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these sheer power nets 

made with “Lastex” yarn 

Don’t give up the silhouette—at least until you've 
seen the new Carter’s. You'll see a dream wardrohe 
of nets, webs, meshes, some as soft and sheer and 

flat in the hand as bridal veiling—yet mightily 
compelling at putting things in their places! Caress- 
ingly comfortable on the skin, too, letting it breathe 
properly, which is most important to freshness 

and charm. Naturally, Carter’s utilize the stretch 
technique of “Lastex” yarn in many and various 
ways, for fit, for comfort, for control. Besides these, 

there are many other Carter completes, girdles 
and panties, in many styles, weights and materials. 
More than enough to get you in shape for any possi- 
ble costume or occasion. You'll find them at better 
stores everywhere, at from $1 to $12.50. 

THE MIRACLE YARN THAT MAKES THINGS FIT 

An clastic yarn manufactured exclusively by United 
States Rubber Company, makers of “Laton” yarn, 

Rockefeller Center, New York City 

    
  

  

    
Above, Carter's Complete No. F80, stressing the longer 
Tine for Spring, fachioned in rayon satin and “Drama” 
power net, made with “Lastex" yarn Alengon lace bust 

Above, Carter's Netleno Pantie-Girdle No. P221, made 
wrth “Lastex” yarn. With Carter's “Ovalette” crotch in 
a soft Milatuck rayon jersey, with elastic leg bracelets. 
Four detachable garters. Worn with Carter's Bandeau Ne. 
BIO, alco made with much benefit of “Lastex”” yarn. 

  

   

   



GOINGS ON ABOUT TOWN 
THE THEATRE 

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

PLAYS 
Arsenic aNo Oto Lace—Two nice old spinsters are 

in the habit of poisoning their boarders and 
burying them in the cellar. The Crouse-Lindsay 
comedy, with Josephine Hull, Jean Adair, and 
Boris Karloff, is just about the funniest thing in 
town, (Fulton, 46, W. CI 6-6380. Mon, through 
Sat. at 8:40. Mats, 2:40, Wed. and Sat.) 

(Cuaner's Aunt—Remarkable direction and a splendid 
performance by José Ferrer make this old relic 
something you're almost certain to enjoy. (Cort, 
48, E. BR 9-0046. Mon, through Sat. at 8:40. 
‘Mats, 2:40, Wed. and Sat.) 

Ciaupia—Rose Franken’s account of how a flighty 
bride is brought to face the facts of life. A first- 
rate comedy that turns into a rather disappoi 
ing problem play in the last act. With Dorothy 
McGuire, Frances Starr, and Donald Cook. 
(Booth, 4s, W. CI 6-5969. Mon, through Sat. 
at 8:40. Mats. 2:40, Wed. and Sat.) 

Tue Com Is Green—Miss Ethel Barrymore gets 
hold of a young Welsh mmer and educates him, 
somewhat against his will An occasionally mov- 
ing play, always magnificently acted. The sup- 
porting cast includes Richard Waring, Rhys 
Williams, Thelma Schnee, and Edmond’ Breon, 
(National, 41, W. PE 6.8220. Mon, through 
Sat, at 8:40. Mats. 2:40, Wed. and Sat. Extra 
performance Sun. Eve., March 2, at 8:40, for 
the Stage Relief Fund.) 

Fucur to tHe West—A plancload of assorted char- 
‘acters on their way from Lisbon to New York 
debate the struggle against Fascism, Elmer Rice's 
play has its eloquent moments, although nothing 
much happens. Betty Field, Arnold Moss, Paul 
Hernried, and Hugh Marlowe are among those 
who appear in the Playwrights’ second produc- 
tion of the season. (Guild, 52, W. CO 5-8229. 
8:40. Mat. 2:40, Sat. Closes Sat, March t.) 

Georce WASHINGTON Stet Here—George Kaufman 
and Moss Hart present a diverting explanation 
‘of what people who move to the country can 
expect. The superior cast includes Ernest Truex, 
Jean Dixon, and Dudley Digges. (Lyceum, 43, 
E. CH 474256. Tues. through Sun. at 8 40. Mats 

Wed. and Sat.) 
itt FatHer—Mother manages to get Father 

baptized, though against his better judgment, A 
very agreeable comedy, based on the late Clar- 
ence Day’s hook. Howard Lindsay and Dorothy 
Stickney head the cast. (Empire, B’way at go, 
PE 6-540. Mon. through Sat. at 8.40. Mats. 
2:40, Wed. and Sat.) 

Tne Man Wxo Came to DiNNeR—A writer who talks 
like Alexander Woollcott drops in on an Ohio 
family who have been bothering nobody. Monty 
Woolley is brilliant in the principal part (Music 
Box, 45, W. CI 6.4636. Tues. through Sun. at 
8:40. Mats. 2:40, Thurs. and Sat.) 

Ma, aNo Mas. Norti—Mrs. North solves two. mur- 
ders and also puts the Homicide Squad in its 
place. Peggy Conklin and Albert Hackett head 
the cast in this excellent dramatization of a 
mystery story by Frances and Richard Lock- 
ndge. (Belasco, 44, E. BR 9-2067. Mon. through 
Sat, at 8:40. Mats, 2:40, Wed. and Sat.) 

My Sister Enteen—Ruth MeKenney’s stories adapted 
to the stage with great ingenuity and spir 
fine comedy, with Shirley Booth, Jo Ann Say‘ 
and Morris Carnovsky. George Kaufman's direction 
is superb, (Biltmore, 47, W. CI 6-353. Mon. 
through Sat. at 8:40. Mats. 2:40, Wed. and Sat ) 

Ovo AcovaintaNce—John van Druten’s comedy 
about a feud between two literary ladies is 
pleasant and civilized, though a bit thin in spots 
Jane Cowl and Peggy Wood fence as skillfull 
as possible. (Morosco, 45, W. CI 6.6230. Tues 
through Sat. at 8:45. Mats, 2:43, Wed., Thurs., 
and Sat.) 

Our oF THE Frvine PaN—A high-spirited farce having 
to do with the problems confronting boys and girls 
who want to get on the stage. A little professional 
assistance might improve it, but it is pretty funny 
just the same, Alfred Drake, Reynolds Evans, 
and Florence MacMichael help a lot. (Windsor, 
48, E. PE 6-891. Tues. through Sat, at 8:45, 
and Sun, at 8:30. Mats. 2:45, Sat., and 3, Sun.) 

Serarate Rooms—Something about 2 man whose 
wife prefers to share her room with a little 
dog. Pleasant enough in its childish way, With 
Glenda Farrell, Alon Dinehart, and Lyle Talbot, 
(Plymouth, 45, W. CI 6-9156. Tues. through 
Sun, at 8:45. Mats. 2:43, Wed. and Sat.) 

Tocco Roao—Eighth year. With Will Geer. 
(Forrest, 49, W. CI 68870. Tues. through Sat. 

    

  

  

  

  

  

   

    

  

   
    

     
   

    

    

  at 8:45, and Sun, at 8:30. Mats. 2745, Sat., and 
3, Sun.) 

Twetrtn Nicht—If somebody really had to dig up 

  

this piece of work, Helen Hayes and Maurice 
Evans were probably the people to do it, Margaret 
Webster’s direction contributes a great deal, too. 

  

A CONSCIENTIOUS CALENDAR 

OF EVENTS WORTH WHILE 

THIS LISTING COVERS THE TEN DAYS 
FROM THURSDAY, FEBRUARY 27, 
THROUGH SATURDAY, MARCH 8. 

(St. James, 44, W. LA 4-4664. Mon. through Sat. 
at 8:40. Mats 2:40, Thurs. and Sat.; extra 
Mat. Wed., March s, at 2:40, for the Actors’ 
Fund. Closes Sat March 8.) 

Scheduled to open too late for review in this issue: 
Tue Tatey MetHoo—A comedy by S. N. Behrman, 

ith Ina Claire and Philip Merivale, Produced by 
the Playwrights’ Company. (Henry Miller, 43, E. 
BR 9-3970. Mon. through Sat. at 8 40. Mats. 
2:40, Thurs. and Sat.) 

WITH MUSIC 
Boys ano Gis TocerHer—Ed Wynn as Ed Wynn 

in a very engaging and handsome revue. He is 
helped along from time to time by Jane Pickens, 
Dave Apollon, the De Marcos, and two wonder 
ful acrobats." (Broadhurst, 44, W. CI 6-669. 
Mon, through Sat. at 8:40. Mats. 2:40, Wed. 
and Sat.) 

Casin IN THE Skr—Ethel Waters in an all-Negro 
musical fantasy which is fine, though occasion: 
ally a trifle elaborate, Todd Duncan, Dooley 
Wilson, Rex Ingram, and Katherine ‘Dunham 
support her competently. (Martin Beck, 45. W. 
CI 6-6363. Tues. through Sun, at 8:40 Mats. 
2:40, Sat,, and 3, Sun. Closes March 8.) 

Hewtz-a-Porrin—Olsen and Johnson and their private 
madhouse, which has become one of Broadway's 
oldest mstitutions. (Winter Garden, B'way at 50. 
CI. 7-5161, Tues through Sun. at 8:30, Mats. 
2 30, Sat. and Sun ) 

Ir Happens on Ice—Sonja Henie, who doesn't ap- 
pear personally, sponsored this skating show, 
which starts off by being very exciting and then 
gets somewhat tiresome. Joe Cook has been em- 
ployed to supply a little comic relief. (Center, 
6 Ave. at 49. CO 5-5474. Tues. through Sun. 
at 8:40. Mats 2:40, Wed. and Sat., and 3, Sun.) 

Laor in tHe Damk—Gertrude Lawrence, skipping 
back and forth between her psychoanalyst's office 
and the dreamworld, is magnificent in Moss 
Hart's musical fantasy. Kurt Weill and Tra 
Gershwin wrote the songs, and Albertina Rasch 
is responsible for the choreography. With Danny 

  

  

   
       

  

  

    

  

  

  

Raye, Macdonald Carey, Victor Mature, and 
Bert Lytell. (Alvin, 52, W. CO 5-414. "Mon, 
through Sat. at 8:35 Mats. 2.35, Wed. and 
Sat) 

Louisiana Purchase—Vera Zorina, William Gaxton, 

$9) ————o 

DEPARTMENTS 
IN THIS ISSUE 

Page 
THE ART GALLERIES 37 
BOOKS 54 
THE CURRENT CINEMA 53 
MUSICAL EVENTS 4 
POPULAR RECORDS 47 

OF ALL THINGS 28 
ON AND OFF THE AVENUE: 
FEMININE FASHIONS 40 
SPORTS, GAMES, ETC. 2 

THE RACE TRACK 39 

THE NEW YORKER 
25 WEST 43RD STREET 

TELEPHONE 
ADVERTIFING € SUBSERIFTIONS, BRYANT 9~6300 

EDITORIAL OFFICES, BRYANT 9~8200 

OO 

Irene Bordoni, and a number of other people try 
to hamper Victor Moore in his efforts to clean 
up New Orleans. A superior musical comedy, with 
a book by Morrie Ryskind and songs by Irving 
Berlin. (Imperial, 45, Mon. 
through Sat. at 8:40. Mats. 2:40, Wed. and Sat.) 

Meer tHe Peorte—The girls and the music m this 
Hollywood revue are both attractive enough, and 
you will probably have a pretty good time, even 
i€ a lot of it is familiar and some of it dull 
(Mansfield, 47, W. CI 5-5357- Tues. through 
Sun. at 8:40. Mats. 2:40, Sat, and 3, Sun.) 

Pat Jotr—Gene Kelly, Vivienne Segal, June Havoc, 
and Jack Durant represent the perfect heel and 
a few of his little playmates in this musical 
comedy based on John O'Hara's New Yorker 
series. A’ very original and satisfactory piece 
of work, with some fine songs by Rodgers and 
Hart, (Ethel Barrymore, 47, W. CI 6-0390. Mon. 
through Sat, at 8:30. Mats, 2:30, Wed. and Sat ) 

Panama Harric—Ethel Merman in an excellent 
musical comedy that, has something to do with 
love and intrigue in the Canal Zone. Cole 
Porter wrote the songs, and Arthur Treacher, 
Phyllis Brooks, James Dunn, and Rags Ragland 
are in the cast. (46th Street, 46, W. CI 6-6075. 
Mon. through Sat, at 8:30. Mats. 2:30, Wed. 
and Sat.) 

OPENINGS 
(There are often last minute changes, so you'd 
hetter verify the dates and curtain times.) 
Brooxtyn Biarkiz—A play by Beatrice Alliot_and 

Howard Newman, Opens Thurs., Feb. 27. (Ri 
ale, 45, W. CI §-5760. Tues, through Sun. 
8.40. Mats. 2:40, Wed. and Sat.) 

BALLET 
Twe Batter THearke—This group, now im its second 

season, is presentmg the following programs: 
“Capricioso,” “Dark. Elegies,” “Three Virgms 
and a Devil,” and “Swan Lake,” Thurs. Eve, 
Feb, 27... “Billy the Kid,” “Jardin aux Lila 
and “Quintet,” Fri. Eve, Feb. 28... “Peter 
and the Wolf,” “Judgment of Pans,” “Pas de 
Quatre,” and “Billy the Kid,” Sat. Aft,, March 
r..., “Swan Lake,” “Jardin aux Lilas,” “Blue- 
bird,” and “Gala Performance,” Sat. Eve., March 
1.... “Peter and the Wolf,” “Dark Elegies,” and 

  

  

      
    

  

    

       

  

      

    

  

  

  

  

“Capricioso,” Sun. Aft, March 2... "Swan 
Lake," “The Great American Goof,” and “Jardin 
aux Lilas,” Sun, Eve., March 2....“Carnayal,”   

“Bully the Kid,” and “Gala Performance,” Tues. 
Eve., March 4. ‘Three Virgins and a Devil, 
“Pas de Quatre,” “Jardin aux Lilas,” and “Swan 
Lake,” Wed. Eve. March 5 ...‘*Capricioso,” 
“Billy the Kid,” and “Gala Performance,” Thurs, 
Eve, March 6.... “Carnaval” and “Giselle,” 
Fn. Eve., March 7.... “Giselle” and “Gala Per- 
formance,” Sat, Aft. March 8... “Three Vir 
gins and a Devil,” “Pas de Quatre,” “Judgment 
of Paris,” “Bluebird,” and “Billy the Kid," Sat. 
Eve., March 8. (Majestic, 44, W. CI 6-0730. 
Eves. at 8:40; Mats. at 2:30.) 

DINNER, SUPPER, AND DANCING 
(A listing of some places where you will find music 
or other entertamment. Fillan ‘orchestras may be 
substituted here and there on Mon. Eves.) 

   

      
  

  

Ausassavor, Park at 51 (WI 2-1000)—Larry Siry's 
orchestra is playing in the Trianon Room. For- 
mal dress required on the dance floor after ro Px. 

Care Pierre, 5 Ave. at 61 (RE 4-5900)—This has 
been going strong ever since Felix Ferry thought 
it up last spring. Gerry Morton’s orchestra plays 

Coracasana, 10 E. 60 (PL 8-1060)—An excellent 
tropical one, all done up with mirrors and white 
palm trees. Patti Pickens heads the show and 
Nat Brandwynne’s orchestra and a rumba band 
provide the music. 

Et Morocco, 154 E. 54 (EL 5-8769)—You'll never 
guess what they have here. Zebra stripes! They 
have Chauncey Grey's orchestra, too, and Don 
De Vodi’s rumba band. 

Fért's Monte Canto, 49 E. s4 (PL §-7341)—As 
good as they come, of course, with Ethel Waters 
and a chorus from “Cabin m the Sky” and Ted 
Straeter’s orchestra. Must dress, unless you're 
just going to sit in the bar. 

Lanue, 45 E. 58 (VO 5-6374)—As always, a great 
favorite with the dine-and-dance crowd Joseph C. 
Smith's and Eddie Davis's orchestras. 

Pane Lane, Park at 48 (WI 2-4100)—Herbert Hage- 
nor's orchestra, whose specialty is Viennese 
waltzes, plays in the Tapestry Room until about 
ro P.at. (until midnight, Thurs.) 

Puaza, 5 Ave. at 58 (PL 3-1740)—The Persian 
‘Room 1s currently offering a show which meludes 
Mary Raye and Naldi, Music by Dick Gasparre’s 
orchestra and Chiquito’s rumba band Formal 
dress required on the dance floor after_ ro F.m. 

Raintow Room, R.C.A. Bldg. (CI §-9000)—This sky- 
scraping aerie has Ben Cutler's orchestra and a 
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new show Formal dress required on the dance 
floor after to p.at.... Barry Winton’s orchestra 
continues to play in the informal Rainbow Grill 

Sr. Reeis, 5 Ave. at ss (PL  3-4500)—Dorothy 
Lewis, Hazel Franklin, and other ice-skaters are 
cutting up handsomely in the Iridium Room, with 
Hal Saunders’ orchestra perched on the edge of the 
tink, Formal dress required on the dance floor. 

Savoy-Puaza, s Ave. at s9 (VO 5-2600)—John Buck: 
master is back again in the Café Lounge, where 
Bob Grant’s orchestra plays. 

Srorx Civa, 3 E. 53 (PL 3-1930)—You know, the 
Stork Club. Sonny Kendis’s orchestra and a 
rumba band. 

Versauttes, 151 E. 50 (PL 8-0310)—A big East Side 
place, flavored with a dash of Broadway. Nicholas 
D’Anuco’s orchestra and Panchito’s rumba band. 

Watvorr-Astoria, Park at 49 (EL $-3000)—Ade- 
laide Moffett ‘sings and Paul Gerrits skates and 
tells stories in the informal Empire Room. 
Leighton Noble’s orchestra plays for dancing. 

  

  

Surrer Ciues—For times when you want entertain- 
ment but don’t want to dance—te RUGAN SLEU, 4 
E. 56 (EL s-9787): a bandbox of a place, with 
Hope Emerson, Casper Reardon, and some oth- 
exs....sIw's Roor, 139 E. 57 (EL 5-9215) 
Betty Bryant sings nostalgic songs and Spi 
herself is heard from once in a while. . . . ALGO 
‘gum, so W. 44 (MU 2-010). sometime during 
the evening the Oak Room becomes a supper club, 
with a small show and just about as many after- 
theatre patrons as can squeeze in, ... aREVOORT, 5 
Ave, at 8 (ST 9-7300): Paula Laurence’s sly 
songs may be heard every mght, except Mon... . 
venTHOUsE ciue, 30 Central Pk. S. (PL 3-69r0) : 
a view of Central Park, a pleasant-smelling log 
fire, and meidental music. 

MisceLancous—At tA MaRTINioUE, 37 W. 57 (PL. 
5-§787): a shrine of the rumba- and conga-wor- 
shippers, with Danny Kaye, Roy Fox’s orchestr: 
and, naturally, a rumba band. Closed Mon. . 
le coo rouse, 65 E. 56 (PL 3-8887)" an 
viting spot to try for a casual good time. Music 
by Harold Nagel’s orchestra... ARMANOO'S, 54 
E. 55 (PL 3-0760): two orchestras, not much 
floor space, and all nice and cozy....MONt- 
pannasst, Madison at 79 (BU 8-2345): a fa- 
vorite with uptowners, and downtowners who 
make the trip seem to like it too, The Tisdale 
Trio is on hand and there’s also an orchestra 

cAFE soctery urtown, 128 E. 58 (PL. 5-223): 
a swing place, with ‘such capable Negro en- 
tertainers as Hazel Scott, Kenneth Spencer, Am- 
mons and Johnson, the Golden Gate Quartet, 
and, begining Mon., March 3, John Kirby's 

orchestra. ...1 conga, 205 W. $1 (CI 5-8080) 
one flight down, with South American entertan- 
ment and Jack Harris’s orchestra. .. . CASINO 
nusse, 157 W. 56 (CI 6-6116): handy for drop- 
ping into after a concert—it’s practically part 
of Carnegie Hall... sumone, Madison at 43 
(MU 90-7920): Horace Heidt’s orchestra. . .. 
£38&X HOUSE, 160 Central Pk. S. (CI 7-0300) : Paul 
Baron’s orchestra. No dancing Mon... . New 
yorxeR HoTEL, 8 Ave. at 34 (ME 3-r000): Woody 
Herman’s orchestra and an ice show, Fill-in band 
‘Mon... . peNnsvivanta, 7 Ave, at 33 (PE 6-500) : 
Jimmy ‘Dorsey's orchestra. . |. roosevetr, Madison 
at 43 (MU 6-920): Guy Lombardo's orchestra. 
+. 23% monitz, so Central Pk. S. (WI 2-s800): 
Eddie Varzos? orchestra, ... wARwick, 65 W. 54 
(CI 7-2700): a secluded cranny, with antics by 
Billy de Wolfe and music by Art’Barker’s orche: 
tra... oitt's cay nineriss, 57 E. 54 (EL 5-8231 
auld lang syne—toud but pleasant, No dancing. 
1+ + WIMAGE VANGUARD, 178 7 Ave. S.. at 11 (CH 
2-935): if you don’t mind smoke-filled cellars, 
you'll probably enjoy the entertainment, which 
consists of the Revuers (except Mon.) and Zutty 
Singleton’s Trio (except Tues.).. «JIMMY KELLY'S, 
381 Sullivan (AL g-1414): one of the Village’s 
lively late spots for the sturd: 

   

  

    

      

     
  

  

  

   

   

  

        

  

  

  

    

  

  
  

  

Broapway ArwosPHERE—At the DIAMOND HORSESHOE, 235 
W. 46 (CI 6-6500): nostalgic Billy Rose enter- 
tainment, with Gilda Gray, Blanche Ring, and 
Julian Eltinge. ... cay waite way, B’way at 48 (CL 
7-400): George White mixes the past with the 
Present in a show which includes Joan Edwards, 
Ann Pennington, Shep Fields’ orchestra, and a 
rumba band... eeachcowesr, B’way at so (CI 
6-0644) : South Sea atmosphere and a show headed 
by Carmen Amaya, that gypsy dancer... Hum 
cane, B'way at 49 (CI 6-7147): another tropical 
one, with Vincent Lopez’s orchestra and a show. 
HaVANA-MapRiD, B’way at 51 (CI 7-3461): a down- 
stairs, Havana-Madrid sort of place... 18 ctus, 
20 W. 52 (EL 5-0858): Frankie Hyers and Pat 
Harrington aren't any too fastidious about their 
quips, but that doesn’t seem to bother anyone much, 

Mostty ror Music—At caré soctery, 2 Sheridan Sq. 
(CH 2-2737): a well-established Village place, 
with Joe Turner, Meade Lux Lewis, and Red 
Allen’s band. Closed Mon... . xetty's Staste, 137 
W. 52 (CI 7-0738): Billie Holiday and Coleman 
Hawkins’ orchestra are the principal attractions 
here. Hawkins takes Tues. off....Ntcr's, 7 Ave. 
at 10 (WA 90-9742): Benny Carter’s orchestra 
will be playing in this Village landmark through 
Sun., March 2, 

Foreign Fiavor—Scandinavian: casttenoum, 344 W- 

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

57 (CI 7-0873) and @uEeN Marr, 40 E. s8 (PL. 
3.2313)...» Boli POLISH RESTAURANT, 151 E. 57 
(PL 93-2816)... Russian: wretcnma, 244 E. 14. 
(GR_ 7-784)... Latin: e& cHico, 80 Grove, at 
Sheridan Sq. (CH 2-4646); and ctue caucno, 245 
Sullivan (GR 7-4833). 

ART 
Ausers—New paintings, generally abstract but less 

formal in pattern than heretofore: Nierendorf, 
28 E, 57 Daily 10 Aas. to 6 rata; through Sat, 

arch 1 
Awenicans—Milton Avery, John Kane, Léon Hartl, 

and Louts Eilshemius ‘in a varied but well-in: 
tegrated collection: Valentine, 16 E. 57. Weck- 
days 10 Ant, to 5:30 P.M; through Sat., March & 

Berwan—Recent paintings, some of considerable 
power, by one of the leaders of the Neo- 
Romantic school: Julien Levy, 15 E57. Week- 
days 10 AM, to §:30 P.M; through March 1 

Dike ano Laurence—Smartly executed water color 
mainly nocturnes, by Dike; Laurence 1s represen 
ed by paintings of Alaska: Ferargil, 63 E. 57. 

Daily 9.30 Ant. to s:30 Pat; through Sat. 
Enctish—Hogarth, Whistler, and many others in a big, show of cighteenth- ‘and nineteenth-century 

paintings and prints: Knoedler, 14 E. 57. Week- 
days 9°30 A.M, to 5:30 P.M; through April 5, 

Ermer, LavrMan, AND SteicHt—The first two show, respectively, crisp, sunny sea scenes and deftly romanticized landscapes; Speight’s landscapes, less 
expert but more resourceful, are the best: Milch, 308 W. 57. Weekdays 9 a.m. to 5:30? M.3 through 
March 15. French—A spirited Miré leads a good selection of paintmgs by members of the Paris school : Matisse, 
41 E, 57. Daily 10 Ast. to 6 p.at.; through Sat., March 1. 

Groprer—New oils and lithographs by this_unfail- ingly productive and vigorous painter: A C.A., 52 
W. 8 Weekdays 10 aM. to 6 P.M Sun, 2 t0°6 
v..3 through March 29 

Merrorouitan Mustun, ¢ Ave. at 82—French painting 
from David to Toulouse-Lautrec in a hig loan 
exlubit that includes a number of oils from for- 
eign sources. Not so good as it might be, but still 
an important showing. Wed., 10 A.x. to’ 10 Pat 
other weekdays, 10 a.m. to's vm; Sun., x to 6 
¥M.; through March 26 

Museum oF Movern Aer, ir W. s3—A show of 
American Indian art that offers some handsome 
carvings, pamtings, metalwork, and sculpture, 1, 
addition to baskets and blankets. Wed., 10 Ax, 
to 10 P.at.; other weekdays, 10 Am. f0 6 Pat} 
Sun, 12 noon to 6 P.at.; through April 27. 

Museum oF Non-Ossective Paintinc, 24 E. 

   

        

  

       

  

  

    

  

  

    

   

‘New 

  

canvases by Charles G. Shaw. Weekdays 10 a.m. 
to 6 pac; Sun, 12 noon to 6 pa.; through 
March 

Nicotas—Clever, rococo oils by a Dutch artist new 
to this country: Sterner, 9 E. 57. Daily 10 at. 
to 5:30 P.M; through Sat., March 1, 

Nonoretor—Large, luscious still lifes by a painter 
who combines 'the influence of Derain with a 
certain rugged personal expression: Lilienfeld, 21 
E. 57. Daily 10 A. to 6 e.a.; through Sat., 
March 

O'Kerrre—New paintings, including a number of 
Southwestern scenes and some really ornate flow- 
er studies: An American Place, 509 Madison, 

Weekdays 10 Aa. to 6 P.at.; Sun., 3 to 6 
Pat.; through March 21. 

Ora—Dark, moody, romantic paintings that have a 
suggestion of Ryder about them: Kleemann, 38 
E. 57. Daily 9°30 aa. to 5.30 P.M; through 
Sat., March 1. 

