordinary mortal, for 
that matter. In his peculiar linguistic 
universe there was the germ of a new 

I: was painfully clear to Mr. Park- 

  “Just say, ‘Entertained a few members of the younger married set at bridge. vy, 

lexicography. To Mr, Kaplan, an in- 
strument for the repair of plumbing 
was “a monkey ranch,” verbal indis- 
cretions were caused by “a sleeping 
of the tong,” and, in the sphere of 
romance, the most desirable ladies were 
“female ladies with blondie hairs and 
blue or maybe gray ice—like Mol- 
ly Dietritch.” Mr. Parkhill sometimes 
wondered whether Mr. Kaplan might 
not be some sort of genius. Newton, 
after all, had been considered dull-wit- 
ted by his teachers. 

One night Miss Rose Mitnick’s com- 
position was up for class analysis. Miss 
Mitnick had written the assignment, a 
one-hundred-word composition, on the 
blackboard. Blushing, with pointer in 
hand, she read it aloud, in a small voice: 

My Work—A Warrress 

My job is, a waitress in a cafeteria res- 
taurant. I am working nine hours a day. 
From 734 in morning to 434 by night. We 
are serving there meals, breakfast, lunch 
(or luncheons, they are smaller), and sup- 
per—or dinner as Americans say. My 
work is, standing behind counter and giv- 
ing Coffee, Tea, Milk, as customers ask 
for one. It is not so hard. But I get tired 
with standing all day and have often head- 
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ackes. The pay is not so good. But I am 
happy for having any job. We should be 
happy for having any job. Because all 
over the world is a depression. 

Miss Mitnick stopped. 
“Very good,” smiled Mr. Parkhill 

encouragingly. It was very good. Miss 
Mitnick was easily the best student in 
the class. ‘There are some mistakes, 
naturally—in punctuation, in the use 
of certain prepositions—but on the 
whole that is very good for the be- 
ginners’ grade.” 

Miss Mitnick flushed and looked at 
her pointer. Mr. Kaplan, in his per- 
manent seat in the front row, centre, 
nodded agreement to Mr. Parkhill’s 
tribute and smiled that broad, empty 
smile that bathed his face in bland- 

ness. 
Mr. Parkhill adjusted his glasses. 

“Now, then, corrections. Each stu- 
dent please examine the composition 
carefully. Make a note of any mis- 
take you see, in your notebooks. In five 
minutes I shall call for the first volun- 
ter,” 

Mr. Parkhill thought the method 
yery effective; it forced the students to 

concentrate. In a way, it challenged 
them, Tn his chats with Miss Higby, 

  

2»
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Mr. Parkhill sometimes told her, with 
a modest smile, of “the method of di- 
rect participation.” 

The class became a sea of stares and 
furrowed brows as the students applied 
themselves to Miss Mitnick’s composi- 
tion. Mrs. Moskowitz cocked her head 
and looked through half-closed eyes. 
Mr. Norman Bloom, a promising new- 
comer, jotted several words down 
swiftly. And Mr. Kaplan, serene and 
smiling, took one careless look at the 
blackboard, broke into that smile of 
confidence, and began writing in his 
notebook. 

Mr. Parkhill sauntered down the 
aisle, glancing at the students’ desks. 
“T’ll_give the class a hint,” he said 
lightly. “There’s one word spelled 
wrong.” 

All looked up, except Mr. Kaplan. 
He was still preoccupied with the origi- 
nal error he seemed to have caught. His 
brow was knit, his pencil clutched in 
hand. He paid no attention to Mr, 
Parkhill’s suggestion but wrote on. 

“Er—don’t spend too much time on 
just one mistake,” announced Mr. 
Parkhill, uneasily. “Just make a note 
of the error, then examine Miss Mit- 
nick’s composition further.” 

He waited a little while; Mr. Bloom 
seemed to have caught several more 
errors. Miss Schneiderman scribbled 
and smiled knowingly to her friend 
across the aisle, Rose Caravello. Mr. 
Kaplan wrote on. 

“All right,” said Mr. Parkhill. “I 
think we’vye had enough time now. 
Who will be the first volunteer? Cor- 
rections?” 

Mrs. Moskowitz raised her hand 
timidly. “Should not be by Miss Mit- 
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nick a ‘d’ on the end of ‘restaurant,’ 
so it will be ‘restaurand’?”” 

“T’m afraid not,” said Mr, Parkhill, 
gently. “Restaurant is correct.” Poor 
Mrs. Moskowitz—she simply had no 
ear for sounds, 

The class, made timid by Mrs. Mos- 
kowitz’s disastrous effort, was silent. 

“Corrections?” asked Mr. Parkhill 
again, gaily. “Come, come. Please 
don’t be so shy. Mr. Kaplan? No cor- 
rections? ” 

Mr. Kaplan smiled broadly and 
said, “Dm positif is planty mistakes 
by Mitnick, but”—he grinned—“T’m 
still figgerink.” 

“Well, just give us the mistakes you 
jotted down,” coaxed Mr. Parkhill, 
nodding toward Mr. Kaplan’s open 
notebook, 

Mr. Kaplan shook his head. “Not a 
single mistake did I jotted don.” 

“But—” Mr, Parkhill smiled and 
walked over to Mr, Kaplan’s desk. 

Kaplan held the notebook up. It 
was clear now what had taken so 

much of Mr. Kaplan’s time and con- 
centration. On the page he had 
printed in fine, strong letters: “Mis- 
‘TaKEs BY MrrnicK—By H*¥*M*A*N 
K*taA*P*L*ta*n,” The rest of the page 
was blank, 

Suddenly Mr. Norman Bloom raised 
his hand. “It shouldn’t be 4 after 7 
an’ after 4,” he said. “Like that is the 
figgers for size, like mit hats, or frac 
tions—like 121% pounds meat.” 

“Good,” said Mr. Parkhill. “How 
should half past seyen and half past 
four be written?” 

7.3.0 and 4-3-0,” 
called off clearly. 

Mr, Parkhill erased 7% and 414 

  

Mr. Bloom 
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“Ready or not, here I come!” 
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and wrote “730” and “430” in their 
places. “Like this, Mr. Bloom?” he 
asked sententiously, raising an eyebrow. 

Mr. Kaplan had learned that when- 
ever Mr. Parkhill raised an eyebrow 
sententiously the answer was “No.” 
Mr. Kaplan shook his head vigorous- 
ly. 

“N-no,” said Mr. Bloom, cautiously. 
“Like this?” asked Mr. Parkhill, 

making it “7-30” and “4-30.” Mr. 
Kaplan, watching Mr. Parkhill’s eye- 
brow like a hawk, shook his head 
again. 

“Tr still don’ look good,” said Mr. 
Bloom. 

“OF course not!” cried Mr. Park- 
hill happily. “Like this?” He made it 
“7/30” and “4/30.” His eyebrow was 
arched with absolute delight at this 
pedagogical technique. (“The gradual 
climination of incorrect alternatives.” ) 

Mr. Bloom was silent. * 
“Wrong!” cried Mr. Kaplan with 

confidence. “Wrong!” 
‘The class was impressed. 
“Yes, Mr. Kaplan,” said Mr, Park- 

hill, “That is wrong.” He had been 
keenly aware of the decision and ac- 
curacy of Mr. Kaplan’s successive ne- 
gations. “Tell the class which is the 
correct form.” It was splendid to fecl 
that Mr. Kaplan was making progress. 

“T dunno,” said Mr. Kaplan, the 
victim of his own strategy. 

Mr. Parkhill felt distinctly let down. 
A case of knowing what was wrong, 
he thought, but not knowing what was 
right, A common failing. He inserted 
colons and made the numerals read: 
“7:30” and “4:30.” 

“Now?” he asked. His tone was 
sententious, but a practiced eye would 
have seen that Mr. Parkhill’s eyebrow 
was inert. 

“Fine!” cried Mr. Kaplan, “Poi- 
fick!” 

Tt was, in its way, a minor redemp- 
tion. Mr. Parkhill was glad, for Mr. 
Kaplan’s sake. 

“Correct, Mr. Kaplan,” he said. 
“This mark is used in figures, to indi- 
cate time, and in many other ways— 
as, for instance, to introduce a long 
quotation, or after “Dear sir’ in a letter.” 

Mr. Kaplan nodded, a study in 
pride, agreement, and noblesse oblige. 
Mr. Parkhill placed a large, clear colon 
on the board, 

“Now, what do we call this mark?” 
A nonplussed silence gripped the 

class. 
“Semicolon?” asked Miss Mitnick 

tentatively. 
“N-no, not quite,” said Mr. Park-
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hill. “But that’s close. Anyone?” 
Up shot the hand of Hyman Kap- 

lan. 
“Again?” Mr. Parkhill said gaily. 

“Good for you! Well, what do we 
call this mark of punctuation?” 

“Two periods,” said Mr. Kaplan, 
simply. 

In a soft voice, and with his eyes on 
the blackboard, Mr. Parkhill said, “No, 
Mr, Kaplan, I’m afraid not. It’s called 
the colon.” 

Then Mr. Parkhill went on quick- 
ly, changing tenses, prepositions, de- 
pendent clauses; removing superfluous 
commas and adding necessary articles; 
making every correction, indeed, except 
the spelling of “headackes.” 

“TI have left one mistake,” said Mr. 
Parkhill. “A mistake in spelling. One 
word is obviously spelled incorrectly. 
And I want the class to correct it.” Mr. 
Parkhill clung with undaunted faith to 
the “method of direct participation.” 
That was the way Mr. Parkhill was. 
It was something in his makeup. “Look 
carefully, everyone.” 

Eyes glazed, brows knit, foreheads 
moistened with perspiration as the Be- 
ginners’ Grade of the American Night 
Preparatory School for Adults searched 
for truth. Miss Mitnick had an anxious 
look, as if wanting to wipe out her dis- 
grace by being the first to locate the 
error. Mr. Bloom studied the compo- 
sition on the board with almost feverish 
intensity. Mr. Kaplan smiled and mur- 
mured each word aloud to himself as 
he read: “My—jop—is—beink—a— 
vaitress.” 

“Waitress!” he cried out. “Should 
be a ‘v’ in ‘vaitress’!” 

Mr. Parkhill shook his head severely. 
“No, Mr. Kaplan, decidedly not. The 
word is ‘waitress,’ not ‘waitress.’ Just 
put the word ‘wait,’ from which ‘wait- 
ress’ comes, in front. A waitress is some- 
one who waits, or waits on, ‘Wait’ is 
the first syllable; spell it just as if it were 
alone.” 

“Oh,” said Mr. Kaplan. Mr. Park- 
hill wasn’t sure whether he looked 
sheepish or was just smiling less ener- 
getically. 

“TJ think the word ‘headackes’ is in 
my composition wrong,” said Miss Mit- 
nick with dignity. “I wasn’t sure abot 
the spelling when I was writing it.” 

“Feawss!” Mr. Kaplan cried 
out. “‘Headackes’ is wrong! Plain 
wrong!” 

“That’s what Miss Mitnick said,” 
commented Mr. Parkhill caustically. 

“Because she don’ spall de void just 
like as if it should be alone!” Mr. Kap-   

Said old Peeping Tom of Fort Lee, 
“Peeping ain’t what it’s cracked up to be; 

I lose all my sleep, 
And I peep and I peep, 

Just to find ’em all peeping at me.” 

        

   

lan rushed on, exploiting the great prin- 
ciple he had learned. “ ‘Head-ackes’— 
two voids! Spall like separate, den put 
togadder—like in ‘vaitress,’ you puttink 
de ‘vait’ in- front, now you puttink de 
‘ackes’ in back—an’ de void mus’ comm. 
out all right!” 

This unexpected bit of analytic in- 
sight made Mr, Parkhill rather ashamed 
of his sarcasm a moment earlier. “Ex- 
actly,” he said. “The rule applies here 
in the same way. Spell the word as if 
it were two separate words; combine 
‘head’ and ‘aches,’ and you have ‘head- 
aches.’ ” 

Mr. Kaplan beamed with joy and 
self-righteousness. “Exactel vat Pm 
sayink, Mr. Pockheel! ‘Headackes’ 
mit ‘k’ in de middle! Ha!” he said, 
with deep scorn. “It’s no ‘k’ in ‘ackes’ 
alone, so scant be a ‘k’ in ‘headackes’!” 

By this time Mr. Parkhill was gen- 
uinely delighted with the inexorable 
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LIMERICKS 
LONG AFTER LEAR 

‘There was a young fellow of Pelham 
Who caught the Dutch blight from an ellum; 

“Tr’s a bore,” were his words, 
“On account of the birds, 

For I have to get sprayed to dispel ’em.” 

    

Said an arrogant miss of Cos Cob, 
“T may be a bit of a snob, 

But no bloodthirsty leech 
Who lives in Sound Beach 

Can muscle his way in our mob.” 
—Morris BisHoP 

logic which Mr. Kaplan was following. 
“Come to the board and make the 
change, Mr. Kaplan.” 

Mr. Kaplan nodded happy assent, 
went to the board, took a piece of chalk, 
and scratched a firm, thick line through 
the word Miss Mitnick had so luckless- 
ly misspelled. “No ‘k’!” he said. “Only 
two voids—head’ and ‘ackes.’” 

Then, as the class watched with 
bated breath (Miss Mitnick rather sul- 
lenly), Mr. Kaplan printed in let- 
ters three inches high, “H-E-A-D- 
A-X-E-S.” 

For a long and pregnant moment 
Mr. Parkhill was as silent as the class, 
which sat speechless before this ortho- 
graphic triumph. Then he shook his 
head, sadly, slowly, with absolute fi- 
nality, suggesting that once again Mr. 
K+A*P*L*A*N had failed to fulfill an 
expectation he had clearly aroused. 

—Lronarp Q. Ross    
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* PR OFF ES 
THE COMPTROLLER 

‘Te cheapest laborer in times of 
unemployment is the old, original 
Tron Man, the dollar. There are 

a few favored employers of capital for 
whom a dollar, in such times, will work 
three hundred and sixty-five days for 
less than one-third of a penny. Such a 
borrower can go into the temples of 
Wall Street and hire $100 for twelve 
months for a trifling thirty cents, or get 
the use of a million until this time next 
year for $3,000. 

No one, in these days of idle dollars, 
engages their services more cheaply than 
the Comptroller of the State of New 
York, which has perhaps the highest 
credit ranking of any state government, 
even though it isn’t living within its im- 
mediate income and has a deficit around 
$100,000,000. One reason the state is 
favored by lendcrs is the constitutional 
guarantee making payment of interest 
and principal on its securities the first 
obligation upon the first revenues avail- 
able to the state. Of all governments 
in the world, only New York State 
allows itself to be sued by bondholders 
as if it were a private corporation. 

The Comptroller, Morris Sawyer 
‘Tremaine, thinks that there are times 
when it is wise to spend more than comes 
in and borrow the difference, that a pe- 
riod when money is as cheap as it is now 
is propitious for such a policy. So many 
bankers disagree with him that he feels 
sure he must be right. Even while dis- 
puting with him in principle, the bank- 
ers, in practice, crowded one another 
last January trying to get Tremaine to 
take their money when the state asked 
for a loan of $35,000,000 for five 
months at an interest rate of twenty- 
five one-hundredths of one per cent. 
No state government had ever bor- 
rowed money so cheaply. The paper 
was absorbed by seventy banking and 
brokerage houses, all of which com- 

plained that the allotments Tremaine 
assigned them were too small. “I could 
have got the money at eighteen one- 
hundredths of one per cent,” the Comp- 
troller told some friends that night at 
the Metropolitan Club. “But there’s no 
use pushing the boys. Bankers have to 

live.” 
Earlier in the winter Tremaine float- 

ed a $60,000,000 short-term issue 
at three-tenths of one per cent, a 
$75,000,000 one-year loan at thirty- 
five one-hundredths, and $45,000,000. 

  

in long-term bonds bearing just over 
two and one-quarter per cent. On the 
theory that to almost any individual 
money is worth at least four per cent, 
Tremaine could argue that the state 
was saving the taxpayer money when 
it borrowed at such low rates to meet 
its current bills. 

HE Comptroller was fifty-five 
years old before he took his first 

plunge into politics. At sixty-five, he 
is the only official ever elected to office 
five times in succession by the voters of 
New York State. Al Smith was sent 
to the Mansion House in Albany only 
four times, and the Harding landslide 
drove a two-year wedge between his 
first and second terms as Governor. 
Tremaine ran with Smith in 1926, and 
has remained continually in office since 
then, wearing out bushels of pencils and 
the patience of some of his non-finan- 
cial-minded friends with calculations 
scribbled in all manner of places at all 
times of day and night, Nothing dis- 
tracts him for long from talk of finance 
and figures. 

As chief fiscal officer of the wealthiest 
of the states, Tremaine has bought, sold, 
and exchanged more than $1,500,- 
000,000 in securities, but the only cash 
he ever saw which actually belonged 
to the state was a twenty-dollar bill sent 
in by a conscience-stricken New York- 
er, for deposit in the state treasury. He 
is trustee of more than $200,000,000 
in securities which belong to the state 
and its employees, and most of the pile 
is of his own selection. He has never lost 
a cent for the state. Not a single sheet 
of all this engraved papers kept in a 
vault below his office in Albany, is in de- 
fault. In this seventh of the lean interest 
years, the securities in that vault are still 
yielding an average of over four per 
cent. Much of the stuff was bought 
when nobody else would touch it. This 

was particularly true of the bonds of 

New York City. When Tremaine be- 

gan accumulating them for the state, 

back in 1932, Judge Scabury was dis- 
covering hidden tin boxes, the star of 

Jimmy Walker was waning, bank- 
ers were continually organizing rescue 
committees for the city payrolls, each 

day’s front page was splashed with rev- 
elations of graft and reckless spending, 
and financiers and economists were say- 
ing that New York City was on the 
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Morris Sawyer Tremaine 

brink of bankruptcy. Chicago wasn’t 
paying its schoolteachers. Detroit was 
down-and-out. Local governments by 
the hundreds were letting their bonds 
slide into default, All the New York 
City bonds plummeted far under par, 
some into the lower eighties, others deep 
into the seventies, so that anyone buy- 
ing at that time would, if the bonds 
turned out to be good, get a yield of 
six per cent or even more on paper 
intended to return only four and a 
half. 

Tremaine insisted that New York 
City couldn’t go broke, and went into 
‘Wall Street with tentative offers for the 
city’s securities. He had never before 

chosen to buy them for the state, pre- 
ferring upstate paper for his portfolio. 
Now there were few other buyers in 
sight, big or little. On a visit to Chicago, 
he offered to bet some bankers attending 
a municipal forum that if they would 
sell their Liberties and buy New York 
Citys, they would increase their earn- 
ings within two years. The Chicagoans 
smiled at his enthusiasm and stayed out 
of the market. In July, 1932—the 
month the depression is supposed to have 
scraped bottom—Tremaine bought his 
first New York City bonds. He kept on 
buying until he had invested $16,000,- 
000 in them by the end of 1933, more 
than $40,000,000 at the close of 1935. 
Tremaine picked up one block of New 
York City paper at a price which yield- 
ed ten-per-cent intercst. Nearly half 
of the city’s bonds which he purchased 

yield the state six per cent and better. 
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Since he began buying them, all of the 
city’s issues have risen above par. Long- 
term City 434s, which Tremaine picked 
up over Wall Street counters three 
years ago at 83, have climbed to 113. 
‘Tremaine bought City 31s in the low- 
er seventies and has watched them rise 
to 107. City 4s that were thrown over- 
board by frightened investors in 1932 
at nearly thirty points under their face 
value have risen to 108 and higher. On 
New York City paper alone, the state 
has a book profit of at least four mil- 
lions; it has made more millions through 
the sympathetic rise of upstate municipal 
issues held in its sinking fund. 

No longer fearful that the city’s 
credit is going to the bowwows, down- 
town bankers and bond brokers gen- 
erally attribute to Tremaine an un- 
canny perspicacity in choosing the 
moment to buy and the time to sell se- 
curities. Although he knows most of 
the bank presidents below Maiden Lane 
by their first names, he returns to few of 
them the full measure of their respect. 
In talkative mood over an evening 
Scotch-and-soda, he has a habit of rais- 
ing a forefinger and telling how he 
drummed prejudices out of some Wall 
Street banker’s head earlier in the day 
He believes most bankers are menta 
ly myopic, prone to take too short a 
range in viewing the changing eco- 
nomic picture, and thus are susceptible 
to becoming frightened one day and 
over-enthusiastic the next. To yester- 
day’s market letter the Comp- 
troller prefers the nineteenth- 
century fiscal philosophy of 
John Stuart Mill, or even the 
eighteenth-century economic 
dictums of Adam Smith. He 
dips into his collection of his- 
tories and biographies for the 
perspective he thinks one 

should have in these matters. 
When President Roosevelt first 
proposed the spending of $3,- 
300,000,000 on public works 
and more billions on various 
other measures to chase away 
the depression, Tremaine was 
in a Broad Street office reading 
the news as it came over the 
tickers. Some of the brokers in 
the room lamented aloud that 
the country was headed for 
bankruptcy. “Wait a minute, 
let’s see,” Tremaine said, get- 
ting out a pencil. After mark- 
ing up an envelope with figures 
which reduced the huge sums 
to a day-to-day basis, he said, 
“Hell, don’t worry, they can’t 

    

spend it that fast.” As it turned out, 
they couldn’t and didn’t. The admin- 
istration hasn’t yet been able to spend as 
much as it intended to at the beginning. 

Besides marketing the state’s securi- 
ties, keeping an eye on the finances of 
sixteen hundred towns and countics, 
nurturing the sinking fund, and finding 
fertile ground each month in which to 
invest a fresh $750,000 for the State 
Employees’ Retirement System, the 
Comptroller must approve, directly or 
indirectly, the spending of every dollar 
appropriated by the Legislature. After 
the funeral of Peter J. Hamill, a Tam- 
many leader, six Democratic assembly- 
men submitted bills for the rental of 
cutaways and toppers. Tremaine 
turned down these expense accounts; 
he said dress at funerals is always option- 
al. Last February he ordered approval 
of gasoline bills for state-owned automo- 
biles withheld unless the licence number 
of the car was attached to each bill. At 
the same time he ordered a monthly 
check on the speedometers of state- 
owned cars. He delights in such details. 

He likes to take the $30,000,000 item 
which the state spends each year on 
supplies, and break it down so that he’ 
can regale his friends with tedious stories 

Ag 

of just how much, to the fraction of a 
penny, it costs each day to feed a pris- 
oner at Sing Sing, or to shelter one of 
the inmates in a state insane asylum. 

