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Five Superb Whiskies 

Ideally “Wedded” into One 

  

le YOU COULD TASTE, separately, the five 
choicewhiskiesin Golden Wedding, each one 

would surely delight you with the one rare 
quality in which it excels. 

  

But, in tasting each whiskey alone, you 
would miss the rare qualities of the other four. 
Think, then, how much greater i j 
ment when youtaste all five whit 
“wedded” into the one superb whiskey— 
Golden Wedding. 

Golden Wedding is all whiskey—every drop 
4 to 1L years old. You can pay your guests no 
greater compliment than by serving this dis- 
tinguished whiskey in your home. 

   

A Blend of Straight Whiskies—90 Proof. As you prefer 
in Bourbon or Rye. The straight whishies in this 

uct are 4 yrs.ormore old. 11%, one strat 
old. 2%, one straaght whiskey 697s. 
whiskey 11 yrs. old. 86%, two straight wh: 

    

     wwe straight 
es 4 yrs. old, 

  

“HAS HAD NO PEERS 
FOR FIFTY YEARS” 

  

GOLDEN WEDDING WARRANTY 

We warrant that Golden We iding, at its reduced price, 
  is the same luxurious whiskey it has always been. It’s 

all whiskey—five choice, distinguished whiskies 
skillfally “wedded” into one. Every drop whiskey— 
£to 11 years old. No other whiskey has the fame and 
reputation of Golden Wedding. 

Copr. 1940, Jos.S. Finch & Co., Inc.,Schenley, Pa.



GOLD WRIST WATCH +38, 
GOLD. RUBY AND DIAMOND RING 130. 
GOLD, TOPAZ QUARTZ, SAPPHIRE 

AND DIAMOND BRACELET B45. 
DIAMOND AND SAPPHIRE BROOCH WHICH 

DIVIDES FOR USE AS A PAIR OF CLIPS 1425. 
PEARL NECKLACE 4100. 

  

TIFFANY & CO. 
welcome visitors to their 

exhibit at the HOUSE OF JEWELS 
WORLD'S FAIR and to their store at 

FIFTH AVENUE & 372 STREET.NEW YORK 

STERLING SILVER COFFEE SET, 3 PIECES *415. 
STERLING SILVER TRAY 30. 
TWELVE STERLING SILVER COFFEE SPOONS = 21 
TWELVE LENOX CHINA COFFEE CUPS 

AND SAUCERS 72. 
TWELVE LENOX CHINA DESSERT PLATES 60. 
TWELVE LIQUEUR GLASSES 10. 

 



  

GOINGS ON ABOUT TOWN 
THE THEATRE 

(E. and W. mean East and West of Broadway.) 
PLAYS 

Tue Firth Couwwn—The Hemingway heroine has 
been purified by Benjamin Glazer and the Thea- 
tre Guild, but otherwise this play about the war 
in Spain has been dealt with respectfully and well, 
Franchot Tone’s counter-espionage agent is fine, 
and he gets a lot of assistance from Lee J. Cobb, 
Katherine Locke, Lenore Ulric, Arnold Moss, and 
Emile Boreo. (Broadhurst, 43, W. CI. 6-6699 
8:40. Mats. 2:40, Wed, and Sat. Extra perform. 
ance Sun. Eve., May 5, for the Actors’ Fund.) 

Lapigs in Retinement—The sanest of three crazy old 
maids strangles poor Miss Fiske and puts her in an 
oven, making one of the most satisfactory melo- 
dramas you've ever seen, Gilbert Miller's produc- 
tion is helped enormously by Flora Robson, 
Estelle Winwood, Jessamme Newcombe, and Iso- 
bel Elsom. (Henry Miller, 43, E. BR 9-3070. 
8:40, Mats. 2:40, Thurs. and Sat.) 

Laoy in Waitinc—An adaptation of “The Nutmeg 
Tree” which would be rather thin without G 
George’s high-spirited comedy and may be a little 
thin anyway. (Martin Beck, 45, W. CI 6-6363. 
8:40. Mats. 2°40, Wed. and Sat.) 

Lire with FatHer—Mother manages to get Father 
baptized, though against i 
very pleasant comedy, based 01 
book, Howard Lindsay and Dorothy Stickney head 
the cast. (Empire, B’way at 40. PE 6.9540. 8:40. 
Mats 2:40, Wed. and Sa 

Littom—Vinton Freedley’s successful revival of the 
‘Molnér fantasy, with a fine cast including Burgess 
Meredith, Ingrid Bergman, and Elia Kazan. (44th 
Street, 44, W. LA 4-4337. 8:40. Mats. 2:40, Wed. 
and Sat.) 

Tue Mate Aximat—A human comedy about aca- 
demic freedom—more free than academic, thanks 
to the light touch of James Thurber, one of the 
authors The other author, Elliott Nugent, appears 
at the head of an excellent cast. (Cort, 48, 
BR 9-0046, 8:40. Mats. 2:40, Wed. and Sat. 

Tue Man Wo Came to Dinnet—Monty Woolley is 
splendid as the famous raconteur who turns an 
Ohio household upside down. John Hoysradt and 
Carol Goodner are a couple of his famous friends. 
(Music Box, 45, W. CI 6-4636. 8:40. Mats. 2:40, 
‘Thurs. and 'Sat.) 

Marcin For Extor—-Clare Boothe’s melodrama about 
the assassination of a German consul Otto 
Preminger and Sam Levene make it seem som 
what brighter and more exciting than it really 
(Majestic, 44, W. CI 6-0730. 8:50. Mats. 2 
Wed. and Sat.) 

Meoicine SHow—An interesting plea for socialized 
medicine that is as much a lecture as a pla! 
(New Yorker, 54, W. Cl 6-2737. 8:50. Mats. 
2:50, Wed. and Sat.) 

Mornine Stan—Molly Picon in her first fulltength 
play in English, which is certainly a break for 
Broadway. The play itself, however, is a trifle 
too sentimental and naive. With Joseph Buloff 
and Sidney Lumet, (Longacre, 48, W. CI 6-6454. 
8:40. Mats. 2:40, Wed. and Sat.) 

My Dear Cuitoren—If you are charmed by the idea 
that John Barrymore may start shooting out the 
lights, you may like this otherwise rather tire- 
some comedy. Elaine Barrie is also in it. (Belasco, 
44, E. BR 9-2067. 8:30. Mats. 2:30, Wed. and 
Sat.) 

Skriamk—A comedy about love and the advertising 
business which hasn't much to recommend it ex- 
cept Gertrude Lawrence, but she is probably 
enough. (Morosco, 45, W. CI 6-6230. 8:40. No 
performance Mon. Eves. Mats. 2:40, Wed. 
Thurs., and Sat.) 

Susrect—This play, by the authors of “Ladies in 
Retirement" but _a good deal less satisfactory, 
presents Pauline Lord as an acquitted murderess 
who wishes people wouldn't keep reminding her 
of her past. (Playhouse, 48, E. BR 9-2628. 8:40. 
Mat. 2:40, Sat. Closes ‘Sat. May 4.) 

Totacco Roab—Seventh year. With Will Geer. (For- 
rest, 40, W. CI 6-8870. 8:45. Mats. 2:45, Wed. 
and’ Sat.) 

Scheduled to open too late for review in this issue: 
Our From Unoer—A comedy by John Walter Kelly, 

with Ruth Weston, John Alexander, and Mar- 
xaret Douglass. Staged by Antoinette Perry and 
produced by Brock Pemberton. (Biltmore, 47, W. CI 6-9353. 8:40. Mats. 2:40, Wed. and’ Sat.) 

There SHAUL Be No Nicwt—Alfred Lunt and Lynn 
Fontanne in a play by Robert E, Sherwood, 
Staged by Mr. Lunt and produced by the Pl 
wrights’ Company, the Theatre Guild, and John 
C. Wilson. (Alvin, 52, W. CO s-4114. 8:40. Mats. 
2:40, Thurs. and Sat') 

WITH MUSIC. 
Du Barry Was 4 Laoy—Ethel Merman and Bert Lahr 

at their clowning zenith in a musical which is 
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A CONSCIENTIOUS CALENDAR 

OF EVENTS WORTH WHILE 

THIS LISTING COVERS THE TEN DAYS 
FROM THURSDAY, MAY 2, THROUGH SAT- 
URDAY, MAY II. TIME GIYEN, INCLUDING 
TRAIN DEPARTURES, IS DAYLIGHT SAVING. 

beautiful to look at and funny to listen to when it, 
is not being too dirty. (46th Street, 46, W. CI 
6-6075. 8:30. Mats. 2:30, Wed. and Sat.) 

Hicher ano HicHer—Lots of pretty girls and a 
Rodgers and Hart score just about makmg up. 
for a dull book. With Sharkey the Seal and a 
supporting cast which includes Jack Haley, Shir- 
ley Ross, and Marta Eggert. (Shubert, 44, W. 
CI 6-3990. 8:40. Mats. 2:30, Wed. and Sat.) 

New Hettz-a-Porrin—Not great deal different from 
the old one, but was that bad? With Olsen and 
Johnson. (Winter Garden, Bway at 50. Cl 7- 
5161. 8:30. Mats. 2:30, Wed. and Sat.) 

New Pins AND Neeotes—Mostly new material in this 
revue put on by garment workers, which has 
surprised the town and themselves by being a sa 
tirical phenomenon. (Windsor, 48, E. BR 9-3824. 
8:40. Mats. 2:40, Wed. and Sat.) 

Reunion in New York—The refugees who did “From 
Vienna” last year presenting another attractive 
and touching revue. (Little, 44, W. LA 4-791. 
8:40. Mat. 2:40, Sat. Closes Sat, May 4.) 

Too Many Gints—Love and football mixed up in one 
of the best musicals to come along this scason. 
Rodgers and Hart wrote the music, George Ab- 
hott directed, and the cast includes Marcy Wes- 
cott, Mary Jane Walsh, and Hal LeRoy. (Broad- 
way, Bway at 53. CI's-7783. 8:40. Mats. 23 
Wed. and Sat.) 

Two For tHe SHow—A bright and pleasant sequel to 
last year’s “One for the Money.” Nancy Hamil- 
ton doesn't appear this time, but she wrote the 
sketches, and Brenda Forbes, Eve Arden, Rich: 
ard Haydn, and all the rest’ do very nicely by 
them. (Booth, 43, W. CL 6-3969. 8:40. Mats. 
Wed. and Sat.) 

  

    

  

OPENINGS 
(There are often last-minute changes, so you'd bet- 
ter verify the dates and curtain trmes.) 

  Love's Oto Sweer Sone—-Another play by William 
Saroyan, with Walter Huston and Jessie Royce 
Landis. Staged by Mr. Saroyan and Eddie Dow! 
ing and produced by the Theatre Guild and Mr. 
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Dowling. Opens Thurs., May 2, (Plymouth, 45, 
W. CI 6-9156. 8:45. Mats. 2:43, Thurs. and Sat.) 

Grey Farm—A melodrama by Terence Rattigan an 
Hector Bolitho, with Oscar Homolka and Adrienne 

    

  

  

Morrison. Opens Fri., May 3. (Hudson, 44, ©. 
BR 09-0296. 8:40. Mats. 2:40, Wed. and Sat.) 

To,Wuar Reo Hett—A play by Percy Robinson, with 
Sara Allgood, Reginald Mason, and_ Richard 
Waring. Produced by the Shuberts and Joseph M. 
Gaites. Opens Mon., May 6. (Ethel Barrymore, 
pW. CE Goago. Biao. Mats. 2:40, Wed. and 

at.) 
‘The Sreancter Fic—A mystery by Edith Meiser, based 

on John Stephen Strange’s_novel of the same 
name, with Miss Meiser and Eddie Nugent. Opens 
Tues., May 7. (Lyceum, 43, E. BR 9-0546. 8:40. 
Mats. 2:40, Wed. and Sat} 

Romeo ano Jutter—Vivien Leigh, Laurence Olivier, 
and Dame May Whitty in the Shakespeare play! 
Staged by Mr. Olivier and Robert Ross and pro- 
duced by Mr. Olivier and Bernard Klawans. 
Opens Thurs. May 9. (srst Street, Blway at 1 
CL 7-5545. 8 o'clock, Mats. at 2, Wed. and Sat.) 

MISCELLANY 
No Time For Comeor—Katharine Cornell and Francis 

Lederer appearing in a one-week engagement of 
the play, they presented on Broadway earlier this 
sei Tues, through Sat, May 7-11. (Majestic 

Fulton St- near Rockwell Place, Brooke 
lyn, NE 8-2720. 8.30. Mats. 2:30, Wed. and Sat.) 

DINNER, SUPPER, AND DANCING. 
(A listing of some places where you will find music 
or other entertainment. Fill-in ‘orchestras may be 
substituted here and there on Mon, Eves 
‘Aweassavor, Park at s1 (WI 2-1000)—Vincent 

Bragale’s and Larry Siry’s orchestras alternate 
in the Trianon Room. You'll have to dress if 
you want to dance after 10. Closes Wed., May 8 
+The Summer Garden will open the following 

night, with Larry Siry's orchestra. 
Burmore, Madison at 43 (MU 9-7920)—Sleepy Hall 

and his orchestra play for dancing and double 
as comedians in the Bowman Room. 

Coe Rouse, 65 E. 56 (PL 3-88%7)—One of the 
nicer small spots, with “Anne Francine, Nicki 
Raymond’s and Donn Marton’s orchestras, and 
the Tisdale Trio. 

Ei Morocco, 154 E. sq (EL 5-8769)—They’ve 
found space, somehow, for the De Marcos to 
dance here. ‘Dick Gasparre’s orchestra and Chi- 
quito’s rumba band. Dress preferred. 

Fért's Monte Canto, 40 E. 54 (PL 5-7341)—One 
of the best, as you must know by this time. Ted 
Straeter’s ‘and Ray Morton’s orchestras. Dress 
required, 

La Masrimique, 57 W. 57 (PL. s 
stairs place—hright, gay, and likely to be crowded. 
Danny Kaye heads the show, and there’s music by 
Val Otman’s orchestra. 

Lanue, 45 E. 58 (VO §-6374)—A popular place 
among unhurried people who regard dancing as 
an art rather than an exercise. Joseph C. Smith’s, 
and Eddie Davis's orchestras. 

Montrarnasse, Madison at 79 (BU 8-234s)—Not as 
far off the beaten track as you might think, and 
worth the journey anyway. Ray Benson’s orches- 
tra and a rumba band play for danemg. 

Nine o'Ctock Cius, 125 E. 54 (EL 5-2922)—De- 
signed for the younger set, and frequented by 
it too. Charlie Murray’s and Don de Vodi’s or- 
chestras. 

Park Lane, Park at 48 (WI 2-4100)—Dinner dane- 
ing in the Tapestry Room to musie by Joe Mari 
nare’s orchestra. 

Puaza, 5 Ave. at 58 (PL 3-1740)—Paul Haakon and 
Jane Pickens perform in the Persian Room, where 
Eddy Duchin leads the hand with his hands and his 
tecth. Must dress if you're going to dance after 10. 

Ratntow Roow, R.C.A. Bldg. (CI 6-1300)—Eddie Le 
Baron’s band and a show are in the Rockefellers’ 
hig and lofty music box. Formal dress required 
on. the dance floor after ro.... Marlynn and 
Michael go on dancing in the Rainbow Grill, 
where Barry Winton’s orchestra plays. 

St. Reais, 5 Ave. at 33 (PL 3-4500)—The Roof will 
‘open on Fri., May 3, with Hal Saunders’ orchestra 
and a show: Formal dress required on the dance 

Savor-Puaza, 5 Ave. at 59 (VO 5-2600)—Hilde- 
garde will ‘replace Dwight Fiske in the Café 
Lounge on Fri., May 10. Emile Petti’s orchestra 
plays. 

Stork Cius, 3 E. 53 (PL 3-1940)—The same faces at 
their accustomed places. Ernie Holst’s orchestra and 
Johnny Rodriguez's rumba band. Dress preferred. 

Versaittss, 151 E. so (PL 8-0310)—Songs by Harry 
Richman and dance musi¢ by Maximillian Ber- 
zére’s orchestra and Panchito’s rumba band. 

Watoorr-Astonia, Park at 49 (EL  5-3000)-—The 
Starlight Roof is now open, enlivened by Bonnie 
Baker and Orrin Tucker's orchestra. ... Nat 
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Bankera ert 
CLEANSING CREAM 

BARBARA COULD 

FOR DRY SKINS—Borbara Goula 
Special Cleansing Cream $1.8 $2. 
FOR OILY SKINS—Borbara Gould 
Cleansing Cream . . $1.8 $2. 

  

Dy C BE 7 

You're lovely when your skin is not only immaculately 
clean, but soft and smooth with the natural moisture it 
needs and must have for fresh loveliness. 

If your skin is dry, Barbara Gould Special Cleansing 
Cream does a wonderful job of skin-cleansing—and 

  

leaves the natural moisture in your skin. It softens as it 

cleanses; delightfully refreshing! 
_ You know, you have to be careful about cleansing 
dry skin. This cream was created to give your type of 
skin exactly the care it needs. 

Bakara Soul. 
NEW YORK



GOINGS ON ABOUT TOWN 
Brandwynne’s orchestra keeps right on playing 
for supper dancing in the Lounge Restaurant. 

‘Surrer Civs—For times when you want entertain- 
ment but don’t want to dance—te rueaN steu, 4 E, 
56 (EL 5-9787) : Elsie Houston’s South American 
folk songs, and Billie Haywood’s able swing sing- 
ing, accompanied by the equally able Cliff Allen 
at the piano... atsonouin, 39 W. 44 (MU 2- 
e100): Greta Keller sings and John Buckmaster 
does monologues. Closes Tues., May 7...» oRE 
yoorr, 5 Ave. at 8 (ST 9-7300): you'll like the 
guitarist and a spruce young couple who play 
two-piano numbers, . .. PENTHOUSE clus, 30 Central 
Pk. S. (PL 3-6910) : the incidental music is pleas- 
ant, and so are the lights of the Park below. 

MiscELLANEoUs—At ARMANDO'S, s4 E. 55 (PL 3-0760): 
a dance floor no bigger than a minute, music by 
Frank Mandella’s orchestra, and songs by Ade- 
Jaide Moffett... casino russe, 157 W. 56 (CI 
6-6116): only @ step from Carnegie Hall, and a 
pleasant place to drop into after a concert. Danc- 
ing to music by Nicholas Matthey’s orchestra... . 
PoLisH ResTAURANT, t51 E. 57 (PL 3-2816): one 
that caught on quickly, with a Polish orchestra 
which plays polkas as’well as rumbas. .. . WAR- 
wie, 65 W. s4 (CI 7-2700): a small, pleasant 
spot, with "William Scott's orchestra... . NEW 
yorker HoTst, 8 Ave. at 34 (ME 3-1000): Al 
Donahue’s orchestra will be replaced on Thurs., 
May 9, by Larry Clinton’s, ... 6SS6x HOUSE, 160 
Central Pk. S. (CI. 7-0300): Nick D’Amico’s 
orchestra. ... PENNSYLVANIA, 7 Ave, at 33 (PE 
6-500): Jimmy Dorsey's orchestra. « . « st- MORITZ, 
50 Central Pk. S. (WI 2-s800): Eddie Varzos? 
orchestra... roosevett, Madison at 46 (MU 
6-9200): Frankie Masters’ orchestra. . . . GLAss 
Hat, 130 E, 50 (WI 2-1200): Basil Fomeen’s or 

LxIT KAT ctuB, 152 E, ss (EL 5-0543): 
‘McLeans’ band; for late 

prowlers, this one... JIMMY KeLLY's, 181 Sullivan 
(AL 4-1414): rowdydow fun down in the Village 
for people who never seem to want to go home. 

  

  

    

     

  

  

    
  

  

  

  

  

  

   

Broapway Armosriers—At the DIAMOND HORSESHOE, 
235 W. 46 (CI 6-6500): Billy Rose’s new show 
will open here on Sun, May s.... #eacHcomeer, 
Bway at 50 (CI 6-0644): one of Broadway's 
best, to judge by the crowds; Sonny Kendis's 
orchestra_and a rumba band. ... HURRICANE, B'way 
at 9 (CI 6-7147): 2 new tropical place, with 
Eddie Bush's orchestra....ta coca, 205 W. 
51 (CI 5-880): Nano Rodrigo’s orchestra and a 
Latin show. ... HAVANA-MADRID, 1650 B’way, at 5 
(CI 7-361): @ show full of rumbas_and congas, 
+++ 18 clus, 20 W. 52 (EL 5-9858): Jack White's 
broad humor continues to be the main attraction. 

= orton ctus, B’way at 48 (CI 7-100): a new 
show will open on Fri, May 3, with Buck and 
Bubbles, Sister Tharpe, and Andy Kirk’s orches- 
tra, Closed Thurs., May 2. 

Punt Swinc—At the Hickorr House, 144 W. 52 (CI 
7-9524): John Kirby and his orchestra playing 
for admirers who just sit_around the bar. 
caré soci, 2 Sheridan Sq. (CH 2-2737): 
Village institution, with Joe Sullivan's band, 
Joc Turner, Hazel Scott, the Golden Gate Quartet, 
and the boogie-woogie pianists, Johnson and 
‘Ammons. .... Nick's, 7 Ave. at 10 (WA 9-9742): 
another downtown’ swing centre, with Sidney 
Bechet’s Trio....Vittace VANcuanD, 178 7 Ave, 
S., at 11 (CH 2-9355): 2 casual little cellar nook, 
with Clarence Profit’s Trio and some Calypso 
singers, 

Hartem—A couple of places where the antics of the 
natives almost make the trip uptown worth 
while are: savor pattoom, Lenox at 140 (ED 
40271), with Benny Carter’s band; and eouen 
GATE paltroom, Lenox at 142 (ED 4-3380), with 
Lucky Melinder’s and Coleman Hawkins’ bands 
(closed Mon.). 

Foreign Flavor—Scandinavian: castueHolm, 344 W. 
57 (CI 7-087@); and Queen mary, 40 E. 58 (PL 3- 
2313)... Russian: krercHMa, 244 E, 14 (GR 
7-9784)+.»- Latin: et extco, 80 Grove, at Sheri- 
dan Sq. (CH 2-4646)5 and ciue caucho, 245 Sul- 
livan (GR 7-4833)- 

‘Three Viennese places started by. refugees, 
who carry on with lots of spirit, especially at the 
supper hour: att wien, 323 E. 79 (RH 48966); 
care bE L'eurore, B’way at 77 (TR 4-6711); and 
WIENER FIAKER, 223 W. 80 (TR 4-9245). 

ART 
Amenicans—A small, well-selected show that covers a 

hundred years of painting (1820 to 1920) and in- 
cludes a fine John Kane and an excellent Maurice 
Prendergast: Walker, 108 E. 57; 9.30 AM. to 
5:30 P.a.; through May 2. 

Btanct—Paintings of the backlands of the West and 
South, Detail sometimes gets in the way of de- 
sign, but they’re honestly observed and recorded: 
Associated American Artists’, 711 5 Ave., at 55. 
Daily 9 at. to 6 P.nt.; through May 4. 

Britis Portaaits—An exhibition of forty paintings 
by Van Dyck, Raeburn, Romney, Gainsborough, 
and other seventeenth- and eighteenth-century 
masters, for the benefit of the Greater New York 

  

  

  

  

  

   

  

  

  

THIS LISTING COVERS THE TEN DAYS 
FROM THURSDAY, MAY 2, THROUGH SAT- 
URDAY, MAY II, TIME GIVEN, INCLUDING. 
‘TRAIN DEPARTURES, IS DAYLIGHT SAVING. 

Fund: Duveen, 720 5 Ave. at s6. Daily 9:30 
AM. to § P.M.j through May 4. 

Cuacati—A group of attractive new gouaches, to- 
gether with his big, symbolic painting, “The 
Flight of the Rabbi”: Perls, 32 E. 58. Daily 
10 AM. to 6 P.M; through May 4. 

Consino—Circus subjects, among others, strikingly 
dramatic if a little lush, in a show of recent oils 
and drawings: Macbeth, 11 E. 57. Daily 9:30 
A. to 5:30 P.M; through May 4, 

Derain—A kind of rich Dutch heartiness seems to 
be his present mood, and it shows up best in 
several big, food-laden still lifes. A benefit for the 
‘American Friends of France: Matisse, sr E. 57. 
Weekdays 10 an. to 6 pat; through May 11. 

Dickinson—Landscapes that are unemphatic, hazy, 
and very romantic, but appealing: Passedoit, 121 
E, 57} 10 a.m, to'6 PM; through May 2. 

Dove—New oils and water colors, done with more 
‘than usual compactness and integration of design: 
An American Place, 509 Madison, at 53. Week- 
days 10 Ax. to 6 v.at.; Sun., 3 to 6 p.m; through 
May 14. 

Epstein—His huge, controversial “Adam,” and a 
group of strongly stylized portrait heads: Fine 
Arts, 213 W. 57. Weekdays 10 a.m. to 6 P.M. 
Sun., 1 to 6 P.at; through May 25. 

Flower Painrins—Works by European and Ameri 
‘can artists, ranging from Bonnard to van Gogh 
and from J. Alden Weir to Max Weber. For once, 
the Americans come out well on top: Harriman, 63 
E. 57, Daily 10 AM. to 6 PM.5 through May 4. 

French Grours—At the purano-rusl, 12 E. 57: 4 
brilliantly painted Monet landscape and some 
nice Pissarros, among other Impressionist pieces. 
Weekdays 9:30 A.M. to 5.30 P.M.; through May 
11...,60Y MAYER, 41 E, 57: small paintings by 
post-impressionists and’ other French moderns, 
including a fine tiny Dufy. Weekdays 9:30 Aa 
to 5:30 P.at.; through May 11. 

Grovr—Good pieces by Davis, Guglielmi, Levi, and 
Spencer in the Downtown’ Gallery’s ‘annual re- 
view of the season: Downtown, 113 W. 13. Weck- 
days 10 A.M, to 6 P.M.; through May 11. 

Hosork—Paintings by a modern Dutch artist, full 
of stylistic borrowings from the French but clean 
and bright in color: Contemporary Arts, 38 W. 57~ 
Weekdays 10 a.m. to 6 F.a, (also Mon. Eve., 
011230) Suny 4230 tog :30 #-aj through May 11. 

InperenoeNrs—The big annual get-together, _ with 
everything from the painfullest Sunday painting 
to the ustial few “discoveries”: Fine Arts, 215 

  

  

   

  

      

  

  

  

    

  

  

W. 57. Wed. and Sat., 10 .nt, to 10 P.at.; other 
weekdays 10 Aa. to 6 p.t.; Sun, 1 to 6 Pints 
through May 12. 

Jarvis—Centennial show of portraits by 2 New York 
artist sho. painted almost, everyone of conse- 

his era. Interesting historically: New 
York Historical Society, 170 Central Pk, W., at 
76. Tues. through Sat.,'t0 Ax to 5 P.at.5 Sun., 
r to 5 p.m; through June 2. 

Kaesetau—Soundly constructed, ably handled water 
colors in his first one-man exhibition here: Kraus- 
haar, 730 5 Ave., at 57. Daily 9:30 AM. to 5:30 
pax; through May 4. 

Mitcueti—Water colors and gouaches in a first one- 
man show of more than usual maturity of style: 
Rehn, 683 § Ave, at 54. Weekdays 10 At. to 6 
p.m; through May 11, 

Mopern Gerwan—Patl Klee, Ernst Barlach, Karl 
Hofer, and others in a representative collection 
of paintings and sculptures: Buchholz, 32 E. 57. 
Daily 9:30 AM. to 6 P.xt.; through May 4. 

Museum oF Mover Aat, 11 W. 53—Black-and-whites 
and one-color illustrations entered in 2 contest 
called “Artist as Reporter,” sponsored by P.M., 
the yet to be published newspaper. Weekdays 16 
hat. to 6 pat.s Sun., 12 noon to 6 mat.; through 

ay 7. 
Nororetot_—Low-keyed, boldly outlined, sombrely ef- 

fective landscapes and other subjects: Hudson D. 
Walker, 38 E. 57. Daily 9:30 Ast. to 6 Patt; 
through May 4. 

Persian Art—Sixty centuries and some $10,000,000 
worth of it, including rugs, ceramics, sculptures, 
paintings, and just about everything else. The 
rugs in particular are something to see: x E. 51. 
Daily 0 a.m. to 10 p.at.; through June 22. 

Scuterure—At the ctay ctus, 4 W. 8: José de 
Creeft, Paul Manship, and others in a pleasantly 

  

  

  

  

  

      

diversified exhibit, Thurs. and Fri, 2 to s and 
7 to 10 P.M.; Sat., 2 to 5 P.M.j through May 4. . - 
witoenstetn, 19 E. 64: French cighteenth-century 
sculpture from the David-Weill collection in a 
show that thoroughly typifies the romantic ex- 
uberance and the occasional sharp beauty of the 
period. Daily 10 a.at. to §.30 P.M; through May 4. 

Scranni-—Paintings of the Brittany: coast, gaily cof 
ored and lively, if a shade too deliberately whimsi- 
cal: Bignou, 32 E. 57. Daily 10 a.m. to §:30 P.M; 
through May 4. 

Sourine—Small, well-selected retrospective (1016 to 
3930), including some of the best examples of this 
crudely powerful Expressionist painter’s work to 
be seen here in a long time: Carstairs, 11 E. 57. 
Weekdays 9:30 a.m to 5:30 P.xt 5 through May rr. 

TonetircHew aN Marta—Wash drawings by Tehelit” 
chew, showing his dazzling skill in that medium; 
surrealist paintings, rather runny in color and 
amorphous in design, by Matta: Julien Levy, 15 E. 
57. Weekdays 10 A. to §:30 P.M ; through May 6. 

Tunee Spantanos—Paintings by Picasso, Miré, and 
Gris, including some lively Middle Period pieces 
by the first: Valentine, 16 E. 57. Daily 10:30 a.m. 
to 5.30 P.M. through May 4. 

Tschacsasov—Oils which, beneath their arabesqued 
outlines, are often subtly ironic social commen- 
taries: “A.C.A., 52 W. 8 Daily ro at. to 6 
P.M; through’ May 4. 

Here ano THere—At the MORGAN, 37 W. 57: water cal 
ors by Leslie Powell. Weekdays 9:30 A.M. to 6 P M.3 
through May 11... miten, 108 W. 57: paintings 
by Rubin Rubin, Weekdays 9 a.a. to 5:30 Pant; 
through May 18... werne, 794 Lexington, at 612 
water colors by Adolf Dehn. Weekdays 9.2. 
to 5.30 P.M ; through May 18... .MONTROSS, 785 
5 Ave,, at 60: oils by Henry Strater. Weekdays 9 
A.M, to 5:30 P.M.; through May 11... deLeHic, 
44 W. 562 paintings and drawings by Jan Gelb. 
Weekdays 10 a.nf. to 6 P.at.; through May 6... 
ancent, 42 W. 57: pamtings by Emily Rollinson 
Poucher and ‘sculptures by Lydia Rotch. Daily 
10 AM, to 5:30 P.M; through May 4... 40 
PARK AVENUE, at 57: sctlptures by Kathryn and 
Edwin Willard Deming, Daily 9:30 At. to 5:30 
P.m.; through May 4... Aroen, 460 Park Ave., 
at 572 sculptures by Sylvia Shaw Judson, Daily 
TO A.M. to §:30 P.M. through May 4. 

MUSIC 
(The box-office telephone number for Carnegie Hall 
is Cl 7-760, for Town Hall, it's BR 9-9447. Other 
box-ofiice numbers are listed below.) 
PrinnarMonic-SruPtony—Barbirolli conducting: Car- 

negie Hall, Thurs. Eve, May 2, at 8-453 Fri 
Aft, May 3, at 2:30;’ Sat. Eve., May 4, at 

-453 Sun. Aft., May s, at 3, final’ performance 
of the regular season. (Soloist! Serkin, May 4-5.) 
=. Young Peoples’ “Concert, Ganz conducting 
Sat. Morn., May 4, at 11. 

N.B.C. Srwptiony—Toscanini conducting: Carnegie 
Hall, Mon. Eve, May 6, at 9. (Soloist: Horo- 
witz 

Gouven Hitt CHorus—Assisted by the Down Town 
Glee Club, Lefebvre conducting: Carnegie, Hall, 
Fri. Eve., May 3, at 8:30. 

New Yor City Syvpvony—Stewart conducting the 
‘Music Project orchestra in a series of programs 
sponsored by Mayor LaGuardia: Carnegie Hall, 
Sun, Eve, May 5, at & 45. 

Doctors’ Orcuestrat Socierr—-Waghalter conducting: 
Town Hall, Fri, Eve. May 10, at 8:40, 

OPERA 
Mecca Auorronium, 133 W. ss—The Selmacei com- 

pany presenting “Rigoletto,” Sat. Eve. May 4; 
“La Boheme,” Sun. Eve, May 5; “Cavalleria 
Rusticana” and “Pagliaces,” Sat. Eve., May 11, at 
8:15, (CI 5-9757.) 

Cente THeatee, 6 Ave. at 49—The San Carlo Opera 
Company presenting “Rigoletto,” Thurs. Eve., 
May 9; “Carmen,” Fri. Eve., May 103 “Madama 
Butterfly,” Sat. /Aft,, May 11; “Il Trovatore,” 
Sat. Eve., May 11. (CL 5-5s00. Eves. at 8:20; 
Mats. at 2:30.) 

SPORTS 
Basesai—t the yankee staptuw: Yankees vs, St. 

Louis, Thurs, Aft, May 2, at 3:15; Yankees vs 
Chicago, Fri. Aft., May 3, at 3:15, and Sat. Aft., 
May 4, at 3; Yankees vs, Detroit, Sun. Aft., May 
§, at 3, and Mon. and Tues. Afts., May 6-7, at 
3:15; Yankees vs, Cleveland, Wed. and Thurs. 
Afts., May 8-9, at 3:15; Yankees vs. Boston, Fri. 
Aft, May ro, at 5, and Sat, Aft, May i, af 

Bers Fieto: Dodgers vs, Philadelphia, Sat. 
‘Kic, May 11, at 2:20. 

Boxine—Madison Square Garden—Buddy Baer vs. 
‘Nathan Mann, heavyweights, Fri, Eve, May 33 
preliminaries at 8:30; main’ match (12 rounds) 
at about 10.... Lou Ambers vs. Lew Jenkins, for 
the lightweight title, Fri. Eve, May 10; ‘pre- 
liminaries at 8:30; main match’ (15 rounds) at 
about 10. 

Crew—Sat. Aft., May 4—Blackwell Cup, Columbia 
Yale-Penn, Harlem River: freshman at 5, junior 
varsity at’ 5:30, varsity at 6.... Compton Cup, 
Harvard-M.LT.-Princeton, at Princeton: fresh 
man at 4, 4230, and §3 junior varsity at 5:30 

   

  

  

    

  

        

  

       

  

    

  

  

  

   

  

  

  

    

    

    
   

  

  

  

   

  

  



"...80 hard to keep servants nowadays I’ve al- 
ways prided myself on being a good housekeeper, 

but as I was saying the other day, | just can’t 

imagine what we’re coming to with this servant 

problem. Now take that last girl we had—what- 

ever her name was—when she left I said to her... 

The lady at the left has a bad case of unlock-jaw. 
She’s been talking a steady stream fortwenty minutes. 

But Mortimer knows whatto do about it. Between him- 

self and his spouse he has drawn a soundproof veil. 

Mortimer draws this veil every now and then, when 

he doesn’t want to be interrupted in his private pur- 

suit of news in the world of sport, or any other line of 

thought that he deems more important at the moment. 

If wives only knew what a defense husbands have 

against a barrage of words on a topic that doesn’t 
interest them. 

  

If advertisers only knew what a defense their pros- 
pects have against a barrage of sales talk when 
they’re not in a mood for it. 

Factis,neitherMortimer’swife,norhisinsuranceagent, 
nor the manufacturer of his next car can tell Mor- 
timer anything when Mortimer doesn’t want to listen. 

But there are times when Mortimer can easily be in- 
terested in insurance—and when he is eager to read 
the advertising of the new cars. 

That time comes for Mortimer and for millions of other 

««+Mortimer! Are 

you listening?”      
   

men and women when they pick up The Saturday 
Evening Post. 
Why? Simply because the Post is America’s favorite 
place to read advertising—just as Fifth Avenue is its 
favorite shopping street and baseball is its fa- 
vorite game. 

That's why advertisers invest more money in the Post 
than in any other magazine.They know that whenever 
people are asked, “In what magazine do you pay the 
most attention to advertising?” the majority always 
answer:     

    

   

      

THE SATURDAY 
EVENING POST L~ 

Successful advertisers concentrate in the Post, where 
people concentrate on advertising. 
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GOINGS ON ABOUT TOWN 
varsity at 6.,..Navy-Cornell, at Annapoli 
freshman at 4, junior varsity at 4.30, varsity at 

Sat. Aft, “May 11—Childs Cup, Columhi 
Penn-Princeion, at Philadelphia: freshman at 
4:30, junior varsity at 5, varsity at 5.30....At 
Derby: Yale-Haryard-Princeton, 1g0-1b. 

10} also, Yale-Syracuse-M.1.T., freshman at 6, 
junior varsity at 6:30. varsity at 7. 

Horse SHows—Squadron A Spring Show, Armory, 
Park at 94: Thurs. through Sat. Eves., May 2 
at 8, and Sat. Aft, May 4, at 2.... Newark, 
sex Troop Armory, 120 Roseville Ave.: Wed. Eve., 
‘May 8, at 7:30; Thurs. through Sat. Eves., May 
grit, at 7:153 and Sat. Aft, May 11, at’ 1:30. 

Hunt Racts—Virginia Gold Cup, Warrenton, Sat. 
‘Ait., May 4, at 4.... Radnor Hunt, Berwyn, Pa., 
Wed. and Sat. Afts., May 8 and rr, at 3. 

Racine—Weekdays at Jamaica, at 2:30. P.M.3 
‘through May 1x. Excelsior Handicap, May 11. 
_.- Kentucky Derby, Churchill Downs, Sat. Aft., 
May 4. (Special trains: from Penn. Station, 
‘Thurs. and Fri. Afts., May 2:3, at aso, ar- 
riving at Louisville the following morning at 
10:45, C.S.T.; from Louisville, Sat. Eve. at 9:15, 
CST, arriving at New York, Sun. Eve. at 6.55. 
Regular planes leave LaGuardia Field at x and 
3:50 P-M., arriving at Louisville at 5:03 and 7:28 
pat, C.S.T.)...The Preakness, Pimlico, Sa 
Aft, May 11 

Fencine—National Championships—Poils, Fri. Eve., 
May 3, at 77303 Sat. Aft, May 4, at 2:30; Tues. 
ve. May 7, at_7:30; and Wed. Eve., May 8, at 
7:30: Fencers Club, 320 E. 53... Epées, Sun. 
Aft, May 5, at 2:30; and Thurs. Eve., May 9, at 
7:30: Salle Santelli, 2g University’ Place... 
Sabres, Mon. Eve., May 6, at 7:30; and Fri. Eve., 
May 10, at 7:30: N.Y.A.C,, 180 Central Pk. S. 

OTHER EVENTS 
Wonto's Fain—Reopens Sat., May 11. Opening day, 

12 noon to 2 A.M.; daily thereafter, 9 AM. to 2 A.M 
Ganoen_ Exmisiions—MacDougal-Sullivan Gard 

176 Sullivan; St. John’s Colony Garden, 225 W 
verly Place; and the gardens of Mrs. Wil 
Wells, 265 W. 11, and Mrs. Maximilian Elser, 
Jr, 134 W. 11: Tues., May 7, 2:30 to 5:30 Pa. 
(Picket: Mrs. Howard S. Cullman, 161 Front St. 
WH 3-r08s 

Benerits) ano Pustic Batis—Russian Easter Ball: 
Plaza, Thurs. Eve., May 2, at 10. .... Silver Spoon 
Dinner Dance: St. Regis, Thurs. Eve., May 2, at 

        

  

   

  

  

  

   

  

  

  

  

     

    

     

  

      

  

  

9..-.Dorothy Parker's benefit for Spanish chil- 
dren: Mecca Auditorium, 133 W. 55, Wed. Eve., 
May 8 at 8:13....“A Night of Nights for 

  

China”: Center Theatre, 6 Ave. at 49, Sun. Eve., 
May 5, at 8:30... Allied Relief Ball: Astor, Fr 
Eve., May 10, at 10:30. 

Averions—At the rarkenenner cattentes, 30 E. 57— 
Chinese art objects, paintings on silk, and furni 
ture, belonging to Seth B. Robinson ‘and others; 
also, etchings and engravings, collected by the late 
Frederick W. Lehmann and ‘others: Thurs. Aft., 
May 2, at 2. ... Furniture and Oriental carvings 
and rugs, from the estate of the late Lilla Brokaw 
Dugmore: Fri. and Sat. Afts., May 3-4, at 2... 
Selections from the libraries ‘of the late Samuel 
Untermyer and Harold Palmer: Wed. and Thurs. 
Afts., May 8-9, at 2. 

KENDE GALLERIES, 730 5 Ave., at 56—Paintings hy 
Eastman Johnson, and English and American fur- 
niture: Thurs. Ait, May 2, at 2... English and 
‘American furniture and silver, and French art ob- 
jects, helonging to Mrs. Cortland F. Bishop: Wed. 
and Thurs. Afts., May 8:9, at 2. 

ON THE AIR 
Racine—The Kentucky Derby: Sat. Aft., May 4, 

at 6:30, WABC. 
Puituanwonic-SywpHony—Barbirolli conducting (solo- 

ist, Serkin): Sun, Aft, May 5, at 3, WABC. 
.». Young People’s Concert. Ganz_conducting: 
Sat. Morn., May 4, at 11:05, WABC. 

Toscanii—Conducting the N.B.C. Symphony (solo- 
ist, Horowitz): Mon. Eve. May 6, at 9, WJZ. 

News Commentators—Edwin C. Hill, Mon. through 
Fri Eves., at 6105, WABC. . . . Lowell Thomas, 
‘Mon. through Fri. Eves., at 6: 
Kaltenborn, Sat. Eves. at 7245, es 
Quincy Howe, Mon., Wed., and Fri. Eves., at 9, 
WOXR. ... Raymond Gram Swing, Mon. through 
Fri. Eves., at 10, WOR. 

Tetevision—Helen Morgan in a variety show, Thurs. 
Eve., May 2, at 8:30, W2XBS. 

MOTION PICTURES 
‘Tue Baxen's Wire—Life, or very close to life anyhow, 

in a French village, with Raimu as a husband 
who has a pretty but problematical wife. (World, 
153 W. 49.) 

‘Tue Eat oF Cuicaco—Of a racketeer and the Eng- 
Tish feudal system, which turns out to be both an 
amusing and a tragic combination. With Robert 
Montgomery. (Trans-Lux 32nd Street. Lexington 
at 52; Thurs. and Fri., May 2-3... . Colony, 2 Ave. 
at 79; through Sat., May 4.... Carlton, Bway 
at 100; Mon. through Wed., May 6-8... Nor- 
mandie, Park at 53; Wed. and Thurs., May 8-0.) 

Tne FichT ron Lire—Pare Lorentz, quick with his 

  

    

   

  

  

   

  

  

   
   

  

   

  

  

  

THIS LISTING COVERS THE TEN DAYS 
FROM THURSDAY, MAY 2, THROUGH SAT- 
URDAY, MAY II. TIME GIVEN, INCLUDING 
TRAIN DEPARTURES, IS DAYLIGHT SAVING. 

camera and his general good sense, deals with 
the maternal-welfare chapters of Paul de Kruif’s 
book. (Belmont, 125 W. 48.) 