Prius ano Huctes—Phillips, in a first and prom- 
ing solo, shows oils that ate halfway between 

surrealism and abstraction, Hughes’ paintings are 
tasteful, if somewhat naive: Bonestell, 106 E. 57. 
Daily 10 A.at. to $:30 P.m.; through Sat., March 1. 

Prcasso—Some rare and highly absorbing collages 
m a group that lays special stress on his earliest 
and most recent paintings: Bignou, 32 E. 57. 
Daily ro A.M. to §:30 P.at.; through Sat., March 1. 

Prints—A hundred or so black-and-whites, all Amer= 
ican, in a collection that ranges from the early 
eighteenth century to the present and contains 
several interesting examples: Grand Central, 15 
Vanderbilt, at 43. Daily 9:30 Aa. to 5 30 P.M; 
through Sat., March 1. 

Sawrer—New England studies, sketchily but per- 
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ceptively painted: Passedoit, 121 E. 57. Daily 10 
AM. to 3:30 P.3.; through Sat. March 1. 

Schanr—Effective figure paintings, slightly after the 
manner of Rubens, and some agreeable flower 
studies: Perls, 32 E. 38. Daily 10 Am. to 6 P.x¢.: 
through Sat.,’ March 1. 

Scuterure—European sculpture of the twentieth cen. 
tury in a_well-selected show that ranges from 
Rodin to Brancusi: Buchholz, 32 E. 57. Week- 
days 10 A.M. to 6 PM; through Sat., March 8, 

Seresty—Paintings in tempera and water color, grave 
in feeling and dry in tone: Midtown, 605’ Madi 
son, at 58, Daily 10 A.m, to 6 F.a.} through Sat., 
Match 1. 

Sumeeatists—Everyone from Magritte, Tanguy. 
Ernst, and Di Chirico to a number of lesser- 
known artists in an unusually ample collection 
(through Sat., March 8); also, works in the 
same technique by Joseph’ Vogel, an extremely 
promising young American (through Sun., March 
2): New School, 66 W. 12. Mon. through Fri., 10 
AM. to 10 P.at.; Sat., To Amt, to 5 P.a.; Sum, 1 
to 5 Pane. 

‘Westr—First full-scale show in ten years by an 
always vigorously experimental painter: Asso- 
ciated American Artists’, 711 5 Ave., at 55. Week- 
days 10 Am. to 6 P.nt.; through Mon., March 3, 

Wuttney Museum, 10 W. &—The big, and this time 
excellent, anntial of contemporary American sculp- 
ture, water colors, drawings, and prints Daily 
1 tos P.at.; through Fri, Feb, 28. 

Here ano THere—At the urrown, 249 West End Ave., 
at 721 water colors by Shomer Zunser. Weekdays, 
11 AM. to s PM; through Thurs., March 6 
wittaro, 32 E. 57: oils and gouaches by Ralph 
Rosenborg Weekdays 10 A.M. to 6 P.xt.; through 
Sat., March 8... KRAUSHAAR, 730 5 Ave., at 57 
gouaches hy Allen Saalburg ‘Weekdays 9:30 a.m 
to 5:30 P M.; through Sat., March 8... . MoNTRoss, 
7855 Ave) at 60. paintings by ten Americans 
Daily 9:30 A.a, to §:30 P.xt.; through Sat., March 
1... SCHNEIDER-GARRIEL, 71 E. 57: new paintings 
by Iver Rose. Weekdays 9:30 A.a. to $130 P.M, 
through Sat.) March 8 ... waceerd, 11 E. 57 
water colors by Earl Gross, Weekdays 9:30 4s 
to 5:30 P.«.; through Mon., March 3.... clar 
cis, 4 W. 8: sculptures by William Ehrich. Sat., 
2 to § P.M.; other weekdays 2 to s and 7 to 10 
P.M.; through Wed , March 5. . .. AMERICAN sRiTisH 
ant center, 44 W. 56: water colors by Thomas S 
Haile and oils by Arthur Ewart. Weekdays 10 
AM. to 6 P.a.; through Sat, March 8. 

MUSIC 
(The box-office telephone number for Carnegie Hall 
and the Carnegie Chamber Music Hall is CI 7-7460; 
for Town Hall, it's BR 9-447. Other box-office 
numbers are listed below.) 

ORCHESTRAS AND CHORUSES 
Prittarwonic-SyMeHony—Barhirolli conducting: Car- 

negie Hall, Thurs Eve., Feb. 27, at 8-453 Fri 
Aft, Feb.’ 28, at 2:30; Sat. Eve, March 1, at 
8:45; Sun. Aft, March 2, at 3; Thurs. Eve., 
Mareh 6, at 8:45; Fri. Aft, March 7, at 2:30; 
Sat. Eve, March 8, at 8:43. (Soloists: Rach: 
maninoff, Feb. 27-28} Piastro, March 1-2; Web- 
ster, March 8.) 

Nationat, Orchesteat Associarion—Barzin conduet- 
ing: Carnegie Hall, Sat. Aft, March 1, at 3. 
(Soloist: Eudice Shapiro ) 

New York City Srwpony—Werssmann conducting the 
Music Project orchestra: Carnegie Hall, Sun. 
Eve., March 2, at § 45. (Soloist: Bonelli.) 

Onchestaerte Ctassioue—Frederique Petrides _con: 
ducting: Carnegie Chamber Music Hall, Mon 
Eve., March 3, at 8:30. 

Bach Cincte Onchestea—Hufstader conducting: Tow: 
Hall, Mon. Eve., March 3, at 8.45. (Soloists, 
Pessi_and Kirkpatrick.) 

Foronam University Gtee Ctue—Joslyn conducting 
‘Town Hall, Tues. Eve., March 4, at 8.40. 

RECITALS 
Cannecie Hatt—Max Rosen, Mon. Eve., March 3, 

‘at 8:30; Sol Kaplan, Tues. Eve. March 4, at 
8:30; Josef Hofmann, Sat. Aft., March 8, at 3. 

Town Hait—Clara Rabinovitch, Sat. Aft, March 1, 
at 33 Grete Stueckgold, Sun. Aft., March 2, at 3: 
New Friends of Music (Kolisch Quartet and 
William Horne), Sun. Aft, March 2, at 5:30; 
Herbert Janssen, Wed. Eve., March 5, at 8:30. 

OPERA 
Metnorouiran Orera—‘Rigoletto,” Thurs. Eve., Feb. 

27; “The Bartered Bride,” Fri. Aft, Feb. 28; 
“Lohengrin,” Fri. Eve., Feb, 28; ‘Il Barbiere 
Gi Sivigha,” Sat. Aft, March 1; “Tristan und 
Isolde,” Sat, Eve., March, 1; “Fidelio,” Mon. 
Eve, "March 3; “Carmen,” Wed. Eve,, Marc 
35 “Gotterdimmerung,” Thurs, Eve., March 6; 
“Don Giovanni,” Fri, Aft. March 7; “Der 
Rosenkavaher,” Fri. Eve.. March 7; ‘“Alceste,” 
Sat. Aft, March 8; “La Bohéme,” Sat. Eve., 
March 8," (Curtain times vary and are not fixed 
until a day or two before the performance; t's, 
est to make a last-minute call to the box office. 
PE 6-1210.) 

SPORTS 
Boxinc—Madison Square Garden, preliminaries at 

8:30 p.s., main matches at about to p.m.: Lew 
Jenkins vs, Lou Ambers, catchweights, 10 rounds, 

  

      

  

   

  

  

    

   

  

     

    

   

          

    
    

    

    



GOINGS ON ABOUT TOWN 
Fri, Feb. 28; Billy Soose vs. Ernie Vigh, mid- 
dleweights, 12 rounds, Fri. March 7.... Golden 
Gloves finals, Mon., March 3, starting at 8:15 
PM. 

Hocxer—Madison Square Garden—Professional 
games, at 8:30 pat: Rangers vs. Canadiens, 
‘Thurs., Feb. 27; Americans vs. Canadiens, Sun., 
March 2; Rangers vs. Detroit, Tues., March 43 
Americans vs. Detroit, Thurs. March 6. 
Amateur-series game: Sun., March 2, at 1.30 P.M. 

TrAck—Madison Square Garden: Intercollegiate 
AAA.A. Meet, Sat. March 1, at 8 ra.... 
K. of C. Meet, ‘Sat., March 8, at 8 raat. 

OTHER EVENTS 
Arcuitecture—An exhibition called “go Architects 

Under 40,” showing, with drawings, photographs, 
and models, the work of some of the younger men 
in this field: Architectural League, 115 E. 40. 
Weekdays 10 A.M. to 6 p.M.; Thurs., March 6, 
through Fri., March 28. 

Benertt—Greck War Relief Ball: Waldorf-Astoria, 
Mon. Eve., March 3, at ro. 

Costume Exxisition—Eighteenth- and nineteenth-cen- 
tury British, French, and American costumes, 
including some worn by Queen Alexandra: Mu: 
seum of Costume Art, 630 5 Ave., at 50. Weck- 
days 10 A.M. to §:30 P.M.; through May ro, 

Aucrions—At the PARKE-RERNET GALLERIES, 30 E. 57— 
First editions, among them some of Dickens and 
some with Rackham illustrations, belonging to 
Mrs. Philip Dean, Mrs. Gilbert Boyer, the 
J. Horace Harding, and others; also, ornithologi- 
cal books, collected by William H. Brownin 
Thurs. Aft., Feb. 27, at 2.... Etchings and en- 
gravings by Brockhurst, Diirer, Rembrandt, and 
others: Fri, Eve., Feb, 28, at 8:15... Pamtings 
by such masters as Goya, Gainsborough, Reynolds, 
and Raeburn, Oriental rugs, and English and 
European furniture, sculptures, and tapestries, 
from the collection of the late J. Horace Harding: 
Sat. Aft. March 1, at 2. 

LINCOLN GALLERIES, 3 Ave, at 68—Paintings by 
Breughel, Copley, Inness, Reynolds, and other 
masters, from the estates of the late Albert 
Gould Jennings and others: Thurs. Eve., Feb. 
27, at 8:15, 

ON THE AIR 
Presioent Roosevett—Addressing the Motion Picture 
Academy at its annual-awards dinner: Thurs. 
Eve., Feb. 27, at 11:45, WABC, WJZ, WOR. 

Merrorouitan Orera—“I! Barbiere di’ Siviglia: Sat. 
Aft, March 1, at 2, WJZ. 

Racinc—The Widener Cup, at Hialeah: Sat. Aft., 
March 1, at 4:15, WOR. 

SywrHonic Music—Alired Wallenstein’s Sinfontetta, 
‘Thurs. Eves. at 9:30, WOR... . Philadelphia Or- 
chestra, Ormandy conducting, Fri, Afts at 2:30, 

  

  

  

  

  

  

   

  

  

  

  

WOR. |... Symphonic Strings, Wallenstein con” 
ducting, Fri, Eves. at 8, WOR....N.BC. Sym- 
phony, Szell conducting, Sat. “Eves. at 9:35, 
WJZ... .N.B.C. String Symphony, Black con- 
ducting, Sun. Afts. at 2, WEAF... . Philhar- 
monic-Symphony, Barbirclli_ conducting, Sun. 
Afts. at 3, WABC, ....New Friends of Music, 

   
    

Sun. Eves. at 6:05, WJZ. foseph Sziget, 
Sun. Eves. at 7, WOR....Ford Symphony, 
Sun. Eves. at 9, WABC. 

Tus ano THat—Bing Crosby and Connie Boswell, 
Thurs. Eves. at WEAF... . Alec Templeton, 
Fn. Eve at, 30, WEAF. ... “Information 
Please,” Fri. Eves. at 8:30, WEAF.... Andre 

Kostel and Albert Spalding, Sun. Afts. at 
4330, WABC. Helen Hayes Theatre, Sun. 
Eves. at 8, WABC. Edgar Bergen, Sun Eves. 
at 8, WEAF. .. . George Burns, Gracie Allen, and 
Artie Shaw’s orchestra, Mon. Eves. at 7:30, 
WEAF. - Basin Street Chamber Music Society, 
Mon. Eves. at 9.35, WJZ... . Bob Hoy Tues. 
Eves. at 10, WEAF, ... Fred Allen, Wed. Eves. 
at 9, WABC. 

MOTION PICTURES 
Ancets Over Broaowar—Underworld high jinks and 

considerable excitement in a neat littie sketch, 
all composed and produced by Ben Hecht. With 
Rita Hayworth, Thomas Mitchell, and Douglas 
Fairbanks, Jr. (Schuyler, Columbus Ave. at 84; 
through Fri., Feb. 28. . .. 8th Street Playhouse, 52 
W. 8; Fri. and Sat., Feb. 28-March 1... . Sutton, 
3 Ave. at 57; Sat. through Mon., March 1-3.) 

Back Srrest—Margaret Sullavan as the lovely lady 
doomed to a lifelong love and misery (with lovely 

      

  

  

  

  

     

  

  

  

  

clothes). Charles Boyer is also in it. (Rivoli, 
Bway at 49.) 

Tue Baxer's Wire—A wicked and sprightly French 
bit which will amuse you and surprise you, With 
Rarmu as a peasant who has wife trouble. (World, 
153 W. 49; through Sun., March 2.) 

Fantasia—Bach, Beethoven, and Mickey Mouse, in- 
terpreted by 'Stokowski with his Symphony Or- 
chestra, by Deems Taylor in a professorial réle, 
and, of course, by Walt Disney. Very grand and 
exalted, (Broadway, Bway at 53; daily at 2:40 
and 8:40 P.at.; extra performances Sat. at 10240 
Am, and Sun. at §:40 Pat. 

‘Tue Great Dictaror—The Charlie Chaplin picture, 
‘which turned out to be one of the controversial sub 

        

THIS LISTING COVERS THE TEN DAYS 
FROM THURSDAY, FEBRUARY 27, 
THROUGH SATURDAY, MARCH 8. 

jects of the day. It probably belongs in your eul- 
ture course. (Astor, B'way at 435 daily at 2:45 
and 8:45 P.M.3 extra performances Sat. at mid 
night and Sun. at 6 P.at.) 

Hich Sterea—Just another mad-dog Dillinger sort of 
thing, but exerting and well handled by Tda 
Lupino and Humphrey Bogart. (8th Street Play- 
house, s2 W. 8} and Loew's 42nd Street, Lex- 
ington at 42; Thurs. Feb. 27.... Loew's 86th 
Street, 3 Ave. at 86; through Fri., Feb. 28... 
Beacon, B’way at 753 through Mon., March 3.) 

Kirry Forie—Ginger Rogers contributing a superior 
performance and much color to a story of the 
poor but beautiful working girl which is other- 
wise a trifle routine. (Loew's 42nd Street, Lex- 
ington at 42; Wed. and Thurs., March 56... 
8th Street Playhouse, s2 W. 8} starting Wed., 
‘March 5.) 

Tue Lapy Eve—Sparkling farcical effects about an 
Tionaire boob and a heartless siren, written 
directed by Preston Sturges, With Barbara Stan- 
wyck and Henry Fonda. (Paramount, B’way at 

   

  

   

43. The Lerrer—A distinguished rendering of this classic 
Somerset Maugham drama of a Singapore scan- 
dal, Bette Davis in one of her very best roles, 
notably assisted by Herbert Marshall and James 
Stephenson. (68th Street Playhouse, 3 Ave. at 
68; Wed. through Fri., March 5-7.) 

Nicnt Train—An utterly’ satisfactory’ thriller that 
can do you lots of good. Made by the British, 
1s about Europe at the outbreak of the war, 
with spies galore and tremendous adventure. 
Margaret Lockwood and Rex Harrison. (Globe, 
Biway at 46) 

Pastor Hau—German gentlefolk and the travedy 
that followed the emergence of Hitler among 
them. With Nova Pilbeam, Sir Seymour Hicks, 
Wilfnd Lawson, and a general air of sombre 
distinction, (Trans-Lux 85th Street, Madison at 
85; through Sat, March 1.) 

The” PuitaosuHia Srort—Katharine Hepburn and 
Cary Grant in a grand success—the film version 
of Philip Barry’s play about the very rich and 
their very terrible troubles and their special wit 
(Sheridan, 7 Ave. at 12; and Orpheum, 3 Ave. 
at 86; through Wed., March Loew's 42nd 
Street, Lexington at 42; Fri, through Tues., Feb. 
28-March 4) 

Sreawatsny BLonoe—Olivia de Havilland and James 
Cagney in a new version of “One Sunday After- 
noon,” that old play about the_correspondence- 
school dentist and his troubles, (Strand, B'way at 
47.) 

Tosacco Roap—At last, Jecter and his happy family 
are on the screen, and the film is a comfort and 
one full of instruction, With Charley Grapewin 
and Elizabeth Patterson_as the older Lesters, and 
Marjorie Rambeau as Sister Bessie. Directed by 
John Ford. (Roxy, 7 Ave. at 50) 

Vieron—A competent, careful screen interpretation 
of the Conrad novel, with Betty Field, Fredric 
March, and Sir Cedric Hardwicke. (Stoddard, 
Bway’ at 90; through Mon, March 3.) 

REVIVALS. 
‘Te Aoventures of Chico (1938)—Central American 

wild life. (Art, 36 E. 8; Sat. through Tucs., 
March 1-4.) 

Bawuenina (1938)—Ballet_folk backstage. French, 
with Mia Slavenska. (Thalia, B'way at 953 Sat. 
through Mon., March 1-3.) 

Benxetey Souare (1933)—Leslie Howard in his fam- 
ous stage rdle. (Thalia, Bway at 953 Sat. through 
Mon., March 1-3.) Bancine Ur Basy (1938)—With Katharine Hepburn 
(a rich girl), Cary Grant (a scientist), and two 
leopards. (Sth Street Playhouse, 52 W. 8; Sun, 
through Tues., March 2-4.) 

Cavatcane (1933)—Noel Coward’s troubled England. 
Diana Wynyard and Clive Brook. (Thala, B'way 
at 95; Tues. through Thurs., March 4 6.) 

Ctus ve Femmes (1937)—Life in a_working-girls’ 
home. French, with Danielle Darriewx. (Thalia, 
Bway at 953 through Fri., Feb. 28) 

Davareax (1940)—Jean Gabin as a gentle murderer. 
French. (Art, 36 E. 8; through Fri., Feb. 28.) 

Te Grarts oF Waar (1940)—John Ford’s version 
of the Steinbeck novel about’ the Okies. (Thalia, 
Bway at 953 through Fri,, Feb. 28.) 

Houvar (1938)—The Philip Barry comedy. Kath- 
‘arine Hepburn and Cary Grant. (68th Street 

  

  

  

    

    

    

  

Playhouse, 3 Ave. at 68; Sat. through Tues., 
March 1-4.) 

In Name Only (1939)—Kay Francis, Carole Lom- 
bard, and Cary Grant in the usual triangle mess. 
(Art, 36 E. 8; Sat. through Tues. March 1-4.) 

Mionicht (1939)—Claudette Colbert stranded in 
old-time Paris. (68th Street Playhouse, 3 Ave. 
at 68; through Fri., Feb. 28 ) 

Our Town (1940)—The Thornton Wilder play. 
Frank Craven, Martha Scott, and William Hold: 
en. (Greenwich, Greenwich’ Ave. at 12; Tues. 
through Thurs., March 4-6 ) 

The Pernirieo Forest (1936)—The Sherwood play. 
Leslie Howard, Bette Davis, and Humphrey 
Bogart. (Greenwich, Greenwich Ave. at 125 
Thurs, Feb. 27....Colony, 2 Ave. at_7 
Sun, and Mon., March 23.,.. Art, 36 E. 
Wed. through Fri., March 5-7) 

Sroten ‘Lire (1930)—Elisabeth Berner as twins. 
(68th Street Playhouse, 3 Ave. at 68; through 
Fri, Feb, 28.) 

Tueopora Goes Wit (1936)—Irene Dunne writes 
a best-seller, With Melvyn Douglas, too. (Colony, 
2 Ave. at 79; Sun. and Mon., March 2-3.) 

Twe 39 Srers (1935) —Alfred Hitchcock excitement. 
‘Madeleine Carroll and Robert Donat. (68th 
Street Playhouse, 3 Ave. at 68; Sat. throush 
Tues, March 1-4.) 

Nore—The Museum of Modern Art, 11 W. 53, is 
showing a series of American comedies weekdays 
at 4 pa. and Sun, at 2 and 4 ra: On THURS., 
Fee. 27: four 191s Chaplin films, rl, Fe®. 20: four 
1916 Chaplin films. sar, MARCH I, four 1917 
Chaplin films. sun., marc 2. “The Thin Man,” 
with Myrna Loy” and William Powell. wow. 
MarcH 3: “What! No Beer?,” with Buster Keaton 
and Jimmy Durante. 1ss., MARCH 4: “Bombshell,” 
with’ Jean Harlow, Lee’ Tracy, and Franchot 
‘Tone, Wed, MARCH 5: “Million Dollar Legs,” with 
Jack Oakie, W. C. Fields, Lyda Roberti, and 
Ben Turpin. 

COMING EVENTS 
(A sclective hst published in the first issue of each 
month for the convenience of foresighted readers.) 
Awt—The new National Gallery of Art, housing the 

Mellon and Kress collections, will be opened in 
Washington on March 18. 

Basetaut—Local season starts. Yankees vs. Phila- 
delphia, Yankee Stadium, April 13; Dodgers vs. 
Giants, Ebbets Field, April_ 1s... Exhibition 
games! Dodgers vs, Yankees, Ebbets Field, April 
11-133 Giants vs. Cleveland, ‘Polo Grounds, April 
12:13 

Boxinc—Detroit: Joe Louis vs. Abe Simon, hea 
weight title, March 21,... Madison Square Gar- 
den: Buddy Baer vs, Tony Galento, March 26; 
Max Baer vs. Lou Nova, April 4. 

Fiower SHow—Grand Central Palace, March 17-22. 
Gour—Pineburst, NC: United North and South 

Open Championship, March 18-20; North and 
South Amateur, April 8-12. 

Horse Suows—Aiken, S.C., March 26.. 
Hill Club Stables, Greenwich, April 5. 
fax Hunt, Fairfax, Va., April 26. 

Hunt Races—Sandhiils Steeplechase, and Racing 
Association, Southern Pines, N.C., March 15. 
+.+Aiken Mile Track Association, Aiken, S.C, 
March 22....Carolina Cup, Camden,” S.C. 
March 29.11. Deep Run Hunt Club, Richmond, 
Va., April's... Middleburg Hunt Race As- 
sociation, Middleburg, Va., April 12. ... Grand 
National Point-to-Point, Hereford, Md, Apnl 19 
.+. Maryland Hunt Cup, Glyndon, Md., April 26. 

INocor Poto—Intercellegiate Championship, West 
Point, March 1, 19, and 22 

Music—At carnecié HALL: Philharmonic-Symphony, 
Barbirolli conducting, through May 4. Boston 
Symphony, Koussevitzky conducting, March 13 
and rg (Aft.), and April 3 and 5 (Aft.). Phila 
delphia Orchestra, Ormandy conducting, March 
11; Stokowski conducting, April 1. N.B.C. Sym- 
phony, Toscanini conducting, April ‘19..-.Re- 
citals: Horowitz, March 19; Anderson, Apri 16. 
= +. Town Hatt: Lotte Lehman, March 12... . Met 
RoFOUITAN opera: “Parsifal,” April 9. 

Racinc—Tropical Park, through April ro. 
Bowse, April 1-12, .., Jamaica, starting April 12. 

Tweatre—Some productions plained for, March: 
“The Dector’s Dilemma,” Katharine Cornell in 
her revival of the Shaw play; “Native Son,” a 
dramatization by Paul Green and Richard Wright 
of Mr. Wright’s novel, produced by Orson 
Welles ‘and John Houseman; “Clash by Night,” 
a play by Chiford Odets, with Sylvia Sidney 
and Luther Adler, produced by Billy Rose and 
the Group Theatre; “The Night Before Christ- 
mas,” a comedy by Laura and S. J. Perelman, 
produced by Courtney Burr. 

Orie Dares—Ice Carnival, Madison Square Garden, 
March 28, 29, 31, and Apnl 2.... Hasty Pud: 
ding Show, Waldorf-Astoria, March 29... Co- 
Jumbia Varsity Show, Hotel Astor, April 3-4 
‘The Circus will probably open in Madison Squ 
Garden on April 8.... Federal mcome-tax_re- 
turns for 1940 are due on March 15; New York 
State returns on April 15. ... Easter Sunday 1s 
April 13... Daylight Saving starts Sun, April 
27 

      

  

  

     
  

  

  

  

   

   

      

  

  

  

  

  

  

      

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

     
 



THE BIG HOUSES 
Astor, Bway at 43 (CI 6-4642)—rHe Gnear picTaToR, 

Charhe Chaplin, Paulette Goddard; at 2.45 and 
8-45 P.nt5 also’ Sat, at midnight and Sun. at 6 

Broapway, B’way at sa (CI 6-3353)—ranrasia, Walt 
Disney’ full-length film; at 2°go and 8.40\ raat; 
also Sat, at 10:40 A.M and Sun. at 3740 P.a. 

Carton, Bway at 51 (CO 5-1250)—"Come Live 
with Me,” Hedy Lamarr, James Stewart, 

Criterion, "Bway at 44. (BR 9-3839)—Through 
Wed., March 5: “The Mad Doctor,” Basil Rath 
bone’ .. From Wed. March s: “The Trial of 
Mary Dugan,” Laraine Day, Robert Young. 

Gtore, Bway ‘at 46 (CI 6-0800)—NIGHT TRAIN, 
Matgaret Lockwood. Rex Harrison, 

Patace, B'way at 47 (BR 9-4300)—Through Wed , 
March 5._ “Western Union,” Robert, Young, 
Randolph Scott; also “Meet the Chump,” Hugh 
Herbert. 

Paramount, B'way at 43 (CH 4-7022)—tHe Laoy eve, 
Barbara’ Stanwyck, Henry Honda 

Raoio Ciy Music Hatt, 6 Ave. at 50 (CI 6 4600) 
“So Ends Our Night,” Margaret Sullavan, 

Fredric March. 
Rivour, Biway at 49 (CT 7-1633)—sack street, 

Margaret Sullavan, Charles Boyer. 
Roxy, 7 Ave. at 50’ (CI 7-6000)—toRaeco ROAD, 

Charley Grapewin, Elizabeth Patterson, Maryjoré 
Stare, Bovay at 45 (BR 9 1957)—Throuch Wed, 

March 5) “Virginia,” Madeleme Carroll, Fred 
MacMurray 

Strano, B'way at 47 (CI 7-s000)—stRawseRny atonoe, 
Olivia de Havilland, James Cagney 

FOREIGN, SPECIAL, ETC. 
Brn Avenue Puarwouse, 5 Ave, at t2 (AL 47661) 

‘crets of a Soul” (silent German. 
‘The Eternal Mask” (Sw - 

‘SSrH Srreer Peavvouse, 154 W. 55 (CO 5-042 “phey Met on Skis?” (Etench)s Charpin 
Lirme Carnecie, 146 W 57 (CL 7-1204)—“It Hap 

ened to One Many” Wilfrid ‘Lawson, 
Tuauia, Biway a (AC | 33370) Revivals. ‘Through “Fri. Feb. 28" we cannes OF weary, 

Henry Fonda; also ctus pe Femmes (French), 
Danielle Darrieux. . .. Sat. through Mon., March 
1-3: BERKELEY souUaRE, Leslic Howard, also BALLERINA 
(French), Mia Sk: . From Tues., March 
4. cavarcanE, Di ynyard, Clive Brook; also fhe “Lower Depths” Crench), Jean Gabin, Lous Jouvet 

Worn, 153 W. 49 (CI 7 5747)—Through Sun, 
March 2: The Baxer's wire (French), Raimu. .~ 
From Mon., March 3: “Pé le Moko” (French), 
Jean Gabin. (French benefit, opening night.) 