Te fits few of the public’s 
c ‘oncepts of those who deal in hun- 

dreds of millions. He has a substantial 
home in Buffalo, but he has never really 
settled down. For nearly fifty years he 
has lived most of his days out of suit- 
cases, With only a few of the russet 
hairs of his head turned to gray, he 
seems to have no disposition to stay 
put for more than a few days in a 

      

    
    

  

   

    
   

    
   

          

   

“By Jove, sir, the Governor-General shall hear of this!”
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row, either in Buffalo or elsewhere. 
‘Tremaine was once a lumberman and 
a dealer in insurance, and his one-night 

stands once dotted every state of the 
forty-eight; his acquaintance with liv- 
ery-stable hackmen and hotel clerks was 
as broad as any road-show trouper’s. His 
boast that he can pack his bags and clear 
out of a hotel room in two minutes is 
only a slight exaggeration. Long before 
he thought of people as voters, he was 
familiar with every county scat in the 
state and had been in fully half of the 
communities whose affairs the Comp- 
troller’s office is required by law to 
audit and supervise. 

He dislikes sedentary routine, and 
seems happiest when he is going places 
and seeing people, exchanging ideas on 
what tomorrow’s economic picture may 
be like. Although Albany has been his 
headquarters for almost ten years, he 
has never taken an apartment there or 
even leased a hotel suite. He is hardly 
ever in the capital more than a few days 
in succession, and he is content each 

time to check in and out of a hotel, the 

‘Ten Eyck one time, the DeWitt Clin- 
ton the next. He rarely has his meals at 
the same hours two days running. He 
is as likely to start his office day at noon 
as at nine. Many of his evenings in Al- 
bany are passed at the Fort Orange 
Club. He plays backgammon and bridge 
there regularly and is good at both. 
‘The Comptroller visits New York a- 
bout twice a month, and as frequently 
returns to Buffalo, where Mrs. Tre- 
maine resides most of the year. With 
her husband’s office only two hundred 
and fifty miles from the front door, 
Mrs. Tremaine has seen him at home 
more often since he became Comptroller 
than when private business kept him in 
the Middle and Far West half the time. 
Their two sons are grown now. Both 
are in business, one in New York, the 
other in Buffalo. 

Most of Tremaine’s trips to New 
York are in the nature of scouting ex- 
peditions—calls on bankers, the business 
of pulse-holding, trend-finding, and 
trying to gauge the time to buy and the 
time to offer securities. On his desk in 
Albany, along with books of interest 
rates and yields, is a Bible, which, he 
reminds his visitors, contains in Ecclesi- 
astes the best of all financial market 
letters. He quotes from it every now 
and then: “To every thing there is a sea- 
son. ... A time to plant and a time to 
pluck up that which is planted... . 
A time to keep, and a time to cast 
away.” In the top drawer of the desk 
is a pencilled chart Tremaine made for 

himself, which shows the ups and downs 
of genera] business through the years. 
He keeps in mind both Ecclesiastes and 
the chart when he is trying to decide 
what to do in the bond market. 

In bonds, as in ladies’ wear, there is 
a place for cuisine, 
cigars, and cognac in 
the buying-and-selling 
scheme, but Tremaine 

is shy of bankers? hos- 
pitality after dark. If a 
‘Wall Street financier 
suggests dinner, Tre- 
maine usually offers the 
excuse that he must 
catch the six-o’clock 
train to Albany. Then, 
upon returning to his 
rooms at the Vander- 
bilt, or the Metropoli- 
tan Club, he will call 
one or two friends un- 
connected with either 
politics or securities and 
go to dinner at some 
spot where he isn’t 
likely to see either pub- 
lic servants or pri- 
vate money-changers. 
Among such hideouts 
are an East Side tavern 
with sawdust on the 
floor, and an ex-speak- 
easy in the West For- 
ties where tablecloths 
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have never been used. But even with 
companions lacking both professional 
and academic interest in finance, ‘Tre- 
maine, before the last round, will have 
covered four or five envelopes and the 
back of a bill of fare with additions, 

  

   

     

   

   

“Perhaps youd better 
send Miss Cunningham— 

he’s quite tall.” 

  

GRACE AND 
RELAXATION 

FOR THE BUSINESSMAN 

“Diaphragm in, 
Mr. Watkins, 

and forward on your toes.”



THE NEW YORKER 

multiplications, and divisions. He suffers 
a little from insomnia, and prefers to 
stay up late. Those who share Carlyle’s 
appraisal of economics as the dismal sci- 
ence are sometimes inclined to consider 

         

  

the Comptroller’s table talk rather bore- 
some, for he seldom gets away from 
the main line of finance. He is able a 
great part of the time to make his fig- 
ures fascinating, however. When he is 

“And you will 
indicate with the 

shoulders the 
direction you 

wish to turn.” 

“And now, 
three steps and a side-step— 

yowre-doing-very-well-and-a-side-step.” 
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bending over an envelope, scratching 
away with his pencil, getting ready to 
spring some theory or to reduce some 
complicated situation to simple terms, his 
friends usually just go on talking about 
something else among themselves. 
Then, when he has everything figured 
out, they listen. 

Even on a holiday, Tremaine can 
beat anyone to the draw with a pencil. 
On the afternoon last summer when the 
Grand Union Hotel Stakes was run at 
Saratoga, he stood in the stands with a 
banker from lower Broadway. Each 
of them had placed thirty dollars on 
an entry, At the cry “They’re off!,” 
Tremaine leaned over to his friend, 
who was eagerly following the ponies 
through his binoculars, and asked, “Did 
you ever figure out how much the 
Roosevelt administration has saved so 
far by calling in the Liberties and re- 
financing at lower rates?” Any ques- 
tion concerned with costs or savings 
arouses his attention any time, any- 
where. One evening a few years ago 
at the United States Hotel during the 
season at Saratoga, Mrs. Tremaine no- 
ticed the Victorian height and width 
of the numerous windows and said she 
wondered how much it had cost to buy 
curtains for the dining room. What, 
the Comptroller asked, did she sup- 
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pose the material cost a yard. When his 
wife had made her guess, he lifted his 

fork from the table, used his thumb, 

lumberman’s fashion, to measure its 
length in inches, then walked across the 
room and somersaulted the fork across 
the bottom of a curtain until he 

knew how wide the curtain was. 

After continuing the measurement up- 

ward halfway to the top of the cur- 
tain, he returned to the table, paying no 

attention to the stares and snickers of 

the other diners. Then he counted the 
number of windows in the room, made 
two multiplications, and handed his wife 

an estimate of the bill for curtains. She 
is used to this kind of thing now, and 
seldom asks a question of that kind any 
more unless she really wants an answer. 
The last time Tremaine embarked for 

Europe, his friend George W’. Loft, the 
candymaker, went to his cabin, fingered 
through every suit of his clothes, and 
took away all his pencils, telling him to 
have a real vacation. Tremaine went 

without pencils for one day, then bor- 
rowed a handful from the purser. He 
has to keep figuring things out. 

A frequent visitor to the races, Tre- 
maine bets carelessly, but at poker, 

bridge, and backgammon he is cautious 
and quick, His pencil kept him from 
roulette. Introduced to that game in 
a Saratoga casino several years ago, he 
promptly took an envelope, figured how 
much less than an even chance he had 

against the house, and walked away. 
As he calculated it, the house had an 

edge on him of at least 5.19 per cent 
to start with. That is, if he played one 

number long enough, his collections for 
each $100 placed on the baize would 

be $94.81. If he chose to ride é cheval 
on two given numbers or began play- 
ing a square of four numbers simul- 
taneously, the house naturally would 
have a still greater edge on him. Fish- 
ing is Tremaine’s favorite outdoor rec- 
reation now, as riding was in his Kansas 
boyhood, when he bought his first pony 
from an Indian. 

  

‘OR his middle-age début as a vote- 
seeker, Tremaine had no early po- 

litical training whatever, but the unfa- 
miliar always seems to have attracted 
him. He did not see a tree until he was 

nine, or a body of water bigger than 
the Arkansas River wiggling across the 

Kansas plains, Yet at seventeen he be- 
gan making his first fortune, in the busi- 
ness of shipping lumber by steamship. 
His father, Dr. William Scott Tre- 

maine, was a native of Prince Edward 
Island, an Edinburgh graduate who 

THE COCKEREL 

You are my grandson’s bride, she said, 
And a dark stranger here. 
Sit close, for now my cloudy head 
Is by some magic clear. 

What I forgot more years ago 
‘Than you have had those eyes— 
Sit still a while! He is below, 
And his fox ears are wise. 

He is a fox of eighty years, 
And turns as quick as then— 
As the bright day his pointed ears 
Heard me, the helpless hen; 

Heard me, that had no sound to make, 

Save that I cried a while, 
As each of us stood up to take 
‘The other, well or vile. 

practiced surgery in Boston until his en- 

listment as a medical officer in the 

Union Army. Having survived the Civil 
War, cholera caught in Memphis, and 
yellow fever contracted while combat- 
ing an epidemic further South, the Doc- 
tor was assigned in the latter sixties to 
Fort Dodge, in southwestern Kansas, 
an army post five miles from Dodge 
City. Dodge City was then a tough 

town of two-gun cowmen, red liquor, 
and noisy dance halls. It shared with 
Wild Bill Hickok’s Abilene the trade of 

herding into Santa Fe railroad trains 

the cattle driven up from Texas and 
the Indian Territory, and of providing 
drink, gambling, and other surcease 
from the continency of the cattle trails. 

Morris Tremaine was born at Fort 
Dodge on February 27th, 1871. 

During his childhood at the post, he 
occasionally watched cavalry strike out 

across the unfenced, unploughed prairie 
to avenge an Indian raid. Water had 
to be hauled to the army post in mule 

wagons, and bathing was not en- 
couraged. Wood for fuel came by 
rail from the East. So did liquor, 

which was less cautiously rationed 
than water. Even the post com- 
missary, the only general store 

at the fort, had its bar. There 

young ‘Tremaine made his first money, 
selling empty bottles picked up around 
the barracks on Sundays and the morn- 

ings after paydays. He remembers that 
beer bottles were redeemed at two 

for a nickel, whiskey pints brought five 
cents, and quarts a dime. 

There being no school at the post, 
Morris, at nine, was sent to live with 
his great-aunt in Coburg, Ontario. Out 

  

Tt has been well with him and mej 
T heard him tell you so. 
And grin. Nor do I disagrees 
Only, before you go— 

Sit close, and hear me say the name 
Of one that walked the world 
More beautiful than he; but tame— 

O, tame, with feathers curled; 

With plumes that never stood again 
After I went and wed. 
Nor have I missed him in my den, 
Making a fox’s bed. 

IT have been thoughtless; yet this day 
‘Turns me a moment home, 

To the green lawn, and to the way 
The sun gilded his comb. 

—Mark Van Doren 

. 

of the car windows the boy from the 

prairie saw trees for the first time, and 

further along, in Chicago, a lake. The 
following day, in Canada, he had his 
first bath in a lie-down tub. Two years 
later the elder Tremaine resigned his 
commission, moved his family to Buf- 
falo, and resumed private practice. Mor- 
ris came down from Canada and was 

sent to Buffalo schools, then back to 

Upper Canada College, in Toronto. 
He didn’t care for school very much, 
and at seventeen he became a tally boy 
in a lumber yard on Lake Erie. 

Calculating the yardage and value of 
stacked lumber, he acquired facility with 
figures and a knowledge of woods, be- 
came yard master, then salesman, and 

at twenty-one was sent to New York to 
establish a branch office. He did a lot of 
figuring in his spare time and convinced 
himself that insurance rates on lumber 

should be cheaper. But the underwriters 
refused to climb down to the rates he 
suggested. So, in 1903, Tremaine and 

two friends organized a small in- 
surance company which special- 
ized in lumber policies. Two 
years later he founded the Na- 
tional Lumber Insurance Com- 
pany. Both concerns prospered. 
Tremaine then branched out 

into the manufacture of rolling steel 
doors as president of the J. G. Wilson 

Company of New York and Norfolk. 
He had just retired from most of his 

business connections when the political 

urge suddenly arrived ten years ago. 
His entry into politics was engineered 

by the late Norman E. Mack, Buffalo’s 
Democratic leader and a National Com- 
mitteeman, Al Smith, about to seek his 

 



fourth term as Governor, asked Mack 
to find him a good man to run for 
Comptroller, It was stipulated that the 
candidate for Comptroller should come 
from upstate, since Manhattan was sup- 
plying the head of the ticket. Mack 
went to Tremaine and asked for an 
answer by dinner that evening, “If I 
have to decide today,” Tremaine said, 
“the answer is no.” Mack gave him a 
night to sleep on it, and after that he 
consented, 

Cen seldom makes quick de- 
cisions, Usually, before offering 

state securities in the market, or buying 
large blocks of municipal, he sounds 
out downtown sentiment and then goes 
back to Albany and broods for days, si- 
lent and somewhat sullen, like a moose. 
His friends attribute to this habit the 
fact that he actually looks a little like 
a moose, especially when he is thinking 
hard. Once he has made up his mind 
what type of loan to float, he waits 
until he thinks the time is ripe, then 
wants the whole business concluded 
in a flash. On a short-term issue he 
will communicate with a few dozen 
bankers by telephone, asking each one 
how much he cares to take. Then he 
makes their allotments, fixing the in- 
terest rate himself. The physical task of 
getting out a note issue on short notice 
means night work for everyone con- 
cerned in the Comptroller’s office. The 
law requires that long-term issues be 
advertised for at least ten business days 
prior to the sale, and these are not sold 
by allotment. They go to the highest 
bidder. With the employees Tremaine 
is gentle, trustful, and tolerant of mis- 
takes unless they are repeated. He in- 
sists that the level of integrity in public 
service is at least as high as it is in the 
ministry, and that the virtue of modera- 
tion is more common in public finance 
than in private affairs. 

Although his vote-pulling record has 
been surpassed by only three candidates 
in the state’s history —Governors Smith, 
Franklin D, Roosevelt, and Lehman 
—the Comptroller, who ran with each 
of them, likes to avoid the appearance 
of being in politics. He prefers to be 
thought of as one who is merely of 
politics. A good part of his work must 
be done with bankers, and bankers 
have a tribal suspicion of baby-kissing, 
adjective-hurling, and hat-waving. In 
or out of their sight, Tremaine dis- 
sembles his keen delight in things po- 
litical. He takes part, and with pleasure, 
in the powwows of party chieftains, but 
usually his appointments with district 
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“But Martha, I had an idea 
we were going to adopt a somewhat younger boy.” 

and county leaders, whether in Tam- 
many or upstate, are quietly made and 
quietly kept. From a dais at political 
organization dinners, it is always state 
finance that he talks. Except on the 
night in each campaign when the clan 
gathers at the Wigwam with all the 
principal Democratic candidates on ex- 
hibition, you will not find him within 
the walls of Tammany Hall. 

What draws to Tremaine his ma- 
jorities is a bit puzzling to those who 
imagine that a democracy favors candi- 
dates with fire and color at the hustings. 
His platform speeches are factual ac- 
countings rendered in a dull monotone. 
In pamphlet form they are solid read- 

ing, not designed to cast a spell on an 
audience; they offer no entertainment 
and completely ignore the existence of 
an opponent. 

In the 1932 election, Governor Leh- 
man ran behind his Republican oppo- 
nent, Colonel William J. Donovan, in 
the count of votes cast north of the 
Bronx, but Tremaine drew a majority 
upstate as well as in the city. He is one 
of the few Democrats who have done 
that. If he wants the nomination again 
this year, no Democratic politician is 
likely to try to stop him. The chances 
are that he does want to run, and that 

he will choose his own moment for say- 
ing so. —Epwarp ANGLY
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HAVE felt lately that we moderns 
I are much too inclined to nibble at 

moonbeams, especially the men. 
Somehow, I can’t help wishing our 
menfolk could be a little bit more busi- 
nesslike. In courtship, for instance. 

Courtship, as recommended in “Our 
Social Manual for All Occasions” (pub- 
lished in 1896 and “embellished with 
superb phototype engravings”), was a 
more cagy piece of work, It was ground- 
ed in hard reality—reality at its realest. 

Maud C. Cooke, the author, tries to 
throw us off the track by devoting the 
first few pages of this courtship chapter 
to pleasantries. Of course, it’s a darn 
good thing to know that “going to- 
gether to picnics and Mayings, lec~ 
tures and sleigh-rides marvelously ce- 
ments the affections.” However, it’s 
with the “formal proffer of marriage” 
that things begin to shape up. The suitor 
has already proposed once—say, in the 
conservatory. Now we deal in bald 
facts, the balder the better. 

“The best time to state and waive or 
remove all objections is at his proposal 
and her acceptance. A verbal will do, 
but a written is much better, by facili- 
tating future reference.” (The italics, 
such as they are, are mine.) 

And this is the type of letter the man 
is to write to his dream girl. I quote 
with a lavish hand: 

“Much Esteemed Friend: As we 
have agreed to canvass our mutual 
adaptations for marriage, and my own 
mind is fully made up, a final decision 

now becomes necessary. 
“What I have learned of and from 

you confirms that high opinion of you 
which prompted my selection of you, 

and inspired a desire to consummate it. 

. «. Will you let me love what I so 
much admire? 

“I crave to make you my wife, to 
live with and for yoa, with honest as- 

siduous toil, fidelity to business, what 

talents I possess, and all I can do to 

contribute to your creature comforts.” 
Let’s stop right there for a moment, 

to consider the phrase “creature com- 
forts.” That appeals to me plenty. 
Nowadays, there’s too much frenzied 
baby talk done by suitors, when what 
a girl really wants is a long chat about 
her creature comforts. If a man ever 

said “creature comforts” to me, I'd 
prick up my ears in a hurry. I’d think 
we were really getting somewhere, 

then. 
To go on with the letter, we next 

get a phrase obviously thrown in as 

asop. “May I enshrine you as queen 
of my life?” And then, with a quick 
changing of gears, “Say wherein you 
find me faulty, or capable of improve~ 
ment in your eyes... .” 
What he means is “If you don’t like 

my smelly old pipe, and my striped 
shirts, and the way I bid no-trump, 
now’s the time to tell me.” 

And then he takes a deliberate side- 
swipe at her. “I wish some things were 
different about you—that you had 
better health, arose earlier, were less 
impulsive, knew more about keeping 
house, ete.” 

That’s letting her know love isn’t 
blind, by a long shot, And if, five years 
from then, she moaned, “You don’t 
love me as you used to,” he could al- 
ways refer back to the letter, with that 
telling résumé of her faults. 

‘That settled, he takes up the matter 
of references. “Deliberate fully, for 
this is a life affair, and if, in order to 
decide judiciously, you require to know 
more of me, ask me, or ... 

and ee 
You don’t catch the 1936 boys giv- 

ing references, Nothing so crass. Old 
head-in-the-clouds, that’s what the 

modern wooer is. But boy, would I 
like to get my hands on several good 
names as references! T'd cross-ques- 
tion those people plenty. In no time at 
all, I'd have found out just what went 
on that night of the Uddertons’ picnic, 

and some meaty facts about the blonde 
called Genevieve. Still, the reference 

idea is businesslike. So’s the closing 
paragraph: 

“Tf you can and will reciprocate my 
proffered affection, say yes, and indi- 

    
-to Joe Louis. 

cate your own time and mode of our 
marriage. Meanwhile, with the high- 

est regards, I am, and hope ever to 

remain : “Yours truly, 
“NB” 

‘There’s a letter you could read with- 
out a tremor in any courtroom. For 

that matter, you could even read it in 
private without a tremor. 

—Hinpvecarve Dotson 

OF ALL THINGS 

HAT every Herald Tribune 
reader knows: When a President 

goes to Iowa to talk about the drought, 
that is playing politics; when a Gover- 
nor goes, that is part of the day’s work. 

° 

Tim Farley says the Republicans are 
trying to frighten businessmen into 
yoting against Roosevelt by predicting 
disaster. It is nothing but a scare-the- 
wealth movement. 

After being kissed by a California 
lady, Hitler ordered his bodyguard 
strengthened. A good Christian would 
have turned the other cheek. 

Father Coughlin says he will deliver 
nine million votes to Lemke or quit 
broadcasting forever. Our attorneys tell 
us, however, that we cannot hold him 

to this promise unless he puts it in 

writing. 
° 

As we understand it, the Germans 
won the Olympic Games by resorting to 
a technicality. They counted in all the 
minor sports except Brundage. 

Jack Sharkey sadly admits that it was 
an error in judgment to expose his chin 

From now on, he will 
use it only for conversational purposes. 

The Mayor has accepted Robert 
Moses’ suggestion that the city build a 
glass house for its exhibit at the World’s 
Fair. To make things interesting for 
the customers, Bob should hold all his 
rifts there. 

. 

Hot-weather question: Is it more 

fun not to listen to political speeches on 

the radio or to refuse to read them in 

the papers? —Howarp BRUBAKER  
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Putting Genius on Paper 
n= WHERE THEY put it down 

in black and white — the engi- 

neering genius that makes the truly 
great automobiles of today. 

‘You might even say these careful 

draftsmen make thinking visible...as 
they map the ideas and thoughts that 
come out of exact engineering knowl- 
edge, experience, research and skill 
.--putting genius on paper. 

Sometimes the ideas come to them 
penciled roughly. Sometimes the en- 
gineers te// them the ideas. It then 
becomes their particular job to turn 
ideas into exact drawings. 

Pattern makers and machinists 
follow these drawings in making up 
experimental cars...tested for many 
months before new cars with the new    

engineering developments are pro- 
duced for the public. 

From these broad tables came the 
drawings for Plymouth’s safest, 
double-action Hydraulic Brakes... 
the patented Floating Power engine 
mountings that give you vibrationless 
smoothness...details of engine cooling 
and Calibrated Ignition that help 
make Plymouth America’s most eco- 
nomical full-size car. 

Here they put on paper the method 
of making Safety-Steel Body and big 
car frame a virtual unit of steel for 
your protection...and other methods 
that make a Plymouth car stand up 
and perform so well. 

These men know the reason why 
Plymouth has come so far...so fast. 

PLYMOUTH BUILDS GREAT CARS 

They see every day that great engi- 
neering goes into the car. 

Knowing Plymouth’s background, 
they regard it as only natural when 
they hear owners say, ‘Plymouth cer- 
tainly builds great cars.” PLyMouTH 
Division or CHRYSLER Corp. 
  