Gone with tHe Wikn—You'd better hurry 
give up a night to it, (Astor, Biway at 45; daily 
at 2:15 and 8.15 r.M.... Plaza, 58, E. of Madi- 
son; through Tues., May 7; weekdays at 10 AM. 
and 2 and 8:15 p.M.; Sun, at 12 noon and 4 and 

  

  

long and 

    

      
S:15 P.M... Terrace, 9 Ave. at 23; Fri. through 
Mon., May 3-6 weekdays at 10:30 aa. and 
2:30 and 8 p.w.; Sun, at 2:30 and 8 P.M.)     

Tue Grares of Weat—The great and magnificent 
film John Ford devised from the Steinbeck novel. 

    

      
Obligatory for all (Carlton, B'way at 100; Thurs. 
through Sun, 2 Trans-Lux 85th 
Strect, Madison at 85; Tu d Wed., May 7-8 

    

:.-Gramerey Park, Lexington at 233 
through Fri., May 8-10... Greenwich, Gree 
wich Ave. at 12; Thurs. through Sat., May 9-11.) 

His Gini Frioay—Rosalind Russell, Cary Grant, and 
Ralph Bellamy in an unexpected and thoroughly 
funny reworking of the famous old “Front Page.” 
(68th Street Playhouse, 3 Ave. at 68} Tues. 
through Thurs., May 7-9.) 

Lichts Our in Evrore—An outstanding and very 
forceful account of last summer in Europe and the 
crisis of the fall. Mostly of London and Danzig. 
(Little Carnegie, 146 W. 573 through Fri., May 3.) 

THe Mayor's Ditewwa—One of those peculiarly ap: 
pealing, humorous, and human French films of 
life in a small town during the last war, the town 
heing just on the outskirts of Chateau-Thierry. 
(sth Street Playhouse, 134 W. 53) 

My Lime Cuickaoee—This might be called a Western, 
but it's a somewhat surprising one, as Mac West 
and W. C. Fields dominate the scene, (Colonial, 
Bway at 62; Thurs. through Mon., May 2 
Rio, Bway at 160; Tues. through Thurs., 

  

  

  

   y 
7-9.... Loew's 42nd Street, Lexington at 42: 
Wed. and Thurs., May 8-9.) 

Or Mice ano Men——An expert screening of the 
Steinbeck story, beautifully played by Betty 
Ficld, Lon Chaney, Jr., and Burgess Meredith. 
(Terrace, 9 Ave. ‘at 23; Thurs, May 2... 
Loew’s 86th Street, 3 Ave. at 86; Sat. through 
Mon., May 4-6...'. Plaza, 58, E. of Madison; 
Wed. through Fri, May S10. ... Gramercy 
Park, Lexington at 23; starting Sat., May 11.) 

Priurost Parh—Victoria Lincoln's “February Hill” 
transferred, via the stage, to the screen, with 
Ginger Rogers, Marjorie’ Rambeau, and Joel 
McCrea. Unusual in its way. (Palace, B’way at 
47; Thurs. through Wed., May 2-8.) 

‘Tue Private Lives oF Euzaser# ano Essex—Bette Davis 
makes the Queen human and great in spite of 
every kind of drawback the studios can devise. 
(Alden, Bway at 67; Tues. and Wed., May 7-8.) 

Restcca—Alfred Hitchcock's first American movie, 
‘a rich, successful adaptation of Daphne du 
‘Maurier’s best-seller, with Joan Fontaine, Lau- 
rence Olivier, and Judith Anderson. (Radio City 
Music Hall, 6 Ave. at 50; through Wed.. May 8.) 

Tue SHor Anouno THE CorNek—A mild item on the 
‘quaint side, with Margaret Sullavan, James Stew- 
art, and Frank Morgan. (Gramercy Park, Lex- 
ington at 23; Sat, through Tues., May 4-7. 
Trans-Lux sand Street, Lexington at 52; Tues. 
and Wed., May 7-8.... Colony, 2 Ave. at 793 
‘Tues. through Sat., May 7-11.) 

Stoewatxs or LONDON—A tolerably amusing sketch of 
life among stage people and such in prewar Lon- 
don. With Vivien Leigh and Charles Laughton. 
(Stoddard, B’way at 90; Thurs. through Mon., 
May 2-6... Terrace, 9 Ave. at 23; Tues. through 
Sat., May 7-11.) 

‘we Storr oF Da. Eunticn's Macic Butter—The carcer 
‘of the scientist who discovered salvarsan, with 
Edward G, Robinson as the great medical man— 
possibly his best réle. Ouspenskaya and Ruth 
Gordon are also involved. (Gramercy Park, Lex- 
ington at 23; through Fri., May 3... - Greenwich, 
Greenwich Ave. at 12; "Thurs. through Sun., 

~ Sutton, 3 Ave. at 57; Tues. and 
Wed., May 7-8.) 

REVIVALS. - 
Cannivat IN Flanvers (1936)—French film. (68th 

Street Playhouse, 3 Ave. at 68; Thurs. May 2.) 
Escare Me Never (935)—With Flisabeth’ Bergner. 

(68th Street Playhouse, 3 Ave. at 68; Tues. 
through Thurs., May 7- 

‘Tue Perairigo Forest (1936)—Bette Davis and Leslie 
Howard. (Normandie, Park at 53; Fri. through 
Sun., May 3-5.) 

Tueovora Gor Wiro 

  

   

   

    
  

  

        

  

  

  

  

  

     

   

  

  

(1936)—Trene Dunne and 

  Melvyn Douglas. (Trans-Lux 52nd Street, Le 
ington at_s2; Sat. through Mon., May 46.) 

Twennietn Century (1934) —Carole Lombard 
John Barrymore. (Greenwich, Greenwich 
Mt 12; Mon. through Wed., May 6-8.) 

Wien Tomorrow Comes (1039)—Irene Dunne and 
Charles Boyer. (Normandie, Park at 53; Thurs., 
May 2.) 

Wurneninc Hetonts (1939)—Merle Oberon and 
Laurence Olivier. (68th Street Playhouse, 3 Ave. 
at 68; Fri, through Mon., May 3-6.) 

Nore—The Museum offModern Art, 11 W. 53. will 
exhibit seven issues of The March of Time (1936- 
1930) through Sun., May 5. Beginning the next 
day, the following Douglas Fairbanks films will 
he shown: excerpts from ‘The Lamb,” “The Mol- 
lycoddle,” “Say Young Fellow,” “Knickerbocker 
Buckaroo,” “A Modern Musketeer,” “Don Q.,”” 
and “The Taming of the Shrew,” Mon., May 
“Manhattan Madness” and “Wild and Woolly, 
Tues., May 7. “When the Clouds Roll By" and 
“The Nut,” Wed., May 8. “The Mark of Zorro,” 
Thurs, May 9, “The Three Musketeers,” Fri 
May to. “The Thief of Bagdad,” Sat, May 11 
Progranis weekdays at 4 p.m. and Sun, at 2 and 
4 PM 
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COMING EVENTS 

(A selective list published in the first issne of cach 
month for the convenience of foresighted readers.) 

  

Arm—Mexican art of the last 2,000 years: Museum 
‘of Modern Art, 11 W. 533 opens May 15. 

Boxinc—Madison Square Garden: Ceferino Garcia 
vs. Ken Overlin, middleweight title, May 23. 
Roosevelt Stadium, Jersey City: Tony Galento 
vs. Max Baer, May 28. 

Coutice Commencements—Columbia, June 4; N. 
June §; U.S. Naval Academy, June 6; US. 

ary Academy, June 10; Princeton, June 11; 
Dartmouth, June 16; Cornell, June 17; Yale, June 
19; Harvard, June’20; Vassar. June 7; Smith, 
Tune 17. 

Chew—May 18: Navy-Harvard-Penn (Adams Cup), 
‘at Philadelphia; Yale-Cornell-Princeton (Carnegie 
Cup), at Derby, Conn....June 18: Intercol- 
legiate Regatta, at Poughkeepsie... June 21: 
Yale-Harvard, at New London. 

Doc SHows—Long Island Kennel Club, Cedarhurst, 
‘May 19; Morris and Essex Kennel Club, Madison, 

J, May Greenwich Kennel Club, Port 
Chester, N-Y., June 1; Monmouth County Ken: 
nel Club, Rumson, N.J., June 22. 

Gotr—Goodall Tournament, Flushing, May 16-19. 
+ ++ Metropolitan Open, Bloomfield, N.J., May 24- 
26... . National Open, Cleveland, Ohio, June 6-8. 

.S. Seniors Championship, Rye, June 11 
‘Metropolitan Amateur, White Plains, June 

  

      

      

    
  

  

   
May 12; Vassar, 

Poughkeepsie, May 18-19; Watchung Riding and 
Driving Club, Summit, NJ, May 18-19; Oaks 
Hunt, Great Neck, May 19; Wilmington, May 
23-25; Devon, Pa., May 27-June 1; West Paint, 
June §-6; Tuxedo, Tuxedo Park, June 7-8; West" 
chester County, Port Chester, June 13-13; Ox 
Ridge Hunt Club, Darien, June 21-22. 

Hunr Races—Rose Tree, Media, Pa, May 13 and 
18; United Hunts, Roslyn, LT, June 15. 

Muste—At cannecte Hatt: New York City Symphony, 
‘May 12 and 19, Philharmonic-Symphony, Stock 
conducting (soloists, Pons and Serkin), May 1 
Marian Anderson, May 26.... LewIsonn sTaDIU 
Philharmonie-Symphony, June 20 through Au 
1g... WoRLD's FAIR: Metropolitan Opera orchest 
Pelletier conducting (soloists. Pons and Tibbett), 
May 13. 

Racine—Belmont Park, May 13-June 8; Aqueduct, 
June 10-29. 

Tuearre—Some productions scheduled to open within 
the next month or two: “Keep off the Grass,” 
a revue, with Jimmy Durante, Ray Bolger, and 
Tika Chase, produced by Lee Shubert and Harry 
A. Kaufman; “The Return of the Vagabond,” 
by and with George M. Cohan; “Louisiana Pur- 
chase,” 2 musical by Irving Berlin, Morrie 
Ryskind, and B. G. DeSylva, with Vera Zorina, 
Victor Moore, William Gaxton, and Irene Bor: 
doni; “It’s a Girl,” by Joseph L. Hochman, with 
Lulu McConnell’ and Billy Livingston; “New 
Faces of 1940,” with Joe Cook, Patsy Kelly, 
Paul Draper, and Betzi Beaton, produced by 
Leonard Silman; “Brondway—r940,”" a revised 
version of “Broadway,” the George Abbott-Philip 
Dunning play, produced by William A, Bradys 
“Three After’ Three,” a musical, produced by 
Ruth Selwyn and the Shuberts, with lyrics by 
Johnny Mercer, music by Hoagy ‘Carmichael, and 
‘a cast which includes Mitzi Green, Mary Bri; 
Jack Whiting, Frances Williams, and 
Fetchit. 

Yacutinc-—Championship races on the Sound: Amer- 
ican Y.C., May 23; Harlem Y.C., May 30. 
Ocean ‘rage, Block Island to Gloucester, 
June 24...) Indian Harbor Y.C. 

Ornen Dares—Tulip Festival, Riverside Drive at 105, 
May 12-18... Annual Albany-New York Motor” 
boat race, May t2....Glider Meet, at Elmira, 
N. Y., June 29-July 7. 

  

  

    

    
  

  

  

  

  

  

  

Stepin 

  

Cruise. June 18.       
         

 



  Which do you prefer? Bratty or 

angelic, we love them both—our real look- 

ing mannequins for real children’s clothes. 

Original, exclusive, introduced to you in 

play clothes of blue or green striped and 
plain chambray, sizes 3 to 6. Jacket and 

play suit, 2.95. Brimmed hat, 1.00. 

“YOUNG WORLD" SECOND FLOOR 

Lexington at 59th * VO 5-5900 

   



FIRST RUN 
Aston, Bway at 45 (CI 6-4642)—cOne with THE wiND, 

Clark Gable, Vivien Leigh; at 2:15 and 8:15 p.m 
Carrot, Bway at s1 (CO 5-1250)—Through Wed., 

Mey 8: “Strange Cargo,” Joan Crawford, Clark 

Criterion, B'way at 44 (BR 9-3839)—From Thurs., 
May 2: “Women Without Names,” Ellen Drew. 

Paramount, Bway at 43 (CH 4-7o22)—“Buck 
Benny Rides Again,” Jack Benny. 

Rapio Ciry Music Hatt, 6 Ave. at 50 (CI 6.4600) 
through Wed., May 8: neseccé, Joan Fontaine, 
Laurence Olivier. 

Rivout, Bway at 49 (CI 7-1633)—Through Fri., 
May 3: “French Without Tears,” Ellen Drevi, 
Ray Milland. ... From Sat. May_g: “If I Had 
My Way,” Bing Crosby, Gloria Jean. 

Roxy, 7 Ave. at 50 (CI 7-6000)—Thurs., May 2: 
“One Million B.C.," Carole Landis, Victor Ma- 

ture. ", May 3: “Star Dust,” Linda 
Darnall, John Payn 

Strano, B’way at 47 (CI 7-s900)—Thurs., May 2: 
“TIL We Meet Again,” Merle Oberon, George 
Brent,...From Fri., May 3: “Saturday's Chil- 
dren,” ‘Anne Shirley, John Garfield. 

FOREIGN, SPECIAL, ETC. 
Beuwonr, 125 W. 48 (BR 9-0156)—1HE FIGHT FoR LIFE, 

Pare Lorentz film. 
StH Avene PLarHouse, 5 Ave. at 12 (AL 4-7661)— 

“Harvest” (French) Sora Stacer PLaruouse, 354 W. 55 (CO 5-0425)— 
THe MATOR'S biLewwa (French), Charpin, “Annie 
Vernay. 

Lime Cannecte, 146 W. 57 (CI 7-1294)—Through 
Fri. May 3: LiGuts out in eufore, documentary 
film:..,.From Sat, May 4: “The Song of the 
Road,” ‘Sir Harry Lauder. 

Tata, "Brway at 95 (AC 2-3370)—“The, Human 
Beast” (French), Simon Simone, Jean Gabin. 

Won, 153 W. 49 (CI 7-5747)—THE baKer's: wire 
(French), Raimu. 

EAST SIDE 
Gramercy Park, Lexington a 

Through Fri, May 

  

     

    

  

  

  

23 (GR. §-1660)— 
1 THE STORY OF OR. cHRLICH'S 

Macic suuter, "Edward G. Robinson; also ‘Three 
Cheers for the Irish,” Priscilla Lane, ‘Thomas 
Mitchell... Sat. through Tues. May’ 4-7: THE 
SHOP AROUND THE CoRNeR, Margaret Sullavan, James 
Stewart.....From Wed., May 8: THe GRAPES oF 
wear, Henry Fonda; also “Free, Blonde and 
21,” Lynn Bari. 

Logw's 42no Srneet, Lexington at 42 (AS 4-486s)— 
‘Thurs., May 2: “Vigil in the Night,” Carole 
Lombatd, Brian Aherne; also “Viva Cisco Kid,” 
Gesar Romero. ... Fri. through Sun., May 3-5: 
“Northwest Paséage,” Spencer ‘Tracy, Robert 
Young; also “The Five Little Peppers at Home,” 
Edith Fellows....Mon. and ‘Tues, May 6-7: 
“Zanzibar,” Lola Lane; also “Framed,” Frank 
Albertson... . From Wed. May 8: My Littts CHICK 
‘apee, Mac West, W..C. Fields; also “Castle on 
the Hudson,” Ann Sheridan, John Garfield. 

Leaneron, Lexington at sx (PL  3-0836)— Thurs, 
through Mon., May 2-6: Young ‘Tom Edison,” 
Mickey Rooney; also. “Dr. Kildare’s Strange 
Casey” Lionel Barrymore, Lew Ayres... Tu 
and Wed., May 7-8: “The Ghost Comes Home,” 
Billie Burke, Frank Morgan; also “Outside the 
Three Mile “Limit,” Jack Holt. 

Trans-Lux 52ND Street, Lexington at 52 (PL 3-2434) 
—Thurs, and Fri., May. 2-3: THe EARL OF CHICAGO, 
Robert Montgomery, Edward Arnold. ... Sat! 
through Mon., May 4-6: THEODORA GOES witD, Te- 
vival, Irene Dunne, Melvyn Douglas... Tues. 
and Wed., May 7-8: THE SHOP AROUND THE CORNER, 
Margaret ‘Sullavan, James Stewart. 

Norwanoie, Park at s3 (PL 8-0040)—Thurs., May 
2: WHEN’ TOMORROW comes, revival, Irene Dunne, 
Charles Boyer....Fri. through Sun., May 3-5! 
THe PerRIFiED FOREST, revival, Bette Dayis, Leslie 
Howard....Mon,‘and Tues. May 6-7: “The 
Lion Hag Wings)” Merle Oberon, Ralph Richard- 
son... . From Wed., May 
Robert Montgomery, Edward Arnold. 

Sutton, 3 Ave, at 57 (BL 3-5520)—Thurs. and Fri., 
May 2-4; “With a Smile French musical), re 
vival, Maurice , Chevalier; also. “The Whole 
‘Town’s Talking,” revival, Jean Arthur, Edward 
G. Robinson... Sat. through Mon., May 4-6: 
“The Lion Has’ Wings,” Merle Oberon, Ralph 
Richardson; also “Judge Hardy and Son,” Mickey 
Rooney, Lewis Stone.... Tues. and Wed., May 
7-8: THE STORY OF DR. EHRLICH'S MAGIC auLLeT, Edward 
&. ‘Robinson; also “The Lone Wolf Strikes,” 
‘Warren William, 

RKO. Som Smee 9 Ave, at 38 (VO s-s9g7)—; 
‘Thurs, through Wed., May 2-8: “Virginia City,” 
Miriam Hopkins, Errol Flynn; also “Curtain 
Call,” Barbara Read, Alan Mowbray, 

Praza, 58, E. of Madison (VO 5-3320)—Through 
Tues., May 7: GONE WITH THE WIND, Clark Gable, 
Vivien Leigh. ... From Wed., May 8: oF Mice 
Ano Men, Betty Ficld, Burgess Meredi 

Gori SraeeT Puavnouse, 3 Ave. at 68 (RE 4. 
Thurs., May 22 

     

    

  

   

       
    

  

  

  

   

  

   
  

    
  

    

    

       1302) — 
‘CARNIVAL IN FLANDERS (French), 

      
revival; ‘also “The Good Companions,” revival, 
Jessie Matthews, John Gielgud... . Fri. through 
‘Mon., May 3-6: WUTMERING HEIGHTS, revival, Merle 
Oberén, Laurence Olivier. ... From Tues... May 
7: His Gin FrIbaY, Rosalind Russell, Cary Grant; 
Zlso EscAre ME NEVER, revival, Elisabeth Bergner. 

Logw's 72No Sratet, 3 “Ave. at’ 72 (BU 8-7222)— 
Thurs. through’ Mon., May ‘2-6: “Young Tom 
Edison,” Mickey Rooney; also “Dr. Kildare’s 
Strange Case,” Lionel Barrymore, Lew Ayres. 
++. Tues. and Wed., May 7-8: “The Ghost Comes 

  

AT THE 
MOVIE HOUSES 

  

THURSDAY, MAY 2, THROUGH 
WEDNESDAY, MAY 8 

THIS IS A LIST OF FILMS AT FIRST-RUN AND 
SELECTED NEIGHBORHOOD HOUSES IN 
MANHATTAN. FILMS OF MORE THAN ROU- 
TINE INTEREST ARE INDICATED BY BLACK 
TYPE; YOU CAN LEARN MORE ABOUT THEM 
ON PAGE 6, UNDER "MOTION PICTURES."* 

Home,” Billie Burke, Frank Morgan; also “Out- 
side the Three Mile Limit,” Jack Holt. 

Cotony, 2 Ave. at 79 (RH 4-0888)—Through Sat., 
‘May '4: THE Eart OF CHICAGO, Robert Montgomery, 
Edward Arold; also “Henry Goes Arizona,” 
Frank Morgan, ‘Virginia Weidler.... Sun. and 
Mon, May 5-6: “Music in My Heart,” Rita 
Hayworth, Tony Martin; also “Fugitive at 
Large,” revival, Patricia “Ellis, Jack Holt. 
From Tues,, May 7: THE sor AROUND THE CORNER, 
‘Margaret Sullavan, James Stewart; also “My 
Son Is Guilty,” Jacqueline Wells, Bruce Cabot. 

Trans-Lux 851H Steet, Madison at 85 (BU 8-3180)— 
‘Thurs. and Pri., May 2.3: “Remember the Night,” 
Barbara Stanwyck, Fred, MacMurray... .. Sat. 
through Mon., May 4-6: “Louise” (French mu: 
sical), Grace Moore... -Tues. and Wed., May 
7-8: THe Grares OF wrath, Henry Fonda. 

RKO. 86H Staeer, Lexangion at 86 (AT 9-8900)— 
‘Thurs through’ Wed., May 28: “Virgima City,” 
Miriam Hopkins, Errol Flynn; also “Curtain 
Call,” Barbara Read, Alan Mowbray. 

Lorw's’ gor Stmeer, 3 Ave. at 86 (AT o-g566)—— 
Thurs. and Fri,, May 2-3: “Vigil in the Night, 
Carole Lombard, Brian Aherne; also “Viva Cisco 
Kid,” Cesar Romero. ... Sat, through Mon., May 
4.67 oF mice ano wen, Betty Pield, Burgess “Mere- 
ith; also “I Take This Woman,” Hedy Lamarr, 

    

  

  

      

  

    

    Spencer Tracy.... Tues. and Wed., May, 7-8 
“Our Neighbors “the Carters,” Fy Bainter, 
Frank Craven; also “Konga, the Wild Stallion,” 
Fred Stone, Rochelle Hudson, 

Onpuieun, 3 Ave. at 86 (AT 9-4607)—Thurs. through 
‘Mon ,' May 2-6: “Northwest Passage,” Spencer 
Tracy, Robert Young; also “The Five Little Pep. 
pers at Home,” Edith Fellows. ... Tues. and 
Wed., May 7-8: “Zanzibar,” Lola Lane; also 
‘Framed,” Frank Albertson, 

  

  

  

  

WEST SIDE 

81H Street PuavHouse, s2 W. 8 (GR 7-7874)— 
Through Fri., May 3: “Vigil in the Night,” 
Wed, May 4-8: “Louise” (French mosica 

jrace Moore 
Suenioan, 7 Ave. at 12 (WA 9-2166)—Thurs, 

through Mon., May 2-6: “Northwest, Passage,” 
Spencer Tracy, Robert, Young; also “The Fi 
Little Peppers at Home,” Edith Fellows... Tues. 
and Wed., May 7-8: “Zanzibar,” Lola Lane} 
also “Framed,” Frank Albertson, 

Greenwich, Greenwich Ave. at 12 (WA 9-3350)— 
‘Thurs. through Sun., May 2-5: THE stony OF oR. 
exaticn's macic suitet, Edward G, Robinson; also 
“Shooting High,” Jane Withers, Gene Autry . 
‘Mon, through Wed., May 6-8: TwentietH century, 
revival, Carole Lombard, John Barrymore; also 

Carole Lombard, Brian Aherne,.. Sat. through 
   

   

  

“Payment Deferred,” revival, Charles Laughton. 
R.K.O. 2320 Steet, 8 Ave. at 23 (CH 2-3440)— 

Thurs. through Mon., May_2 6: ‘Virginia City,” 

  

    
Miriam Hopkins, Errol Flynn; also “Curtain 
Call,” Barbara Read, Alan Mowbray... . Tues, 
and” Wed., May ‘Two Thoroughbreds,” 

  

7 Jimmy Lydon; also “Danger on Wheels,” Rich- 
ard Arlen, Andy Devine, 

Temes, 9° Ave, at 23° (CH a:9280)—Thurs, May De oF mice ano wed, Betty Wield, Burgess Mere- 
ditty also“ Take ‘This Woman,” Hedy Lamar, Spencer Tracy... Fri through’ Mon, May 3-62 
GONE. wins THE Wind, Clark Gable, Vivien Leigh. 
c--From Tues, May. 7: SIDEWALKS "OF LONDON, 
Vivien Leigh, Charles Laughtony also “Poo Many Husbands, Jean Arthur, Fred MacMurray, Mel- 
wyn Douglas. State, Bway at 45 (BR 9-1957)—Thurs,, throuch 
Wed., May 28? “Young ‘tom Edison,” Mickey 
Pee (BR )—Thurs, through tact, Biway at 47 (BR 9-4300)—Thurs. through 

Wed, May 2-7 pnimmose rar, Ginger Rogers, cel "McCrea; also “Charlie” Chan's. Murder Tuise,” Sydney Toler, 
Zresreto, 6 Ave. at 54 (CL 7-3737)—Thurs, through 

Mon., May 2-6:,"Young ‘Tom Edison,” Mickey Rooney; also. “Dr. Kildare’s Strange Case,” 
Lionel Barrymore,” Lew Ay ‘ues and 
Wed., May 7:8: "The Ghost Comes Home,” Billie Burke, Franke Morgan also “Outside the Three 
Mile Limit,” Jack Holt. Colonial, Bway at 62° (CO 5-0485)—Thurs. 
through Mon., May 2-6: MY LITLE cHicKApEs, Mac 
West, W..C  Bields; aiso “Castle on the Hudson,” Ann Sheridan, John Garfield... Tues. and Wed., May 7-8: “Young as You Pecly” Spring Bying- 
ton, fed’ Prouty; also “Calling Philo. Vance,” 
Margot Stevenson; and “Information Please.” Auven, Bivay at 67,(SU 7-6280)—Thurs. through 
Sat, May 2-4: “They ‘Came by Night,” Will Fyfies also “Louise” (French musical), Grace 
Moore. .., Sun. and Mon., May s-6: “Meet Dr. 
Christian,” Jean Hersholt? other ‘picture not an: nounced, ».. Tues. and Wed. May 78 Uves oF elizasstn AND essex,” Bette” Davi 
Fiynny also “City of Chance,” Lynn Bari 

Beacon, Biway at 75 (TR 4-9132)—Thurs, through Suns Mag 5! Vigil in the Nights” Carae 
Lombard, Brian Aherne; clso "Viva Cisco Kid," 
Gesar Romero... Mon, through Wed, May 6-8: “Honeymoon Deferred,” Margaret Lindsay, Ed- 
mund Lowe; also “Shooting High,” Jane Withers, 
Gene Autry RKO. dsr Seer, Brway at 81 (TR 7-6160)— 
‘Thurs, through Wed., May 2-8: “Virginia City,” Miriam. Hopkins, “Errol Flynn; also "Curtain 
Call," Barbara Read, Alan Mowbray. Loew's’ 63n0 Staser, Bway at 83. CER, 7-3190)— 
‘Thurs. through’ Wed, May 28: “Young Tom 
Edison,” Mickey Rooney; also “Dr. Kildare’s Strange Case,” Lionel Barrymore, Lew Ayres. 

Sropoano, Bway’ at go (SC 4-0257)——Thurs. through 
Som,’ May. 2-62" stoewAuxs Or, tonvon, | Vivien 
Leigh, Charles Laughton; also “Too Many Hus- 
bands-” Jean Arthur, Pred MacMurray, Melvyn Dougias...-Tues. and Wed., May 7-8! “Village 
Barn Dance,” Doris Day, Richard Cromwell; also 
“Bmergeney Squad,” Louise Campbell, William 
Henry. 

Canton,” Bway at roo (AC 4-8676)—Thurs. 
through Sun., May 2-5: THE GRAPES OF WRATH, 
Henry Fonda} also “Free, Blonde and 21,” Lynn 

Bari.... Mon. through Wed., May 6-8: THe can 
oF ciichso, Robert Montgomery, Edward Arnold; 
also. “Henry Goes Arizona,” Frank Morgan, 
Virginia Weidler 

Ouimeta, Bway at 107 (AC 2-1019)—Thurs, 
through Mon., May 2-6: “Young Tom Edison,” 
Mickcy Rooney; also “Dr. Kildare’s Strang 
Casey” Lionel Barrymore, Lew Ayres. .... Tues, 
and Wed., May 7-8: “The Ghost Comes Home * 
Billie Burke, Frank Morgan; also “Outside the 
Three Mile Limit,” Jack Holt. 

Newo, B'way at 110° (AC 2-9406)—Thurs. through 
Mon. May 26: “Virginia City,” Mirjam Hon: kins, Errol Flynn; also “Curtain Call,” Barbara 
Read, Alan Mowbray... Tues. and Wed., May 

: “Two Thoroughbreds,” Jimmy Lydon, also 
‘Danger on Wheels,” Richard Arlen, Andy De- 

Hawuron, Bway at 146, CED. 4-0287)—Thurs. 
through Mon., May 2-6: “Virginia City,” Miriam 
Hopkins, Errol Flynn; also “Curtain Call,” Bar- 
bara Read, Alan, Mowbray. ... Tues. and Wed , 
May 7-8: “Two Thoroughbreds,” Jimmy Lydon; 
also “Danger on Wheels,” Richard Arlen, Andy 
Devine 

Rio, Bway at 160 (WA, 7-1135)—Thurs., May 2 
“Vigil in the Night,” Carole Lombard, Bria 
Aherne; also “Viva Cisco Kid,” Cesar Romero. 

    

  

    

  

    
  

  

  

    

     

    

    
  

  

  

  

  

   

   
  

      

  

  

    

  

Fri, through Mon., May ’3-6: | “Northwest 
Ssage,” ‘Spencer Tracy, Robert Young; also 

“The Little Peppers at Home,” Edith Fel 

  

lows... From ‘Tues, May 7: MY LITILE CHICKA: 
pee, Mae West, W. C. Fields; also “Castle on the 
Hudson,” Ann Sheridan, John Garfield. 

Loew's I75tu Street, B'way at 175 (WA 7-s200)— 
Thurs. through 'Mon., May (2-6: “Young Tom 
Edison,” Mickey Rooney; also “Dr. Kildare’s 
Strange Case,” Lionel Barrymore, Lew Ayres. 
+; - Tues. and Wed., May 7-8. “The Ghost Comes 
Home,” Billie Burke, Frank Morgan; also “Out- 
side the Three Mile Limit” Jack Holt, 

Couseum, Bway at r8x (WA 7-7200)—Thurs. 
through Mon., May 2-6: “Virginia City,” Miriam 
Hopkins, Errol Flynn; also “Curtain Call,” 
Barbara’ Read, Alan Mowbray, ... Tues, and 
Wed., May 7-8: “Two Thoroughbreds,” jimmy 
Lydon; also “Danger on Wheels,” Richard Arlen, 
Andy Devine. 

 



In the best Traditionally American—completely unaffected in character. Cut 

with respect for line and fit and perfect detail. Tailored from 
American manner aristocratic “Sudanette,” the cotton with the superfine texture 

and silky luster. Its care is traditionally American, too: Frequent 

---lvory-Washable washings in gentle Ivory Flokes—easy, inexpensive and so kind 
to the delicate colors! Angel blue, honeydew pink, turquoise, 

maize or white. Sizes 12 to 40...$17.95 
Shirtmakers* 

    

  

Best & Co. ADVISES GENTLE IVORY FLAKES 

CARE FOR ITS FINEST COTTONS...99*/i00% PURE
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ALTMAN & CO. 
Haine ass NEW YORK 

    
  

Altman presents exclusive 

coin exchange fashions 

interchangeable play clothes in coin dots and plain 

colors to match. Made for each other in a wash- 

able rayon-and-cotton ... scramble to taste and 

make your summer wardrobe stretch. third floor 

toilored slacks in pink, blue, navy, green or white. 

12 to 20, 4.95. Coin dot bush jacket in red, pink, 

blue, green, navy with white dot or white with 

navy dot. 12 to 20, 5.95. 

coin dot pleated shorts in pink, blue, green, navy 
with white dot or white with navy dot. 12 to 20, 

3.95. Tailored plain shirt, in pink, blue or white, 
12 to 20, 2.95. 

coin dot tailored shirt in pink, blue, green, navy 

with white dot or white with navy dot, 12 to 20, 

3.95. Tailored plain skirt in pink, blue, navy, green 

or white, 12 to 20, 4.95.



  

THE TALK OF THE TOWN 

Notes and Comment 

HE news was generally ominous 
last week. As usual, there was 

fierce, mysterious fighting in the 
Skagerrak and north of Oslo. Sweden 
was waiting for the German planes, and 
Holland was getting ready to blow up 
her dikes. Mussolini announced that it 
was about time for Italy to undertake 
her sacred obligation to the Axis, and 
Great Britain, faced with a nine-billion- 
dollar budget, finally came out and said 
she was fighting the German people and 
not just Hitler. It wasn’t so much bet- 
ter over here. The $.P.C.A. was trying 
to restrain the United States Army from 
testing out a new bomb on a flock of 
goats in order to get some idea of how 
it would work on human beings, and 
rabbis were warning their congrega- 
tions of the danger of a Fifth Column 
in America, although Mrs. Roosevelt 
doubted if there was anything in it. A 
farmer in Montrose, N.Y., went crazy 
because it wouldn’t stop raining and set 
fire to his livestock, after partially stran- 
gling his wife, and Gene Tunney, meet- 
ing Gargantua face to face, was obliged 
to admit that a monkey could probably 
outbox a man, although he had denied 
it up to then. 

In the midst of all this doleful read- 
ing, we came on an item from East Or- 
ange, N.J., which gave us a momentary 
gleam of hope. On Tuesday, April 23, 
1940, some cosmic influence, undefined, 

  

cut off the police broadcasts from all the 
radio patrol cars in the Oranges and sub- 
stituted nursery rhymes and children’s 
stories. For nearly three hours the little 
cops, sealed in their cars, were magically 
insulated from death, destruction, and 
sorrow, It was nice to think of them 

sitting there in hushed amazement as 
the loudspeakers which had just been go- 
ing on about headless bodies and missing 
persons switched merrily to Peter Rab- 
bit. If it can happen in Jersey, it can 
happen anywhere, we thought hopeful- 
ly, and turned on our own set. Heaven, 
however, had lost interest in censoring 
the news. The voice that spoke to us 
merely wished to say that a transport 
had gone down in the North Sea with, 
as far as he knew, all on board. 

M: Hearst’s Cosmopolitan, a lead- 
ing periodical of romantic liter- 

ature, has taken to the policy of telling 
where the heroine got her clothes. “The 
smartly simple white suit, worn by the 
girl in the illustration for ‘Legacy’ by 
Lloyd C. Douglas on page 25, comes 
from Charles Lang-Charles Cooper, 
Inc., New York,” said a note we saw on 
page 6 of the May issue. This is prob- 
ably the ultimate in reader service, but 
we can’t altogether approve of it edi- 
torially. The author, generally speak- 
ing, is too lazy as it is, too ready to em- 
brace the idea that very soon the movies, 
the radio, and even television will make 
it unnecessary for him to write anything 
except dialogue and a few stage direc- 
tions; and now apparently publishers 
are getting ready to relieve him of the 
burden of description altogether. In 
our opinion, this would be a very dubi- 
ous practice, leading in the end to the 
complete disintegration of the reportor- 
ial faculty in writers, not to mention the 
growing ascendancy of the advertising 
agency in fiction, In this magazine, so 
help us Shakespeare, an author who 
wants to dress his heroine in a smartly 
simple white suit will go over to Fifth 
Avenue and pick one out for himself. 

A CLIPPING bureau has just an- 
nounced that in addition to read- 

ing all the newspapers and magazines, 
it will listen to the radio. We don’t see 
how it will get the time. Nor can we 

quite believe that a clipping bureau will 
be able to sift the air and bring down 
something for its clients’ attention. Ra- 
dio talk goes at a fast pace these days— 
we realized that the other night listen- 
ing to “Information Please.” In the 
early days of that program the experts 
spoke only when spoken to, and you 
could follow their remarks if not their 
reasoning. Now they are more at ease; 
they toss pleasantries back and forth, and 
giggle among themselves. We would 
like to know how a clipping bureau pro- 
poses to handle this thirty minutes of 
pin-point carbonation. A clipping is a 
clipping—you can see the words; but 
when four superminds are interrupting 
each other on the air, the result seems 
neither filterable nor salable. We ad- 
mire the bureau’s guts. 

EF Eddie Cantor had only one night 
to live, he “would like to spend it 

at ‘Hellz-a-Poppin’ and die laughing” 
(adv.). We wouldn’t. There was a 
time in our strenuous youth when we 
imagined that the ideal agenda for such 

  

an evening would include some min- 
utes in the ring, with Jack Demp- 
sey (or was it Jess Willard? ) in the op- 
posite corner. We were going to let 
him stay four or five rounds on the 
principle that the customers ought to get 
a run for their money. During our 
undergraduate days our plans for this 
hypothetical evening grew vaguer and 
tenderer, having something to do with 
Miss Ann Pennington. Now, with death 
so thoroughly pervading our daily life, 
we are more reluctant to speculate about 
the circumstances that will attend it. Per- 
haps when we’re a grandfather like 
Mr. Cantor—or at any rate safely 
past the draft age—we’ll get to toying
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with the conundrum again. Then, if 
“Hellz-a-Poppin”’ is still on the boards, 
we'll see. 

[ee INTELLIGENCE: A cas- 
ket manufacturer recently applied to 

the World’s Fair management for per- 
mission to use the Trylon and Perisphere 
on his product. It was refused, for some 
reason. 

The window of a Greek restaurant 
near midtown Broadway is decorated 
with a neat pyramid of oranges, topped 
with a card reading “An Apple a Day 
Keeps the Doctor Away.” 

The Quintuplet Apartments, in Tal- 
Iahassee, Florida, have five separate 
entries. The entries all have names, 
too, and you can guess what they are. 

An idle lawyer has found some at- 
tractive titles in his law library. Volume 
62, “Corpus Juris,” is headed “Tele- 
phones and Telegraphs to Tout;” Vol- 
ume 70, “Witnesses to Woodpulp.” 
“Abbott’s New York Digest” offers 
“Justices of the Peace to Lewdness.” 

There’s a Mr. J. O. Smith in Wil- 
liamsport, Pennsylvania, whose letter- 
head announces that he specializes in 
turning out “business form letters, illus- 
trated card and letter advertising in new 

and novel platitudes.” 

Out of the Hoover 

UCH can be learned from those 
humble, small items which ap- 

pear in the first edition of your afternoon 
paper, giving place in the 
final editions to news of 
more moment. For in- 
stance, the fact that the 

April show at the Hayden 
Planetarium, “Parade of 
Eclipses,” was made me- 
chanically possible only by 
a Planetarium official’s dis- 
covery that his wife’s vac- 
uum cleaner contained a 
friction gear which would 
impart exactly the motion 
he wished to give his heav- 
enly bodies. No sooner had 
we dredged this tidbit up 
from the depths of an early 
Sun than we were off to the Planetari- 
um. There we bumped into Ernest 
Deike, the chief technician and builder 
of the Planetarium’s eclipse projector, a 
new device which will project annular, 
partial, or total eclipses. Mr. Deike built 
it on two months’ notice, devoting two 

weeks to designing and the rest of the 
time to construction. He left one prob- 

  

lem hanging in the air, that of speeding 
up the time between eclipses. We have no 
intention of explaining the mechanical 
principles involved; they puzzled Deike, 
and they’d puzzle you. Well, one night 
Mr. Deike got back to his house in St. 
Albans, Long Island, at 2 a.m., after 
working eighteen hours on the eclipse 
projector. He was lying in bed, wishing 
he had a gear to speed up time between 
eclipses, when it occurred to him that his 
wife’s vacuum cleaner, a Hoover, might 
contain the required part. He got up, 
went downstairs, dismantled the Hoo- 
ver, and spread the parts out on the 
kitchen floor. His wife, hearing noises, 
came down to investigate. “Looking for 
something to make the eclipses move 
faster,” Deike explained. “You're 
crazy,” Mrs. Deike said, going back to 
bed. As things stand now, the eclipses at 
the Planetarium are beautifully timed, 
but Mrs. Deike has to sweep up crumbs 
and cigarette ashes with a broom and 
dustpan. She’s probably the only woman 
in the world whose spring cleaning has 
been thwarted by an eclipse. 

Trén'yem 

AMS everybody with half an imagina- 
tion has probably realized, radio 

news announcers and commentators 
have been up against a knotty special 
problem in the pronounciation of weird 
place names in recent months. They 
may have to hurl such words as Mir- 
polonechka, Riksgriinsen, or Bud out 
over the ether on little more than a 

moment’s notice. Among 
a limited number of peo- 
ple rendering practically 
invaluable help in this 
matter is Mr. Jules Van 
Item, who occupies the 
job, or chair, of Guardian 
of Speech at the National 
Broadcasting Company’s 
headquarters. He rules 
on all proper names that 
come up, and his rulings 
are law for all N.B.C. 
employees. Sponsored 
employees can pronounce 
Trondheim whatever 
way they want, but for 

N.B.C. men, and unsponsored pro- 
grams, it’s Trén’yém. Mr. Van Item’s 
decisions frequently run counter to the 
advice of the newspapers and of Web- 
ster, but whatever he says goes and his 
rulings are sent out in looseleaf form to 
guide all N.B.C. stations over the coun- 
try. Since Europe exploded last summer, 
he has come forward with pronuncia- 

tions of ten thousand foreign words, 
from Aachen to Zwolle. In times of 
crisis, such as last September, for in- 
stance, when the Germans were captur- 
ing places like Pszczyna every few min- 
utes, he stuck to his desk in the studio’s 
Special Events Department hour after 
hour, giving fevered speakers instruc- 
tions as each cable came in. 

It is Mr. Van Item’s practice to pen- 
cil his verdicts in the margin of dis- 
patches, but if there’s great need for 
haste, he chalks them on a blackboard 
for all to see. He doesn’t use the standard 
phonetic symbols, such as A and ¢, but 

respells the words with old-fashioned 
quantity signs over the vowels. Thus 
Przasnysz becomes Pshiis’nish; Viipu- 
ri is Vee’poo-ree; Stjrdalshalsen is 
Stér’-dals-hal-sun. During the Polish 
campaign, whenever a name popped up 
which had a simpler German equivalent, 
he urged that it be used: Bromberg 
instead of Bydgoszcz (Bid: gésh’ch), 
Lemberg instead of Lwéw (Lvaof). 

Van Item, who is thirty-nine, was 
born in Rotterdam of Dutch parents. 
Both of them are in this country now, 
but his father, who is eighty-one, 
won’t learn English, terming it the dev- 
i?’s own invention. Van Item himself, 
hefore he came here in 1921, lived in 
Germany, France, Rumania, Hungary, 
Spain, Portugal, Argentina, and Uru- 
guay. Wherever he went he supported 
himself by teaching languages, and he 
runs a school here too. He speaks excel- 
lent English with what we would call a 
slight Scotch accent, although he’s never 
been in Scotland. He’s fond of larding 
his conversation with Latinisms: ergo, 
nolens volens, ipso facto, and the like. 
One of his sternest warnings to his 
followers is not to take the word of 
White Russian friends for the pronunci- 
ation of a Russian name. The Soviets, 
he says, have changed their alphabet, and 
the White Russians are out of date. He 
tries to keep well ahead of the news in 
training the commentators, and around 
the office has some standing as a prophet. 
He was issuing pronunciations of Finnish 
names while they were still divvying up 
Poland, and most of the important Scan- 
dinayian towns were on his list before 
the Germans set foot in Denmark. It is 
not without significance, probably, that 
he’s been working of late on place names 
in Turkey, Afghanistan, and Sinkiang 
Province. 