EAST SIDE 
Am, 36 E. 8 (GR_3-7014)—Revivals—Through 

Fri, Feb, 28: pavereak (French), Jean Gabin; 
also’ “The Cat and the Canary,” Paulette God 
@ard, Bob Hope. ... Sat, through Tues, March 
1.4: IW_NAME ONLY, Kay Francis, Carole Lombard, 
Cary Grant; also THE Abventunes’ oF chico, Central 
American wild hfe... From Wed., March 5 
THe retnirieo Forest, Leslie Howard, Bette Dav 
also “Night Cluh Scandal,” John, Barrymore. 

Gramercy Park, Lexington at’ 23 (GR_ §-1660): 
Through Fri, Feb. 28: “Hudson's Bay,” Paul 
Muni; also “Play Girl” Kay Francis. 5. . Sat 
through Mon., March 1-3: “Comrade X,*" Clark 
Gable, Hedy Lamarr, also “The Lady in Ques 
tion,” Rita Hayworth, Brian Aberne. .., From 
Tues, March 4: “Four, Mothers,” Priscilla and 
Rosemary Lane; also “Tall, Dark and Hand 
some,” Cesir Romero, Milton Berle. 

Loew's “420 Street, Lexington at 42 (AS 4-4865) 
a Thurs., Feb. 27: wen siema, Humphrey Boxart, 
Ida Lupino, also “The Lady with Red Hair.” 
Miriam Hopkins, Claude Rains... Fri, through 
Tues, Feh. 28 March q: THe PHILADELPHIA STORY, 
Katharine Hepburn, Cary Grant, James Stewart? 
also “Gallant Sons,” Jackie Cooper. 
Wed. March 5: xity rons, Ginger Rogers; also 
“The Saint in’ Palm Springs,” George Sanders. 

Lexineton, Lexington, (PL 3-0336)—Through 
Mon, March 32 “Virginiay” Madeleine Carroll 
Fred’ MacMurray; also “Moon Over Burma,’ 
Dorothy Lamour.’... Tues. and Wed. March 
45: “San Franciség Docks,” Burgess Meredith, 
also “Friendly Neighbors.” the Weaver Brothers 
and Elviry 

TranscLux 52Ho Srreer, Lexington at 52 (PL 
—Through Sat., ‘March 1: “Private 

al, Claudette Colbert, Charles 
and Mon., March 2!3 “Hudson's 

‘Tues. and” Wed., M 
estion,” Rita 

  

   

  

   

    

    

  

  

  

  

     

  

       

  

      
  

  

  

  

        
    

  

  

  

   
    

  

  

  

     
   

     

  

     

  

    
   

    

  

Muni 
ie Rady i 
Aherne. 

Nonwanoig Park at 3 (PL 8:0040)—Thurs., Feb. 
“Third Finger, Left Hand,” Myrna’ Loy, 

Metvyn Dougla Fri. through Sun., Feb, 28) 
March 2: “Dulcy,*” Ann Sothern... Mon and 
Tucs., March 3-4: “Sante Fe Trail,” Errol 
Flynn, Olivia de Havilland, Raymond’ Massey 
_...From Wed., March 5: “Clouds Over Europe,” 
revival, Laurence Oliv ph Richardson. 

Suton, 3 Ave, at 5¢ (PL. '35520)— Through Fri. 
Feb. “No, "No, Nanette,” Anna Neagle, 
Roland Young. alee “Hows ag Not" (Eeaeh, 
Annabella, Louis Jouvet.... Sat. through Mon + 
March 1-3 ances over sroaoway, Rita Hayworth, 
Thomas Mitchell, Douglas, Fairbanks. Jr. also 
“Third Finger, Left Hand.” Myrna Loy, Melvyn 
Douglas. ..,Tues, and Wed., March 4-5. “Three 
Blind Mice.” 1, Loretta, Young, Jocl Me- 
Crea; also s Goodbye,” revival.” Barbara 
Stanwyck, Herbert Marshall. 

R.K.O. 58na’ Street, 3 Ave. at s8 (VO s-3577) 
‘Through Mon.,’ March 3° “Western” Union.” 

  

    

    
  

   
      

  

     
   

  

   
   

  

  

AT THE 
MOVIE HOUSES 

  

THURSDAY, FEBRUARY 27, THROUGH 
WEDNESDAY, MARCH 5 

THIS IS A LIST OF FILMS AT SELECTED 
MOTION-PICTURE THEATRES IN MANHAT- 
TAN. FILMS OF MORE THAN ROUTINE 
INTEREST ARE INDICATED BY BLACK TYPE, 

CAN LEARN MORE ABOUT THEM 
ON PAGE 4, UNDER "MOTION PICTURES." 

Robert, Young, Randolph Scott; also “Let's Make 
Music,” Boh Crosby... Tues “and Wed , 

from Madame La 
i also “Remedy for 

Six Lesson     

Plaza, 38, E of Madison (VO 5-3 
- “Fhght Command,” 

20) —Throw 
   

Maurice Chevalier, Eric, 
and _Wed., March 

tte, Goddard, Fred Astare 
ern Streer Puarwouse, 3 Ave. at 08 (RE. 4 

STOLEN LIFE, re: 
cr; also. MIONIGHT, 

      
‘ond Chorus, 

  

  

  

March ‘1-4: THe 39 steps, revival, Madeleine Carroll, 
Robert Donat; also HOuIDaY, 
Hepburn, Cary 

2 THE LETTER, 
Loew's 72wo Sraeer, 3 Ave. 

‘Through Mon , ‘March 3: “Virginia,” 
,, Ered MacMurray ‘ 

‘rom Wed. 
Herbert Marshall. 

  

Bette Davi 
at 72 (BU 

‘San Francisco.” Docks,” 
“Friendly Neighbors,” 

888) —Through S: 
Rita Johnson, Lew 

  

‘the Weaver 
Brothers and Elviry, 

Cotony, 2 Ave. at 79 (RH 4 
2 “Kit Carson.” 

Golden Fieecing,”” 
and Mon. March’ 2-3: 

Howard, Betie Davis 
rene Dunne, Me 

March 4 5 
nis Hi: 

fjoeE. Brown Madison at 85 (BU 83180) PASTOR. HALL, 
Stn. and Mon , 

  

   THE PETRIFIED FOREST, 
revival, Les 

  

in Donglas. 

      

Monte Cristo, 
“so You Won't Talk. 

Trans-Lux 85rH Street, 
Through Sat., 

Pilbeam, Sir Seymour Hick 
March 2-3. "1 
Romero, Milton Berle 

  

   
   

  

R.K.O. 861H Street, Lexington at 86 (AT 9-8900) 
«March 3- “Western. 

also “Let's, Mal 
  Through Mo: 

‘oung, Randolph Scot 
Bob Crosby. 

“Six Lessons from Madame, La 
e Velez; also “Remedy 

     
  

Loew's 86TH Srnesr, at 86 (AT 9-5566) 
‘Through Fri. Beb. > HIGH sierra, Humphrey 
Bogart, Ida Lupino; also “The Lady with Red 

” Miriam Hopkins, 
March 1-3: 

Montgomer: 
“and Weds March a 

Walter Pidgeon: also 

Claude Rains .. 
“Flight Command. 

Honeymoon," 
€ Cummings . «5 

  

through Mon. 

   
“Cherokee Strip.” 

(AT. 9-4607)—Through 

  

Wed," March 
Hepburn, Cary Grant, James Stewart; also 

**Jackre Cooper. 
WEST SIDE 

Grn Street PLarHouse, 52 W. 8 (GR 7-7874) 
HIGH SIERRA, 

    

Humphrey 
Rita Hayw 

  

th, Thomas 
- Sun, through 

ANGELS OVER BROADWAY, 
Mitchell, Douglas Faithanks, Jr. 

M BRINGING UP BABY, 
rine Hepburn, Cary 

kirty Forle, 

  

  

Ginger Rogers. 
(WA. 9-2166)—Through 

Wed, March s: tHe mmtaostesta stony, Katharine Hepburn, Cary “Grant, James Stewart; also 
Gallant Sons,” Jackie’ Cooper. Garmin, Greenwich Ave. at-13 (WA 9-335 "Thurs Feb. 27: “rhe. remnirico FoRest, “revival, 
Leslie Woward, Bette Davis; also “Here Comes the Navy," revival, James Cagney, Pat O'Brien Fr through Mon, Feb. 28-March a2 “Hud 
ion's Bay,” Paul Mans; also “Play” Girl,” Kay 
Francis =). F ‘March 3: OUR. tows, revival, Martha, Scott; William 
Holden} also “Hfones moon in. Bali,” revival, Madeleine Carroll, Ered MacMurra 

RKO. 23m Sree, § Ave. at 23. (CH 2-3540)— 
March 3° ‘Western Ciion,” Randolph so Let's Make 

Muste,” Bob Crosby. and Wed , March 45. "Six Lessons from Madame La Zonga,” 
Line Velezy“aiso’ “Remedy for Riches,” Jean 
Hersholt. Teneace, 9 Ave. at 23 (CH 2-9280)—Through Fri., 
Feb.’ 28. “Plight Command,” Robert Taylor] 
also “Haunted Eloneymoon,” Robert Montgomery. Constance Cummungs. +7 Sat, through Mon. March 13: "She Couldi’t. Take. Its". revival, 
Joan Bemiett, George Raft; also “Suez,” revival, Toretta, Young, ‘Terone, Power., Annabella 
Tues and Wed, March ag: “Sky Murder, Walter Pidgeon, "atko “Cherokee Strip.” Richatd 

Zusreio, 6 Ave, xt 54 (CI 7-3737)—Throush Mon., 
March 3: “Virgina.” Madeleine Carroll, Pred MacMurray; also “Noon Over Burma,” Dorothy 
Lamour... Tues and Wed, March 4-5: "San Francisco "Decks." Burgess Meredith; also 
Erendly Nesehirs” the Weaver: Brothers and 

Beacon, B'way at 75 (TR 4:9132)—Through Mon., 
March 3° Mich’ stenma, “Huimpbrey Bogart, Id Lupino; asa “The Lady with Red Hair,” Miriam 
Hoplains, Claude Rains’... Tues, and Wed, March 4-3: "That Gang ‘of “Mine,” Bobby 

5 algo, “Always a ride,” Rosemary Lanc Thine Stmeer, Bway at 77 (TR g-o382)— Through 
Tues March 4: “Comrade X,” Clark Gable, 
Hedy” Lamarr; ‘also “The Lady m_ Question,” Rita Hayworth, Brian Aherne =." From, Wed . 
March $i "Flight. Command.” “Robert. Taylor, also “Haunted Honeymoon,” Robert Montgomery, 
Constance Cummings 

RKO. Bsr Smtr, Bway at 8x (TR 76360) Through Mon,’ March 3. “Western” Union,” Robert Young’ Randolph Scott, also “Let's 
Make Music" Bob Crosby... Tues. and Wed, March “Six” Lessons” from. Madame Li 
Zona," Lupe Velezs ‘also “Remedy for Riches,” Jean ilersholt. 

Lows eto Sinan, Dw 
rough Wed., ‘March 5 seal Bret” Staphtae 

Burma,”_Dorothy Lamour Senuvuem, Columbus Ave. at 84 (EN  20656)— 
Throwgh Pri Fe ANGELS ‘OVER sOADWAT, Rita Hayworth, Thomas Mitchell, Douglas Fatt haniks, Jini. also “Bitter Sweet,"” Jeanette Mac 
Donald, ‘Nelson. Eddy... Sat. through Mon , March "1-3 ‘Third Finger, Left Hand,” Myrna Lox. Melvyn Douglas; also “Kit Carson,” Jon 
Hai... « Tues March 4-3. “Michael Shayne,” Privat Lloyd Nolan; also 
"Little Men,” Bay 

Sropoano, B'way at 0 (St March 3: vievory, Betty. Pickd, Fredric March? 
also "Second Chorus.” Paulette Goddard, Fred Astare.. Tues and Wed, March 4:52 The 
Lone Wolf Keeps. a Date,” Warren’ William; also, “Melody Ranch,” Gene Autry, Jimmy 

ftrante, 
Rivetsiog, E'way at 06 (RI 9 9861)—Through Mon... March g. "Western Union,” Robert Young, Ran: 

doiph Scotty “also. “Let's Make “Musics! Tob Crosby.» Tues and “Wed... March g-g: “Six 
Lessons from Madame Ta, Zonga," Lupe. Velez; aiso “Remedy for Riches,” Jean’ Hersholt. Canton, Bway at, too (AG 4 8676)——Through 
Suny’ March 22, “Four, Mothers," Priscilla. and 
Roseinary Lanez also. “Tall, Dark and Hand cr Romero, Milton Berle... Mon 
through Wed., March 3's: “Love Thy Neighbor,” Fred Allen, Jack Benny; also “Here Comes the 

No val, James Cagney, Pat O'Den. Ouneia, Brwas" ‘at 107 2-1019)—Throwgh Mon.’ March 3: Virginia,” Madeleine Carroll, 
Fred’ MacMurtay ales Mom Over Burma,” 
Doretby Lamour. Tues, and Wed., March 4 32 "San Francisco Docks,” Burgess” Meredith; tiso “Friendly Neighbors.” the Weaver Brothers 
and Elvirs Newo, Bway at 110 (AC 2-9406) Through Mon., 
March "3 "Western Cajon,’ Robert Youn, Randolph Scott: also, “Let's Make Music,” Bob 
Crosby... Tues “and Wed, March si “Six Tessa ‘from Madame Te, Zones, Lape Velezs 
also “Remedy for Riches,” Jean’ Hersholt Hamntron, Bway at 146. (ED. 4-0287)- Through 
‘Mon, March 3. “Western Unions’ Robert Young, 
Randolph Scott; also“"Let’s Make Music,” Bob Crosby. 2 Tues. “and Wed, March es: “Six 
Lessons from Madame La, Zonga,” Lupe Velez; also “Remedy for Riches,” Jean Hersholt. 
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83 (TR 7-3190)— 
Virginia,” Madeleine 

y, also “Moon O    

  

             

   

  

       

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

    

    

  

         
    

  

  

    
  

  

  

    
  

    

    

  

  

     
  

   

Loew's I75tH Steer, B’way at (WA 7 5200)- 
‘Through Mon, March 3: “Virginia,” Madeleine 
Carroll, Fred” MacM also Moon Over 
Burma,” Dorothy Lamour ... Tues. and Wed ,   

    March an, Francisco” Docks,” Burgess 
Meredith; also ‘Friendly Neighbors,” the Weaver 
Brothers ‘and Elviry 

Couseum, Bway at 181 (WA. 7-7200)—Through 
‘Mon, March 3° “Western Union.” Robert Young, 
Randolph Scott; also “Let's Make Music,” Bob 
Crosby. _. Tues. and Wed.. March 4 5'_ “Six 
Tessons from Madame La, Zonga,” Lupe Velez; 
also “Remedy for Riches,” Jean’ Hershott. 

  

    

 



MORE RUBBER ON THE ROAD—Mercury’s MORE ROOM— Wherever extra si 
new larger tires with wider tread give [% tributes to comfort, Mercury is bij 
added grip in starting and stopping—far head, leg and seat room enables pas- 
greater stability around sharp curves. sengers to relax and rest as they ride. 

5 BLES Fn EO a 

a < wl 5 a . te aoa * : yj re 2 * * F 

Th AM n In Th M Cu ! eres ag et In Ihe Mercury ° 
, ERCURY has attracted more than 175,000 new owners in just a little 

over two years. No single “super” feature accounts for this record 
growth in popularity. Mercury is just a well-built, modern car that we 
think gives you your money’s worth. The Mercury V-8 power plant is 
about as fine an engine as you’d ever want. And the smooth, easy ride on 
long, slow-motion springs is a grand experience. Drive a Mercury 
soon and judge for yourself whether the extra pride and comfort you 
get isn’t well worth the little more you pay over lowest-priced cars. 

THE SMART STATION WAGON is 2 brand-new body type this year. Front 
end and driver's compartment follow sedan styling. Body is handmade 
of selected maple and birch. Choice of tan, blue or red hand-buffed i 
leather upholstery. Large luggage capacity. White sidewall tires extra.  



  

THE TALK OF THE TOWN 
Notes and Comment 

HAT little newspaper feature re- 
porting that a letter mailed twen- 
ty-odd years before had just been 

delivered bobbed up again the other day, 
and we remembered how much fun we 
used to think it would be to get one our- 
self. We don’t feel that way any more. 
The latest delayed message was dropped 
in the postbox in February, 1917, and 
though we don’t know what it said, we 
feel there must have been a reference 
of some sort in it to the unrestricted 
submarine warfare which had suddenly 
begun on the first of the month. We 
wouldn’t get much fun out of a letter 
written in 1917, and we’d get even 

less fun out of one mailed, let’s say, in 
1928. “Well, as usual, there doesn’t 
seem to be much of anything to write 
about,” it would begin, and our heart 
would fill with sadness for the past. 

  

YOUNG woman from Time 
telephoned us last week, looking 

for a trend. “What direction is the 
policy taking over there?” she asked us 
sharply. “Where do you think you're 

  

going?” We couldn’t help her much, 
having no idea, and after a while she got 
sick of it and hung up. Time hasn’t 
much use for people who don’t know 
their own minds. We looked forward 
with anxiety to her report on this aimless 
and exasperating little conversation, but 
we needn’t have bothered. In the next 
issue we found a short paragraph, quot- 
ing something we’d written and describ- 
ing it as an able statement of our position. 
We clipped the whole thing out—our 
words and Time’s perfect tribute—and 
pasted it up on our wall, under the 
heading “Position as of February 22, 

1941.” From time to time, when the 
editorial way is dark, we'll read it over, 
and then press forward confidently into 
the gloom. We still don’t know exactly 
where we're going, but as long as Time 
does, everything is all right, there is 
nothing to fear. 

fe ousn it is on the unwieldy 
side, we approve of the all-over 

title which Eugene O’Neill has given his 
new cycle of nine plays. This is “A Tale 
of Possessors Self- sed,” and we 
think it’s the sort of title that fits an 
O'Neill cycle: just complicated enough 
to suggest plenty of thought, just por- 
tentous enough to please Theatre Guild 
subscribers, who like to think they are 
picking up culture the hard way. Of the 
two independent O’Neill plays which 
the Guild has announced it is holding, 
along with the cycle, for production 
some other year, only one has been 
titled, and of this title we do not ap- 
prove at all. Mr. O’Neill, as you may 
know, has called his job “The Ice Man 
Cometh.” Now, this is something we 
can only imagine as having originated 
in William Saroyan’s woolly Armenian 
noddle—a companion piece perhaps to 
the short story called “The Three Swim- 
mers and the Grocer from Yale.” We 
don’t believe that an O’Neill play, writ- 
ten slowly in pain and distilled slowly in 
the imagination of the Theatre Guild, 
season by season, should bear a title that 
will make theatregoers think of Saroyan. 
People are going to get the idea that 
it was something tossed off between 
breakfast and lunch, and go to a Saroyan 

play instead. We'd suggest “The Frozen 
Burden Borne,” or something like that. 

   

    

‘HE habits formed during the years 
of peace will be matters of life 

and death when hell breaks loose. We 
reached this conclusion when we saw 

a picture of the newest British air-raid 
shelter—a table accommodating four 
diners but “strong enough to withstand 

the weight of two stories of brick and 
masonry” when the house falls down. 
We don’t know what will happen to 
the tables, but we have a pretty clear 
idea of what will happen to the human 
race. There will be the nice girls who 
drink Coca-Cola and there will be the 
girls who slide out of their chairs on 
the second Daiquiri and the bombers 
will come over and everything will jump 
up and down and all the sober girls 

    

will still be in their chairs covered with 
masonry and as cold as haddocks and 
these drunken women with the Daiquiris 
will come out with tablecloths on their 
heads and want to know what all the 
noise is about. They will marry other 
drunkards and they will all get together 
and devise a world peace for a new gen- 
eration whose only reason for living 
will be an inherited ability to live under 
tables. 

E are in sympathy, on our moth- 
er’s side, with Mayor LaGuar- 

dia’s effort to sweeten the odor of the 
magazines in our city, but we have no 
faith at all in some of the methods 
he proposes. One of these would be 
to “make distributors chargeable with 
knowledge of the contents” of the pe- 
riodicals they distribute. This, obviously, 

  

  

would require the distributors to read 
everything that passed through their 
hands, and what would follow would 
be simply the hasty departure of distrib- 
utors to other fields of endeavor. The 
violent distaste that great numbers of
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men whose lives are bound up with the 
preparation and distribution of reading 
matter have for the stuff they batten on 
is something of which the Mayor seems 
not to be aware. We would have been 
ignorant of it ourself if we had not once 
spent a few eerie months manufacturing 
editorials for syndication to some two 
hundred newspapers. We expressed one 
opinion that proved to be the opinion of 
no one else in the world, and the burden 

of the complaint of all two hundred 
editors, who forwarded us the com- 
plaints of their readers, was the same. 
They said irritably that they suddenly 
found themselves forced to read the ed- 
itorials they published, that they had 
never had to engage in this practice be- 
fore, and they’d be damned if they were 
going to assume new responsibilities so 
late in life. 

The McCoy 

ORE about the Gimbels Hearst 
sale: Coming upon a set of sil- 

ver spoons which had tiny human figures 
on their handles and bore a tag describ- 
ing them as “early-seventeenth-century 
Dutch,” a lady buttonholed a. sales- 
girl to ask if they were apostle spoons. 
“Yes, indeedy,” the girl said. “Those 
are the spoons used by the twelve apos- 
tles.” 

Safari 

E love nature, but we got quite a 
scare last week at the Sportsmen’s 

Show, where we impetuously went, 
about two o’clock one morning, to have 

a look at the sleeping animals after all 
the regular visitors had gone home. Just 
as we were stepping into the darkened 
building, we heard a wail. “What’s 
that?” we hastily asked a Mr. King, 
who had received us. “A Malemute,” 
said Mr. King, “upstairs in Dave Irwin’s 
Eskimo Village.” “Loose?” we inquired. 
Mr. King assured us it wasn’t. We 
handed him our coat. 

The Grand Central Palace was 
dusky under night lights and a quiet 
place, considering that four or five hun- 
dred animals were there. Mr. King, the 
assistant manager of the show, led us 
around on the first floor to the State 
of Maine exhibit. The waterfall in the 
trout pool, which during ing hours 
sends a cool draft over the water, was 
shut off. A mallard drake and two ducks 

were asleep on some moss in an en- 
closure, but in a nearby pool three beav- 
ers were working like American busi- 
nessmen. “This is their only chance,” 

  

said Mr. King. “They don’t like the 
people during the day.” 

Stumbling along in the dark, we 
climbed two flights of stairs and made 
our way, like a couple of moths, toward 
some bright lights on the southeast cor- 
ner of the third floor. They were illumi- 
nating an exhibit called Reptiles of the 
World and had to be kept on twenty- 
four hours a day because they were 
hnked up with apparatus which heated 
the long row of glass cases in which the 
reptiles lay. “The Reptiles of the World 
have had an active day,” said Mr. King. 
We noticed that most of them, in fact, 
were fast asleep. But not the golden 
banana boa, smallest of the pygmy boas. 
Tt began squirming like a boa possessed 
when it saw us. Fearful that we might 
be doing it no good, we quickly moved 
along to the monitor lizard, who was 
also awake, but apathetic. 

As a real treat, Mr. King took 
us west on this floor to see the great 
horned owls. Four of them stood stol- 
idly in a cage in the gloaming. De- 
scribed as the most morose, savage, and 

saturnine of all birds in this region, at 
night these owls, we had heard, strike 
at anything white. We offered them the 
financial page of the Sun. The near- 
est one immediately struck at it through 
the mesh of the cage. “That’s all,” we 

said to Mr. King, who diverted our at- 
tention by pomting out, in the Warren 
Buck Animal Collection, a marabou 
stork which had a noteworthy bald, 
freckled head and looked like Sam Gold- 
wyn. 

Further west on the third floor, in 
an even darker, shadowier area, Mr. 
King showed us cages full of melanistic 
pheasants, but we couldn’t see a thing. 
Not far off, and evidently enjoying the 
gloom, were Dave Irwin’s Eskimo Vil- 
lage Huskies, all snoozing except one, 
whom we recognized instantly as the 
one that had wailed. He was licking 
his paws as we approached, but when 
he saw us he stood up and wailed again. 
We walked on, considerably impressed. 
Down on the second floor we fell in 
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with a uniformed employee of the New 
Hampshire Department of Fish and 
Game, whose job it was to stay up all 
night and see that the New Hampshire 
trout pool didn’t overflow and leak 
down on Quebec, on the floor below. 
Two deer who belonged to his exhibit 
didn’t mind the Malemute’s howling in 
the least, he told us. To us they seemed 

thoroughly contented in their cage. Mr. 
King said, “Here, Queenie,” and tried 
to get one of them to put her head out 
and have it scratched. Queenie wouldn’t 
move. 

High Gear 

EVERAL months ago a manufac- 
turer we know placed a bid or pro- 

posal of some sort before the War De- 
partment, which has to date made no 
response. Last week he went down to 
Washington to see if he could get 

some action. His complaint was investi- 
gated by a spidery civilian clerk, who 
shuffled through filing cards, prowled in 
and out of various offices, and finally 
advised our friend to go home and wait 
in patience. “You sce,” he said, “every- 
thing takes so much longer now, on 
account of the emergency.” 

Lines and Rectangles 

INCE reporting on the local doings 
of Fernand Léger, the French 

painter, we have encountered another 
Paris artist whom the war has expatri- 
ated here—Piet Mondrian, probably 
the only painter in the world who hasn’t 
drawn a curved line in twenty years. 
Mondrian, who was mentioned in a re- 
cent Profile of A. E. Gallatin, spe- 
cializes in rectangular abstractions which 
look simple but whose color, tone, and 
lines are calculated with an awesome 
regard for balance and harmony. They 
are handled in this country by Valentine 
Dudensing, and some have been bought 
by the Museum of Modern Art and the 
Museum of Living Art, among others. 
Mondrian was represented last month 
in the American Abstract Artists’ show 
at the Riverside Museum. He works by 
tacking strips of colored paper on a 
canvas and then shifting them around, 
sometimes for weeks, until he is sat- 

isfied with the pattern. He then re- 
moves the strips and paints in the lines 
and rectangles which they indicated. 
Anything circular makes him nervous. 
Once, when he was living in Paris in 
a house with a curved staircase, he 
fastened rectangular pieces of painted 
cardboard to the balustrades so that he
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could go up and downstairs with a free 
mind. 