EASY TO BUY 
Plymouth is priced with the lowest 
--.terms as low as the lowest! You 
can buy a new Plymouth for $25 a 
month. The Commercial Credit 
Company has made available to all 

Chrysler, DodgeandDeSoto dealers 
low finance terms that make the big, 
new Plymouth easy to buy. 
Prices of the 1936 Plymouth begin 

at $510, list at factory, Detroit(spe- 
cial equipment extra).       
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TONIGHT 
and 

Every Night 

NEW YORK’S 

SMARTEST 

FAMILIES 

Are Dining at 

LONGCHAMPS 
Where the favorite dish 
of every member of the 
family is always on 
the menu. 

THERE ARE NINE 

[ RESTAURANTS 

ALL SCIENTIFICALLY COOLED 

but Price 

Diinbiw Gull 
west end of 65th floor , 

      

    
(stacE macazinE—cray-o'REILLY) 

DINNER $2 
Cover charge for non-diners 50c weeknights, 
$l on Saturdays and Holiday Eves—Circle 6-140 

GAY—COOL— INFORMAL 
LOU BRING 

and his orchestra —featuring FRANCES HUNT 

led iT Re eg   

TWICE BLEST 
NE day the people on Fourth 

O Street woke up and founda spick 
living among them. He was 

a little bit of a man, dark and sleek- 

haired, and smiling and cringing. He 
moved into our house one night with 
his few sticks of furniture and his tiny 

wife, also dark and sleek-haired, and 
smiling and cringing. ‘These diminu- 
tive Spaniards were out of place on our 
block. They didn’t belong. It was 
a Jewish neighborhood, with an Ital- 
ian barber, one or two Irish janitors, 
and a Chinese laundryman. Once in a 
while a Negro would pass through, sit- 
ting on top of a wagonload of coal com- 
ing from the dock. But, until this one 
settled among us, there were no spicks. 
He was a busboy in a Borough Hall 
cafeteria in Brooklyn, and he chose to 
live in our midst, far from the rest of 
his kind. The rent must have been 
the inducement. It was very low. 

The boys of the block would wait un- 
til he showed up, hugging the building 
line as he came down the street, tak- 
ing short steps, jerking his head from 
side to side, watching everything with 
a little scared smile. One of us would 

begin to follow. Soon there would 

be a crowd of us behind him. He 

would break into a run and we would 

chase him, throwing things at him, un- 
til he disappeared into the doorway of 
my house. 

That summer we were getting ready 
to move. We moved every summer. 
It was easier to do that than to 
have the flat repainted. Everything was 
ready. The dishes were packed into 
barrels and the bedding was tied into 
bundles. That was all we were taking 

with us this time. For the new place, 

Mother had bought furniture and cur- 
tains and carpets and fixings. Every- 
thing new. We had the money, she 
said, so we might as well use it, Her 
theory was that if the banks should 

close suddenly, at least we would know 
that we had used the money well. 

Everything new. But what about 
the old stuff? What about the furni- 
ture that had been with us all the years 

that I could remember—before I was 

born? It was old and big and funny- 
looking. But it was still solid and 

good. We couldn’t take it along. And 
it was a shame to throw it out. So 
Mother decided to sell it. 

Sell it to whom? The man who 
owned the moving van? He laughed 
when she asked him. Buy that old 
junk? For what? For firewood it 
was good, maybe. He could cut it up 
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COOLER THAN THE ROOFS 
Last word in Air Conditioning 

     

   

        

    
    
    
    
    

    
    
    
    

      

   

MARIO 
ond 

FLORIA 
the Utmost 
in Dancing 
AT DINNER 
AND SUPPER 

GEORGE 
STERNEY 

and his Orchestra 

THE COCKTAIL HOUR DAILY 
Dancing Every Afternoon 

Sree eet 

“FROM 
Z to 9” 

Asingle...a double...a 
suite of rooms. Any num- 
ber you may require, from 
2105. Rooms distinguished 

by their quiet luxury. The 

Berkshire is a thoroughly 
modern apartment hotel — 
one of the finest in New 
York. Its patrons are peo- 
ple of culture and sound 

social background, who 

prize conservatism in their 

surroundings as highly as 
convenience in location. 

  

  

   

   
    

   

   

2 to 5 Rooms 
Furnished or Unfurnished 

igots 
BERKSHIRE 
ie Cesnet tees a VC yg 

   

          
  

2] East 52nd St., New York  
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and take it away in pieces. But for 
furniture he should buy it? Go away! 

The spick? Why not? Here, Moth- 
er decided, was a customer. And she 
sent me to fetch him. 

They lived on the floor above us. 
T ran up and knocked on the door. It 
was Sunday, and he was home. He 
opened the door softly and looked out 
at me, fear in his eyes. Behind him I 
could see the scared face of his little 
wife, the large eyes frightened and star- 
ing, the red mouth open. They didn’t 
speak. They just looked at me, afraid. 
Scared of a kid of twelve. 

“Come on down,” I said roughly, 
the way we always talked to him. 
“My mother wants to see you.” 

He nodded his head several times, 
saying, “Yes, yes, yes,” and came out 
to follow me. She closed the door be- 
hind him, and from the look on her 
face I knew she would throw herself 
down somewhere, shivering with fright, 
and cry her eyes out until he came 
back. 

He followed me downstairs. 
“Here he is, Ma,” I called, and my 

mother came out and took him by the 
arm and led him into the front room, 
where the furniture was. 

“You want to buy some furniture 
cheap?” she asked. He did not answer. 
He just stood there, hunched over, his 
lips working, his fingers knitting, and, 
I swear, his knees trembling. 

“Maybe he doesn’t speak English, 
Ma,” I said, but he nodded a little 
faster and rubbed his hands a little 
harder and said, “Me understand, lady. 
Me understand.” 

Mother explained about the furni- 
ture, going into detail about its vari- 
ous qualities, She smacked the sides to 
show how solid it was. She pulled out 
drawers to show its excellent condition. 
And all the while that she talked, he 
listened. 

‘Then, still servile, still afraid, his head 
began to shake from side to side, neg- 
atively, and his smile became apologetic. 

“Don’t you want it?” Mother asked. 
“No, lady,” he said softly and sadly, 

pointing to the ceiling, indicating his 
wife in the tiny apartment above us. 
“She wants—like this—with a mirror 
—like this,” and he made motions in 
the air, describing a piece of furniture. 

“But this is good and solid,” my 
mother said. “And you can have it 
cheap. Cheap. Understand? Cheap!” 

Now the fear in his face was mixed 
with sorrow. He spoke slowly, still 
making the long, descriptive gestures. 
“With a—mirror—she wants.” 

And suddenly it dawned on me that 

IGHT now, as the winter of ‘36 
approaches, perhaps you are won- 

dering how you can maintain uniform 
comfort in your home through the cold 
months just ahead. The answer is “Auto- 
matic Heating and Air Conditioning — 
Automatically Controlled.” Take a tip 
from last winter and install an automa- 
tically controlled burner at once, using 
the kind of fuel you prefer. Automatic 
heat is comfortable, economical an 
trouble free in its operation, Automati 
ally controlled air conditioning can be 
added at moderate cost to give you your 
kind of inside weather all year ‘round. 

Control is Paramount 
It is important to remember that no 
matter what type of automatic heating 
ot air conditioning you select, adequate 
and proper control spells its success or 
failure... Consider the Chronotherm, the 
Automatic Electric Clock Control that provides leveled heat at all times, auto- 
matically lowering the temperature at 

  

   
  

    
INSIDE WEATHER 

a UeaT alead 

night when heat is not needed and 
restoring it to the day time level in the 
morning, saving 10 to 30% in fuel cost. 
Ask your dealer for Chronotherm and 
other Minneapolis-Honeywell controls 
designed to provide the utmost in com- 
fort, convenience, economy and accu- 
rate performance of your automatic 
burner or air conditioning 
system. Minneapolis-Honey- 
well controls also are avail- 
able for large buildings and 
industrial applications. Minne- 
apolis-Honeywell Regulator 
Co., 2750 Fourth Ave. So., 
Minneapolis, Minnesota, 

INSTALL 
Automatic Heating 

and Air Conditioning 
   

See Your Architect 
—Engineer—Dealer 
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he meant a dressing table. One of those 
trick arrangements with two sets of 
drawers, one on either side, and a 
mirror in the middle. She wanted one 
of those delicate, spindly things, and 
Mother was trying to force this huge 
ox of an affair, dating from the year 
one, upon him. 

“T promise her—with a mirror. She 
wants—like this—with a mirror.” 

Mother didn’t understand. To her, 
this massive creation was good. Good 
enough for spicks. Better than they 
were accustomed to. She couldn’t un- 
derstand his refusal. There was a 
mirror in tlfis thing, too, wasn’t there? 

Look! 
But he only smiled that sickly 

smile of his and apologized with his 

hands, his arms, his eyes, his whole 
body. “With a mirror—like this— 
she wants.” 

Mother was exasperated. She offered 
it to him at any price he named. But 
he didn’t want it. At her wits’ end, 
she made him a gift of it. But still 
that cringing refusal. 

“Don’t you want it for nothing?” 
she cried, amazed and angry. 

“No, lady,” he said, his face creased 
with pain. “I promise her—like this 
—with a mirror—she wants.” 

He said it over and over, cower- 
ing fearfully from Mother’s insistence. 
Suddenly Icouldn’t stand it any long- 
er. 

“Let him alone, Ma. He doesn’t 
want it,” I said, stepping between them, 
“Let him alone, Ma,” I repeated, 
following him and covering his retreat 
to the door as he went out backward. 
I could feel the look of gratitude he 
turned upon me. But I could not bring 
myself to meet his eyes. I kept looking 
at the floor until the door opened and 
closed and I knew he was gone. 

After that I never chased or threw 
things at a spick again. 

JEROME WEIDMAN   

Donald Donaldson, 512 Randolph 
Street, reported to police Tuesday that 
for two weeks he has been missing gaso- 
line from his car parked at his home. 
Wenches also have been stolen from his 
car—Racine (Wis.) Journal-Times. 

And thats when a man’s patience is 
at an end, 

DEPT. OF UNDERSTATEMENT 

[From the Bermuda Recorder (Negro) ] 

Miss Lucy Smith has just returned 
from Boston, where she has been the 
house guest of Mr. John Alexander, for 
six years. 
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A REPORTER AT LARGE 
WENT down to Trinity Church 
on Sunday morning, August 16th, 
to find out what the service is like 

and to get an idea of what sort of people 
go there these days. It was the rector 
of Trinity, the Rev. Dr. Fleming, who, 
you will remember, was on the front 
pages of the newspapers a short time 

ago. Dr. Fleming had written a preface 
to the Trinity Church Year Book in 
which he recommended a moratorium 
on preaching, and this was deservedly 
treated as big news. “TI seriously be~ 
lieve,” he wrote, “that the Christian 
Church would once again bring salva- 
tion to the world, and begin to save its 
own soul, if it had the wisdom and 

courage to declare a moratorium on 
preaching for a period of one or two 
years. There is practically no preach- 
ing worth the name to be found to- 
day... . For the most part sermons to- 
day are a very poor edition of ‘topical’ 
homiletics, a brand of religious ‘pep 
talks.’ . .. Why cannot a Christian be 
permitted to go to church to worship 
his God without being assaulted by a 
barrage from the pulpit?” 

When this preface was made public, 
Dr. Fleming was abroad on a vacation; 
and he still was away on the Sunday 
I went to his church. 

Getting out of a taxi or coming up 
out of the subway at Broadway and 
Wall Street, one sees immediately that 
tall spire of Trinity rising against the 
solid wall of the Curb Exchange. Nine- 
ty or so years ago people used to 
climb the tower of this same Trinity and 
look down at the city that lay below. 
Now the church is entirely surrounded 

by skyscrapers, most of them at least 
three times the height of Trinity’s spire. 
‘Yet, with that green churchyard stretch- 
ing away on either side, it is quite 
possible that ‘Trinity is more impressive 
today than it was when it was younger. 

There were more people in the pews 
than I had expected to find on this 
warm midsummer Sunday, I count- 
ed eighty-five. The congregation was 
bunched together, rather than scattered. 
‘The ushers, dressed in business suits, led 

people to the pews directly off the cen- 
tre aisle, thus leaving entirely empty the 
rows of pews on the extreme right and 
left of the church, Since these side- 
aisle pews were obscured somewhat by 
rows of stone columns, one got the im- 
pression not of a half-empty church but 
of a church comfortably filled. You 
could not tell much about the members 
of the congregation by looking at them. 
They were mostly just nice-looking 

TRINITY IN MIDSUMMER 

people—some old, some middle-aged. 
There were eight or ten children. I 
didn’t see any men or women whom 
you would call young. Across the aisle 
from me an elderly couple was kneel- 
ing, and I was surprised later to find 
that they knelt throughout the entire 
service. Most of the people knelt brief 
ly when they entered a pew and after 
that only when a prayer was being said. 
Some of them didn’t kneel at any time. 
Ahead of me was a man with four 
middle-sized children, two boys and two 
girls, spread around into two pews. In 
one of the back pews was a man who 
had no coat on—he hadn’t taken it off 
after he came in; he just hadn’t worn 
it. There were two colored people— 
a cheerful-looking woman who looked 
as if she might be a cook, and a man 
who wore the reversed collar and black 
coat of a Catholic or Episcopal clergy- 
man, These two were not together. 
The colored clergyman shared a pew 
with two white ladies; they sat at one 
end of the pew and he sat at the other. 
The colored woman sat in a pew all 
by herself. There was a Japanese man 
sitting by himself, too, with a cane be- 
tween his knees; he seemed to be deeply 
absorbed in everything that was going 
on. I noticed one other person partic- 
ularly—a large, affable-looking man 
with a white mustache of considerable 
size who had what I must describe as 
the look of a pillar of the church, I 
imagine you have seen this look in some 
church at some time or another; it is 
a little proprietary—not unpleasantly 
so, but merely as if the person who has 
it is watching the proceedings with a 

  

certain secret, private interest and say- 
ing quietly to himself, “I am a pillar.” 

This was the tenth Sunday after 
Trinity, and the eleven-o’clock service I 
attended was one of Holy Communion. 
‘Trinity Church, which, as you know, 
is one of the richest churches in the 
country, being the owner of millions of 
dollars’ worth of New York real estate, 
has a superb boys’ choir and a fine, 
sweet old organ. There was a hymn, 

I love Thy kingdom, Lord, 
The house of Thine abode, 
The Church our blest Redeemer saved 
With His own precious blood . . . 

and then Harwood’s Communion Ser- 
vice in E flat. ‘There wasa second hymn, 

Crown Him with many crowns, 
The Lamb upon His throne . . - 

and after that the offertory, when the 
choir sang, 

Jesus, Word of God Incarnate, 
Of the Virgin Mary born, 

On the Cross Thy sacred Body 
For us men with nails was torn. 

Cleanse us by the blood and water 
Streaming from Thy piercéd side; 

Feed us with Thy Body broken, 
Now, and in death’s agony! 

O Jesus, hear us, Son of Mary! 

As the choir sang this, one did not 
absorb the realism of the words but was 
conscious only of the small, high yoices 
of the boy sopranos and the soft, in- 
finitely soothing surges of the organ. I 
copied the words from the church cir~ 
cular, a little pamphlet which is placed 
in all the hymnbook racks, and which 
tells what the service is going to be 
like, who the preacher is to be, and so 
on. The pamphlet also says, “The ser- 
vices at Trinity Church are continued 
without interruption throughout all the 

  

  

  
“I don’t know why I should have 

such a headache. I do a strictly cash business.” 
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NATIONAL CHAMPIONSHIPS. 
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Some Like it Hot! 
But—in either case—you can enjoy 
the Best in Tennis on the lovely 
green turf courts at Forest Hills and 
the most refreshing comfort under- 
neath the gaily colored parasols of 
the West Side Tennis Club's famous 
Tea Enclosure. 

Here you will have the added 
thrill of sipping tea with leaders of 
society and fashion, champions of 
other sports, celebrities of radio, 
stage and screen. Of course, if you 
don't care for tea, there are other 

refreshing drinks—but take 

Faiz Warning 
New Yorkers! Last call for good seats! Send 
$12.50 for all 10 days, $9.90 last 4, $8.25 last 
3, $6.00 for final 2 days—or $100 for one of 
those new Stadium Boxes seating four in 
comfortable chairs during entire 
series. Act at once. Avoid standing in 
line at the box office on the grounds. 
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months of the year, the only change in 
the summer being the omission of the 
sermon on Sunday afternoons. There 
are five services every Sunday and four 
every week-day, at all of which every- 
one is welcome and the pews are free. 
This church is here to serve all those 
who have need of it.” 

MAN sitting in a pew with me 
turned out to be one of those 

who pass the collection plates. He was 
a gentle-looking man with gray hair, 
dressed rather stiffly with a starched col- 
lar and a heavy, dark gray woollen bus- 
iness suit; and he had an air about him 
of being a man who had dressed himself 
carefully, gravely—for church, ‘The 
large man with the white mustache also 
helped with the offertory. There were 
a few dollar bills in the plate which was 
passed to me, and many dimes and 
quarters. “The offertory ended with that 
strange note of disharmony which is, 
for some reason, traditional at Trinity 
—the clatter and crash of coins as the 
vestrymen empty their plates into a sil- 
yer tray before the altar. 

‘The sermon came next. The preach- 
er was the Rev. Stuart F. Gast, of 
Bloomsburg, Pennsylvania—a visiting 
clergyman with a quiet, conservative de- 
livery and a pleasant, comforting voice. 
Hig ‘sermon was about building and 
builders. He spoke first of the Tower 
of Babel and recalled how the builders 
of that tower had been dispersed by a 
miracle which took away their com- 
mon language, and “scattered over the 
world.” Then he said, “My friends, 
there are builders of Towers of Babel 
today.” He mentioned what he called 
the religious Babels. “These are relig- 
ious schemes—and I mean schemes in 
every sense of the word—that have their 
boards of managers and their commit- 
tees and which always end in failure. 
The builders of these religious Ba- 
bels have in truth been scattered over 
the earth. They sought a short cut to 
heaven—a short cut to heaven.” He 
did not dwell on these religious Babels 
very long or mention any specific Babels, 
but passed on to worldly Babels: “peo- 
ple who.are striving to make for them- 
selves a name—striving after social, lit- 
erary, or financial successes—I mean of 
course when these things are done as a 
means to an end.” His point was not 
made altogether clear. He went on to 
quote from Isaiah, “Therefore, thus 
saith the Lord God, behold, I lay in 
Zion for a foundation a stone, a tried 
stone, a precious corner stone, a sure 
foundation; He that believeth shall not 
make haste.” ‘This was his text for the 
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day. “For nineteen hundred years,” he 
said, “that building has been going on, 
and it is still going on. ‘That tower” — 
he paused significantly —“whereby men 
have reached to heaven! Because that 
tower was builded by our Saviour, Jesus 
Christ. The purpose of Babel was self- 
ishness; in Jerusalem it was zeal for 
God’s work.” He then concluded by 
talking about those two houses, the 
house-on-reck and the house-on-sand, 
and what happened to them. “Each of 
us,” he said, “has a house to build. What 
is the purpose back of your life? Oh, 
my friends, let your house of life be 
builded for God, that it may last! 
‘Great was the fall’ of the house that 
was builded on sand. Each of us, each 
of us—a life, a house. Is it to be build- 
ed on sand or—on—rock?” 

Tt was a short sermon, lasting not 
more than ten minutes. I learned later 
that this is about the average for sermons 
at Trinity. The Communion service 
followed, in which about one-third of 
the congregation took part—that is, 
about thirty people. These thirty Jeft 
their pews and walked up to the altar, 
knelt for a moment, and disappeared for 
a few moments more behind the right- 
hand choir stalls, where the Commu- 
nion service is held. Then they came 
back to their pews again, and, as a choir- 
boy put out the candles around the altar 
with a long stick, there was the final 
hymn, 

    

Fairest Lord Jesus, 
Ruler of ali nature, 

O Thou of God and man the Son. 

STOOD outside for a while and 
watched the congregation leave the 

church, About fifty people, men, wom- 
en, and children, strolled into the love 
ly old churchyard that runs alongside 
Broadway from the church to Thames 

Street, on one side, and to Rector on the 
other. Many of them, I noticed, had 
cameras, and they opened these now and 

took pictures of the graves and the mon- 
uments and of one another, standing 

in the churchyard. The man who had 
come to church without a coat was one 
of the most energetic of the cameramen. 
"The colored woman came out by her- 
self and got, rather surprisingly, into a 
taxi and was driven up Broadway. Two 
ladics came out and waved to a taxi, and 
while they were waiting for it, I heard 
one of them say to the other, “We can 
get into St. Patrick’s any time in the 
afternoon. Iamcertain of that.” The 
man who had sat in the pew with me 
came out of the church now, and I 
stopped him and asked a few questions 
about himself and the church. He was 
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New Shampoo Startles 

The Country With 

lis Beautifying Results 

Hoir dull, covered 
h cloudy film 

  

Works Miracles In Making Hair Gleam Like Silk! 

Does It With a Single Shampoo 

It’s no wonder women everywhere 
are raving about this amazing, new 
liquid shampoo—no wonder one trial 
converts them for life! For it gives 
your hair a thrilling new gleam. Yes, 
actually transforms dull, average- 
looking hair into a brilliant, glistening 
halo—with a single application. 

Look at the girl above. See what a 
difference it makes when you use it. 
So try it soon—see how beautiful your 
hair really can be. 

Just how this unusual shampoo 
works these miracles is a new scien- 
tific secret. It isn’t oil, it isn’t soap— 
it isn’t anything you've heard of be- 
fore. Scientists have brought us some- 
thing brand-new; a shampoo so dif- 
ferent that they’ve patented the proc- 
ess by which it is made. You simply 
wet your hair, shake on a few drops 
and instantly you get a billowy lather, 
5 times more lather than soap in hard- 
est water. Lather so neutral—being 
neither acid nor alkaline—that it is 
ideal for either oily or dry hair. You 
tub it briskly into the hair, rinse thor- 

ougl ly—and you're through. 
What?” yousay, “nospecialrinses; 

    

k 
no vinegar, lemon or after-rinses to 
‘cut’ the lather?” No—they are not 

necessary —just a thorough dousing 

in clear water! That’s the marvelous 
Pa Drene cannot leave unrinsable 
iim on hair to cover up natural lustre 

as ordinary shampoos do. Your hair 
is left radiant, silky, smooth. Even 
bleached or dyed hair is virtually un- 
detectable after a Drene shampoo. 

More amazing, embarrassing flakes 
of dandruff disappear with a single 
washing, leaving the scalp scrupu- 
lously clean. Tested and approved by 
Good Housekeeping Institute. Women 
who have tiaed it for months rave 
about the beauty and health their 
hair possesses. Doctors recommend it 
because its thorough cleansing is the 
quickest, best way to a healthy head 
of hair. Cleansed the Drene Way, 
your scalp can really nourish the hair 
properly. Even extreme dryness of 
fei andeentiteecmndttie the Drene 
Way, which simply calls for one or 
two shampoos a week with Drene, 
and a few minutes of scalp massage 
and brushing of the hair. 