Lowell Thomas and Walter Win- 
chell, being sponsored folks, don’t have 
to take Van Item’s advice, but Winchell 
does; came in of his own accord, in 
re Cernauti. “Chér- na-d6ts’,” said Van 
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“You are proceeding under sealed orders, Murphy, not to be opened until you 

Item. It was a thing Walter didn’t 
know till then. 

Embattled Farmer's Daughter 

CABBY outside the Union Sta- 
tion in Washington told a travel- 

ler that a stern, stout lady, obviously the 
worse for a night in a sleeping car, got 
into his cab early the first morning of the 
recent D.A.R. convention and asked to 
be driven to D.A.R. headquarters. Be- 
fore the driver could even say “Yes, 
Ma’am,” she cried, “And I know what 
you're thinking! Don’t say it!” They 
drove for a while in silence, then the lady 
added, “You know, we think no more 
of you than you do of us.” She tipped 
the cabman a dime, but threw no further 
light on what she thought he had been 
thinking. 

Quickly, Chicks 

UR “Tables for Two” department 
has long urged us to look up Ga- 

li Gali, the Egyptian magician who 
has been around some years and now is 
at the Rainbow Grill for the third or 
fourth time, still contriving, as is his 
wont, to have live baby chicks drop 
from the trouser legs of the customers. 
We visited Gali Gali between shows 
the other night. He removed his Egyp- 
tian robe and red fez and emerged as 
a medium-sized, baldish man given to 
frequent use of the word “sir.” As 
we talked, his chicks, to the number 

are three miles beyond Jersey City.” 

of twenty-five, relaxed contentedly in a 
box on a table. Gali Gali uses only eight 
of them per show (though at times he 
makes far more than that seem to come 
out of a single pocket) and rotates them, 
since they become moody if forced to 
go on, or in, too often during an eve- 
ning. ‘The chickens are never more 
than six days old when they start their 
careers; tiny ones are easier to handle 
and their chirps are almost inaudible. 
Every week a new batch is delivered to 
Gali Gali by 2 New Jersey hatchery. 
No chicks have ever objected to begin- 
ning life in a night club, and they are 
perfectly happy provided they get their 
daily rations of corn meal and water. 
At the end of a week in the limelight, 
they are given away by Gali Gali. At 
present the recipient of all of them is 
Carl Shaw, the drummer in the band 
at the Grill, who takes them to the 
back yard of his home in Far Rockaway. 
Six years ago, when Gali Gali was at 
the Palmer House in Chicago, he gave 
his chickens to one of the hotel’s elec- 
tricians. The engagement lasted twenty 
weeks, and at the end of it the elec- 
trician, with a brood of five hundred 
young fowl on his hands, quit his job 
and set up as a chicken farmer. 

Gali Gali is thirty-eight, and his real 
name is Mahgoub Mohammed Hanafi. 
The translation of his stage name is 
“Quickly Quickly,” and this descriptive 
title has been used by members of the 
Hanafi family, a prestidigitating tribe, 
for eight generations. Forty years ago 

some thirty Gali Galis were plying their 
trade in Egypt, all bona fide. The Rain- 
bow Grill’s Gali Gali thinks he is alone 
now in carrying on the family tradition. 
For thirteen years he worked passenger 
boats on the Nile and the Suez Can- 
al. One day in 1929 he happened to 
board a yacht owned by Mohammed Ali 
Ibrahim, who was a wealthy Egyptian 
prince and, at that moment, the host of 
Pearl White. Pearl White has abso- 
lutely nothing further to do with this 
story. The Prince, on the other hand, 
advised Gali Gali to go to Paris, and 
filled his pockets with letters of recom- 
mendation, Gali Gali went to Paris, and 
eventually was encouragingly received 
all over Europe. In 1934 he came to 
the United States. He lives with his wife, 
a Czecho-Slovakian girl, in a hotel on 
West Seventieth Street. The chick- 
ens live in the bathroom, in a ventilated 
box. 

Since his first prince, Gali Gali has 
had numerous encounters with royalty. 
Except in the case of Serge Obolen- 
sky, whom he regards as a professional 
in the night-club business, he has never 
slipped chickens into royal pants, con- 
fining himself to the coat and vest. King 
Christian of Denmark gave him five 
hundred francs as a token of his de- 
light at finding four chicks in a side 
pocket, and King Gustaf of Swe- 
den, although his pocket yielded but one 
chicken, came through with a thousand- 
franc tip. Gali Gali estimates that in 
his years in Europe he pulled at least



  

“4 liKe clENso beCasue—” 

fifty bobbing chicks out of the Duke of 
Windsor. 

Vacation 

A YOUNG engineer got a job last 
week with one of those big, effi- 

cient industrial plants where matters 
concerning the personnel are figured out 
with stopwatch and slide rule. He was 
puzzled as well as gratified, therefore, to 
receive in his first pay envelope a no- 
tice saying that it was time for him to go 
on his vacation, and that he was to re- 
port to his immediate superior so that ar- 
rangements could be made to replace 
him during his absence. He popped in- 
to his superior’s office, and the executive 
explained that the vacation had come so 
early in his term of service because he 
was simply a dot on a chart; his prede- 
cessor, evidently, had left just before his 
vacation fell due. It was also explained 
to him that the length of the vacation 
was determined by a number of factors 
—length of service, number of weekly 
work hours, initiative, company spirit, 
etc. “And so, Johnson,” the boss con- 

cluded, “you have ten minutes coming 
to you with pay, starting immediately. 
Why don’t you step outside and have a 
smoke?” 

Underground 

NTICIPATING by some months 
the happy day when the Sixth 

Avenue subway opens, we toured one 
of its interesting appurtenances this 
week, the longest pedestrian subway un- 
derpass in the history of pedestrian 
subway underpasses. It’s a passageway 
running from Thirty-fifth Street to For- 
tieth, connecting with both the Thirty- 
fourth and Forty-second Street stations. 
‘The idea is that it will relieve congestion 
at these points by distributing passen- 
gers over a greater area. If you add 
the length of the station platforms to the 
length of the underpass, you have some- 
thing impressive—a stretch of more 
than nine blocks, from ‘Thirty-third 
Street to north of Forty-second. There 
will be a catch to using this as a sum- 
mer promenade, however. There will 
be turnstiles at the ends of both sta- 
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tion platforms, so it will cost ten cents 

to make the entire distance. The ar- 
rangement should nevertheless be a 
boon to adventurous strollers in the 
summer of 1941. In addition to the 
entrances at both ends, there’s an inter- 
mediate one at Thirty-eighth Street. At 
the south end, once you’re through the 
turnstile, you will be able to wander 
on indefinitely underground: through 
territory of the B.-M.T., the Hudson 
& Manhattan terminal, Saks-Thirty- 
fourth Street, Gimbel’s, the Pennsylva- 
nia Station—a whole world in itself. 

We set off through the tunnel with 
the blessing of the Board of Transpor- 
tation; Mr. Herman Birman, a guide 
supplied by that body (who is tired of 
having Booth Tarkington fans kid him 
about his name); and a flashlight. Mr. 
Birman led us into the tunnel by way 
of an unfinished entrance to the Forty- 
second Street station. The passageway 
was dark and gloomy. The electric wires 
are all in place, but the bulbs aren’t. 
The walls are white-tiled, the ceiling 
and floor are of concrete. The underpass 
is thirty feet across at its widest point; 
south of Thirty-eighth, it narrows to 
twenty-four feet. It is eight feet high 
all the way. Mr. Birman thought the 
passage would remain cool and damp 
through the summer. In winter it will 
probably be cold and damp. There are 
no decorative effects whatsoever now, 
but the amateur subway artists, afforded 
such a golden opportunity, will probably 
take care of that soon enough. 

We met no one on our way down- 
town and saw nothing of more in- 
terest than a couple of fuse boxes and 
a pair of dusty rubbers. South of Thirty- 
eighth, the underpass dips and Mr. Bir- 
man remarked that that stretch would 
be nice for roller-skating. The place will 
undoubtedly have to be policed to keep 
down sports activities. As we approached 
Thirty-fifth, we reached an upgrade 
and Mr. Birman pointed out handrails 
on the sides of the tunnel. “If you’re 
tired, you can grab one,” said he, grab- 
bing one. At the south end, we peered 
up through the scaffolding in a partly 
finished entrance and chuckled quietly 
at the pedestrians dodging traffic in the 
old-fashioned way. We then started on 
the return trip, which was completely 
uneventful. 

Helpful 

RUSHING up on his financial stat- 
us, a Mr. R. H. Kleeman wrote to 

the Treasury Department, requesting a 
record of the Savings Bonds he had pur
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chased within the past year; his own 
records, he explained, had been mis- 
placed. Whizzing back in a franked en- 
velope came this reply: “It is requested 
that you furnish a complete description 
of the bonds in your possession or which 
are being held for you in safekeeping, 
by series, serial number, denomination, 
issue date, exact form of registration, 
place of purchase, and any other infor- 
mation which would assist in identify- 
ing your account, in order that the list 
may be checked against the records of 
the Department and the desired infor- 
mation furnished.”” Mr. Kleeman got 
the idea; he’ll never bother the Treasury 
Department again. 

Ranee Revisited 

AST time we had an audience with 
the Ranee of Sarawak, wife of the 

only white rajah in the world, Her 
Highness was wearing no stockings. She 
was in full native costume on that occa- 
sion, presiding over an exhibition of her 
paintings, from the sale of which she 
hoped to buy a movie projector for her 
husband’s leper colony in Borneo. By 
way of bringing the Ranee up to date, we 
can add that she now wears stockings 
but hasn’t yet got around to buying the 
projector. She has been furiously active 
in the last two years. Besides writing 
two books, she has spent five months 
with the Rajah in Sarawak, visited her 
three daughters in England, completed 
a two months’ coast-to-coast lecture 
tour in this country, and been a 
guest star at Leon & Eddie’s, 
where she was co-featured with 
Frances Faye, billed as “First 
Lady of Za-Zu-Zaz.” Except 
for her night-club turn, which 
she did just for a lark, the Ra- 
nee’s activities here have largely 
been in the interest of the lepers. 
During her last visit to Sarawak, 
she gave them a gramophone 
with three hundred records, 
mostly English and American 
dance music, and made a 16- 
mm. movie of the colony, which 
she subsequently used in her lec 
ture tour here. Financially, the 

tour was a disappointment, and 
Her Highness now reproves her- 
self for not thinking of taking up 
a collection at the close of each 
lecture. While she was in Cali- 
fornia, the Ranee looked up 
her son-in-law, Bob Gregory, a 
wrestler who married the Ra- 
nee’s youngest daughter, known 
widely as Princess Baba. “Greg- 

ory’s still wrestling dismally on the Cali- 
fornia coast,” the Ranee reports. Prin- 
cess Baba meanwhile lives in London. 
Recently she wrote her mother that she 
was doing war work, amusing the Royal 
Air Force. 

The Ranee has been in this country 
for the last eight months, spending about 
half her time in travel, visiting Errol 
Flynn and other friends in Hollywood, 
lecturing, and vacationing in Florida 
and Cuba with the Harry Richmans. 
She has spent the remainder of her visit 
in New York, making her headquarters 
at the Hotel Winthrop, where she re- 
ceived us one afternoon last week. Her 
Highness was wearing a Malay costume 
consisting of a tomato-red sarong and 
jacket, gold-colored sash, high-heeled 
slippers with open toes and heels, jade 
earrings, coral necklace, gold bracelets 
on one arm, and plaited-grass and bam- 
boo bracelets on the other. The grass 
bracelets were made by the head-hunt- 
ers of Sarawak, who are still active. Not 
long ago, the Ranee told us, her hus- 
band had to go into the interior to rep- 
rimand a tribe that had chopped off five 
heads. The Rajah discourages the head- 
hunters by making them give the heads 
back to the tribe from which they were 
taken. This is almost the only time in 
thirty-three years, the Ranee explained, 
that she hasn’t spent the months between 
November and April at home with the 
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Rajah. She stayed here this year to finish 
a novel called “A Star Fell,” which 
is to be published shortly. After seeing 
the first two chapters, the publishers 
were so enthusiastic they asked her to 
complete it immediately. She turned out 
sixty-two thousand words in six weeks. 
Iv’s the story of a native boy who gets 
so emotionally mixed up by the teach- 
ings of the English missionaries that he 
loses his mind. The Ranee is an old 
hand at writing, having six novels, an 
autobiography, and several unproduced 
plays to her credit in England. She is 
leaving on the Clipper for Europe in 
a few days and plans to stay in Eng- 
Jand until fall, when she will go out to 
Sarawak for her usual visit. There’s 
been no change in the Ranee’s or Sara- 
wak’s status because of the war. The 
kingdom is prospering now, since the 
price of rubber is up, and the Rajah 
has contributed £100,000 to the Brit- 
ish government to help prosecute the 
war. 

Idiom 

“‘\ \inap do they mean, ‘sing’?” 
the lady sitting in front of us on 

the bus asked, showing her companion a 
newspaper headline reading “Lepke to 
Sing for D.A.” “Oh, my dear, don’t 
you know?” the other said. “That’s un- 
derworld for ‘squeal.’ ”     

 



  
“Speaking for the directors of the hospital, I would like to say, Mrs. Hart, 

that it was nice having you with us.”



VIRTUE AND THE TIGER 
HERE was once a hermit called 
Avadavanda, who was a man of 
great beauty, learning, elegance 

of thought, presence of mind, and holi- 
ness. He lived in the jungle, though in 
his youth he had lived at court. 

One morning while washing his feet 
in a brook and composing 2 Hymn to 
Vegetable Being, he noticed the thicket 
rustle and the reeds begin to bulge. A 
tiger came out. Its head drooped, its 
jaws were stained with blood, and, 
coming to the pool, it drank long and 
greedily. 

“Blood is so salt,” murmured Av- 
adavanda. 

“Men don’t value it the less,” re- 
plied the tiger bitterly. 

Avadavanda spoke soothingly to the 
tiger and condoled with him on his 
hard, carnivorous lot. Tears of self- 
pity began to stream down the tiger’s 
cheeks, and Avadavanda spoke of forti- 
tude, Ashamed of having betrayed his 
weakness, the tiger slunk off. Then 
Avadavanda returned to his medita- 
tions and completed another strophe of 
the Hymn. 

Extremes meet, opposites comple- 
ment each other, and tigers, it is well 

known, are irresistibly drawn to the com- 
pany of hermits. Avadavanda and the 
tiger now met frequently and became 
tolerably intimate. They had much in 
common: both loved nature, solitude, 
and sleep. Often they would lie down 
in some grassy glade, Avadavanda pil- 
lowing his head on the tiger’s flank, 
and together drowse away the afternoon. 
The tiger, who had a simple charac- 
ter, asked no more of their intimacy 
than this, but the subtle and high-mind- 
ed Avadavanda was conscious of an in- 
equality in their friendship. He could 
not hide from himself that it was al- 
ways the tiger who kissed and he who 
held the cheek. And it seemed to him 
that he should do more, that it was dis- 
courteous to accept such generous af- 
fection and make so slight a return, One 
afternoon he said, “Would you not like 
to eat me?” 

The tiger looked at him with pained 
astonishment and_ replied, shortly, 
“No.” 

Avadavanda begged his pardon with 
winning grace, but the tiger was 
grumpy for quite a while after. 

He showed his discernment, thought 
Avadavanda. For after all, what was 
such an offer worth? To me, it was but 
my life, a valueless illusion, a temporal 
wrapping that sooner or later I shall 

discard. And to him I proffered at best 
but a fleeting, sensuous gratification. 

Yet still he felt an obligation to make 
some return for the tiger’s affection, 
and it occurred to him that as he had 
amassed a great deal of virtue and was 
in a way of life to amass even more, 
he might well bestow the present ac- 
cumulation on the tiger. $o one day he 
began to speak of virtue, tickling the 
tiger’s stomach as he did so with a little 
wand. 

‘The tiger lay all loosened with pleas- 
ure, purring, extending and retracting 
his claws, and dribbling slightly. His 
eyes were as pale and serene as the eve- 
ning sky, and rolling at Avadavanda’s 
feet, he said, “Oh, thank you! Oh, de- 
licious! Oh, thank you! How delightful 
to hear you speaking so eloquently about 
virtue! I do like to hear about virtue.” 

“You shall enjoy more than the hear- 
say,” replied Avadavanda. “You shall 
experience it. Dear friend, receive, such 
as it is, my present stock of virtue. I give 
it to you with pleasure, and wish it were 
more.” 

The tiger sat up as though a flea had 
bitten him. He stared around him and 
twitched his ears. 

“You will soon grow accustomed to 
it,” said Avadavanda. 

In a faint, awe-struck voice the tiger 
said, “Excuse me.” He rose to his feet 
and walked unsteadily away. He did 
not return. 

pA ee was not surprised. He 
remembered how, when first 

acquiring virtue himself, he had felt 
a profound dissatisfaction with all his 
former life and had quitted the court in 
consequence. No doubt the tiger was 
experiencing much the same emotions. 
Wishing him well, the hermit settled 
himself to a quiet attainment of further 
merit and holiness, and soon the tiger 
was wiped from his mind. 

Meanwhile the tiger was feeling very 
odd. At first it seemed to him that he 
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had been overtaken by some mysterious 
illness, and this surmise was borne out 
by the fact that he had completely lost 
the impulse to kill. It was not that he 
was not hungry. As the days went by 
he grew famished with hunger, but at 
the sight of a live meal his desire sud- 
denly failed him. Sometimes he man- 
aged to choke down a little carrion, 
and for the rest a morbid craving drove 
him to nibble grass and dig up sweet 
potatoes. 

He was no longer at home with his 
fellows; he did not even wish to fight 
them. He hated their company and at 
the same time he felt an obligation to 
serve them, to tame their passions and 
cultivate their minds, And when one day 
he found a little tiger, he tried to lure it 
away from its family and teach it mod- 
esty and sadness. 

At times he wondered if he should 
revisit Avadavanda. But the thought 
of Avadavanda was no longer delight- 
ful. Avadavanda now seemed a quite un- 
interesting person, conceited, and surely 
rather selfish, and not good-looking. 

‘Thus the tiger wandered about, dis- 
concerted and listless, and yet at the 
same time deeply interested in himself. 
And one day, as he went slouching 
through the jungle, not looking where 
he was going, a net fell round him 
and he was a prisoner. 

For the first time since Avadavan- 
da’s virtue had been bestowed on him, 
the tiger began to feel comfortable and 
at ease. He sat down and waited for 
the worse things which, he had no 
doubt, would follow. Presently there 
appeared a band of men who were col- 
lecting animals for a menagerie. The 
tiger made no resistance, and when 
he had been well roped and muzzled, 
and a collar fastened about his neck, the 
men led him away and delivered him 
to the menagerie, where he was put in 
a cage. 

The cage was small and dirty and 
stinking and one in a row of cages all 
containing tigers. All day long visi- 
tors shuffled past, staring and comment- 
ing and prodding their sticks between 
the bars. All day long the other tigers 
growled and roared, paced to and fro, 
or snatched at the sticks. But our ti- 
ger sat soberly in a corner, upheld by 
virtue. In consequence he soon be- 
came accustomed to hearing the visitors 
say, as they walked past, “Oh, there’s 
that stick-in-the-mud animal! Don’t 
bother to stop, he’s no fun,” or, “Come 

on, Betty, don’t let’s waste time on 
him!” 

And so it became clear to him that
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virtue is a thing of no value among 
worldlings. Though it be rare as the 
phoenix, difficult as the ascent of Mount 
Ararat, and beautiful as the lotus, virtue 
is of no account compared to vulgar 
roarings and snatchings. 

This fact was made even clearer in 
a few months’ time, when the proprie- 
tor of the menagerie, pausing before 
the cage, remarked, “As for that one, 
he’s not worth his keep. Mark him 

down and get rid of him.” 

‘HE tiger was sold to a travelling 
circus, where he was even more 

uncomfortable than in the menagerie, 
and where, under a cruel discipline, he 
learned to sit on a high stool and jump 
through a hoop. His virtue became 
even more apparent and finally caused 
an indignant lady to protest that the 
wretched animal was drugged. 

The circus manager came forward 
to refute this accusation. “Show the 
lady if he’s drugged or not, boy,” he 
said. 

‘The tamer lashed at the tiger with 
a whip. The tiger fell off his stool and 
quietly reseated himself on the floor. 
Instantly the tent was filled with a 
clamor of hooting, whistling, and cat- 
calling. Some were hooting the tamer’s 
brutality and others were jeering at 
the tiger’s lack of spirit. But to the tiger 
all this uproar betokened one thing 
only: a general scorn of virtue. On 
a sudden impulse of disillusionment he 
leaped the barrier, walked morosely 

“IPs brought out twice as many for spring 
training as last year.” 

through the screaming crowd, and left 
the tent. 

Outside the tent was a little ragged 
girl who had been too poor to buy a 
ticket. Seeing the tiger, she screamed 
and threw an orange at him. 

“So you, too, hate virtue, do you?” 

groaned the tiger, and struck her a 
heavy blow. Filled with apostolic wrath 
and apostolic disillusionment, the ti- 
ger stalked through the village, smiting 
and tearing at anything that crossed his 
path. All night he travelled, howling 
with rage, and in the early morning 
came to the jungle, where the birds 
were singing and the monkeys playing, 
just as of old, Seeing him so angry and 
so shabby, the monkeys scolded and 
pelted him with nuts. Furiously he tried 
to climb the trees after them, for they 
too were scorners and mockers of vir- 
tue, and when he came on a young 
hind he tore her in pieces without even 
asking for her opinion of virtue, since 
he felt so sure she had no regard for it. 

‘Toward evening he found himself 
among his old haunts and presently 
heard familiar sounds: the running 
brook and the calm tenor voice of Av- 
adavanda singing an Ode to Annihila~ 
tion. Leaping out from the thicket, he 
confronted the holy man. “Tremble, 
Avadavanda!” he said. “Your hour 

has come. Tremble, heartless hypocrite! 
Down on your knees, blasphemer! You 
feign to be virtuous, but what is virtue 
to you? A nothing, a toy, a worthless 
thing to be thrown away on tigers.” 
So saying, he launched himself at the 
hermit. 

Quick as thought, Avadavanda reck- 
oned up the amount of virtue he had 
acquired since parting with the tiger 
and decided it would be adequate. “Re- 
ceive my virtue!” he cried. 

In mid-spring, the tiger crumpled 
and fell at Avadavanda’s feet. 

“No more,” he whimpered. “T can’t 
bear any more.” His body was shaken 
with a fit of hysterical weeping. Then, 
with a heavy sigh, he folded his paws 
and lay dead. 

Pondering on the inexorable har- 
monies of the universe, Avadavanda 
buried the tiger under a May tree, thus 
beginning his third acquisition of virtue. 

—Syivia Townsenp WarRNER 

THE MYSTERIOUS EAST 

[From the Peking Chronicle] 

The Peking Hotel and Warner Broth- 
ers Film Corporation united last night in 
giving Peking residents an exhilarating 
time with their “Naughty But Nice” pro- 
gram. A large number of people filled the 
Hotel bathroom.



JOEY AND MAVIS 
Frrenp Tep: 

DO not wish this to constitute a 
regular letter as am only setting 
down my tho’ts at random more 

or less as they come to me sitting here 
casually after dinner while Mavis is at 
the movies with the kids. Perhaps a few 
words about Mavis would not be a miss 
as I have had so many things happening 
to me since writing you before that I did 
not get the opportunity to inform you 
regarding Mavis who has bro’t such 
changes into my life that I can not be- 
lieve it myself when I stop to think of it. 

It happened one nite (from the pic 
ture of the same name) and I just fin- 
ished a set and was outside on the side- 
walk in front of the joint filling up my 
lungs with Gods air & some of my own 
cigarette smoke instead of 50 other peo- 
ple’s and was talking to the doorman 
Sailor Bob a punchy stumble-bum that 
after 20 yrs learned how to open the 
door of that new inyenton the auto but 
did not catch on how to close it. I use 
to go out and stand there & leave him 
pay me a few compliments on my 
voice as he tho’t himself a great 
hand as a singer. He could not of 
been a worse fighter than a singer 
otherwise he would of been worm 
meat 20 yrs ago or more and 
none of this would of happened. 
He apprisiated my singing I will 
say that for him altho always ask- 
ing why didnt I sing like Oh you 
beautiful doll which you are too 
young to remember and so am I 
but the story I hear is that when 
the Titantic went down (a ship) 
people sang it or hummed a cou- 
ple bars and then said the hell 
with this and jumped the hell off 
the boat so they would not have 
to finish singing it. I do not know 
that for sure but only base that on 
hearsay based on a weak moment 
when I allowed the Sailor to sing 
it for me one nite. I tho’t why does 
this happen to me, everything hap- 
pens to me. I tho’t I was the poor 
man’s good Samaratan to listen to 
that but was glad later as one nite 
I was on my way out and some 
guy that had suspicons of me & his 
wife was waiting for me and I 
was doing some very fast talking 
when out of the corner of my eye 
I saw the Sailor and yelled to him 
and I must say that what the 
Sailor can not do with his fist he 
does not have to do as he does 
it with the boot. I have seen some 

dirty fighting in my travels with the 
socialites and polo players I grew up 
with but nothing to compare with the 
Snilor who is a pleasure to watch work 
if you care for that sort of thing and 
I do especially when he is working on 
somebody that a minute ago was go- 
ing to stick their fist down my throat. 
Anyway the guy had the wrong party 
as it was not me but the drummer in 
the band. I had her sister and it was 
not even the right nite he was referring 
to. 

Well as I started in to say this one 
nite I went out and the Sailor was on 
duty and I was more less fronting for 
him, that is on smoking. He was not 
allow to smoke on duty but it was o. k. 
for me to so I would say “I will light 
one for you Sailor” and if the mgr. came 
out the Sailor would hand it to me and 
would not get caught smoking on duty. 
‘Then this 1937 La Salle sedan came up 
and four got out, two couples. The fel- 
low driving asked if it would be o. k. to 
park here and the Sailor working for a 
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tip stalled and said not as a rule but in 
this case etc, so the fellow driving gave 
him a buck and they went inside. I do 
not know how I happen to miss Mavis 
but I did not see her until I had to go 
in again and polish off some more dittys 
and they had a table ringside, and I 
went over and asked them if they had 
any request nos. and Mavis asked for 
two requests but did not have both of 
them only the Beguin no. The other 
was an oldy like My Buddy which they 
were singing during the civil war. I 
know it but forgot the lyrics. She looked 
around 32 or 33, inclined to take on a 
little weight but I also like them zoftick 
as some goose in the band says. They 
asked me to sit down with them and 
join them in a drink but I could not 
have a drink on the job but we got in- 
to conversaton and in the course of the 
conyersaton she happen to menton that 
when she saw me outside talking to the 
doorman she tho’t perhaps I was there 
waiting for a date instead of working in 
the joint and she meant it as a compli- 
ment as she said this spot was new to 
her and she did not like to go to strange 

  “Pardon me, are you in charge of the swans?”
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spots but thinking I was the type cus- 
tomer the joint got she figured it was 
ok. Isaid I considered her a very wise 
person and I was not kidding because 
all the time I kept looking at her I kept 
adding up how much she had on her 
was worth. At least a two-caret dia- 
mond ring on the engagement finger 
and also a diamond bracelet and a gold 
cigarette case with inside it (not out- 
side) her three initials in diamonds 
M. W. K. (for Mavis Williams Ketch- 

ell but did not find that out till later). 
‘The people with her were in their 40s. 
Well I always make it a point to leave 
a table while they still want me to stay 
(always leave them laughing) so I 
moved away and merely said I hope they 
would come again ete. I could not figure 
out any way how to get her phone no. 
without asking for one on the chin. I 
had some preminiton that I could move 
in if I played it right but was also not 
sure. I could not figure if maybe one of 
the two guys bo’t those diamonds or if 
she had her own dough or if she was a 
wealthy young divorcee or young widow 
or what the hell? She was so cagey that 
all I knew about her was all she wanted 
to let me know. Even so I had that pre- 
miniton that once I got alone with her 
I would let her do the talking and may- 
be she would talk herself into it. 

Well I went out again for a smoke 
and of course asked the Sailor who own 
the La Salle but he never saw it before 
and I could not get any clue but just 
then fate fell into my hands. At first I 
tho’t my luck ran out because here they 
were all coming out, Mavis & the other 

three. The one fellow backed 
up the sedan and the others 
got in and then when they 
were all in the other dame de- 
cided she wanted to sit in back 
with “Harry” and Mavis got 
out and the other dame got in 
the back and sat with Harry 
and Mavis started to get in 
front with the other guy and just when 
she was sitting down the Sailor must of 
decided that the important thing was on 
the seat because just then he slammed 
the door and got her right foot. She let 
out one “Jesus H. Christ” and then 
I saw her face and she was biting 
her lower lip in pain. Trying to keep 
from crying I guess but very coura- 
gous. Then when she had a look at 
her foot she passed out and I damn near 
did too. The Sailor put everything in 
that slam and it would take your appe- 
tite away to describe her foot. I saw it 
all happen. 

Well plenty of excitement. The mgr. 

came out and the Sailor was non com- 
pass mentis and did not know what to 
do and the other dame was screaming 
like she was the one that had the door 
slammed on her own foot instead of 
Mavis. They finally got a dr. and they 
took Mavis to a hospital. One of the 
guys in the car took my name etc. and 
all I could think of was that fixed it fine 
as far as Mavis coming back to the joint 
for a while or maybe ever. The way her 
foot looked it would be lucky if she did 
not lose the foot. But it was not as bad 
as I tho’t and a day or two later a guy 
came around to my place and asked me 
a lot of questons about how it happened. 
He was from the ins. co. he said and I 
tho’t he meant the ins. co. that Mavis 
was insured by but no, he was from the 
one that covered the joint for accidents 
like that. I told him a story that should 
of got Mavis $1,000,000. The next wk. 
I got the bounceroo from the joint. It 
seems that they settled with Mavis for 
around $1100 but if I would of had a 
different story ready maybe they could 
of got away without settling for any- 
thing. I still dont know all the angles 
and do not give a damn. I told the mgr. 
if I knew what kind of a story he wanted 
me to tell maybe I would of told a dif- 
ferent one but he said it was just too 
bad but they did settle. I was out and 
also the Sailor. 

But I guess the Sailor can always get 
himself a spot in some gym but there I 
was with only about $85 in my poke and 
no job. So I was desperate and almost 
wired you to put the touch on you but 
at the last moment got this idea and de- 

cided to call on Mavis at the 
hosp. I did so and much to my 
pleasant surprise was told to 
go right up to room whatever 
it was. She was surrounded 
with flowers and was glad to 
see me instead of giving me 
the brush which was what I 

@ was afraid of. She had her 
foot in a plaster cast and first she made 
me feel at home and then said for me to 
take a pencil and write my name on the 
cast as she understood I saw the whole 
thing and must of told the truth about 
how it happened otherwise they would 
not of settled so quickly. “Yes,” I said. 
“T was too truthful for my own good, 
Mrs. Ketchell, as they discharged me 
because I was ready to go to court and 
tell the truth that the doorman was to 
blame for the unfortunate accident.” 
She tho’t a minute and said she wished 
she knew that at the time before settling, 
however she asked me to sign my auto- 
graph on the cast and I did. 

Well we chatted and she asked me to 
come and see her again and I said I 
would be happy to as I would have 
plenty of time and she said that was per- 
fect because most of her friends worked 
in the day time and she did not have 
many woman friends in Chicago that 
could come and call on her and it was 
such a bore in the hospital alone. So I 
started going there every day and soon 
she told me the story of her life and 
how she was so happy with her two chil- 
dren and husband but one day he came 
home and shot himself and the ins. co. 
had to pay double because that was in the 
clause and she could not bear to live in 
the small town where her home was be- 
cause it was too full of memories so she 
came to Chi. Her husband was 20 yrs. 
older than she and she was hardly more 
than a girl when she got married but 
even so was happy with him as he did 
every thing in the world for her. Well 
T can tell you one thing in the world he 
did not do for her because I am no 20 
years older than she is and no old guy 
50-some years old did everything in the 
world for her. They could attach a wire 
to her and I bet she could light up a city 
of 50,000 populaton the way they did 
with some ship out on the Coast. After 
she got out of the hospital she got me to 
take a room near where she has an 
apartment for herself & the two kids. 
She knows a guy that is going to back a 
new joint in the Loop dist. and when 
the thing is ready I am practically set to 
open there and meanwhile we go out 
about every nite. I caught her in a few 
lies but this is on the level and I think she 
has something on the guy that is backing 
the new spot as one nite we were on our 
way ina place and he was standing there 
waiting and she said to him, “How nice 
to see you, Tom” and introduced me 
and said I was just the singer for the 
new spot and he began to stall and she 
said not to bore her but just make an 
appointment with me and he said “Oh, 
is it that way?” and she replied “Why, 
Tom darling, just what do you mean?” 
and laughed and he said o. k. and I see 
him next Tues. I sure would hate to let 
her get anything on me. 

Well she ought to be back soon and 
I want to put this in the envelope and 
seal it up and when she sees I was writ- 
ing toa guy and not some dame it should 
make her a happy girl. Age 37 if I can 
believe her drivers license. 

I wonder what the poor people are 
doing? 

Regards 
Pa Jory 

—Jonn O'Hara
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Elmer G. Leterman 

Di the last seventeen years, 
Elmer G. Leterman, an insur- 
ance salesman who has come to 

be regarded as the master in his field, 
has persuaded three thousand individu- 
als to insure their lives for a total of 
$30,000,000 and various businesses to 
take out group-insurance policies total- 
ling $200,000,000. He is authorized to 
represent thirty-two insurance firms in 
this country and Canada. Most of his 
clients he places with the John Han- 
cock Mutual Life Insurance Company. 
“There was a beautiful time in my ca- 
reer when I had given the John Han- 
cock twenty-three million dollars’ worth 
of ordinary life insurance with less than 
a fourth of one per cent deaths,” he 
says. “That’s unheard of.” Leterman 
attributes the longevity of his clients to 
luck. “Fate’s been very kind to me,” he 
explains. “My people don’t die. The 
proof of the pudding is in the eating.” 
Leterman likes figurative expressions 
like “The proof of the pudding is in the 
eating,” and he sometimes improvises 
his own versions of familiar metaphors, 
giving them a novel charm. “He’s got a 
bone to grind,” he once said of a man 
whom he suspected of an ulterior mo- 
tive. 

In 1933, 1934, and 1935, Leterman 
sold more life insurance annually than 
any agent in the history of the John Han- 
cock Company—179 policies totalling 
$2,055,543, 199 totalling $2,281,655, 
and 356 totalling $2,507,320, respec- 
tively. In commemoration of this rec- 
ord, the directors voted to give him some- 
thing they called a President’s Award 
for Achievement, which took the shape 
of a bronze plaque inscribed with the 

details of his accomplishment and signed 
by the company’s president. They later 
presented the plaque to him at a din- 
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ner, and also gave him a $750 gold card 
case adorned with an inscription allud- 
ing to his prowess. 

Leterman carries the case in his vest 
pocket and has had a copy of the plaque 
printed on his stationery, which is ad- 
ditionally embellished with the phrase 
“Annuities Have Kept Many a Head- 
liner from Being a Breadliner.” Leter- 
man thought up this aphorism himself. 
Along with his name and the address of 
his Rockefeller Center office, it appears 
on his pencils and, in red and white let- 

ters against a jet-black background, on 
midget match covers which he has had 
the Lion Match Company make up for 
him. Leterman does not smoke and he 
seldom has occasion to light a fire, but he 
ordered 100,000 of these match packets 
a couple of years ago, partly because he 
felt that some of the 1,400,000 matches 
they contained would come in handy 
for looking at theatre programs on first 
nights, most of which he attends, and 
partly because he hoped that the pur- 
chase might bring him to the favorable 
attention of the Lion Match people. He 
was not disappointed. He has since sold 
the company an $800,000 group poli- 
cy covering its five hundred employees. 
Leterman is a grateful mans he has seen 
to it that the Rockefeller Center Lunch 
Club, at the Rainbow Room, where he 
lunches four or five times a week, uses 
Lion match books. Leterman lunches at 
the club a lot because his office is in the 
same building and its clientele makes him 
feel like a peanut, a sensation which he 
enjoys. “It’s a real inspiration to lunch 
there, because you see the biggest peo- 
ple in the world—John D. Rockefeller, 
David Sarnoff, and Vincent Bendix,” he 
says. “Tt makes you feel like a peanut.” 

‘HE average annual premium on 
an ordinary life-insurance policy 

comes to around thirty dollars a thou- 
sand. When Leterman sells a policy, he 
gets fifty per cent of the first year’s 
premium, and, if the policy-holder lives 
and pays his premiums, five per cent of 
the annual premium for the next nine 
years. On the $30,000,000 worth of 
such policies which Leterman has sold, 
his total commission would amount to 
$855,000. Deaths occurring before the 
nine-year period is up reduce this figure 
by only a negligible amount, but poli- 
cy lapses reduce it substantially; deaths 
and lapses together bring the figure down 

to about $750,000. On group in- 
surance, the salesman’s commission is 
considerably less, ranging from five to 
twenty per cent of the first-year pre- 
mium—which averages eight dollars a 
thousand—and including three per cent 
of the annual premium for the next 
nine years, provided the policy runs 
that long. On $200,000,000 worth of 
group policies, Leterman has collected 
about $375,000. Thus he has made 
over $1,100,000 out of life insurance 
since he began selling it in 1923. Leter- 
man also deals in general insurance— 
workmen’s compensation, liability, fire, 
theft, and so on—and he estimates that 
this constitutes one fifth of his business 
and has yielded a further income of 
$225,000. Averaged over a period of 
seventeen years, his earned income has 
run to well over $75,000 annually. Al- 
though Leterman has saved a good deal 
of this and has stated that he could live 
comfortably for the rest of his life sim- 
ply on the income from his investments, 
he does not plan to retire, nor does he 
feel that his career is purely a matter of 
dollars and cents. He claims to have in- 
duced more persons to save part of their 
salaries than any other man in New 
York. He once said of several Hawaiian 
girls who danced at the St. Regis last 
winter, “I like to insure their lives be- 
cause it makes them save money they 
wouldn’t otherwise.” 

Leterman loves to do favors for peo- 
ple, such as making them save their sal- 
aries or buying their matches, and he is 
continually giving business to his friends 
and acquaintances. The hope of selling 
insurance is the mainspring of his be- 
havior, but he is so unobtrusive about 
it that his prospects are not always 
immediately aware of their status. For 
example, Leterman patronizes seven or 
eight dentists. “Suppose you and I meet 
and you’re a dentist,” he explained to 

a friend recently. “I have fairly white 
teeth, but I say, ‘Doc, I’m coming over 
to have my teeth cleaned.’ He doesn’t 
know it, but he’s a prospect.” Leterman 
has his teeth cleaned every sixty days or 
so and the enamel of his teeth has been 
worn down practically to nothing in the 
interests of his profession. “If I run into 
a nice dentist in between, I don’t hesi- 
tate,” he says. He says he is perfectly 
satisfied if he gets a two-per-cent return 
on favors extended. Actually he un- 
doubtedly enjoys showing attentions and



performs obliging acts, such as getting 
jobs for people, because of a kind of natu- 
ral inclination to helpfulness rather than 
a conscious shrewdness. 

LYTHOUGH Leterman is still a 
leader in his field, he has not sold 

quite as much insurance during the last 
three years as during the three previous 
years. The reason is that he has been 
giving a lot of time to the Hawai- 
ian Macadamia Nut Company, Ltd., of 
which he is the exclusive agent in North 
America. He went to Honolulu early in 
1937 and stayed there for a year and 
four months as local representative of 
the Hancock Company. Allan Lehman, 
a partner in the banking firm of Leh- 
man Brothers and a friend of Leter- 
man’s, was vacationing in Hawaii part 
of this time and one day took Leterman 
through the Macadamia Nut plantation 
in Honolulu. Leterman was impressed 
by the Macadamia, a crisp, sweet- 

ish nut which he thought extreme- 
ly tasty, and was astonished to 
learn that it was being sold in only 

one shopin New York. Lehman in- 
troduced him to E. $. Van Tassel 
and Walter Dillingham, president 
and vice-president of the com- 
pany, and Leterman offered to 
become American agent for the 
nut on a commission basis. The 
day he got back to New York, in 
April, 1938, he placed Macada- 
mias with Hicks, Schrafft’s, Park 
& Tilford, Charles, Macy, Alt- 
man, and Bloomingdale. He has 
since arranged for the nut to be 
sold in practically every store in 
the metropolitan district that han- 
dles nuts and in hundreds of shops 
all over the country and Canada. 
Leterman’s commission, involy- 
ing an option to take cash or 
common or preferred Macadamia 
stock, is worked out in such a 

complicated way that he says he 
has been unable to figure out his 
profits. He is sure, however, that 
he owns a good deal of stock and 
that he has been given the title of 
vice-president in charge of sales. 
The stock has paid no dividends, 
but Leterman says it is only a 
question of time before it will. 
“We have sixty-eight thousand 
trees,” he says, “and every one of 
them is working for Leterman.” 
He has christened the Macadamia 
“King of Nuts” and his regis- 
tered cable address is ““Nutking.” 

Some of Leterman’s friends 
feel that his nut promotion has 

been taking his mind off the insurance 
business, but actually the two activities 
dovetail neatly. Several of Leterman’s 
nut relationships have led to insurance 
deals, and vice versa. Since getting 
Hicks to stock up on Macadamias, for 
instance, he has sold this store a group 
policy for its employees. He is now nego- 
tiating with Schrafft’s, who sell not only 
Macadamias but also Macadamia cara- 
mels, for a $20,000,000 group policy 
covering eighty-five hundred workers. 

He stirs about in a perpetual welter 
of extracurricular services for his nut 
and insurance clients. A couple of years 
ago he introduced the president of Hicks 
to the chef of the Rainbow Room and 
the head buyer at Schrafft’s, both of 
whom buy his nuts, with the idea that 
perhaps the two restaurant men could 
be persuaded to buy Hicks fruit. Leter- 
man knows many of the salesgirls in 
Schrafft’s and in Altman’s food depart- 

25 

ment, and estimates that he has spent 
$500 giving them perfume to encour- 
age them to push the nuts. “It’s those 
little things that make you a different 
object in their minds,” he states with 
conviction, Similarly, Leterman has 
brightened up the life of John Shattuck, 
a vice-president of Schrafft’s. “If Mr. 
Shattuck wants a moving picture for a 
charitable affair, I get him a first-run 
picture,” he says. “What the hell does 
he need the nuts for? He needs the 
nuts like you need the measles. He buys 
the nuts because I sell him everything 
but the nuts.” Leterman frequently ex- 
presses a hope, not altogether disinter- 
ested, that his clients will expand. “My 
motto is: The small man of today is 
the big man of tomorrow,” he tells his 
friends. “Hicks may have eighty-eight 
stores in five years.” 

Leterman’s success with the Maca- 
damia prompted him the winter before 

  “She’s utterly lacking in group integration.”
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last to branch out and sponsor a prune. 
He secured the New York agency for 
Uhl’s Plus Prunes, a California product. 

For several weeks he kept buttonholing 
people and telling them that the Uhl 
prune was the biggest prune they ever 
saw in their lives. He got a few shops 
to stock the prune, but abandoned the 
business temporarily when he had some 
disagreement with Mr. Uhl over com- 
missions. A couple of months ago he dis- 
covered that Mr. Uhl, the man behind 
the prune, was, like himself, a thirty- 
second-degree Mason. Differences be- 
tween the two men were patched up, 
and Leterman is now exclusive agent 
for the prunes throughout the United 
States. He is also working on another 
sideline, as agent for a Hungarian pastry 
firm. “I represent those patties,” he said 
the other day. “You know—those patty 
fours.” 