Mondrian arrived here three months 
ago and has settled in a couple of rec- 
tangular rooms at Fifty-sixth Street and 
First Avenue. He was born sixty-eight 
years ago in Amersfoort, a town in the 
middle of Holland; studied art in Am- 
sterdam; and became a rather conven- 
tional painter of landscapes. In 1910 he 
went to Paris, fell under Cubist 

influence, and gradually devel- 
oped into an abstractionist with a 
horror of forms that were even 
vaguely realistic. He returned to 
Holland during the last war and 
then went back to Paris, where 
he stayed until 1938. During 
the period between the two wars 

he acquired a violent distaste for 
the country, partly because so 
many things in the country 
are curved, He told us that he 
sometimes went to the country 
but always came back by night- 
fall. “I didn’t like it,” he said, 
“but I did it for health.” 
Mondrian left France in 1938, 
during the first crise, and went 
to London, When war broke 
out, friends begged him to move 
to the country with them, but he 
said he’d rather be bombed in 
town. He was bombed in town; 
his windows were shattered, and 
for several weeks he spent every 
night in an armchair, dressed. 
A. E. Gallatin and other Ameri- 
can collectors persuaded him to 
come here. It is his first visit, but 

so far, although he loves jazz, he 
has been hardly anywhere. He 
has a collection of boogie-woogie 
records which he plays, often 
dancing around the room to their 
accompaniment all by himself. 
He hkes oranges, and sometimes 
sucks one while he dances. He 
is sorry that records and oranges 
are circular. Mondrian is a bach- 
clor, a hard worker, and a spec- 
tacular devotee of solitary life. 
He has never had a telephone. 
“I am happily always alone,” he 
told us when we visited him, 
edging us toward the door. 
Once, when he had been working for 
weeks without seeing anyone, a friend 
called on him. “I am not seeing anyone 
this week,” said Mondrian, edging him 
toward the door. 

Mondrian is a slight man with a 
gentle voice. He has fixed up his stu- 
dio, a bare room with a drawing board 
and two stools, by pasting variously sized 

    

   

    

   

      

   

“O Romeo, Romeo! Wherefore art thou Romeo?” 

squares of yellow, blue, and red paper 
on the walls. “It was otherwise too in- 
hospitable,” he explained. He has a theo- 
ry that New York restaurants use too 
much water in cooking, and he general- 
ly prepares his own meals, As a man 
who has carried abstract art further than 
anyone else, Mondrian does not often 
look at the work of other painters, and 

° 

an acquaintance was astonished the other 
day to catch him inspecting a Marin in 
the Museum of Living Art. Mondrian 
merely remarked that thirty years ago 
he had painted things like that. He is 
delighted with his Manhattan quarters, 
since they look out on First Avenue, 
where there isn’t a piece of greenery in 
sight or much that is round. His stay in
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London was made hideous not only by 
bombs but by the fact that there was a 
tree outside his window. His name is 
really spelled Mondriaan, he told us, but 
he dropped one of the “as when he 
first went to Paris. 

Period Piece 

ROBABLY the most trifling prob- 
lem of the past month was that of a 

girl who acquired, as a piece of costume 
jewelry, a florid, old-fashioned locket 
with space for two pictures but possessed 
no suitable pictures to put in it. (She has 
plenty of beaux, but none who look 
well in an old-fashioned locket.) She 
finally hit upon a solution, you'll be glad 
to learn—clipped the likenesses of the 
two Smith Brothers from a cough-drop 
box. 

Hello 

LiGHTHEARTED picture recent- 
ly printed in this magazine, in 

which a switchboard operator is say- 
ing, “Morrison, Robertson, Hitchcock, 
Brusiloff, Leggett, Winthrop, and. . . 
Oh, hello, Muriel,” got us thinking that 
long firm names must in real life consti- 
tute a pretty severe problem to the peo- 
ple who have to answer the telephones. 
‘Thought merging into action, we seized 
our telephone and called up Root, Clark, 
Buckner & Ballantine, the at- 
torneys. “Root, Clark,” their 
operator trilled. Then we dialled 
the law firm of Kirlin, Camp- 
bell, Hickox, Keating & Mc- 
Grann, whose operator merely 
said “Koilin.” Proceeding more 
or less at random, we called 
Mandelbaum, Bluestone, Sprint- 

zen & Birnbaum. There the 
operator greeted us with a sim- 
ple, efficient “Hello.” A call to 
Spence, Windels, Walser, 

Hotchkiss & Angell brought us 
only a meagre “Spence, Win- 
dels,” and we began to get wor- 
ried. However, on our next ex- 
perimental call, to Montgomery, 
Peabody, Grace & Derby, we 
were rewarded with a clearly 
articulated “Montgomery, Pea- 
body, Grace and Derby.” 
“Bingo!” we shouted, and hung 
up. 

It was almost dinnertime be- 
fore we tired of this game, and 
we were able to draw several in- 
teresting conclusions. Architects 
and real-estate men are the most 
punctilious about using the full 

names of their firms, even if they’re 
mouthfuls like Voorhees, Walker, Foley 
& Smith or Brett, Wyckoff, Potter, 
Hamilton. Of the firms we called, the 
trickiest full name in use was that of the 
brokerage firm of Merrill, Lynch, E. A. 
Pierce & Cassatt. The best “reading,” as 
actors call it, was given by the operator 
at the advertising agency of Brooke, 
Smith, French & Dorrance. The com- 
monest abbreviation is to use only the 
first two names: “Banque Belge” for 
Banque Belge pour ’Etranger (Over- 
seas), Ltd., and “Davis, Polk” for 
Davis, Polk, Wardwell, Gardiner & 
Reed. A few firms, like Burlingham, 
Veeder, Clark & Hupper and Cravath, 
de Gersdorff, Swaine & Wood, give the 
senior partner sole billing; ive., “Burl- 
ingham” and “Cravath.” The law firm 
of Curtis, Mallet-Prevost, Colt & Mosle 
and the patriotic organization called I 
Love America, Inc., respond with their 
respective telephone numbers. 

The Committee for the Protection of 
the Holders of Bonds Sold Thru the 
F. H. Smith Co. says “Hello,” and so 
does the Society for the Propagation 
of the Faith, which used to say “Propa- 
gation.” The girl at Batten, Barton, 
Durstine & Osborne says “B., B., D. 
and O.” Kohler of Kohler’s operator 
says “Kohler Company.” The Associa~ 
tion of Manufacturers of Chilled Car 
Wheels says “Mr. Hardin’s office.” Our     
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own operator says “New Yorker,” and 
not infrequently is requested to reserve 
an outside room and bath. 

Deletion 

E’VE heard from the headmaster 
of an Eastern school about a chat 

he had with one of his students, an 
English lad over here for the duration. 
“Are letters from your family com- 
ing through all right?” the headmaster 
asked. 

“Oh, yes, sir, quite regularly.” 
“And are they ever censored?” 
“Yes, they are,” the boy said. “Moth- 

er wrote in her last letter, ‘I don’t be- 
lieve Mr. Hitler will attack England this 
winter,’ and the censor scratched out the 
Mr?” 

Young Man in the Bed 

AVING a healthy interest in both 
the drama and the human head, 

we called at four o’clock last Thursday 
afternoon on Victor Mature, who plays 
opposite, or almost opposite, Gertrude 
Lawrence in Moss Hart’s psychoanalyti- 
cal play, “Lady in the Dark.” Al- 
though only twenty-six years old, Mr. 
Mature has been singled out by the 
Harvard Lampoon as “the actor least 
likely to succeed,” has already made a 
fool of the Harvard Lampoon, has met 
socially in recent weeks various Paleys, 
Swopes, Hearsts, Vanderbilts, Harri- 
mans, and other resourceful hosts and 

hostesses, and has been men- 
tioned in the gossip columns as 
being alarmingly handsome. We 
found him in bed in a room at 
Essex House, discussing some 
sample suitings with a tailor and 
drinking Coca-Cola out of a 
bottle. He motioned the tailor to 
achair in a corner and apologized 
to us for not being up, explaining 
that he had stayed out late the 
night before. “I used to have 
Jow moments and they were just 
low moments,” he remarked 

abruptly, “but since this play, 
when I have low moments I 
worry about them. The other 
night I got to worrying about 
the face of the stage manager 
looking through the square hole 
in the wings and I couldn’t con- 
centrate and I knew my per- 
formance was stinking and later 
I couldn’t get my mind off it 
and I thought ‘Lord! Maybe 
there is something wrong with 
my complexes and stuff.” 
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“Just lie back and say 
whatever comes into your 
mind,” we suggested. 

“T can’t figure it out,” 

he went on, putting his 
hands under his head. “T’ve 
got to find something to 
do with these afternoons. 
In Hollywood, since I got 
a break a year and a half 
ago, I’ve had a little house 
and a tennis court and a 
car and I had confidence 
and was happy just getting 
ahead and pushing. Now 
here in New York, for in- 
stance, I have to get all 
these new suits because 
all the ones I had were 
the sports outfits which you 
wear out there exclusive- 
ly, and these New York 
clothes make me feel sharp. 
Too sharp, see? Mr. Hart 
and everybody have been 
wonderful, and this is what 
I want, this is it, this is 
strictly the good thing, and 
my God, meeting the Pa 
leys and all those and sq 
forth—why, think of it, 
when I went to Hollywood 
in 1935, when I was nine- 
teen, I lived in a garage 
that was all charcoal inside 
and only last week I’m at 
the Paleys’, stumbling over 
Swopes and stuff.” 

“You lived in a garage 
that was all charcoal in- 
side?” we asked softly. 

“Tt was only eight dol- 
lars a month,” he said. “That’s why— 
because it had had a fire in it and was 
burned out, only not burned down. It 
was fixed up like an apartment but it was 
really a garage and all the wood in- 
side was charred and came off black on 
your fingers. I got to Hollywood from 
my home in Louisville, Kentucky, with 
eleven cents left after I paid this eight 
dollars rent and I wired Dad saying I 
had eleven cents and he wired back say- 
ing that was six cents more than he’d had 
when he came over from Austria and he 
couldn’t speak English, but J could. Dad 
used to grind scissors in Louisville and he 
got into the refrigeration business later 
and made a good deal of money, so he 
thought acting was unsound and want- 
ed me to go into his business. I was 
an only child. We never had any real 
quarrel or anything and you ought to 
see them now—Dad and Mother. Boy, 
are they proud! Mature’s my real name, 
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“Let me know when we're getting near twenty-one dollars.” 

you see—same as theirs. I had a tough 
time in Hollywood but it was construc- 
tive and did me good and I’m glad 
Dad didn’t send me any dough. The 
tough going gave me an insight, which 
is strictly a good thing.” 

“Tt’s what parents ought to do in- 
stead of mollycoddling,” said the tailor 
emphatically. 

“There you are wrong, old man,” 
said Mature. “You can’t generalize. 
Now, for me it was right, it was it, but 
for some other kid it would not have 
been constructive. I was pushing, and 
the works were proper and they still are, 
only—well, like I’ve just been read- 
ing six movie magazines with features 
about me: ‘Mature’s opinion on love,’ 
“Mature’s taste in dames.’ I never gave 
any of them out, but it’s O.K., it is 
strictly the stuff, it is i, only I worry 
more now and I’m not as happy with 
myself —O.K. but not as O.K. I watch 

my step. This way? That way? Lord, 
sometimes I think maybe I'll talk to one 
of these psycho guys, like Mr. Hart did. 
But nuts! I got to figure out some- 
thing to do with these afternoons. I 
may walk in the Park a little. I may 
join this New York Athletic Club. I 

may take some courses at Columbia. 
But nuts!” 

Complication 

HE heads of Standard Statistics 
and of Poor’s Publishing Company 

recently decided to merge, but they did 
so with no thought of one serious prob- 
lem that came up. They haven’t been 
able to work out a satisfactory name 
for the business. Every time they tackle 
the problem, they run up against Poor- 
Standard Statistics or Standard Statistics 
& Poor. At the time we went to press 
they were still puzzled.
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THE RAFFLE 
joustn Marcarer Reape was 
Millie Osborne’s mother’s cousin. 
She was the only one of the Tait 

girls who had done really well for her- 
self, and she hadn’t had a care in the 
world since she married Harry Reade. 
Cousin Margaret and Cousin Harry 
lived in a large, rambling house, near 
Wethersfield, Connecticut, which had 
been built in 1895, and twice a year 
Millie Osborne was invited to visit them. 
She stayed a whole week in August and 
a weekend sometime during the winter. 
Once, twelve years ago, when Millie 
was twenty-five years old, Cousin Mar- 
garet had asked her for the entire sum- 
mer and had even given a garden party 
in her honor, to which all the eligible 
bachelors in Wethersfield and Hartford 
had been invited. But nothing came of 
it, and Cousin Margaret, feeling she had 
done all that was humanly possible, had 
given up the idea of trying to make a 
match for Millie. 

The winter visits were timed to suit 
Cousin Margaret’s whims. And, al- 
though several times she had experienced 
slight qualms over Millie around Christ- 
mas, she stifled them, telling herself that 
her own boys, their wives, and five 
grandchildren were all that she could 
possibly manage and that Millie would 
understand, Then she would send Mil- 
lie a prettily wrapped Christmas box 
containing a small gift and a home- 
made fruitcake and read Millie’s effus- 
ive thank-you letter out 
loud to the family. 

‘This year the invita~ 
tion for the winter visit 
came in the nick of time 
for Millie. It arrived on 
the eighteenth of Feb- 
ruary, just when she 
was wondering how she 
could possibly manage 
until the first of March, 
when her check would 
come. She lived at the 
Allerton House in a ten- 
dollar-a-week room, 
and her room rent, 
which she paid in ad- 
vance, was due Friday. She sat down and 
wrote a properly grateful acceptance to 
Cousin Margaret’s kind invitation and, 
going down to the lobby, mailed the letter 
and told the room clerk that she would 
be giving up her room before noon on 
Friday. It was not until she got back 
upstairs and shook the contents of her 
purse onto the bed that she realized what 
she had done. There was a round-trip 

  

ticket to be bought; a box of Barra- 
cini chocolates to take to Cousin Mar- 
garet; taxi fare to and from the station; 
a dollar, at least, to be given to Han- 
nah, Cousin Margaret’s upstairs maid; 
and her room rent would still have to be 
paid when she returned to town on Mon- 
day. This, she figured, left a dollar and 
fifty cents to live on for almost a week. 
But it was too late to change her plans, 
because, no matter what happened to 
her, she could not afford to disappoint 
Cousin Margaret. 

MM“ was tired when she arrived 
at Cousin Margaret’s house. Her 

train had not left New York until three, 
and, true to her word, she had been out 
of her room at the Allerton House be- 
fore noon. She had checked her ward- 
robe trunk with the porter and, carrying 
her suitcase, rode up to the solarium, 
where she waited until almost traintime. 
‘The train trip was dull; it outlasted the 
time it took her to read the paper she had 
bought at the station, and the country 
through which she passed was too famil- 
jar to give her any sense of adventure. 
Cousin Margaret, showing her to her 

room, was apologetic about the bureau 
drawers. She explained that Millie would 
have to get along with only the two top 
ones. “The bottom ones are full of lin- 
en,” she said. “I didn’t think you'd 
mind.” 

Millie told her she didn’t mind the 
least bit. She thought of 
the large, shining bath- 
room across the hall, 
which was for her ex- 
clusive use; of the huge, 
soft bath towels, the 
sweet-smelling sheets 
on her bed, and the old- 
fashioned elegance of 
Cousin Margaret’s din- 
ners. 

“T hope you brought 
an evening dress,” Cou- 
sin Margaret went on. 
“IT meant to mention 
it in my note to you. 
Mrs, Fletcher is giving 

a charity ball at her home. For the Brit- 
ish, you know.” 

Her voice, when she spoke of Mrs. 
Fletcher, was tinged with respect. There 
were only a few things in the world that 
Cousin Margaret did respect. They were 
the Republican Party, her husband, her 
own blood pressure, the British Empire, 
and Mrs, Fletcher. And to have Mrs. 
Fletcher working hand in glove with the 

British Empire, so to speak, gave her a 
feeling of awe. Mrs. Fletcher was mar- 
ried to a man who had twice as much 
money as Mr. Reade, and while Mr. 
Fletcher had had to work for his and 
her own husband had conveniently in- 
herited a fortune, the difference in the 
totals was annoying. Mrs, Fletcher had 
a larger house and, thanks to a superb 

gardener, took more prizes than Mrs. 
Reade did at the Garden Show; Mrs. 
Fletcher was three inches taller and had 
kept her figure, and her husband was 
chairman of the board of directors at 
the country club, while Mr. Reade was 
only secretary. 

“A dinner dress won’t do,” Cousin 
Margaret said. “I have already bought 
your ticket—two dollars—and even if 
you can’t go, T’ll have to keep it. It 
would never do to return it for an affair 
of this sort.” 

Millie Osborne laughed reassuring- 
ly. “Dear Cousin Margaret,” she said. 
“OF course I have an evening dress. 
I wouldn’t think of travelling without 
one.” 

“Tm very glad of that,” Cousin Mar- 
garet said. “Young people are so care- 
less these days that one never knows.” 

Although Millie Osborne was thirty- 
seven, it did not seem strange to have 
Cousin Margaret refer to her as a young 
person. 

“T wish I’d thought of it. The idea 
for the ball, I mean. Not that Carrie 
Fletcher’s house won’t do, but, if I do 
say so myself, I know how to handle a 
thing of this sort.” 

“Indeed you do, Cousin Margaret,” 
Millie said. “I think I’ve been to more 
lovely parties in this house than in any 
place in the world. I shall never forget 
the tea you gave last winter for Martha 
Douglas.” 

“J should think not,” Cousin Mar- 
garet said. 

“When is the ball?” Millie asked. 
“Tonight, naturally,” Cousin Mar- 

garet said. “Carrie Fletcher would nev- 
er dream of letting the dancing run 
over into Sunday. I shall only stay un- 
til after the raffle. I have five books of 
tickets.” 

“You’re too generous,” Millie Os- 
borne murmured, 

“Yes,” Cousin Margaret said. “Car- 
rie Fletcher has three. I thought it a 
little odd when she told me, considering 
the fact that the prizes were contributed. 
Everyone was most kind. Mrs. Gold- 
hamer, who runs the Variety Store, gave 
a lovely pair of blankets. Mr. Harris 
gave a nice little portable radio—he has 
the radio shop, you know, And Miss



  
Hultgren, at Rita’s Beauty Shop, gave a 
fifteen-dollar permanent wave. There 
are six prizes in all. I believe the others 
are a cocktail-shaker or some such non- 
sense, and an electric clock, and a pair 
of bookends. I have my heart set on the 
blankets.” 

“Oh, I do hope you win them, Cous- 

“They ve rewritten the last scene four times.” 

in Margaret!” Millie said. “And you 
should, with five books.” 

“There are six tickets in each hook,” 
Cousin Margaret said. “And, as each 
ticket is twenty-five cents, it would come 
to a dollar and a half, only Carrie 
Fletcher thought some concession should 
be made to persons generous enough 

to take a whole book. So she decided to 
sell the books for a dollar and twenry- 
five.” She walked over to the bureau 
and moved a pale-blue pincushion to the 
exact centre of the heavy white linen 
bureau scarf. “Harry won’t be going,” 
she went on. “The noise bothers him. 
And I would have asked someone to take



“Just a minute, Phipps! It’s 
my turn to go in and win their confidence.” my. & 

you, but I just couldn’t seem to think of 
any unattached man.” 

“Tt doesn’t matter. It doesn’t matter 
at all,” Millie Osborne said. “We'll just 
have a nice little time all by ourselves. 
And you really must let me pay you for 
my ticket.” 

“No,” Cousin Margaret said. “That 
is my treat. However, if you feel you 
would like to do something, as I know 
you do, you may buy a book of tickets 
for the raffle. I was sure you would 
want one, so I got an extra one from 
Carrie Fletcher.” 

“Why, of course!” Millie Osborne 
said. She opened her purse and took out 
a dollar and a quarter and handed it to 
Cousin Margaret. 

“There will be other things, too,” 
Cousin Margaret said. “So you must be 
sure to carry a little something with you. 
I believe the punch is to be fifty cents a 
glass, and cigarettes will be thirty-five 
cents a package. Little things of that 
sort. I feel it’s the least we can do.” 

“Oh, it is! The very least!” 
“Well”—Cousin Margaret gave a 

sharp glance around the room to see if 
everything was in order—*T’ll leave 
you to your unpacking. Dinner at seven 
sharp.” 

WW BEN Cousin Margaret had left, 
Millie Osborne closed the door 

and opened her suitcase. She arranged 

    
her clothes neatly on the chintz-covered 
hangers in the closet; there was the black 
lace evening dress that doubled so ad- 
mirably as a dinner dress when worn 
with her long-sleeved velvet jacket, a 
short tweed skirt to be worn with sweat- 
ers, a dark-brown afternoon dress with 
a V neck, and her black fur coat with the 
real mink collar. Cousin Margaret had 
sent her the skins, smelling strongly of 
moth balls, two years ago and Millie 
Osborne had had them cut into a smart 
little collar for her coat. There had been 
enough fur left over to have a hat made 
to match. 

After she had finished unpacking, 
Millie opened her purse, ‘There was a 
ten-dollar bill, a one-dollar bill, and a 
twenty-five-cent piece in it. She took 
out her needlepoint evening bag and 
tucked the money into its small change 
purse. As she did so, she considered leav- 
ing her bag behind in the bureau draw- 
er and telling Cousin Margaret that 
she had completely forgotten it. But in- 
stantly she knew that Cousin Marga- 

ret would only offer to lend her the mon- 
ey and would remind her of it the next 
day. She shut her eyes and tried to ima- 
gine what it would be like going back 
to New York with not enough money 
for her room rent, and her explanations 
to the clerk at the desk. She might, 
of course, go to the Y.W.C.A., but 
there was her mail, which would come 
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to the Allerton House, 
and her friends, who 
would telephone her 
there. For the first time 
in her life she experi- 
enced a sensation that 
approached panic. And 
although she reminded 
herself that her check 
would come, as it al- 
ways did, the first of the 
month, which was only 
eight days away, her 
sense of insecurity grew. 
She thought with long- 
ing of her room at the 
Allerton and wished 

“passionately that she 
were back there. She 
could have managed. If 
she slept later in the 
mornings, her breakfast 

would do until tea, which was served 
free to guests. And there was always 
the possibility of a dinner invitation. 
She had never been hungry in her life. 
It did not seem possible that she ever 
would be. 

She bathed and dressed hurriedly and 
walked down the broad, polished stairs 
to the library. Cousin Harry sat listen- 
ing to the radio, and she went over and 
kissed him on the cheek. “Well, Millie,” 
he said. “I forgot you were coming.” 
He settled back in his chair and closed 

his eyes. 
She took her knitting from the bag 

she was carrying and sat down on the 
sofa. It was dark in the room and, aside 
from the noise of the radio, still. The 
lamp on the table by the couch was too 
Jow and its dull, rose-colored shade was 
too heavy. She knitted inexpertly and 
counted her stitches often. When she 
heard Cousin Margaret come into the 
room, she arose. 

“Well, Millie,” Cousin Margaret 
said. “You look very nice. Very nice 
indeed. Is that your black lace dress?” 

“Tt packs so beautifully,” Millie said. 
“Black is always good, although it 

makes you look a little pale.” 
Dinner seemed endless. Millie drank 

at a gulp the glass of wine which she 
usually sipped with enjoyment, and she 
saw Cousin Margaret raise her eyebrows 
slightly. “This is one of our own tur- 
keys,” Cousin Margaret said. 

“Trt’s delicious,” Millie told her. “De- 
licious.” 

“We think so. We think nothing 
tastes as fine as our own birds. Don’t we, 

Harry?” 
Mr. Reade looked up from his plate. 

“What’s that?” he asked.
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“T was just saying to Millie that noth- 
ing seems to taste as fine as one of our 
own birds,” his wife said. 

After dinner, Cousin Harry went to 

his study and closed the door, and Cous- 
in Margaret and Millie sat in the libra- 
ry knitting until it was time to go to the 
dance. When Cousin Margaret heard 
the car draw up and stop under the 
porte-cochére, she put her knitting away 
and stood up. “Come, Millie,” she said. 
“Get your wrap.” 

Milhe went upstairs and took her coat 
with the mink collar from the closet and 
put it on. Cousin Margaret frowned 
when she met her in the hall. “You 
can’t wear that,” she said. “Tt’s too tai- 
lored. Didn’t you bring an evening 
wrap?” 

“No,” Millie answered, “I didn’t. It 
was stupid of me, but my bag is so 
small.” 

“Well,” Cousin Margaret said. 
“You'll have to wear my mandarin 
coat. Run up and get it. You'll find it in 
my closet, to the far right.” 

‘The mandarin coat was too short and 
the silk felt cold against Millie’s bare 
arms. In the car she sat huddled in one 
corner and held the coat closed around 
her throat. “The drawing’s to be at half 
past ten,” Cousin Margaret said. “We'll 
find a nice, cozy corner. But first we'll 
look at the blankets. I want you to see 
them. They’re homespun, from Nova 
Scotia.” 

RS. FLETCHER’s house was bril- 
liantly lighted, and they could 

hear the orchestra playing as they walked 
up the front steps. In the hall near the 
door stood a long table, its top covered 
with things for sale: cigarette cases, 
compacts, and pins, all marked with the 
British seal. Cousin Margaret stopped to 
look at them. She picked up one of the 
pins and held it against her coat. “It’s 
really very pretty, isn’t it?” she asked. 
“And only two dollars.” 

She put it down on the table and 
fished in her bag. “Here’s your ticket, 
Millie. And here’s mine.” 

Millie took the pin from the table 
again. “You must let me, Cousin Mar- 
garet,” she said. “After all, you did pay 
for my ticket.” 

“Well, yes, I did,” Cousin Margaret 
said. “But I don’t want you to feel you 
have to.” She opened her coat and fas- 
tened the pin to the shoulder of her 
dress. 

Millie handed her ten-dollar bill to 
the young woman in charge of the table 
and stuffed the change into-her bag. 

‘The double doors between the din- 

ing room and the living room had been 
thrown open to make room for the 
dancers. Mrs. Fletcher sat on a gilt sofa 
at the far end of the dining room. A 
little distance in front of her was the 
table which held the prizes and a large 
wicker basket full of cardboard slips for 
the drawing. Cousin Margaret aft Mil- 
lie made their way around the side of the 
room to where she sat, and Cousin Mar- 
garet greeted her affectionately, stoop- 
ing to kiss her on the cheek. “What 
a lovely party, dear Carrie!” she said. 
“Lovely!” 

“Lovely!” Millie echoed. “All the 
girls in their pretty dresses.” 

Mrs. Fletcher smiled at them com- 
placently. “It does look nice,” she 
agreed. “I do think Robert’s little girl 
looks so sweet in her costume.” She 
pointed to a child, dressed in pantalettes, 
a poke bonnet, and a crinoline gown, 
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who was selling cigarettes from a tray. 
“She’s a beautiful child,” Cousin 

Margaret said. “Millie, as you're the 
only smoker here, you must buy some 
cigarettes from her.” 

The cigarettes were thirty-five cents. 
Mrs. Reade sat down and settled 

comfortably back on the couch. “I do 
love to see young people dancing,” she 
said. “When is the drawing, Carrie 
dear?” 