Procter & Gamble make this mar- 
vel. Only half a tablespoonful for a 
perfect shampoo. The most economi- 
cal and beautifying shampoo you 
have ever used. Try Drene. Buy the 
large size. It costs saaerietaopecs 
Obtainable at all good toilet counters. 

(Advertisement)
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not, as I had supposed, a vestryman. 
“All the real vestrymen are out of 
town,” he said. “Or nearly all, any- 
way. I just help them out during the 
summer with passing the plates.” He 
was, I found, a Mr. Hutton, an officer 
in the De Laval Separator Company up 
the street at 165 Broadway. This com- 
pany, he told me, manufactures cream 
separators for farmers. Mr. Hutton 
lives in Brooklyn and has been coming 
to Trinity Church for twelve years. 
“Most of the congregation these days,” 
he told me, “are tourists. They come 
in droves and—would you believe it? 
—more come between services than 
to services. Of course,” he went on, 
“Trinity doesn’t care a bit about the 
offering. Doesn’t have to. It’s rich as 
it can be—all that real estate!” I asked 
him if there were not a few old parish- 

ioners who came to church in the sum- 
mer. “Scarcely more than a half-dozen 
at the most,” he said. “They’re all 
out of town. Now, of the people in 
there just now, I doubt if there were 
more than four I’ve seen before. ‘That 
couple that knelt all during the service 
—you noticed them across from us?— 
they come regularly, winter and sum- 
mer. Hardly anyone else—myself, and 
two or three others.” 

Inoticed that only one automobile, an 
old Packard, was waiting outside the 
church—that practically all the people 
who didn’t go into the churchyard 
either went down into the subway or 
walked across the street to wait for buses. 
I mentioned this to Mr. Hutton. “In 
the winter it’s different,” he said. “In 
the winter we get a few people from up- 
town, and then there is quite a line of 
big cars waiting out here... Oh, as 
many as ten or eleven sometimes.” 

Tleft Mr. Hutton and went back into 
the church, where two or three people 
were still standing around just inside 
the door chatting with the Rev, Mr. 
Cornell, one of the curates, and with 
the man who had the large white 
mustache. This man, I found, is Colo- 
nel George W. Burleigh, a New York 
lawyer, and, sure cnough, a vestryman 
of Trinity. He lives on Madison Ave- 
nue and drives downtown to Trinity al- 
most every Sunday in the year, winter 
and summer, Colonel Burleigh was 
chatting gaily with an elderly lady who 
was saying she was from Washington, 
D.C., and was visiting the church for 
the first time. “Where you staying?” 
the Colonel asked her in a hearty, 
friendly voice. “In the slums,” she 
said archly, “Positively in the slums 
—West Fifty-seventh Street!” “You 
ought to go East, my dear lady!” ex- 
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claimed the Colonel. He chatted with 
two or three other out-of-town visitors, 
and then went out and got, I am almost 
certain, into the old Packard. 

Mr. Cornell meanwhile was listening 
politely to the colored clergyman, who 
was talking to him earnestly in a low 
tone, Mr. Cornell listened in silence for 
quite a while and then said, “Just write 
to the Rectory. Iam sure they will an- 
swer your questions satisfactorily—yes, 
by all means write to the Rectory.” 

The colored clergyman seemed 
pleased at this and, after shaking hands, 
moved off, 

I went up to Mr. Cornell, told him 
the purpose of my visit, and we began 
to talk about Trinity Church. Without 
my asking about it, Mr, Cornell corro- 
borated Mr. Hutton in the statement 
that the congregation was made up 
mostly of tourists. “They come from 
all over,” he said. “All day every day,” 
he went on, a little wearily, I thought. 
“T venture to say that there are at all 
times as many as twenty people here, 
and walking about the churchyard, at 
once—at all hours of the day.”” 

He smiled dryly as he talked. “Satur- 
day is, you may be interested to know, 
the big day for tourists. More of them 
come on Saturday than on Sunday.” 

Together, we walked over and 
looked at a visitors’ book in a corner of 
the vestibule, and I found that a hun- 
dred and eighty-seven had signed it on 
Saturday and, up to that time Sunday, 
thirty-six. “They come from all over,” 
Mr. Cornell repeated. “Did you see the 
gentleman with the four children? 
With his four children, he has been to 
Canada on a sightseeing trip and they 
sre stopping in New York on their way 
back home. They are from Memphis, 
Tennessee.” We looked at the book 
again and noticed how many people in 
the same families had signed the visitors? 
book in groups that morning. ‘There 
were three Clarks from E] Dorado, 
Arkansas; three Bells and four Siftons 
from Pittsburgh; and three Pentys 
from Battle Creck, Michigan, besides 
the five Pattons from Memphis. 

“T am waiting to perform a baptismal 
service,” Mr. Cornell remarked. “They: 
are invariably late in coming.” 

He looked at his watch. 
“Who is being baptized?” I asked. 
“One of our mission children. You 

know, I presume, of our Mission House 
on Fulton Street, It is a mission for the 
people of the parish. Children are given 
an opportunity to have outings of ten 
days at our Seaside Home at Great 
River, Long Island.” 

I asked if many people of the par-     
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RETURN ENGAGEMENT 
BEGINNING TUESDAY, SEPTEMBER Ist 

THE POPULAR LONDON DUETTISTS 

WALSH end BARKER 
Back with a new repertory of 
their original syncopated songs. 

    

    

    

Alter the Theatre in the 
Cafe Lounge end Snack Bor 

EMILE PETTI 
and his Cosmopolitans 

THE COCKTAIL HOUR 
Dancing Dailyand Sunday 
And ofter the Theatre 
SNACK BAR Luncheon ond fh 
Dinner Daily ond Sunday 

AIR-CONDITIONED — Always Cool end Comfortable 

SAVOY-PLAZ 
aL Ne ee nese 

    
   

Rippling Rhythm Orchestra 
alternating with 
HUGO MARIANI 

and his Tango Orchestra 
DINNER-DANCING 
SUPPER-DANCING 

THE 

STARLIGHT ROOF 
and at Supper 
RAPHAEL 

Supreme artist of 
the concertina 

Reservations: Eldorado §-3000 
THE 

WALDORF-ASTORIA 
Park Avenue + 49th to 50th Sts. 
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   Right Around 
the Corner 

Wherever you happen to be when it's 
time to dine— you'll finda good dinner 
ina Roger Smith restaurant—waiting 
for you nearby. You can be sure of 
excellent food and drink in all of them! 

LUNCHEON 50¢ + DINNER $1 
at all 

ROGER SMITH 
RESTAURANTS 

  

   

            

    

      

   
   

    

The Winthrop + 47th St. & Lex. Ave. 
The Roger Smith + 40 East 4Ist St. 
The Brittany 1Oth St. & Broadway 

21 West 86th Street 
41 West 86th Street 
60 West 47th Street 

The Brewster 
The Cameron 
The Wentworth + 
The Park Crescent 

87th St. & Riverside      

  

    

    

    
   

  

  
  

And You'll Find 
(less than an hour from town) 

Charming outdoor Gardens and 
Terraces where you are served the 
same delicious food and drink at 
the same low prices! 
ROGER SMITH HOTELS 
THE ROGER SMITH Stamford, Conn. 
THE ROGER SMITH White Plains, N.Y, 
THE WOODROW WILSON 

New Brunswick, N. J.    

     

   

                  

    

  

    

After the theatre, the 
CTE a 

Se AV 

We have New York’s 
Favorite supper show 
On ice for you! .. . the 
Sparkling Ice Carnival! 
In our SUMMER TERRACE. 

Come see, sup, sip, tonight! 
Four ice skating acts 
Headed by BAPTIE & LAMB, 
Thrills, chills, comedy 
And CLYDE LUCAS plays 
Irresistible dance rhythms, 
Ice show is twice nightly 
And at Saturday luncheon, 

   

Comfortably air cooled, 
Of course. Dinners from $2. 
Cover charge (after 10) 50¢. 
On Saturdays $1.      

   

  

   HOTEL 

NEW YORKER 
34th at 8th Ave., Ralph Hitz, Pres.        
  

ish came to the services at the church. 

“A few,” he said. “A few. Mostly 
to the early-morning service—we have 
a service at eight A.M., you know.” 

“But they don’t come to the cleven- 
o'clock service?” T asked. 

“Hardly any. As I remarked be- 
fore, these people at this service are 
mostly tourists—mostly tourists.” 

I asked if he knew the name of the 
child that was to be baptized and he 
thought for some moments, his eyes on 
the ceiling. 

“Yes,” he said at length. “Alexan- 
der—Alexander Almasy, From a fam- 
ily of the parish, you understand.” 

Wetalked alittle about Dr, Fleming’s 
proposal of a moratorium on sermons. 
“Ah, yes,” Mr. Cornell said, “the news- 
papers jumped at that, did they not? I 
do not believe Dr. Fleming expected to 
be taken quite so literally. It is the 
sensational preaching, the ‘service and 
selling’ sermons, that he is opposed to— 
all those sermons that appear in the Mon- 
day morning newspapers.” He sighed. 

Somebody came up to talk to him, 
and I went outside and sat for a while 
in the churchyard, on a bench, beside 
which was a prominent sign requesting 
visitors not to sit on the graves. A good 
many tourists were walking about, tak- 
ing pictures. One or two of them, with 
special cameras, went into the church 
and took pictures of the interior. The 
coatless man was walking on the graves, 
reading the inscriptions on all the tomb- 
stones and snapping a picture every now 
and then. More tourists kept going 
into the church from the street, to pause 
a moment, pick up a booklet which tells 
of the history of Trinity Church and is 
given away free, and then to stroll 
about the churchyard and look at the 
tombstones. A sightseeing bus went by 
on Broadway and the words “Trinity 
Church .. . one of the oldest... Alex- 
ander Hamilton’s grave” came clearly 
from the barker. 

Mr. Cornell came out after a while 
and we talked a little longer. He point- 
ed to a tall monument in a corner of 
the churchyard which was erected in 
memory of those who lost their lives in 
the old Sugar House during the Revo- 
lutionary War. “It was not put up un- 
til the eighteen-fifties,” he said. “It 
was erected chiefly to prevent the city 
from running a street through the 
churchyard at that point. They might 
have torn up the churchyard, but they 
couldn’t very well tear down the mon- 
ument.” He chuckled good-humored- 
ly, and went back into the church to 
baptize young Alexander Almasy. 

—Sr. CLair McKetway 

    

      

  
  

Conveniently Located in 

Exclusive Murray Hill 

  

(The Griffon) 
Luxurious 2-7 room apartments 

with wood-burning fireplaces. 

Optional Maid Service. Excel- 

lent Restaurant in building. 

Rentals attractively priced. Res- 

ident Manager on Premises. 

ZL (ee: 
Roa Ome Noni 

oN roe) 
PYANesict Erne? 

  

OURS 
TO 

ENJOY 

EXTRA 

FEATURES 

AT NO EXTRA COST 
Ideal location. An atmosph 
delightfully “different.” Free 
use of swimming pool, gym- 
nasium, library, roof terrace, 
solarium, bridge rooms, etc, 
COST? VERY LITTLE! 

Weekly Rates from $12 
With Shower from $16 With Tub and Shower from $17 

Monthly. rates on application 
Telephone Wickersham 2-4000 

SHELTON HOTEL 
LEXINGTON AVE., at 49th ST. 

NEW YORK 
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THE RACE 
TRACK 

Fancies — Discovery in 
the Mud—Maedic Again 

ELL, the Sa- 
ratoga races 

are almost over, and 

I’m just bubbling 
like a Hathorn 
Spring with ideas for 

this weekend. Ed Bradley, who toys 
with odds and such, says it’s 6-5 that 
Discovery will beat Granville in the 
Saratoga Cup. I hope Bradley doesn’t 
change his mind between now and race 
time, for I’d like a piece of that bet, 
provided, of course, that the track is 
fast. If it isn’t, I expect Granville won’t 
run. In my book, Granville is the stout- 
est horse we have, and he'll take the 7 
mile and three-quarters of the Cup bet- 7 
ter than Discovery, whose best distance 
is a mile and a quarter. 

‘The Hopeful Stakes is more difficult. 
It’s always a scramble, and a big 
field will be out. Billionaire is the 
obvious horse, but he, too, must have a 
fast track. Unfortunately, my galoshes, 
which came in mighty handy last week, 
won't be of much use to him. And | 
if you bet on jumpers, Rioter, the best 7 
T’ve seen since Jolly Roger and Fair- 
mount, should win the Saratoga Steeple- 
chase. 

  

Dror didn’t relish having mud 
splashed in his face, and sulked 

badly for more than half a mile in the 
Whitney Stakes last Saturday. A man 
who backed him in hundreds at 1-5, | 
just to pick up supper money, had syn- 
cope; and another, who’d thought of 
taking 1-50 to show (yes, Show Parlay, 
those odds were offered), was glad he | 
didn’t. However, after some coaxing | 
from his jockey, Discovery settled to 7 
running, and three furlongs from home 
he bounded past Esposa to win by eight 
lengths or so, and everybody cheered. 
Tt was the third time in succession that | 
Discovery had won the race, and some- 
one suggested that if this sort of thing 
kept up, Alfred Vanderbilt would 
have to build a special shelf on his side- 
board at Glyndon, Maryland, for [ 
Whitney Stakes trophies. ‘This year 
they were three beautiful old English 
silver bowls. 

  

C. must be something of a Saratoga 
tradition to have a muddy track for 

the Grand Union Hotel Stakes. The 
Honourable George says that ten of the 

   

  

PERHAPS YOU HAVE NEVER 
TASTED A MANHATTAN COCKTAIL 

SO DELICIOUS AS THIS ONE 
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( many people have not ) 

    

"Tue grill of the celebrated Heublein Hotel in Hartford 
was among the firkt in the United States to broil Seaks 
and chops over charcoal. And, while these prime and juicy 
meats were sizzling on the fire, men sipped Manhattan 

cocktails in buoyant anticipation. 

  

        
    

  

Manhattans, whose warm gleam and full flavor were 
eloquent of FINE whiskey. Manbhattans, whose goodness 
had become a legend reaching far and wide. 

    

      

    
   

   
Now — once again — this legend becomes reality. 
Again the House of Heublein produces and bottles 
these sumptuous Manhattans under the Club Cocktail 
brand, made to the original Heublein standards of 
uncompromising quality. And possessing such char- 
acter, indeed, that a man recently confessed: “I can’t 
mix a Manhattan myself anywhere near so good as 
a Club Cocktail Manhattan.” 

Buc that’s not all. If this gentleman buys the same 
gtade materials that Heublein uses, his cocktails cost 
him more money than he pays for Club Cocktail Man- 
hattans ready-mixed! 

Club Cocktail Manhattans express the Heublein pol- 
icy of giving abundant money's worth and lavish sat- 
isfaction in a// produéts bearing the Heublein name. 

  

        
        
    

                
    

  

     

  

Club Cocktails are available in the following varieties 
—at all state operated and other liquor Stores—Martini 
Medium Sweet (60 proof), Dry Martini (71 proof), 
Extra Dry Martini (70 proof), Bronx (60 proof), Man- 
haan (63 proof), Side Car (60 proof), Old’ Fash- 
ioned (80 proof), and Sloe Gin Cocktail (49 proof). 

G. F. HEUBLEIN & BRO. HARTFORD, CONN, 
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TWIGLETS 
the famous appetite-awakening 

cocktail biscuits. Unique in shape and 
flavour, their zestful ‘meaty’ tang 
appeals to all adherents of the joyous 
cocktail hour.’ Ideal for ‘nibbling at,’ 

theyare nutritious, too, because they’re 
made from Peek Frean’s ALL-WHEAT 
Crispbread. Now in the economical 
metal-ended airtight carton. Of all high- 

class grocers. 

PEEK FREAN 
TWIGLETS 

IN THE COCKTAIL SERIES 
Other Peek Frean cocktail favourites in 
the same economy packing are Celery 
Sandwich, Piquant Sandwich, Cheddar 
Sandwich; Cocktail Puffs anda delightful 
assortment of all five... Savoury Snacks. 

    

    

[Straight Bourbon W biskey, 
botledinbondunder U.S. 

\| Gov'tsupervision—priced 
jaboutlevel with four-year 
fold whiskies. 18-year-old 

istillation also available. 
Glenmore Distilleries Co., Inc. 

Louisville, Owensboro 
Largest Distillery in Kentucky     

last twenty runnings have been in pretty 

awful going. 
Maedic, as I suggested, may not be 

the best two-year-old out this season, 

but he’s better than an empty stall for 

the Paige-Phillips confederacy. He’s 
won the Flash, Saratoga Sales, Sanford, 
and Grand Union Hotel Stakes at this 

meeting, not to mention $16,050 in 

prize money, and only the stable’s bet- 

ting commissioner knows how much in 
bets. His victory in the Grand Union 

Hotel Stakes was his easiest. He had 

no trouble in catching Grand Play at 
the head of the stretch, and then gal- 

loped home lengths ahead of his stable 

mate, Traulove. 

Still, the Maemere horses haven’t 

forgotten how to do the unexpected. 

Maeriel brought off a 30-1 chance in 

the Catskill Handicap, and there are 

still rumblings about it. 

HE better two-year-olds have been 
coming out now that the coughing 

sickness is over. The handsomest is 
Marshall Field’s Charing Cross, whom 

T’ve liked ever since I saw him in Flor- 

ida last winter, but who’s such a big 
colt that he hasn’t been hurried in his 

training, While he was saddling Char- 
ing Cross and Sir Damion the other 

afternoon, George Odom was amused 
at the clockers’ getting the two horses 
mixed up during the morning gallops, 
although the animals don’t look a bit 
alike. The clockers had the last laugh, 
for Sir Damion came along and beat 
Charing Cross, though I don’t ima- 
gine such a thing is going to happen 
again. 

Ever so many people were excited 
about Mosawtre, another first-time 

starter, who finished only half a length 
behind Charing Cross after getting off 
badly. Wrong Horse Harry says that 
the Aga Khan, or the Milky Way 
Farm, or somebody offered $40,000 

for Mosawtre. His name, in case you 
have trouble pronouncing it to your 

bookmaker, is made up of the letters 

beginning the full name of the State 

Comptroller, Morris Sawyer Tremaine 

—if that’s any help. 
Another colt I like is Best Beau, 

whom you can put down in your book 
for a rainy day. ‘There are not many 
who run especially well on muddy 
tracks, but this is one. Best Beau, who 

is in Mrs, Willis Sharpe Kilmer’s Fair 

Fields Stable, is a dark bay colt by Sun 

Beau from Adorable II; in addition to 

resembling his sire, he is as well-named 

a Kilmer horse as I remember. 
I daresay the best two-year-olds’ race 

of the meeting, if you're thinking of 

AUGUST 29, 1936 
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ik. My 

Big Moment” 
sbeams the Epicure... 

“When I sign a new lease at 
the Warwick I heave a gentle 
sigh of relief. You can’t sniff at 
a whole year of the kind of 

pleasant living War- 

  

    

   

            

     

wick guests enjoy.”* 

‘One to 
six rooms 
furnished 

or not, 
Attractive 
rentals, 

0. C. BARFUSS 
Manager 

lumen 
65 W. 54th St e New York 

soll Ve 

Jor Seenic Charm and 
the Hospitality of its. Hotels 

The Mount Washington 
Open until Sept. 26th 

The Bretton Arms 
Free from Hay Fever 

Outdoor Attractions: Golf —Two Courses, 
Tennis, Saddle Horses, Archery, Excellent 
Trout Fishing, Baseball, Mountain Climbing, 
Children’s Playground. 
Indoor Attractions: Cave Grill, Music, En- 
tertainment; Swimming Pool, Big Ballroom 
—Two Orchestras, Bridge Parties, Hostess in 
charge, Talking Pictures. Broker's Office. 
Rates moderate and in keeping with the times. 

Owned and operated by 
The Bretton Woods Company 
Joh Sanderson, Manager 
‘Address: Bretton Woods, N. H. 

iz Albany, 1.’ 
1 ‘The Adirondacks. . . Saratoga 
|... going or coming ... select 

Tic TEN EYCK 
the Capital city's famous leading hotel. 
400 Rooms. ROOF GARDEN with 

JELESNIK and his Orchestra 
POPULAR PRICE COFFEE SHOP 

‘Rik CONDIONED. 
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time as well as performance, was won 
by Ed Bradley’s Billionaire. He ran 
Case Ace dizzy in less than half a mile, 
and then went on to win by lengths 
from Traulove, with Flying Scot, on 
whom I’ve weakened a bit, third. 

We won't see Case Ace again this 
season, for he popped a knee in the race, 
and has been retired. Case Ace is a 
magnificent-looking animal, but it was 
so apparent before the race that he had 
leg trouble that I was surprised to sec 
men who really ought to know better 
tumbling over each other to snap up the 
short odds offered on the colt. The 
Milky Way Farms horses haven’t been 
so successful at Saratoga; there was 
one flash—Reaping Reward winning 
the United States Hotel Stakes—but 
that was all. Perhaps they miss the 
chocolate bars Mrs. Mars used to feed 
them. 

Reese horses burned out a valve 
in Colonel Tantivy Martingale’s 

television set. However, a roving 
observer reports by carrier pigeon 
that the Boston Transcript says there 
was a race for two-year-old phillies at 
?Gansett last week, and it was won 

by, of all horses, Sonny Whitney’s 
Peplum. 

‘TROUGH THE Rarnprops: Mrs. 
Sonny Whitney presenting the 

Whitney Stakes trophies. . . . Jock 
Whitney making a flying trip to sec 
Flying Scot run. . . . Thomas Hitch- 
cock waiting for the seventh race to see 
Amagansett. . . . Alfred Vanderbilt 
falling hehind schedule—he’s won only 
three races in a fortnight. . . . Percy 
Pike says there isn’t much consolation 
in the Consolation Stakes; his horses ran 
one, two, and both were claimed... . 
Jack Campbell rates Maedic and Air- 
flame at even weights for the Albany 
Handicap. . . . And Colonel Tantivy 
Martingale, who has scratched through 
another meeting without taking the wa- 
ters, is closing his cottage for the season. 
You remember, it’s the igloo, made of 
paper cups, just to the left of the Wash- 
ington Baths. —Aupax Minor 

“Why, I'd do it again in a min- 
ute,” said Mrs. G—— who lives 
at 113-35 205th St., St. Albans, and 
has been full of holes for years, and 
the holes get full of water, and you 
need a rowboat to get to the stores, 
and if the highway people won't do 
anything about it we will."—The 

  

Each pack carries aB&W 
conpon. (Premium offer 
good in U. S. A. only.) 
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NO BOOK ABOUT 

KQOLS 

CAN REALLY TELL 

HOW REFRESHING THEY ARE. 