Leterman first saw the Uhl prune 
at a Wine & Food Society tasting. He 
is a member of the Society and arranged 
for his nuts to be on hand at one of the 
tastings. Macadamias are never far from 
his mind, even when he seems to be 
thinking of something else. He has had 
them incorporated in desserts, cakes, and 
salads in hotels and restaurants all over 
town, and at his suggestion Commander 
Byrd recently took two dozen cases of 
them to the South Pole. A year or so 

ago, Leterman overheard Vincent Ben- 
dix ask a bell captain in the Savoy-Plaza 
where he could buy some nuts. The next 
day Leterman sent Bendix a case of 
Macadamias with his compliments. This 

thoughtful act led to a very happy rela~ 
tionship. “I proposed Mr. Bendix to the 
Wine and Food Society,” says Leter- 
man. Bendix was elected and comes reg- 
ularly to the tastings. Leterman does not 
hesitate to strike up an acquaintanceship 
with important people, and one of his 
greatest pleasures is to introduce two 
prominent people to each other. Some- 
times, carried along by his own momen- 
tum, he introduces people to people he has 
never met himself. When Walter Dil- 
lingham came here for a few weeks last 
spring, Leterman decided to have him 
meet some New Yorker of consequence 
in the papaya business, a leading Ha- 
waiian industry. After some research in- 
to who was who in papaya, he called up 
L. E. Booth, president of the Pa-Pi-A 
Corporation of 88 Lexington Avenue. 
“This is Elmer Leterman,” he said. 
“T’d like you to meet Walter Dilling- 
ham, who is the outstanding man in 
Hawaii, socially, financially, and other- 
wise.” Mr, Booth proved amenable and 
a meeting was arranged. “I didn’t know 
Mr. Booth from Adam,” says Leterman 
when he recalls the incident. “What 
have I to gain by it? I do it for Honolu- 

  
“I found her one night 
when I was idly toying with the dial.” 
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lu.” Leterman also got a certain joy 
out of taking Dillingham downtown 
to have lunch with some of the Leh- 

man partners in the firm’s private din- 
ing room, “He and Tommy Hitchcock 
talked about polo,” he says. “It was all 
above my head.” The maneuvering of 
such get-togethers gives Leterman a 
feeling of awe. “I get a terrific kick out 
of the thought of introducing a man like 
Dillingham to a man like Robert Leh- 
man,” he says. “You can’t tell ewhat 
might happen.” 

   
[i was born forty-two y 

ago in Charlottesville, Virginia. 
where his father owned the biggest de- 
partment store in the state, as well as 
two movie theatres, an opera house, a 
skating rink, and an amusement park 
containing a zoo. In the Civil War 

one of Elmer’s grandfathers fought for 
the North and one for the South. “My 
grandmothers, who were sisters, were 
cousins of Baron Hirsch, whoever the 
hell he was,” he says, referring to a 
Bavarian speculator and philanthropist 
who in his lifetime gave away over 
$50,000,000 for Jewish colonization 
projects. When Elmer was twelve, his 
father, who has since died, decided that 
Charlottesville was too small to live in. 
He gave up his store, his theatres, his 
rink, and his park, and moved to Nor- 
folk, where he went into the insurance 
business. A couple of years later, Elmer 
quit school. He served an. apprenticeship 
in the woollen business in Baltimore, 
working for a friend of his family’s; 
then, after a year, he came to New York 
to work for the S$. Goldsmith Gom- 
pany, a woollen-brokerage house owned 
by an uncle. By the time he was eighteen 
he was a partner in his uncle’s business 
and was making $25,000 a year. Leter- 
man is bewildered when he contem- 
plates the average contemporary youth. 
“Look at a boy of eighteen today,” he 
says. “Why, today boys of eighteen are 
at school.” He speculated profitably in 
woollens during the war, in which two 
of his brothers served. He himself tried 
to enlist, but was turned down because 

of mastoid trouble. 
As the war boom in woollens sub- 

sided, his earnings declined, so in 1923 
he went into insurance. He had formed 
a warm friendship with the late A. E. 
Lefcourt, the real-estate operator, and 
in April of that year Lefcourt gave him 
a dinner at which he urged the other 
guests to buy insurance from Leter- 
man. At this function Leterman sold 
$1,200,000 worth of life insurance to 
a group of guests that included Win-
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field Sheehan, the mov- 
ie producer; Harry Rich- 
man, then a dress sales- 
man; and Henry Lustig, 
now the owner of the 
Longchamps restaurants. 
(Leterman today handles 
Longchamps’ group insur- 
ance.) He insured all of 
Lefcourt’s. buildings for 
him, and the two men 
breakfasted together at 
Schrafft’s on Broadway 
near Thirty-seventh Street 
every morning for more 
than ten years. They both 
belonged to an informal 
club of nude bathers who 
swam at a deserted section 
of the shore near Long 
Beach every summer and 
called themselves the Sun 
Worshipers. 

In 1928, Leterman 
took a partner into his 
insurance business: Ar- 
thur Stebbins, a nephew of 
Joseph Schenck, the mo- 
tion-picture producer. As 
a result of the new man’s 
connections and Leter- 
man’s persuasiveness, the 
firm sold an enormous 
amount of insurance to Hollywood ce- 
lebrities, among them Schenck. Leter- 
man, who had been living modest- 
ly on lower Fifth Avenue, decided to 
adopt a mode of life suitable to a man 
whose clients included Mary Pickford, 
Ronald Colman, Tom Mix, and the 
late Douglas Fairbanks. He moved to a 
penthouse at Eighty-fourth Street and 
Central Park West, where he installed 
a miniature golf course on the roof 
and ornamented his living room with a 
$2,500 glass fountain, which contained 
ninety lights in four colors. The theory 
was that this sort of thing would make 
policy-holders like Dolores Del Rio and 
Marion Davies feel at home when he 
entertained them. Further to put his 
Pacific Coast customers at their ease 
while visiting the East, he began to en- 
tertain grandly. He once invited Earl 
Carroll and the cast of the “Vanities” to 
help amuse his guests, and he frequent- 
ly gave parties enlivened by fifty or more 
Powers models. “I was like a night club 
up there,” he recollects. “I spent a thou- 
sand dollars a night for just a little gath- 
ering. No one entertained and wined 
and dined those people more than I.” 
Leterman does not drink and is not a 
gay dog, and people who went to his 
parties remember him as a generous but 

  

“We can’t make up our minds whether to buy or build.” 

rather determined host, a matter-of-fact 
figure surrounded by appreciative revel- 
lers. His fountain was damaged one 
night when Clara Bow went wading in 
it, and he often refers to this incident, 
in a wistful way, as typical of a sort of 
Diamond Jim Brady period of his life. 
Brady is Leterman’s hero, and he likes 
to think of himself as the Diamond Jim 
Brady of Rockefeller Center. 

IVE years ago, Stebbins left Leter- 
man to start his own insurance busi- 

ness in Hollywood, so Leterman no 
longer handles as many movie stars as 
he used to. Most of their policies were 
taken out for them by their companies 
and were allowed to lapse after the 
completion of pictures in which they 
were playing. Leterman, however, still 
handles group policies for M-G-M and 
Warner Brothers, in each case the pol- 
icy totalling $22,000,000. He is con- 
centrating more and more on group 
insurance and has made sales not only 
to Warner Brothers and Lion Match, 
but to the Interstate Department 
Stores, Philip Morris, John David, 
Bond Stores, Howard Stores, WNEW, 
Admiration Cigar, American Commer- 
cial Alcohol, the Dairymen’s League, 
and Lehman Brothers. Among his oth- 

er clients are Jack Dempsey, Frank Er- 
ickson, Walter Winchell, Ed Sullivan, 
Louis Sobol, Lionel Atwill, and Mil- 
ton Biow, an advertising man whose 
accounts include Philip Morris and Bul- 
ova Watch. Biow is one of Leter- 
man’s best friends. Leterman has insured 
Biow for around $1,000,000. “Pve 
sold Biow so many annuities that he 
doesn’t know how many annuities he’s 
got,” Leterman says. “I don’t know 
either.” 

Freak policies are often taken out by 
actors for purposes of publicity, and Let- 
erman has received a certain amount 
of such business. He has insured Jim- 
my Durante’s nose against ever getting 
straightened out and Ben Turpin’s eyes 
against getting uncrossed. Such policies 
are invariably allowed to lapse after a 
few months, and Leterman, who likes 
to get his full commission, does not care 
to dwell upon them. 

Leterman gave up his penthouse and 
his fountain when he went to Honolu- 
lu in 1937. He had married, late in 
1936, a Philadelphia girl, Miss Han- 
nah Publicker, and he took his bride 
with him to Hawaii. The couple were 
divorced there. Leterman is sorry his 
marriage didn’t last, but as a man who is 
fond of setting records he likes to tell
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people that he is the only man who ever 
went to Hawaii on his honeymoon and 
was divorced before returning. While 
in Honolulu he lived in a roomy house 
which the James Cromwells had oc- 
cupied before building their own home 
there. The house belonged to a doc- 
tor, and Leterman rented it for a com- 

paratively modest sum after having the 
owner appointed local referee for the 
Hancock Company. He took with him, 
besides Mrs, Leterman, two white ser- 
vants and a waffle iron which made 
waffles an inch thick. “We had won- 
derful breakfasts,” he recalls. “My life 
there was an Alice in Wonderland life. 
My wife never had to order a meal all 
the time she was my wife—the butler 
took care of it.” Between insurance 
sales, Leterman spent a lot of time meet- 
ing incoming boats and throwing leis 
on visitors to the island. “Welcome to 
the island! Aloha! This is Elmer Let- 
erman!” he would cry. In this way he 
met Henry Morgenthau, Jr., Groucho 
Marx, Buddy Rogers, Colonel Julius 
Ochs Adler, Howard Dietz, Roy How- 
ard, and Mrs, Jack Oakie. He gave 
radios to all the old-people’s homes in 
Honolulu, and when he left, after six- 
teen months, a grateful populace threw 
a hundred and forty-seven leis on 
him. Leterman has conceived a great 
affection for Hawaii, where he was 
very popular, and has become a one- 
man reception committee for all promi- 
nent Hawaiian residents visiting New 
York. He is continually talking of re- 
arranging his life so that he will be able 
to spend six months of every year in 
Honolulu. 

eas rises every weekday before 
seven and turns up at Hicks for 

breakfast at seven-thirty, when the store 
opens. His breakfast consists of prunes, 
gluten muffins with honey, and coffee. 
By eight he is in his office, where he 
goes through his mail, extracting checks 
for insurance commissions. After forti- 
fying himself by munching a few Ma- 
cadamias, he starts calling on various in- 
surance and nut prospects. He sells the 
nuts to hotels by talking to the chefs, 
giving them sample jars, and taking an 
interest in their work. He won the con- 
fidence of the Ritz chef by asking for 
recipes. He has an alert, birdlike manner 
which a good many people find ingrati- 
ating. The details of his nut business 
are handled by Mrs. Blanche Glass, a 
bright, attractive woman whose friends 
call her Billy. Mrs. Glass regards her 
employer’s ability as a salesman with 
perplexed admiration and his inability to 

GREETING TO SPRING 
(Nor Wrrnour Trepiparion) 

Over the back of the Florida basker, 

Over the froth of the Firth of Forth, 
Up from Tahiti and Madagascar, 
Lo, the sun walks north! 

‘The first bright day makes sing the slackers 
While leaves explode like firecrackers, 
‘The duck flies forth to greet the spring 
And sweetly municipal pigeons sing. 

Where the duck quacks, where the bird sings, 
We will speak of past things. 

Come out with your marbles, come out with your Group, 
The grass is as green as a Girl Scout troop; 
In the Mall the stone acoustics stand 
Like a listening ear for the Goldman Band. 

At an outside table, where the sun’s bright glare is, 
We will speak of darkened Paris. 

Meanwhile, like attendants who hasten the hoofs 
Of the ponies who trot in the shadow of roofs, 
The sun, in his running, will hasten the plan 
Of plants and fishes, beasts and man. 

We'll turn our eyes to the sogging ground 
And guess if the earth is cracked or round. 

Over the plans of the parties at strife, 
Over the planes in the waiting north, 
Over the average man and his wife, 
Lo, the sun walks forth! 

grasp detail with tolerant despair. Leter- 
man has no head for figures and never 
has any idea how much money he has 
in the bank. Mrs. Glass admires Leter- 
man’s faculty for turning the tables on 
people who call with something to sell 
him, and recalls with wonder the time 
a photographer came in to take Leter- 
man’s picture and left with sev- 
eral jars of nuts and an ap- 
pointment to take a life-insur- 
ance examination. 

At lunch Leterman is usual- 
ly host to three or four peo- 
ple in the Rainbow Room— 
often persons connected with 
stores that handle his prunes and Maca- 
damias, or police inspectors. Leterman 
used to ride horseback in Central Park 
regularly, and got acquainted with many 
of the Park’s mounted police. He has 
presented paid-up thousand-dollar poli- 
cies to over a hundred of them, several 
of whom have since become inspec- 
tors. Once, while riding with Sam Ro- 
soff, the subway builder, he sold Rosoff 

  

—Rosert Lax 

policies of $100,000 each for the latter’s 
two sons. In the afternoon Leterman 
may call on prospects or he may start 
a night club. Since giving up his pent- 
house, he has been leading a compara- 
tively quiet life. He no longer feels that 
he is a night club himself, so in order to 
keep from getting stodgy, he occasional- 

ly opens one. He has financed 
the Sixty Club, which used to be 
at the Ritz; the Midnight Sun, 
on Broadway, and others. He 
always loses money on_ these 
ventures. He also keeps lively 
by indulging his passion for first 
nights. He often takes Mrs. Glass 

to the theatre with him, impressing her 
on these occasions with the magnitude 
of his circle of acquaintances. “To go in 
any restaurant or theatre with him, it’s 
like being with Grover Whalen,” she 
says. 

Saturday afternoons he has a Turkish 
bath at the Biltmore, where he enjoys 
talking things over with a group that in- 
cludes Al Smith and Jack Kaplan, vice-
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“Will you please cease calling me Sevectie Pie in public?” 

president of Hearn’s. Sundays he break- 
fasts at the Fifty-eighth and Madison 
Schrafft’s, one of his biggest nut outlets. 
He does not know exactly what to do 
with himself on holidays, and on Sun- 
days he sometimes spends a few hours 
in his office, shuffling through papers 
and moving jars of nuts around. In 
February, on one of his rare vacations, 
he went to Miami with Jack Dempsey, 
whom he has described as “a hail man 
well met.” Leterman has never been 
to Europe. “I had that idea See Amer- 
ica First,” he explains. 

He is a clean-shaven, dapper man 
who has definite notions about clothes. 
He has his trousers made without back 
pockets, which he considers baggy, and 
without cuffs. “What good is a cuff?” 
he asks. “It only gathers dirt.” He al- 
so sees no point to having buttons on 
sleeves. He wears a single black pearl 
shirt stud with his dinner jacket and 
owns over sixty pairs of custom-made 
shoes, many of them rather extraordi- 
nary suéde and suéde-and-lizard mod- 

els. He feels that the individuality of 
his dress makes people curious about him 
and helps him sell nuts and insurance. 

Next to the theatre and his ward- 

robe, Leterman’s chief hobby is attend- 
ing court. The plight of people on trial 
makes him realize how well off he is 
and cheers him up. The fact that many 
courtrooms have a shabby appearance 
annoys him, and he sometimes tries to 
improve them. Visiting the Night Court 
on West Fifty-fourth Street a few years 
ago, he noticed that the drinking foun- 
tain was dilapidated and the water luke- 
warm. He bought a $150 electric cooler 

and sent it around with his compli- 
ments the next day. Leterman knows 
a good many of the judges and is occa- 
sionally allowed to sit on the bench with 
them. He has been active in several 
election campaigns for judges, raising 
and giving money. Last fall he was vice- 
chairman of the campaign committee to 
elect Justice Felix C. Benvenga. Leter- 
man’s candidates are always Democrats 
and they invariably get elected. 

Leterman lives at the Ambassador, 
in a suite with a fifty-foot terrace and 
a ping-pong table. He bought the table 
on an impulse one day when Marion 
Claire, an opera singer who was hav- 
ing lunch with him, casually said that 
she wanted to take off seven pounds 
by playing ping-pong. He immediately 

went to the phone and ordered a table 
so that he and Miss Claire could have 
a game that afternoon. He occasionally 
plays in the evening with Allan Leh- 
man and Harold Shattuck. Before mov- 
ing into the Ambassador, shortly after 
his return from Hawaii, he sold the 
hotel a group-insurance policy for its 
employees. Similarly, when he began 
dickering with Lawrence Kirkland, the 
Rockefeller Center renting agent, for 
office space in the R.C.A, Building, he 
sounded Mr. Kirkland out on the sub- 
ject of life insurance. Kirkland, a loyal 
Rockefeller Center employee, bought 
a $10,000 policy; Leterman signed the 
lease and presented him with a jar of 

nuts. —Grorrrey T. HELLMAN 

Other rewards offered...to “nonser- 
vice personnel afloat or ashore” are £50 
for information of movements of enemy 
warships including mine layers, £5 for 
position of mines, £1 for the first report 
of a mine washed ashore and £5 if it is 
“an especially interesting mine.’—Chris- 
tian Science Monitor. 

One that is full of chocolate pepper- 
mints, you mean?
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A COUNTESS FOR ERNESTO 
HILE the idea of being rich 
had often occupied my day- 
dream hours, I never gave much 

thought to its practical aspects until, 
during a recent vacation in Cuba, I 
met Ernesto. Ernesto was an owner- 
driver, as black as a Havana side street 
after nightfall. He had been chartered 
by my hostess, an American lady, who 
had rented a house just outside Havana. 
He owned a limousine, one of those 
large, elderly Lincolns you commonly 
associate with delicate widows and up- 
per Fifth Avenue. 

The exterior charms of this car were 
not overwhelming, but Father Divine 
would have snapped it up immediately 
if he had ever examined the inside of it. 
Bright chintz curtains edged with lace 

hung at the windows. The seats were 
covered with tapestry that might have 
come off baronial walls. The whole in- 
terior was strewn with pillows glitter- 
ing with semiprecious jewels, or what 
appeared to be semiprecious jewels. 
Above each of the folding seats was a 
fresh tropical flower in a glass vial, and 
on the floor were hooked rugs so gay 
and dainty that you wanted to slip off 
your shoes, Japanese fashion, when you 
stepped in, 

Ernesto was justly proud of his car, 
all the more because it had once served 
an English duke and a consul gen- 
eral. I never learned the nationality 
of the latter, who, in Ernesto’s opin- 
jon, had been the ranking diplomat of 
his era. It did not take me long to 
discover, however, that the use of this 
dazzling equipage was strictly re- 
served for ladies and gentlemen of 
whom Ernesto felt he could ap- 
prove socially. 

“J only drive for millionaires,” 
he said to me a day or so after my 
arrival. 

This surprised me, for I knew 
that my hostess, while comfortably 
fixed, wasn’t a millionaire. I was 
really jolted when Ernesto said 
to me calmly, “Youre a million- 
aire, too.” I was beginning to 
think that, because of some quaint 
Cuban superstition, he assumed 
all American visitors to be million- 
aires when I found that he was an 
American himself. He had migrated 
from Montgomery, Alabama, in 
1915. His name had once, presum- 
ably, been Ernest, and if he had a 
last name it was as mysterious and 
secret as the source of his finan- 
cial information. Most of his own 

wealth, outside the car, must have been 
invested in his gold teeth, which were 
numerous and large. 

ONE of the people in our house- 
party had any fundamental ob- 

jection to being called millionaires, but 
it was difficult to live up to Ernesto’s ex- 
pectations. When we went to Wool- 
worth’s to pick up a few postcards, we 
felt guilty, knowing how much it em- 
barrassed Ernesto to park his car in front 
of the place. We sent him out one day 
to buy a case of ordinary rum for cock- 
tail use, and he turned up with cobwebby 
nectar fifty years old, wrapped in gold 
leaf and far too precious to be mixed 
with the juice of even the most tender- 
ly nurtured limes. Then there was the 
question of a uniform. It would hardly 
do, Ernesto explained to my hostess, for 
him to drive us down the Prado dressed 
in just any old outfit; her prestige would. 
suffer. Given some money, Ernesto re- 
appeared after a short time in a blue 
serge suit with a complicated bi-swing 
sports back, a white-and-gold yachts- 
man’s cap, and a pair of heavy brown 
gloves. The gloves puzzled us, in view 
of the hot weather, until, driving 
through town, we noticed that Ernesto 

‘was wearing only one. It was on his left 
hand, and when he signalled, this hand. 
was exposed to the envious and plebeian 
gaze of chauffeurs less fortunately cir- 
cumstanced. 

Our habit of going to the public beach, 
which had the nicest stretch of sand for 
sun-bathing, caused Ernesto to exhibit 

  

minute but noticeable signs of disap- 
proval and so disheartened him that 
he began to omit breaking out his left- 
hand glove. As for our patronizing mar- 
kets and bars, he must have consoled 
himself with the thought that this was 
simply slumming. In Ernesto’s eyes, 
the only proper thing for people like 
us to do was to head straight for the 
gambling tables of the Casino, lugging 
suitcases full of our casually acquired 
millions. 

F it hadn’t been for Vincent Astor, 
we might have lost caste with Er- 

nesto irretrievably. Just when his 
suspicions of our quality were at their 
deepest, Mr. Astor showed up on the 
Nourmahal with a small party of friends. 
Through an acquaintance, my hostess 
and her guests were invited aboard 
for tea. Ernesto’s shoulders shot back 
a good three inches when he heard 
this news. For the occasion, he put on 
a drab gray suit we had not seen be- 
fore. 

“The consul general gave it to me,” 
he explained on the way to the dock. 
The consul general appeared to have 
been a man considerably shorter than 
Ernesto and rather careless in his feed- 
ing habits. 
When we got out of the car, Ernesto 

asked me to try hard to remember whom 
I met on board, so that he could com- 
pare notes with his waterfront cronies. 
We sped off in the yacht’s launch and 
left him standing on the dock, quivering 
with pride. 

On our return a few hours later, Er- 
nesto settled us with elaborate deference 

among his pillows and rugs. Then, 
after putting the car in gear, he 
looked back over his shoulder. “Was 
the Countess di Zoppola on board?” 
he whispered. 

I said that I had been introduced 
to a lady of that name. 

“I knew it, I knew it,” said 
Ernesto, nearly running down a 
banana peddler in his excitement. “T 
always wore this suit for the Duke, 
and now I’ve worn it for the Count- 
ess, too. Yeah. Yeah.” 

We drove a few minutes in 
silence. Ernesto’s face wore a wide, 
approving grin. “You millionaires!” 
he said. “You millionaires!” 

From that time on he treated us 
with dogged respect, and when he 
imperiously waved a small boy off 
our running board as we approached 
the public beach a few days later, I 
noticed that he had his left glove 
on. —E. J. Kaun, Jr.



TISTEN, BEAUTIFUL. You girls will have to pedal 
E fast to stay on the magazine covers. Look at 
those lines. Look at that body! 

“And remember, it’s not just pulchritude that 
makes a fellow fall for De Soto. It’s got a lot you 
haven’t got—and a lot J haven’t got—in my 
1937 car. Like statistics?—listen: 

“There’s a 12234’ wheelbase—seats are 51’’ 
wide front and back. Doors full-width at bottom 
for easier entrance and exit. More glass area for 

a better view. Performance? 100 thrilling horse- 
power! There again, De Soto has you ladies lashed 
to a park bench. 

“Here’s a tip: for a popularity-builder, I'll ree- 
ommend that 1940 Glamour Car any day. Round 
up the family and go see your De Soto dealer. 
He'll give you a good deal on the one car with 39 
features you don’t have now.” De Soro Division 
or Curyster Corporation, Detroit, Michigan. 

MAJOR BOWES’ HOUR, C.B.S., THURS., 9-10 P.M. E.D.S.T. 

 



32. 

THE PLAYWRIGHTS’ COMPANY and 
THE THEATRE GUILD present 

ALFRED LYNN 
LUNT ana FONTANNE in 
ROBERT E. SHERWOOD’S New Play 

“THERE SHALL BE NO NIGHT” 
ALVIN Theatre, 250 W. 52 St. COL 5-4114 

Evgs. 8:30—$1.10 to $3.30. Mats. Thurs. & Sat. 2:30 

DWIGHT DEERE WIMAN presents 
JACK MARTA ‘SHIRLEY 

HALEY - EGGERT - ROSS 
wn RODGERS and HART’S 
4 Newest Musical Comedy 

with 
“LEIF ERICKSON & LEE DIXON 

SHUBERT THEA. W. 44th St._ Cl.   
“IMMENSELY FUNNY" 
says Atkinson in Times of 

LADY.IN WANG ‘with ALAN NAPIEI 
MARTIN BECK Theatre, 5th St 

‘Mats. Wed. & Sat. 

SAM H. HARRIS presents 

“THE MAN WHO 
CAME TO DINNER 
“By MOSS HART © GEORGES.KAUFMAN 

with MONTY WOOLLEY 
MUSIC BOX, 45 St_W. of B’way—Mats, Thurs. & Sat. 

B. G. De SYLVA prevents 

BertLAHR Ethel MERMAN 
In a Now Musical Comedy 

DU BARRY WAS A LADY 
COLE PORTER sones 

with BETTY GRABLE—BENNY BAKER 
AG 8h. THEA-,M. of Bway, Cl. 96-6075 

Eve. 0:30. “Mats. Wed. & Sat. 230 

JOHN 

BARRYMORE “gi 
“MY DEAR CHILDREN”. 

E—Aith St. E. of Bway 
Matinees WED. and SAT., at 230 

OLSEN & JOHNSONS NEW 

HELLZ«POPPIN MINTER GARDEN: 2no YEAR 

BROADWAY fats. Wed! “Asst 
Additional Theatre Advertising on page 35     

LETTER FROM PARIS 
Aprit 28 (BY CABLE) 

CAPTAIN named André 
A Chamson, who in civil life was 

a writer of the desperately hon- 
est, introspective school of André Gide, 
has produced the first fine book about 

the war. Called “Quatre Mois,” it is the 
subjective journal of a liaison officer dur- 
ing the first four months of the war 
in which nothing happened, because, 
as Chamson writes, “Hitler 
thought he would have us as 
he had the Social Democrats— 
without fighting. He awaits the 
disintegration of the last man. 
But here around me the world 
is full of men.” ‘The book may 
remain unique, for that phase 
of the war may end at any moment, as 
Chamson—like a sentry saying to him- 
self, again and again, “I must not fall 

asleep” —remarks repeatedly in his diary. 
Chamson, once a pacifist, wrote down 

his thoughts late at night in Army 
Headquarters, after daily missions to ad- 
vanced posts in his sector. “The de- 
fence of culture,” he concludes, “Gs a 
slogan; the defence of the sources of 
culture is a reality.” The sources of cul- 
ture for him are the peasants and the 
soil and the past of France. It never 
matters much where France is going at 
the moment, he thinks, but it is essential 
that she go her own way “with her peas~ 
ant’s stride—reasonable and balanced, 
even in her fury.” Any proposal that 
she be subordinated to a government of 
crackbrained gangsters appears to him 
and his comrades—peasant soldiers, offi- 
cers, and intellectuals who are for the 
most part the sons of peasants—as an 
unthinkable outrage. The book, judging 
by what one hears from soldiers on 
leave, appears to be an accurate reflec- 
tion of sentiment in the army zone. Since 
even a Hitler cannot remain oblivious to 
facts forever, we will probably soon see 
the end of the German peace offensive. 
‘The next offensive will be the real thing. 

EOPLE here spent most of last 
week expecting a German attack on 

Sweden—which seems to have been ad- 
journed until the ice breaks up in the 
Gulf of Bothnia—and trying to recon- 
struct operations in Norway on the ba- 
sis of extreniely skimpy bulletins. This 
made for good business on the terraces 
of cafés like Weber’s, where Parisians 
go to read their newspapers. Most res- 
taurants are carefully observing the law 
against serving hard liquor on Tuesdays, 
‘Thursdays, and Saturdays, but Amer- 
icans with a nostalgia for the nineteen- 

  

twenties would be delighted with some 

of the smaller places where cognac is 
served illegally in coffee cups. 

The food restrictions, at no time dras- 
tic, are, if anything, easing up. Mon- 
days, Tuesdays, and Wednesdays are 
officially meatless, but triperie, which 
means things like liver and sweetbreads, 

is not regarded as meat on Tuesdays, 
pork is considered a meatless dish on 

Wednesdays, and poultry, 
game, and baby lamb are not 
thought of as meat at all. 
Furthermore, the govern- 
ment has lately announced 
that it is all right to serve 
beef, veal, and mutton in the 
form of stews and croquettes 

on Mondays. Before that, restaurateurs 
had been throwing away what beef, 
veal, and mutton was left from Sunday 
—an unanticipated result of the food- 
conservation policy. 

‘The police took a house-to-house cen- 
sus on the night of April 2nd as a basis 
for issuing food cards, but nothing has 
been heard of the cards since. There 
is some speculation about what the cards 
will restrict if they are issued. An ear- 
ly report was that bread would be the 
first food rationed, but there has been 
official assurance that no limits will be 
put on bread until the next harvest, 
and none even then if the harvest is 
fair or better. Now people are saying 
it’s sugar that’s to be rationed, but there 
doesn’t seem to be any shortage of sug- 
ar, either. Housewives are complaining 
about prices of meat, but not about its 
scarcity. It is probable that there will 
be some firm regulation of prices soon. 

‘HE furtive individuals who used 
to sell postcards on the Place de 

la Concorde have disappeared with the 
tourists. The Germans made an attempt 
to fill this lack in Paris life, as they con- 
ceive it to be, by bombarding the sub- 
urbs last Monday night with postcards 
which, when held up to the light, showed 
a British Tommy embracing a nude 
French girl. The moment was chosen 
with the usual German sense of the 
apropos, for all the newsreel theatres at 
the time were showing pictures of the 
battle of Narvik and the debarkation of 
British troops in Norway. ‘The postcard 
planes were received by two anti-aircraft 
batteries, the lighter pieces sounding at 
a distance like a brisk barber stropping a 
razor, and the heavier ones suggesting 
the artillery in Hollywood productions. 
It was a warm, moonlit night, the anti- 
aircraft men took the opportunity to
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gorgeous Cadillac-Fleetwood, “Why 
do they call it the Sixty Special? What has 
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pass on to you the owner’s reply because 
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The ride is not just smooth—it’s the 
steadiest, easiest motion on four wheels. 

Driving isn’t merely easy —it’s the next 
thing to automatic. And engine perform- 

ance is beyond belief. Power- 
dive acceleration, and smooth, 

silent. effortless action at 
every speed put you in a holi- 
day mood each time you take 
the wheel. @ Try it. You'll 

find that driving a Sixty 
Special is the most glori- 
ous experience in motoring! 
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GONE WITH 
THE WIND 

While this engagement is limited, 
GWTW will not be shown except at 
advanced prices . . . at least until 1941. 
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try out a few rockets and a couple of 
searchlights, and people in the streets ap- 
peared to enjoy the show immensely. 

UBLIC sympathy shifts from one 
colony of resident foreigners to an- 

other with each new scene of warfare. 
In October, the Poles were the darlings 
of the town and one heard only Chopin 
on the radio; next, the Finns, represent- 
ed on the air by Sibelius and in person by 
a daughter of Marshal Mannerheim, 
held the centre of attention. Now, of 
course, it is the Norwegians, and Sigrid 
Undset has become overnight a cele- 
brated lady in France, while the Royalist 
press is whooping it up for King Haakon 
and carefully avoiding reference to his 
brother, the King of Denmark. In the 
last few days, Parisian Swedes have been 
considerately regarded as martyrs-elect. 
The Swedes are not exactly cheerful 
about this form of attention, but they 
say that they are sure their country will 
not knuckle down to Germany and that 
the Swedish Army and Navy will put 
up a fight. 

The Czechs have been here so long 
that they are somewhat in a shadow, and 
the French Rightist Press occasionally 
hints that the restoration of the Haps- 
burgs to the throne of a Danubian Fed- 
eration might be a good idea. The 
members of the Czech National Coun- 
cil grin when they read these sugges- 
tions. They are quiet, persistent fellows 
and will undoubtedly get what they 
wantin theend. —A. J. Lresiine 

INFATUATION WITH SOUND OF 
OWN WORDS DEPARTMENT 

[From “Royal Highness,” by 
Thomas Mann] 

He stuck his short rounded_underlip 
a little forward, and sucked it lightly 
against the upper one. —Page 43. 

».. protruded his short rounded under- 
lip and sucked it lightly against the upper 

one. —Page 99. 
ssand he sucked his short rounded 

lower lip against the upper. —Page 114. 
...stuck his short round underlip out, 

sucking with it gently against the upper 

  

one. —Page 129. 
sssand he sucked his underlip against 

his upper. —Page 133. 
..- while he sucked his short, rounded 

lower lip against the upper. —Page 145. 
Albrecht had sucked his lower lip softly 

against the upper. —Page 179. 
...sucking his lower lip against the 

upper. —Page 257. 
cand sucked at his upper lip. 

—Page 266. 
He sucked gently with his lower lip 

against his upper. —Page 314. 
‘Albrecht sucked most proudly at his 

upper lip. —Page 317. 
.+.Wwho sucked quietly at his upper lip. 

—Page 336.     
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Brooks Atkinson, N.Y. Times    
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OF ALL THINGS 
E cannot tell whether or not 

W there is any truth in the Nazis’ 
story that the British were plan- 

ning to invade Norway with the con- 
sent of the Oslo government. All we 
know is that it would have been a sound 
idea. 

° 

Herr von Ribbentrop had some kind 
words to say about Sweden. It was pos- 
sible to infer from this that the Swedes 
would not become warmongers for a 
week or ten days. 

All tenderhearted people must sym- 
pathize with Mussolini in his painful po- 
sition. Circumstances compel him to sit 
on the fence and keep both ears to the 
ground. 

Tt is becoming clearer every day that 
most of our voters would like to see a 
campaign between Roosevelt and Dew- 
ey. The gentlemen who manage these 
matters will therefore do their best to 
give us a couple of other fellows. 

° 

Rear Admiral Taussig has found few 
customers for his idea that we must 
have a war with Japan. If there is any- 
thing our people would rather keep out 
of than a war, it is two wars. 

The President will be off on a speak- 
ing tour while the G. O. P. is meeting 
in Philadelphia. He will be back in time 
for the Chicago convention, however, 
in case anybody wants to ask him any- 
thing. 

. 

Henry Ford believes that the war 
will not amount to much because it is 
“artificial.” Still, some artificial prod- 
ucts last quite a while—including motor- 
cars, 

e 

Dispatches from Texas indicate that 
the Fergusons constitute a serious threat 
to Governor O’Daniel. It seems there 
is an ideological conflict between “Ma” 
and “Pags-the-Biscuits Pappy.” 

The president of the National Res- 
taurant Association says that guests have 
begun to figure on tablecloths, as they 
did in pre-depression times. Happy days 
are here again, at least for laundries. 

—Howarp BruBakER



LETTER FROM ENGLAND 
STRATFORD-UPON-Avon, 

ApRIL 22 

HE people of Stratford-upon- 
Avon (some of them simply say 
“on-Avon,” but the sticklers al- 

ways make it “upon”’) are proud of the 
fact that outwardly their town has not 
been much altered by the war. It is 
quite on the cards that raiders aiming 
for Birmingham might get to Stratford 
by mistake, but so far the only 

sandbags in the town are those 
piled against the windows of 
the room where the most val- 
uable items of the Shakespear- 
iana collection have been 
stored for the duration. The 
local blackout, however, is so 
complete that it would be difficult to spot 
the town at night; Shakespeare and his 
contemporaries, accustomed to doing 
without street lights, would be able to 
get around in this new, murky Strat- 
ford better than the present inhabitants. 
Stumbling cautiously along in the dark- 
ness beside the little timbered houses, 
one can easily imagine what the town 
was like at night in Shakespeare’s time, 
if one can forget about the radios, which 
make the lattice windows all down the 
streets quiver with the boomings of the 
nine-o’clock news. Troops are  sta- 
tioned nearby and occasionally a lorry 
packed with tough, licentious soldiery, 
all cheerfully roaring “Roll Out the 
Barrel,” goes bucketing along the main 
street, but on Saturday mornings, when 
the Morris 10’s are parked fender to 
fender along the curbs and housewives 
potter placidly in and out of the well- 
stocked shops, it’s hard to remember 
that a war is on. 

CTUALLY there have been many 
changes. One in ten of the pop- 

ulation is serving in the fighting or the 
civil-defence services. Mothers and chil- 
dren have been evacuated hither from 
Birmingham, and the dropping of the 
first bomb on London is scheduled to 
bring an even more formidable invasion, 
for which preparations have been made. 
By now it seems to be an open secret 
(Lord Hawhaw announced it long ago 
in the English radio news from Ham- 
burg) that one of the government de- 
partments will move to Stratford if the 
raids start. Some people tell you that it 
will be the Treasury, others are con- 
vinced that Parliament will arrive in a 
body and sit in the handsome Memorial 
Theatre, while a third report has it that 

it will not be a government department 
at all but the King and Queen, although 

  

the upholders of this theory don’t ex- 
plain why the royal évacués should pick 
Stratford instead of one of their many 
country residences—Windsor, for in- 
stance, with its elegant air-raid shelters. 
The honest citizens of Stratford are per- 
turbed by the possibility of receiving such 
an honor, whatever form it may take, 
since bombers might find the distin- 
guished visitors irresistibly tempting, but 

at the moment the natives are 
worrying far less about such 
risks than about the threatened 
messing up of their summer 
Festival Season. 

The occupants of all the big 
country houses round about 
have received notice from the 

government to keep rooms ready for a 
sudden influx of civil servants; every 
hotel in Stratford, except the Falcon 
and the Swan’s Nest, has been closed 
down in anticipation of the mysterious 
newcomers. The Shakespeare Hotel is 
a sad sight, with a notice tacked to its 
door saying that it’s been requisitioned 
by the government and cobwebs col- 
lecting round its dirty windowpanes, 
through which you can see furniture 
stacked forlornly under dust sheets and 
fires burning, presumably lit by care- 
takers to keep the Tudor damp at bay 
for the bureaucrats. To date the only 
material evidence of an intended oc- 
cupation has been the arrival of a vast 
quantity of wastepaper baskets, after 
which the authorities’ ideas on furnish- 
ing apparently gave out. It’s rumored 
that a gentleman from Whitehall was 
seen at the Arden Hotel the other day 
gravely making an inventory of the rose- 
bushes. Since, like everyone else, civil 
servants must eat, Stratford tradesmen 
feel that the invasion would not be so 
bad if only it would start, but if things 
go on as they are, with tourist trade at a 
standstill, the townspeople are resigned 
to saying goodbye temporarily to the 
prosperity that the hundred thousand 
visitors a year used to bring them in the 
piping days of peace. 

However, the Festival is to open as 
usual this spring, and the natives tell 
you hopefully that they don’t see why 
it shouldn’t be a success, since there will 
be no competition from foreign attrac- 
tions such as Salzburg, always provided, 
of course, that there’s somewhere to put 
the visitors if they do come. Everyone 
hopes that if no trouble has started by 
the time the Festival gets under way, 
the government will relent and allow a 
few more hotels to open up. Natural- 
ly, there won’t be any Americans this 
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Pickles 
make these 

three dishes! 
‘EINZ Fresh Cucumber Pickle— 
the cool-green, crunchy old- 

fashioned kind—is the making of 
many a dish! It’s prepared from 
Heinz Vinegar and rare spices — 
according to a treasured recipe. 
Order a big, “bargain” jar from your 

“grocer and try the delicious, “differ- 
ent” pickle specialties described 

          

      

       
    

    

  

Fr? Cucumber Pickle is an inspiration 
to tasty cooking and good eating. 

2 CROUSTADE FOR A CROWD. Cutall the 
crust from a whole loaf of bread. 

Hollow, then brush loaf with melted 
butter. Brown in oven. Fill with tuna 
fish, salmon or chicken salad. Across the 
top arrange crisp, inviting slices of Heinz 
Fresh Cucumber Pickle—for extra tang 
and distinction! 

1 HOW TO DEVIL A SLICE OF ROAST BEEF— 

(leftover or delicatessen). Blend % cup 
of Heinz Pure Olive Oil, 3 tbs. eac 
Heinz Brown Mustard and Heinz Wor- 
cestershire. Into this piquant mixture, 
dip sliced meat. Roll in cracker crumbs. 
Brown in fat. Garnish with plenty of 
Heinz Fresh Cucumber Pickle. 

  

GRILLED PICKLE SNACKS. Toast bread 

on one side. Spread untoasted side 
with Heinz Prepared Yellow Mustard. 

Cover with sliced tongue. Top with four 
slices Heinz Fresh Cucumber Pickle. 
Cover with slice of American cheese. 
Bake in moderate oven till cheese melts. 
Eat while hot—and scrumptious! 

HEINZ 
FRESH CUCUMBER 

PICKLE 
FROM AN OLD-FASHIONED RECIPE 

ts 
A ene 

CUCUMBER 
PICKLE 
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year, Stratford people say sadly. The old 
lady who shows you around Harvard 
House is particularly wistful about this, 
because she likes to get a nice lot of 
Harvard men’s names in the visitors’ 
book. Last September she completed one 
of her famous patchwork quilts for an 
American who never turned up to col- 
lect it, and the quilt is still waiting, done 
up in mothballs in a Jacobean chest 
under a photograph of Marie Corelli, 
who was a great patron of Stratford. 
A slightly malicious biography of Miss 
Corelli which has just appeared fasci- 
nates people here, who well remember 
her being rowed picturesquely on the 
Avon in her black gondola. 

HE bar of the Falcon is the gayest 
place in Stratford from six o’clock 

onward. There are generally plenty of 
uniforms on hand, both plain and fancy 
—it was one of the Hore-Belisha inno- 
vations to permit officers and privates to 
drink at the same bar. A couple of act- 
ors in Teddy-bear coats, who are recog- 
nizable by everyone as last year’s Lear 
and Leontes, are likely to be having a 
drink with the proprietor and admir- 
ing his pet fox. Anyone sufficiently fam- 
ous who stops in there is presumably 
on his way to dine with Sir Archibald 
Flower, Stratford’s indefatigable friend, 
who once toured the United States 
getting together the money to build the 
Memorial Theatre here, and who be- 
lieves that people are going to want 
Shakespeare more than ever in 1940. 
It’s taken for granted that celebri- 
ties visiting Stratford will stay with the 
Flowers, just as travelling royaltiés in 
London automatically look in at Buck 
ingham Palace. 

Greateorp has had only one air-raid 
warning, a short false alarm that 

was sounded on Christmas Eve and 
sturdily ignored by everyone. Incident- 
ally, the Stratford Year Book lists the 
Air Raid Precautions headquarters al- 
phabetically right next to Anne Hatha- 
way’s Cottage. 

—Mo tute Panter-DowneEs 

“History has many curious and 
circuitous passages,” he said. “Many 
winding stairways which return 
upon themselyes—but none, I think, 
more curious than the turn of time 
which brings the Great Charter of 
monies by locking Magna Charta in 
existing Magna Chartas, on all of 
gallery from the two great charters 
of American freedom.” —Boston Her- 
ald. 

Damn this staircase, anyway!
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Others eat five olives be- 

fore the flavor excites life- 

long devotion. 