“Not until the last ticket is sold,” 
Mrs, Fletcher answered firmly. She 
picked up a book of tickets from the 
table. “I have a whole book left. Why 
don’t you take it, Margaret, and then 
‘we can start?” 

Mrs. Reade’s voice was equally firm. 
“T have five,” she said. “You take it, 
Carrie.” 

“Oh,” Mrs. Fletcher said. “I’ve 
bought and bought until I really don’t 

  
“The infantry pack has been scientifically designed after much 

study and experience. It is carried in the same manner that an 
Indian squaw carries her papoose... To pack the haversack ... 
place two cans of meat component end to end, parallel to and 
in front of can of hard bread. Place other can of hard bread in 
front of cans of meat component, and toilet articles and socks 
in front of hard bread... .” 
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see how I can give any more. P’ve tak- 
en a dozen compacts. I thought they 
would make sweet little Christmas gifts 
for next year, you know. And good- 
ness knows how many pins! People 
have been so kind. Did I tell you that 
Joe Severino contributed all the ice? I 
thought, under the circumstances, it was 
unusually thoughtful of him.” 

“Tl take the book,” Millie said sud- 
denly. 

‘The two old women looked at her, 
and she felt the impact of their pleasure. 
“Now, that’s really sweet of you, Mil- 
lie,” Cousin Margaret said. She turned 
to Mrs. Fletcher. “Millie has bought 
one book already, and this dear little pin 
for me.” 

Mrs. Fletcher got up heavily. “Now 
we can begin the drawing,” she said. 
She walked over and spoke to the orches- 
tra leader. The music stopped and the 
drummer rolled his drums and brought 
his cymbals together with a crash. Mrs. 
Fletcher waited until everyone in the 
room was quiet. Then she spoke loud- 
ly. “My dear friends,” she said, “be- 
fore we begin the raffle I would like to 
thank all those who have contributed 
their time and energies toward making 
this dance a success.” She fumbled in 
her bag, brought out a list, and began 
reading from it. “First, I would like to 
thank the boys and girls of the Clin- 
ton School, who contributed their dimes 
and nickels and presented us with eight- 
een dollars and thirty-five cents for the 
relief fund.” There was a sharp round 
of applause, and Mrs, Fletcher cleared 
her throat. “To the Boy Scouts, who 
gave us eleven dollars and twenty-one 
cents, and to the Girl Scouts, who do- 
nated six dollars, two beautifully knit 
sweaters, and six pairs of socks.” She 
held up her hand as another wave of 
applause began. “To Hap Harvey’s 
Merrymakers, who are providing ‘us 
with such delightful music this evening 
at a nominal cost. To Bonoff’s Liquor 
Store, who contributed so generously 
to the excellent punch, which 
I hope you will buy; to Joe 
Severino, who gave the ice for 
the punch; and to the town’s 
storekeepers, Mrs. Goldhamer, 
Mr. Harris, Miss Hultgren, Mr. 
Rauss, Mr. Altheim, and Miss Robey, 
who contributed the prizes, which we 
will now raffle. I am going to ask my 
little granddaughter, Jean, to draw the 
numbers.” 

The effort of talking so loud had 
made Mrs. Fletcher’s face very red, and 
she was puffing slightly as she walked 
back to the sofa. The basket containing 

CRISIS IN THE SPRING 

Suppose that It lasted. 
Suppose that beyond the most uniformed dreams of the very most uniformed 

dreamers, 
Tt lasted and came to be the normal thing— 
all fitful senators tamed, all bottlenecks broken, 
all Bwing smoothly, all out. . . . 

‘Then when something started to brew, 
sporadically at first, of course— 
here a crisis, there a crisi 
then everywhere a cri    crisis— 

wouldn’t that something be bound to be peace? 
And shouldn’t we be prepared? 

For peace can be a sudden thing 
like spring, you know, like spring. 

‘There would be symptoms, unquestionably, for the noting of the watchful: 
a ferryboat might bump and sink a sleeping submarine 
(“AN ACT OF PEACE,” headlines would shout), 
or a blockade-runner might die of old age; 
and the forgetful might think M-Day was that Sunday in mid-May when boys 

send flowers to their mothers; 

some great and sprawling nation might— 
carelessly, like a man exhaling— 
relax and draw its boundaries in 
(an Act of Regression, all would agree) ; 
and somewhere in France a crocus might suddenly push its way through a 

hangar floor. 

Committees would be formed, no doubt, 
to save the country’s way of life, 
but this would be a futile thing, 

for peace can spread as fast as spring, 
as fast and wild and soft as spring. 

the numbers for the drawing was coy- 
ered and shaken thoroughly, and Jean 
Fletcher was blindfolded. There was a 
breathless silence as she drew the first 
number. Mrs. Fletcher took it from her 
and read it. “Number 729,” she said. 
The room was still as people looked at 
their tickets. “Number 729,” she re- 
peated. “Who has the winning ticket 

for this pair of fine, homespun 
blankets?” 

Millie Osborne gasped. “T 
have,” she said. 

A look of supreme annoy- 
ance flashed across Cousin 

Margaret’s face. “Well, don’t just sit 
there, Millie,” she said. “Get up and 
take them.” 

Millie walked to the table and picked 
up the blankets. She bowed and smiled 

and carried them back to the sofa. 
“Here,” Cousin Margaret said, “I'll 

hold them for you. I must say I do think 
it’s rather a shame J didn’t get them 

—Jupp Potk 

when I had my heart set on them. With 
five books of tickets, too.” 

Millie’s laugh was apologetic. “Why, 
T had no idea!” she cried. “I’ve never 
won anything in my life! I can’t believe 
it!” 

She leaned over and put one hand 
on the blankets, looking down at them. 
“Lm terribly sorry,” she said. “I don’t 
see why . . .” She raised her eyes. Cousin 
Margaret sat watching her eagerly. She 
looked, Millie thought, like a rather 
greedy old hen. Millie took the blankets 
from her lap and replaced them on the 
table. “I don’t see why,” she went on, 
“T shouldn’t give them back and let Mrs. 
Fletcher auction them off to the highest 
bidder.” 

Cousin Margaret’s eyes were opaque 
and cold. 

Millie smiled softly. “It will help a 
lot, dear Cousin Margaret,” she said. 
“And it’s for charity, you know.” 

—SaLLy Benson
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“Well, back to the old drawing board.”
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DAYS OF INNOCENCE 
II~SLAVES OF BEAUTY 

HE first artist I ever saw in the 
flesh was an Irishman wear- 
ing a seedy checked suit, a purple 

Windsor tie, a Malacca stick, and a 

boutonniére consisting of two pink rose- 
buds fastened together with tin foil. 
This was in a saloon in Baltimore in 
the year 1899, and I remember saying 
to myself that he certainly looked the 
part. It appeared at once that he also 
acted it, for when the bartender hinted 
that the price of beer was still five cents 
a glass, cash on delivery, the artist first 
snuffed up what remained of the foam 
in his schooner and then replied calmly 
that it was to be charged to his account. 

Twas in those days a cub reporter on a 
newspaper and full of an innocent de- 
light in the wonders of the world. The 
decaying veteran at my side—he had 
been sent out to break me in, always 
at my expense for the drinks—whis- 
pered romantically that the artist had 
spent his last ten cents for the bouton- 
niére. It had been bought of a street 
vendor in front of Police Headquarters, 
a one-armed man who was reputed to 
get his stock by raiding colored grave- 
yards by night. ‘This vendor trusted no 
one below the rank of a police lieu- 
tenant, so the rosebuds had to be paid 
for, but bartenders showed more con- 
fidence in humanity. After the artist 
had filled his pockets with pretzels and 
stalked out, flirting his Malacca stick 
saucily, the old-timer explained that he 

“Listen, lug, Pm giving you just one hour to get out of town—” 

was honorable above the common and 
always paid his reckonings in the long 
run. “Whenever,” I was informed, 
“some rich woman gets stuck on him, or 
he sells a drawing to a comic paper, he 
goes around town settling up. Once I 
saw him lay out seventeen dollars in one 
night. He had to clear out of Ireland 
ina cattle boat. There was a duke pack- 
ing a gun for him.” 

T never saw this marvel again, for a 
few days later he was shanghaied on the 
Baltimore, waterfront, and when, aft- 
er a couple of months of bitter winter 
weather down Chesapeake Bay, he es- 
caped from the oyster fleet by legging 
it over the ice, he made tracks for Can- 

ada and the protection of the Union 
Jack, leaving more than one bartender 
to mourn him. But in the course of the 
next half-dozen years, first as a reporter, 
then as the Sunday editor of a news- 
paper, and finally in the austere cmi- 
nence of a city editor, I made acquain- 
tance with many other artists of the 
sort that then infested journalism, and 

acquired a lot of useful professional in- 
formation about their habits and customs. 
They ranged from respectable married 
men with families (sometimes, indeed, 
with two families) down to wastrels who 
floated into our office from points South 

ine. 
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or West, remained only long enough 
to lift an overcoat and two or three bot- 
tles of Higgins’ drawing ink, and then 
vanished as mysteriously as they had 
come. Not a few of them even neglected 
to draw their pay—always to the indig- 
nation of the office cashier, who had to 
carry a small and incredible overage on 
his books until he got up nerve enough 
to stage a party with it for the city edi- 
tor and so discharge his debt for theatre 
passes. But whatever the differences 
separating these aesthetic brethren into 
classes and categories, they all had cer- 
tain traits in common, mostly productive 
of headaches to editors. Each and every 
one of them looked down his nose at the 
literati of journalism and laughed at them 
as Philistines almost comparable to bar- 
tenders or policemen. One and all had 
an almost supernatural talent for get- 
ting out of the way when fire broke out 
in a medical college or orphan asylum 
and there were loud yells for illustra- 
tive art. And so far as I can recall, 
there was never one who failed, soon 
or late, to sneak something scandalous 
into a picture at the last moment, to 
the delight the next morning of every 
soul in town save what we then called 
the moral element. 

WRITE, of course, of an era long 
past and by most persons forgotten, 

and I have no doubt that artists are 
now much changed, wheth- 
er on newspapers: or off. 
Some time ago a man in 
charge of the art depart- 
ment of a great metropoli- 
tan daily told me that fully 
a third of his men read the 
Congressional Record, and 
that most of the rest had 
joined the C.I.O. He even 
alleged that there were two 
teetotallers among them, 
not to mention a Sunday- 
school superintendent. In 
my time nothing of the sort 
was heard of. The news- 

paper artists of that day 
were all careless fellows, 
with no sense of social re- 
sponsibility. Their beau idéal 
was still the Rodolfo of 
“La Bohéme,” and if not 
Rodolfo, then some salient 
whiskey drummer, bur- 
lesque manager, or other 
Elk; for the contemporane- 
ous Ickeses, Hulls, Ma Per- 
kinses, Bishop Mannings, 
and John L. Lewises they 
had only razzberries. Long
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before naked women 
were the common- 
places of every roto- 
gravure supplement— 
indeed, long before 
rotogravure supple- 

ments were invented— 
large drawings of ladies 
inthe altogether, usually 
done in the then fashion- 
able sepia chalk, decor- 
ated the walls of every 
newspaper art depart- 
ment in America. It was 
believed by young re- 
porters that artists spent 
all their leisure in the 
company of such lusci- 
ous creatures, and had 
their confidence. Even 
the most innocent 
young reporter, of 
course, was aware that 
they used no living 
models in their work, 
for everyone had not- 
ed how they systemat- 
ically swiped from 
one another, so a new 
aspect of the human 
frame, or of a dog’s, 
or cat’s, or elephant’s 
frame, once it had ap- 
peared in a single news- 
paper in the United 
States, quickly reappeared in all the 
rest. But the artists fostered the im- 
pression that they did hand-painted oil 
paintings direct from nature unadorned 
on their days off. They let it be known 
that they were free spirits and much 
superior to the general, and in that 
character they sniffed at righteousness, 
whether on the high levels of political 
and economic theory or the low ones of 
ordinary police regulations. 

I well recall the snobbish rage of 
a primeval comic-strip artist whom I 
once rebuked in the capacity of city 
editor for using the office photographic 
equipment to make counterfeit five-dol- 
lar bills. It was on a Sunday morn- 
ing, and I had dropped into the office 
for some reason forgotten. Hearing me 
shuffling around, he bounced out of the 
darkroom with a magnificent life-size 
photograph of a fiver and invited me to 
admire it. I knew it would be useless to 
argue with him, but I was hardly pre- 
pared for his moral indignation when 
I grabbed the phony, tore it up, and 
made off to the darkroom to smash the 
plate. He apparently regarded my action 
not only as a personal insult but also 
as an attentat against human enlighten- 
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“You mean he does it with just bread crumbs?” 

ment. If the word “bourgeois” had been 

in circulation at the time, he would 

have flung it at me. As it was, he con- 

fined himself to likening my antipa- 
thy to counterfeit money to a Meth- 

odist’s aversion to sound malt liquor, 
and laughed derisively at all the laws 

on the statute books, from those against 

adultery to those prohibiting setting fire 
to zoos. I fired him on the spot, but took 
him back the next day, for good comic- 
strip artists were even more rare in that 
remote age than they are today. 

Another whom I fired—for what 
reason I forget—refused to come back 
when I sent for him, and I found on 
inquiry that he had got a job mak- 
ing sideshow fronts for a one-ring cir- 
cus. He produced such alarming bearded 
ladies, two-headed boys, and wild men 

of Borneo that the circus went through 

the Valley of Virginia like wildfire, and 

in a little while he had orders from four 

or five of its rivals. By the end of a 
year he was the principal producer of 
sideshow fronts south of the Mason and 

Dixon Line and had three or four oth- 

er artists working for him. Also, he 
had a new girl, and she appeared in 
public in clothes of very advanced cut 

and presently took to drink. Undaunted, 

he acquired another, and, when she ran 
away with a minstrel-show press agent, 
followed with a third, a fourth, and 
so on. Finally one of them opened on 
him with a revolver, and he departed 
for York, Pa. When he returned to 
Baltimore his business had been seized 
by his assistants, and the last I heard of 
him he was working for a third-rate in- 
stallment house, making improbable line 
drawings of parlor lamps, overstuffed 
sofas, washing machines, and the like. 
Not a few of the artists of that time 
went the same sad route. Starting out 
in life as painters of voluptuous nudes 
in the manner of Bouguereau, they fin- 
ished as cogs in the mass production 
of line drawings of ladies’ underwear. 

In the prime of this fellow I had a 
visit one day from a sacerdotal ac- 
quaintance—a Baptist clergyman who 
pastored a church somewhere in the tide- 
water Carolinas. His customers, he told 

me, had lately made a great deal of mon- 
ey growing peanuts, and a new brick 
church was approaching completion in 
his parish. In this church was a large 
concrete baptismal tank—the largest, in 
fact, south of Cape Hatteras—and it was
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fitted with all the latest gadgets, in- 
cluding a boiler downstairs to warm the 
water in cold weather. What it still 
lacked, said the pastor, was a suitable 
fancy background, and he had come to 
see me for advice and help on that point. 
Would it be possible to have a scene 
painted showing some of the principal 
events of sacred history? If so, who 
would be a good man to paint it? I 
thought at once of my 
sideshow-front _ friend, 
and in a little while I 
found him in a barrel 
house and _ persuaded 
him to see the pastor. 

The result was prob- 
ably the most impressive 
work of ecclesiastic art 
ever seen on this or any 
other earth, On a can- 
vas fifteen feet high and 
nearly forty feet long, 
the artist shot the works, 
from the Creation as 
described in Genesis I 
to the revolting events 
set forth in Revelation 
XIII. Noah was there 
with his ark, and so was 
Solomon in all his glory. 
ten New Testament miracles were de- 
picted in detail, with the one at Cana 
naturally given the place of honor, and 
there were at least a dozen battles of one 
sort or another, including that between 
David and Goliath. The Tower of Babel 
was made so high that it oozed out of 
the top of the painting, and there were 
two separate views of Jerusalem. The 
sky showed a dozen rainbows and as 
many flashes of lightning, and from 
a very red sea in the foreground was 
thrust the maw of Jonah’s whale, with 
Jonah himself shinning out of it to join 
Moses and the children of Israel on 
the beach. This masterpiece was com- 
pleted in ten days and brought $200 
cash—the price of ten sideshow fronts. 
When it was hung in the new Baptist 
church, it wrecked all the other evan- 
gelical congregations of the lower At- 
antic littoral, and people came from 
as far away as Cleveland, Tenn., and 
Gainesville, Ga., to wash out their sins 
in the tank and admire the art. The 
artist himself was invited to submit to 
the process but replied that he was for- 
bidden in conscience, for he professed 
to be an infidel. 

No less than 

HE cops of those days, insofar 
as they were aware of artists at 

all, accepted them at their own valu- 
ation, and thus regarded them with 

   considerable suspicion. If they were 
not actually on the level of waterfront 
crimps, dope peddlers, and piano-play- 
ers in houses of shame, they at least 
belonged somewhere south of sporty 
doctors, professional bondsmen, and 
handbooks. This attitude once cost an 
artist. of my acquaintance his liberty 
for three weeks, though he was in- 

nocent of any misde- 
meanor. On a cold win- 
ter night he and his girl 
made a roaring wood 
fire in the fireplace of 
his fourth-floor studio 
and settled down to lis- 
ten to a phonograph, 
then a novelty in the 
world, The glare of 
the blaze, shining red 
through the cobwebbed 
windows, led a passing 
cop to assume that the 
house was afire, and he 
turned in an alarm. 
When the firemen came 
roaring up, only to dis- 
cover that the fire was 
in a fireplace, the cop 
covered his chagrin by 

collaring the artist and charging him 
with contributing to the delinquency of 
a minor. There was no truth in this 
whatever, for the lady was at least 
twenty-five years old and had come 
from a reformatory, but the captain at 
the station house, hearing that the cul- 
prit was an artist, ordered him held for 
investigation, and he was in the cooler 
three weeks before his girl managed to 
round up a committee of social-mind- 
ed saloonkeepers to demand his release. 
‘The cops finally let him go with a warn- 
ing, and for the rest of that winter 
no artist in Baltimore dared to make a 
fire. 

UT it was not only artists them- 
selves who suffered from the harsh 

uncharitableness of the world; they also 
conveyed their ill luck to their non- 
professional intimates. I never knew 
an artist’s girl to marry anyone above 
a jail guard or third-string jockey, and 
all the early photoengravers came to bad 
ends, usually violent. But the most un- 
fortunate camp follower of art that 
I ever encountered was a German sa- 
loonkeeper named Kuno Something-or- 
Other, who had a great many news- 
papermen among his customers. A 
couple of artists were in the lot, and 
when he opened a new saloon in 1900 
they offered to decorate its bare walls 
for the drinks, with an occasional bite to 

eat. Kuno jumped at the chance, and 
the first two of what was to be a long 
series of volunteers moved in on him. 
‘The pair daubed away for four or five 
hours a day, and it seemed to Kuno to be 
an excellent trade, for the artists attract- 
ed many aesthetes, who patronized the 
bar while they watched them. But at the 
end of a week, casting up accounts with 
his bartender, Kuno found that he was 

really breaking less than even, for while 
the credit side showed eight or ten square 
feet of wall embellished with beautiful 
girls in flimsy underwear, the debit side 
ran to twenty-seven meals and three hun- 
dred and fifty beers, all consumed by the 
artists. 

Worse, the fellows’ heirs and assigns 
were even hungrier and thirstier, and 
by the time one wall of the saloon was 
finished, Kuno was in the red for more 
than five hundred meals and nearly 
seven thousand beers, not to mention 
innumerable whiskeys and a couple of 
barrels of paint. ‘The easy way out 
would have been to call a halt, but he 
loved beauty too much for that. In- 
stead, he spent his days watching the 
work in progress and his nights trying 
to figure out how much he would be 
set back by the time it was finished. 
In the end these mathematical exercises 
unbalanced his mind, and he prepared 
to destroy himself, leaving his saloon 
half done, like a woman with one cheek 
made up and the other washed. 

His exitus set an all-time high for 
elaborateness. He came from Frank- 
furt-an-der-Oder and was a Prussian 
for thoroughness. Going down to the 
Long Bridge, which spanned the Pa- 
tapsco below Baltimore, he climbed on 
the rail, fastened a long rope to it, looped 
the other end around his neck, swal- 
lowed a dose of poison, shot himself 
through the head, and leaped into the 
river. The old-time cops of Baltimore 
still astound rookies with his saga. He 
remains the most protean performer 
they have ever attended. 

—H. L. Mencken 

Q—How may slightly soiled playing 
cards be cleaned? 
“A.—They are made by stringing pieces 

of meat, quarters of onions and two-inch 
pieces of bacon on sticks in alternate lay- 
ers and broiling them over coals. Either 
beef or lamb cut in one-inch cubes may be 
used, Veal kidneys, either alone or in com- 
bination with pieces of lean meat, add in- 
terest to kabobs. For well-done meat, al- 
low space between the pieces; for rare 
meat, pack them closely together.—Pitts- 
burgh Press. 

Any other questions?



ENEMY 
HIS is a strange story, and there 
is nothing stranger about it than 
that it should be I who have to 

tell it. For again and again there has 
presented itself in my mind, quite un- 
invited, the thesis that clairvoyance is a 
dangerous gift; that the power to see 
what lies hidden in the distance, or, 
worse still, in the future, is a dangerous 
interference with the normal process of 
the universe which is bound to cause 
dislocation and suffering. Consciously, 
T have never seen why this should be 
so. It seemed to me a piece of pruden- 
tial bogey-bogey talk, such as Polonius 
would have committed. I have resented 
its presence in my thoughts and have 
done what I could to excise it. At any 
time I would have argued against it. 

When the Blitzkrieg broke over Lon- 
don it found my husband and my- 
self in possession of two homes: one 
an apartment in the Central District, 
and the other a small house with seven- 
ty acres attached to it, fifty miles out in 
the country. We were extremely at- 
tached to our apartment, in which we 
had lived ever since our marriage, and 
it contained some objects that we liked 
very much: over four thousand books, 
hardly any of them prettily bound and, 
thank God, almost no first editions ex- 
cept presentation copies, and most of 
them relevant to one or another of the 
more important enterprises of the human 
mind; we had also some furniture which 
is soundly and pleasantly made, though 
not of great value, save for a delicate 
giant of a Queen Anne bookcase, which 
holds some six hundred books and looks 
like a weightless decoration against a 
wall. We had a few pictures we liked, 
and some agreeable French carpets. And 
above all, we knew where everything 
was, where the light fell best for read- 
ing, where the radiator cover made the 
warmest stand for a cup of coffee as one 
turned over the newspapers. 

The house in the country was newly 
acquired. We had concentrated on the 
land. The house was still desolate. I 
knew none of its amiabilities, none of the 
corners that offered light and warmth 
and comfort. The painters had but re- 
cently gone, the electricians had scarce- , 
ly come, and the sockets for the wall 
lights still looked like snakes’ holes in the 
plaster. Under dust sheets stood some 
essential furniture, visibly moping. I was 
determined to put the house in order 
slowly and placidly. All my life I had 
had to hurry; I was going to take this at 
leisure. It must be remembered that in 

those days invasion was the principal 
danger we anticipated, and it looked as 
if people would be safer in London than 
in the country, so I was not shirking my 
duty to any évacués. 

Ee the Blitzkrieg passed through 
its gentler preliminary stages and 

became murderous, my plan still seemed 
good. I can say perfectly truthfully that 
I did not want to leave London. This 
is far from saying that I did not find the 

raids unutterably terrible. There is no im- 
personal event I know that can stir and 
disturb and horrify, touching the same 
depths that are explored by the death of 
a father or a mother, like the sight of 
one’s city in flames. That pain I have 
felt over and over again, and rage at the 

  

    “I turned my ankle and this 
gentleman was kind enough...” 
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homelessness of the bombed poor, Never- 
theless, for reasons which, as it will pres- 
ently appear, had nothing to do with 
courage, the sound of a bursting bomb 
has never yet violently incommoded me. 
‘The sound of a missile dropped in my di- 
rection from an airplane has, illogically 
enough, never yet set my entrails writh- 
ing as they used to do during my flight in 
the safest of airplanes, even in the old 
faithfuls that trudged between Paris and 
London. 

So every night I spread my mattress 
in the private shelter of the apartment 
house and slept through the bombings, 
and I accounted for my apathy as com- 
ing from realization of the odds, still 
astronomically large, against my being 
killed in any one air raid. But one morn- 
ing, after the murderous BlitzArieg had 
been raging for about ten days, I woke
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up with a conviction that we ought to 
leave London at once. It was not an 
intense, tragical conviction; it was more 
sensible and practical. It was not as if 
someone had said, “If you do not go 
away at once, you will be killed.” It 
was rather as if I had been told, “If you 
stay here, you will have a nasty attack 
of sinusitis.” I called to my husband, 
who was in his dressing room. “Have 
you enough petrol to drive us down to 
the country without waiting for next 
month’s ration?” I asked him when he 
appeared. He answered, “Yes, more than 
enough.” I said, “Then drive us down 
tonight.” He was overjoyed, because he 
had long been trying to persuade me to 
leave London. “I have the strangest 
feeling,” I explained, “that this is the 
right time for us to go. Something hor- 
rible will happen to us if we stay here an- 
other twenty-four hours.” “That,” said 
my husband, “seems not improbable.” 
“Tt isn’t a question of probability,” I said 
waspishly. “I know it will. And you must 
take the holidays that are due to you now, 
without waiting.” “That I can’t do,” he 
objected. “If I drive you down tonight, 
I will have to come back early tomor- 
row morning, for I can’t possibly begin 
my holidays till Monday.” “Well, that 
will do,” I said, as if I were making cal- 

  

culations, which I was not, for I had no 
basis for them. “Moreover,” he added, 
“T can only take them in installments, 
two or three or four days at a time.” 
“That will do,” I said again, full of a 
mystical assurance. 

Delighted, he went back to his dress- 
ing room. But when I was alone, it oc- 
curred to me that the premonition which 
now possessed me was truly too obvious- 
ly a smoke screen put up by the fear I 
had been wholly and unnaturally sup- 
pressing throughout the last ten days. 
Also, the prospect of moving into an un- 
known and unwelcoming house seemed 
grim and burdensome. I shot out of 
bed and went into the dressing room. 
“T am talking nonsense,” I said. “Of 
course I will stay here.” Rapidly my 
husband put on an act. “Of course you 
will not!” he said, with a great show of 
exasperation. “There is no earthly rea- 
son why you should not go to the coun- 
try, and if you take the cook and the 
housemaid, that will be three people less 
in the shelter here, and I must say I 
think it only fair that us poor dogs 
who work in the Ministries should have 
space to stretch out our mattresses at 
full length.” I yielded, and sometimes 
during that day and subsequent days I 
thought I was governed by this very 

  

“And then they asked me a $75,000 question 
and I answered that right, too.” 
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reasonable point of view. But I knew 
all the time that it was my obscure con- 
viction of foreknowledge that was guid- 
ing me. 