YOU'VE GOT TO TRY 

THEM YOURSELF 

   

tha 
Kone Telegram. Parker Pen and Pencil Set—Colors: FREE. Write for illustrated 28-page _‘Detecto Scale—White, bathroom-type. 
The highway people probably don’t | gry. green or burgundy. 250 coupons _-B&Wpremium booklet, No.1 Rotary dal. Guaranteed. 875 coupons 

know where to begin. RALEIGH CIGARETTES...NOW AT POPULAR PRICES...ALSO CARRY B&W COUPONS 
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THE TENNIS 
COURTS 

The Rise of Robert Riggs 

AST year J. 
Donald Budge, 

of California, back 
from the Davis Cup 
wars, in which he 

\ waved his mighty 
Med racquet at the Queen 

of England in friendly salute, proved 
himself to be the best tennis-player in 
America on the Grandstand Court at 
Newport (in the finals he sent Frank 
Shields back to the movies, apparently 
for good). This year Budge dropped 
out of the singles, defaulting to a sur- 
prised young man named Broida, to 
save himself for Forest Hills and Fred 
Perry, whom Budge and I think Budge 
will beat this year. That is, if he gets 
past Grant. (If the lucky Mr. Broida’s 
fate interests you, he lost on the second 
day to one J. Burke Wilkinson.) This 
year another California boy—the tour- 
nament was full of them—was the 
best in the tournament. You’ye been 
seeing his name, for he’s been the sensa- 
tion of the season—Robert Riggs. He 
licked every Californian that he met, 
and Frank Parker, of Milwaukee and 
Spring Lake, N.J., to boot. Robert isn’t 
in J. Donald’s class by a long shot— 
and a lot of other shots—but he is a 
mighty sweet tennis-player. He played 
his best game in the fifth round against 
Wayne Sabin, who is also, it won’t sur- 
prise you to know, from California. 
Sabin had looked mighty good to me 
beating Robert Underwood, the blond 
Californian, in the third round, and 
Wilmer Hines in the fourth, but Riggs 
sent him back to his hotel beaten 1-6, 
1-6, 0-6. The next day Riggs took 
Joe Hunt, the blond Californian, in 
straight sets and was all ready for who- 
ever should win the Grant-Parker 
match. My two dollars were on Grant, 
the blond—no, the mighty Atlanta 
Atom. I might just as well have tossed a 
quarter for the two dollars, because the 
Grant-Parker match was a tossed coin. 
It came up Parker, by the strange score 
of 7-5, 6-1, 3-6, 0-6, 6-4, each play- 
er winning twenty-two games. Riggs 
had been trying all year to beat Parker 
on grass, having beaten him in the 
National Clay Court Finals, but he 
hadn’t been able to make it, and there 
were those who thought the apple of 
Mercer Beasley’s eye had the brunet 
Californian’s number. He didn’t have 
it last Saturday, however, and Riggs 

NEXPENSIVE 
Res 
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SHOULD BE YOUR 
CHOICE THIS YEAR 

You will never forget VENICE 
by moonlight, the restful, smil- 
ing Italian LAKES, beautiful 
MERANO, the snow-clad DOL- 

OMITES, the historical and now 
modern art cities of ROME, 

FLORENCE and NAPLES. 

Your BANK or TRAVEL BUREAU 
can furnish you with 

TOURIST CHECKS 

  

      
       
            
      
          

    
   

  
   or LETTERS of CREDIT 

at $6.05 PER 100 LIRE 

You will save 25% on the ex- 
change. The same rate is avail- 
able for HOTEL and GASOLINE 
COUPONS. Railroad fares are 
reduced from 50 to 70%. Also 
ask about the new “unlimited 
travel” season tickets. You may 
never be able to travel for so 
little again. 

  

        
    
    
    
    
    
        

For information apply to 
ALL TRAVEL AGENCIES 

or to:      
     Trauian Tourist Inrormation Orrice 

NEW YORK, N. Y.—Palazzo d'Italia, 626 Fifth Ave, 
(COlumbus 5-1300) 

  

      

  

CHICAGO, ILL.—333 North Michigan Avenue 
SAN FRANCISCO, CAL.—604 Montgomery Street      
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John-Frederies, 501 Madison Avenue, New York 

WH Ic 1s a matter of record 
chat ranking tennis play- 
ers and others who take 

their tennisseriously, have 
long preferred Chrome 
Twist strings. For the 
records will show that 
practically every impor- 
tant tournament played 
in the last five years, has 
been won by a player us- 
ing this make of string. 
Among the outstanding 
victories achieved with 
Chrome Twist this last 
season were the National 
Singles and Doubles, Na- 
tional Clay Court Singles 
and Doubles, National In- 

door Singles and Doubles, 
and a host of important 
state and sectional titles. 
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Write for free folder “How to 
take care of your Tennis Racket.”” 
JOHNSON SUTURE CORP’N 
2216 S. La Salle St., Chicago, Ill. 

SUNS 

Chrome Twist 
TENNIS GU 

  

 



THE NEW YORKER 

won an important match which will help 
to put him way up in the first ten in this 
year’s rating. He has already beaten 
Grant, at Rye. Riggs is still in his teens, 
a smiling youngster who plays with the 
nonchalance of a veteran (a veteran 
is anybody older than twenty-three). 
He has been accused of not taking ten- 
nis very seriously—horrible fault—but 
against Sabin and Hunt and Parker he 
showed he can play as seriously as any- 
body. 

Doubles, except in the Davis Cup, 
never seem more than exhibition match- 
es to me, and none of them last week 

was terribly interesting. France intro- 
duced a team of youngsters, Pelizza 
(who always footfaults) and Pétra, 
whom Sabin and Riggs climinated. 
Budge and Mako were far too good 
for everybody. Parker and Mangin in 
the finals didn’t have any more chance 
against them than you and I would 
have had, I didn’t see any greatly prom- 
ising Davis Cup doubles team at New- 
port. 

N= Nores: Probably the strangest 
moment of the tournament was 

during the Grant-Parker match, when 
Parker suddenly lay flat on his back 
at the baseline to rest between games 
in the fourth set. . . . In the third 
set of the Parker-Riggs final, Riggs, 
in serving a ball, broke a string in 
his racquet; Parker, in returning the 
ball, broke a string in his. . . . Last, 
but not least, France showed a new 
singles star in young Monsieur Destre- 
mau (spelled at Newport also Destre- 
meaux, and Destremau, and pro- 
nounced by the umpire, Demestrau). 
Parker beat him 6-4, 5-7, 10-8, 6-4 
in one of the best matches of the 
tournament. He is tall, plays an 
easy, fluent game, and has a beautiful 
forehand drive. With it he made some 
of the finest down-the-line placements 
ever seen in these courts. The Califor- 
nians will have to reckon with him in 
future Davis Cup matches. He played 
in the doubles with Toto Brugnon, 
losing finally to Culley and Hunt in a 
five-set match that lasted until eight 
o'clock Thursday evening. Once, when 
the youngster pounded his racquet on 
the ground in a fit of temper, Brugnon 
gave him a fatherly disapproving look. 
“This,” he seemed to say, “is New- 
port.” Well, Newport has the most 
restless, inconsiderate, talkative gallery 
T have ever sat in. They treat the play- 
ers.as if they were paid entertainers who 
shouldn’t expect courtesy. M. Demes- 
treau should have pounded them with 
his racquet, —Foor Fautr   
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Lay lor Fine SHERRY 
ure lo Get 1 

bit GORDON 
N28 fics | 

  

7 How often have you been disappointed 
\/ in the quality of Sherry the waiter 

brought you? And just think—generally, 
for the same price you could have had “Duff 
Gordon”! Remember this, next time you order 
Sherry by the glass or by the bottle. Specify 
“Duff Gordon’—and you'll be sure of getting 
the most highly regarded Sherry since 1772. 
Duff Gordon’s superb excellence comes fromthe 
largest reserves of the finest sherries in Spain. 

FAMOUS DUFF GORDON SHERRIES 
FOR EVERY PURSE AND PALATE... 

No. 28. . . . . . Medium Sweet 

Club Dry . . A Dry Cocktail Sherry 

Amontillado . Very Pale—Dry 
ALCOHOL 219% 
BY VOLUME 

ALEX D. SHAW, IMPORT DIVISION, NATIONAL DISTILLERS PRODUCTS CORP, NEW YORK 2  
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ON AND OFF THE AVENUE 

  

OBODY is going to make me 
N admit how long ago it was that 

[ attended school (I graduated 
from college at the age of twelve, to 
hear me tell it), but I will go so 
far as to say I am out of touch. It 
fortunately isn’t necessary for me to be 
sage, however, since all big shops comb 
campuses for contemporary opinions, 
and often—Bonwit makes a spec- 
ial point of this—have undergraduates 
working in their college shops to guide 
you. They don’t look like Phi Beta 
Kappa recluses, either. They tell me 
that the younger generation likes high- 
necked dinner dresses, sleeveless or not 
is crazy about a very high-waisted prin- 
cesse or Empire line; and for the eve- 
ning goes for bombazines, faille tafictas, 
and Mary Queen of Scots styles, as 
well as for the slinkiness that ruled un- 
questioned for so long. Where party 
dresses are concerned, however, I will 
not presume to address the tempera- 
mental young. ‘They can have their 
pick of beauties that are priced at around 
$19.95, and up. I say let the mothers 
and daughters fight it out themse! 
As for campus clothes, certain things 
remain constant. ‘The passion for lots 
of sweaters of Brooks length, for in- 
stance. The girls like to belt these; 
therefore Altman offers detachable belts 
(of the same material) with many of 
the skirts. Bonwit goes farther and often 
adds a scarf, which, in the neck of a 
separate jacket, makes the whole cos- 
tume a unit. For everyday wear, it is 
always better to have a collection of 
things that can be shuffled into various 
combinations than to have a few set 
costumes. Matching-up goes on every- 
where. Altman has socks, gloves, felt 
hats, tweeds, sweaters, everything dyed 
anxiously and expertly, Plaids are all 
over the place. Culottes, greatly to 
my surprise, aren’t much in evidence, 
though bicycles are still campus car- 
riers, Best is crazy about the revival of 
camel’s hair (both the fabric and the 
color). 

   

  

‘O be specific: After gaping at the 
College Shop decorations at Lord 

& Taylor, which consist of actual mer- 
chandise pasted on the walls, you note 
that the merchandise is equally imag- 
inative. For the incredible price of 
$19.95, you can find swinging, bal- 
macan-type topcoats, made of checked, 
plaid, or plain tweeds with natural 
gabardine linings. They are reversible, 

FEMININE FASHIONS 

waterproof, and as good-looking as pos- 
sible. There are also knee-length coats 
of a thin plaid fabric, for $7.95, that 
have been cravanetted; and campus 
coats, straight and just below hip length, 
with a three-button closing, that come 
in camel’s hair in every possible color 
and cost $27.95. The sutde jerkins 
($7.95) are sleeveless, button on one 
shoulder and down the ribs, are worn 
over bright plaid or checked shirts, and 
are marvellously warm under tweed 
jackets. The skirts are unusual, too, 
like the Scotch plaids, pleated with 
that authentic wrap-around in front; 

some monotone tweed skirts with a zip- 
per down the side, and pressed gores; a 
four-gored skirt of cither imported 
tweed or gray flannel, flaring wide, and 
costing $7.95; and an exceptionally 
swell gray flannel culotte with a wi 
belt, for $10.95. There is a large as- 
sortment of Tyrolean sweaters in giddy 
colors, and there are any number of 
separate jackets in every possible style 
and color at every possible price. 

    

Bae TELLER houses such any- 
age treasures as one-piece dresses 

of plaid wool with gored skirts, sharp 

  

  
“For the last time, you and that glass slipper 

get the hell out of here!”  



41 

     *Pegey Vanderbilt, Vassar 
°37, heads a group of other 

i \ knowing college girls who 
make helpful suggestions. 

OPPENHEIM COLLINS 
COLLEGE SHOP—THIRD FLOOR
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It will ring the bell wherever it goes... 

furnish moral support for orals ... win 

applause in class, campus and grand- 

stand ... and be fashion news every- 

where... because it's a “SEMESTER KNIT," 

exclusive with Wanamaker's in 5 
10" 

NewYork. The newest Fall colors. 

NEW YORK 

BROADWAY to FOURTH AVE., Bth to 10th Sts.   

shoulders, and touches of black velvet 
at throat and belt ($29.75). There 
also are lots of plaid jackets to be worn 
with plain skirts, or vice versa. Wragge 
designed a new blouse which Bonwit 
likes especially. It is made of a soft, 
cashmere sort of stuff called Tibet Mist 
and has a scarf type of collar. With a 
belted skirt to match, it’s $14. For 
weekends, look at a bright-green tweed 
topcoat, flaring and knec length, with a 
big natural lynx collar and an inside 
tweed scarf. This has a skirt to match. 
And you'll snatch out of your daugh- 
ter’s hands the suit of black nubbly wool 
that is here. The jacket is fitted and 
buttoned, like a schoolboy’s, to high 
revers; the knee-length topcoat is semi- 
fitted. Such utter beauty for $55 will 
overwhelm you. When dressiness is 
wanted, Bonwit is particularly success- 
ful. A dress of thin black wool has 
a very high-waisted black satin top 
with puffed sleeves, and is all right 
for tea-dancing; the Persian-trimmed 
jacket, jumper length in front and bo- 
lero length in back, citifies it. This is 

$39.75. Bonwit also likes that white, 
crushed-ermine fabric for evening 
wraps; both little, square-shouldered 
capes and flaring, knee-length coats 
cost $39.75. And then there are mit- 
tens—literal, literal mittens—to match 
for that cold rumble-seat ride to the 
D.K.E. house. 

T Altman round-necked tuck-in 
blouses and ribbon-trimmed car- 

digans made of lightweight wool in 
authentic tartans are $5.95 and $6.95, 
and kind of a relief from the con- 
ventional sweater. The plaid epidemic 
extends here to fabric gloves, to belts 
with purses deep enough for sundae 
money, a lipstick, and such, as well as 
to the expected scarves. Look at a dandy 
culotte two-piece affair in black jersey 
with a tan belt and tan buttons, a color 
combination Altman likes. And at a 
two-piece checked wool dress, with the 

skirt buttoned to the shirt under a 
leather belt, so either garment may be 
worn separately if you wish. This has a 
one-button tailored jacket over it. The 
most sensational topcoat here is of cam- 
el’s hair in a variety of colors—very 
soft and fuzzy and cozy-like. 
full-length, slouchy affair that flares 
forth widely in back and costs $39.75. 
Oilskin raincoats have a considerate oil- |" 

skin envelope to match that is large 
enough for textbooks. And there is a 

particularly nice tweed suit with a fitted, 
buttoned-up jacket for $29.75. It illus- 

trates Altman’s matching-up passion, 
for you can get everything, from socks 

It’s a fj   

LAS 
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T 9 DAYS! 

DISCOUNTS 10% to 50% 

OPEN every 
night fill 8 

eC e lia ae  
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and gloves to felt hats, sweaters, and 

topcoats, to go with it. 

B=: enthusiasm for camel’s-hair 
color reaches a high peak in the 

$22.95 shirtmaker dress with a tuck-in 
shirt of cashmere jersey, a gored flannel 
skirt, and a calf belt. You will also find 
lots of plaid wool dresses, usually with 
leather belts and buttons, at $19.95. 
There is a particularly good culotte of 
lightweight wool, with a belted jumper 
to match, all fitted up with silver metal 
buttons. And, hooray, there is a revival 
of the jumper dress. It comes in navy 
wool erépe, is sleeveless, belted, and 
pocketed, and you wear it over the 
McMullen chambray blouses with pleat- 
ed bosoms. It’s like the school uniforms 
that six-year-olds wear. Best has quan- 

tities of the Arnold type of buckled 
sports shoes, as well as the saddle shoes 
that have been popular on campuses 
for many years; lots of felt hats of the 

Dunlap type, varied by odd crowns; 
and round-crowned hats with bound 
brims—Stetson classics. 

    

Bees offers the most 
amazing swagger Harris tweed 

coats with linings of natural rabbit fur. 
The lovely thing about the lining is 
that it zips in and out with ease, to al- 
low for changes in the weather. These 
are $29.75. Other Harris tweed coats 
have camel’s-hair linings, all with the 
same convenient in-and-out arrange- 
ment. They come in herringbones, 
checks, and monotone fabrics for $25. 
You will also find many seven-eighths 
coats, made of tweed and blocked lap- 
in, and reversible. The coats are $44; 
skirts to match are $7.95. All of which 
items are worthy candidates for a how- 
do-they-do-it prize. 

CHOOLGIRLS are hereby in- 
formed that Saks-Fifth Avenue 

have a marvellous new shampoo called 
Drene; two sizes, sixty cents and $1 a 
bottle. It has neither soap nor oil as a 
hase, but a half-tablespoonful makes a 
lovely lather, even in cool water, and 
only one application is necessary to make 
your hair and scalp incredibly clean. It 
seems to dry very quickly, too, and it 
leaves your hair with a lovely sheen. 
Tm not much of a home shampocer, 
but when I tried this it looked like a 
professional job. aol a Tee 

  

TOWN OF THE WEEK CLUB 

Accident, Md. 
Alternates: War, W. Va.; Cripes, 

Calif.; Joint Account, $.C.   
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openings of note... 
and the fall flurry of getting into a new season, meet- 

ing new people, making new conquests ... all these 

demand new clothes, with a different look. The prin- 

eess line, moulded bodices, and squared shoulders 

give a fresh new air to these dresses of Ticarib, a fabric 

woven of Enka rayon, with a pattern of little choppy 

x 
waves. 10 to 20. Daytime dresses, third floor. 16-95



@ For reservations call Mr. Frank 

  

  

  

  

  

    

  

High above the East River with its bridges, | 
boats and ever changing scene, these mod. 

em apartments offeradventagesandacharm | 
ofenvironment quite unequalled elsewhere. 

Sky Terrace for Tenants... Crosstown Bus 
‘Unobstructed Southern Exposure 

2 10 6 ROOMS 
E 

} 

| 

View from Sky Terrace 

si 
| ALBERT B. ASHFORTH, ING- 19 EAST 44th STREET- MUrray Hill 2-1100     

  

  

     FASHIONABLE RIVER COLONY 

ON Beekman Hill 

from 

    

   
  

  

    

  

2 ROOMS $60 
3 ROOMS + from $80 
4 ROOMS, 2 baths | | from $120 
SROOMS, 3 baths | from $165 

       Groped living, ooms...log. burning replaces... bath 
with every chamber... spacious rooms ‘also Studios, Penthoiises, Terraces 

‘and furnished apartments.      
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Three Shows Nightly 
720, 10330 p. m. & 1:30 a. m. 

| 52 W. 8th St. N. Y. C. 
DINNER $1.00—$1.50 

‘STuyvesant 9-8840-8841 

   

       
AIR CONDITIONED—FREE PARKING 
Live Turtle Races every Nite at 10 P.M. 

WARD and ROME 
63 E. 57th St. 

Decorative Painting 
Paper Lampshades 

Porcelains for Lamps 

  

  

HE WAS AMONG FRIENDS 

HE Presidential campaign of 
1916—back in the horse-and- 
buggy era—was a vastly more 

thrilling affair than the one which oc- 
cupies us this year. At least it seemed so 
to me from my vantage point as office 
boy in Democratic campaign headquar- 
ters in New York. My colleague and 
pal, Walter McQuilkin, also found it 
thrilling, but for a more practical reason. 
His father was a minor politician in 
Brooklyn, and I have no doubt that 
Walter has by now attained a similar 
eminence; he had all the necessary at- 
tributes. I had just come up from Ten- 
nessee, and I was altogether overcome 
by New York, with its hordes and its 
skyscrapers; by having my first job, and 
by the privilege of working for Wood- 
row Wilson and the Democratic Party; 
as well as by the excitement of the cam- 
paign. Walter was glib with the lore 
of politics, and he willingly became my 
mentor, 

It was in the newspaper-clipping 
room, to which I was finally transferred 
after some vicissitudes, that I met Wal- 
ter. Henry Morgenthau, Sr., was trea- 
surer of the National Committee, and 
anumber of his relatives had found jobs 
in headquarters. One, a Mrs. Weiss, 
superintended—I suppose very efficient 
ly—the clipping of newspaper articles 
favorable to Mr, Wilson and the past- 
ing of these in scrapbooks, Mrs. Weiss 
and I did not get along well. She 
dressed severely and wore very formid- 
able spectacles; she spoke in a sharp, 
Yankee manner, .snapping out her 
words and rolling her “rs; and her 
attitude toward her underlings re- 
minded me of that of the boss of a 
Negro chain gang in the South, except, 
of course, that she used no profanity 
and always stopped short of physical vi- 
olence. None of my convictions was 
more firmly grounded than that wom- 
an’s place was in the home, and the 
sight of a woman overseeing a bunch of 
supine males was almost more than I 
could bear, Mrs, Weiss, on her part, 
found my slow Southern way of doing 
things peculiarly exasperating, and she 
did not fail to tell me so frequently 
and with great candor, Walter, how- 
ever, clipped neatly and pasted like a 
veteran, the while whispering to me en- 
grossing stories of behind-the-scenes in- 
trigues. Walter was a favorite of Mrs. 
Weiss; became, in fact, a kind of trusty. 

HE notification ceremonies for 
Mr. Hughes took place on the 

evening of July 31st, at Carnegie Hall.  



Walter persuaded me that we ought to 
go, as unofficial spies for the Democrats. 
He pointed out that while of course it 
wouldn’t do for any well-known Dem- 
ocrat thus to venture into enemy ter- 
ritory, the chances were that we would 
not be recognized. 