Sometimes smokers enjoy the 

first all-Virginia cigarettes they 

ever savored. Yet ordinarily it takes 

a package ortwo of VirginiaRounds 

to reveal to a smoker that here is 

the pinnacle of smoking pleasure 

—the true taste of tobacco undi- 

luted with foreign blends. 

Englishmen and women, with the 

world’s tobacco to choose from, 

smoke all-Virginia cigarettes. 

IRGINIA ROUNDS | 
CIGARETTES g 

PAIL CR SCL     

CAN'T WE CRY A LITTLE? 
NNA ARDELL’s secretary met the 

committee from the broadcast- 
ing company in the alleyway of 

the theatre. The matinée was not quite 
over and they stopped to smoke and con- 
fer. 

“Are you sure she won’t be too tired 
to see us after the matinée?” asked 
young Mr. Hartley, the program direc- 
tor. “We want to catch her in her best 
humor.” 

The secretary, an amiable, bald 
young man, shook his head. “Anna is 
very interested,” he said. “Anna has 
been interested in radio for a long time. 
You'll find her very easy to talk to.” 

“Perhaps you’d better tell Mr. Cas- 
lon just what we had in mind,” sug- 
gested Mr. Drew, an important radio 
official who had been drafted for pres- 
tige purposes. They had, as usual, em- 
barked on this conference with the very 
vaguest of ideas in mind. The young 
program director, however, was not dis- 
concerted. 

“No use in wasting Mr. Caslon’s 
time,” he said suavely. “We’ll have to 
explain our ideas all over to Anna. We 
want her as guest, to climax a series of 
guest stars in fifteen-minute skits. Mr. 
Benton here is our writer, and he has 
several ideas for skits for Miss Ardell. 
Mr. Brown produces the series. Mr. 
Drew, of course, you know.” 

The secretary nodded understand- 
ingly, as if he had received very illumi- 
nating information. Sounds of applause 
burst through the walls, and an usher 
opened the side entrance beside them, 
indicating the end of the matinée. 

“All T suggest is this,” the secretary 
said hastily. “Give her four ideas. Make 

the first historical—she hates that. Then 
give her two more bad ones. Save the 
one you want till the end. And remem- 
ber, she will want to do her old vaude- 
ville routine—you remember the clown- 
ing waitress in ‘Dare I Care??? 
Unless you can think of some 
way of getting round her.” 

The matinée audience burst 
through the doors now, their 

faces still wreathed in their 
bought happiness. Mr. Drew, 
Mr. Benton, Mr. Brown, and 
Mr. Hartley tossed away their cigarettes 
and hastened after Mr. Caslon through 
the stage door. 

“Tell everyone Miss Ardell is in 
conference,” the secretary instructed the 
doorman, and led the way upstairs to 
the star’s dressing room. At the door 
he turned back with a reassuring smile 
to the others. “You'll find Anna very 

  

easy to talk to,” he said. “As a matter 
of fact, Anna is extremely interested in 
radio. Of course, what she really wants 
is her own show, not just these guest 
shots.” 

The broadcasting committee looked 
at one another. Mr. Caslon rapped ten- 
derly on the dressing-room door. “Oh, 
Anna!” he called. “Anna dear, it’s the 
radio people!” 

“Come in!” cried a well-trained 
voice, and there was Miss Ardell, seated 
at her dressing table. She whipped out 
a smile of welcome, and at the same 
time her busy eyes appraised the dele- 
gation from the broadcasting compan: 

“We want you for a sketch, 
Ardell,” said “Mr. Hartley, briskly. 
“Now, all we want is some idea of what 
you'd like to do. Mr. Benton here does 
most of our comedy skits.” 

Anna’s eyes stripped Mr. Benton’s 
rather large head of any comic talents 
and dismissed it. She flung out her long, 
slender, much-photographed hands in 
an appealing gesture. 

“Must we laugh?” 
“Can’t we cry a little?” 

The committee looked baffled. Mr. 
Drew was inspired to handle this emer- 
gency. 

“Miss Ardell is quite right,” he said. 
“There is far, far too much woe in the 
world today for an artist to laugh. In 
fact, that was just what we were dis- 
cussing before we came in. Mr. Hart- 
ley, our program director, will tell you 
the idea we had for you.” 

Mr. Hartley took a cigarette from a 
silver box. “May I?” he said, and lit it 
with a thoughtful air. “Suppose I just 
follow the routine we have at the office,” 
he said. 

Miss Ardell clasped her hands under 
her chin and gazed at him with the 
eager expectancy of a child. 

“Suppose I toss out an idea and then 
the others shoot it full of 
holes. How’s that? All right, 
here goes. The idea is this— 
it’s a pure American theme, 
something that all of our lis- 
teners will cheer for—that is, 
it’s a scene in which Martha 
Washington, in her bedroom 

at midnight, writes down in her diary her 
secret thoughts just before George takes 
office. Her hopes, her fears, her aspira~ 
tions for the new country, you sec.” 

Miss Ardell twisted her fingers over 
her knee, gave up the gesture as in- 
adequate, and flung her hands out as if 
she were quite through with the pair of 
them. “But the public does not think 

   

she pleaded.



  

   

  

     
“Well, jumpin’ Jimminy .. thereyou go again !1 
giveyou a nice sweet kiss and zwoosh you're 
heading for the woods in a haywire hook, 
fading like a dead duck. Last time you 
sliced. Listen, I’m not asking for eagles... 

  

Permanent balance. Like the world-famous 
Spalding power balls, vor and past, the 
new novpte nor has Spalding’s exclu- 
sive True Solution Center. 100% liquid. 
No minerals to settle and throw it off 

balance. Saves your game from unde- 
served hooks and slices. 
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try to take it out on your hide? No! 
But if ’'m even just the least touch 
off... blooie—your cover looks like 
Ld slugged you with a meat axe...” 

Look at that compression! nownre nor is 
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“Oh, hello Mac, Gee, I’m ready to...” Mac the Pro: “Whoa! 
Your form’s okay. Here, next round, play this noczi 
vor, New kind of ball—toughest Spalding’s ever made. 
Distance? This baby’s shot full of it. And straight! 
She'll never giveyou those undeserved hooks and slices...” 

  

  

  

How are you hitting ’em?_ Here’s Bobby Jones of our re- 
search staff caught by Spalding’s high-speed camera. 
Studies of multi-flash photos like this have led to re- 

cent important developments in Spalding clubs as well 
as the new novnte vor ball. Your Pro will show you 
how these improvements can help your game. 
© A. G. SPALDING & BROS. DIVISION OF SPALDING SALES CORP.



42 

Paware frves 
The Towers is a simple tale of detached and tranquil 
living...each home as independent of its neighbors 
as if it were suspended alone in mid-air...planned 

and decorated in your favorite period. uch a 

home as you yourself would build and cherish, 

minus the burdens of ownership...yours the luxury 
and the comfort...ours the cost and the care! 

From the private street entrance to the private 

foyer, the Concierge Bureau of The Towers of The 

Waldorf-Astoria is secretary to your outside con- 
tacts and is the efficient custodian of Private Lives. 

  

THE INIMITABLE 

DWIGHT FISKE 
IN HIS STORIES AT THE PIANO 

AFTER THE THEATRE in the 
Cafe Lounge ond Snack Bor 

EMILE 
PETTI 

and his 
Orchestra 

Return from the 
Everglades Club 
in Palm Beach 

THE COCKTAIL HOUR 
DANCING Daily and Sunday and After the Theatre 
SNACK BAR Luncheon and Dinner Daily and Sunday 

YO) pearl 
Cama Ue OMCs 

  

  

SHO MAKES YOUR MOUTH WATER 
Virginia folks know there’s no taste 
sensation like the flavor of ROCKING. 
HAM SMOKED TURKEY—aristocrat of 
turkeys, raised in the sunshine of the 
blue-grass country, smoked over the 
flames of Virginia hickory logs and brought 
to you ready to eat. Serve hot as well as cold. 
Deliciously different. Weigh 6 to 16 Ibs., cost 

‘only $1.25 a pound, express prepaid. 
if your order’ to Rockingham 
Marketers, Dept. A, Harrisonburg, 

    

of me as that sort of national figure,” 
she protested, her pretty brow distorted 
into a frown. “Martha Washington 
played by Anna Ardell? No, no, no. 
It’s all wrong. It would be too big a 
change for me. After all, I ama comedi- 
enne. The public thinks of me as a 
comedienne. I don’t think my man- 
ager and secretary, Mr. Caslon here, 
would even permit me to, would you, 

Cassie?” 

“Frankly, gentlemen,” said Mr. Cas- 
lon, dutifully, “I would rather not have 
Anna appear in that sort of thing.” 

“Tell Miss Ardell your idea, Mr. 
Benton,” the program director said. “As 
a matter of fact, Mr. Benton worked 
on a sketch for you on the Coast last 
year.” 

“Really?” Miss Ardell turned now 
to Mr. Benton. It was his turn to search 
for a cigarette, light it, and assume an 
air of easy control. He began to outline 
a story about a willful, spoiled Southern 
belle, but he was interrupted. 

“She sounds like such an unpleasant, 
such a frightfully unpleasant charac- 
ter,” Miss Ardell said. “I couldn’t— 

really, Mr. Benton, I couldn’t! I mean 
it just wouldn’t be me. I’m not a cat, 
Pm not a Southern belle. Pm just 
Annie Ardell, a little girl from home. 
Really, P’'m a very simple person.” 

“Had you some idea, Mr. Drew?” 
the secretary asked, while Mr. Benton 
stammered an apology. 

“I don’t recall doing any sketches 
on the air in Los Angeles,” Miss Ar- 
dell said to him, knitting her eyebrows. 
“You're sure you did them for me, M. 
Benton?” : 

‘The secretary turned to her. “Some 
material was submitted that we didn’t 
like, Anna dear. Both times you end- 
ed up with the routine from ‘Dare I 
Care??? 

“Mr. Drew,” said the program di- 
rector loudly, “I believe you had a sug- 
gestion to submit.” 

Mr. Drew was the oldest, best- 

dressed, and suavest of the callers, and 
it was obvious that he was highest in 
authority. Anna’s eyes, a faded-overall 
blue, rested on him. “I have such faith 
in the radio,” she said wistfully. “There 
are so many, many things one can do 
there. Big things—things so terribly, 
terribly worth while. These usual little 
sketches—Martha Washington, Queen 
Victoria, divorced-wife stuff, Southern 
belle”—she did not look at Mr. Ben- 
ton, but he blushed properly—‘they all 
seem so dreadfully trivial, so—do you 
see what I mean?—so commonplace. 
When you think of—I mean, what 
really, truly can be done by a person— 
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oh, I don’t mean me, not me, neces- | 
sarily, but by some big artist, a truly 
great artist, one with vision, you know.” 

She threw up the hands again prettily 
and then clasped them in laughing ex- 
citement. “But I mustn’t be so serious 
about it. And it’s you people who know 
best, after all. It’s your business.” 

“No, no,” protested Mr. Drew. “It’s 
you and artists like you who make radio. 
Now, take Baby Snooks—” 

“Amusing, delightful, of course,” 
said Miss Ardell with a pained smile, 
“but P’'m not a Baby Snooks, Mr. Drew. 
If you knew me, you would know that 
it is the little sad things, just tiny lit- 
tle things, really, that move me most. 
Laugh, yes. But tears—aren’t they im- 
portant, Mr. Drew?” 

“Then why not do ‘Old Rose’?” de- 
manded Mr. Drew. “Tell her about 
‘Old Rose, Hartley. Its a script we 
just bought.” 

“A beautiful script,” said the program 
director. “Old Rose is an old scrub- 
woman. We use Strauss waltzes for 

musical bridges and break up the story 
at five points in her life...” 

   

  

HEN he finished, Miss Ardell’s 
eyes were moist. “So very hum- 

ble,” she said. “And so really good. Just 
the simple life of a very good person, 
isn’t it?” 

“Tt’s perfect for you,” ventured Mr. 
Drew. 

“And she is poor?” 
asked. 

“Very poor,” the program director 
assured her. 

“But she thinks she has been wicked 
to enjoy life so much,” Mr. Brown said. 
“Sunshine, flowers, trees, birds—she 
thinks she has been rich in these and en- 

joyed them more than others.” 
“Sweet!” said Miss Ardell, winking 

back tears. “Oh, I must do that! Cassie 
dear, it’s exactly what I have been look- 
ing for. Now, now, you see? All we 
needed was to talk it over.” 

The broadcasting committee rose as 
their hostess leaped to her feet and 
clasped all their hands warmly. Mr. 
Caslon bowed to them. There wasa busy 
interchange of cigarettes and matches 
and the usual difficulty in organizing 
for departure. Miss Ardell tucked her 
arm through Mr. Caslon’s. 

“Oh, Cassie, i's good! It’s good!” 
she cried softly. “Five different char- 
acters, really, and all so moving, don’t 
you see? It does something to you. Even 
the title, ‘Old Rose.’ ” 

“Tt gets you,” Mr. Caslon agreed. 
‘The program director buttoned his 

Miss Ardell 

  coat complacently. “I knew we’d find 
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tie right thing if we just got together,” CE @QZR ERK KE ESE DESDSSSDSDDSDDODDD 
e said. Vv v 

  

“Tr’s the kind of thing that will make W 
an entirely new public for you, Miss Ar- WJ 
dell,” Mr. Drew said from the doorway. 

“A public that doesn’t think you W 
can do anything besides the old ‘Dare I @ 
Care?’ sort of thing.” Mr. Benton @ 

smiled. v 
“Not that your public ever gets tired UV 

of that,” Mr. Brown said cautiously. W 
“No, no indeed!” said Mr. Benton. V 

“People all over the world love you for V 
that routine alone.” . 

At this, the artist’s slim, overwrought @ 
hands flew to her temples. “Oh, Cassie, V 
Cassie, ’'m afraid it won't do,” she ex- : 
claimed. “Tt just won’t work. Mr. & 

Planning the Future 

  

Brown and Mr. Benton are right. Ev- 
eryone will insist on ‘Dare I Care?’ 
They expect it of me. I'll have to do y 
it, Cassie darling. That’s all there is y 
to it. They love it!” Vv 

“But, Anna darling, you’ve done it y 
dozens of times on the air,” said Mr. y 
Caslon gently. “Everyone knows the Y 
whole thing by heart.” Vv 

“No,” said Miss Ardell. “I'll have V 
to do it once more. It breaks my heart, W 
but—well, I just couldn’t bear to diss V 
appoint so many people. Goodbye, gen- V 
tlemen. Thanks so much. I do hope V 
it works out.” v 

The broadcasting committee walked V 
sombrely down the rickety steps and out V 
into the alleyway. They stood there & 
for a moment, waiting for the secretary. @ 
In a little while he clattered down the y 
stairs behind them and emerged, hatless v 
and breathless. yv 

“Anna’s very happy about the whole Vv 
thing,” he said. wv 

“Splendid!” said Mr. Drew. “A de- y 
lightful person to meet.” v 

“No side to Anna,” said Mr. Caslon. y 
“Just a nice kid.” y 

“T trust we didn’t exhaust her,” add- Y 
ed Mr. Drew. v 

“We merely wanted to get exactly Y 
the right idea for her,” said the program W 

director. Vv 
Mr. Caslon shook his head. “But, U 

boy, you radio fellows are tough ones to Y 
please!” He sighed. “I never saw any- UV 
one beat Anna down like that before.” UV 

The program director acknowledged V 
this with a pleased shrug. “It’s a strict V 
medium,” he said, “a very strict me- ¥ 

  

In_many Wills, definite sums of money are left to 

specified persons or other beneficiaries, and what 

remains of the estate goes to dependents. If an estate 

must be distributed at a time when values are low, 

those who need help most might get little or nothing 

under such an arrangement. @ There are ways to 

avoid this dangerous possibility. . . . To meet con- 

ditions which you cannot now foresee, you should 

plan in such a way that there will be ample for your 

wife and children or others who have relied on you 

for protection. @ City Bank Farmers Trust Company 

has worked with its customers and their attorneys 

for many years, and it will gladly give you the bene- 

fit of its experience in working out your estate plan. 

City Bank Farmers 
cnasress om L7USE COMPany 
  

Vv 

dium.” —Dawn PowELi ’ 

. Vv . 
Y 

NEATEST TRICK OF THE WEEK. V@ 
[From “Chad Hanna,” by Vv 
Walter D. Edmonds] Vv 

Fiero and Shepley had walked in behind V 
each other... 2 

Head Office: 22 William Street, New York; Uptown Office: Madison 

Avenue at 42nd Street; Brooklyn Office: 181 Montague Street 
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ANNALS OF CRIME 

with the United States Army if 
Grover Cleveland Bergdoll had 

never been born. The Bergdoll case 
has touched most of the branches of the 
federal government—the War, State, 

‘Treasury, Justice, Post Office, Com- 
merce, and Labor Departments—but 
the War Department has carried the 
brunt of the business on none too happy 
shoulders, has carried it from 1917 to 
1940, and will keep on carrying it for a 
while longer, as the case in its latest 
phase has yet to come under official re- 
view. The Departments of the Navy, 
Interior, and Agriculture have so far 
been exempt. They should be wary, es- 
pecially Agriculture, for Bergdoll used 
to-play at being a gentleman farmer. 

Let our story begin with a red-letter 
day in the life of W. L. Alexander, pay- 
ing teller in the United States Treasury. 
An excellent reason for starting with 
Mr. Alexander is that he is one of 
the few wholly credible individuals who 
make up the crowded panorama of the 
Bergdoll case. On the morning of Octo- 
ber 22, 1919, a plump, pink little man 
who did not look his sixty-odd years 
shoved $45,000 in Federal Reserve 
notes toward Mr. Alexander and re- 
quested the equivalent in twenty-dollar 
gold pieces. One could exchange such 
notes for gold in 1919, but the Treasury 
invariably exercised all its powers of dis 
suasiveness. “We always tried to be dip- 
lomatic about it,’ Mr. Alexander ex- 
plained later, “but we tried to make it as 
troublesome for people as we could.” 

The plump, pink little man made 
things rather troublesome for Mr. Alex- 
ander, as it turned out. His $45,000 
was largely in ten-dollar bills—there 
‘were some twenties, odds and ends of 
fifties, a few helpful hundreds, but 
mainly there were tens. Anyway, there 
were about three thousand bills in all, 
and he was ten dollars short. Mr. Al- 
exander and his assistants had to go 
through the three thousand bills again, 
and although they had the best sponge- 
squeezing technique in the world, it took 
time. The pink little man obligingly 
made up the difference, and once the 
count was established, the United States 
Treasury passed over to him nine small 
canvas sacks, each containing two hun- 
dred and fifty twenty-dollar gold pieces. 

“The pink little man’s name was James 
E. Romig—a foreigner, Mr. Alexander 
assumed, who feared the United States 
Government was going to be over- 
thrown. Many of our best people enter- 
tained similar fearsin 1919. Mr. Alex- 

LE would have been perfectly all right 

  

RAINBOW’S END~I 

ander probably was not greatly surprised 
when, four weeks later, Mr. Romig’s 
well-remembered pinkness again con- 
fronted him. This time Mr. Romig 
brought $60,000 in bills, and the count 
being accurate, the transaction was 
made with reasonable speed. On this 
second visit, Mr. Romig was accom- 
panied by a short, stout, gray-haired 
woman in her late fifties who watched 
the proceedings with interest but made 
no comment. This was Mrs. Emma 
Bergdoll, and it is the only time in the 
recorded history of the case that she kept 
her mouth entirely shut. 

Mrs. Bergdoll, a native of Wiirt- 
temberg, was the widow of a Philadel- 
phia brewer, Louis C. Bergdoll, who 
had been born in the United States, the 
son of an émigré of 1848. There is no 
better stock in America. The Forty- 
eighters combined all that was sound in 
the sturdy German strain with all that 
was fine in the liberal thought of the 
mid-nineteenth century. Their sons 
joined turnvereins and their grandsons 
have eschewed bunds. Mrs. Bergdoll 
was devoted to what she regarded as 
the welfare of her four sons, one of 
whom was Grover, and her daughter, 

INT   

    

and to the conservation of the fortune 
which Louis Bergdoll had left behind. 

Mr. Romig was Mrs. Bergdoll’s 
lawyer and business agent and an old 
friend of the family. His intimacy with 
the Bergdolls was to land him in some 
aggravating jams, and there is not the 
slightest evidence to indicate that the 
case profited him anything beyond his 
customary fee and an occasional platter 
of sauerbraten. He was just gemiitlich— 
a good egg. 

On his second trip to the Treasury, 
Mr. Romig later recalled, Mrs. Berg- 
doll carried some of the money in her 
stocking. “It made quite a lump there,” 
said Mr. Romig publicly and jovially. 
Mrs. Bergdoll’s stocking bank became a 
legend in the Bergdoll case. It typified 
her primitive concept of finance. Mr. 
Romig also recalled that when they re- 
turned to the Bergdoll home in West 
Philadelphia, he set the canvas bags 
down on the kitchen table. What then 
became of them was not vouchsafed for 
twenty years. 

LL of this hocus-pocus with sacks 
of gold would have been super- 

erogatory if the United States had not, 
on April 6, 1917, declared war against 
the Imperial German Government. A 
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  Remember when everybody called him “Old Sour- _ finally, one day, he tried Four Roses. Ah, what superb 
puss”? What a grouch! At first, he wouldn’t even _ flavor and mellow smoothness! And now he always 
listen when his friends told him Four Roses was the insists on inviting everybody up to the bar and 
grandest whiskey ever coaxed into a bottle. But, saying to the bartender, “Four Roses, all around!” 
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are 4 years or more old, Frankfort Distilleries, Incorporated, Louisville 8& Baltimore.  
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conscription bill was passed, and on June 
5th, ten million men between the ages 
of twenty-one and thirty registered for 
military service, to hold themselves ready 
for any subsequent call by lot. On July 
29th, the numbers of Grover Cleveland 
Bergdoll and his older brother, Erwin, 
were picked out of a glass bowl in Wash- 
ington. They were to report for physical 
examination on August 8th, They did 
not report. “They shared this failure, 
during the whole period of the war, with 
171,000 others. 

For the following two and a half 
years, the Bergdoll home—it was in 
Grover’s name—became a kind of pleas- 
ance for roving policemen. The obvious 
motivation behind this intensive cam- 
paign was the wealth and local celebrity 
of the vanished culprits and their general 
attitude of nose-thumbing, particularly 
on the part of Grover, who delighted 
in baiting the authorities by letter and 
postcard. Both boys were already no- 
torious in the Philadelphia area as har- 

um-scarum youths. Both were wild and 
fast drivers in a day when the motorcar 
was still pretty much a toy of the rich. In 
1912, when Grover was not quite nine- 
teen, a renewal of his driving licence was 
refused him and so he drove without one 
and was caught at it. He went to jail 
for three months. In 1915, Grover’s 
head just missed being severed by a wire 
when he was competing in a motor race 
at the Panama-Pacific International Ex- 
position at San Francisco. His name was 
frequently mentioned in the same breath 
as Ralph De Palma’s. The annual two- 
hundred-mile Fairmount Park grind at 
Philadelphia was not a race without 
Grover Bergdoll. He owned a couple of 
airplanes, too, and knew how to handle 
them. In 1914 he became the first pilot 
to fly non-stop from Philadelphia to At- 
lantic City. He was a hellion aloft as 
well as on wheels, and that same year he 
was fined for “recklessness in air haviga~ 
tion” because he had skimmed Philadel- 
phia’s chimney pots. And he agitated the 
dovecote of Bryn Mawr by swooping 
above the campus, close enough to the 
ground for the label BERGDOLL painted 
on the underside of the wings to be plain- 
ly legible. 

Grover had means to these ends. He 
enjoyed an allowance of $5,000 a year, 
in order, his mother said, “that he may 
become accustomed to the handling of 
money.” On’ his twenty-first birth- 
day—October 18, 1914—he came into 
$800,000 or so from his father’s estate. 
His older brother, Charles, sought to 

deny Grover’s right to manage his share 
of the estate on grounds of incompe- 
tence; the court found for Grover, and   
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to selected meats hung over Southern 
hickory nut embers and smoked to an 
epicurean turn. Rise and shine with— 

BACON 
Phone CHickering 4-3116 for nearest dealer 
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Charles in a huff changed his last name 
to Braun (pronounced Brawn). 

Thus the Bergdoll clan was a house 
divided against itself, but still stand- 
ing. The plight of the wandering boys 
following their failure to answer their call 
for examination pushed family wran- 
gles into the background. Whether and 
to what extent the family lent aid 
and comfort to the fugitives, Grover 
and Erwin, during this undercover pe- 
riod is debatable. It is probable that at 
least Grover made frequent visits to his 
home on Wynnefield Avenue and that 
he was never any vast distance from 
Philadelphia. It is known that he spent 
sume of the time at the New Vivian 
Hotel in Hagerstown, Maryland, where 
he was registered as James Carson. His 
clothes consistently carried labels bear- 
ing that name. 

HE war came to a tumultuous close 
on November 11, 1918, and near- 

ly everybody forgot about the Berg- 
dolls. Federal men and local police, 
however, still kept their ears cocked to- 
ward West Philadelphia, but it was not 
until early in 1920 that their patience 
was rewarded. On January 7th, acting 
on a tip that might have come from any 
one of a dozen sources, they stormed the 
Bergdoll fortress a dozen strong. They 
were met at the front door by Mrs. 
Bergdoll, in an attitude which a mem- 
ber of the attacking party later solemnly 
described as one of “formidable men- 
ace.” She had a .38 in one hand and a 
blackjack in the other, and she said, 
“The first man who comes in here will 
be shot. I don’t give a damn who you 
are.” Strategy counselled a division of 
forces. Half the party entered the house 
from the rear while the rest, with coy- 
ness and diplomacy, cajoled Mrs. Berg- 
doll into Jaying down her arms in the 
interest of Grover’s well-being. 

In a window seat in a second-floor 
bedroom, the rear-door flanking force 
found the badly cramped person of 
Grover, not too artfully concealed un- 
der a blue cloth. He offered no re- 
sistance—in the circumstances a gorilla 
could have done no better—and said 
he was glad it was over. He had seen 
Erwin only once since their flight, he 
said. That had been in Cincinnati the 
previous summer. 

Grover was hauled off to the Atlan- 
tic Branch, United States Disciplinary 
Barracks, otherwise Castle Williams, 
Governors Island, the picturesque sand- 
stone cheesebox that catches the eye of 
voyagers down New York harbor. Mrs. 
Bergdoll was removed to the local 
lockup and booked for assault with in- 

      

     

What’s in it 
for me? 

Many cheering cups full 

of flavor from the 

MELLOW FLAVOR BELT 

The difference in the Beech-Nut 

blend comes from a large amount 

of those first-grade, mountain 
beans grown in the Mellow Flavor 

Belt. Careful roasting and accurate 

grinding and vacuum-packing... 

these, too, play an important part 

in giving you coffee that has a 
fresh, full, mellow flavor. You’ll 

enjoy Beech-Nut Coffee— it is good. The mile-high tropical garden 

Beech-Nut Coffee 
4 moleattly priced 
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PUBLIC SALE 
of the 

UNTERMYER 

COLLECTION 
Under. Management 

of the 

DParke-Bornet Galleries, Inc. 
* 

The valuable and extensive art 
collection owned by the late 

Samuel Untermyer and his chil- 
dren, now to be sold by their 
order and by order of the ex- 
ecutors of his estate. 

MAY 10™ MAY 1i™ 
EVENING: AFTERNOON 

at the 

PARKE-BERNET 

GALLERIES « ine. 
50 EAST 57th STREET ° NEW YORK 

Paintings by the great Old Mas- 
ters and by renowned XVIII 
and XIX century artists; rare 
Gothic and Renaissance art 
including tapestries, velvets, 
bronzes, stone sculptures, and 
furniture, ancient Oriental rugs, 

Greek and Roman art. On Ex- 
hibition from May 4. 

MAY15™,16™,17™,18™ 
MORNING AND AFTERNOON 

on the premises of 

GREYSTONE, 
Yonkers, N.Y. 

French and English furniture, 
tapestries, Oriental rugs, 
Chinese porcelains and jades, 
Indian miniatures, silver, china 
and other property, together 
with rare plants, including the 
famous orchids and other hot- 
house varieties. 

* 
ON EXHIBITION 

May 12,4405 

May 13 and 14, 10 bo 5 

Admission 504, 

fer designated charities 

  

  

tent to kill. She was already out on 
$10,000 bail charged with aiding her 
sons to evade the draft. When she took 
off her left shoe so that her foot might 
be measured for the records, the po- 
lice discovered $2,000 in her stocking. 
Again she was released in $10,000 bail. 
Four months later, when the assault 

case came up for disposition, the charge 
was considerably toned down. She was 
found guilty on four counts of “wan- 
tonly pointing firearms” and fined $50 
and costs on each count. She paid 
cash. 

It seems to have been the Army’s 
original intention to try Bergdoll sim- 
ply for failing to report for examination. 
This would have made him liable to a 
maximum sentence of eighteen months. 
Desertion was another and a harsher 
business, punishable by anything up to 
death, and although actual hostilities 
had terminated sixteen months earlier, 
America was still technically at war with 
Germany and continued to be so until 
the ratification of a separate treaty by 
the United States Senate on October 18, 
1921—Grover’s twenty-eighth birth- 
day. In April, 1919, however, President 
Wilson had issued an executive order re- 
ducing the penalty for wartime desertion 
to the peacetime maximum of eighteen 
months. 

In acourt-martial the burden of proof 
lies heavily on the defence and an ac- 
quittal is uncommon. The court ap- 
points an officer to defend the accused, 
and in general his task is both perfunc- 
tory and thankless. “The unhappy as- 
signee in the Bergdoll case was Cap- 
tain Bruce Campbell, But the Bergdolls 
could afford plenty of outside legal as- 
sistance, so the real defence fell on two 
civilian lawyers, D. Clarence Gibboney 
of Philadelphia and Harry Weinberger 
of New York. 

When the trial opened at Gover- 
nors Island, on March 4, 1920, the 
scene was the most impressive manifesta- 
tion of military judicature in the experi- 
ence of any of the officers who composed 
the court. With only one of these, aside 
from Captain Campbell, need this nar- 
rative have any concern. He was Lieu- 
tenant Colonel Charles C. Cresson, the 
trial judge advocate. 

“This is a peculiar case,” declared 
Mr. Weinberger in his opening address. 
“This is a rich man pleading for the 
same rights accorded a poor man.” 

‘There was not much that the defence 
could do. Bergdoll had certainly failed 
to answer his draft call. Weinberger in- 
sisted he should be tried as a civil offend- 
er, and not by the War Department. A 
half-hearted insanity plea was backed up 
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A delightful residential hotel 
conveniently located in the 

Grand Central district, one block 

east of Park Avenue. Spacious 
apartments of one to five rooms, 

many with terraces. Large clos- 

ets. Serving pantries. Complete 
hotel service. Moderate rentals. 

Air-conditioned Restaurant. 

FURNISHED OR UNFURNISHED 

Beienly 
HOTEL 

125 EAST SOth STREET, NEW YORK 
W. K. SEELEY, General Manager 

Telephone: PLaza 3-2700     
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only by Mrs. Bergdoll’s statement that 
“he keeps wanting more lawyers—that 
looks irrational to me.” Weinberger 
sought to make capital of the fact that a 
notice of induction into military service 
sent to Bergdoll had been signed with 
a rubber stamp by one of the stenogra- 
phers of the Adjutant-General of the 
Commonwealth of Pennsylvania, as- 
serting that the Adjutant General was 
out of the state at the time and knew 
nothing of the action of the stenog- 
rapher. Gibboney pertinently inquired 
whether the court had been instructed to 
act under the peacetime provision call- 
ing for an eighteen months’ penalty. 
The court declined to say. 

Not until March 29th, while Grover 
continued to languish in the Disciplinary 
Barracks, was the verdict sent to Lieu- 
tenant General Robert Lee Bullard, 
commanding the Department of the 
East. The following day it was made 
public: five years’ imprisonment with 
“forfeiture of all pay and allowances,” 
and at the end of it all a dishonorable 
discharge from the United States Army. 
To the War Department, Bergdoll was 
and is a soldier. He has yet to receive his 
discharge from an army in which he 
never carried a rifle or even banged a 
typewriter—an army in which he never 
took the oath that, formally at least, 

makes a soldier. 

  

EANWHILILE, other legal talent, 
not in response to Bergdoll’s ir 

rational request but at the suggestion of 
Gibboney, had been added to the de- 
fence. The recruits were Samuel T. 
Ansell and Edward S. Bailey. They had 
attained the respective ranks of brigadier 
general and colonel in the Judge Advo- 
cate General’s Department of the Army 
—Ansell, indeed, had served as Act- 
ing Judge Advocate General—and both 
had resigned to establish a joint private 
practice. The Bergdoll case, obviously, 
‘was made to order for the firm of Ansell 
& Bailey. 

In mid-May of 1920, some six weeks 
after the end of the court-martial, Gen- 
eral Ansell called on his old-time asso- 
ciate Major General Peter C. Harris, Ad- 
jutant General of the Army, and made 
a strange request. His client Grover 
Bergdoll, he said, had buried $150,000 
in gold in the hills near Hagerstown 
and was anxious to lay hands on it 
with a view to using some of it to de- 
fray the expenses of his trial. Ansell 
thus had a definitely personal but whol- 
ly legitimate interest in what was soon 
to hecome internationally famous as the 
Bergdoll “pot of gold.” Could Bergdoll 
be permitted to proceed under custody 
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A ark Avenue Salutes 

TOURNEUR — artists in devising the 

one make-up a woman can call her 
. <own—enshrines itself in a sparkling 

new salon as Tourneur-Park Avenue. 

Here the principles of synchromonic 

make-up govern the creation of those 
precise shades in beauty aids which 

reveal rather than disguise personality. 

eiaieny PARK AVENUE 

ine ecmon: Make-Up 
382 Park Avenue—Adjoining 53rd Street 

Also: Chicago, Marshall Field & Co. + Detroit, The J. L. Hudson Co. * Boston, Jordan Marsh 
Compeny * Cleveland, The Halle Bros. Pittsbure! oI ‘Minneapolis, 
The Dayton Company + Buffalo, Flint & Kent « Indiana: * Phila. 
delphic, George Allen, Inc. * Baltimore, Hochschil Cincinnati, The Rollman & Sons Co. * Youngstown, The Strouss-Hirshberg Co. Columbus, The Morehouse- Martens Co. * LONDON, ENGLAND, Marshall & Snelgrove, Ud. 
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If you want 
to live on 

  

these offerings represent variety and 
excellent value. We invite you to 
tell us which may eres to you and 
Jet us tell you all about them. 

7 ROOMS 
THE LAST WORD—This 7-room suite at 
$4000 is a special value in one of New 
York's newest buildings—located on Fifth 

}} Avenue in the Seventies, Living room, 
26’ x 16’, has wood-burning fireplace and 
overlooks the Park. Two master bed- 
rooms; planned for easy housekeeping. 

8 ROOMS 
{ COUNTRY FOREGROUND—On Fifth Ave- 

nue, in the Seventies, these 8 rooms bring 
the beauties of a Park view to those who 
prefer a medium-size apartment, Living 
room is 30 feet long, wood-burning fire- 
place; three bedrooms, one very large over- 
looking Park; two maids’ rooms. $3700. 

11 ROOMS 
A PARK VIEW DOUBLED—11 rooms ar- 

] ranged as 2 duplex provide ineresting 
park views upstairs and down in this 
luxurious Fifth Avenue apartment. Living 
room is over 29 fect long, and with library 
and dining room provides a gracious set- 
ting for social activities. Three master 
Bediouns, iO wih park Glew; are On 
upper floor. Only $6000. 

12 ROOMS 
LIVE ON A LAKE!—On Fifth Avenue, in 
the Seventies, overlooking Conservatory 
Lake, this 12-room suite occupies an en- 
tire floor and enjoys one of the most en- 

|} chanting outlooks in the city. Excellent 
value at $6500. The living room measures 
29x20 and has a wood-burning fireplace, 
as does one of the four master bedrooms. 

13 ROOMS 
LOVELY OUTLOOK—The beauty of Central 
Park is part of your daily life in a stately 
13-room suite on Fifth Avenue in the 
Seventies. Both the remarkably fine living 
room (34x191/, feet) and the handsome 
dining room overlook one of the Park's 
loveliest plaisances. Four wood-burning 
fireplaces. Four bedrooms, three baths. 

14 ROOMS 
GRACIOUSNESS—Is exemplified in this 
notable Fifth Avenue apartment—a mag- 
nificent sweep of rooms—occupying an 
entire floor. The living room is 31x20 
and has large windows overlooking the 
Park, as do the library and the principal 
master’s bedroom, measuring 25x17, with 
dressing room adjoining. Four other bed- 
rooms. 14 rooms, special, $5600. 

    
Just phone, or better still, 
come in. You will be put 
in touch with one of our 
expert Brokers. Noundue 
annoyance—no cost to you 
of any kind. 

  

DouglasL.Elliman & Ci       MANAGEMENT 
15 East 49th St., New York Plaza 3-9200 

to the spot where the gold was buried? 
Major General Harris, a gentleman 

and a soldier, today a grave, mild septu- 
agenarian who perhaps occasionally re~ 
calls his citation for gallantry at Santiago 
de Cuba in 1898, found the request un- 
usual but thought he could accommo- 
date. Asa matter of routine, he carried 
it to General Peyton C. March, Chief 
of Staff, who told him to do as he 
thought best, use his own judgment. 
General Harris and General March 
each had lost a son in the war. Forth- 
with, Ansell’s request, now become 
General Harris’s order, was dispatched 
to Major John E. Hunt, commanding 
the Atlantic Branch, United States Dis- 
ciplinary Barracks. 

Major Hunt had seen twenty-six 
years of service. Not his to reason why, 
unprecedented though the order was. 
He detailed Sergeants John O’Hare and 
Calvin York to escort Bergdoll to Phila- 
delphia, where he would be met by Gib- 
boney. From there the party was to 
proceed by motorcar to Hagerstown. 
O’Hare, senior of the pair, was in com- 
mand. He had been in the Army since 
1899 and had been a non-commissioned 
officer for thirteen years. In the whole 
Bergdoll business, he is perhaps the per- 
son most worthy of respect. Hones- 
ty, loyalty, manliness were emblazoned 
on his well-scoured chevrons. Sergeant 
O’Hare was not too bright, but he was 
not too dumb either. 

Early on the morning of May 20, 
1920, O’Hare and York, equipped with 
sidearms, collected Bergdoll and pre- 
pared to catch the seven-o’clock Phila~ 
delphia train from Pennsylvania Station. 
Major Hunt was on hand to oversee 
the departure of his mildly distinguished 
charge. He warned the guards that their 
man, who wore a regulation uniform 
minus the spread-cagle buttons and 
would therefore appear to a civilian to 
be just another soldier, was “a danger- 
ous prisoner.” 

“Major Hunt,” asked O’Hare, “will 
I take handcuffs?” 

“No,” answered Hunt, “they’re too 
conspicuous.” 

A certain fuzziness still surrounds the 
precise orders under which the expedi- 
tion was to be conducted. Due allow- 
ance must be made for the fact that 
the excursion was something undreamed 
of in Hunt’s and O’Hare’s philosophy. 
Hunt may have had some hint of the 
purpose behind the leave of absence, but 
it is certain that O’Hare did not. Ap- 
parently he was to be guided by what 
Gibboney said, and Gibboney was not 
only a civilian but a lawyer. 

Bergdoll, O’Hare, and York reached 
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    1212 FIFTH AVENUE 
Overlooking Park 

  

3 ROOMS... - from $1200 
4 ROOMS..... . % 1500 
5 ROOMS, OpenFireplace. ‘ 1700 
6 ROOMS (corner apt.) “2400 
7 ROOMS (special) . . “ 3000 
PENTHOUSE APT., 8 Rooms $3800 
DOCTORS’ SUITES, 3 to 12 Rooms 

1111 PARK AVENUE 
South East Cor. 90th St. 

  

    

   
6 ROOMS... : from $2400 
7 ROOMS . “2800 
8 ROOMS. . “3200 
9 ROOMS (corner a} “3600 

65 EAST 96TH STREET 
Between Madison and Park Aves. 

  

5 ROOMS . from $1500 
6 ROOMS “1800 
7 ROOMS... ave 2100 
PENTHOUSE APT., 6 Rooms $2800 

  

  

57 EAST 88TH STREET 
Between Madison and Park Aves. 

4 ROOMS and dinette .... from $1350 
5 ROOMS, 2 baths. . “ “1700 

112 EAST 74TH STREET 
Adjoining Park Ave. 

8 ROOMS - from $2800 
10 ROOMS. . "3600 

  

  

  

   
   

Illustrated Booklet mailed on request 
  

  

Representative at each Building or 

A.V. AMY & CO. inc. 
Established 1892 

160 W. 72nd St. ENdicott 2-3030 

    

   
PRICELESS IN 
FLAVOR 

PRICED IN 
YOUR FAVOR 

When It Comes to 
Scorch and Soda— 
It's Best to Ask for 

Ghe 

rand 
Macnish 
BLENDED SCOTCH WHISKY 
STANDARD FOOD PROD. CORP. 

Brooklyn, N. Y.—Distributors 

  

    
      

   
EVERY DROP 
10 YEARS OLD 

88 PROOF 

LOST—+hat permanent! 
FOUND! Louise Berthelon 

Specialist in permanents that in- 
sure hair pliancy. Expert tinting. 

Will come to you if you can’t come to her   440 Park Ave., at 56th St. Plaza 8-0870 
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North Philadelphia at 8:42. They were 
met by Gibboney and pink little Mr. 
Romig in a car driven by Bergdoll’s 
chauffeur, Eugene Stecher. (Stecher 
was familiarly known as Ike.) They 
drove down Broad Street to leave Gib- 
boney at his office; the somewhat forced 

conversation included mention of the 
car’s knocking and requiring looking 
over. ‘The others then went out to the 
Bergdoll home, five miles away. Nei- 
ther O’Hare nor York had ever set 
foot in quite such a magnificent estab- 
lishment. They all played pool and 
cards, presumably pinochie, That eve- 

ing they attended a burlesque show. 
That night O’Hare and Bergdoll slept 

in one room and York and Romig in a 
room adjoining. O’Hare said later that 
he merely dozed off and on—an old- 
timer could do that. 

The following morning, O’Hare 
noted, Bergdoll shaved but did not 
bathe. They idled about the house, toy- 
ing with the phonograph and the playe 
piano. Mrs. Bergdoll, happy over the 
temporary presence of Grover under the 
family roof, said it was “a lucky day 
for gardening.” (“I plant by astrology, 
she later amplified before a Congression- 
al committee of inquiry in her Weber- 
and-Fields accent. “You can get it in 
the drugstore almanacs. When the 
moon is getting big, I plant plants that 
grow above the ground. When the 
moon is going down, I plant the others, 
like potatoes. That day was especially 
good for artistic work, like flowers.”) 

A bottle of gin was produced. Of the 
two guards, only York drank, and when 
York took one snifter O’Hare told him 
tu lay off. This fact is important in 
view of Bergdoll’s subsequent assertion 
that he had his guards virtually on the 
floor with liquor. Romig, who would 
hardly be prejudiced in favor of the 
guards, later testified that in his twenty- 
seven years’ acquaintance with the Berg- 
dolls he had never seen even a glass of 
beer in the house. The gin bottle be- 
came an exhibit in the subsequent Con- 
uressional inquiry. 