‘That evening my husband and I took 
the cook and the housemaid in the au- 
tomobile, with a few pictures, our win- 
ter clothes, some kitchen utensils, and 
some household linen, and set out for the 
country. Some hours later a bomb fell 
in front of our apartment house, made 
a crater big enough to hold a couple of 
railway locomotives, and sent large por 
tions of the roadway onto a roof a hun- 
dred and thirty feet above. We were 
told next day that it made the steel and 
concrete of the apartment shelters rock 
like a ship at sea. The woman whose 
mattress lies beside mine said she felt 
it drop from under her, and then the 

floor brought it back with a crack. About 
three in the morning a time bomb was 
dropped in back of the apartment house. 
‘Then all the people in the shelter in our 
house were told to leave and go to a 
public shelter about two hundred yards 
away. This was already nearly full and 
could take only half a dozen of them. 
‘The remaining hundred and fifty or so 
had to walk for nearly a quarter of a 
mile to another public shelter, with the 
shells from the barrage bursting over- 
head and a drift of broken glass under- 
foot. 

This was not a spectacular justifica- 
tion of my premonition, but it was good 
enough. I would have extremely dis- 
liked such an experience, which, in the 
opinion of all those who suffered it, was 
extravagantly worth missing. But the 
real proof of my premonition’s validity 
was the way it followed up this first suc- 
cess. My husband let me choose the days 
when he should take his intermittent 
holidays and the days when he should 
work at the Ministry, and my guide 
never chose wrong. The nights my hus- 
band spent in the country, the Germans 
dropped bombs all round our apartment 
house and once laid an egg—but it was 
a dud—on our roof. The nights my hus- 
band spent in London brought short 
and relatively unsuccessful raids. I always 
went up to town for one or two nights of 
the periods when he was working, and 
I never failed to choose the mildest nights 
of these milder spells. 

Y premonition did some more good 
work when I set about getting 

the country house into good running 
order, which was necessary now, for it 
was to be used as a dormitory where 
workers from the London area could 
come three at a time for a few nights?
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unbroken sleep when they had got to the 
end of their tether. I could always fore- 
tell when it was going to be easy to get 
about London to make arrangements, 
when there would be few raids and few 
detours round damaged property and 
time bombs. I secured three vans, and 
thus was able to remove our most cher- 
ished belongings from the apartment to 
the country. The house in the country 
became not only habitable but amia- 
ble, and the furniture, which made it 
comfortable and welcoming, escaped a 
sordid doom. For the increasing force 
and volume of our barrage sent shrap- 
nel through our windows in town and, 
by some odd freak, machine-gun bul- 
lets spattered the wall where the Queen 
Anne bookcase had been standing. And 
day by day dust declared itself as one of 
the plagues of a raided city. Clap a book 
between you and the sunlight and see 
what clouds arise, and guess what hap- 
pens to the circumambient air when a 
five-story house is crushed into match- 
wood. 

Last of all I got out about a thousand 
of my books. I held my hand after that 
and let other people’s beds take pre- 
cedence. But some books I had to take, 
for they were acquiring a new and tragic 
value. Many of ours had been published 
in Paris and Berlin, Vienna and Prague, 
Rome and Belgrade. To order them 

now from a bookseller would be like 

asking him for the Lumar Times. I was 
glad to get over this final phase of the 
removal, for it seemed to me that people 
were beginning to show signs of strain. 
Even the porters at our apartment house, 
usually. the most amiable and helpful of 
men, had become grumpy and obstruc- 
tive. When I was getting the books 
away, I was actually hampered by one 
of the older men, who had offered to 
help me but perplexed and annoyed me 
by his moony surliness. Once, while he 
was giving me a hand with some volumes 
so rare that I wanted to put them not in 
a lorry but in our automobile, I missed 
him, and found him lagging behind, 
staring with peculiar concentration at the 

cover of Von Le Cogq’s “Manichaeischen 
Minjaturen.” I asked him to give it to 
me, and he looked up and said, with 
disconcerting irrelevance and glumness, 
“Would you be staying here tonight, or 
are you going down to the country?” 

M« country house immediately justi- 
fied its existence. The very day 

it became habitable, I was able to take in 
a relative of mine, a woman doctor who, 
worked to the limit of her strength be- 
cause of the raids, was struck down by 

       

  

“Not yet, Michael. 

influenza. When she was convalescent I 
came up to town to do a day’s chores 
and spend the night, full of that cheer- 
fulness which comes of finding some- 
thing useful to do in a crisis and being 
transformed from a passive victim into a 
combatant. 

I was jarred when I arrived at my 
apartment house, because I received the 
chilliest of welcomes from the porters. 
When I paused to ask one how his wife 

and newborn baby were getting on, he 
hardly answered me. I hurried out and 
got a tooth filled in a dental chair facing 
a window from which a bomb had re- 
moved every trace of glass some hours 
before, But I was tempted back to my 
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apartment by the opportunity it offered 
to enjoy the luxury of telephoning. Elec 
tricity had been restored to us a couple of 
days after the bomb had exploded in 
front of the house, water after a week, 
gas after ten days (though in too feeble 
a condition to be of much use), but the 
telephone had been out of order till that 
very day. In the elevator, however, I 
was waylaid by one of my most agree- 
able neighbors—a young woman gai- 
ly given to good works. She told me 
she was helping at a nursing home that 
had been turned into a hostel for some 
East Enders who, collected in a school 
in south London because they had been 
bombed out of their homes, had also been 
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bombed out of that. The women were 
in grievous need of clothes, and she won- 
dered if I had any I could give. I had 
been hoarding all my clothes for years 
against just such a happening, so I took 
the young woman into my apartment 
and asked her to wait while I stripped 
my cupboards. 

I was embarrassed when I came to 
fill the suitcase, for I had a foolish im- 
pulse to include what it had been foolish 
to store in the first place. Since my child- 
hood, I had read jeering attacks on the 
silly women who, asked to send clothes 
to the victims of catastrophe, contrib- 
uted their old evening dresses. Now I 
was doing the very same thing, and 
there they lay, blatantly idiotic among 
the appropriate jerseys and serges. Yet 
I felt compelled to pack them. After- 
ward I went with my young neighbor 
to the hostel, and there I laid my bright- 
ly colored rags of satin and chiffon and 
brocade out on a table in the matron’s 
parlor, “alongside the more serviceable 
garments. At that moment there came 
into the room half a dozen Jewish girls, 
who cried out with joy and snatched 
at them. Everything they had been giv- 
en, they said, was so drab, and now 
they could cut these up into blouses and 
scarves and have “a little style” about 
them. As they looked at the gay fab- 
rics, their faces, dulled and thickened by 
shock and anxiety, brightened, Yet I 
felt no relief, no exoneration, nothing 

but a heavy sense of apprehension. It 
was as if the pieces were fitting together 

too neatly and a process were starting 
before my eyes which I could not under- 
stand and therefore could not control. 

E went out through a hall where 
some of these homeless people, 

sitting in a brown-paper darkness dif- 
fused by the feeble lamps which are all 
that the blackout permits us, were trying 
to install a radio of ancient pattern, ham- 

pered by the poor light and, I suspected, 
by imperfect knowledge. I would have 
cried, but as I went along the street I 
was distracted by my realization that my 
companion was talking with the false 
brightness which comes of embarrass 
ment. My impression grew, and I was 
notsurprised when she asked if she might 
go back to my apartment with me, as 
she had something to say in confidence. 

IT set her down in an armchair in my 
lounge and gave her a cigarette, won- 
dering what was to come—a request for 
a subscription, a proposal that I should 
take some victim into my house in the 
country, or perhaps a hint that I had 
offended another tenant by an inad- 
vertent breach of shelter etiquette, an 
unwritten code that has in the last few 
weeks become subtle and complicated. 
But instead she said, “I think I ought 
to tell you that there is an absurd story 
going about that you are a Nazi agent.” 

I was at first stunned with aston- 
ishment, then I was convulsed, to the 
point of shaking from head to foot, with 
rage. Also, I was extremely fright- 
ened. I know how inhuman and foolish 

  “At three-fifteen she went into Liggett’s and had a ham on toast 
and a pineapple malted. We lost her after that.” 

people can become in wartime, and I 
knew how the Nazis had poisoned trust 
throughout Europe by their bribery of 
Quislings and Rost van Tonningens, 
which had made it true that a man need 
not bea lunatic to suspect his own brother. 
I stammered, “But, I, I of all people, I 
who have proved my hatred of Nazism! 
I who attacked it from the beginning, 
who have made heavy sacrifices rather 
than hold my tongue, who have worked 
against them abroad! Who has started 
this absurd story?” 

She said, “I think it is chiefly the 
porters. You see, they notice things, and 
sometimes they misunderstand them. 
You travelled a lot before the war. They 
saw you start off and return, and they 
remember it now. And then you've a 
lot of German books, haven’t you? They 
have been telling the servants that there 
were a great many German booksamong 
those you sent down to the country the 
other day. Also, they say you're so cheer- 
ful and unperturbed it’s as if the raids 
quite suited you.” 

The reason for my serenity I ob- 
viously could not tell her. It seemed too 
crazy. But the rest I could discuss. 
“This does not make sense,” I said. 
“Innumerable people travel and possess 
German books, and nobody thinks any 
the worse of them.” I remembered the 
old porter staring at the cover of Von 
Le Cogs innocent recovery of the ashes 
of an ancient faith, and pondered. I felt 
sure that his suspicion of the strange 
words and outlandish lettering might 
account for some of the misgivings that 
were felt about me, but not all. There 
remained that dark thought, whatever it 
was, which had lurked behind his heavy, 

peevish, unexpected inquiry about wheth- 
er I was going to stay that night in town 
or go down to the country. I said, “I 
am quite sure there must be something 
more.” 

“There is,” she owned. “It’s all stuff 
and nonsense, and of course I know it’s 
absurd, but here it is. They say you are 
always away when the raids are bad, 
and that you always come back when 
they get better, and that you must be 
tipped off from Germany when the dis- 
trict is going to be bombed and when 
it isn’t, because it’s happened too often 
for it to be mere chance.” 

I was conscious of a most uncom- 
fortable feeling. It was as if IT had put up 
my hand to my neck and found there a 
noose which somebody had slipped over 
my head when my attention was busy 
elsewhere. But I could slip it off again. 
That was the point. This I found my- 
self saying across a room that for a sec- 
ond seemed to be oddly different, to be



“But Luckies pay the price to get it!” 

says Jim Hill, Jr, independent tobacco buyer 

“Year after year I’ve seen Luckies buy the 
finer, the milder tobaccos and pay the price 
for’em, too,” says Jim Hill, Jr., of Winston- 
Salem, N. C, “That’s why I’ve smoked 
Luckies 5 years and that’s why most other 
independent tobacco men smoke them!” 

When you buy tobacco, you get what you 
pay for. And Luckies pay higher prices for 
the finer, the lighter, the naturally milder 
tobaccos. If you’re smoking more today, 
real mildness is important. So take a tip 
from the independent tobacco experts—the 
buyers, auctioneers and warehousemen. 
Smoke the smoke tobacco experts smoke.  
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symbolized to all the world the finest motor cars money 
can build or buy. 

It still does—even though a Cadillac is now within 
the scope of modest incomes. For America has dis- 
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important particular, with the finest Cadillacs ever built! 

Its rich interiors are designed and executed by the 
same artisans who create the costliest Cadillac-Fleet- 
wood! Its superlative handling and riding ease stem 
from the self-same engineering advancements. And it 

has exactly the same engine— the most powerful Cadillac 

V-8 ever built. 

Yes, you can count on whole-hearted public appro’ 

if you choose this Cadillac. But your self-approval will 
be even stronger. Because you'll find that you can step 

up to a Cadillac without stepping up your motoring costs! 

Owners report 14 to 17 miles per gallon! 
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droning with the same hum which fills 
the ears while an anaesthetic is working, 
to be about to become large as a Gothic 
cathedral or small as a Byzantine her- 
mitage. I was speaking silently to an un- 
seen enemy in terms which suggested 
that I had known him all my life, had 
fought with him times without number, 
and was as familiar with his quality as 
I am with my own. 

“How like you,” I was telling him 
coldly. “So clever, so ingeniously and 
resourcefully clever, and yet not clever 
enough. Don’t you realize that my whole 
life has been lived in such a way that 
even though you’ve elaborately framed 
the evidence against me, and tricked me 
into bearing false witness against myself, 
the case will fall to the ground the min- 
ute it comes out into the light of day? 
As soon as this woman goes I shall sit 
down and write some letters which will 
bring me certificates of loyalty which 
can’t be questioned, which it would not 
even be safe for the poor wretches you 
have got hold of to start questioning. 
‘That’s your great error. You never real- 
ize that jugglery isn’t everything, that 
prosaic and limited though our poor hu- 
man activities are, some are real, some 

achieve solidity, some can’t be swept off 
the board by finessing with destiny.” 

I glowered at what I could not see, 
and it seemed to me that if my sight had 
been only a little keener, I should have 
seen eyes glowering back at me under 
brows no less brutish for being eternal, 
eyes sullen with the recognition of de- 
feat. I had won before. With reason- 
able care I should win again. I would 
win now. Nevertheless, my hands were 
damp, and I was saying to myself, with 
the hoarseness of one who has stepped 
back from the brink of an abyss just 
in time, “You should have known. Of 
course you should have known. From 
the very first moment that things took 
that turn, you should have known.” 

—Resecca West 

‘Wantev—Lady for housework or will 
marry, G. A. Flatter, 4 miles east, 2 south, 
¥% east Hartford City or one north, 4 
west Millgrove—Hartford City (Ind.) 
News-Times. 

Never mind all those directions, Mr. 
Flatter; love will find the way. 

HOW’S THAT AGAIN? DEPARTMENT 

[From “For Whom the Bell Tolls,” 
by Ernest Hemingway] 

.+-he turned slowly around on his rump 
until the back of his head was facing down- 
hill. 
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OF ALL THINGS 
HE world wouldn’t be surprised 
if the Nazis tried to force the 
Greeks to end their war on Italy’s 

terms. That would be a glorious vic- 
tory for Mussolini, the Slaphappy War- 
rior. 

° 

‘The Bulgarians have discovered that 
it doesn’t pay to have their emissaries 
take tea with Hitler. He immediately 
sends thousands of soldiers to return the 
call. 

° 

A Fascist paper invites the United 
States to survey the Italian colonies in 
Africa and see how well they are run. 
This offer should be accepted promptly, 
because the supply is running low. 

° 

‘The President became annoyed when 
General Marshall’s confidential testi- 
mony before the Military Affairs Com- 
mittee leaked out into the press. Perhaps 
Army officers should whisper only sweet 
nothings into senatorial ears. 

° 

Radio listeners are pleased to learn 
that there are prospects of peace be- 
tween the broadcasting companies and 
ASCAP. Letters show that the pub- 
lic wants some modern tunes along with 
its daily quiz programs and Joe Louis 
fights. 

In opposing the Hoover relief plan, 
the British point out that there would be 
enough food in Europe if it were proper- 
ly distributed. The trouble is that the 
Nazis insist upon living on the fat of 
other people’s land. 

Washington is so crowded with visi- 

tors these days that it isn’t easy to get a 
hotel room in the city. The public loves 
the thrilling spectacle of congressmen 
kicking ten billion dollars around. 

It has been found that a weed called 
horsetail extracts gold from the soil. 
The discovery presumably will eventu- 
ally bring the government another fine 
supply of gold to wonder what to do 

with. 
° 

A New York City unit of the Army 
got lost in New Jersey because it took 
the wrong turn at a clover-leaf cross- 
ing. Those complicated contraptions 
would come in handy in case of a Blitz- 

hrieg. —Howarp BRuBAKER   
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Theatre Tickets 
If you can’t use your theatre tick- 
ets .... please send them to the 
Lighthouse, 111 East 59th Street, 
which will distribute them to the blind of 

. They love a good show. Ticke 
can be sent up to four P. M. of the day of 
the performance. The telephone number is | 
VOlunteer 5-2200, Extension 25. 

   
   

  

The Woman’s Executive Commuttee of The 
New York Association for the Blind, Mrs. 
George F. Baker, Chairman, Mrs, Dewees 
'W. Dilworth, Co- 
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says 

RUTH OWNBEY 
popular beauty chosen as 
Miss Rheingold for 1941 

And why should a charming slip 
of a girl like Ruth put down her 

pretty foot so decisively in favor of 
Rheingold Extra Dry Lager Beer? 

Because she knows that it’s dry. 

And that dry means vot sweet. And 

that vot sweet is the best assurance of 
really fine, clean, thirst-killing flavor 
you can ask of beer! 

Rheingold has been brewed since long 

before the Old Country’s Great Potato 
Famine. More than 100 years! 

Rheingold Extra Dry Lager Beer is available 

today all over the city. Try it. 

Photograph by Paul Hesse 

Rheingold Extra Dry 
Lager Beer 35 on sale 
an bottles, cans, and 

on tap at all good taverns and 
package stores throughout the 
East. Copr. 1941, Lrebmann 
Breweries, Inc., Brooklyn, N.Y. 
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Suits Go Soft 

Soft fabrics—in this case, fine 

Forstmann wool for skirt and jacket, 

sheer rayon crepe for the attached 

blouse. Soft dressmaker details — 

such as the appliqued leaves 

and becoming bow f 

at back. Soft colors— 

lotus blue, clearwater 

aqua, mist grey. Also in 

navy. Sizes 14 to 38. 

Second Floor 49.95 

Jf 
WMeCutcheon’s 

Fifth Avenue at 49th, opp. Rockefeller 
Center, New York * VOlunteer 5-1000 
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OUR FOOTLOOSE CORRESPONDENTS 
A SACK OF SNAKES 

SANIBEL IsLanp, FLoripa 

Fepruary 15 

(OUTH of Lake Okeechobee, in 
S central Florida, stretches a wil- 

derness of some three thousand 
square miles. Except for a Seminole 

.| Indian village and a few scattered ham- 
lets, it is without populace. One rough, 
rutted, weed-grown, dirt road strag- 
glingly traverses it from north to south. 
The rest is forest, swamp, and Flori- 
da scrub—spiked palmettos, cockleburs, 
and other unfriendly vegetation. Half- 
wild cattle, also unfriendly, roam its 
free spaces, herded by cracker cowmen, 
who live meagrely around the borders. 

Legends of strange fauna seep out 
from the waste: of a species of small 
crocodile (authentic) quite distinct from 
the common and larger alligator, of 
a splayfooted panther (dubious) which 
leaps across marshes from hammock to 
hammock on its wide pads, of dwarf 
deer (improbable), and of a tiny and 
evil-tempered bear (local lore) which 
takes on all comers at sight after a pre- 
monitory growl. Whatever else it may 
be, the area is a snakes’ paradise for both 
venomous and innocent varieties. 

Having made a start from a hotel 
near the head of the lake, a hotel too 
effete to serve sunrise meals, my wife 
and I had halted our car on the north- 
western rim of this wilderness for a 
basket breakfast when a youth arose 
from a roadside tussock, 
walked over, and accosted us 
with shy courtesy. 

“Are you going south, 
sir?” 

Sex! 
“Could a fella get a lift?” 
As a rule, my wife de- 

murs at picking up hikers in 
remote spots, but this lad 
was clean, though incredibly 
tattered and travel-worn, 
and looked trustworthy. We 
invited him to get in. 

“Thank you, sir,” he said. 
[Il get my bag.” 

The bag was a jute potato sack, gath- 
ered at the neck with a stout cord. He 
disposed it carefully on the floor in back, 
settled himself in a corner of the back 
seat, and before we had covered five 
miles was fast asleep. The sun climbed. 
‘The heat seeped down from the sky 
and oozed up from the earth. Although 
about us was nothing but wild vegeta- 
tion, an odor like ripe watermelon, yet 
not quite like it, encompassed us. 

Nothing persists longer in the cold 

  

storage of memory than characteris- 
tic smells. My nose explored years past 
to recall a thicket by a West Virginia 
stream whither a specimen of the rare 
Diana butterfly had tempted me, and 
the warning of my mountaineer com- 
panion: “Back out, Mister. Cain’t you 
smell that copperhead?” This was the 
same scent, but richer. I stopped the car. 
Our passenger awoke. 

“Pm tuckered out,” he apologized. 
“Got kinda lost last night.” 

“What have you got in that bag 
“Just a few snakes,” he answered 

deprecatingly. 
“What kind?” 
“Diamondbacks. Would the lady like 

one?” 
‘The lady would not. The lady was 

equally unreceptive to the proffer of a 
skin which he unwound from beneath his 
jacket, where it was looped like a belt. 

“Tr’s a male skin,” he said. “They’re 
brighter and sharper marked than the 
female.” 

“How many snakes have you got in 
that bag?” I asked. 

“About three dozen. Little fellas,” he 
said. 

“Alive?” asked my wife. 
“Yes, Ma’am, they’re alive,” he said. 

“Maybe you don’t like snakes.” He 
sighed. His expression indicated a chari- 
table allowance for eccentricity in oth- 
ers, a sort of it-takes-all-kinds-to-make- 

a-world tolerance for his 
fellows. “Do you want me 
to get out?” he asked re- 
signedly. 

“No. But you’d better 
put the bag in the trunk 
compartment,” I said. 

We stopped the car, and 
the transfer was effected. 
Then we started up again. 

“What are you doing 
with a bag of snakes?” T 
inquired. 

“They're my business. 
I trade in ’em,” he said. 
“Tm a commercial col- 

lector. I busted out of college sophomore 
year.” He named an obscure Midwest- 
ern institution. “Had to make my living. 
So I looked around for some business 
that wasn’t overcrowded.” 

“You seem to have found it,” said 
my wife. 

“No, Ma’am,” he said. “There’s lots 
of competition. Prices ain’t what they 
were when I started in three years ago.” 

“Where do you sell?” I asked. 
“There’s three principal markets,” he 

”



expounded willingly. “There’s the lab- 
oratories, They buy in quantity lots, for 
the venom. Then there’s the museums. 
They’re only in the market for the big 
ones. And the private trade. That’s what 
T'm trying to build up. Of course, P’'m 
talking about live specimens. I do a little 
something in skins, too, But there isn’t 

much in it. Very little.” 
“Do people buy rattlesnakes for 

pets?” my wife asked incredulously. 
“Yes, Ma’am. Folks that like to be 

kinda unusual. It’s a sort of a fad, as you 
might say. I got a good customer on 
West End Avenue in New York. She’s 
a society big shot. Gets her name in the 
papers. She’s got a sense of humor, Last 
winter she gave a swell dinner party 
with a sort of arrangement of flowers in 
the middle of the table, and when they 
all had a couple of drinks—wine, I 
guess—she pulls a string and the flow- 
ers open out and the old he-rattler be- 
gins to zizz. Of course, he’s wired down. 
But how do they know that? One lady 
fainted away and threatened to sue her. 
‘That got into the papers, too. Then 
there’s an old gentleman in Detroit; he 
wants big diamondbacks, nothing less 
than six feet. Dollar a foot and an extra 
dollar every quarter-foot over the six. 
I got a Chicago customer who won’t 
touch anything but coral snakes. He likes 
’cem because they’re so pretty.” 

“Thav’s the Elaps, isn’t it?” I asked. 
“Aren’t they pretty hard to find?” 

He looked at me in surprise. “Yes, 
Elaps. Pll say they’re hard! Ten dollars 
for a grown one. If I get half a dozen 
a season, P’'m doing well. Down here 
they call em barberpole, and thunder- 
and-lightnin’, and sometimes German 
flag or harlequin. Florida folks say they 
ain’t poisonous, because they’re so slug- 
gishlike.” 

Asa sidelight on the reliability of folk- 
lore, which usually exaggerates rather 
than minimizes, this was interesting, 
since the Elaps is the deadliest creature 
in the Western Hemisphere. 

“TJ don’t take any chances, myself,” 
our passenger went on. “There ain’t 
really much danger. You got eyes, ears, 
and a nose, and a rattler is fair warning 
all three ways. In hot weather, that is. 
If it’s cold, you can’t smell him. But if 
it’s cold, he’s slow anyway.” 

“Do you collect only the poisonous 
varieties?” my wife asked. “Or aren’t 
there any other kinds where you go?” 

“Plenty. But there’s no money in 
’em. Besides, they’re mean to handle, 
them non-poisonous ones. You take a 
coachman’s whip, now. You locate him 
and what does he do? Climbs a tree like 
a monkey. If you go up after him, he’ll   
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How is your 

“LIFE WITH FATHER”? 

  Howard Lindsay 
star of “Life h Father” 

   
Learn to “ECONOMIZE WITH THE BEST” 
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CENTRAL PARK WEST, 74th to 75th ST. 
Entire Block Front 

4-11 ROOMS 
2-6 BATHS 

‘SIMPLEX, DUPLEX, TERRACES, TOWERS 
‘TRafalgar 17-0300 

CENTRAL PARK WEST, B1st to 82nd ST. 
Entire Block Front 

4-12 ROOMS 
2-5 BATHS 

‘SIMPLEX, DUPLEX AND TERRACES 
‘SUsquehanna 7-210 

    WOOD DOLSON CO.), inc. 
‘241 WEST 72nd STREET 

West of Broadway 
ENdicott 2-8900 
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TICS       Pree errs 

lash out like a live wire and sock you in 
the face or maybe coil around your neck, 
and first you know you're in a fight. 
And what have you got if you do land 
him? Two bits per foot. Give me a good 
old rattler every time. You know where 
you are with him.” 

I asked if he used a forked stick for 
rattlers. 

“Amateur stuff,” said the expert in- 
dulgently. “Besides, it ain’t practical if 
youre after more than one specimen. 
What're you going to do—get a differ- 
ent size prong for every snake? No, sir. 
‘You just get you a good, stout stick 
—an old rake handle’s about right— 
and you catch your snake crawling, or 
wait for him to crawl if he’s coiled, 
and you flatten him down behind the 
head and grab him there so he can’t 
strike. Then you pop him into the bag. 
That's my method, and I never got bit- 

ten yet.” 
“An easy life,” I suggested. 
“No, sir. The life ain’t so easy. It’s 

tough down in the thick scrub where I 
go. The mosquitoes are bad and the ticks 
are worse. Sometimes you get fever. 
This time it was those ticks that made it 
so tough.” 

“Do you live on the country?” I 
asked. 

He grinned. “There ain’t much to 
live on after you get really inside. Once 
in a while I might catch a gopher [local 
name for the largish, wandering land 
turtle]. I take in a bag of grits or may- 
be hoppin-john, and when it’s finished 
I come out.” As grits are fine-ground 
corn and hoppin-john is a mixture of 
cow-peas and rice boiled with ham, I 
did not wonder that he had a drawn 
look. 

“How long were you in this time?” 
I asked. 

“Three weeks.” 

“And that one bag is your entire 
catch?” 

“Oh, no! I sent out a couple of con- 
signments by dugout. That was my good 
stuff. This is small stock. Most of it I 

bought on my way out from friends of 
mine.” 

“The local crackers?” 
“T don’t call ’em that,” he answered 

in gentle reproof. “They got feelings 
like anyone else. They're nice people. 
Treat me fine. I go to their dancin’ with 
em, and to the preachin’ if there is any. 
They call me Mr. Perkins. It ain’t my 

real name, but they’re suspicious of a 
fella if his name sounds any way for- 
eign. Being from Ohio, my talk is differ- 
ent from theirs and that made ’em offish 
till they got used to me. Besides, I play 
the mouth organ. They like that. They 
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New technique teaches 9 out of 10 be- 
ginners in a week...at Chateau Frontenac 
Ski-Hawk School in Lac Beauport Snow 
Bowl, where snow’s right, sun’s bright. 
Two ski tows, slalom course. Live in lux- 
ury at baronial Chateau Frontenac. 