Sneaking through the crowds, we 
found seats in a corner of the top bal- 
cony. The old hall groaned with the 
thousands of Republicans who had gath- 
ered there. To my surprise they looked 
like respectable people who were happy, 
even enthusiastic, at being where they 
were. The platform was half filled with 
dignitaries, and every time another took 
his seat the crowd would cheer and the 
band would strike up gaily. At last Mr. 
Hughes appeared, flanked by the noti- 
fication committee. The crowd broke 
loose, and I reluctantly admitted to 
myself that their enthusiasm for the 
sedate, unbending gentleman in the 
iron-gray whiskers seemed genuine e- 
nough. Mr. Hughes was patently ill 
at ease and embarrassed by the din. He 
bowed stiffly, smiled vaguely through his 
whiskers, and waved his hand several 
times, After a few minutes the cheering 
waned and Mr, Hughes sat down, 

At that moment the curtains to one 
of the boxes parted, and in walked 
Theodore Roosevelt. The cheering 
ceased suddenly, and for an instant the 
vast place was utterly still; then a form- 
less roar, reaching a deafening crescen- 
do. Everyone in the audience was on 
his feet—even Walter and I—and 
turned toward the Roosevelt box. “We 
want Teddy!” was the chant that rose 
from a thousand throats, and the rhyth- 
mic stamping of feet that accompanied 
it was the greatest strain Carnegie Hall 
ever had. Mr, Hughes and his notifica- 
tion committee sat transfixed on the 
platform. Mr. Roosevelt kept his seat 
for a few moments, grinning broadly 
in his famous way. ‘Then, as if reluc- 
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Swimminc Poo. 

    

what they say 

LONDON TERRACE is the larg- 
est apartment house in the 
world...41 types of apart- 
ments to choose from. Larger 
rooms at lower rents; closet 
space to spare; large, high- 
tiled bathrooms; and kitchens 
and kitchenettes modern in 
every detail. 

LONDONTERRACE offersyou 
free privileges of the MARINE 
SUN DECK; the largest SWIM- 
MING POOL in Manhattan; an 
ACRE OF GARDEN; the PENT- 
HOUSE CLUB; GYMNASIUM... 
21 extra services on your house 
telephone. Elizabeth Flynn’s 
Restaurant. 

Cooled by New York’s pre- 
vailing west winds, blowing 
straight across the Hudson... 
and only 15 minutes from Wall 
Street; 10 minutes from Times 
Square...LONDON TERRACE af- 
fords suburban advantages... 
urban conyenience. 

1 ROOM AND KITCHENETTE 
from $54 

1 ROOM— COMPLETE KITCHEN 
from $59 

2 ROOMS AND KITCHENETTE 
from $75 

3 ROOMS INCLUDING KITCHEN 
from $79 

“GAS INCLUDED IN YOUR RENTAL 
A PENTHOUSE TERRACE 

Wm. A. WHITE & SONS 
Established 1868 

about London Terrace? 

Marine DECK 

      
Renting Office on Premises—Open until 8 P. M. 

London t'Terrace 
435 WEST 23RD STREET 

4k Telephone: CHelsea 3-7000 
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STRIKE! 

GEE NS for fall apart- 
ments isn’t the easy sport 

it used to be. The waters are 

rapidly getting fished out. 

Save time by coming to the 
best fishing grounds in 
town... the group of splen- 
did buildings managed by 
us... Where you can still 
land a “prize.” 

993 FIFTH AVENUE 
(bet. 80th & 81st St.) 

12 & 14 rooms, from $9,000 

1040 FIFTH AVENUE 
(North Corner 85th St.) 

12 rooms, from $6,000 

270 PARK AVENUE 
(47th to 48th St.) 

5 to 8 rooms, from $3,000 
10 to 14 rooms, from $5,000 

340-50 PARK AVENUE 
(51st to 52nd St.) 

7 & 9 rooms, from $3,600 

375 PARK AVENUE 
(52nd to 53rd St.) 

7 & 8 rooms, from $2,700 
9 & 11 rooms, from $3,500 

635 PARK AVENUE 
(S. E. Cor. 66th St) 

13 rooms, from $5,600 

53 East 66th STREET 
(bet. Park & Madison Aves.) 

6 rooms, from $1,900 
10 rooms, from $3,700 

50 EAST 77th STREET 
(Adjoining Carlyle Hotel) 

7 rooms, $2,800 
8 rooms, $4,200 

3 EAST 84th STREET 
(A step from Central Park) 
10 rooms, from $4,000 

  

| papery eer sy Om Alberta Ls 
arn 

15 East 49th Street PLaza 3-9200 
1911 — 1936 

Established a Quarter-Century     
  

tantly, he got to his feet and waved his 
clasped hands above his head at the 
crowd in the manner of a prizefighter. 
‘Then he gestured for silence and panto- 
mimed that this party was Mr. Hughes’, 
not his. 

At last the noise subsided and the 
crowd took their seats and turned their 
eyes toward the platform. But occa- 
sionally, all through the evening, even 
when Mr. Hughes was speaking, a 
hoarse, solitary cry arose: “We want 
Teddy!” A man mounted the rostram 
and began delivering the speech of no- 
tification. This speaker impressed me. 
He was urbane and handsome in a 
strange, swarthy way, and I thought 
him very statesmanlike; he was a good 
orator. I asked Walter who he was. 
“His name’s Harding,” he said. “War- 
ren G, Harding. He’s Senator from 
Ohio.” 

OT until over a month later, on 

September 2nd, did the Demo- 
crats hold their notification ceremony. 
At Shadow Lawn, near Long Branch, 
New Jersey, Mr. Wilson learned the 
fateful news. Of course our office 
turned out in a body and took a special 
train down. Never having seen Mr. 
Wilson, I looked forward to that day 
for weeks. By a sad turn, Walter and 
I missed the train, and when we finally 
arrived, the main event was over. “I’ve 
an idea,” said Walter, who was never 
at a loss. “The President’s giving a 
reception for the Cabinet and the mem- 
bers of Congress afterwards. I think I 
can get us in.” He did. 

We found about three hundred of 

the upper crust of Democracy milling 
about the spacious parlors of Shadow 
Lawn in a sort of ecstasy. Walter and 
I were not noticed, and we milled too. 
I noted with some satisfaction that al- 
though Henry Morgenthau was there, 
Mrs. Weiss was not. But I failed to 
catch a glimpse of the President. TI 
recognized William G. McAdoo and 
Sheriff Al Smith, and Walter pointed 
out Thomas R. Marshall, reminding 
me that he was the Vice-President; but 
the President eluded me. 

After a while I followed my nose 
and found the room where a buffet 
luncheon was being served. Liveried 
Negro servants slithered obsequiously 
about, laden with overflowing plates. 
Soon I had one of these plates, in which 
Virginia ham gravy surged precariously 
as I moved away from the table. Sud- 
denly a bump, and as I lifted my eyes 
a degree above the plate I saw with 
consternation two brown and glistening 

spots of Virginia ham gravy on a leg of 
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JOIN THIS —~ 
FASHIONABLE SUTTON PLACE 

COLONY 
EXCLUSIVE © CONVENIENT 

INEXPENSIVE 

   
    
          

Let us show you how much rer! apartment 
value you can obtain here at a surprisingly mod. 
erate rental. Six fine buildings offering a wide 
choice of layouts. A few luxurious penthouses 
and maisonerces. Many river view apartments. 

NOTABLE FEATURES ARE: 
SPACIOUS, WELL-BALANCED ROOMS... REAL 
FIREPLACES . ... OVERSIZE DINING FOYERS .... 
DOUBLE THE USUAL CLOSET SPACE..... BATH 
WITH EVERY CHAMBER... . . OUTSIDE KITCHENS 

1% ROOMS "4seNexr KITCHEN, 
360 EAST 55th . from $60.00 
405 EAST 54th . from $60.00 
865 FIRST AVE.* from $60.00 

3 and 344 ROOMS 
419 EAST 57th . fon$100.00 
320 EAST 57th . from $85.00 
360 EAST 55th . from $80.00 
405 EAST 54th . from $80.00 
865 FIRST AVE.™ from $75.00 

4 and 5 ROOMS 
2and 3 Baths 

419 EAST 57th 4Rms. from $133 
419 EAST 57th 5 Rms. from $158 
320 EAST 57th 4 Rms. from $115 
405 EAST 54th 4 Rms. from $125, 
405 EAST 54th 5 rms. from $125 

* 
Ownership M’g’t of CRYSTAL & CRYSTAL 

Representatives on the Premises 
Beckman Hill 

ee 
or 49th Street. 

Your Home 
- IN THE SUN 

170 EAST 78TH STREET 

A rare duplex apartment 

available October Ist 

A studio living room 17’ x 28’ with a 
13-foot ceiling and wood burning fire- 
place; a dining room with a balcony 
overlooking the living room; a spaci- 
ous library also with a wood burning 
fireplace ; three master bedrooms, two 
maids’ bedrooms and 3 bathrooms; a 
real kitchen with ample pantry space ; 
and an abundance of closets complete 
this rare apartment on the 9th and 
10th floors with entrance on each floor 
and a southern exposure. 

‘This apartment is well known for 
the quality of its tenants, its well kept 
appearance and fine service. 

The rental for this duplex apart 
ment is $3900. An agent on the prem- 
ises will gladly show it—or for further 
details 

HARRISON BLACK CORPORATION 
19 West 44th Street VAnderbite 3-8371
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a pair of white flannel trousers in front 
of me. I backed away, looking up at 
the man. “Oh!” I said. “I—I’m so 
sorry.” The gentleman looked down 
at me, smiling oddly. “It’s nothing,” 
he said. “It’s quite all right.” 

“Enjoying yourself?” he said after 
a moment. I nodded, for my mouth 

was full, He had a plate, too, and 
he was eating. I said that everybody 
thought Mr. Wilson had made a fine 
speech. “Ah, really?” he said, still 
with that strange smile. Then his face 
became serious, and he looked quite 
through me. “He was among friends,” 
he said. 

Just then Henry Morgenthau came 
up, with some man in tow. Rather 
unceremoniously he edged in between 
me and my new-found friend. “Mr. 
President,” he said, “may I present...” 

—Brverty L. CLarKe 

ANSWERS TO HARD QUESTIONS 

“Douste-Date” Etiquette 

Sir: (1) When on a double date how 
should we be seated in an ice cream 
booth? (2) Who should order, boy or 
girl? (3) When a fellow wants a girl’s 
picture does that signify anything? (4) 
Should a girl accept a date when the fel- 
low asks the first time? (5) Should a girl 
take a fellow’s arm or fellow take girl’s 
arm? (6) Who should walk down the aisle 
of a movie first, the boy or girl? (7) Is 
it considered bold for a girl to ask fellow 
she’s with for a cigarette? (8) If a fellow 
doesn’t offer a girl any cigarettes, should 
she buy or take out her own? (9) Does 
the fellow light it for her? (10) Who 
makes the first move when leaving an ice 
cream parlor? (11) If a girl has to be 
home early how does she tell the fellow 
she’s with? Caron ANN 

—Philadelphia Evening Bulletin. 
1. You should sit ABBA. 
2. You should decide on one thing 

and order in chorus. 
3. Yes, but don’t have one taken 

specially. 
4. Yes. It isn’t his fault that it’s the 

first time. 
5. A girl should take a fellow’s arm 

when the fellow is paralyzed or when 
he has bundles. A fellow should take 
a girl’s arm when he knows definitely 
that she is going to trip, or when he 
thinks it would be fun to. 

6. The one who can see the better in 
the dark. 

7. Yes, but she'll get it. 
8. Yes; Old Golds. 
9. He does if he thinks of it. And if 

he thinks of it, he’s lucky. 
10. Usually the pimply, curly-haired 

fellow who had the banana split. 
11. She says, “I have to be home 

early.” 
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Two of New York's. Most Uniquee Apartments 

13 Room Quadruplex TOWER APARTMENT 
High above the din of the city are four floors of extraordinary rooms 
comprising one of the most unusual apartments in New York. 

13 Rooms, 6 baths and lavatory—2 Terraces—exposures in every direction. 
Immediate Occupancy 

tor 

13 Room — Decorated DUPLEX OF DISTINCTION 
The “once-in-a-lifetime” opportunity to lease, ready-made, a per- 
fectly appointed town home. In the distinctively Beresford spacious- 
ness of its rooms, the apartment is a dream picture of authentic 
French period decorations, installed at a cost of over $75,000. 

13 Rooms, 5 baths, and lavatory, Terrace 
Occupancy Sept. 15th 

Other Apartments from 5 to 15 Rooms 

THE BERESFORD 
211 Central Park West SUsquehanna 7-2100 

    
  

  

  

IF YOU'RE A BUDGET BALANCER we've « panc- 
cea for all your problems. Live at the Parc Vendome. No gas bills to 
Pay, no land taxes, no commutation ticket to buy, no mortgage interest 
to meet . . . but big dividends in comfort, convenience and prestige! 

@ ENJOY THESE EXCLUSIVE FEATURES .. . an excellent restaurant, 
also an alluring garden dining terrace, a popular bar, swimming pool, 
modern gymnasium and a private garden almost an acre in extent. 
Apartments of 1 to 7 rooms . . . beautifully arranged . . . some with 
terraces, also penthouses and studios with dropped living rooms, many 
with wood-burning fireplaces. City life and country quiet. Unsurpassed 
transportation facilities and accessibility to the smart shops, theatres, 
movies and Central Park. Gas for cooking and refrigeration free. Maid 
or hotel service optional. With all this, rentals are surprisingly modest. 

Pare Vendome WILLIAM B. HALL 
Resident Manager 

340 TO 350 WEST 57th STREET CIRCLE 7-6990   
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They SoonThin Out 

The best apartments are chosen early, before 
the last minute rush, in plenty of time to 
arrange for moving, decoration and unex- 
pected delays. There is still time, but not 
too much, if you want a wide range of choice 
and price. Make an appointment tomorrow 
with Brown, Wheelock, Harris, Stevens, 
Inc., to see one of these fine apartments. 

1035 FIFTH AVENUE 
12, Il, 9 and 8* Rooms 

*Penthouse 
1148 FIFTH AVENUE 

9 and 8 Rooms 
277 PARK AVENUE 

7, 6, 5 and 2 Rooms 

525 PARK AVENUE 
10 and 8 Rooms 

730 PARK AVENUE 
14, 13*, Il and 9 Rooms 

*Duplez Penthouse 
PARK AVENUE 

12 Rooms 
1088 PARK AVENUE 

12*, N*, 9, 8, 6 and 4 Rooms 
*Duplex Penthouses 

1230 PARK AVENUE 
6, 4 and 3 Rooms 

Also 6-Room Penthouse 
22 EAST 36th STREET 

8, 5, 4, 3 and 1 Rooms 

159 EAST 49th STREET 
4 and 3 Rooms 

Also 4-Room Penthouse 
27 EAST 62nd STREET 

6 and 4 Rooms 
50 EAST 72nd STREET 

6, 4 and 3 Rooms 
120 EAST 75th STREET 

5 Rooms 

17 EAST 84th STREET 
7 and 6 Rooms 

791 

Representative at all Buildings 

    
  

POLO 
The Open Tournament 
—Argentine Ponies 

HE Open 
Championship, 

which starts at Mea- 
dow Brook this 
weekend, isn’t going 
to be one of those 
tournaments you can 

fit into your arrangements casually. 
It’s going to be furious business, espe- 
cially as there’s the incentive of the 
winners’ meeting the Argentines next 
month for the Cup of the Americas. 
Six teams are playing, and the top 
three are Greentree, Templeton, and 
Aurora, 

‘Templeton, of course, has the strong- 
est side. Most of the players are eight- 
goal men, which puts the team at the 
top of the handicap list. It wouldn’t be 
stretching a point, exactly, to say that 
it’s an International side, for with one 
exception—Jimmy Mills, who takes the 
place of Eric Pedley at No. 2—it is the 
same team that played for America in 
the Westchester Cup matches at Hur- 
lingham in June. Mike Phipps, No. 1; 
Stewart Igiehart, No. 3, who’s quite 
recovered from the injury to his arm in 
the first of the matches abroad; and 
Winston Guest have worked together 
for ever so long, and Mills, who lots 
of people think is just as good as 
Pedley, slips into the combination per- 
fectlyy 

Jock Whitney’s Greentree four will 
line up exactly as it did in winning the 
Open last year, with Pete Bostwick as 
No. 1, Tommy Hitchcock as No. 2, 
Gerald Balding—No. 2 for England in 
the Cup matches—back again at No. 3, 
and Jock Whitney at back, The team, 
which is rated at thirty goals, has been 
going awfully well in the practice and 
test matches. Bostwick has been riding 
cleverly and hitting perfectly tremen- 
dous shots, considering that he’s the 

smallest man in high-goal polo, and 
Hitchcock has been playing up to his 
ten-goal ranking. Balding is a nine- 
goal man and the pivot of the team, 
and Whitney is one of the most im- 
proved newer players I know. 

Aurora, runner-up in the Open last 
year (remember what a match the 
final, in which Whitney saved his side, 

was? ), has Seymour Knox at No. 1; 
the Gerrys, Bobby and Ebby, at No. 2 
and No, 3; and Billy Post II at back. 
Aurora also is a thirty-goal team, for 
Knox and Bobby Gerry are ranked at 
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Take a New Lease 
on Life—in Bronxville 

'RADUATE New Yorkers who 
have shaken the dust of the city 

from their bedroom slippers find so 
much more in life at Bronxville—and 
paradoxically the cost of equivalent 
apartments is emphatically Jess than 
in town. 

Witness these country apartments 
in Alger Court (one of the sixty-odd 
Bronxville apartment groups under 
Lawrence ownership-management) : 

6 to 9 rooms; $135 to $240. 
Other Lawrence apartments 
from 3 rooms up at propor- 
tionately mod rentals, 

  

Come out this week-end 
—only 29 minutes from 
Grand Central. 

erm Tri 
eee 

SHUN ees 

7 ROOMS. 

Perro gn 

3 BATHS 

2 to 16 rooms 

aod 

300 PARK AVE. 

Douglas Elliman & 

eee eer}   
  

    

   

    

    

The GREEN PARK 

1-2-3 Rooms 
and Kitchen 

Furnished and Unfurnished 

  

Unusual Values 

ae 
at 4th SE,     ION FASHIONABLE MURRAY HILL 
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seven goals each, and Ebby Gerry and 
Post at eight. Although Knox isn’t a 
No. 1 man by trade, he’s adaptable and 
works well in any combination. 

Laddie Sanford has made one 
change in the lineup of his Hurricanes 
since they won the Junior Champion- 
ship in July. His No. 3 will be R. E. 
Strawbridge, Jr., Chairman of the Polo 
Association, who has played in more 
Open Championships than any other 
man in the tournament. As for the 
others, Sanford will be at No. 1, Earle 
Hopping, Jr., at No. 2, and Cocie 
Rathborne at back. The Hurricanes, 
who as usual will be well mounted, are 
a twenty-six goal side; Sanford and 
Hopping are rated at six goals each, 
and Strawbridge and Rathborne at 
seven goals. 

Although Roslyn has Raymond 
Guest and Tyrrell-Martin, who was 
No. 3 to Balding’s No. 2 for England 
this summer, in the lineup, the side isn’t 
an impressive one. Johnny Fell, No. 
1, and Dunbar Bostwick, back, are 
five-goal men, but Tyrrell-Martin and 
Guest bring the handicap total to twen- 
ty-four goals. However, the combina~ 
tion seems to be such a hastily drawn 
one that it won’t go far in the tourna- 
ment. Texas, with Billy Reynolds, 
No. 1; Terrence Preece, No. 2; Rube 
Williams, No. 3; and Tom Mather, 
back, has a rating of twenty-three 
goals. 

The Polo Association hopes to run 
off the tournament in a week, but the 
committee, not being ingenuously opti- 
mistic about the weather, is allowing 
plenty of time to wind up all business 
before the matches with the Argen- 
tines. 

UITE as interesting as the 
matches are the ponics of the 

Argentines. They are stabled at Mitchel 
Field, which adjoins Meadow Brook. 
‘There are forty-cight in the string, 
and horsemen say that they are the 
best lot of animals they’ve seen in 
years. Tommy Nelson, cousin of Jack 
Nelson, who puts on the show, says 
that some of the ponies have travelled 
about fifteen thousand miles. The 
ponies were shipped from Argentina 
to England, and thence to Germany, 
where Andrada and his side won the 
Olympie honors. Nowhere, I dare- 
say, is polo-pony breeding done more 
seriously than in Argentina. 

As for the Argentines themselves, 
just now they are getting rid of their 
sea legs, but any moment now I ex- 
pect they will begin practicing. 

—BAcKHANDER   
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HAVE YOU A FEW MINUTES 2       

. a . 
ou are invited to inspect the new 
  

suites which Kimbel has so skillfully   
  

designed in his inimitable style... we     

suspect that you will want to reserve     

one at once. 

EDWARD H. CRANDALL 
PRESIDENT   Sfetel Piorre | 

FIFTH AVENUE AT 61st STREET 
At the Pank —. NEW YORK 
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SET ASIDE 
AN HOUR TODAY 
You can visit five of the apart- 
ments below in just that time. 
You can be assured of cour- 
teous attention, too, for each 
building is under Fred F.French 
ownership management. 

FIFTH AVENUE 
1010 FIFTH AVE. 7-5 

Also, roof apartment with brick ter- 
race, lawn and garden. 14 rooms and 
Abaths, sixteen stories abovethe street. 
1140 FIFTH AVE. 5-6-7 Rooms 
1160 FIFTH AVE, —3-4-5-6 Rooms 

IN THE MIDTOWN SECTION 

  

12 Rooms 

34 EAST Sist ST. 3 Rooms 
59 EAST 54th ST. 4-5 Rooms 
125 EAST 63rd ST. 6 Rooms 

IN THE MURRAY HILL DISTRICT 
15 PARK AVE. 3-4 Rooms 
16 PARK AVE. 3-4 Rooms 
17 PARK AVE. 1-2-234 Rooms 
55 PARK AVE, 4 Rooms 

Representative on premises or 

FRED F. FRENCH 
MANAGEMENT CO., INC. 

551 FIFTH AVENUE 
Cor, 45th St. VAnderbilt 3-6320     
  

  

RIVER HOUSE 
435 Bast 52nd Street 

Along the Bast River i 

  

  

Unrestricted sunshine, air and ont- 
look plus seclusion not to be found 
in any other New York residence. 

9 to 13 rooms from 

*4600 
Special Tower Triplex with Terraces 

Douglas L. Elliman & Co., Inc. 
15 East 49th Street PLaza 3-9200       

MUSICAL 
EVENTS 

Gilbert and Sullivan— 
Ninety-Nine-Cent Opera 

HE D’Oyly 
Carte Opera 

Company is revisiting 
the Martin Beck 
Theatre, and all is 
right as right can be, 
with a few rapturous 
modifications. What- 

ever may be seen and heard on Mr. 
Beck’s podium is certified Grade A Gil- 
bert and Sullivan. If there’s anything 
you don’t like, blame it on the tradition 
of Mr. Carte’s practitioners, for that 
is the true embodiment of everything 
that’s exccllent. 