They ate a lunch prepared by Mrs. 
Stecher, the chauffeur’s wife, and then 
sat around in an upstairs room. Grover 
read aloud a bit of Shakespeare—some- 
thing funny, because they all laughed. 
Just before three o’clock the telephone 
rang. An upstairs extension had been 
placed in a bathroom which connected 
two bedrooms, in one of which they 
were lounging. Bergdoll went to an- 
swer it. Two or three minutes passed. 

The telephone rang again. O’Hare 
was on his feet, getting the implication 
immediately. O?Hare sprang into the 
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WINCENT ASTOR 
Offers a chitie f prartnents 

520 EAST 86TH STREET 
at Carl Schurz Park 

6 rooms, 3 baths . . from $2000 
9 rooms, 3 baths | + from $2800 
10 rooms, 4 baths. from $3000 

530 EAST 86TH STREET 
at Carl Schurz Park 

9 rooms, 3 baths . . from $2700 
10 rooms, 4 baths . from $3000 
9 rooms, 4 baths (maisonette) $3300 

640 PARK AVENUE 
Northwest Corner of 66th Street 

16 rooms, 6 baths . from $7500 
903 PARK AVENUE 

Northeast Corner of 79th Street 
17 rooms, 5 baths . from $8000 

SMALL APARTMENTS 
In the Carl Schurz Park Section 
East End Avenue at 82nd Street and 
88th to 89th Streets. 
3, 4 rooms, 1 bath . $600 to $840 
7 rooms, 2 baths . . . . $1200 

Cuncrshigf Management 

OFFICE OF VINCENT ASTOR 

120 EAST END AVENUE 
Northwest cor. 85th Street_facing 
East River and Carl Schurz Park 

11 rooms, 5 baths . from $4200 
14 rooms, 6 baths . from $5100 
13 rooms, 6 baths (duplex) $6000 
9 rooms, 4 baths (special) $4800 

1245 MADISON AVENUE 
Southeast Corner of 90th Street 

6 rooms, 2 baths . . . . $1450 

62/64 EAST 90TH STREET 
Between Park and Madison Avenues 
6 rooms, 1 bath . . from $1080 

HOTEL ST. REGIS 
Fifth Avenue at 55th Street 

Charmingly furnished apartments 
of 2, 3, 4 or more rooms, from $3000 
yearly. Also shorter leases at attrac- 
tive rentals, Bedrooms from $150 
monthly. Telephone PLaza 3.1500. 

LQ 

To lease an apartment at Mayfair House NOW, 

fat) Octaher oscupanty, instires,relesse, Gumthe 
problem of a last-minute choice elsewhere. 

SUITES OF ONE TO FOUR OR MORE ROOMS. 
SPACIOUS FOYERS— AMPLE CLOSET SPACE 

SERVING PANTRIES WITH QUIET REFRIGERATION 
SOME SUITES WITH WOOD-BURNING FIREPLACES 

FURNISHED OR UNFURNISHED 

EDWARD H. CRANDALL 
Managing Director     

bathroom, York into the hall. Then 
both piled downstairs. Bergdoll had gone. 
The only witness to the actual escape was 
his eighty-three-year-old grandmother, 
who was sitting on the back porch. Berg- 
doll had tossed her a goodbye and a 
bunch of keys, run to his car, where 
Stecher sat at the wheel, and they were 
off. Five years later, when he had 
nothing to gain by not telling the truth, 
Stecher asserted that the escape was a 
complete surprise to him. He had the 
car waiting, presumably for the treasure 
hunt, when Bergdoll dashed up, tossed 
him a bundle of clothing, hopped in- 
to the car, and gave the order to be 
off. Was the escape a carefully prepared 
plot? Or was it a reflex, offhand enter- 
prise that succeeded brilliantly by reas- 
on of its very casualness? Only the 
bundle of clothing lent the episode a ru- 
dimentary kind of premeditation. Any- 
way, by premeditation or otherwise, the 
lusty fledgling had left the nest a second 

time. —Joun T. Wintericu 

(This is the first of two articles on the 
Bergdoll case. The second will appear 

next week.) 

PICTURESQUE CAREER 

I saw the life of Edison 
And worked on his inventions; 

I campaigned with Napoleon 
And, with the best intentions, 

Beheld the intimate affairs 
Of Henry VILL, of Mary, 

And of Elizabeth, whose cares 
Of state were heavy, very. 

I suffered with Miss Nightingale 
And with Nurse Cavell too, 

And then, of course, I did not fail 
To see Rasputin through, 

And Lincoln early, Lincoln late, 
With Fonda and with Masscy. 

I watched Pasteur inoculate 
Until my eyes grew glassy. 

I saw Flo Ziegfeld get his start 
And also Herbert. Gaily 

T heard Victoria retort 
To sallies of Disraeli. 

I saw the life of Mr. Bell, 
Who made the telephone, 

‘The ring of which reminds me well 
Of one more life: my own. 

—RicHarp ARMOUR 

When victory comes, our task, in my 
view, will be only just beginning, and the 
continuance of such old institutions as fox- 
hunting will go a long way toward build- 
ing up the hopes we all have for a new 
and better world—Lord Cromwell in the 
Advertiser Rugby Directory, England. 

Oh, brave dreams!
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DETACHABLE ” 

FOR RECEPTION, IN TRAINS, 
PLANES, AUTOS ETC. 

  

The shape and size of an 
overnight bag styled like 

expensive luggage. 

THE ONLY PORTABLE RADIO Guaranteed to Play 
Where Other Portables Fail... or Your Money Back 
Engineers of the Zenith Radio Corporation again give you a 
most remarkable invention . . . the Patented Detachable Wave- 
magnet in a portable radio which you can carry in one hand, 
self- powered with a light, one-piece battery pack. Under all 
ordinary circumstances it works without outside aerial . .. 
without outside wires or ground. 

LISTEN WHILE YOU TRAVEL... PLAY...OR WORK 

Take this wonder portable where ordinary portables will not 
work efficiently; in a train, airplane, bus, ship, auto or any win- 
dowed building where metal construction keeps out reception. 
The secret of why it works while others fail is in the Patented 
Detachable Wavemagnet, which is exclusive with Zenith. 

Check up on your next train trip. See how many Zeniths are 
playing well... and how many other makes fail to do so. Your 
money back if Zenith fails. 
And that’s not all! At home, in the office, in hotels, if you want 

to save your battery, plug into any light socket... 110 volt AC 
or DC. That will automatically disconnect your battery and save 
it for outdoors or travel. 

IT’S A NEW INVENTION—IT’S DIFFERENT 
7 aT 

  

Has storage space for earphones (extra equipment) for use a 
ball games, fights or enroute where you want privacy in recep. 
tion without loudspeaker. Headphones are excellent, too, fo: 
the hard of hearing. 

UNDER NO OTHER NAME BUT ZENITH... 
«+. Can you obtain this radio or a portable that és, has, and doe. 
so many things! Patented Wavemagnet— built-in yet detachabl 
—combination battery and lighting current operation—loud 
speaker and earphone reproduction—adjustable to varying con 
ditions— reception at home or travelling. Don’t buy until you 
see and hear the Zenith Universal Portable at authorizec 
Zenith dealers everywhere. 

De Luxe Edition in genuine cowhide . .. priced slightly higher than regular airplane cloth cover, 
PHONE OR WRITE FOR THE NAME OF YOUR NEAREST ZENITH DEALER 

Metropolitan Wholesale Distributors: 
COLEN-GRUHN CO., Inc. 

387 Fourth Avenue * Phone LEXington 2-3113 * New York City 

ZENITH IS AGAIN A YEAR AHEAI 
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THAT FAMOUS 

CREME DE 
MENTHE 

© There's nothing like a 

magnificent French liqueur to make 

you feel you've really dined. If you 

go in for urbane living, remember 

that Garnier Liqueurs represent the 

height of French genius in this dif- 

ficult art. A great favorite is Garnier 

Creme de Menthe*.. . rich with the 

exciting flavor of the real herb. 

Try also Garnier Abricotine,* 

warm with the sunny flavor of ripe 

    

    

   

  

      

  

apricots. And Garnier Creme de 

Cacao,* luscious with chocolate 

richness. 

Sarena sea wT 

GARNIER LIQUEURS 
ARE BOTTLED IN THE 
SUBURBS OF PARIS 
AND IMPORTED BY 
JULIUS WILE SONS & 
CO., INC., N.Y. C. 
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TABLES FOR TWO 
Here, There, and Everywhere 

HILE most of the big hotels 
are keeping an anxious eye on 
the weather reports as they go 

about dusting off the tables in their roof 
gardens, the Plaza, whose only roof is 
the steep green one over its patrons’ 
heads, carries on in its Persian Room 
downstairs with a fine disregard for 
seasons. The bill there in- 
cludes two entertainers—Ed- 
dy Duchin and Jane Pickens 
—who are getting to be as 
well known inside the hotel 
as the horse cabs are outside, 

and a newcomer, the almost 
too agile Paul Haakon, who is 
filling in during the illness of 
another Persian Room veteran, Paul 
Draper. Mr. Duchin, as always, pre- 

sides handsomely at the piano and accom- 
panies Miss Pickens, who has reached 
what is perhaps the ultimate in the 
special field of swinging the classics. She 
even sings the words of “Oh Johnny” 
to some of the music from “Rigoletto.” 

For a more orthodox version of “Oh 
Johnny,” if orthodoxy or “Oh Johnny” 
is what yowre looking for, you should 
properly go to the Waldorf’s Starlight 
Roof and listen to Bonnie Baker. Miss 
Baker—may her conscience trouble her 
for it—has been almost singlehanded- 
ly responsible for the recent success of 
the number, and she continues to plug 
it relentlessly. She is backed up by Or- 
rin Tucker’s band, one of those deter- 
minedly antic groups which from time 
to time indulge in the kind of capers 
Fred Waring thought up years ago. 
Tucker’s boys, for instance, have the 
lights dimmed and then wave phos- 
phorescent musical notes at you as they 
play, or come down from the band- 
stand and turn themselves into a choral 
society. I have never been able to under- 
stand why an expert clarinettist or gui- 

tarist should be expected to have a nice 
baritone voice too, and Mr. Tucker’s 
Sangerknaben, for all their phosphores~ 
cence, have left me still in the dark. 

   

VER since the Beachcomber opened 
at Broadway and Fiftieth Street 

just before the start of the year, strong 
men have been wincing at the men- 
tion of the word “Zombie,” or so the 

management would have you believe 
by its warnings about how many of 
these drinks, which are a specialty of the 

house,, you should limit yourseif to. 

Most of the customers seem to be able 
to take the Zombies and other ‘rangely   

named concoctions in their stride, how 

ever, and the place is still full and still 

relaxingly dim. I like the relaxing part 
and I don’t mind the dimness, even 
though it’s so dark there now that the 
waiters carry small pocket flashlights to 
help out patrons who may want to look 
at a menu. There’s tropical music, nat- 

urally, to go with the palm-tree 
setting, and on the night of m) 
visit, at least, there was also 

John Kirby’s Occidental band. 
To one who remembers the 
days when Kirby was the Onyx 
Club’s raison détre, it was a 
mild shock to find him sur- 
rounded by palm fronds and 

playing on a bandstand large enough to 
accommodate a dozen bass fiddlers; I 
didn’t get the same feeling from his mu- 
sic that I used to when it bounced around 
from wall to wall in the little old Onyx. 

It came as something of a relief to hear 
that Kirby was moving on soon to the 
Hickory House, where I’m sure he will 
feel more at home, and that his place is 
being taken by Sonny Kendis’s orches- 
tra, which, at the Stork and more re- 

cently at the Nine o’Clock Club, has 

built up a reputation for dance music 
rather than swing. It seems like a sen- 
sible rearrangement all around. 

Speaking of the tropics brings us to 
the Hurricane, a Beachcomber-like spot 
that recently opened a block south on 
the site of the old Paradise. It’s bigger, 
brighter, and considerably more Broad~ 
wayish than its prototype, and it has 

much the same in the way of drinks, all 

cheerfully guaranteed by the manage- 
ment to be near-lethal. The setting has 
been done over to the extent of dis- 
guising pillars as palm trees, having 
water trickle soothingly over some glass 
partitions, and, for tablecloths, using 
varicolored prints that would fit nicely 
into Dorothy Lamour’s wardrobe. The 
floor show I saw, which I hope has been 
changed for the better by now, was 
nothing to shake a sarong at. It con- 
sisted almost entirely of hula dancers, 
who perhaps learned all they know 
about hurricanes in September, 1938. 
There was also a group of underclad, 
rather tubby men, who waved at each 
other disinterestedly with large knives. 
There’s a good big dance floor and plen- 
ty of music to dance to between hulas. 

  

F somebody should ask me the name 
of the best-natured night-club 

entertainer in town, T’d say Hazel
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here's wheal vestatch tows on 
Lots of New Yorkers don’t live in the City. They work in New York, they shop 
in New York —but they live in its beautiful suburbs. 
North of New York is Westchester County . . . the home of thousands of well- 
to-do families. They pay for the privilege of surrounding themselves with gar- 
dens and grass and trees . . . the spaciousness of Suburbia. Because that’s the 
way they want to live .. . and, luckily, they can afford to live as they please. 
Larchmont, with its prosperous families, its substantial homes, its air of gra- 
cious living, is representative of this high-cost living area. 

  

The people of Larchmont are an important part of the New York Market, 
as every advertiser knows, 

‘True is the third advertisement 
‘of seria. Next week's copy wil 
‘oescribe another area of the New 
‘York Market, further validating 
‘the World -Telegram’s new Block 
y-Block Anslyate 

“BUY-ABILITY” is the all-important gauge of advalue. The World-Telegram 
Block-by-Block Analysis .. . and its resulting profit-Pattern . .. enables adver- 
tisers to actually identify their prospects, chart their “buy-ability” and check 
the effectiveness with which the New York World-Telegram cultivates their , 
really worthwhile market. 

IN LARCHMONT the median value of owned homes is ‘tover $20,000” 
and over 60 per cent are owner-occupied. In the area served by the 
Larchmont Post Office, the World-Telegram study shows 36.5 per cent 
of all families are readers of this one newspaper. CORROBORATION: 
The well-known research organization, FACT FINDERS ASSOCIATES, 
INC., made a 90.1 per cent “census” of the families of this district. 
On the basis of this census, World-Telegram readership was found to 
be 38.4. per cent . . . a difference of less than 2 per cent. (And that 
remarkable accuracy is characteristic of the World-Telegram’s study of 
the entire New York Market !) 

“WORLD-TELEGRAM    
  “aie se New York World- Telegram 

CHICAGO DETROIT " MEMPHIS PHILADELPHIA SAN FRANCISCO . . 
MEMBERS OP THE UNITED PRESS... , THE ASSOCIATED PRESS A Scripps-Howard Newspaper 
TRIE AUDIT BUREAU OF CIRCULATION, AND MEDIA RECORDS, INC BY-OF-AND-FOR NEW YORKERS 
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CHAMPION 

of Star-Gazers 
    

  
  

  

© They’re building an eight-story 
telescope out at Mt. Palomar in Cal- 
ifornia. Its mirror, as you probably 
know, is 200 inches across... 

weighs 20 tons. 
This gigantic optical device has 

a seeing distance, in miles, of —— 

well, put down a 6 followed by 21 

cyphers. For handy use the astrono- 

mers call that distance one billion 

light years. 

But a telescope is a great deal 
more than a huge mirror. Twice the 

size of any existing telescope this 
one required a mounting of entirely 

new design, which cast previous ex- 

perience into the discard. 

Consider the fantastic require- 
ments: 500 tons of steel put together 

to tolerances as close as two one- 

millionths of an inch—so rigid its 

75 feet of length will not deflect 

more than seven hundredths of an 

inch—so flexible it can throw off an 
earthquake shock—so mobile it can 
be moved by the force of your breath. 

‘That is what it takes for the mount- 
ing of this telescope. 

« And of the few concerns having 
resources of men, plant and equip- 

ment even to think of such an 

undertaking, the Westinghouse 

Plant at South Philadelphia was 

given the nod—and went to work. 

+ It was pioneering of the high- 
est order—practical science guiding 
meticulous skill in a project with 
six million dollars at stake. Many 
of the problems were utterly unique. 
For instance, the midday sun, beam- 

ing through skylights, could expand 
a 154-ton bearing enough to upset 

fine calculations, so a monstrous 

“sunbonnet” had to be devised to 

shade the mounting during con- 

struction. 

© When ready for use this mount- 
ing will provide three observation 
points within its structure—one will 

have an automatically self-leveling 
floor and spectrograph table, on 

ball bearings. A fourth observation 

point beneath the floor will be air 
conditioned and temperature-reg- 
ulated. 
« And this entire 500-tons of 
mobile structure will actually be 
floated on oil, requiring only 

1/650,000 of a horsepower to sweep 

it across the skies—one flea-power. 
We make small motors, but not that 

small, so a one-half horsepower 

motor will furnish the power. 

This has been a thrilling task, 
even for a plant capable of turning 
out annually a million horsepower 
in turbines. The inconceivable ex- 

actions of the job, the mad combi- 

nation of gigantic mass with split- 
hair precision, imposed no unusual 
demands, for our own products reg- 

ularly called for just such extremes 

of size and accuracy. We feel an in- 
ward satisfaction in the knowledge 

that Westinghouse standards gen- 
erously encompass the decimal-to- 
six-points accuracy required by this 
champion of star-gazers, 

  
  

  

Scott. Miss Scott is the dark and hand- 

some young lady who went downtown 
to Café Society, on Sheridan Square, a 
few months ago for a week’s engage- 
ment as a fill-in singer and stayed on to 
become mistress of ceremonies. She acts 
as if she were still surprised by this cle- 
vating turn of events. Her singing and 
piano-playing haven’t suffered because 
of her additional duties, which she han- 

dles so well that you feel pleased with 
the rest of the show even before it be- 
gins. Fortunately, the other performers 
are uniformly good, so you keep right 
on feeling that way. Joe Sullivan’s band 
is a fine, swingy combination, and the 
boogie-woogie boys have lost none of 
their rolling artistry. My favorite per- 
formers there right now, though, are 
the Golden Gate Quartet, four dusky 
singers who present spirituals in swing 
time, achieving a cozy balance between 
reverence and rhythm. 

‘OLKS who stay out late enough to 
take the milk in with them when 

they get home are likely to turn up 
sooner or later during the night at Jack 
White’s 18 Club, at 20 West Fifty- 
second Street, where the atmosphere is 
never very restrained and gets more and 
more frenzied as the evening staggers on. 
This place is the home of heckling, and 
I always feel sympathetically inclined 
toward the poor girls who try to sing 
there to the harrowing accompaniment 
of gibes by Mr. White and his ribald 
crew. White manages to keep the gags 
flowing at an astonishingly rapid rate, 
possibly because he is not overly partic 
ular about his choice of them. .. . Then, 
of course, there’s the Kit Kat Club, 
on East Fifty-fifth Street, which often 
seems to be full of people just out to 
test their endurance. It has one of those 
regulation colored revues and Connie 
McLean’s brassy band, both of which 
help along an atmosphere of conviviality 
and rowdiness....A quieter spot you 
might try late at night is Jimmie Dan- 
iels’, up at 114 West 116th Street. By 
Harlem standards, this is a model of 
dignity and respectability. It’s a Negro 
version of a supper club: no dancing, 
just a few singers and piano-players, 
most of them good and none of them 
too loud. —CHECK 

PYRRHIC VICTORY DEPARTMENT 

[Heading in the American Journal 
of the Medical Sciences] 

CURE OF TYPE XIV _PNEUMOCOCCIC 
“MENINGITIS BY SULFAPYRIDINE, 

CONFIRMED BY AUTOPSY; 
CASE REPORT



It’s happening on a thousand Main Streets! 

  

THIS YEAR, something has been happen- 
ing on Main Streets all over America. 

For increasing thousands of average-income 

motorists have discovered that they don’t 

have to keep on buying ordinary cars. . .they 

    

5 GHOSTING HOMEWARD, Harry fired ques- 

* tions at his neighbor ... found that Bill 

hadn’t had to pay a penny down! His old car 
more than covered the down payment, so 
that his monthly payments were unbeliev- 
ably low. (This happens 4 times out of 5.) 

  

can own a truly fixe car. Take the case of the 
Harry Browns . . . typical Americans. Our 
close-up shows their first eye-opener— the 

discovery that their neighbors in the modest 
house next door have bought a Packard! 

  

  NOW—weekends find this note in the 
‘© Brown’s milk bottle. They have a beau- 

tiful, smart new Packard of their own. Its 

flashing performance and its astonishingly 
low operating costs delight them. And this 
same experience can be yours. 

  

A FEW DAYS LATER, the Stedmans took 
them riding. “Such a big, roomy car!” 

admired Mrs. Brown. “Watch her go,” 

Bill Stedman. Miles slipped 
down . 

  

  said 
Hills bowed 

= rough spots vanished magically. 

  

THE SWING’S TO PACKARD! 
This year, thousands of new owners 
have joined the Packard family. 

Ask any of them what he thinks of 
his 1940 Packard. Then note his enthu- 
siasm for its all-around fineness. And 
operating costs? He’ll declare it a ver- 
itable miser on gusoline—and that he 
can hardly remember when he last had 
to “add a quart” of oil! 

And then your Packard dealer will - 
show you: that service charges on a big, 
roomy Packard actually compare favor- 
ably with even those of the so-called 
“economy cars”! But drive a new 1940 
Packard yourself—and you'll know— 
immediately why this promises to be 
Packard’s biggest year! 
ASK THE MAN WHO OWNS ONE 

= 

PACKARD 
‘867 

AND UP. Packard 110, 8867 and up. 
Packard 120, § 1038 and up. Packard 
Super-8 160, prices begin at $1524. 
Packard Custom Super-8 180, $2248 
to $6300. All prices delivered in 
Detroit. State taxes and white side- 

wall tires (as shown) extra,
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PAL MALL 
FAMOUS CIGARETTES 

@ THE ADDITIONAL LENGTH TRAVELS THE SMOKE FURTHER 

® LIGHT UP A PALL MALL, hold it in your fingers, 

and notice how its additional length travels the 

smoke further, thus giving you a decidedly cooler 
and smoother cigarette. 

            

    

The additional length not only enhances the 

rich flavor of the superb Pall Mall tobaccos by 

travelling the smoke further, but it also adds 

distinction to this traditionally smart cigarette. 

The price remains but 15¢ for twenty. 

Yourself, try Pall Mall critically! 
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“WHEREVER PARTICULAR PEOPLE CONGREGATE”
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A REPORTER AT LARGE 
HE annual three-day convention 
of the Greater New York Safety 
Council, an organization of hu- 

manitarians who like to keep score on 
such accidents as slipping on the ice and 
falling down in bathtubs, took place re- 
cently at the Hotel Pennsylvania. Over 
five thousand men and women who for 
one reason or another are concerned 
with the problems of safety attended 
sessions on “Common Causes of Cuts,” 
“The Desirability of Uniform Elevator 
Regulations,” “Foreign Substance in 
Food,” “The Safety Angle in Floor 
Maintenance,” “Why Hotel Guests 
Are Involved in Accidents,” “Health 
Hazards Associated with the Use of Sol- 
vents,” “What Can Be Done to Rem- 
edy the Situation,” and similar topics. 
‘There were usually several meetings 
going on at once in various rooms 
throughout the hotel, and in addition 
there were some seventy-five exhibits, 
put on for the most part by insurance 
companies and manufacturers of safety 
appliances. In the minds of many of the 
delegates I met while attending some of 
the sessions, the outstanding personali- 
ty of the convention was Robert W. 
Laughlin, 2 young man with an easy 
platform manner and superior footwork. 
Laughlin, who is called a safety engineer 

SLIPS AND FALLS 

and is employed by the Liberty Mutual 
Insurance Company, advocates a means 
of locomotion known as “balanced walk- 
ing.” On the second afternoon of the 
convention he addressed a large meeting, 
in the banquet room, at which I was 
present. “The hipbones,” he declared 
sternly to five hundred fascinated men 
and women, “are ten and a half inches 
apart. Stand, then, with your feet ten 
and a half inches apart and you'll be on 
vertical columns.” Some of the people 
sitting near me shuffled their feet and 
looked guilty. “Let us turn to walking,” 
continued Laughlin, who looks like 
Rudy Vallée but has a better stance. He 
then gave out the following informa- 
tion: There are two types of walking, 
(1) the “springy” type, which Laughlin 
wouldn’t use even to get across the 
street, and (2) the “balanced” type, 
heartily endorsed by himself and his col- 
leagues in the insurance business. To 
walk in balance, you must keep your 
mind on what you're doing, lift each foot 
slowly, and shift your centre of gravity; 
otherwise you're likely to take a nasty 
spill. 

“Now, to get up the stairs,” Laugh- 
lin said briskly. “How do we approach 

them? Do we sidle up at an angle? 
No! Do we back up? No! We make 
a slight detour, if necessary, and come 
upon them from the front. Slow up. 
Get in balance. Shift the centre of 
gravity. Take it away!” A mill that 
Laughlin knows about was having a 
“high frequency of falls.” It couldn’ 
go 200,000 man-hours without an ac- 
cident. The management studied the 
situation; they made a survey of their 
employees’ walking techniques, they 
looked up and down stairways, and 
they came out for gravity-shifting. “That 
mill today, ladies and gentlemen,” said 
Laughlin, measuring his words, “has 
passed its millionth man-hour with an 
absolutely clean record.” There was 
vigorous and prolonged applause. I arose 
and stepped out of the banquet room, 
lifting each foot carefully, and was 
struck by a running bellhop who had not 
attended the session. 

‘AVING dropped in at the conven- 
tion at the invitation of Mr. 

Lewis DeBlois, executive vice-president 
of the Council, one of the first things 
I did when I arrived was to look up 
Mr. DeBlois, whom I found stationed 
at convention headquarters on the mez- 
zanine floor. He was standing near a 
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. THE warm welcome, the gracious hospi- 

tality that made Mount Vernon famous 
many years ago lives on to this very day 
in the serving of Mount Vernon rye. 
For this whiskey is rich in tradition and 

delicate in flavor — truly the “bond of 
friendship. And you I find Mount Vernon 
most modestly priced for a whiskey of 
such distinguished excellence. 

COPYRIGHT 1940, NATIONAL DISTILLERS PRODUCTS CORPORATION, NEW YORK, N. Y.   

MAY 4, 1940 

registration desk, where, I later learned, 
delegates paid a fee of one dollar and 
received a badge which would give 
them the run of the place. After greet- 
ing me, Mr. DeBlois immediately rushed 
me off to hear a talk on “Slips and 
Falls,” the main point of which seemed 
to be that slips and falls cost industry 
too much money. Subsequently Mr. 
DeBlois told me a little about the Coun- 
cil. He said that it had been found- 
ed in 1936 by a handful of safety- 
minded citizens, and that now there 
are five hundred and forty members. 
Most of the members are companies— 
insurance, transportation, manufac- 

turing, hotel, restaurant, etc——but a 
few of the members are simply public- 
spirited individuals who make a kind of 
hobby of safety. The function of the 
Council is to cut down accidents 
wherever they occur, whether in indus- 
try, in the home, or on the street. Any 
firm or individual may join, paying 
a membership fee of anything from ten 
dollars up. Whenever the treasury be- 
gins to sag, the officers ask members for 
donations or put on a membership drive. 
“We just try to raise money any way 
we can,” Mr. DeBlois said, “and some- 
times we have to scratch like the devil.” 

He said that the money was used for 
research on the conditions which cause 
accidents. The information collected is 
used profitably by the company mem- 
bers, for whom accidents are a costly 
item; proves comforting to the individ- 
ual members who are safety enthusiasts; 
and is available to the public in a month- 
ly magazine called Safety, which the 
Council publishes. Mr. DeBlois ex- 
plained that the company members had 
sent large numbers of employees to the 
convention, sometimes as many as five 
hundred in a batch, to get pointers 
on safety, which accounted for the at- 

tendance of over five thousand at the 
convention. Among the delegates there 
were also quite a few factory foremen 
and industrial safety supervisors. “I do 
know one thing,” Mr. DeBlois said. 
“We've got a better class of delegates 
this year. I’ve seen a lot of sub-execu- 
tives.” He was about to tell me more 
when a young man rushed up to him and 
said that a small crisis had arisen—two 
discussion groups had got into the same 
room, “Dll see you after a while,” cried 
DeBlois, hurrying away. Over his shoul- 
der he called back, “Why don’t you go 
to the quiz program? Everybody’s go- 
ing. We call it ‘Information Please.’ ” 

HE quiz program was held in the 
banquet room. About half of the 

seats were filled when I got there. At
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one end of the room, on a platform, 
there was a long table, and on it stood 
two microphones, a cash register, and a 

row of cardboard signs which said “Mr. 
Durfee,” “Dr. Greenburg,” “Mr. Gar- 
diner,” “Mr. Guilbert,” “Mr. Read,” 
“Mr, Roach,” and “Mr. Self.” A man 
who turned out to be the chairman 
walked onto the platform and looked 
things over; he took an experimental 
poke at the cash register, which rang 
softly. He stood around for about five 
minutes until the room was filled, then 
banged a gavel and said solemnly, “Ev- 
erything spoken here today will be elec- 
trically transcribed. A word to the wise 
is sufficient.” Behind the table there was 
a man wearing earphones who fiddled 
with a machine which was obviously the 
electrical transcriber. Seven men climbed 

up on the stage and seated themselves 
behind the signs bearing their names. 
The chairman introduced them as the 
Board of Experts. I learned that most 
of them were industrial or insurance- 
company executives. The chairman ex- 
plained the idea of the program. Anyone 
in the audience, upon being recognized 
by the chairman, could ask a question, 
which any of the experts who cared to 
would try to answer. “Certain topics are 
ruled out,” the chairman said. “Number 
one is the war in Europe. Also politics, 
public schools, labor management, and 
questions of a personal nature. O.K. 
Fire away.” 

A young man wearing thick-lensed 
glasses rose and asked, “Which do 
you consider the safest country in Eu- 
rope today?” “That’s out, that’s out!” 
shouted the chairman. “The European 
war’s out. I told you that.” The youth 
sat down and slumped in his chair. A 
man in the back of the room got up 
and identified himself as Fitzpatrick of 
Consolidated something or other. He 
wanted to know what a man, given an 
important industrial safety job, should 
do first. All the experts looked blank ex- 
cept Mr. Durfee, who stood up and said, 
“Try and sell the idea from the foreman 
on down.” The other experts nodded. 
“The answer was satisfactory,” said the 
chairman, “so I won’t ring the cash 
register. I only ring it when they miss.” 
After a moment’s pause, he added, 
“You understand, of course, that we 
aren’t really giving out any money. All 
right, next question.” Nobody got up. 
“Well, I'll ask one myself. Should the 
severity of accidents be judged by the 
resultant injury?” This time Mr. Read 
chose to rise and expressed the opinion 
that all accidents were serious. ‘This 
provoked mild applause, in the midst of 
which there was a loud buzz from the 
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mpliment your charming 

mother ... and 

your children’s 

lovely young 

mother too! ... with the same sweet 

thought ... Yardley’s English Lavender. Both will 
    

   

   

   

    
adore the exquisite, ultra-femininity of this —_ 

that for years has been the favored choice 

of discriminating women on both 

sides of the Atlantic. Its 

delicate distinction is bound to 

please the two lovely ladies whose hero 

you will be! Yardley’s English Lavender 

is easy to buy. Just ask for it at any 

good drug or department store. Or at 

Yardley, 620 Fifth Avenue, New York. 

Hence 
@ynorny’s English Lavender Perfume, in tra: 
ditional golden-topped bottles at $1.10 and $1.50. 

Yarptey’s English Lavender Soap. Three long- 
lasting tablets in a box, $1.00. The single tablet, 
35 cents.   ENGLISH LAVENDER
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electrical transcriber. The operator grap- 
pled with the machine and got it un- 
der control. Shortly afterward someone 
asked whether or not companies should 
give bonuses for safety records. Mr. Guil- 
bert said yes, flatly. He had no sooner 
finished than Mr. Self, who up to then 
had been reserved, jumped up and said, 
“[m not in favor of giving bonuses. 
Not at all! Not for a minute!” The 
chairman looked pleased by the lively 
turn the program had taken. A dele- 
gate near me mumbled something, then 
stood up. “Well, would you discipline 
a man for poor safety work?” he asked. 
Speaking slowly, Mr. Guilbert said, 
“Discipline is a serious question. We laid 
a foreman off for a month without pay 
once in my place.” “That answer your 
question?” asked the chairman, happily. 
“About halfway,” said my neighbor. 
I soon left. As I was going out the 
door, I heard a voice with a strange, 
lyric quality sing out something about 
“q three-pronged plug in a three-holed 
socket.” 

ATER, after wandering in and out 
of several meetings of no great 

interest, I ran into Mr. DeBlois, who 
suggested I go to what was called 
a Truck-Drivers’ Seminar, which was 
about to start in the Madhattan Room. 
I found a seat in the front row be- 
side a man who had isolated himself by 
means of a black cigar somewhat smaller 
than a fungo bat. I asked him if he was 
a truck-driver and he said, “No, ’'m 
stopping here and just came in to kill 
some time when I noticed that some- 
thing was doing. I’m going to catch 
a train for Omaha at three o’clock.” 
Standing on a platform at one end of the 
room was a man who was obviously the 
chairman; he was studying the audience. 
At one side of the platform, in a ner- 

vous huddle, were about a dozen men in 
overalls and uniforms who, the chair- 
man later explained, were truck-drivers. 
“Boys,” the chairman said finally, to the 
audience, “we wanted to get down to 
earth on this truck-safety business, so we 
asked some of the drivers to come over. 
If you'll bear with us for about five min- 
utes we'll whisk you away to the Albany 
Post Road, to a place where the drivers 
all go for their steaks and French-fries 
and their hamburgers and whatnot.” 

Two hotel employees came onto the 
platform and set up an imitation lunch 
counter, consisting of a long, narrow ta- 
ble, a row of stools along the back, a 
large coffee urn, a cash register, a pitch- 
er of water, and eight glasses. At a 
signal from the chairman, the truck- 
drivers trooped sheepishly onto the stage 
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and sat down behind the counter. A 
man dressed in a white apron and chef’s 
cap entered and took his place in front 
of the counter. Just why a meeting de- 
voted to truck safety should be staged in 
this form I was unable to find out, 
but I surmised that someone in the 
Council believed in showmanship and 
thought that a realistic setting might 
help drive home a message. “I’d like to 
introduce these boys,” the man in the 
chef’s hat said suddenly, pointing to the 
truck-drivers. After the introductions, 
he took out a paper, from which he read, 
“What do you think of the new New 
York State drivers’-licence question- 
naire?” The chef was evidently there to 
lead the seminar. He nodded to one of 
the drivers, who replied, “TI don’t know 
anything about it myself.” The chef 
then nodded to another driver, who 
stood up. “Gentlemen,” he said, “I 
think it’s a mighty fine thing. My rea- 
sons is this. You take these people that 
get out on the pavement and come hell- 
ing around you on both sides, they ought 
to be kept at home. Their mind don’t 
work so good. I’ll give you an example.” 
He turned to the chef. “Tell me quick. 
How many times does the little hand 
of a clock go around in twenty-four 
hours?” ‘The chef thought a while, 
then answered, “Why, it goes around 
twenty-four times, of course.” “See 
what I mean?” said the driver to the 
audience. “That’s the way the human 
mind works.” Everybody applauded, 
and the chef looked delighted. The sem- 
inar continued with questions about right 
of way, the difficulties of running on 
schedule, dented fenders, and other sub- 
jects of interest to men who drive trucks. 
I didn’t wait for the end. 

EXT I decided to inspect the 
seventy-five safety exhibits, which 

I was told were in the hotel roof gar- 
den. There were several rows of booths. 
‘The first booth I walked into contained 
a rubber rattlesnake coiled on a piece of 
painted desert, and a young lady who 
was counting its rattles. This exhibit was 
sponsored by a company selling a “tab- 
loid”’ first-aid kit. A small, cheerful man 
was answering questions of the dele- 
gates. Several of them seemed disturbed 
at learning from him that a rattlesnake 
injects two hundred milligrams of ven- 
om in one bite—ten times the lethal dose. 
I approached within striking distance and 
asked the man a few questions. He held 
up an odd-looking instrument made of 
a glass tube with rubber ends and ex- 
plained that it was used for removing 
the poison. “The rubber mouth on this 
end works exactly like the human lips,”   
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he said. One of the delegates asked 
what was wrong with using the lips, 
and he answered, “Well, you couldn’t 
suck out the poison if you had been bit 
on the heel, could you?” 

In another booth I found out that, 
starting about a month from now, fewer 
men are going to be falling off scaffolds. 
A young man at this exhibit, put on by a 
manufacturer of a new safety belt, point- 
ed out the belt but couldn’t tell me 
much. “There’s the belt,” he said. “You 
can look her over, but what she’s got 
on the other belts I wouldn’t be able to 
say.” He gradually warmed up to his 
subject, however, and hinted that the 
belt was going to be a bombshell in the 
industry when put on the market. Across 
the aisle a firm that makes gas masks for 
use in mines was demonstrating a new 
model. Well tailored and pocket-size, it 
could be fastened on your nose in no 
time at all. The company also makes a 

NOT FOR MEN AT WORK... larger, more durable one for the for- 
eign trade. While I was admiring the 
mask, a man who looked like a com- 
pany official arrived. A young attend- 
ant in the booth stepped forward and 
said, “Sir, I have to report that a du 

eee es Pont man was just here.” The exec! 
tive shook his head knowingly and sai 
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BY the time I was ready to leave the 
convention, I had hurried through 

exhibits of skidless floor wax, non-skid 
shoes, fireproof gloves, and a machine, 
for hotel use, which cuts ice cubes with 
steam instead of dangerous saws. I had 
furthermore drifted into one agitated 

h mt 4 meeting in time to hear William B 
REQUENCY Seltzer, superintendent of i Bronx 

Hospital, declare against horseplay in 
OD aB AT hy hospital corridors. “Employees,” he said, 

“ought to cut out the horseplay and so 
had the visitors on visitors’ day.” At 
the same meeting, L. N. Arrowsmith, 
superintendent of St. Johns Hospital in 

eC Con Rae Brooklyn, took up the question of nurses’ 
inates static and interference within the servic fighting fires. He told of four recent 

ee Te hes al di il of -vehich d 
Enjoy it NOW with a new FM Stromberg- ospital fires, all of which were starte 
ee ete ls ait dL) by nurses’ cigarettes, and then said wist- 

a naNrenMiGME | fully that he believed nurses ought to 
musical range . . . adds new learn at least to put out their own fires. 
Gee ae aS ee At another meeting I heard an official Seem ra : 
bral inbred est pallies of a Boston insurance company speak on 
eee Ml aa ts “How Are Insurance Customers Dam- 

it sells itselft » + ‘ Ae ee ee rly ee aged by Products?” He said the chief 
Te ee Red CT er . : 
Pere aac Ru en! damage was done by food, clothing, and 
$395 f.o.b. factory. Licensed under Arm- cosmetics. Reading from a sheet of pa- 

Se ae ei ce per, he said, “I have here the case of 
PT Cee Cc a esc} hoswent i " 
(ae ers a woman who went home from a res- 
See RM AM | taurant and put in a claim for illness 

from eating chicken bisque, peas, lob- pCRGE Niele! Carlson ster, coffee, and ice cream. Gentlemen, 
in my opinion that woman asked for    
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t.? Growing more indignant, he said, 
“Here’s one who put in a claim for get- 
ting a fishbone stuck in her throat. How 

do you like that?” Some of the other 
claims he had no patience with con- 
cerned an olive pit in a sandwich, dirt in 
stuffed dates, stones that looked like 

beans, sawdust in chop suey, rubber belt- 
ing in hamburger, and an iron bolt in 
a slice of huckleberry pie. “We've got 
to be careful, fellows,” he concluded. 

“Let’s watch these things. Most of our 
restaurants are fine, but now and then a 
little something gets by us.” 

BPPORs I went home, I also man- 
aged to note down the following 

excerpts from certain speeches which 
were evidently supposed to herald, as 
convention speeches should, a trend: 

Dr. Laurance M. THompson: 
“Most injuries from skiing are on the 
lower leg, from the knee to the ankle. 
The left leg suffers almost twice as 
often as the right.” 

Rear Apmirat Ciark H. Woop- 
warp, U.S. Navy Commandant of the 
New York District: “For national de- 
fence in 1939, seven major powers ap- 
propriated a total of 18.7 billions of dol- 
lars, while the United States spent only 
1.1 billions.” 

Dr. THeEovore RosenrHat (quot- 
ing Dr. J. E. Moore) : “There is no evi- 
dence, éxcepting in rare cases, to indi- 
cate that a syphilitic worker who does 
not have cardiovascular or neuraxis in- 

volvement is any more likely to be 
involved in accidents than his non- 
syphilitic brother.” 

Grorcr FErcuson, chemist: “The 
unit toxicity of all the gases we find in 
fire atmospheres has been studied.” 

Miss Desoran Bacon, registered 
nurse: “Judging by the movies, the 
radio, popular fiction, and the crowds 
that gather at some of the automobile 
crashes, there is nothing that the average 
American family enjoys more than a 
nice bloody death of someone else.” 

—Rosert Lewis Tayitor 

The child was carefully and_neat- 
ly dressed. His speech indicated cultured 
background. 

He said to Miss McCarroll: “Could I 
get to see Mr. Rockefeller?” —The Times. 

Even a Rockefeller couldn’t resist 
culture like that. 

° 
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The Democracy of Disease 
by Isaac F. Marcosson 

We live in paradoxical times. Who could 

have dreamed on August 21st last, that the 

world would read at the breakfast table the next 

morning that Herr Adolf Hitler had become 

Comrade Adolf Hitler and, figuratively, was 
sleeping in the same political bed with Comrade 
Joseph Stalin? Through the Nazi-Soviet Pact 

the German Fuehrer sacrificed one of the basic 

concepts of his ideology. 
This paradox in the totalitarian world is 

paralleled in the tragic domain which is cancer. 

What most people do not realize is that cancer 

is the most democratic of all diseases. The roster 

of its victims runs the range from Napoleon 

Bonaparte, Emperor Frederick, the second 
German Kaiser, U. S. Grant, and Gladstone 

down to the lowliest cook, clerk, and carpenter. 

Cancer is the supreme leveller of rank, taking 
toll alike from the great and the humble. Para- 

phrasing a well-known quotation, one touch of 
cancerous growth makes the whole world kin. 

Now we reach the paradox. The present day 
dictatorships were all founded on force and 

perpetuated, so far, through fear. This fear 

works to suppress those most precious assets of 

any civilized people which are freedom of speech 
and religion, and liberty of action. It therefore 
stifles all the beneficent prerogatives of demo- 

cracy. The fatality is to national morale. 
Yet fear operates just as destructively in the 

democratic realm of cancer as in the autocratic 

field of the dictator. Just as it is a powerful prop 
of personal government, so has it become one 
of the chief allies of cancer. Probably with no 

other disease has the fear complex played so 
devastating a role. Here, unlike the consequence 
in the totalitarian confine, the fatality is not to 

morale but to human life itself. 

It is not only conscience, as Shakespeare said, 
that makes cowards of people. Dread of cancer 

confutes intelligence, paralyzes will, and plays 
into the hands of death. Thanks to the increas- 

ing control information disseminated by the 

American Society for the Control of Cancer 
and its allied groups, the symptoms of the disease 
are becoming more widely known. The lump 
on the breast, for example, does not necessarily 
mean a malignant growth. Perhaps only one 

out of ten such lumps is cancer. But women 

hesitate to go to doctors when they discover a 

lump for fear of being told that they have can- 
cer. Delay is fatal because cancer at the incep- 
tion is painless. Early examination and treat- 

ment mean early cure. Seventy-five per cent 
of breast cancers are curable if treated in the 

primary stages. In the case of cancer of the 
mouth, the percentage is 80 per cent; cancer 

of the lip, 85 per cent, and cancer of the skin, 
95 per cent. 