SKI-WEEK, 10 days, $99.75 
SKI WEEK-END, 3 days, $49 

Room, meals, round-trip from New York, 
with lower berth. All-expense tours for 
a stimulating ski holiday. See Canadian 
Pacific: 344 Mad. Ave., N.Y. VA.6-4444 
or see your travel agent. 

(Canada Welcomes U.S. Clizans.. 

Chateau 
Frontenac 

A Canadian Pacific Hotel 
in Friendly Old Québec 

Ne Passports 

is probably one of the nicest bars 
you ever saw, part of a Continental 
bension in the center of New York. 

AIR CONDITIONED BAR & LOUNGE 

HOTEL 7Onrn 
AVENUE 

Park Avenue at 38th 
Joseph G Dolby 

If you want to find real treasures, in- 
clude Kende Galleries on your weekly 
shopping list. Look around (you can't 
buy) during exhibitions ...leave your 
bid or attend the auction personally, as 
you prefer. 
Illustrated catalogues 25¢ for each sale 

KENDE GALLERIES 
2nd Floor, 730 Fifth Ave., Cor. 57th St, 

Circle 6-9465  
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pick up quite a lot of snakes for me, 
mostly small. They know T'll pay a 
fair price. Some of these tough guys try 
to gyp them. That’s silly. They’re liable 
to shoot if they don’t think you’re on the 
level with them. There was one fella 
down here two years ago had some trou- 
ble over prices. I ain’t seen him since, 
and I wouldn’t wonder if nobody ever 
saw him again. There’s plenty alligators 
inside to take care of a body if it’s left 
around.” 

“You never have any trouble with the 
people?” 

“Wre-ell”—he looked slightly un- 
comfortable—“there was one of their 
girls kinda got the idea she wanted to 
marry me. But I worked out of that all 
right. Gave her a watch. It cost me eight 
bucks. Eight bucks is a lot of money for 
a little fun.” 

T a town near the western limit of 
the wild, we stopped for ice-cream 

sodas. An elderly cripple came in off the 
street to talk shop with our passenger, 
and after a few minutes hobbled out. 

“Notice that fella?” he asked when 
the native had left. 

“Yes,” 
“You'll see a lot like him around 

these parts. One leg or one arm.” 
“Ts this a feud region?” asked my 

wife. 
“No, Ma’am. They get it hunting. 

‘You can’t be careless around here. Snak- 
iest country in the United States.” 

“But isn’t the diamondback bite sup- 
posed to be fatal?” I asked. 

“Pve heard of it killing folks,” he 
said, “and I’ve read it in the papers. But 
I never came across a death personal- 
ly. Mostly it’s like that old fella. A man 
gets bitten, and he’s pretty sick, but he 
gets well of it. That is, he thinks he’s 
getting over it. But the venom works 
along and kinda rots out the blood and 
he has to have his foot or his arm or his 
leg cut off to save his life. If he has anti- 
venin handy, though, he don’t get that 
way.” 

“T suppose you carry antivenin?” I 
said. 

“No. I don’t figure to get bitten.” 
Outside of Fort Myers he asked to be 

dropped. He had a friend there, he said, 
who would take him in. He would ship 
the snakes in his bag from there. 

“They go to my firehouse trade,” he 
said. “It’s a bounty deal.” 

He saw that we were puzzled, and pa- 
tiently explained that counties in moun- 
tain states, like Kentucky and Tennes- 
see, give a bounty on rattlesnakes. 

“One dollar a head,” he went on. 
“Firehouses and police stations make a 
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SOMEONE OUGHT TO TELL 

“Trademark-—-look for the narne in each water 
HER ABOUT RY-KRISP 
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“Reduce and you won't be lonely,” said 
Jane. “With the Ry-Krisp plan, I under- 
‘stand a normal overweight personcan lose 
about 7 pounds a month.” 

  

Mary followed the plan in the Ry-Krisp 
booklet: ate sensibly, took walks, enjoyed 
2 or 3 Ry-Krisp wafers as bread at each 
meal... and reduced. | 

  

  

    

   

          

     

   

      

       

   

Now Mary is slim, sparkling, sought after. 
Ry-Krisp helped ...each wafer has only    

  

23 calories, provides bulk to aid natural 
elimination.   

Ry-Krisp Is a Flavor Hit With 

Any Food, Any Time 

Ry-Krisp is a famous Swedish- 
type crisp rye bread baked a new 
American way to bring out the 
fullrich flavor of pure whole rye. 
More tempting, more delicious 
today than ever before! Each 
ctisp wafer now scored so it 
breaks easily into two ctacker- 
like squares. An ideal bread to 
enjoy with soups, salads, cheese, 
spreads. .with any food or drink, 

Debio 7 

OM ida ove   
  

Following the Ry-Krisp reducing 
plan, a normal overweight person 
can lose about 7 pounds a month. 
Ry-Krisp is helpful because each 
wafer has only 23 calories, sup- 
plies energy, provides bulk to aid 
natural elimination. 
FREE Reducing Booklet! 
Just send postcard stating if 
book is for man or woman. Ad- 
dress Ry-Krisp, 735D Check- 
erboard Square, St. Louis, Mo.     

bow 
weal 

+s AT YOUR GROCER’S IN RED-AND-WHITE CHECKERBOARD BOX 
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Quick wit, which often saved James Gore’s life in his 
frontier days, again served him while the historic Chicago 
fire raged. Under his direction many casks of Chapin 
& Gore bourbon stored in Chicago were rolled to safety 
on Lake Michigan’s shore. Chapin & Gore Old Reserve 
Straight Bourbon Whiskey gives distinguished character 
to Old Fashions, Manhattans and other mixed drinks. ERE Seaetad 

ae 
& 3 ‘THIS WHISKEY IS 5 YEARS OLD, 93 PROOF, DISTILLED IN KENTUCKY BY 

CHAPIN RE 

DEEN} 

Dees Le 011) 
TO CHANGE ~ RECORD LIFE     

specialty of this line. Pay me four bits 
apiece; turn ’em in for a dollar apiece. 
I ship ’em by express. It’s the steadiest 
market and surest pay in the business, 
but we don’t advertise it.” 

He got out and retrieved his bag from 
the trunk compartment. His acknowl- 
edgments were quietly grateful. They 
ended in a wistful word. 

“Wish you’d let me give you a 
snake,” he said, and when we shook our 
heads he left us, with the it-takes-all- 
kinds expression of tolerance on his bus- 
inesslike face. 

—SamveEv Hopkins Apams 

BACK~SEAT CENSOR 

Dark clouds gather on sea and land, 
Hollywood takes its sword in hand 

To carve out plots by the dizzy score 
For the lovely stars who must fight this 

war: 

Ambulance-drivers, passionate nurses, 
Blondes to stand firm amid battle and 

curses, 

The fabulous spy doomed to die 
without quarter, 

And, last but not least, the lady 
reporter— 

The girl who types with planes on the 
skyline 

(God, oh God, will she get her byline? ), 

Who phones the desk as the wires tangle, 
Wearing her hat at a perfect angle, 

Who goes down in the sea, is caught in 
flames 

As she calls the general by pet names. 

I don’t want to be a lot of trouble, 
But still, if I see in the glass and rubble 

One more female spick-and-span 
Getting her story and getting her man, 

Saving the world in a teary mist, 
Well, put me down as a pacifist! 

—Horvrense FLEXNER 

One of the town’s gayer spots, that St. 
Regis bar; John A. McVickar Jr. present; 
also B. Weal, Anne Freshman, Ted Sau- 
cier and Joe Goldin, the tax accountant. 
..-+ To the Weylin to meet Miss Gene 
Tierney’s youthful mother and later about 
the Forties. ... Indeed a nasty night. 

—Ward Morehouse in the Sun. 

Ts all chivalry dead? 
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exciting new fabrics made with “Lastex” yarn... 
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Jantzen girdles...Panty girdles ...All-in-ones...2.50 to 12.50 

At leading retail stores everywhere...write for Spring style folder. 

JANTZEN FOUNDATION DIVISION + DOVER, NEW JERSEY 
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THE ART GALLERIES 
From Rodin On—and Up 

larly when they set out to “prove” 
something, can be fairly dreary 

affairs, in which the weightiness of the 
medium only adds to the ponderousness 
of whatever theory happens to be ad- 
vanced. The show at the Buchholz, 
called “From Rodin to Brancusi,” has, 
so far as I can discover, 
no thesis on its mind at 
all—except possibly that 
some pretty good sculp- 
ture was done in the pe- 
riod from Rodin to Bran- 
cusimand perhaps for 
that reason it turns out 
to be a very gracious and 
enjoyable affair indeed. 
Both French and Ger- 
man artists are included, 
but there’s been no at- 
tempt to contrast them, 
and though all styles are 
represented, from the Gothicism of 
Ernst Barlach to the semi-abstractions 
of Henri Laurens, no effort has been 
made to indicate their relation in time or 

the various linkages and cleavages that 
existed between them. You'll find Wil- 
helm Lehmbruck more or less face to 
face with Picasso and Barlach mixed in 
with Maillol and Despiau, and about the 
most profound conclusion you're likely to 
draw is that they go very well together. 

There are errors, to be sure, not so 
much in arrangement as in selection and 
emphasis. Four Rodin sculptures are in- 
cluded, in addition to a drawing and a 
water color, and only one, his male nude 
called “The Age of Brass” (a smaller 
version of the more famous life-sized 
figure of the same title) has the power 
and sense of free, easy movement that 
he was capable of. The others are 
mainly from his later, sweeter period, 
when his strength had gone somewhat 
to seed, and since he was chosen to 
lead off the show chronologically, they 
seem hardly to do him justice. Rodin, I 
know, has declined a great deal in fav- 
or, and rightly so, since the days when 
he was hailed as the modern Michelan- 
gelo. For all that, the old man had bet- 
ter stuff in him than this collection would 
indicate. 

‘There’s a litle too much of Georg 
Kolbe, who beneath his surface expres- 
siveness has always seemed to me a very 
literal-minded man, and it’s the uneven- 
ness of Gerhard Marcks rather than his 
moments of winning perceptiveness that 
the show mainly accents. Compare, for 

Geter exhibitions, particu- 

  

example, Marck’s formless, funerary 
“Kastalia” with the rather too ruggedly 
handled girl’s head called “Junitau,” 
and both with the exquisite “Girl with 
Raised Hand,” in which, to my mind, he 
has caught the whole spirit of adolescence 
in the slightly concave silhouette and 
the tintil awkwardness of the subject’s 

pose. But in view of the 
exhibition’s wide range, 
these objections are 
minor matters, and to 
make up for them there 
are such truly great pieces 
as Despiau’s ‘‘Assia” 
(surely one of the noblest 
studies of the human fig- 
ure in sculpture done in 
the past century), Mail- 
lol’s “L’Tle de France” 
and his marvellously 
sensitive “Portrait of 
Auguste Renoir,” and 

Lehmbruck’s “Head of the Thinker,” 
as well as such minor masterpieces as 
Degas’s poised, slender “Ballet Dancer” 
and “The Chief,” Brancusi’s jolly, play- 
ful venture into what might be called 
minstrel-show African, which ends the 
show. 

M*« Weer, at the Associated 
American Artists’, is having his 

first full-scale exhibition in more than 
ten years, which is far too long for this 
veteran of the modernist wars to have 
been away. He still likes the blues that 
characterized so much of his earlier 
work, and in general his palette is cool 
and somewhat sombre, while the paint 
is applied very thinly, almost in the man- 
ner of glazes. This handling of the paint, 
it seems to me, doesn’t always go well 
with the subjects he chooses. Particularly 
in his studies of contemporary industrial 
scenes—“At the Mill,” “Rock Car- 
riers,” “The Builder,” and so on—it 
gives them a brittle transparency which 
robs them of a good deal of their in- 
tended power; at times, in such items, 

one feels one is looking at an unusually 
elaborate piece of underpainting rather 
than at a finished canvas. On the whole, 
his ghetto scenes are the most success- 
ful, and in his “Students of the Torah,” 
“The Night Class,” and the really 
superb “Chassidic Dance,” there’s a 
blending of sadness and gaiety, gentlest 
irony and profound understanding, that 
makes them stand out as truly distinctive 
performances. I liked, too, his “Music” 
and “Winter Twilight,” in which some- 
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Women of refinement enjoy the del- 
icate perfume of Morny Bath Soap—the 

last word in luxury. 

Used by Royalty and in the exclusive 

homes of England and America. 

Obtainable from all quality stores and 
shops throughout the United States, in 
many delightful fragrances such as: 

French Fern, Wild Rose, Lavender Flow- 

ers, Rose Geranium, Eau-de-Cologne and 

Jasmin. 

The luxury soap that costs no more. 

MORNY 
FINE QUALITY BATH SOAP    
MADE IN ENGLAND BY MORNY 

Wholesale Distributors for U. S. A. 
MORNY SALES CO., 385 Fifth Ave., N. Y. 
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POT re 
Loll if you Like! 

If you have anything less than 
fifty-and-a-half-inch legs, you 
can strike a club-chair pose in 
the big back seat of the Buick 
Limrrep and never even touch 

the front seat-back. 

You can stretch out, loll or just 
plain sprawl—and all the while 
enjoy a ride that for joggle-free 
steadiness might well make a 

  

parlor car green with envy. 

Drop in real soon and try it. 

If the room doesn’t get you, the 
world’s most powerful standard- 
production passenger car engine 
probably will—and both room 
and power are yours for hun- 
dreds if not thousands of dollars 
Jess than the Limrrep’s equal 
costs elsewhere. 

“BUY BUICK’S BEST” 
EXEMPLAR OF GENERAL MOTORS VALUE 

  

SEE YOUR NEAREST BUICK DEALER   

thing of the same mood appears again, 
to create a curiously moving effect of 
dreaminess and causeless melancholy. 
The show closes on Monday. 

T the Valentine, they’re showing 
four paintings apiece by John 

Kane, Léon Hartl, Milton Avery, and 
Louis Eilshemius, and the mixture turns 

out rather better than one might im- 
agine. Only Avery seems a misfit, and 
his formalizations, always a trifle weak 
in feeling, look especially wishy-washy 
when contrasted with the blunt forth- 
rightness of Kane and the whimsical ro- 
manticism of the two other men. The 
Kanes are especially well selected; his 
big “Panther Hollow” and the always 
delightful “Highland Park” are the most 
striking examples. There’s a fine, pale 
Botticelli-ish “Nude” by Léon Hartl 
that I’m sure will catch your eye, and all 
four of the Eilshemiuses, from his slight 
but somehow evocative “The Farm” to 
his bland and sunlit “Penobscot,” are 
definitely from the top-grade section of 
this exceedingly variable painter’s work. 

utEen Levy has an exhibition of oils, 
water colors, and gouaches by Eu- 

géne Berman, the Paris neo-romantic 
who is now settled in this country. A 
kind of bilious yellow suffuses most of 
his recent painting. I personally don’t 
like it, though it’s no doubt applied in- 
tentionally as a means of enhancing that 

i| feeling of menace, tattered ensigns in 
flight, and ruined causes which runs 
through his work. Apart from that, he 
seems to have gained greatly, both in the 
range of his ideas and in their techni- 
cal realization, since his last show here. 
There are wit and profundity in his 
“Sentinelles de la Nuit” and his “Hom- 
mage 4 Lorenzo Bernini,” and in his 
large “La Fuite en Egypte,” with its 
broad, red-paved avenue leading on 
through the arches of history, he attains 
a majestic expression quite beyond any- 
thing he has ever achieved before. 

—Roszerr M. Coates 

WHAT PAPER D’YA READ? 

Shortly after Mrs. Sheean had jumped 
from the burning house, she was ap- 
proached by Patrolman George Swan. 

“Are you all right—can I do anything 
for you?” he asked. 

Mrs. Sheean smiled, despite her burns 
and injuries. 

“After Europe,” she said, “this is soft!” 
—Yonkers Herald-Statesman. 

Mrs. Sheean, when she had recovered 
from her shock, remarked: “We came over 
here from England to be safe, but this 
was worse than any bombardment.” —The 
Herald Tribune.



THE RACE TRACK 
Dispose, Bimelech, and a Note from Cuba 

to say that Dispose was 
the best horse in the Fla- 

mingo Stakes last weekend. 
He simply had too much speed 
for anything else in the race 
—even for Curious Coin, 
who had worked five furlongs in fifty- 
cight seconds (time almost too fast to 
be true) two mornings before. It was a 
good show for the crowd, the largest 
ever at Hialeah. Now, unless Porter’s 
Cap wins the Santa Anita Handicap, 
Dispose is going to be the most-talked- 
about three-year-old for the next five 

or six weeks. Already people have re- 
marked that he is the best colt by Dis- 
covery yet to come to the races, and it’s 
true that he has won more money than 
any other by his sire, what with $20,250 
in the Flamingo Stakes and $5,290 in 
the Bahamas Handicap. Also, if you set 
much store by such things, he was a first 
foal; so was Discovery and so was Dis- 
play, Discovery’s equally famous papa. 

In case all this sounds as though Dis- 
pose is going to gallop off with every- 
thing this season, I'd like to point out 
that he’s hard to handle and not entirely 
predictable, and that he gets the fidgets 
rather badly after he runs, which, of 
course, doesn’t matter so long as he 

wins. He likes quiet, and because of that 
Max Hirsch kept him at his winter quar- 
ters in Columbia, South Carolina, until 
the day before he ran. Hirsch may not 
be able to provide such a rest period be- 
fore the Kentucky Derby, but then that 
race is a long way off, and you'd be sur- 
prised how horses can learn to behave. 

As I expected, Whirlaway didn’t run 
in the Flamingo Stakes. After he was 
beaten early in the week, his stable de- 
cided that he hadn’t trained well and 
withdrew him. It so often happens that 
a top-notch two-year-old doesn’t devel- 
op into as good a three-year-old, and no- 
body seems to know why or what to do 
about it. My guess is that Whirlaway is 
one of these. 

T= probably superfluous 

'T’S nice to see Bimelech at the races 
again. Here you have a colt who 

has grown the right way, and if there’s 
a handsomer four-year-old around, the 
men who watch horses mornings would 
like to see him. Bimelech hasn’t forgot- 
ten how to run, although he’s more 

nervous in the stall gates than he used 
to be. Just before the start of his race 
last Saturday, he bumped his head and 
cut his tongue, which I hope did him 

  

no serious harm, He led all the 
way easily enough, but Meade, 
who rode him, seemed over- 
confident and Hash gave me a 
jumpy moment when he came 
up fast in the stretch. Lots of 
people believe that Hash is go- 

ing to run better in the Widener Cup this 
weekend, because he always does after 
such a windup gallop, but I’m sticking 
to Bimelech. 

(CONFRONTED with the job of 
guessing the winner of the Santa 

Anita Handicap, I don’t know what I 
can say except that it ought to be Mio- 
land. He did well cnough in a rehearsal 
the other day. Challedon, you may have 
noticed, finished seventh in the same 
race, 

How Partay, my footloose outside 
man, finds the racing in Cuba as 

much fun as ever. (I'd like to change 
Blaces with him, but he won’t hear of it; 
he calls Hialeah New Orleans in Tech- 
nicolor.) “The horses in Havana,” he 
reports, “are no better or worse than 
those that used to run at winter meetings 
before tracks turned glamorous. You 
might be interested to know that no 
Jame ones are allowed to run at Oriental 
Park, which is more than I can say for 
New England or Maryland. What I 
like about Cuban racing is the utter lack 
of hypocrisy. Gamblinng’s recognized as 
the power that makes the mare go. You 
can bet on anything. There’s even a 
daily prize of $100 for picking the most 
winners, You make your selections on 
a page of your program and drop it in a 
box before the races begin. The other 
afternoon a fellow couldn’t make up his 
mind about two horses in a race, so he 
wrote down the names of both and they 
ran a dead heat, putting him one up on 
the rest of the crowd.” 

pO Tae wandering observer— 
I have lots of them—thinks the 

daily double would be a good deal more 
fun if it were on the last two instead 
of the first two races. Maybe I'll take 
this up as a serious crusade when we re- 
turn to Jamaica. © —Aupax Minor 

27TH MAKES PLANS 
TO SPUR RELAXING 

—Headline in the Times. 

First step should be to sharpen the 
spurs, needle-sharp,     

ENJOY THIS OLD 
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SCOTTISH PLEASURE 
Ifyou’ye never tried Drambuie, 
you’ve been missing one of the 
world’s rare pleasures. This fa~ 
mous Scottish cordial has been 
celebrated since 1745 for its 
glowing flavour and fragrance 
+. «its fine bouquet. 
Drambuie is delightfully dif- 

ferent, for it possesses this ex- 
clusive advantage. It is the only 
world-famous cordial made 
with a base of the finest liqueur 
Scotch whisky. Scotsmen say 
this of Drambuie: “The first 
wee sip wins ye. 

Available everywhere 
ot reasonable prices 

  

Pet L a 

(DRAM-BOO-EE)   IMPORTED BY McKESSON & ROBBINS, INC., NEW YORK
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ON AND OFF THE AVENUE 

OT long after 
you read this, 

the second major 
showing of Ameri- 
can fashion collec- 
tions since the fall of 

France should be taking place, and I, 
for one, am eager to see how they will 
turn out. Last summer, in the midst of 
the turmoil that was then upsetting 
the fashion world, I overheard a young 
Frenchman make a few cold and know- 
ing remarks that have remained most 
vividly in my memory. This man said 
that American fashions could do with- 
out fresh Paris inspiration for about a 
year, our adapters being the highly in- 
genious people that they are. As he saw 
it, French fabrics had always supplied 
ideas to anyone with imagination, and 
there were enough already over here to 
keep us going a while; moreover, he 
expected that the impetus of the last of 
the Paris collections, in February, 1940, 
would continue for several months and 
that the new ideas, put forward in 
these shows as feelers, would be used as 
a basis for designs which would seem 
fresh and up to date a year later. After 
that, he said, would come the test; then 
we'd begin to know whether American 
designers had sufficient confidence and 
experience to push forward along new 
paths. Well, the time is up. 

A year ago the American public was 
exclaiming over the beauty of Paris 
models created (and never better) un- 
der all the difficulties of wartime condi- 
tions; bolts and bolts of French fabrics 
were on hand for copies and adaptations. 
Between that time and this the fashion 
world has gone through twists and turns 
as comic as they have been confusing, 
and experts and the lay public alike have 
changed their points of view as dizzily 
as readers who believe that both Hugh 
Johnson and Dorothy Thompson are 
essential to a well-balanced mental diet. 

When it began to look as though 
Paris might not survive as a fashion 
centre, an influx of self-styled designing 
geniuses from Europe got under way, 
and reached its peak late last spring. 
Many of the newcomers had authentic 
talent, but it also seemed that every 
woman who had ever sewed a button 
on her husband’s bolero back in Moravia 
or lengthened the hem of a dress for a 
child growing leggier on a Rumanian 
farm arrived on these shores calmly con- 
fident that she was all La Carnegic 
or El Goodman had to have to put a 

— 

FEMININE FASHIONS 

barbaric couture on its feet. Americans 

needed a touch of European culture in 
their clothes, that was what, and the 

visitors were emphatically ready to give 
it to them. It got so that the humane 
though canny heads of our greatest 
dressmaking establishments were cower- 
ing in closets, wailing that they already 
employed all the geniuses they could 
afford and couldn't possibly pay the 
$10,000 a year that hundreds of would- 

be international couturiéres demanded 
for their artistry. 

HE chaos here was, of course, 
thunderous. Hollywood designers, 

who had been so thoroughly snubbed 
for years that they didn’t dare sew a 
sequin on anything, suddenly found 
themselves crowned Kings and Queens 
of Fashion by people who had previ- 
ously ignored their best efforts in favor 

of the least important creations of the 

Schiaparellis and the Balenciagas. In 
New York and other cities, the refugee 
designers whose names had been kept 

  

on file, “in case anything turns up,” 
were dusted off and turned loose among 
bolts of material, Obscure stock girls 
who had once attended a school of fashion 
design began draping cloth on dressmak- 
er forms while their bosses trembled. 
Manufacturers who had never allowed 
their designers to go further than copy 
or adapt Paris fashions (a2 Mainbocher 
sleeve combined with Alix drapery on 
the skirt used to be regarded as daringly 
original) gave them their heads and won- 
dered why they were so shy and cowed 
in the glare of the spotlight. Every ten 
minutes, Mayor LaGuardia’s voice cut 
through the hubbub to tell the world 
that New York City was the new home 
of couture. Other fashion authorities an- 
nounced that the Mayor was wrong 
and that Hollywood, Miami Beach, 
Buenos Aires, or $t. Louis was the place. 
‘Then, suddenly, the panic was on for 
fair. We couldn’t exist without Paris 
was the cry ; the American woman was 
doomed to dowdine: 

Meanwhile, duri 

      

  

g the hot summer, 

  

“Pin for the action back 
only if yowre going to do something.” Cry HY §0mng 8



  

Nil 
10 WEST 57 
NEW YORK 

Fer the Imagi note. ~ the Young -im- heat-_ 

tis Bendel original : 
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the craftsmen of our great dressmaking 
houses were locked in their ateliers, de- 
signing clothes. When their autumn col- 
lections emerged, the relief expressed 
was tremendous. Here were the most 
wonderful clothes ever designed. What 
did Paris have that Sophie Gimbel hasn’t 
got, smug people wanted to know. We 
don’t need to depend on Paris after all, 
they said. Somewhat dazed, because not 
only Sophie Gimbel but Fira Benen- 
son and Bergdorf and Bendel and Jay- 
Thorpe have always made good clothes 
(they’ve never seemed to know how to 
do otherwise), the designers responsible 
for the collections smiled their thanks. 
The accolade was as overdone as the 
panic preceding it, but we should not be- 
grudge the cheering, for actors and pol- 
iticians aren’t the only ones who find 
applause heartening. 

‘OR the last two or three months 
there has been a calm, a dead calm in 

many establishments. One daring shop, 
to be sure, is going to give away a potted 
rose plant with every purchase of a flow- 
ered dress during the Flower Show, and 
another announces a group of match- 
ing compacts and handkerchiefs—imag- 
ine! There was, of course, a brief hulla- 
baloo over the Fashion Futures show at 
the Astor a few weeks back, but it didn’t 

we wi uit { rock the existing setup to any apprecia- 
ble extent; some nice clothes were 
shown, but few had anything that would 
make them look brand-new a year from 
now. It was while I was inspecting them 
that I recalled what the young French- 
man had said about our really being on 
our own right around now. So it is 
to the March collections in the prestige 
houses that, starry-eyed, we turn, know- 
ing the clothes shown will be good 
clothes and hoping that they will have a 
real feeling for the future as well. 

I can hardly wait. —L.L! 
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BE SNOBBISH ABOUT IT 

Good advice—when it comes to picking whiskies. 