As a charter member of the Discov- 
erers of the D’Oyly Carte Opera 
Company (the membership consists of 
everyone who has attended the com- 
pany’s performances), I needn’t retail 
the detail of the crisp, alert, and sure- 
fire productions which are available 
on Forty-fifth Street. The opening 
“Mikado” simply began where the boys 
and girls left off two years ago. There 
were touches of encore fever on the 
first night, but by this time they prob- 
ably are leaving swell enough alone. 

There are three new principals in 
the company for the present session— 
the Misses Bennett, Cecil, and Gardin- 
er. Miss Bennett wasn’t in “The 

Mikado.” Miss Cecil, the new Yum- 
‘Yum, is an agile and tuneful lyric so- 
prano, whose poise remained even 
when some of her madrigaling col- 
leagues sang half a tone flat. 

Miss Gardiner had the misfortune of 
introducing herself as Katisha, one of 
the few impossible réles in the Savoy 
catalogue. Katisha has to be unattrac- 
tively comical, and sing two solemn 
arias which never would be missed, The 

company’s latest contralto went about 
her business competently after a nervous 
beginning. She abandoned some prece- 
dents by remaining consistently in the 
same key with Mr. Godfrey’s excellent 
musicians, and she was a good, standard 

Katisha. More about Miss Gardiner 
when she has more comfortable assign- 
ments than “an Elderly Lady, in Love 
with Nanki-Poo.” 

    

F Miss Eyre, who is practically 
my favorite comedienne; Miss 

Nickell-Lean; and the Messrs. Gran- 
ville, Oldham, and Rands, all that I 
can say is that they are, to put it gen-   

AUGUST 29, 1936 

(54th STREET) 

* 

4-5 ROOMS 
also one 10 and one 11 

room apartment available 

CDistinctive 

* 
MODERATE 

RENTALS 

Renting & Management Agent 

14 E. 47th St. Wic. 2-5500 

Enjoy the lexury of The 
Windermere and the econ- 

omy of present low rentals. 

1, 2 & 3 rooms. Furnished 

and unfurnished. Large 

serving pantries. Moderate 
priced restaurant. Owner- 

ship management. 

HOTEL 
WINDERMERE 

WEST END AVE at 92nd ST 
NEW YORK  
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tly, colossal, as always. Mr. Fancourt’s 
Mikado remains properly baleful, and 
Mr. Green’s Ko-Ko— 

Well, Mr. Green also is colossal, ex- 
cept when his Ko-Ko is Too-Too. He 
catches the wistfulness of Ko-Ko, as 
well as the humor, and his singing of 
“Qn a tree by a river” is perfection. 
His hop-skip-and-jumping probably is 
what Gilbert ordered, and he is almost 
as expressive with a fan as Sally Rand. 
Possibly his anxiety to turn lines like 
“married men ne flirt” into wow 
laughs is in the tradition, but if it is, 
something should be done about that 
part of the tradition. 

Anyhow, here’s Gilbert and Sulli- 
van, done as one always hoped that it 
might be, and it may be helpful to add 
that when the company advertise the 
overture for 8:15, they mean 8:15 
Eastern Daylight Saving Time, not 
8:15 New York Curtain Time. The 
overtures, as Mr. Godfrey handles 
them, aren’t just accompaniments for 
conversation. Mr. Godfrey, in fact, 
is even better than he was two years 
ago, and his management of orchestral 
passages in “The criminal cried” is in 
itself a Musical Event. 

  

'N the post-“Jumbo” Hippodrome, 
Maestro Salmaggi has resumed his 

ninety-nine-cent opera, and the new 
schedule promises performances on. 
Fridays, Saturdays, and Sundays. The 
season started last week with a “Car- 
men,” in which the impresario offered 
a new conductor, Fritz Mahler, who is 
a relative of the famous Gustav. Young 
Mr. Mahler, in a white suit, dark-blue 
shirt, and white tic, turned in a bright 
and tidy job, with more finesse than 
one usually encounters on such occa- 
sions. Some of the singers had un- 
certain moments, but Mr. Mahler 
smoothed out matters efficiently. He’s 
worth tabbing for the future. 

‘There was one exceptional perfor- 
mance—Mr. Ruisi’s Zuniga. Mr. Ru- 
isi played and sang this rdle with so 
much point and humor that it became 
what the librettists intended it to be. 
‘The audience made itself at home, as 
it always does at these presentations, 
and applauded everybody, including 
the gentleman who adjusted the con- 
ductor’s rack. —Roperr A, Simon 

  

Lounging in the sand, resting against a 
bounder, Mr. Roosevelt said that he 
leaves Quebec Friday night—Springfield 
(Mass.) Daily News. 

Probably the only one for miles 
around.   
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THE NEW 4OO 
This notable building has been completely re- 
planned and rebuilt, with air conditioning in 
every apartment, individually controlled. 

Stimulating, healthful, conditioned air in 
winter, as well as refreshing, dehumidified 
coolness all summer. Even heat, fresh air free 
from dust, soot and pollen; complete assurance 
of all-year comfort and protection from the 

respiratory troubles so prevalent among apart- 

ment dwellers. 
Outside exposures, wood-burning fireplaces, 

and 12-foot ceilings feature many apartments. 

All have new baths and kitchens. 
400 PARK AVENUE is located in the most 

accessible residential district in Manhattan... 
convenient to clubs, shops, and business cen- 
ters...with all rapid-transit facilities nearby. 

Apartments of 5 and 6 Rooms 
with 3 Baths... Occupancy 
on or about September Ist 

PARK 

AVE. 

  

Creer Tics 

Wn. A. Wate & Sons 
Established 1868 

422 Park Ave. ELdorado 5-1450   

  

      
    

   

“Hang it all, Pater, they can’t be that good at 10¢.” 
“Wilcox, my son, Twenty Grand would be good at 20¢!” 

WE GUARANTEE the tobaccos blended 
in Twenty Grand equal in smoking qual- 
ity to those in cigarettes costing as much 
as 50% more. 

Copr. 1996 THE AXTON.FISHER TOBACCO CO., INC 
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FKL DORADO 
300 CENTRAL PARK WEST 

On the Lake ot Stith Street 

‘The Towers of The El Dorado com- 
mand wide views of the four horizons 

| and feffect the beauty and dignity of 
these unsurpassed. apartments, 

I)    

5 to 9 Rooms 
.       

OWNERSHIP MANAGEMENT 

  

WORLD TOURS 

NO.1...$579.90 up 
(Combination of Classes) 

The world to choose from, 
4 Ia carte! One inclusive 
ticket, good for two years. 
Tour No. 1 goes to Japan, 
China, Malay Peninsula, 
India, the Mediterranean, 

England. This, and the other 
five most popular routes, 
described in special folder. 
See your own agent or Ca- 
nadian Pacific: New York, 
344 Madison Ave.; Chicago, 
71 E, Jackson Bivd.; San 
Francisco, 152 Geary St.; 
and 38 other cities in the 
United States and Canada. 

    

    

  

  

YACHTS AND 
YACHT SMEN 
New London to Newport 

LMOST all 
the yachtsmen 

who went on the 
New York Yacht 
Club cruise last week 
had their prayers an- 

OAL swered, at least as 

eee far as the weather 
was concerned. Hav- 

ing spent a great part of the summer 
drifting around, everyone, with the pos- 

sible exception of the afterguard on 

High Tide, a notorious light-weather 
outfit, was whistling for a breeze when 

the fleet arrived at New London. And 
everyone got a salting down. 

The first run, to Newport, was a 
rather uninteresting procession, marked 
only by a bit of bad racing luck suffered 
by Weetamoe. She had worked out a 
nice lead on the two other Cup boats, 
Yankee and Rainbow, turned the 
groaner off Point Judith, and squared 
off for the finish line, when a spinnaker 

guy let go. Unfortunately, one of her 
paid hands was standing just forward of 
it and had his leg broken, an accident 
which, of course, caused a great deal of 
confusion on board. When Chandler 

Hovey had got his boat straightened out 

again, he found Harold Vanderbilt 

camping on his wind, and he was beaten 
by a boat’s length. It’s hard to lose like 
that, but racing, and particularly J boat 

racing, has a great element of luck in 
it. From what we have seen, we should 

say that the winning formula is one- 

third boat, including sails; one-third 

handling; and one-third good breaks. 

“ET? get back to the cruise, on the 
second run, from the Brenton 

Reef Lightship to Edgartown, the fleet 

got a dusting. In fact, we were mildly 
surprised that the committee, on board 
the ancient Wilhelmina, didn’t call the 

race off. The wind was southerly, pip- 
ing up to twenty-five miles in the 

squalls, and a heavy fog made maneu- 
vering dangerous, Vanderbilt per- 
formed something of a miracle in taking 
Rainbow out of the harbor under plain 
sail while a steamer, a towboat with sev- 
eral barges, and a dozen or more of the 
fleet were groping their way through 
the narrow entrance. It was a good 
feat of seamanship, but a bit foolhardy. 
However, Vanderbilt was “hot” that 
day, for he caught and passed Weeta- 
moe (which was going faster through 

AUGUST 29, 1936 

  

THERE IS NO 

CTF tien about if 
Selecting an apartment for 

fall occupancy is the right 

thing to do NOW 

1to4 rooms with serving pantries and 

electrical refrigeration. Sumptuously 
furnished, or unfurnished. Accommo- 
dations by the week, month oron lease. 

Dine..Amen Corner... Sidewalk Cafe. 

ifth 
venue 
Hotel 

24 FIFTH AVE. at NINTH ST. 
Mortis White Properties Corp. 

‘Ownership Management 
James J. Corey, Manager 

MAjEsTic 
aS 

APARTMENTS OF 4 TO 10 ROOMS 
Entire block front 7Ist St. to 72nd St. 

On Central Park West 
TRafalgar 7-7419 

ROWN' 
WHEELOCK 

BRIS 
STE 

Menaging Agents 
14 EAST 47th STREET WI 2-500 

  

    
     

   

The 

V \ ESTOVER 
72nd St. at West End Ave. 

offers 
COMPLETE SATISFACTION 

in 
| LOCATION 
i ENVIRONMENT 

MANAGEMENT 
CHARACTER OF BUILDING 

1,2,3 or 4 rooms, Furnished or 
Unfurnished. Serving Pantries, 

Electrical Refrigeration, 
Robert D. Martin, Manager _ ENdicott 2-9600 
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the water) by playing the tides right in 
Vineyard Sound, and averaged close to 
thirteen knots in winning, which is 
steamboat time. The smaller racers 
caught it badly, and many tucked in 
reefs. Both of the big schooners, Sara- 
band and Queen Mab, lost their fore- 
topmasts, several split mainsails, and 
spirits and skins were thoroughly 
dampened; but it was a grand sail. 

HE next day of the cruise the con- 
ditions looked worse, and the own- 

ers of the three Cup boats decided that 
they would not risk their gear in the 
strong breeze and lumpy seas. The 
rest of the fleet went out, however, 
and, as so often happens, things were 
not as bad outside the harbor as they 
looked from shore. Furthermore, a 
hard squall in the middle of the race 

to Mattapoisett killed the southerly. An 
eight-point shift of wind that occurred 
after the Twelves had finished denied 
the rest of the fleet a chance for the 
chief prize of the run, the Navy Chal- 
lenge Cup. This was taken by Merle- 
Smith’s Seven Seas, which, incidentally, 
won in her class every day, and was the 
only boat that went through the week 
undefeated. At this point, the annual 
Club Regatta was held, and in spite of 
our loyalty to the Sound, we have to 
admit that holding this affair in Buz- 
zards Bay, rather than off Glen Cove, 
was an improvement. 

HE last squadron run back to 
Newport was another hard thrash. 

A fair indication of the conditions met 
with is the fact that Weetamoe broke 
the record for the thirty-three-mile run 
by forty minutes, and the first leg of 
the course was to windward. We fancy 
she was logging fifteen knots at times. 
This race proved two things: that a J 
boat is closer-winded than anything ex- 
cept a catamaran, and that Weetamoe 
has the edge over her two rivals in a 
strong breeze. Much to everyone’s sur- 
prise, and, I might say, delight, when 
the corrected times had been figured, 
George Roosevelt had cleaned up in 
the cruising division. Except for the 
King’s Cup, which was taken by Gerry 
Lambert again, this wound up the most 
successful cruise in years, Jack Shethar 
won a lot of prizes for the New York 
Thirty-twos with uncommon ease, Jack 
Parkinson was the most scarred vet- 
eran, George Mixter was the most 
casual sailor, and Sam Wetherill re- 
mained the chief ditty-singer. Aside 
from these observations, all that this 
department has to report is that it’s 
thoroughly sick of yawls. | —Bosun   

53 

“( gagoucen in 
ou ove YOM, 

BUSHDMILLS | 

f 7 90" 

  

is BUSHMILLS’ 
LUCKY NUMBER 

There’s “magic” in the seventh* drink of Bush- 
mills! That’s why—for 152 years, Bushmills has 

been the whiskey of connoisseurs! At first acquaintance—it 
tastes surprisingly unique. And its strange, exciting flavor 
“grows” on you. After the seventh* drink, you'll be wedded to 
Bushmills for life. The reason is — Bushmills is maltier, and 
every drop is over 9 years old. No other whiskey can match the 
sustained, thrilling flavor of a Highball, 
Manhattan or Old-Fashioned made with 
Bushmills! 

(Not, of course, at one sitting) 

ROBUST AS OLD RYE 

MELLOW AS OLD BOURBON 

TANGY AS OLD SCOTCH 

ALEX D. SHAW, IMPORT DIVISION, NATIONAL DISTILLERS PRODUCTS CORP., NEW YORK & 

 



  

I hereare/wo halvesto every shave. 
“The first is to get rid of the whiskers, 
The second is to cool, soothe and 
care for your skin, So, don't be a half- 
shaver, Finish up this way? 

1 To FEEL fine, use one of the 
Mennen lJotions—the liquid Skin 
Bracer or the cream Skin Balm. 
They're cooling, tingling, refreshing, 
They banish razor-rawness. And 
you'll be delighted with their odor. 

2-To LOOK fine, use Mennen 
Talcum for Men. Does not show. 
Kills face shine. Makes skin look 
smoother, younger. The most popu- 
lar man’s powder. (Also—swell after 
the shower.) 

  

Gepecially 
pot weather 
Finish up with 

FOR MEN 

GILBERT MILLER presents: 

Helen Hayes 
a 

Victoria Regina 
j°}BROADHURST THEATRE, 44th St. W. of B’way 
J@| Eves. 8:30 Sharp. Matinees Thurs. and Sat. 2:30 1° 

NORMAN BEL GEDDES presents 

DEAD END 
CPDL eat tl 

re ern Ln 
Para btn ies ole es caiaaay 

THEATRE 44th St. £ of Bway — Mats. Thurs. & Sat. 

  

  

Jed Harris presents 
PHILIP BARRY’S Latest Comedy 

SPRING DANCE 
see Evenings, at 840 EMPIRE oii" wrway mate: Weds Sat at 20 
  

  

My Dear wos oan ae 
RENO DIVORCE 

bbe comfortable at the 
Pyramid Lake Ranch 

all, year—Out of town—yet conveniently near 
Nevada's largest and most popular dude rench 
Ranch life with eity conveniences 
Daily Reno-Ranch auto service 

  

      Write for folder to Sutcliffe, Nevada 
  

THE CURRENT CINEMA 
“Anthony Adverse” and Other Trifles 

UST barely skimming the surface 
of an occasional chapter in “An- 
thony Adverse,” the film of that 

title runs a good two hours and twenty 
minutes, and in general sustains a fair 
degree of the usual interest a lively cos- 
tume piece can provide. Liveli- 
ness, indeed, is its most valua- 
ble asset, and one not necessari- 

ly found when actors have to 
wear fancy clothes. The story 
follows the book, which all the 
admirers of Fredric March 
must now read, of course— 
and that ought to keep them 
quiet for many a day—through 
the early episodes of the gouty Marquis, 
his pretty wife, her lover, and the birth 
of Anthony; proceeds to a cautious ac- 
count of life at the Villa Bonnyfeather 
in Leghorn; takes Anthony to Havana 
and then to Africa; brings him to Paris; 
and finally ends as he sets sail with his 
son for America, Obviously, Warner 
Brothers are ready for a sequel if this 
picture fares well and if Mr. March 
keeps up his strength. 

I don’t think Mr. March has done 
any better piece of work than this. He 
is got up to look a little like John Bar- 
rymore as Mercutio, and I thought his 
speech at times gave a modern swing 
to a scene, as though it were West 
Fifty-second Street, instead of Leghorn, 
which Napoleon’s army was invading. 
Actually, he isn’t called upon to do 
much more than be active or vaguely 
romantic. As I remember the book, 

there were turgid ponderings at times 
about the meaning of the soul, or some 
such problem of the human spirit, but 
the movie version has handled such as- 

pects of the case with customary expedi- 
tiousness. It is his wife Anthony is 
seeking, not his soul, and it would of 
course be ungallant to intimate there 
might be a distinction. 

There happen to be two very good 
sharp bits of acting in the whole affair, 

and possibly when I think of the liveli- 
ness of the film I am really thinking 
of the grimaces of Gale Sondergaard 
and the haughty viciousness of Claude 
Rains. Miss Sondergaard is that Faith 

Paleologus whose behavior was one of 
the brightest bits of the novel, and she’s 
a heroine in the réle of the beautiful 

villainess. Her leer should be her for- 

tune. And Mr. Rains, as the Marquis, 

gives a scientific study in gout and 
ghoulishness which you will like and 

which will tide you over a lot of the 

    

hokum that may get on your nerves, 
especially in the Bonaparte and Angela 
phases. Altogether you get a sense of 
crowds of people and of lots of travel, 
all of which helps you along through 
the two hours and twenty minutes, and 

gives you the feeling that 
youve secn a good enough 
film for your money. 

OW that “Romeo and 
Juliet” has shown us 

how pleasantly lines can be 
given in the talkies, we are 

going to want our Wode- 
house as well handled as our 

Shakespeare, There’s a lot of liveliness, 
this being a lively week, in “Piccadilly 
Jim,” which is why we are worrying 
about Wodehouse. A good deal of crazy 
cavorting has been designed by Charles 
Brackett and Edwin Knopf for Robert 
Montgomery, Madge Evans, Billie 
Burke, and Cora Witherspoon, a most 
judicious interpretation of a valet is 
given by Eric Blore, and Robert Bench 
ley is wedged in as a barroom character; 
but all these notables yell. And we don’t 
want our comedy with a yell any more 
than we do our poetics. However, if 
you have your Flents with you, you 
ought to enjoy this story, which once 
before appeared on the screen under the 
patronage of Owen Moore. 

In “Yours for the Asking,” an in- 

solvent “society girl” (Dolores Costello 
Barrymore) forms an alliance with a 
gambler (George Raft), lends him her 
mortgaged palazzo in Florida for his 
roulette tables, steers him through an 
unfortunate attachment for one Gert 
Malloy (Ida Lupino), and they find 
themselves at last rich and in love. “My 
American Wife,” with Francis Leder- 

er, Ann Sothern, and Billie Burke, who 
is working as hard as Lionel Barrymore 
these days, is distinguished because the 
American heiress marries a count who 

isn’t a phony. 

VERY now and then the artistic 
folk pop right to the surface with 

their surprises. The latest one is a Mary 

Ellen Bute, who is causing a stir with 
her little film numbers up in Radio City. 

Miss Bute shows us on the screen what 

our eyes see while our ears hear music. 
While we listen to Wagner’s “Evening 
Star,” our eyes see ping-pong balls, 
bracelets, velvet, crumpled cellophane, 
sparklers, and egg-cutters. Uncanny 

Miss Bute! —Joun MosHER  
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New York’s Only 
Musical Comedy Hit 

RAY BOLGER 
LUELLA GEAR 
TAMARA GEVA 

Exes, 8:80-—$1.10 to $8.85 
Matinees Wed, and Sat. 

2:30 $1.10 to $2.75 

  

     

    

   

D‘OYLY CARTE | Guuusi 
THIS WEEK== “THE MIKADO”’ 

Week Aug, $1, “Trial By Jury’? and “The Pirates of 
7, ‘The. Gondoliers."" Week. Guard.” Week Sept. 21. 

Cox & Box" “HM.S. 
in, “Patience,” Oct. 12, 

MOTION PICTURES 
  

RADIO CITY MUSIC HALL 
ROCKEFELLER CENTER 
Starting Thurs. Aug. 27 

FRED GINGER 

ASTAIRE : ROGERS 

“SWING TIME” 
with 

Victor Moore, Helen Broderick 
Eric Blore, Betty Furness 

Georges Metaxa 
Music by Jerome Kern—Lyrics by Dorothy Fields 

‘An RKO Radio Picture 
Gala Stage Revue Symphony Orchestra 

LOEW'S LEADS IN NEW YORK 
LEXINGTON 
HIEGFELD 
T2wib stritt 

      

  

‘Aug. 28 to 31 
BARBARA 

STANWYCK 
ROBERT TAYLOR 

“HIS BROTHER'S 
WIFE” 
—plus— 

“WOMEN ARE TROUBLE”, 
Entire week at 83rd St. 

  

“PICCADILLY 
JIM” 

with ROBERT MONTGOMERY 
Frank Morgan 
Bob Benehley 

Brway—Sist 

M-G-M’s GREATEST PICTURE! 
Wal not be shown in any olher these i New York his year 

NORMA LESLIE 
SHEARER HOWARD 
Romeo and Juliet 

Twice Dally 2:50, 8:50. Extra 
ASTOR Midnite Sov Sui, Bais, Sie 

. Eves... 0c 
AIR = CONDITIONED Maut., Sat. Midnite and Sun. 6 
Brway and 45th st. P.M. 50c to $1.50 (plus tax). 

  

  

       
  

    

  

   

  

  

HORSE SHOWS 
AND HUNTS 
Lord Britain Reforms 

Rees 
aay ANS Was the domi- 

jose nant note in Long 
“a Tsland’s North Shore 
yt" Show last week at 

Stony Brook. First, 
the old Field Club, 
site of the exhibi- 
tion, had had its face 

lifted; twenty-eight acres of ground 
were boosted four feet for the occasion. 
Second, Carleton H. Palmer’s Lord 
Britain, considered a hardened incor- 
rigible, reformed and won the hunter 
championship, And finally, Danny Shea, 
the veteran trainer, returned from the 
race tracks long enough to win a class 
and, incidentally, sell a horse. 