Tf cancer is to be conquered, the fear element 

must be sterilized. Thus the paradox of fear of 

a democratic menace can be climinated. 
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THE ART GALLERIES 
The Art of the Persians 

ERSIAN art is something I know 
Prsssiti little about, and I’m 

afraid my comments on the big loan 
show the Iranian Institute has just put on 
for us will have to be just about limited 
to straight reporting, with not much, 
if any, critical commentary. Indeed, it’s 
so huge an affair, with so many exhibits 
in so many diverse categories 
—from rugs and _ textiles 
through paintings and sculp- 
tures to pottery and metal- 
ware—that even if I did hap- 
pen to be an expert on the 
subject, P'd be hard put to it 
to know where to begin or 
how to mention more than 
the high spots. Held in the old Union 
League Club (itself a relic of a vanish- 
ing culture), it fills that venerable and 
capacious building with such an abund- 
ance’ of material as almost to suggest 
that the thing should be classed under 
some such heading as “Museums (tem- 
porary)” instead of as a mere exhibition. 

You'll find not single examples but 
whole cases of bowls, urns, and vases, 
rooms full of jewelry and household 
ornaments, while practically everywhere 
you look there are rugs. Rare rugs, too, 
let me add, and beautiful ones. To the 
majority of us Westerners, I imagine, 
the two most immediately attractive 
types of Persian art are the rugs and the 
miniature paintings, and in both these 
departments the collection has some 
really stunning items. There are rugs, 
as D’ve said, all over the place—not on 
the floors, of course, for these are crea- 
tions too precious to be walked on; like 
tapestries, they’re hung from the walls. 
The best of the lot are in a room called. 
Gallery IV, on the ground floor. These 
are long enough to reach from ceiling to 
floor, and broad as they are, their length 
makes them seem narrow. One is red, 
I remember, and one is a curiously pale 
golden yellow, and another, which is 
the loveliest of all, is deep blue. They 
hang there, each one differently pat- 
terned but all bearing those endless- 
ly intertwined flowerings of leaves and 
branches which, I’m told, typify the 
Persians’ desert-born love and longing 
for fertility; each one in its depth and 
richness of dye seeming almost to glow 
with its own luminosity, and together 
filling the room with color. Coming on 
them, to me, was almost like stumbling 
into a room full of stained-glass win- 
dows, and twelfth-century glass at that. 
It was breathtaking. 

  

‘The main use of painting, to the Per- 
sians, was in illuminating and illustrat- 
ing manuscripts, and their paintings 
therefore are as minute as the rugs are 
large. It was in many respects a deca- 
dent art. Heavy borrowings, first from 
the Chinese and later from the Euro- 
peans, influenced its form, and for the 

rest the artists’ attention seems 
mainly to have been devot- 
ed to subtilizing, rather than 
to developing and expanding, 
their style. There is animation 
in their design, but it’s static 
too; like a petrified wave, their 
paintings appear perpetually to 
surge and yet to stand motion- 

less. It has always been a question in my 
mind whether I really liked them or not. 
T'll say this, though: unless you’ve been 
specially fortunate in the past, you’ll see 
far finer pieces of painting than you’ve 
ever seen before. The best things are in 
Gallery IX, on the second floor, where 
there’s a manuscript painting illustrating | 
a life of Tamerlane, by the fifteenth- 
century artist Bihzad, which to me rep- 
resents just about the peak of this branch 
of Persian art. You'll need a magnify- 
ing glass if you’re to get the full value 
of it, however, and if it doesn’t seem too 
precious a gesture, I recommend that 

you carry one there. As you probably 
know, the Persians pushed their passion 
for minuteness of detail to the point 
where most of it became invisible to the 
naked eye. Like paradise itself, you might 
not see it, but it was there, and only un- 
der magnification could the real feeling 
and fullness of the work—its “body”— 
be perceived. And then, in addition to 
what I’ve mentioned, there are the room- 
fuls and roomfuls of other exhibits. Pll 
leave you to poke around them as your 
own interests may dictate. Look in on 
the rugs again on your way out. 

HIS year’s Independents has a 
tameness that I don’t like. It’s at 

the American Fine Arts Galleries, and 
there are, to be sure, the accepted num- 
ber of oddities—a portrait of Shirley 
Temple, called “Rebecca of Sunny- 
brook Farm” and done all in embroi- 
dery, by Josephine E, Verbinski; “Bac- 
chettina,” a huge, hollow, faceless statue 
constructed of innumerable small, flat 
pieces of wood, shellacked, by Thomas 
Lo Medico; a large oil, labelled “Alma 
Mater,” by Charles L. Goeller, of a 
greenish-skinned elderly male, with his 
skinny shanks wrapped in an academic   
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gown and a red “C”’ on his chest; and 
another, almost equally large, by Irvin 
Kierstein, containing at least nine planes 
of interest and fairly brandishing color, 
called “Aztec Ritual.” There are, too, 
enough of those sad, stiff little paintings 
of ships at sea or of calendar sunsets to 
remind us how deep and how wide- 
spread the love of painting is, even in 
our unaesthetic era, and how innocent 

its manifestations can be. There are, 
even among the works of the more or 
less unknown, some really fine pieces. 
Of the paintings, for example, Anthony 
Riportella’s strong, brown study called 
“Spanish Girl,” ‘Theresa Hunnell’s 
nicely balanced, half-naive “Age and 
Youth,” and the sharp, sunny, detailed 
street scene “Below 14th Street,” by 
Lester J. Ambrose; of the sculptures, 
Cornelia Cresson’s cleanly modelled, 
serene “Standing Woman” and Solo- 
mon Siegel’s blandly cryptic “Moon 
Glow.” But apart from these few, the 
makeup of the show is so glib and so 
unimaginative, so smoothly conyention- 
al in style, as to be almost frightening. 
If the Independents goes academic on 
us, where are we to turn? 

R= has a group of water colors and 
gouaches by Bruce Mitchell in a 

first one-man showing of more than 
ordinary distinction. Broad and sure in 
their handling, these are strong and 
perceptive pieces, and the artist through- 
out shows an extraordinary maturity of 
method, both in the architecture of his 

paintings and in the way he uses color 
to reinforce his design. I liked partic- 
ularly his “Granite Quarry,” so eco- 
nomically and yet so tellingly construct- 
ed, and his gray “Hudson Landscape,” 
in which the tree stump in the fore- 
ground does so much to establish the 
distance of the river view beyond.... 
André Derain’s new pieces, at Matisse, 
are mainly still lifes of food—food on 
the grand scale, large, luscious, ruddy- 
brown in color, done with all the high- 
lights and deep glaze and made-to-order 
mellowness that marked the eighteenth- 
century paintings on similar themes. I’m 
not sure I especially like them, or that 
they mean much in Derain’s career; 
there’s too much of the stunt about them. 
Technically, though, they’re as brilliant- 
ly painted as anything he’s done in some 
time. —Roserr M. Coates 

TAFT STEERS CLEAR 
OF STATES HE DOES 
NOT PLAN TO VISIT 

—Headline in the Oshkosh (Wis.) North- 
western. 

  

A cagey politician, obviously.



HORSE SHOWS 
AND HUNTS 

The Cup for Keeps 

G& ACH time Fred 
Kg E Colwill, the 

Baltimore County 
courthouse clerk 
who rides Block- 
ade, has dressed 
for the Maryland 
Hunt Cup, he has 
been careful to tuck 
a paper horseshoe in- 
to one of his boots 

for good luck. Ten-year-old E. Read 

Beard, Jr., whose mother owns the 

horse, suggested the idea and makes a 
new horseshoe for him every year. Cer- 
tainly no one could say that Master 

Beard’s paper charms haven’t worked 
beautifully, but I feel that luck has had 
less to do with Blockade’s victories than 

it has in most horse-racing, unless, of 
course, you call the animal’s excep- 
tional physical equipment for timber- 
jumping luck. 

Most horses have notoriously poor 
eyesight, but Blockade is an exception, 
and as a result he rarely makes a mis- 
take at his fences. Last week, when he 

won the Maryland for the third straight 

time and thus retired the Challenge 

Cup, which was put up by Ross Whis- 
tler in 1913, he didn’t touch a rail. Fur- 

thermore, like most sons of Man 0° 

War, he enjoys running on turf. There 
is something about the galloping action 
of Man o’ War horses that makes them 

even more at home on grass than they 
are on dirt tracks, Janon Fisher, Jr., 
who trains Blockade, thinks that if more 
of Man 0’ War’s sons had, like Bat- 
tleship, raced in England, where all the 
courses are grassy, Man o” War would 
have an even longer list of stake win- 
ners to his credit. 

Of Colwill’s three winning rides, I 
think the first was his easiest, the sec- 
ond his hardest, and last week’s his 
cleverest. Three years ago, the other 
riders in the race thought so little of 
Blockade that they allowed him to take 
a tremendous lead right at the start, 

and never could catch him. Last year, 
John Strawbridge’s great gray, Coq 
Bruyere, raced over fence after fence 
beside Blockade and might have won if 
he hadn’t hit the twentieth. In spite 
of Blockade’s brilliant performance in 
that race, there were still some skeptics 
who believed that if any horse ever got 
in front of him and stayed there for a 
few fences, he would become discour-   

PECK & PECK 

Fifth Ave. at 41st, 48th and 55th + Madison Ave. at 67th 

also 
Boston Philadelphia* Chicago*Cleveland «Detroit Evanston 

Si. Louis * Milwaukee * Minneapolis * Wellesley * Providence  
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to | Wan wide world that 
she Bled you. And the symbol is 
a diamond;"because diamonds signify 
constancy. You may not, as yet, be 
able to bring her a chest of gold, 
but choose 2’ gifgle, flawless diamond 
of trué, color’ now. Select your own 
stone, land have it mounted any way 
you want. Give her an engagement 
ring that is made especially for her. 

One-half carat from 
One carat from . 

$110.00 
$325.00 

Platinum mountings from $ 30.00 

BLACK STARR & FROST - GORHAM 
New York - Since 1810 - East Orange 

    

aged and quit. Perhaps it was this im- 
pression that brought out nine horses— 
an unexpectedly large number—to race 
with him last week. 

If so, their owners know better now. 
One after another, various horses took 
the lead away from Blockade, but they 
always had to go wide around him. Col- 
will saved ground at every opportunity 
and kept within striking distance of his 
competitors, who did all the work. At 
the end of the four miles, Blockade was 
the freshest of the lot. The Negro 
groom who was cooling the winner out 
at Mr. Fisher’s Caves Farm, while vis- 
itors were passing around a tremendous 
julep in the gold cup the horse had won, 
summed up Blockade’s character when 
he said, “They ain’t no chicken in this 

hoss.” 

f I ‘op-Rart Jorrines: Louis Merry- 
man, Jr., rode Friction and his 

brother John rode Monty R.... Sid 
Watters slid down the long nose of 
Or Else when the horse hit the eigh- 
teenth fence, and then miraculously slid 
back into the saddle again... Hugh 
O’Donovan, of the University of Vir- 
ginia, finished second on Myrmidon, a 
full ten lengths behind Blockade and 
half a length in front of Jay Disston, 
of Pennsylvania, on Cornwall II.... 
‘Twentieth Century-Fox crews took 
Technicolor pictures of the race for a 
movie to be called “Maryland.” ... 
After Blockade won, Sam Riddle jumped 
up and down, yelling, “I own his dad- 
dy! Town his daddy!” = —T. O'R. 

Lonpon, Jan. 25.—Police of Green- 
ford, Middlesex, played nursemaid today 
to a captured heron. They warmed the 
bird by the fire, gave it drink and fed it 
some freshly purchased fish. Then they 
offered it to the local zoo, which said it 
did not want the bird. 

The police decided to release it, but 
when they took it outside, the heron made 
a grab for a sergeant’s nose and held it 
in a vise-like grip for several moments. 
‘Then the bird disgorged the fish and flew 
away. The sergeant is now nursing his 
nose—The Herald Tribune. 

Anybody taking care of the fish? 

RAISED EYEBROWS DEPARTMENT 

[From the World-Telegram] 

The first girls selected were both 
veterans of last year’s Aquacade. No 
sooner had Mr. Rose told Miss Carol 
B. Gordon, a pretty brunette in a 
blue striped practice suit, to “go and 

than his publicity staff went into 
action. 

  
  

NOTHING LESS WILL DO 

BROWNE VINTNERS CO., INC., N.Y. 

  

The Barclay in Philadelphia 

combines the elements that 

make for perfect living: 
comfort, luxury and beauty 
of surroundings. Yet there is 

no sacrifice of convenience, 
for practically all business 

and social activities are 
within a few minutes of your 

very door. 

Satclay 
RITTENHOUSE SQUARE 
Author T. Muray, Manasing Disector 

PHILADELPHIA 
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MUSICAL EVENTS 
The Symphonies Remain—So Do Pianists 

son, the Philharmonic-Symphony 
came through with still another 

full-length orchestral novelty. The lat- 
est arrival was a “Symphonie concer- 
tante” for string quartet and orches- 
tra, composed by Anis Fuleihan, whose 
name has become reasonably and pleas- 
antly familiar on concert programs in 
the past few years. The “Symphonie 
concertante” is an effort to balance the 
chamber-music characteristics 
of a string quartet against the 
sonority of a regulation or- 
chestra, and, as a technical 
experiment, it may have in- 
terest. Unless, however, you 
happen to be excited about 
the acoustic problem involved, 
this extensive novelty seems a 
much less convincing exhibition of its 
composer’s abilities than some of his 
other products that have been heard 
hereabouts. 

‘The Philharmonic added to its week- 
ly schedule an appearance in the Gala 
Concert at the Metropolitan, for the 
benefit of the Opera Fund. Owing to 
the illness of Wilfred Pelletier, who was 
to have conducted part of the party, 
John Barbirolli took over the entire 
evening’s directing, and scored easily 
as_a pinch batonist. The orchestra was 
parked on the stage in front of the last- 
act background for “Le Nozze di Fi- 
garo,” and in the tradition of most or= 
chestras placed on the Metropolitan 
platform, it sounded as if it were play- 
ing several blocks away. Miss Grace 
Moore and Lawrence Tibbett, origi- 
nally announced as participants in the 
festival, were, like Mr. Pelletier, indis- 
posed, but, with Mme. Jarmila No- 
yotna, Miss Gladys Swarthout, Fritz 
Kreisler, Albert Spalding, Charles Kull- 
man, and the piano duo of Bartlett and 
Robertson on hand, the investors in 
tickets heard and saw plenty. 

Something new in the way of stage 
lighting for orchestral excerpts placed 
Mr. Barbirolli in the shadows, so when 
he turned around to bow, it looked as 
if he were working in blackface. They 
managed to do better with the lights 
when the soloists showed up. 

[- its penultimate week of the sea- 

   
  

‘HE National Orchestral Associa- 
tion wound up its tenth concert 

season last week without much fanfar- 
ing. The Association deserves an em- 
phatic salute for its valuable work in 
teaching young men and women to play 

AZ 

in orchestras. The organization’s con- 
certs often are sessions of musical im- 
portance, yet the most important part of 
the Association’s activity is the effective 
preparation of students for a difficult 
profession. It does the job handsomely. 

LTHOUGH most of our orches- 
tras will have shut up shop for 

the semester by the end of next week, 
symphony-goers will find Carnegie Hall 

still occupied by the New York 
City Symphony on Sunday eve- 
nings. Mayor LaGuardia and 
the WPA Music Project re- 
main sponsors of the events 
(Carnegie Hall codperatesin the 
present offerings), and a half- 
dollar buys a parquet seat. 

Last Sunday, the visiting 
conductor was Paul Lemay of the Du- 
luth Symphony. Mr. Lemay, who hasn’t, 
so far as I know, conducted here pre- 
viously except at a few radio concerts, 
is a sound and forceful young maestro 
who knows his job and his music. 

- 

HREE first-rate pianists were with 
us last week: Robert Goldsand, 

Egon Petri, and Rudolf Serkin. Mr. 
Goldsand, who hadn’t played here for 
about five years, returned as what those 
of us who had heard him thought he 
would turn out to be—a versatile and 
musical virtuoso. Mr. Petri, in his sec- 
ond recital of the season, was as astonish- 
ing as ever, and it also was as aston- 
ishing as ever that more people didn’t 
come around to hear him. Mr. Serkin, 
perhaps the most ubiquitous pianist in 
town, played Beethoven’s fifth concerto 
with the Philharmonic-Symphony, and 
if it had been his début, there would 
have been a great uproar about a new 
find. Mr. Serkin is past the new-find 
stage, so it’s enough to report that he 
contributed his customary able and sen- 
sitive pianism. 

NCREASING its long list of enter- 
prising events, the League of Com- 

posers presented an evening of music by 
Béla Barték at the Museum of Mod- 
ern Art, with performances by the com- 
poser himself, Mrhe. Enid Szantho, the 
Philharmonic-Symphony String Quar- 
tet, and Joseph Szigeti, who, assisted by 
Mr. Barték, played the first Rhapsodie, 
which he had offered a few days pre- 
viously at his admirable violin recital. 
Some of Mr. Barték’s music isn’t easy 
to assimilate quickly, but even when it’s   
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AMERICAN PREMIERE 

Frederick Stock and the 
Chicago Symphony Now 
Record Schubert's Seventh 

Wen you hear this tone- 
perfect recording you will 
want to hear other favorites 
on Columbia* Masterworks 
Records. And when you invest 
in Columbia Masterworks 
Albums you always know that 
you will get perfect perform- 
ances through many playings 
... because Columbia Records 
are made better, play better 
than ever before. 

FREE: Write to Columbia 
Masterworks at Bridgeport, 
Conn., for free May listing of 
latest Masterworks releases. 

    

                      

     

    

     

    

    

    
    

  

SCHUBERT: Symphony No. 7 in © Major 
Frederick Stock conducting the 
Chicago Symphony Orchestra. Six 
12-inch records in Album. Set M 
and AM-403 . $11.00 

LISZT—arr. BUSONI: Spanish Rhapsody 
Dimitri Mitropoulos and the 
Minneapolis Symphony Orchestra. 
Two 12-inch records in Album. 
Set X-163 . soe 2 $4.50 

DEBUSSY: Pagodes (From “Estampes”) 
Lille Joyeuse 

Walter Gieseking, pianist. 12-inch 
record. 69841-D . = $1.50 

Trade merks"Colmbia he sto! @ 
ond “Masterworks Reg. U, S. Pot. Of. 

by Columbia Phonogroph Company, Inc. 

    

    

Trade Mork. 

COLUMBIA 
RECORDS 

COLUMBIA RECORDING CORPORATION 
Subsidiary of the Columbia Broadcasting System, Inc. 

Bridgeport New York Hollywood 

   



   

  

   

     

      
    
        

        

  

ORRIN TUCKER 
and His Orchestra 

Featuring Songs by 

BONNIE BAKER 

Dinner and Supper Dancing 
Informal (Evening Dress Optional) 

Couvert after 11 P.M., $1 + Sat., $1.50 

THE 

WALDORF 
ASTORIA 
See them broadcast 

on “YOUR HIT PARADE” from 
the Waldorf 

Saturday nights...9-9:45 P.M. 
and again at Midnight 

pacace 
HOTEL 
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See,     

  

Spacious rooms and suites, hand- 
somely furnished. San Francisco’s 
traditionally famous cuisine in the 
unique Garden Court. This hotel’s 
central location is most conveniently 
situated for all transportation, and 
for the 1940 Exposition, 

Prompt reservation service: 
New York City Washington, D. C. 

Murray Hill 4-662 Republic 2131 
SESS 

    

  

severe or puzzling, the listener realizes 
that it’s the work of an original master. 

—Rozert A. Simon 

POPULAR RECORDS 

Specialty Shops 

RATHER novel idea is being 
tried out by Rabsons’ Music Shop, 

at 111 West 52nd Street. It’s some- 
thing called a Dance-Sing record (Mu- 
sic Box No. 5), a twelve-inch affair on 
which Kitty Carlisle is featured as vocal- 
ist and is accompanied by an orches- 
tra under the direction of Jesse Smith. 
‘There are four tunes on each side of the 
record—the first, second, and fourth 
numbers being fox trots, and the third a 
waltz in one case, a rumba in the other. 

The playing is continuous, except, of 
course, when you take time out to flop 
over the disc; Miss Carlisle keeps singing 
graciously, engagingly, and musically, 
and—if you like—you can dance-listen 
to the combination of music and voice, 
which runs about five minutes a side. 
What principally interests me, though, 
is the manner in which one is led from 
fox trot into waltz or rumba and back 
again with scarcely a perceptible ripple in 
the surface of the rhythm. The songs in 
one group consist of “How High the 
Moon,” “Too Romantic,” “Nothing 
But You” (the waltz), and “The Sky 
Fell Down.” On the other side are “On 
the Isle of May,” “Give a Little Whis- 
tle,” “Say SiS?” (the rumba), and “Ev- 
ery Sunday Afternoon.” The orchestra 
deserves a word of praise, too. 

Rabsons’ isn’t the only record shop to 
come forward with its own release this 
trip. There is the Hot Record Society, at 
827 Seventh Avenue (53rd), for in- 
stance, which is offering a pair of discs 
made by a quartet of eminent jazzists— 
Sidney Bechet, Muggsy Spanier, Car- 
men Mastren, and Wellman Braud. 
They improvise deftly around “La- 
zy River” and “Sweet Lorraine” on 
H.R.S. 2000, and “China Boy” and 
“Four or Five Times” on H.R.S. 2001. 
Schirmer, at 3 East 43rd Street, takes 

up matters of subdued rhythm with its 
record No. 512, presenting Casper 
Reardon and his orchestra in “They 
Didn’t Believe Me,” which includes a 
neat vocal by Loulie Jean, and “I Got 
Rhythm.” The Liberty Music Shops, at 
Madison and 50th, Madison and 67th, 
and in the Savoy-Plaza, offer an attrac- 
tive record of “How High the Moon” 
and “The House with the Little Red 
Barn” performed, pianistically and vo- 
cally, by Joan Edwards (L-292) ; and 
the Commodore Music Shops, at 144 
East 42nd and 46 West 52nd, join in   

MAY 4,1940 

© Pardon us if we call Underwood 
Black Bean Soup souperior but 
there are few first courses so hap- 
pily designed to get a dinner party 
off to a famous start. Few soups are 
so thoroughly worthy of a well- 
appointed table of that subtle spot 

sherry, that slice of egg. 
© By Special Appointment, too, is 
another distinguished soup, Under- 
wood Purée Mongole, a deliciously 
seasoned blend of tomatoes, peas 
and julienned vegetables. 
© If your dealer does not carry these 
soups, write toWm, Underwood Co., 87 
‘Walnut St., Watertown, Massachusetts, 
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here’s adventure 
as you 

like it 

Got all the thrills of the Old West with 
perlect sclety under the tutelage of 
experienced Montana Dude Ranchers. 
Enjoy native sports—fishing. hunting. 
fiding—or just rest amid Montano’s 
untompled beauty. 

MONTANA 
Be LE LS 

DUDE 
RANCHES 

DUDE RANCH DIVISION B 
MONTANANS, INC., HELENA, MONT. 

ARIZONA 
Spend Spring and Summer at comfortable 
modern ranch. Make trips to White Mountains 
for Trout, Painted Desert for Snake Dances and 
Grand Canyon. Hunt Hon with hounds on Mo- 
gollon Rim, We carry complete camp and 
Saddle stock in trucks on these trips. High and 
cool. 
SPRING CREEK RANCH—COTTONWOOD, ARIZONA  
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W YORKER 

with another of their “Classics in Swing” 
(No. 529), on which the pianist Jess 
Stacy plays “She’s Funny That Way” 
(Bud Freeman helps along on this with 
some tenor-sax figures) and “You're 
Driving Me Crazy.” 

pe singers have been active. Ginny 
Simms jis presented on Vocalion 

5456 in “My Fantasy,” a tempo adapta- 
tion of an excerpt from the Polovtsian 
Dances in Borodin’s opera “Prince 
Igor,” and “I Can’t Get Started.” Her 
work, as always, is smart and at the same 
time expressive. Decca’s vocal three 
some, the Andrews Sisters, take up, on 
Decca 3097, an intricate item called 
“Rhumboogie,” which attempts to weld 
the rumba and boogie-woogie rhythms 
into a new kind of pattern. The per- 
formance comes off successfully, though 
it hardly produces anything revolution- 
ary. The other side of this record brings 
us the young ladies in one of their typical, 
Jess experimental jobs, a straight and ef- 
fective account of “Tuxedo Junction.” 

HE latest crop of dance offerings 
indicates that the record-makers 

are keeping in step with the times by 
placing somewhat more emphasis than 
heretofore on Latin-American music. 
There’s still plenty of swing, though, as 
you can see from the following list of 
recommended items, in which the hot 
numbers are marked with an asterisk: 

Jack tHE Bear* and Morntnc Grory— 
Duke Ellington and his orchestra, The Duke 
returns to Victor with two excellently 
played pieces, both Ellington originals. 
"Jack the Bear” is breezy and flashily or- 
chestrated; “Morning Glory,” one of those 
“mood” compositions, is a slow tune, richly 
harmonized, with Rex Stewart's trumpet 
weaving through its pattern in a velvety 
obbligato. (Victor 26536) 

Briue Inx* and Can Tuts Be Love?— 
Woody Herman and his orchestra. Here is 
one band whose rhythm section doesn’t 
pound out a lot of unmusical beats but 
gratifyingly lets you hear the chords of 
guitar and piano distinctly. Besides this, 
the arrangements are neatly contrived, and 
the precision of the playing is something 
to admire. (Decca 3081) 

At a Tre Like Tuis and Lone Live Love 
—Xavier Cugat and his orchestra. These 
songs, although described as Continental 
fox trots, are nevertheless given an ample 
measure of the Cugat Latin-American 
treatment, unpretentious and smooth. Alice 
Cornet sings the choruses with the em- 
phasis on diction. (Victor 26544) 

Crescenno tv Drums* and I've Gor You 
Unper My Sxry*—Stuff Smith and his 
orchestra, Swing is the thing here. The 
first offers just what the title implies. Dur- 
ing this we are treated to almost every tart 
accent and broken rhythm on the books. 
Smith’s fiddle-playing is the high point, 
though, of both sides. (I’arsity 8242) 

Conca Arsum—Desi Arnaz and his La 
Conga Orchestra. A handy set containing 
four congas and four bolero sons, expertly 
and, what's equally important, authentical- 
ly played. (Columbia album C-12) 

—OFFBEAT 
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Several well-known figure skat— 

ers, including Audrey Peppe, the 

famous Olympic skating star, have 

found the Sun Valley ice—rink 

ideal for keeping in training. 

And just adjoining the rink 

there's a marvelous dance 

terrace. What else is there to 
do? Well — these little photo 

views will give you some idea. 

And rates are low — from $3 up. 

But if you'd really like to know 

what a wonderful place Sun 

Valley is for a summer vacation 

just write and say 'Send me a 

copy of your Sun Valley Photo 

Diary'. I'll be delighted — and 

so will you. 

Sum \ettey Sue 
Sun Valley, Idaho 

P.S.Have you seen the Summer Sun Val— 

ley Fashions in your local store?   
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ON AND OFF THE AVENUE 

T has been estab- 
lished by an in- 

sistent press that the 
fashionable women 

of New York café 
circles yield place to no one in the smart- 
ness of their dress. We are told that they 
dress their own unusual types, discarding 
the ordinary and the eccentric alike, with 
a canny clothes sense, and even doing 
creative designing in the calmest, most 
offhand way imaginable. I have often 
been awed as I observed these best peo- 
ple of ours ordering from the best cus- 
tom houses. They look at a model ($250 
without the fur) which is already being 
sold around town at $19.95 and with 
that sure instinct of theirs pronounce it 
divine. They then decide that the dress 
would be more individual if, instead 
of being a slavish copy of the original, 
it had the neckline of another model 
and the fabric of a third. The salesgirls 
coo that this can be arranged, and the 

customer leaves the shop convinced that 
she is as good as Paquin at designing. 

However, there are many women 
of some affluence and genuine judg- 
ment who would be glad to do some- 
thing about their ideas if given half a 
chance. They are still helplessly looking 
for the European ideal of a perfect dress 
maker or “little tailor,” one who will 
understand that you are not comfortable 
in a swing skirt, or that you hate blue, or 
that the beloved old suit you are wearing 
has beautiful elements which you want 
re-created. For those who flounder 
thus, there is Muriel King, who has giv- 
en up her shop but is still available for 
consultation at Regent 4-7311. She will 
turn out original sketches to fit specific 
problems, or to put your groping ideas 
into concrete form. She will supervise 
their execution, too, either by your own 
dressmaker or by her old fitters. If you 
have a thoroughgoing idea or have found 
a sketch that is your notion of how you 
want to look, you can go direct to her 
tailor, Mendel Morris, now at 717 Lex- 
ington Avenue (58th), or her French 
dressmaker, Madame Janine, now at 
645 Madison Avenue (60th), each of 
whom will work them out for you with 
imagination and infinite pains. Either 
‘way you can be sure that you won’t be 
a carbon copy of any other personality 
on earth. 

  
‘O continue with the subject of ex- 
quisite custom things that do not look 

as if they could suit any other human as 

FEMININE FASHIONS 

well as they do you, the lingerie at Ha- 
zel Kolman, 535 Madison (54th), also 
fulfills dreams. She has new materials 
to play with—one an imported satin 
that is the pink of spun-sugar candy, with 
tiny white medallions blurred all over it 
to give it a faraway shimmer. She also 
has the brains to let this fabric stand on 
its own merits by making it up into 
the simplest possible hostess gowns, as 
well as dressing gowns to be worn 
over sculptured white satin nightgowns 
trimmed with the pink. Another fabric 
is a watermelon-pink surah with a white 
stripe so fine that the material is alter- 
nately murky and glistening. Among 
Kolman’s famous combination sets of 
dressing gowns with several nightgowns 
to complement them, her newest whim- 

sy is gray-and-chartreuse prints (wash- 
able, she swears) made into tailored 
house gowns with nighties of, say, char- 
treuse crépe on which the print is ap- 
plied at the neck. These are won- 
derful, especially for that interesting 
type who, whatever the time of day, 

  
looks like the devil in pastels and sheers 
and laces and satins. For feminine 
types, Kolman turns around and offers 
pale-blue flannel dressing gowns with 
wide Val trimming on the collars and 
pockets, these to go with pale-blue sheer 
nightgowns similarly trimmed. The 
flannel, too, is guaranteed washable. 
Nobody does hostess or tea gowns, tail- 
ored or trailing, better than she does. 
Note a white romain over white taffeta, 
with two belts—one that can go out 
dancing, the other of chiffon in two col- 
ors, trailing in house-gown style; you'd 
be amazed at the difference in for- 
mality these belts make. Her trickiest 
new note is Pettiblouses (for women 
who loathe the way the ordinary blouse 
pulls out of suit skirts), which extend 
downward into ruffle-edged knee-length 
petticoats. She'll make them up in what- 
ever material you can think of. 

top any kind of smart apparel, 
I I give you Robert Dudley, at [1 

East 56th Street. His hats are defin- 

“Does your husband like you to be dark and mysterious?”
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HOW 10 
RETIRE THIS SUMMER 

  

your costly, heavy winter blankets . . . 

they're as wrong for summer nights as 
your overcoat is for summer days. 
Restless, tortured, too-hot sleepers 
kick ‘em overboard—don't you hate 
to see your lovely blankets on the 
floor? On a shelf for the summer, 
they'll stay clean, ready for Fall. . . 
and last much longer. 

  

- The blanket made for summer bed- 
wear—at home, at the shore, aboard 
the lugger. Nocturnes are 100% wool, 
long fibres finely spun, almost as light 
as a linen sheet. Thank your (North) 
stars for Nocturnes when you... 

yp your beds with light, fleecy Nocturnes 

to midsummer night's dream in warmth 
without weight! Choose from nine 
shades—Ashes of Roses, Terra Rosa, 
Delft Blue, Chamois Gold, Peach 
Glow, Rose Pink, Green, French Blue, 

White—six sizes. At your favorite de- 
oe partment store or specialty shop. 

62 up 

NORTH*STAR NOCTURNE 

Summe, BGlankele 
NORTH STAR WOOLEN MILL COMPANY + MINNEAPOLIS, MINNESOTA 
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itely for sophisticated women, and he 
likes particularly the dashing effect that 
comes from a tilt well over one eye. 
His old love for the Robin Hood touch 
is revived in a red felt crownless af- 
fair which ascends to a sharp peak in 
back and is trimmed with self-cording. 
For carrying all before you, look at 
a white straw-braid plaque with two 
large white doves perched at the front 
and dangling red cherries from their 
beaks instead of the conventional olive 
branch. For beautifully groomed women 
who Dare, he shows English walking 
hats of other days, with plum-pudding 
crowns of beige toyo, narrow rolled 
brims of black soutache braid, and 
burnt goose feathers high at one side; 
a mesh veil is worn with this, tight 
across the face and falling in long ends 

at one side. If you like large hats, the 
Fritzi Scheff influence turns up in sev- 
eral, among them a black Milan worn 
well back on the head, with a small, 
peaked crown. There is nostalgia, too, 
in a black Milan with a pink felt bandeau 

and one lovely La France rose, sur- 
rounded by green foliage, at the top of 
the high, narrow crown. La France 
roses appear elsewhere on the premises: 
an off-the-face Dubonnet rough straw 
has one nestling at each cheek with its 
stem and leaves piercing the brim and 
emerging at the side of the crown. Look 
also at an Irene Castle cap of white 
embroidered organdie with blue and 
white magnolias clustered in front. 

VEN if my own goose pimples 
hadn’t let me know it was a late 

spring, I could have told it was because 
the telephone calls demanding the name 
of That Expert on Panama hats didn’t 
start coming in until this week. His name 
is R. H. Oetting, Jr.; he’s at 210 Fifth 
Avenue (26th), and, for both men and 
women, he sells them, repairs them, and 
blocks them so that they look like hats 
instead of worthy heirlooms. —L. L. 

We wish to correct an article that 
appeared in the December 14 issue 
of the Bucknellian regarding a talk 
given by Professor McCrossen. We 
quoted the title of his talk as being 
“the study of social sciences has been 
the cause of the present difficulties in 
Europe.” 
the post-war unrest in Europe is, I 

His real thesis was: the cause of 
believe, the rise of a Rousseauan pro- 
letariat, without a sense of discipline 
or religion, whose only goals are 
bread and circuses—T he Bucknellian. 

You’re hardly the type to correct an 
article. Let it go.



THE CURRENT 
CINEMA 

A Mayor’s Dilemma 
—Other Dilemmas 

GAIN there has 
arrived in 

town one of those 
French films of 
small-town or vil- 
lage life which have 
so delighted many 
people here who 

practically never said anything abroad 
but “Combien?” The scene of this new 
product, called “The Mayor’s Dilem- 
ma,” is Chezy-sur-Marne, a hamlet (if 
anything was left of it at all after that 
last war) somewhere in the neighbor- 
hood of Chateau-Thierry. For the bene- 
fit of younger persons who know all 
about Narvik but never heard of Cha- 
teau-Thierry, I might say that the latter 
spot received considerable attention in 
the 1914 press. 

It may be of value and comfort these 
days that the picture isn’t a horror war 
film at all and that it reminds us of 
the very human and rather droll misad- 
ventures, essentially comic, which can 
occur in the midst of utter catastrophe. 
‘The catastrophe is indicated clearly as 
we see the German Army march in 
upon the uninformed, bewildered, sleepy 
town, but its bleak outline is eased by 
simple incidents of amazingly natural 
quality. Five citizens, the leading citi- 
zens, of course—the Mayor, the local 
seigneur, the bailiff, the policeman, and 
the barber, each with the idiosyncrasies 
of his class and temperament—are in- 
carcerated as hostages, and the hapless 
worthies must face the prospect of ex- 
ecution. That they are released at last, 
thanks to the historic taxis that brought 
an army on from Paris, is a relief and a 
delight, and we can think of the old 
parties ending their days in a tranquil 
glow of heroic prestige. The village 
scraps and tantrums and vanities and the 
characteristics of every citizen are clari- 
fied and spiced for us in that clever way 
the French have of making their movies, 
much as they stir up a luscious, beautiful 
pot-au-feu. 

   

    

  

   

UR domestic products aren’t any- 
thing to boast about. To be sure, 

Miss Joan Crawford and Mr. Gable— 
Clark Gable—have appeared on the 
horizon in “Strange Cargo,” a treatise 
adapted from a book called “Not Too 
Narrow, Not Too Deep,” which, I 

19 

  

        

"THis TIME 
WE LANDED AN AIRPORT 

    The Admirals’ Club in the Administration Building of LaGuardia Field. 

Avweonrs don’t come Sloane’s way every day. But when they do... 
Sloane is up to them. Take the American Airlines’ executive offices at 
La Guardia Field. Sloane did them...lock, stock and barrel...working out 
furnishings as functional in design as a plane...designing to order, as 
well as drawing on Sloane’s 
wide range of stock executive 
furniture. The main reception 
hall, the directors’ board room, 

and two of the private dining 
rooms are also Sloane-done. 

Sloane decorators won’t be 
stymied. They’ve got the experi- 
ence, the imagination, and the 

resources to conquer the stiffest 
of decorating problems for you 
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NO need to go abroad 
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Yorkers have discover- 
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hear, was a source of great spiritual con- 
solation to many mystics of lending-li- 
brary society. Since much of the action 
takes place in a French penal colony and 
the regions of bars and brutish social life 
to which escaping convicts fly, both the 
stars have opportunity to be as tough 
and lively as their delicate talents allow 
them to be. They are very active and 
display violence—amorous or the oppo- 
site—as the plot requires, assisted therein 
by the villainies of Peter Lorre and Paul 
Lukas. However, there is a complication 
in the story. A Mysterious Stranger is 
with us, played by Ian Hunter, whom 
you've probably noticed in many a film. 
I fear that such of the Crawford-Gable 
following as are not mystics, for there 
may be some who aren’t, are going to 
be baffled by this element in the story. 
Right in the middle of a convict’s escape, 
for instance, with the girl friend bus- 
tling along in the fracas, up turns the 
Messiah. The Presence, in human guise, 
leads to the most untoward spiritual 
spasms, and even the most hardened 

mystics may blush at the result. 

‘HE movie version of Maxwell 
Anderson’s “Saturday’s Children” 

isn’t mystical in the least, but concrete 
indeed. Though both Anne Shirley and 
John Garfield are nice and likely as 
the sad young impoverished couple, and 
though a certain Dennie Moore con- 
tributes a needed snicker here and there 
asa typist friend, the piece is frankly just 
dull. A false and tricky climax has been 
devised, with the father (Claude Rains) 
staging heroics which you don’t believe 
a minute and which were certainly 
not thought needed by Mr. Anderson. 
There is also the stark fact to face that 
in these long years of moviegoing we 
have seen hundreds upon hundreds of 
pictures describing just such homes as we 
see here, and just such problems, and de- 
scribing them with just the same lan- 
guage, with just the same gestures of 
woebegone wistfulness, tears, and laugh- 

ter. It must be said, too, that things 
never seem quite so sad on the screen, 
because these Saturday’s children, who 
have “far to go,” also do actually look so 
“brave and bonny, and good and gay.” 

Being skimpy with its dinosaurs, 
“One Million B.C.” won’t tickle the 
gizzards of paleontologists. I suppose in 
due time our own contemporary history 
will provide just such faintly comic ma- 
terial. —Joun MosHeEr 

° 

Barsper—Must know how to cut hair. 
Apply 604 S. Kostner av—Adv. in the 
Chicago Daily News. 

It’s practical age we live in.



OH, TO BE IN ENGLAND! 

NYONE who wants to straighten 
himself out on the absurd prop- 
osition that England might be 

conquered in this war may easily do so 
by reading the April-May-June issue of 
The Countryman: A Quarterly Non- 
Party Review and Miscellany of Rural 
Life and Work for the English-Speak- 
ing World, a copy of which has just run 
the blockade and landed high and dry 
on my desk. In digest format but fat as 
a pigeon, it is edited and published at 
Idbury, near Kingham, in Oxfordshire, 
England (telephone: Shipton-under- 
Wychwood 226), by J. W. Robertson 
Scott, a bastion of the Empire if I ever 

saw one. A glance at the latest two 
hundred and forty pages he has collect- 
ed would set Dr. Joseph Goebbels well 
back on his heels, for if the English mor- 
ale is reflected in them as well as I think 

it is, it can never be undermined, or 
even given a momentary tremor, by 
any conceivable quantity of propaganda 
leaflets and Lord Hawhaw broadcasts. 

Though this thirteenth-birthday 
number of The Countryman leads off 
with a timely dialect sketch called 
“Bettesworth on ‘Tater’ Planting,” 
the kernel of the issue is a group of re~ 
plies to the question “Who Prop, in 
These Bad Days, My Mind?” Trans- 
lated from the Matthew Arnold, the 
full query, which was addressed to 
“better-known subscribers,” reads thus: 
“What book or books, study, pursuit, 
recreation, practice or habit of mind 
have you found most efficacious in 
yielding you refreshment at this time?” 
Thirty-eight answers are printed, most 
of them supplemented by a few words 
describing their authors. 

The American Ambassador starts 
things rolling with the brisk words “I 
read—when I can.” Mr. Kennedy is 
the only American in the group, and 
his answer is the most abrupt of all. 
Most are as responsive and specific as 
Sir Cyril Ashford, formerly Head- 
master, R.N. College, Osborne and 
Dartmouth, who finds, among other 
things, that “the most effective escape 
books are those written in periods of 
profound security, such as nineteenth- 
century novels and poetry.” Professor 
W. Lyon Blease says earnestly, “I dig 
my garden in daylight and read Park- 
man’s ‘History of North America’ dur- 
ing the blackout.” R. A. Butler, M.P., 
Under-Secretary for Foreign Affairs, 
agrees with Professor Blease to the ex- 
tent that “one’s mind can gain refresh- 
ment by dreaming through an old and 
stodgy history,” but he considers that   

$1 
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“the best recreation of all is to be out 
rough shooting in the country without 
too many guests or too much game.” 
One of his predecessors in the office of 
Under-Secretary, Lord Harmsworth, 
now chairman of the Commons, Foot- 
paths and Open Spaces Preservation 
Society, shows a similar combination of 
tastes, though he apparently restricts his 
interest in sports to the printed word. 
“Lamb, Boswell, diaries old and new, 
and fishing and gardening books” are to 
him “preludes...to nights altogether 
forgetful of Herr Hitler and Dr. Goeb- 
bels.”” 

There is solace for both Viscount 
Hawarden and Sir William Seeds, Am- 
bassador to Russia, in the crossword 
puzzles of the London Times. Sir 
Francis Lindley, formerly Ambassador 
to Japan, rivals Ambassador Kennedy 
in terseness with the answer “Wander- 
ing round with a gun. Gardening.” 
Among the women, Edith Evans, the 
actress, is a devotee of “working hard 
and trying to eat as little as possible.” 
Lady Redesdale’s recreation is, uncon- 
ventionally, “chiefly found in figures— 
accounts are to me a rest and a contin- 
ual pleasure.” Lady Margaret Sackville 
prefers dog racing or making toys. “I 
get my refreshment at all times,” Sir 
Rowland Sperling, former Minister to 
Finland, testifies, “by going to bed and 
to sleep. When not thus engaged I am 
killing down rabbits—” Here the read- 
er’s attention is distracted by a picture 
captioned “Roman Granary on Had- 
rian’s Wall” and the turn of the page. 

Es us leave the responses to the 
“Who Prop” query there and 

look to other sections of The Country- 
man for further evidence of that Brit- 
ish imperturbability on the home front 
which is as likely as any other single fac- 
tor to win the war. The first sentences 
of two separate articles are immediately 
reassuring to those who favor the Allied 
cause because they prove that war has not 
shaken a national characteristic essential 
in These Bad Times—the Englishman’s 
demand to know, first off, where he is 
at. The first exhibit is from an essay 
called “I Walked by Night,” by E. M., 
who opens her essay with this sentence: 

‘When I was a woman of nearly fifty I 
was living in Cumberland, near Great Mell 
Fell, which looms up between Penruddock 
and Troutbeck, on the Penrith-Keswick 
line—not the Windermere Troutbeck. 

Tf this is not enough, consider “ ”T'was 
Seventy Years Since,” by T. P. P., a 
reminiscence of life in Wales which 
strides off: 

The farm-house, in the upper part of 
the valley of the Wye on its Breconshire 
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side, a few miles from the English border, 
at the town of Hay, was Gwernyfed Hall, 
a spacious Elizabethan mansion. 

OFf course, keeping one’s bearings 
will not alone win a war, but you will 
remember the maxim thatyou can’t sub- 
jugate a nation which is intent upon 
digging its garden. On this score I don’t 
think we have to worry much about the 
eventual triumph of the British. If they 
are anything like The Countryman’s 
loyal readers, they are rising to R. B.’s 
question, “Do You Pollinate?,” by 
“dusting open blossoms with a rabbit's 
tail after dabbing it against the pollen- 
bearing stamens of a blossom of a dif- 
ferent variety.” ‘They are beginning 
a compost heap. They are studying a 
spirited symposium on the most effective 
types of scarecrows, of which the win- 
ner is clearly the “Lepersonne scarer 

. simply a slow-burning rope fuse (3 
in. per hour), which explodes a pe- 
tard every forty minutes or so. This 
causes iron plates to flap.” And when 
not actually at their garden work, they 
are, with Cecil J. Twist, “getting up 
carly in the morning in the hope of 
seeing a bitch stoat take her youngsters 
out for their first hunt” or agreeing 
with an author quoted in The Country- 
man that “Gt would be difficult to find 
anywhere more lovesick animals than 
skunks” or enjoying pictures in that 
magazine such as the one of two worms 
labelled “Worm Happiness—Rarely 
Seen Except at Night.” 

Finally, they are showing the sort of 
tolerance that can disconcert and some- 
times rout a foe, though in this instance 
it is a foe who has pretty well shot his 
holt. The editor of The Countryman, J. 
W. Robertson Scott, sums up the whole 
precept in these magnanimous words: 

In the Press, in times past, I have been 
among those who have disapproved of 
Prince Ferdinand of Bulgaria. In The 
Countryman, however, he is an ornitholo- 
gist. The other day friend Lockley was 
gossiping with me about enthusiasm for 
birds displayed by “the Coburger” when 
he visited Skokholm. “His age and gout 
made it difficult for him to get up the 
steep slope, but he did it by degrees with 
spells of bird-watching from a folding 
arm-chair carried by an attendant. We 
had to bring him shearwaters and petrels to 
admire. His wish was to handle Fra- 
tercula (the puffin), and at last we caught 
one for him....At Skomer, when we got 
under the high cliffs where countless 
kittiwakes and guillemots breed, he was 
deeply moved, and I saw tears in his eyes.” 

—Cariton Brown 

Here is Tschaikowsky at his best. Music 
so beautiful it has to be heard to be ap- 
preciated—The Journal & American. 

A lot of music is like that. 

            

    

          

   

   

  

    

       

      
        

    
    

    
    
    
    
    
    

    

        

These Three Reds 
are the ewes rete eae 

ia your spring lips 

Viprene-vanipts lipstick 
colors...to settle the question 
of what to wear with what. 

Pick nev perpen, hot red 
for sharp colors. 
CHERISE, true, clear 

cherry-red, reddest 
red for neutrals. 
FRESH RED, rosiest red 
Sor pastels. 

Wear any of the 
three with black, navy or white. 

All three in the dazzling. 
“1Ussy" of a Lipstick, the pro- 
vocative, shiny “H.”    

ipo by 
On, if you like a sheenless, soft so~ 
phistication, choose the mat-finish 
“LADY” of a Lipstick, subtle, deli- 
cate “L.r Each $1.00 at fine shops. 

   
   

    

VOLUPTE 

Tnteunntional Stulio 

Act Cocpovation 

EXHIBITION 
May 6 through June I4 

  

  

Three-Dimensional Wall Decorations 
showing treatment of antique 

backgrounds in rooms of today by 

Four Members of 

The American Institute of Decorators 

LENYGON & MORANT, INC. 

NANCY McCLELLAND, INC. 

McMILLEN, INC. 

THEDLOW 

Backgrounds acquired by 

William Randolph Hearst 

x 
15 EAST 57 STREET, NEW YORK    



84 

VACATION? 

is 

RIGHT HERE 

(N THIS 

FREE 
BOOKLET 

         

      

Are you wondering what to do on 
your vacation? The answer is right here 
in one handsome booklet! Maine offers you 
just the kind of diversion you want. Re- 
Jax and rest, if you wish, on a birch-fringed 
Jake or on a sandy seashore. If it’s a ity 
youre after—you can swim, sail, fish, ride, 
play tennis and golf. 

You'll enjoy the famous Maine hospital- 
ity and you'll relish the wholesome food. 
Cool Maine nights encourage sound sleep. 

This handsome booklet will make it easy 
for you to plan a grand vacation. Maine 
offers every kind of accommodation—well- 
known hotels, inns, sporting camps—com- 
fortable overnight stopping places and tour- 
ist homes. Mail the coupon today and look 
forward to a perfect vacation in Maine! 
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THE SKY LINE 
Rockefeller Center Revisited 

      
  

INE years ago, Rocke- 
N feller Center was still 

on the drafting board. 
Mr. Rockefeller was referring 
hopefully to the possibility of 
giving the buildings an Egyp- 
tian touch. Some directors of 
the Metropolitan Opera House were 
talking hopefully about a new home. ‘The 
Center’s publicity men, dreaming of 
larger and more magnificent headlines, 
had collaborated with the late Raymond 
Hood to concoct one of the most insipid 
ideas the project has been afflicted with: 
hanging gardens. More romantic than 
anyone else, Mr. Rockefeller’s financial 
advisers were talking hopefully about 
producing even more rentable space than 
would be required to create an income 
on which Columbia University could live 
in the style to which it was accustomed. 
About the last thought that occurred to 
anyone was that a group of office build- 
ings ought to be efficiently designed as 
offices. 

In spite of all these handicaps, Rock- 
efeller Center has turned into an im- 
pressive collection of structures; they 
form a composition in which unity and 
coherence have to a considerable degree 
diminished the fault of overemphasis. 
In other words, they get by. Now, when 
the project is complete, one can see that 
the worst mistakes were made at the 
beginning and that as the decade wore 
on, the architects, at least, gradually 
achieved a more rational conception of 
their problem. But the most gigantic 
blunders had already been made. Among 
those blunders one must include the 
seventy-story R.C.A. Building, because 
of its seventy stories, the sunken plaza, 
the hanging gardens, and the—alas! — 
superfluous motion-picture theatre. 

S° much has happened since 1931 
that most people have probably for- 

gotten the modifications that have been 
made in the original design, such as the 
climination of the oval-shaped building, 
looking in the renderings exactly like 
a hatbox, which was originally intended 
as the central mass for Fifth Avenue. 
‘They may also have forgotten that nine 
years ago the architects were still pon- 
dering the idea of using brick and that 
there was still a chance some “inter- 
pretation” of Egypt or the Renaissance 
might be inflicted on the facades. 

One can see that the choice of rough- 
faced limestone for the facades of the 
buildings was on the whole a happy one, 

  

for the stone has been steadily 
absorbing soot, so by now both 
the stone face and the metal 
plaques are about the same 
tone and color. Certainly the 
limestone, combined with the 
blue of the windowshades, 

was a safe choice. But now that there 
is a striking contrast in color between 
the new and the old facades, one can 
also see how the architects, by cling- 
ing to a single material and color, lost 
a jolly opportunity. Eventually all the 
buildings will have the same hue, where- 
as a positive contrast in color between 
the central mass and the supporting 
buildings would have made permanent 
what is only a temporary effect. 

Because the architects went in for 
facades that were severe and uniform, 
they doubtless felt doubly bound to re- 
lieve this severity with ornament. It 
only remains to be said that never were 
so much money and pains spent with so 
little effect. The hanging gardens were, 
of course, hardly architectural devices. 
But even the ornamental sculpture that 
was used about the entrances is overpow- 
ered by the tremendous masses above 
them. Michelangelo could not have pre- 
vailed against this handicap. Further- 
more, the most conspicuous murals, those 
of Sert and Ezra Winter, are aestheti- 
cally the worst flops. 

‘The most blatant misuse of sculpture 
occurs in front of the Fifth Avenue en- 
trance to the International Building. By 
itself, that entrance, with its absolute- 
ly severe rectangular columns fram- 
ing rectangular glass openings, without a 
frill, without a fluting, is beyond doubt 
the finest single architectural element in 
the whole Center—traditional but fresh, 
superb in proportion and scale, complete. 
‘The beauty of that entrance was marred 
when the idiotic form of Atlas was 
placed in front of it. 

The architects, too, made a serious 
muff of the one conspicuous piece of 
decoration that lay within their direct 
control: the vertical signs and the mar- 
quees which identify the Center The- 
atre and the Music Hall. This is an art 
form in which architectural effort has 
been lacking, yet it is one of the most 
important features of any modern ur- 
ban street composition, both by day and 

by night. The Rockefeller Center signs 
are, I regret to say, failures. They at- 
tempt monumentality and merely look 
elephantine; moreover, the lettering is 
clumsy and the use of script for “The”



and “Theatre” is indefensible. Once the 
architect breaks away from the old-fash- 
ioned street layout, in which the build- 
ings are consecutively numbered, it is 
important to have distinguishable signs 
to number and identify the buildings at a 
distance. It is only when one is close to 
these buildings—and not always then— 
that one is told, by lettering or decora- 
tion, where one is. This was a chance 
for organic ornament, so ably used on 
the office building at 417 Fifth Avenue, 
at Thirty-eighth. By going in for tra- 
ditional embellishments, the architects of 
Rockefeller Center diverted themselves 
from their real task. (This same failure 
to identify irregularly placed buildings 
plagues one on university campuses and 
in modern housing projects, too, and it 
drives the casual visitor crazy.) 

But the most serious aesthetic error 
in Rockefeller Center was the original 
mistake in scale. Except at a distance, 
one cannot see the top of the R.C.A. 
Building without tilting one’s chin at 
an uncomfortable angle. At a distance, 
it is no more impressive than twenty 
other buildings in the city; not nearly 
so good, in fact, as the Daily News 
Building or the Insurance Company of 
North America’s Building. What makes 
the Center architecturally the most ex- 
citing mass of buildings in the city is the 
nearby view of the play of mass against 
mass, of low structures against high ones, 
of the blank walls of the theatres against 
the vast, checkered slabs of glass in the 
new garage. All this is effective up to 
a height of thirty stories. Above that, 
the added stories only increase the bur- 
dens on the elevator system and inflate 
the egos of great executives. 

Employing a unit like the sixteen-story 
office building that has been put up on 
Forty-eighth Street, a more compact and 
economic and efficient use might have 
been made of the whole site. Like the 
R.C.A. Building, this latest structure 
has a broad, low base of two or three 

stories for exhibition space and shops; 
and running through the middle of the 
block, insulated from the streets, set back 
from its neighbors across the way, is the 
main mass. This is definitely a new type 
of building, a substantial innovation and 
an excellent one. This unit is Rockefeller 
Center’s most conspicuous contribution 
to the city of the future, unlike the 
wasteful towers and the dark, over- 
grown masses of earlier days. It corres- 
ponds in plan to the type arrived at in 
the new Memorial Hospital on East Six- 
ty-eighth Street, and it is not merely a 
good unit but it makes possible, through 
the provision of a garage on the lower 
floors, adequate parking facilities. This 

  
  

ANONYMOUS...BUT UNANIMOUS 

The men who wear them are perhaps the best of all adver- 
tisers of Brooks Clothes. Were their names less important 
in business, sporting, cultural and social spheres...or were 
we ourselves less reticent about discussing transactions that 

are nobody’s business but our customers’...a published roster 

would be possible. As it is, you’ll just have to take our word 

for it: That hundreds and hundreds and hundreds of the best 
known and best dressed men in America today buy every- 

thing they wear at Brooks Brothers...and that such una- 

nimity of taste is significant. Ready-made Suits, $62 to $85. 
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WHEN THEY MIX A 

DRY 
', MARTINI 

9 oto 10 
OF NEW YORK’S 

BETTER BARMEN POUR 

ow 

Take their tip. To put the 
artin your Dry Martini ...t0 
glorify your Dry Manhattan... 
insist on NOILLY PRAT! 
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THE Avestooral OF 
DRY FRENCH VERMOUTHS 

Alcohol 19% by volume 
Copyright 1940, Schenley 
Import Corp., New York 

     Choose NOW and 
Lease in Leisure    

     This is the time to select 
one of our famous 
“Suites of Beauty”—for 
occupancy now or in the 
fall. A wide choice is 

now available, 2 to 6 
rooms—some with ter- 
race and butler's pantry 
—all with perfect hotel 
service. No two alike. 

FOR YEARLY OR 
SEASONAL LEASE 

Transient Rates: Single from $6 
Double from $8, Suites from $12 

Ownership Management 
J.C. THORNE and J.J. ATKINSON. 

Hotel 

AMBASSADOR 
PARK AVE-5ist to 52nd Sts. 

NEW YORK 

  

      
    
    
    
     
     
    

   

  

      
     

      

          
  

structure has not got half the publicity 
the hanging gardens and the skating rink 
have received. But it is the real architec- 
tural justification of Rockefeller Center. 

With a limit of thirty-two stories on 
the R.C.A. Building, and with units of 
eight and sixteen stories and theatres 
flanking this structure, the results would 
have been stunning, and what is more, 
every part of the project would have 
been easy to see. As it is, only from 
two points—from Forty-seventh Street 
and Sixth Avenue, and from a third of 
the way east along the block on Fiftieth 
Street—can one see the Center at its 
best. Of course, many of the camera 
views of the buildings are striking, but 
then a camera doesn’t mind being tilted 
at a forty-five-degree angle for as much 
as five minutes, while the human neck 
does object. Good architecture is de- 
signed for the human beings who use 
or view the buildings, not for publicity 
men or photographers. 

Roe CENTER is still to be 
seen as our descendants may see 

it in another generation. Once we lay 
out parks and ribbons of open space 
around such units—the Medical Center 
is another—they will form a new kind 
of urban organism. Don’t think that the 
future opening up of the city is just a 
pipe dream. The parking lots of today, 
like that on the site of the old Hippo- 
drome, will be the gay playgrounds and 
squares of tomorrow. Rockefeller Cen- 
ter will look pretty old-fashioned by 
1970, but then the Pyramids look old- 
fashioned now. Seen from quarter of a 
mile away, the Center group will knock 
one romantically cold. Even the R.C.A. 
Building. —Lewis Mumrorp 

Dear Miss Dix—I am very much in 
love with a woman whose husband de- 
serted her a great many years ago. She 
does not know where he is and has not 
heard from him for many years. We want 
to be married. What shall we do? John 
and Nell. 
Answer: I think there is some little for- 

mality that you will have to go through in 
order to make your marriage legal, but it 
is a mere technicality—From Dorothy 
Dix’s column in the Fort Worth Star- 
Telegram. 

Yes, it’s known as a divorce. 

. 

TIMEPUN MARCHES ON 

++plaintive radicals were inclined to 
inquire last week “Odets, where is thy 
sting?”—Time, September 14, 1936. 

The black mark against Night Music 
is not the nature but the flabbiness of its 
message. Said_a wag, “Odets, where is 
thy sting?”—Time, April 1, 1940.   

-».-YOU’LL BE AMAZED! 
Why not join the constantly 
growing legion of housewives 
who use Maggi’s Seasoning regu- 
larly to make their soups, sauces, 
gravies, salad dressings, vege- 
tables and meat and fish dishes 
more delicious? You'll be amazed 
at the way a few dashes improve 

the natural flavors of 
foods. Once you've used it. 
you'll never be without it. 

  

     

  

    

Maggi’s Seasoning is not a hot, 
spicy sauce or condiment but 
@ marvelous taste emphasizer 
that brings out the best in foods. 

MAGGI 
SEASONING 
MAGGI CO., INC. 
76 Varick Street, New York, N.Y. 

       

   

   

  

AND HIS ORCHESTRA 

featuring 

BOB EBERLY 
HELEN O'CONNELL 
BUDDY scHutz 

for DINNER AND SUPPER DANCING every evening 
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wore PENNSYLVANIA Pos JAMES H. McCABE, General Monoger          
 



THE RACE 
TRACK 

Touting, Just Touting 

KNOW an an- 
cient tout who 

hovers around the 
paddock at Church- 

_, ill Downs digging up 
live ones, as he calls 
the process of getting 

new customers. He has a collection of 
tales about every Kentucky Derby win- 
ner from Aristides to Johnstown, a fig- 
ure system that requires a circular slide 
rule to work, and a ready-reference 
dream book. Most of all, he likes to 
confide to his clients his formula for suc- 
cess: “Tip the long shots. Anybody can 
pick a favorite.” 

    

Refusing to be confused by the super- 
stition that no Futurity winner ever won 
a Derby or by statistics showing how 
many future-book choices finished out 
of the money, I shall stick to Ed Brad- 
ley’s Bimelech. After all, he has been 
my choice for half a year. Contemplat- 
ing the results of the Blue Grass Stakes 
at Keeneland and of the Wood Memo- 
rial at Jamaica, I guess that Bime- 
lech’s odds won’t be over 2—5 and that 
there won’t be more than seven runners 
in the big race at Louisville unless the 
track is muddy. Heavy going won’t 
make so much difference to Bimelech 
as you may have been led to imagine. 
The morning he was withdrawn from 
the New England Futurity last autumn 
because the track was too wet he worked 
the distance in time a second faster than 
the race was run in. Still, I have no 
doubt that there will be exciting rumors 
about Charlie Howard’s Mioland, whom 
Californians have backed all the way 
from 100-1 down to 4—1 in the future 
books; W. L. Brann’s Pictor, who’s 
supposed to be so good in heavy going; 
and, of course, Arnold Hanger’s Dit, 
who won the Wood Stakes. Well, you 
pays your money and you tears up your 
mutuel tickets. 

XCEPT for Bimelech’s vitality and 
condition, there was nothing re- 

markable about the Blue Grass Stakes. 
Bimelech beat Joe Widener’s Roman as 

though he were doing an exercise gal- 
lop. Last Saturday at Jamaica, Hang- 
er, who is better than a green hand 
as a judge of race horses, said to me, 
“Tt will take a pretty powerful animal 
to beat Bimelech, for he may be as 
good a colt as we’ve ever seen. Per- 
haps I shouldn’t say this, but the one 

MADE BOTTLED AND 
SEALED IN FRANCE 

NEW-YORK 
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THE VIENNESE ROOF 

(AIR CONDITIONED) 

PRESENTS 

The St. Regis CIRCUS 
with * 

MARY PARKER - BILL DANIEL 
and their performing menagerie 

DIRECTED BY JAMES MITCHELL LEISEN 
(Through courtesy of Paramount Studio) 

* 
HAL SAUNDERS ard his Orchestra 

at Dinner and Supper 

* 

At luncheon—the music of 
JULES LANDE
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Julius Wile presents 

WILLM 
ALSATIAN WINES 

* * x * 

Produced and toltled in the 

FRENCH 

RHINELAND 
* * * * 

© If you prefer a white wine—drier 
than Graves and Sauternes—these 
dry, light Alsatian Wines are just 
what you are looking for. Try them. 
A tasting will convince you. You 
will appreciate the delightful bou- 
quet of Willm Alsatian Wines. 
JULIUS WILE SONS & CO., INC.,N.¥.C. 

NEW YORKER 
EC ee Mg 
Frank L. Andrews eee Og 

en Crs 
2500 ROOMS FROM $3.50     

thing I really didn’t like about him was 
his nervousness after the Blue Grass. 
That might be bad for him. But if he 
gets over it, I guess he’ll win the Der- 
by.” Whereupon Max Hirsch, Hang- 
er’s trainer, remarked, “Maybe we'd 
better not bother to ship Dit out to 
Louisville.” 

‘HERE was nothing uncertain 
about the victory of Dit in the 

Wood Stakes. Everybody considered 
the time slow, but he didn’t have to 
run fast. For a moment, though, I 
thought Greentree Stable’s Red Dock 
would catch him. If Dit is only a use- 
ful colt, as a few observers suggest, what 
about the others in the race? Just to 
give you an idea, Devil’s Crag, a 100-1 
shot, was third. Sonny Whitney’s Flight 
Command had another tantrum in the 

stall gate, and then, after running sec- 
ond for nearly a mile, went all to pieces. 
Td like to have an excuse for Millsdale’s 
Andy K., but I’ve run out of them. Fred 
Byers’ English colt, Robert E. Lee, may 
do better when he becomes accustomed. 
to sand tracks. 

The three-year-old who caught my 
eye at Jamaica last week was Mrs. 
Damon Runyon’s Tight Shoes. He won 
twice by lengths, the second time beat- 
ing Jock Whitney’s Calory. 

The coughing sickness is here again. 
The first victim at Jamaica was Fene- 
lon, who is definitely out of the Ken- 
tucky Derby and may not run for The 
Preakness. Roman Flag, who is pounds 
better than Dit (or at least his owner 
thinks he is), is training again, and may 
be out most any day now. 

For stay-at-homes, the Rosedale 
Stakes for two-year-old fillies and 

the Jamaica Handicap will be run at 
Jamaica this weekend. Wrong Horse 
Harry fancies Mrs. Punch in the first and 
Fighting Fox in the other. Or you can 
pop down to Baltimore for the Pimlico 
Oaks and have a flutter on Now What. 

(sce Trem: The attend- 
ance at Jamaica last Saturday 

was 27,613, and the tote handled 
$1,050,068. Diogenes Checkpoints says 
there were more people in the infield 
than used to be in the grandstand some 
afternoons in the old oral betting days. 

—Aupax Minor 

. 

ANTICLIMAX DEPARTMENT 

[From the Chicago Tribune] 
Marjorie Farrage, a sparkling little 

English soprano, embarked wide-eyed on 
a_new adventure yesterday. She came to 
Chicago.   

somebody ought to tell 
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® 
AMONG THE WORLD'S FIRST “ 
HALF DOZEN HOTELS.” 

...the BELLEVUE stands as 
a model of true hospitality 
combined with unsurpassed 

  

service and management 

at reasonable rates. 

BELLEVUE-STRATFORD 
IN PHILADELPHIA 
CLAUDE H, BENNETT, General Manager 
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The secret life of an 
American prep school. 
"Aterror and a delight.” 
—William Rose Benét 
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DO YOU LIKE TO 

GARDEN? 
Then These Books 

Will Interest You 

@ THE GARDENER'S 

    

     

      

  

    

     
   
    

     
    

OMNIBUS covers tartineton 
Anyone fortunate enough to be, able to tndulee 
ina garden, whether it, be merely a collection of 
plants grown ine window Dox or an elaborately 
Tandseaped stretch of acres, ought to find this ook a boon. Over $00 pages, 600 illustrations, 
over 5000 index’ references. $8.75 

e@ SUNDIALS.... 
HOW TO KNOW, USE AND MAKE THEM 
By R. Newton Mayall and Margaret L_ Mayall 
‘Add charm to your garden , . . add an enriching hobby ‘to your interests. ‘Tivo authorities give 
practical and interesting information, within the 
Scope of ‘the unmathematical layman, in thts, 
“the best book on sundials’’. (Scientifie Ameri- 
can.) $2.00 

@ THE GARDENER'S 
TRAVEL BOOK 

By Edward 1. Farrington 
Give your gardening ideas an al 

I the trails to follow, leading to the 
ing points of horticultural Interest in this coun 
try and Canadz, such as gardens, Tandseaped 
parks, wild flower displays. fruit biossom festi- 
als, 125 illustrations, 32 decorative maps. $2.50 

AT YOUR BOOK STORE 

        *Send for catalogue of Garden Books 
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“One of the most whopping 
surprises in fiction!’ — WILL CUPPY 

IT ¢ = 
BEARDIE 
By Joseph Shearing 
Out of the French Revolution she 
came to terrorize a family. “‘Cer- 
tainly one of his most sinister 
novels, built on a firm mystery 

‘N.Y, Herald-Tribune 

  

    

  

-] edge of the life of non-Palm Beach   

BOOKS 
From the Country of 

“The Yearling” 

Me™ Kiy- 
wan RawL- 

‘| incs’ “The Year-     demonstrated 
that in the hands of 

m=} someone who could 
see beyond regional- 
ism, the regional 
novel could amount 
to more than a foot- 
ball for literary crit- 

ics to kick around. We forget that 
“Huckleberry Finn,” too, was a region- 
al novel. Though Mrs. Rawlings is no 
Mark Twain, she shares with him his 
gift of double vision—the ability to keep 
one eye on a local patch of earth and the 
other on human beings in general. 

“When the Whippoorwill—” is a 
collection of short stories that reinforce 
the impression made by “The Year- 
ling” Some of them have appeared 
in magazines, but they don’t bear the 
planed and bevelled look magazine sto- 
ries are apt to have. Her beloved Florida 
crackers reappear in them, in attitudes 
tragic, comic, or grotesque. They are 
seen through a haze of sentiment, but it 
is a thin haze that perhaps reveals as 
much of the truth about her simple peo- 
ple as does the pitiless irony of Erskine 
Caldwell about his. 

How Lige raised a crop of beans 
under difficulties; the comic tale of Un- 
cle Benny, the bird dogs, and the Model 
T; the odyssey of Florry and Mart, two 
humble people who wanted nothing ex- 
cept to be let alone; a comparative study 
of the orneriness of mules and men; the 
way of an alligator with a man and 
the way of back-country wives with 
husbands—these are Mrs. Rawlings’ 
themes, simple, all of them, developed 
without pretension and always with 
sympathy and humor. 

Mrs. Rawlings’ letter-perfect knowl- 

Florida does not get in the way of the 
quick life of her tales. Swamp, river, 
scrub country; hurricane, drought, heat- 
wave ; floraand fauna—all come through 
clearly, almost tangibly, but are not in- 
truded. The travelogue note is never 
sounded. Nor is Mrs. Rawlings’ use of 
dialect ever anything but functional, ex- 
cept when occasionally one feels she is 
too aware of its poetic effectiveness. 

These are minor stories but not neg- 
ligible ones, well constructed without 
slickness, and pervaded with a humanity 
whose occasional relapse into an emo- 

At last—a book by 
Genét of "The New Yorker"! 

The one book about 
Europe that 

you can chuckle over! 
N AMERICAN IN Paris is 

A on its way to best-seller- 

dom. The magnificent re- 
views it is receiving are mak- 
ing people realize that this, 
while a book that gives the 
reader an unparalleled in- 
sight into Paris between wars, 
is also just about the only 
amusing reading about the 
Continent that is available. 

Have You Ever Seen 
Reviews Like These? 

“"Brilliant' is the word which 
comes to mind again and again as 
sound description for Janet Flan- 
ner’s work. But this is no mere 
surface brilliance. Hers is writing 
that really does burn with ‘a hard, 
gem-like flame.’ She is humorous 
and polished and wise.” 

-THE New YorK TIMES 
Boox REVIEW 

“With her morose comedic gift 
and her genius for compact re- 
porting, Janet Flanner is a foreign 
correspondent after my own heart 
and I have found her notebook 
covering the war years to be read- 
ing matter of absorbing interest.” 

ALEXANDER WOOLLCOTT 

rach piece is a mosaic of ti 
bits, each sleek with refined com- 
edy. These reports and profiles are 
a valuable dossier of the very 
highest life of the past 20 years.” 

—TIME MAGAZINE 

   

  

   

    

   
   
   

  

   

  

    

  

   

  

   

  

   

  

   

  

    

AN AMERICAN 
IN PARIS 

by Janet Flanner 
Price $2.50 * SIMON AND SCHUSTER



90 

  

Will you be “ON TOP OF THE WORLD” 

TOMORROW 
If you're “ON TOP OF THE WORLD” 

TODAY ? 

Avoid that “MORNING AFTER” with 

THE WORLD’S 

el ee 
PERNET 

BRANGA 
SINCE 1845 

A jigger today—helps 
make tomorrow O.K. 

Served by the best Hotels, Res- 
fauranis, Bars of nearly every 
country in the world. Keep a 
bottle at home—drug and 
grocery stores have it. 

* 
In the United States 

Fratelli Branca & Co., inc., N.Y. 
Copr. 1940, Fratelli Branca & Co., Inc. 

  

          

            

      

BOOTH’S 

HOUSE 
OF 

WORLD’S 

FINEST 

Imported from | 

England —the 

Peary 
Imported Dry 
Gin in the 

United States 

100% NEUTRAL GRAIN SPIRITS—86 PROOF 

PARK & TILFORD Imp. Corp., N.Y.   

tional soft-focus is excusable. Readers of 
“The Yearling” will not be disappoint- 
ed in “When the Whippoorwill—.” 

—C.uiFron Fapiman 

BRIEFLY NOTED 
FICTION 

A Goon Roosrer Crows Every- 
wuERE, by George Pattullo. Short 
stories of the Western cow country in 
its palmy days. Amateurish in plot 
and. characterization, but the back- 
ground is well done: hot, dusty days, 
bawling calves, stubborn broncos, the 
familiar rowdy saloon, and the Bad 
Man, quick on the draw. 

Sprinc Orrenstve, by Herbert Clyde 
Lewis. Mr. Lewis’s hero is a young 
American who has enlisted in the 
British Army for the new war. He is 
alone in no man’s land when the Ger- 

man offensive starts on the Western 
Front, and as the big guns begin to 
boom he has plenty of time to think 
about why he is there and what his life 
means to him. A cleverly contrived 
tour de force, with undertones that 
will have meaning for all Americans. 

GENERAL 

How ‘ro Pay For THE Wak, by John 
Maynard Keynes. War, says the au- 
thor, means a return to an economy 
of scarcity. To ease the burden on 
wage-earners, he proposes a system 
of new taxes on higher incomes and 
a tax which he calls “deferred pay” 
to be imposed on lower incomes. This 
additional revenue would assist in fi- 
nancing England’s part in the war. 
Prewar standards of living would be 
maintained by stabilizing the prices 
of all essential commodities. At the 
end of the war, the “deferred pay” 
would be returned to the taxpayers 
from whom it had been withheld. 
This refunding would entail a na- 
tional levy on capital, but it would 
also, the author believes, help to cush- 

jon the inevitable postwar deflation. 

A timely book with timely ideas, even 

though Sir John Simon, Chancellor 
of the Exchequer, has just publicly 
indicated he doesn’t think so. 

Tue Unrrep Srares or Europe, by 
Alfred M. Bingham. Practical analy- 

sis of the chances for European feder- 
ation after the war: circumstances for 
and against, available instruments, 

techniques, attitudes, etc. The au- 

thor’s proposals are more modest than 
Mr. Streit’s for a non-Fascist Federal 
Union. Hypothetical, of course, but 
intelligently done. 

Brrrain AND FRANCE BerwEEN Two 

MAY 4,1940 

    

      

              
        
            
          

AMONG: 

workers 

WHO KNOW 

   
And appreciate the social 
graces of better living... to- 
gether with the right ad- 
dress, the ideal is found at’ 
Southgatein the smartriver 
colony on Beekman Hill. 
One of Manhattan’s most 

extensive choices of out- 
standing apartments at an 
amazingly wide, yet mod- 
est, range of rentals, 

305 ROOMS 
$1000 1052400 

Some with river view, sunken 
fiving rooms, log burning fire- 
places...also Penthouses, Studios 
and Furnished Apartments. 

Southgate 
East 51st ond 1) ‘Streets, 

Renting Office: 414 E. sand St.* Plaza 3-5040 
Management Gresham Realty Co, 

     
        

          

  

     

       

    

  

    s del ; endom CS 
‘he 7magnificent rooms,20stories cboveMan- 

hattan © Views of Park, River and Pali- 
sades © Terraces on three sides * Stud 
27x17 feet © Three airy master cham- 
bers ond baths # Master dressing room fj 
* Mcid’s room and bath * Complete ff 
modern kitchen * Gallery ond foyer. 
Swimming pool in building . 
holm restourant... optional moid service. \\ 

All at a “Value” Rental. 

57th STREET —Juse West of Broadway 

WM. A. WHITE & SONS, = { s 
ae 

1ssion 

Garden 
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FOR SALE AT ALL FOOD STORES 

    

   
  

  

  

  

Baby Spring Lamb Baby Broiling Turkey 
Baby Broiling Ducks   

| «Each @ special dish for the gourmet, 
May we put your name on our mailing list? 

| SHAFFER'S, Inc. Regent 4-       | 673 Medison Avenue 6240-1-2-8-4 | 
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Wars, by Arnold Wolfers. Broad, 
scholarly examination of the Allied 
peace policies and their failure at Ver- 
sailles and afterward: the French the- 
ory of military dominance, the British 
program of appeasement, and the col- 
lective-security devices that compli- 
cated both. A sound job. 

ALEXANDER THE Great, by Lewis V. 

Cummings. Circumstantial biography 
of the Macedonian conqueror, much 
of it from recent archeological and 
historical research. A literal-minded 
but attractive reconstruction. Maps. 

Horizon Hunrer, by Harrison For- 
man. Lively, rather scrappy story of 
the author’s adventures in China, 
Tibet, Mongolia,and Hollywood; the 
Panchen Lama, fighting at Chapei, 
the sacred bas-reliefs carved in butter 
at Kum Bum. Photographs. 

France at War, by W. Somerset 
Maugham. Short, neat propagan- 
da essay, addressed mainly to the 
author’s countrymen, An account 
of French morale (high) as Mr. 
Maugham observed it in a six weeks’ 
tour of the Maginot Line, munitions 
factories, etc., done in a quietly heroic 
tone. The author knows his subject. 

Foorioose in Arcapra, by Joseph 
Noel. Personal and literary remin- 
iscences of Jack London, George 
Sterling, and Ambrose Bierce in the 
heyday of the San Francisco coterie. 
Smooth and entertaining. 

Tue Bepswe Esquire, edited by Ar- 
nold Gingrich. Seven hundred and 
three pages of prose from the pages of 
Esquire. In this very miscellaneous 
volume, Havelock Ellis and Thorne 
Smith find themselves companions. 
There are short stories by such lights 
as Hemingway, Steinbeck, Caldwell, 
and Dos Passos. Good dip-into-it 
reading. No cartoons, gentlemen. 

FRENCH PAINTINGS IN THE XIVTH, 
XVru, anp XVIrH Centuries, 
by Louis Réau. The text, which 
capably covers its field, is dry as well 
as scholarly. The excellent illustra- 
tions, many in color, should do a lot 
to awaken interest in this little-studied 
branch of primitive painting. 

Persian Parntinc. Twelve examples 
of Persian miniature paintings, hand- 
somely reproduced in full color, with 
an introduction and an illuminating 
set of descriptive notes by Basil Gray. 

VERSE 

Sone in THE Meapow, by Elizabeth 
Madox Roberts. A book of ballads, 
poems in the Kentucky folk tradition, 
and verse based on American and 
other legendary material, by the au- 
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BY APPOINTMENT To 
H. M. KING GEORGE VI 

First Impressions 

Good clothes are always worthwhile 

for the impression they give other 

people, and the sense of well-being 

they give you. 

New designs in lighter weight 
worsteds for warm weather. 

Reefer Suit $125.00 

Berard Weatherill) 
677 Fifth Avenue, New York     Only branch in the U. S. of Bernard Weatherill, Ltd., London, Royal Warrant Holders 
  

  

       

                

NORTH BRITISH “15" 
+7 GOLF BALL 

SOLD AT BETTER PRO SHOPS rh / 

75¢ 5SO¢ 35¢ 

NORTH BRITISH RUBBER IMPORT COMPANY °f AMERICA !NC- 
11 PARK PLACE + NEW YORK 

  

  

WARD and ROME 
63 E. 57th St. 
Hunting Scenes 
From Old Prints 

Painted on 
Furniture & Lampshades 

      
       

    
FAMOUS FOR ITS FRENCH CUISINE 

9th St. at University Place 
New York City. 
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    Country House ~~ Serenity in 
Mid-Manhattan 

Spacious and calm, the Hotel 
DORSET greets you with 
the gracious hospitality of a 
country manor house. Rooms, 
service, appointments all re- 
flect such an atmosphere. Yet 
this restful hotel is within but 
a few blocks of all that makes 
New York stimulating. 

   
1to5 

ROOMS 
including 

stately Duplex 
Studio Suites, 

LEASE 
OR TRANSIENT 
FURNISHED 

UNFURNISHED 

DORSET 
John S. Klose, Manager 

30 WEST 54th STREET 
Adjoining Fifth Avenue 

NEW YORK 
Bing & Bing Management 

   

At RIDGEFIELD, CONNECTICUT 
Gentleman’s Home and 125 Acres 

of woodland and meadows. House of 
9 Rooms and 3 Baths. House fully fur- 
nished. 

Barn, Toolhouse and Garage—Prop- 
erty has about 2500 feet on shore of 
private lake. 

Beautiful trees and walks—Desir- 
able for Artist, has large studio room 
—Oil burner installed for all-year oc- 
cupancy. Price, $45,000. Present mort- 
gage $10,000. If interested, suitable 
terms can be arranged. 

  

    
   

            

         Write Box J.0.H., % The New Yorker 
25 West 43rd Street New York City             

thor of “Under the Tree” and “The 
Time of Man.” Contains one re- 
markably beautiful lyric, “The Lov- 

ers.” 

MYSTERY AND CRIME 

Tue Case oF THE Baker Street Ir- 
REGULARS, by Anthony Boucher. A 
group of Sherlock Holmes fans get 
together in Hollywood to keep tabs on 
the filming of “The Adventure of the 
Speckled Band,” and to check up on 
the villainous script-writer, who hasn’t 
the proper respect for the Holmes tra- 
dition. May be somewhat complicated 
for readers who can take their Doyle 
or leave it alone. Funny in spots, 
though. 

Heap Over Heexs in Muroer, by 
Tone Sandberg Shriber. Trouble about 

a will in the suburbs of New York, 
involving one of those fine old fam- 
ilies that seem to attract murder as 
your old sweater attracts moths. Nice 
enough story, told in the first person 
by a new author whose style is acutely 
feminine. ‘ 

FUNNY COINCIDENCE DEPARTMENT 
WHAT TO DO ABOUT WOMEN 
PUZZLES ONE MORE HUSBAND 

To the Editor of THE New York Times: 
Statistics show that married women 

have a longer life expectancy than mar- 
ried men. Notwithstanding this fact, we 
men are constantly called upon to make 
sacrifices for the “little woman.” 

Too many husbands slave over a hot 
desk working themselves to a bone while™ 
their wives play mah-jong and the horses; 
too many husbands look longingly in the 
haberdasher’s window and wind up in the 
lingerie shops; too many husbands look 
forward to Summer as vacation time—for 
their wives; too many husbands take too 
much on the chin from too many wives. 

There must be something we males can 
do about this inequitable situation. But I 
for one don’t know what. 

Ernest Lenman 
—Letter in the Times, March 3rd. 

HUSBANDS HELD MAKING 
SACRIFICES FOR WIVES 

By Bernard Rubin. 
Statistics show that married women 

have a longer life expectancy than married 
men. May I express my own polite in- 
dignation that notwithstanding this fact, 
we men are constantly called upon to 
make sacrifices for the “little woman.” 

Too many husbands slave over a hot 
desk working themselves to a bone while 
their wives play mah jong and the horses; 
too many husbands look longingly in the 
haberdasher’s window and wind up in the 
lingerie shops; too many husbands look 
forward to the coming of spring and sum- 
mer as vacation time—tfor their wives; 
too many husbands take too much on the 
chin from too many wives. 

‘There must be something we males can 
do about this inequitable situation. But 1 
for one don’t know what—Letter in the 
W orld-Telegram, March 5th. 

  

D2rsian Olcom 

tthe Plaza 
EDDY 

DUCHIN 
At Dinner ond Supper 

and Saturday Tea Dansant 

HAAKON 
At Dinner and Supper 
‘and Sunday at Dinner 

JANE 

PICKENS 
At Dinner and Supper 

and at Sunday Tea Dansent 

  

AFTERNOON TEA DANSANT 
DAILY and SUNDAY 

GERRY MORTON 
‘ond his Orchestra 

THE PLAZA ¢ FIFTH AVENUE AT 59th STREET 

  

    

   

HOW LONG HAS THIS 
BEEN GOING ON? 

FASHION SHOW MODELS 
and ORIGINALS ... $5 to $16.75 

Up-to-the-minute fashions in town & country 
clothes from the better makers. Many are ori 
als and one-of-a-kind dresses at about half thei 

cost. Your money refunded if you can du- 
ite these models for less. No high-pressure 

selling, so come in, browse around and you'll 
probably make a find. 

OLIVE BROOKS - 740 MADISON AVENUE 

JIMMY’S 
Cafe Savi 
An outstanding exisine 
‘or an intimate setting 
Luncheon. 
Dinner... 

Cocktail Hour 
Dinner—Supper Dancing 
Entertainment | 
39 East 49 
EL. 5-8960 

     
  

s in Care of Fine Homes & Offices 
Established 1878 

0. Charles Meyer & Co., Ine. 
Interior remodeling, modernization, repairs, refin- 
ishing paneled rooms, fine furniture, houseworkers 
& renovators. Clean & flameproof upholstery, 

lip covers, chintz or cellophane, cw 
Estimates town & country 

Furniture 
Upholstery 

Cabinet Work 

Speei 

Contracting 
Decorators 

          GRamercy 3-7290 
MAY 4, 1940 

37 & 39 W. 8th St.



  

NCOLN-ZEPHYR WANDERS THROUGH NEW ENGLAND 

HILL ROADS LEAD 10 PLEASANT PLACES 

Many a road in Vermont leaves the 
village abruptly and points toward a 
mountainside. It bends and twists, fol- 

lowing the clear, stony brook beside it 
Each turn brings its own little world of 

grcenness, until an upland finds you in 
a whole swirl of intimate n 

If your car doesn’t mind them, roads 
like th: 

your car won't mind them, if you drive 
a Lincoln-Zephyr! 

The engine, Lincoln-designed and 
Lincoln-built, 

performance with great thrift. It climbs 
the steep hill road with confidence and 

bring their own rewards, And 

combines 12-cylinder 

eagerness. So far as its smooth feel 
and quict go, you might be driving in 
the le valley miles behind. This 

“twelve” is the only one in a car of 

medium price. 
Lincoln engineers have brought you, 

in the basic construction of this car, 
new comfort and freedom from fatigue. 
In closed types, the body and frame 

rigid structure of steel 

This 

is balanced on 
panels welded to steel trusse: 
unit-body-and- frame 
soft springs. You ride towards the cen- 
ter. where the riding is bi 
as you ride, on seats chair-high. 

Panorama mer through the wide, dee] 
hield of the new 

? It will be a pleasanter and 

igger world. In your new car, you 

Lincoln- 

will move through it with confidence 

nd pride! Lincoln Motor Company, 
ion of Ford Motor  
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