The big surprise, of course, was Lord 
Britain’s reformation. Lord Britain is 
an eight-year-old son of Bunting-Lady 
Britain. He was bred in Virginia and 
raced as a three-year-old before being 
brought to the show ring. A fine- 
looking animal that always does well in 
model classes, he has been the despair 
of many jumping men, Last year at 
Rumson he didn’t jump one fence in 
three days of competition, He would 
stop yards from the first fence and re- 
fuse to go near it, no matter what 
encouragement was given him. Now 
Jack Prestige, who shows him for Pal- 
mer, seems to have found the key. He 
says that Lord Britain is merely inde- 
pendent. He must have his own way, 
and will not allow himself to be put into 
position at a fence. Given a loose rein, 
the horse jumps by himself, At any rate, 
Deborah Rood rode him in the ladies’ 
hunter class, and he made only one mis- 
take. Knowing his reputation, Judges 
Harvey Ladew, Captain James $, Rod- 
well, and J. North Fletcher were 
amazed at his fine performance and, 
after he won the lightweight and stake 
honors, gave him the title. Incidental- 
ly, he beat a very good horse in Rich- 
ard K. Mellon’s Sensation, who was 
named reserve. 

Mrs. Bernard F. Gimbel’s veteran 
chestnut, His Elegance, took the work- 
ing-hunter title, Reserve honors went 
to Mrs. Dorothy M. White’s gray geld- 
ing, Dancing Partner. Three years ago, 
Dancing Partner, a son of Borosco, 
Treland’s famous sire of jumpers, won 
a blue at the Dublin Show. He was im- 
ported by Judy Hamlin, of Southamp- 
ton, and sold to Mrs. George Anderson, 
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PRIVACY 

Private entrance just off Park Avenue. 

Private Waldorf-Astoria driveway for cars. 

Private foyer leading to all apartments. 

Private foyer in your own apartment. 

Private Concierge Bureau for more privacy. 

Private decorative motifs, no two alike. 

Private American cooking by women cooks. 

Private recipes followed when desired. 

Private diets for your children’s meals. 

Private room service, apart from the hotel 
restaurant kitchens, 

Private (and very complete) pantry in your 
own apartment, 

Private quarters for personal servants. 

Private investment by us instead of you, 

And private access to the culinary, the ser- 

vice and the entertainment advantages of 

‘The Waldorf-Astoria without disturbing by 

one iota the privacy of your home life in 

‘The Waldorf Towers. 

Orie Boorun 

THE TOWERS 
OF THE 

WALDORF 

ASTORIA 

50th Street + Just off Park Ave. 

New York 
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the saddle-horse fancier, who bought 
him to match her gray Welsh ponies in 
the parent-and-child classes. His return 
to jumping was quite impressive. 

Mrs. Woodward Vietor’s Cherokee, 
the most consistent jumping horse of 
the summer season, won the open title. 
Frederick von Lambeck’s Queen of 
Sports, the bay mare that tried to jump 

through a mirror at the Brooklyn Rid- 
ing and Driving Club two years ago, 
and Allan J. Wilson’s Goldenbrew 
were tied for reserve honors, Their 

owners tossed a coin for the ribbon, and 
Goldenbrew won. 

Danny Shea’s twelve-year-old son, 
Daniel O’Connell Shea, Jr., made his 
début as a professional rider and won 
the first big sweepstakes of the show, 

beating out Cherokee, in a jumpoff, on 
Little Squire. Promptly after this event, 

Danny, Sr., sold the horse to Colonel 
M. Robert Guggenheim, remarking to 
his son, “We'll miss him, Danny, but 
remember, you’re a horse dealer now.” 

Little Squire is an equine freak who 
jumps far above his own height, which 
is only thirteen hands, He was called 
First Attempt when Captain Daniel 
Corry of the Irish Free State interna- 
tional team brought him to the National 
Horse Show four years ago. Shea 
bought him and changed his name to 
Little Squire, because he was practical- 
ly a gray miniature of the famous Squire 
that now is with the Canadian inter- 
national team, 

pps AND Enps: Mrs. M. Robert 
Guggenheim having lunch at the 

club, fractured collarbone and all, one 

hour after crashing with Firenze Bru- 
manna, She said, “I’m not so much 
hurtas I am damn mad.” , .. The three 

saddle-horse champions, Paloel Rex, 

Brass Tacks, and Queens May. . . « 
The ring’s privet hedge, which Mrs. 
Ward Melville helped to plant less 
than ten hours before the first class was 

called. . . . Mrs. Danny Shea’s bob- 

tailed bouvier des Flandres, a breed of 

dog new to us. He does tricks... . 
And an Irish stableboy singing “Where 
the Blarney Roses Grow.”—T. O’R. 

BUTTON, BUTTON, WHERE’S 
ERNIE PYLE? 

[From the World-Telegram, July 25] 

By Ernie Pye 
Scripps-Howard Staff Writer 

Farco, N.D., July 25.—What is the an- 
swer for this land of drought? .. 

By Ernie Pye 
Wasnincron, July 25.—You've heard 

it said, haven’t you, that money makes 
people unhappy? .. .   
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BOOKS 

57 

Doctoring the Human Race—A Prize Novel 

Docror’s 
i} Opyssey”? (544 
RZ! pages, $3.50), by 

Dr. Victor Heiser, 
busies itself with such 
matters as leprosy, 

malaria, typhus, yellow fever, cholera, 
dysentery, yaws, smallpox, beriberi, 
hookworm, and syphilis, and is ex- 
tremely pleasant to read. Contempo- 
rary books about diseases, such as this 
of Dr. Heiser, Hans Zinsser’s “Rats, 
Lice and History,” and Paul de Kruif’s 
“Microbe Hunters,” perhaps please us 
because they combine two appeals. First, 
they satisfy our universal wish to feel 
our flesh creep. Then they solace us 
with the hope that what makes our flesh 
creep can be controlled and finally de- 
stroyed. This mingling of morbidity 
and inspiration is what gives such books 
their unfailing interest. 

Dr. Heiser’s autobiography will rank 
with the best of these, I think. It is 
the record of a long, useful, and fascin- 
ating life, spent first as a medical of- 
ficer in the United States Immigra- 
tion Service, then as Director of Health 
for the Philippines, and finally as head 
of the International Health Board of 
the Rockefeller Foundation. Dr. Heiser 
has gone up and down the highways, 
jungle paths, and hospital corridors of 
the world in forty-five countries, sell- 
ing the idea of preventive medicine to 
millions of people who had previously 
never entertained the idea that it wasn’t 
quite all right to die young and un- 
healthy. He forced the Filipinos into 
strength and vigor; converted Igorots 
and Papuans and head-hunting Bor- 
neans to the use of the latrine (known 
affectionately among Far East health 
servants as the B.H.L., or Bored Hole 
Latrine) ; gave thousands of lepers new 
hope; wiped out plague in Manila 
by ratproofing the city. He has been 
scratched by a leper suffering also from 
cholera and insanity (“extremely un- 
pleasant” is the Doctor’s comment). 
He has been left on deck in the middle 
of the China Sea—mal de mer had 
driven the nurses below—with twenty- 
six babies to handle and heavy weath- 
er to contend with. He still carries 
on a vigorous campaign for universal 
taxation of white rice, a measure which 
would help to put an end to beriberi, 
and which is far too sensible to be 
adopted by the human race. He has 
spent a lifetime among fleas, rats, lice, 

  

lepers, and military bureaucrats, and 
through it all preserved a vigorous sense 
of humor, brisk common sense, and 
an unforced, unsentimental love for 
the millions of backward peoples whose 
fates he has helped to soften. 

As is usual with professional men 
who haye been everywhere and known 
everybody, there is an occasional failure 
of perspective. What we want out of 
Dr. Heiser is shoptalk. He gives us 
plenty, and that plenty is first-rate. But 
he also gives us his views on the govern- 
ing of the Philippines; he attaches un- 
due importance to anecdotes about Ed- 
ward, then Prince of Wales; he reels 
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“Well, fer Gawd?s sake—Butch!     

off cheerful nonsense about Ethiopia: 
“The march of civilization cannot in- 
definitely be postponed.” When he 
sticks to his plagues and his rat hunts 
and his fights with anti-vaccination 
cranks, he is superb, but when he tells 
us about what happened when he met 
King Umberto of Italy, he cannot help 
being somewhat of a bore. One page 
about Noguchi is worth a chapter about 
the Prince of Wales; one paragraph 
about Adrian Stokes or Simon Flex- 
ner or the late Dr. William Welch is 
worth a thousand about General Leon- 
ard Wood. Dr. Heiser is not always 
conscious of this. Even he, who has 

Where you 
been keepin yourself?”
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EF YOU GO TO BUSINESS ... 
For years, successful young women havelived 

at The Barbizon. Here they pursue their fa- 
vorite ambition or sport...squash, swimming, 
bridge, art, music, or writing. This beautiful 
hotel offers the utmost in zestful living with- 
in the scope of the average business girl's 
pocket-book. Swimming Pool, Gymnasium, 
Squash Court, Sun Deck, Terraces, Library 

and Lounges. Radio in every room. 
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met everybody, is occasionally taken in 
by relatively unimportant celebrities. 

‘The finest chapters (you won’t be- 
lieve this, but they are in spots very 
funny, too) deal with the control of lep- 
rosy, but the most unbelievable concern 
Siam, a Gilbert-and-Sullivan land if 
there ever was one. I like Dr. Heiser’s 
remark about the King of Siam: “He 
was supposed to have a deep, senti- 
mental interest in insanity.” I should 
also like to hand the Siamese first prize 
in the Great Cholmondeley Competi- 
tion, I felt pretty sure the Siamese 
were out in front upon learning that 
Prince Sakol is pronounced Sakon, but 
when I discovered that Prince Nagor 
Svarga is pronounced, quite simply, 
Nakan Siwan, no further doubts were 
left. (A roving expert has just stopped 
by to point out that Kacmbaeng Bejra 
is pronounced Komprompet.) Just to 
make it harder, the upper-class Sia- 
mese, those who can really afford it, 
change their names at fairly regular 
intervals, reports Dr. Heiser. 

“An American Doctor’s Odyssey” 
is written briskly, unpretentiously, and 
with a kind of bluff, occasionally caus- 
tic humor. Its far too long and would 
have benefited by tyrannical editing, 
but it is the inconsecutive kind of book 
that makes for easy skipping, and it is 
never dull for more than a few pages 
at a time. On the whole, one fecls 
that the Rockefellers never made a 
better move than when they appointed 
Dr. Heiser their “globe-trotting drum- 
mer,” with a sample case containing 
nothing but ideas for the saving and 
lengthening of human life. 

HAVE just space and time enough 
to warn you away from a novel 

called “I Am the Fox” (359 pages, 
$2.50), by Winifred Van Etten. Mrs. 
Van Etten must have been born with 
a golden horseshoe in her mouth, for 
her book, which is one of the dullest 
and most pretentious I have read in 
some time, scems to have won $10,000 
in the Atlantic Prize Novel Contest. 

“I Am the Fox” is about Selma 
Temple, who is shocked by the things 
and people she notices as she grows to 
maturity. As a result of these shocks 
(Selma scares easy), she develops an ab- 
normal fear of life, and particularly of 
love. (“Youth and beauty and love, all 
aids and devices for the same purpose,” 
broods the thoughtful heroine.) ‘This 
theme is fearfully threadbare, but might 
have been worked into a passable story 
if the heroine had not been such a 
stick. But Selma has nothing to rec- 
ommend her. She is pretentious, vain, 

AUGUST 29, 1936 

      

     

   

     

‘This aristocratic residen- 
tial hotel... beautifully appoint- 

ed... meticulously: maintained 
and serviced ... offers suites of 

2 AND 3 ROOMS 
furnished or unfurnished... 
with serving pantries and gal- 
lery foyers...at exceptionally 
attractive rentals...choice 
Tower and Terrace Suites. 
‘TRANSIENT 
SEASONAL 
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Seven large, attractive rooms, three 
baths, modern kitchen; spacious 
closets, Exquisite appointments. 
Ideal arrangements of rooms. 

From $2500 
One of the finest buildings on Park 
Avenue, Unexcelled service of the 
highest ‘standard. 
@ Finest private schools in im- 

mediate vicinity \ 
6.8.9 Rooms 

$2200—$2510 

OWMAN 
AShland 4-260 
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Representative at Building Daily & Sunday, 

What Price 
Country? 

Why rise at the crack of dawn 
and rush for an early morn- 
ing train just to enjoy a few 
hours of country éach eve- 
ning? In Tudor City you find 
the country at your doorstep 
«+» your office only a few 
short blocks away. 
1 t0 6 rooms. Rentals startat $52.50 

LIVE IN 

‘Taupnor Ciry 
AND WALK TO BUSINESS 
Fred F. French Management Co., Inc. 

3 Blocks East of Grand Central at 42nd Street    
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silly, provincial, pedantic, and mean, | 
and the reader is so busy being dis- 
gusted with her that he has no energy 
left over with which to note Mrs. Van 
Etten’s painfully schematic, pseudo- 
Freudian analyses of her weaknesses. 
The only thing about Selma that pleased 
me was her all-too-infrequent detesta- 
tion of herself, However, if prize nov- 
els impress you (ten grand is a lot of 
money), don’t let me stand in your 
way. —Cutrron Fapiman 

BRIEFLY NOTED 
FICTION 

Miss Linsey anv Pa, by Stella Gib- 
bons, Miss Linsey is forty-eight and 
plain, but has a good heart and a 

strong mind. She uses both to change 
the lives of a number of people, par- 
ticularly ultra-modern folk who don’t 
know what’s good for them. “The 
Servant in the House” rewritten on 
a plane of agreeable cockney humor 
and sentiment. (288 pages, $2.) 

Mountain Partu, by Harriette Simp- 
son, Louisa Sheridan, pretty and 
young, comes to teach school at 
Canebrake, Kentucky, among Fund- 
amentalists, moonshiners, and splen- 
did primitives. Miss Simpson’s knowl- 
edge of the none-too-gentle customs 
of the country gives her book an 
authentic savor. (374 pages, $2.50.) 

SoMEWHERE TO THE Ska, by Kenneth 

Reddin. Another one about the Irish 
troubles, Sinn Feiners, and Black and 
Tans, but not in the shoot-’em-down- 
Casey tradition. Cast in a rather ro- 
mantic mold, it’s about country-club 
people of middle-class Dublin and 
how their lives were affected by the 
insurrection. (344 pages, $2.50.) 

GENERAL 

AFTER ALL, by Clarence Day. Some 
revised essays and sketches, and a 
number of poems and drawings from 
“The Crow’s Nest” (1921), plus 
twenty-eight new pieces, of which 
three have appeared in The New 
Yorker, Much of it is Day at his best. 
The drawings are particularly funny. 
(316 pages, $2.50.) 

Essays ANCIENT AND Mopern, by 
T. S. Eliot. A new essay, restoring 
some radiance to Tennyson and 
again displaying the clearness of 
Eliot’s critical insight, is a high point 
in this collection (a revision of “For 
Launcelot Andrewes,” published in 
1929). The essays dealing with 
Anglo-Catholic meanings and aims, 
written in Eliot’s least effective vein, 
are liable to puzzle, rather than   
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Rarely do you find such apart- 
ments in New York . . . unless in 

a private house. Decorated by 
Anne Tiffany, they are now ready 
to be seen .. . rooms and suites 

with a grace and distinction be- 
yond what you might expect even 

at the St. Regis! You are invited 

to look at them before deciding 

ona place to live in town. 

Apartments of two, ibree and four 
rooms throm 42100 yeah. Shorter 

leases available. Bedrooms from 
$135 monthly. 

Air Conditioning in Summer if Desired 
James O. Stack, General Manager 

™ Sr Reais 
FIFTH AVENUE AT 55TH STREET, NEW YORK
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‘We have hundreds of 

the famous and fascinating 

Imperial Washable Wallpapers 

here in our shop. Do stop in and 

see them. You'll be inspired, we 

know. For with just a few rolls 

of paper you can remake yout 

home... give it a mood, a grace 

and charm you can achieve in 

no other way. 

Imperial Washable Wallpaper 

is, incidentally, the most prac- 

tical wallpaper you could buy. 
Washable... fast to light...finein 

  

please or enrage, the common read- 
er. (203 pages, $2.) 

For Dear Lire, by Belinda Jclliffe. 
The author is the wife of Dr. Smith 
Ely Jelliffe, noted psychiatrist. She 
was born on a poverty-stricken North 
Carolina farm and almost from in- 
fancy scems to have been driven by 
a passion to rise above her environ 
ment. This is a very candid, highly 
emotional record of her desperate 
fight to secure an education. The 
chapters on New York hospital life— 
Mrs, Jelliffe was a student nurse— 
are particularly vivid. Not a pleasant 
book, and at times a self-pitying one, 
but it has in it the stuff of real ex- 
perience. (355 pages, $2.75.) 

Ty THE SHapow oF Tomorrow, by 
Jan Huizinga, translated from the 
Dutch by J. H. Huizinga. An exam- 
ination, rather solemn but nc 
ticularly profound, of our c 
tion’s cultural, moral, and political 
confusions. Will probably, like Or- 
tega’s “Revolt of the Masses” and 
the lucubrations of Paul Valéry and 
Oswald Spengler, be greatly over- 
estimated by intellectuals who shrink 
from precision and specific programs, 
(239 pages, $2.50.) 

THe Mippre Crasses: THEN AND 
Now, by Franklin Charles Palm. 
“The present volume attempts only 
to serve as an historical introduction 
to the study of the middle classes by 
giving a brief, simple, factual ac- 
count from the earliest times.” As 
history, very informative; as a study 
of the pickle in which the bourgeoisie 
now finds itself, vague. (421 pages, 
$3.50.) 

Purrrans at Home, by Clarence M. 
Webster. The author’s home town 

—Ridgeford,” Connecticut—and 
its people. Mr. Webster, comment- 
ing on the New England mind, 
mixes hard, Robert Frostian com- 

mon sense with a conscious insular 
complacence. Which is quite New 
England too, (230 pages, $2.) 

Fires UNDERGROUND, by Heinz Liep- 
mann, translated by R. T, Clark. A 
high-pitched narrative, by a refugee 

      

who is very close to the anti-Nazi 
underground movement, of the se- 
cret struggle being carried on, under 
penalty of death, by German illegal 
organizations. (300 pages, $2.) 

Arter THE New Dear, Wuat?, by 
Norman Thomas. Criticism, from 
the Socialist angle, of the internal and 
foreign policy of the present adminis- 
tration, plus some forecasts of the pos- 
sible future of Fascism and Socialism. 
A moderate and measured cam- 
paign document. (244 pages, $2.) 

MYSTERIES 

Srrone Porson and Have His Car- 
case, by Dorothy L. Sayers. Two 
earlier mysteries revived in response 
to the demand for data on the ro- 
mance between Harrict Vane and 
Lord Peter Wimsey, An indispens- 
able prelude to “Gaudy Night.” 
(448 pages, $2.) 

THe Wueet Spins, by Ethel Lina 
White. For times when you’re tired 
of the conventional mystery; grand 
nightmarish stuff about a girl who 
was caught up in somebody elsc’s 
webandalmostremainedinit. You’ve 
met the main device before, but the 

story justifies its use. (286 pages, $2.) 
THE Cask oF THE UNCONQUERED 

Sisrers, by Todd Downing, Ren- 
nert of the Customs Service figures 
out who put the corpse in the mum- 
my case and tried to ship it out of 
Mexico. Plenty of archeology, sub- 
tropical atmosphere, and young love, 
smoothly presented. (268 pages, $2.) 

‘Trouste av Grays, by Mrs. Baillie 
Reynolds. Two young men start on 
a canoe trip and end up in a mire 
of international intrigue. For read- 
ers who don’t object to secret pas- 
sages in their English castles. (302 

pages, $2.) 
Tue Docror Drep ar Dusk, by 

Geoffrey Homes, A reporter, boiled 
medium hard, investigates a Califor- 
nia fruit-pickers’ strike and the series 
of murders growing out of it. Scru- 
pulously fair, and just about cynical 
enough to worry your maiden aunt. 
(303 pages, $2.) 

quality...and rea- 

VM)PERLAL ‘hese 
sonable in price. 

WALLPAPERS 

WOLE 
New York, July 8. (U.P.)—Stock Exchange sales today, 869,290; yesterday, 

963,490; week ago, 966,230; month ago, 1,034,665; year ago, 1,290,140; two 
years ago, 883,435; 1936 to date, 266,486,613; 1935 to date, 110,440,454; 1934 to 
date, 204,644,491 

    
  

      ————— Today ——_—_. 1936 1936 
High. Low. Close. Change. Yesterday. Yr. Ago. High. Low. 

BROTHERS Now is the time for all Good men to come to the aid of the party. Now 
68 W. 45th Street, New York 30 industrials..156.76 154.85 156.20 up 0.60 155.60 122.69 161.99 143.11 

1125 Myrtle Avenue, Brooklyn 20 rails. 48.45 47.67 48.31 up 0.90 47.41 33.24 51.27 40.66   —Pasadena Star-News. 

Could you mean the Democratic Party, by any chance?   Franchised Distributors for Imperial Washable Wallpapers 
AUGUST 29, 1936



Imperial has brought about a renaissance of wallpaper... so 
that now you have a large choice of individual and ingenious 

patterns, brain-children of the finest designers in the country. 
Colors are superbly subtle or dramatic, as you wish, but clear 

and true, for Imperial is the largest manufacturer of pure color 

in the world. Every Imperial Washable Wallpaper is a marriage 
of beauty with practicality. Each one is washable, fast to light, 

DRAMATIZE YOUR 

BACKGROUND 

WITH DECORATIVE 

WALLPAPERS   
of fine quality . . . the best value you could get at any cost. All 

this is only possible because of advanced manufacturing and 

research facilities. 

Every Imperial Washable Wallpaper is identified in sample 

books by the silver label, as shown above, which guarantees 

the paper washable and fast to light. Insist that your paper- 

hanger or decorator show you Imperial Washable Wallpapers. 

IMPERIAL PAPER AND COLOR CORPORATION, GLENS FALLS, NEW YORK * FRANCHISED DISTRIBUTORS, DEALERS AND REGISTERED CRAFTSMEN EVERYWHERE,
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OF RICH, RIPE-BODIED TOBACCO ="ITS TOASTED” 

Never Dry... 

Never too Moist 
Tear the top off a Lucky package. We prom- 
ise you'll find twenty firm, round, fully- 
packed Lucky Strikes, just moist enough for 
the highest kind of smoking pleasure. Mois- 
ture content in Luckies is precisely con- 
trolled. That is one of the secrets of a Light 
Smoke. Round and firm, fully packed with 
no loose ends. Smoke Luckies to your 
throat’s content. Never dry, never too moist 
—a cigarette conditioned to your taste. 

 