So why be content with anything less than Carstairs 

White Seal—the Perfectly Balanced Blend? If you’re 

“The Man Who Cares” you'll appreciate Carstairs 

SPORTS, GAMES, ETC. 

All Indoors 

‘HE new and rather startling- 
ly named Fifth Avenue Coun- 

try Club, which you've probably heard 
White Seal. And your friends will appreciate your about, is almost singlehandedly keeping 

good judgment of whiskies. Carstairs has been a badminton the publicy domain—and 
that, because of the space involved, is 

name of character since 1788. where the sport has to be for all but a 
few city dwellers. In the old days, of 
course, it was possible to rent a court in 

THE MAN WHO CARES SAYS: CARSTAIRS any one of several armories, but now, 
what with the draft and all, the Army’s 

put a stop to that. A recent account of 
Blended Whiskey, 86.8 Proof, 72% Grain Neutral Spirits. the club’s evolution which appeared in 

Carstairs Bros, Distilling Co., Inc., New York C our “Talk of the Town” department 
prompted me to stop by and look éver 
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the premises the other day, just, as it 
happened, before the Eastern Open Bad- 
minton Championships were played off 
there. 

The club, which is handily located at 
9 East 46th Street, on what was once 
the main banking floor of the S. W. 
Straus Building, has five courts, and 
they’re so popular that it’s wise to make 
reservations (Phone Plaza 8-2170), es- 
pecially if you plan to play during the 
late afternoon or evening. The light- 
ing, provided by floodlamps on each net 
post, is excellent and so is the footing, 
and the ceiling is so lofty you need have 
no fear of your bird hitting it even on 
your highest shots. You can bring your 
own racquet or rent one from the club, 
and there are two professionals on duty 
to furnish instruction if you want it. The 
club provides dressing rooms and show- 
ers for both sexes, and, for men, there is 
also a steam cabinet with a sturdy Swed- 
ish masseur in attendance. 

Becoming a member of the club is 
little more than a formality. You just go 
there, say you want to join, and pay a 
dollar as an initiation fee. After that the 
only charges are for the use of the courts, 
plus what extras you ask for in the way 
of rented equipment, instruction, and so 
on. The club is open weekdays from 
nine in the morning to eleyen at night, 
and the cost of a court up to four in the 
afternoon is fifty cents per person, no 
matter how long you play; from four 
on, the courts are rented on an hourly 

basis at a rate of $2 for singles and $2.50 
for doubles. Sundays the hours are from 
noon to eleven at night and the $2 and 
$2.50 hourly rates prevail all day. I al- 
most forgot to say that there’s a balcony 
with six table-tennis courts and a couple 
of golf practice nets. Instructors are on 
hand there, too. 

The only other place that I’ve come 
across in Manhattan where the public 
can play badminton is the Hotel Shelton. 
There’s a pro there, and lockers and 
showers and whatnot, but unfortunately 
only one court. This, however, has the 
advantage of being near the hotel’s pool, 
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Since he tasted that Buffet Bowl Catsup he keeps humming 

“Want some Seafood, Mamma!” 

The reason the Master and his 

Lady are finding new pleasure 
in their Seafood-faring: Buffet 

Bowl Catsup and Chili Sauce! 
They’re luxurious as prized Old- 

World sauces, yet different from 

any others in the world, as no 

one else is licensed to flavor 
Catsup and Chili Sauce with 
genuine Tabasco. Their rare 
tang has an affinity for Seafood 

. .. brings out new flavor-tones in 

its truly a revelation to taste. 

Graceful matched bowls instead 

of awkward bottles; no label 

to strike an incongruous note 
in your tablesetting. Buy both 

now, for better tasting, better- 

looking meals . . . whether 

Bul 
KONDIMENT 

you’re serving Lenten Seafood, 

or Steak, or Hamburgers! 

a 

     
aa 

RITTER SPAGHETTI 
Made with sharp aged Cheddar 
Cheese and rich Tomato Sauce. 

Bowl 
CATSUP and CHILI SAUCE 

For address of nearest dealer, phone Circle 5-5156 

P, J. RITTER COMPANY + ROCKEFELLER CENTER, NEW YORK + FINE FOODS SINCE 1854 
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Unique Treat! 

from Orchard-Kitchen 
These Vaca Valley Fruit Confections 
are different from anything you've ever 
seen or tasted — absolutely unique —a 
connoisseur’s delight—delicious beyond 
words! ... made in our spotless confec- 
tion orchard-kitchen in Vacaville, Cali- 
fornia, from grand (and healthful) sun- 
dried fruits, nuts, pure butter, honey, 
and other delectable ingredients. We 
call them “Pear & Ginger Jells,” “Honey 
Chews,” “Apricot Jells,”" “Date Nuts,” 
"Vaca Valley Delights,” and “Peach & 
Pineapple Jells”; my customers call 
them luscious treats! “Grandest treat in 
years,” wrote one customer, 

Packed in beautiful re-usable California red- 
wood boxes, with gold foil trays. A smart, 
unusual gift! Sold only direct. I have thou: 
sands of customers all over the U. S., includ- 
ing many social, political, and business leaders. 

TRY IT AT MY RISK! 
ORDER TODAY! If not pleased 100%, re- 
turn rest of box at my expense and your money 
refunded promptly (no charge if “on ap- 
Proval”). 3 Ib. (net) pack $2.95; 6 Ib, (net) 
pack $4.80—shipped anywhere in U. 8. For 
gifts, I can fill in special card for you. Vaca 
Valley Orchards, R. B. Hawkins, Owner. 
(Reference : Bank of America, Vacaville, Cal.) 

VACA VALLEY ORCHARDS 
Vacaville, Calif., R.F.D. No. 60 

Be mes c5 47 5) 3 Ib, pack (52.95) 
1 6 Ib. pack ($4.80) 

Tenclose check [] Money Order 
Send on Approval [7] 

VII pay in 10 days or return box. 

    

  

  

  

  

ROMANOVSKY 

PORTRAIT CLASS 
gives individual in- 
struction to begin- 
nersas well as to more 
advanced students. 

Studio 605, The Lincoln Arcade 
1947 Broadway, N. Y. C. between 65 and 66 Sts. 

HOURS 
9:30 A.M. to 12:30 P.M. daily except Sat. & Sun. 

Telephone Schuyler 4-2507         

so that you can take a plunge after your 
game. Monday to Friday, the hours are 
ten to ten; Saturday, they’re ten to sev- 
en; Sunday, they’re ten to six; and the 
court costs $2 an hour at any time. 
Phone ahead, of course (Wickersham 
2-4137). 

F you’re one of those individuals with 
the instincts of a carpenter or a cab- 

inetmaker and find that your enthusi- 
asm for sawing and hammering is not 
shared by others in your household, you 
should know about the Hobby Shop, a 
neat workroom on the second floor of 
746 Madison Avenue (65th). Amateur 
craftsmen, whether expert or bumble- 
fingered, will find here all the materials 
and tools (some of them power-driven ) 
they need to make trays, chairs, tables, 
boats, chests—anything within reason. 
There are seven workbenches and the 
room is presided over by an amiable in- 
structor who prides himself on being able 
to guide even beginners in turning out 
really beautiful pieces. He also has quan- 
tities of designs and working drawings, 
and if you haven’t any particular idea of 
the kind of thing you want to attempt, 
he'll be glad to offer advice. 

The shop is open from ten to five on 
Saturday and Sunday, and from ten to 
ten on other days, except Monday, when 
it’s closed. There’s a $10 registration 
fee, which makes you a client in good 
standing for a year, and all sorts of ar- 
rangements can be worked out about the 
amount of time you spend there. To give 
you an idea of prices, eight two-hour 
sessions a month cost $10, Materials, 
naturally, are extra. 

      

E’RE approaching the critical sea- 
son for the strictly warm-weath- 

er sportsman whose first limbering-up 
games of tennis, golf, or whatever usual- 
ly result in a pitiful period of creaking 
joints and aching muscles. The temper- 
ate use of exercising machines is as good 
a way as any of dodging such miseries, 
and [’ve been investigating a couple of 
these contraptions for the benefit of those 
who are either grimly willing to submit 
to a series of mechanical beatings in or 
der to get back into something like de- 
cent physical shape or who actually en- 
joy this ersatz variety of sport. 

One elaborate arrangement, called 
the Exercycle, which I came across at 
Abercrombie & Fitch, is designed to work 
out the muscles that take the worst 
drubbing in any of four kinds of exer- 
cise—bicycling, horseback riding, row- 
ing, and swimming (crawl stroke). It 
consists of a metal frame with saddle and 
handlebars and so much machinery in 
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The “Regency” (illustrated above) 
is but one of a number of Magnavox 
automatic phonograph-radio combi- 
nations embodying radio's most far- 
reaching innovation — Frequency 
Modulation. Other outstanding fea- 
tures are: automatic record changer 
which plays 15 records intermixed, 
special Duo-Sonic speaker, Feather- 
weight pickup with permanent 
needle, all-wave radio. $289.50— 
Other combinations from $79.50 up. 

LIBERTY 
MUSIC SHOPS 
480 Madison Avenue at 50th Street 
8 East 59th Street — Savoy Plaza 
795 Madison Avenue at 67th Street 

    

fics atoul ec COKY, 
¢d dining end drinking spot advertised 

in issue is glad to serve you 
NATIONAL PREMIUM BEER — Mary- 
land's greatest contribution to nice 
living. Costly but really worth it. 

brewed and bottled by 
THE NATIONAL BREWING COMPANY 

Baltimore, Maryland 

WARD and ROME 

63 E. 57th St., New York 

Old Prints and 

Serap-book Collections 

Mounted on Screens
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its base that it looks rather like a motor- 
cycle without wheels. Part of the ma- 
chinery is an electric motor (works on 
either A.C. or D.C.) that rotates a pair 
of pedals to which you’re supposed to 
strap your feet. There’s the bicycle ex- 
ercise for you. When you’ve got that 
under control, you can throw a lever 
to stop the pedals and start the saddle 
bouncing up and down as though there 
were a horse underneath it. Next, if you 

feel like rowing, you hitch up the handle- 
bars to a strong spring and tug and push 
them back and forth as if they were 
oars. Finally, for the equivalent of a 
swim, you loosen the handlebars, which 
are mounted on swivels, and push them 
about in the weaving movement of the 
crawl stroke. If you want extremes in 
violence, you can put yourself through 
two routines at once—ride and swim, 
pedal and row, swim and pedal, or ride 
and row—and Abercrombie charitably 
says that fifteen minutes a day on the 
machine should be enough exercise for 
anyone. It costs $285. 

‘A simpler contrivance, one which 
makes you do all the work yourself, is 
something called the Tiger Stretch. It’s 
hardly as exotic as its name, being sim- 
ply a metal track with a pair of slid- 
ing handgrips and with two comfortable 
knee rests at one end, but it has a thor- 

oughgoing way of provoking practically 
every muscle in the body to exert it- 
self. To operate it, you kneel on the 
rests and then lean forward until you’re 
lying at full length with your arms 
reaching beyond your head—like a tiger 
stretching, more or less. Then, us- 
ing your knees as an anchor, you haul 
yourself back, like no tiger you ever 
saw, until you're again kneeling in 
the rests. Two minutes a day is said to 
be enough on this machine, which costs 

$24.50 at Abercrombie and Lewis & 
Conger. —E.F.K. 

  

FULLER EXPLANATION DEPT. 

[From Psychological Abstracts, published 
by the American Psychology Association | 

5001. Moellenhoff, F, Remarks on the 
popularity of Mickey Mouse. Amer. 
Imago, 1940, 1, No. 3, 19-32,—Mickey 
possesses fundamental qualities which 
readily promote  spectator-identification 
with him, Important among these is the 
hermaphroditism suggested by his bod- 
ily appearance, his motor activity and his 
voice. He resolutely follows the pleasure 
principle, gratifying pregenital drives and 
sadistic impulses. The consequent need for 
punishment is provided for in the most 
harrowing situations from which he often 
escapes through the violation of physical 
law. He is hypomanic in temperament and 
in his visual biography we enjoy the free- 
dom from inhibition and effort. 

  

    Wind-wearied eyes need the freshening delight of 
cleansing with Jacqueline Cochran Eye Bath. A light- 

weight plastic eye cup accompanies each bottle. $1.50 

Jacqueline Cochran’s Eye Cream aids in softening tiny 
squint-lines around the “Eyes” of March. . $2.50 

Write to Department 33 for the New Booklet "WINGS TO BEAUTY” 

Secgueline Coclran 
630 Fifth Avenue, N. Y¥.—Laboratories: Roselle, N. J. 

© 1941, Jacqueline Cochran      
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  Long-sleeved Bonwit Exclusive just arrived, through 
all difficulties, from Scotland. Soft-as-night 

Melrose cashmere in black to go with your pale 
Linton tweeds.. your gray plaid tailleur. 
32 to 40, 13.95 FIFTH FLOOR 

Mail, phone orders. Eldorado 5-6800 
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“She had the appetite of a bird until 
she discovered ‘Patéfoie’ Canapés.” 

Here’s something that gives the word 
“Appetizer” a brand new meaning—It’s 
Underwood “Patéfoie” Canapé Spread— 
Tastes imported — costs but 15¢. 
FREE—If your dealer can- 
not supply you, send us his 
name and we'llsend you a 
full size can of “ PAtéfoie” 
Canapé Spread absolutely 
free. Write to Wm. Under- 
wood Co., 319 Walnut St., Made by the 
‘Watertown, Massachusetts. Underwood Dev 
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MUSICAL EVENTS 
Opera 

co H Heavens! an opera! That 
O human beings can be found to 

disregard Shakespeare and run 
after such nonsense!” That’s how the 
celebrated actor and manager, William 

Charles Macready, complained to his 
diary just about a century ago. 
His anti-operatic entry was 
brought on by a single per- 
formance of “Norma.” One 
might speculate on what he 
would have written about last 
week’s activities, when seven 
Metropolitan productions were sup- 
plemented by four operatic concerts in 
Carnegie Hall. 

Two of the Carnegie Hall sessions 
were Philharmonic-Symphony subscrip- 
tion hearings of Walter Damrosch’s 
opera, “Cyrano,” under the able direc- 
tion of the composer. Twenty-eight years 
ago, at the Metropolitan, the opera had 
five performances and good notices. It 
then went out of circulation, but four 
years ago Mr. Damrosch rewrote his 
work and last week he revived it. 

‘This “Cyrano” is a melodious, crafts~ 
manlike job. The text, by W. J. Hen- 
derson, is a shrewd adaptation of the 
Rostand play, and the words are the sort 
people can sing, even if some of last 
week’s vocalists didn’t win any diction 
awards. The principal trouble with the 
original version was that the music was 
so expansive the piece seemed overlong. 
The revisions in the third and fourth acts 
have tightened things admirably; fur- 
ther compression would help the first 
two. I suspect there may have been a few 
last-minute excisions for the Carnegie 
Hall venture, as several interesting pas- 
sages were missing, among them the at- 
tractive ditty about cheese cake. (Per- 
haps I should explain, for the young 
folks, that in 1913 cheese cake was a 
pastry, not a type of news photography.) 

Probably “Cyrano” would do well 
for itself in an opera house. It sounds 
like a good show. 

Ate ‘Toscaninr’s Wagner con- 
cert at Carnegie Hall, with the 

N.B.C. Symphony, Miss Helen Trau- 
bel, and Lauritz Melchior, was im- 
mense. What Mr. Toscanini did was 
so fine it was depressing, because one 
couldn’t help wishing he were conduct- 
ing the complete music dramas. The ex- 
cerpts were only samples of whole op- 
eratic performances, which, unfortu- 
nately, one had to imagine, but they were 
generous samples. “Dich, Teure Halle,” 

from “Tannhiuser,” was prefaced by 
the introduction to the second act of the 
opera instead of with the usual concert 
abbreviation. In the “Gétterdammer- 
ung” sequence, the Funeral March had 
as an unannounced prelude the orches- 

tral music that accompanies 
Siegfried’s death. Mr. Mel- 
chior sang with his usual skill. 
Miss Traubel, apparently 
somewhat nervous, although 
effective, in “Dich, Teure 
Halle,” was good as Sieg- 

linde in the finale of the first act of “Die 
Walktire” and superb in the immola- 
tion scene from “Gétterdammerung.” 

% I ‘RISTAN UND IsoLpE,” at the Met= 
ro politan, was an operatic début 

hereabouts for Edwin McArthur, the 
second native American to conduct any 
of the company’s offerings in all the years 
the Metropolitan has been at work. 
(The first was Nahan Franko.) Mr. 
McArthur had already directed the mu- 
sic drama elsewhere, and he went about 

his assignment like a veteran, even 
straightening out easily a few minor 
misunderstandings between the stage 
and the orchestra pit. It wasn’t a per- 
formance radically different from other 
“Tristans;” that would have required 
longer preparation than a busy opera 
house can provide. It served, though, to 
indicate Mr. McArthur’s gift for con- 
ducting, and it marked an advance, on 
the emotional side, over his previous or- 
chestral demonstrations in town. 

Salvatore Baccaloni, pepper-upper of 
old operas, was in the cast of the season’s 
first “Tl Barbiere di Siviglia,” and he 
succeeded in making Dr. Bartolo one 
of the highlights of the entertainment. 
That’s a trick, all right, because the Dr. 

isn’t any self-starting réle. Mr. Bacca- 
loni supplied a bright characterization 
and worked in the proper amount of 
good operatic hokum. ‘The whole pro- 
duction was somewhat hokey, but never 
pokey, and the singing was generally 
excellent. The latest Rosina, Miss Jose- 
phine Tuminia, though rather unevent- 
ful in the lyric spots, delighted the gath- 
ering with a fancy line of coloratura 
display and plenty of pingy high notes. 

  

uccrn’s “Suor Angelica” was pro- 
duced in quasi-opera form at a Car- 

negie Hall concert of the National Or- 
chestral Association. At that time, I 
was at “Tristan und Isolde,” so I can 
offer only the report of a knowing spy  



NEXT TIME 
YOU BUY FISH 

Whether it’s fresh or canned, 
or fillet, whether it’s salmon 
or tuna, halibut or mackerel, 
Lea & Perrins Sauce will 
make it extra-tasty. 

Next time you buy fish, ask the 
market man for a bottle of this 
original Worcestershire that’s 
USED AT BUCKINGHAM PALACE, 

It makes even the lowest- 
priced fish taste so good 
you'll serve it proudly even 
for a birthday dinner or wed- 
ding anniversary. 

Ye 
THE SAUCE OF 1000 USES 

  

ed 

ENGLISH FELT HATS 
$8 to $14 

DOMESTIC FELT HATS 
$5 to $18 

ESTABLISHED 1818 

Biota brvthery 
(MADISON AVE. COR. FORTY-FOURTH ST + NEWYORK 
BOSTON + SAN FRANCISCO +LOS ANGELES 

  

INKSIDE” RESTAURANTS * Nowhere else can you 
like this! Through large panorama windows 
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who says the young singers managed the 
music with assurance and good voices. 

—Rosert A. Srmon 

POPULAR RECORDS 

A Shavian Concerto— 
Novatones—Singers 

AX Suaw and his orchestra have 
made a remarkable recording of 

the composer-leader’s “Concerto for 
Clarinet,” which is one of the high spots 
of the Paramount film “Second Cho- 
rus.” For some reason best known to 
the producers, only part of the work is 
played in the picture, so here, on the 
twelve-inch Victor disc No. 36383, is 
probably the one chance you've had thus 
far to hear it all the way through. The 
piece isn’t really a concerto; it doesn’t 
follow the set rules of development and 
construction which would make it that, 
but, to get technical for a moment, it 
does have a couple of cadenzas which 
might be called accompanied recitatives. 
Practically the whole of the first side is a 
boogie-woogie revel, with the pianist’s 
left hand going full tilt from start to fin- 
ish and Shaw’s clarinet weaving in and 

out of the scheme. The other side is dis- 

tinguished principally by a long clarinet- 
and-drums sequence, which is really ex- 

citing. 
‘A five-man team, going under the 

name of Ted Steele and his Nova- 
tones and working with a rather unusual 
combination of instruments, has recently 
made its record début. Mr. Steele oper- 
ates, if that’s the word, a Novachord, 

which, as you know, sounds like a cross 
between an organ and a symphony or- 
chestra, and the others play a Hammond 
organ, a guitar, a piano, and a bass fid- 
dle, The group’s first offering is called 
“Mood Indigo” (Decca album 179) 
and turns out to be a set of Duke Elling- 
ton compositions, including, naturally, 
the title piece. All of the selections em- 
phasize mood—indigo or otherwise. In 
an accompanying leaflet, Mr. Steele, a 
fervent Ellington disciple, modestly lets 
it be known that he is not one to improve 
on perfection and has therefore not tried 
to fancy up any of the scores. What he 
has tried to do is work out new tonal 
blends to fit the spirit of the music, and 
in this he has been rather successful. 
Among the ten numbers, you'll find 
such familiar items as “Solitude,” “So- 
phisticated Lady,” “In a Sentimental 
Mood,” “Azure,” and “TI Let a Song 

Go Out of My Heart.” 

  

TS always a treat to hear Mildred 
Bailey sing, particularly when she 

is given imaginative orchestral support, 
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SPRING REMODELING 

for your hair. . 

  

by the 

HELENA RUBINSTEIN 

SALON 

A COIFFURE JUST FOR YOU—Our fa- 
mous hair stylists study your 
face, profile, hair texture, and 
deftly drape your hair into a 
beautiful (and prophetic) coif- 
fure . . that is yours alone! 

Herbal Shampoo, 1.00 
Custom Coiffure, 1.50 

‘A SOFT-AS-SILK PERMANENT WAVE — 
Leaves your hair soft and pliant 
with each strand shining. Perfect 
foundation for the season’s love- 
liest up-or-down coiffures. 

Balsamized Oil Permanent, 15.00 

A RE-AWAKENING SCALP TREATMENT— 

Don’t despair if your hair is dull 
and lifeless, your scalp tight and 
flaky! There is a special expert 
in the hair Salon who massages, 
brushes, steams, stimulates the 

scalp into glowing health. 
Wake-Up Scalp Treatment, 3.50 

For appointments phone EL. 5-2100 

Hehsa Sohivailive 
715 FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK   

and I can’t remember when she’s done 
better than she’s done now on Columbia 
35921. Here she gives us two swell 
tunes, “Easy to Love” and “Don’t 
‘Take Your Love from Me,” with Ted- 
dy Wilson’s orchestra supplying back- 
grounds that are just about all anyone 
could ask for in the way of originality and 
rich harmony. Eddie Sauter’s arrange- 
ments aren’t to be overlooked, either. 

Another gifted cantatrice who can do 
things with a song is Billie Holiday, and 
all she needs to get results is a straight 
rhythm and a simple orchestration. Sing- 
ing “Time on My Hands” and “Pm 
Pulling Through” on Okeh 5991, she’s 
been given these ingredients in fine 
measure, and it’s enough just to say that 
she makes the most of them. 

‘© many good dance recordings have 
come out in the past week or so that 

it hasn’t been easy to pick the best of 
the batch. I don’t pretend that the list 
below includes them all, but I don’t 
think [I’ve passed up any of the top 
ones. As usual, swing performances are 
marked by an asterisk: 
I Hear a Ruarsopy and I Lerr My Heart 

ts Your Haxp*—Benny Goodman and 
his orchestra. These give you a good idea 
of the versatility of the new Goodman 
band. “I Hear ‘a Rhapsody,” a melody 
piece, receives a soft, appealing treatment, 
while “I Left My,” ete, gets a going-over 
in easy swing. Helen Forrest’s vocals help 
both sides along. (Columbia 35937) 

CurarLeston ALLEy* and Goon ror NotHry’ 
Joe—Charlie Barnet and_his orchestra 
There’s a_touch of the Duke Ellington 
style in “Charleston Alley,” and it works 
out nicely, too. “Good for Nothin’ Joe” 
1s one of those torchy things designed 
to moisten the eyes of the emotionally 
uninhibited. (Blucbird 11037) 

Voicano* and RockinG THE BLurs*—Count 
Basie and his orchestra, I found the rhythm 
of “Volcano” confusing until I realized 
it was really an amalgam of rumba and 
Harlem beats. In “Rocking the Blues,” 
Basie makes effective use of tone-shading, a 
technique which some of our noisier jazz- 
ists might do well to cultrvate. (Okch 6010) 

Bucte Catt Rac* and One o’CLock Jump* 
—Metronome All-Star Band. Two or three 
galaxies of stars get together for the 
annual sizzler put out by the winners of 
the swing-players’ popularity contest spon- 
sored by the magazine Metronome. It’s all 
swing of the finest order—no cluttering 
up, no false flourishes, just hot music 
marvellously played. (Victor 27314) 

Sone or THE Votca BoatMen and CHAPEL 
IN tHE VALLEY—Glenn Miller and his 
orchestra. The old Russian song is dressed 
up in dance tempo and it wears its un- 
accustomed toggery well. “Chapel in the 
Valley,” a danceable fox trot, is done in a 
comparatively conventional manner. (Blue- 
bird 11029) —OFFBEAT 

  

   
  

LINDBERGH DENIES 
COMMITTEE LINK 

Says Hr Has at No Time 
Bren Connectep Witn No 

Foreicn War Group 
—Headlines in the Baltimore Sun. 

Dat settles dat!   

SPRING REMODELIN' 

for your face. . 

    

by the 

HELENA RUBINSTEIN 

SALON 

YOUR COMPLEXION ANALYZED— The 
Salon’s complexion expert 
studies your skin through the 
revealing Polaroid Lens. Recom- 
mends the care that will make 
your skin exquisite. 
(This is a complimentary service) 

IF YOUR SKIN IS ESPECIALLY DRY— 
There is the wonderful rich East- 
ern Oil Treatment which brings 
glowing radiance to a taut, even 
flaky, long-neglected skin. 

1F YOUR CHEEKS AND CHIN HAVE SAGGING 
LINES that you deplore, see the 
astonishing effect the Plastic 
Face Treatment will have on 
your profile and skin texture! 

IF WHAT YOU WANT IS EXTRA GLAMOUR 

FOR A SPECIAL OCCASION — A stimulat- 

ing massage, then a wonderful 
make-up just for You! 

Special prices on courses of Face Treatments. 
For appointments phone ELdorado 5-2100 

Meleua Vebaudleu 
715 FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK



THE BILLBOARD ON THE RUE DE LONGCHAMP 

‘aRc’s window on the Rue de 
M Longchamp looks out on a 

big yellow billboard which has 
been there for years, two stories high 
and some fifty feet across. Marc and his 
sister are friends of mine and I am often 
at their place, so I know the billboard 
well. There is no getting away from it, 
since the street is narrow and Marc’s 
flat is on the second floor. 

Tt used to be cluttered with many 
overlapping posters—ads for Strasbourg 
foie gras, Gitane cigarettes, and Lévitan 
furniture, notices of meetings and re- 
citals—and in the spaces between cur- 
rent notices you could see the tattered 
remains of old election posters. When 
the war started, all that was changed. 
Men on ladders scraped and. scoured, 
painted the boards a bright canary yel- 
low, and blocked in the word “RE- 
SERVED” in black letters at one end. 

Overnight, new posters appeared: 
pictures in color of a sky full of planes 
above a village, with the legend “Pre- 
serve your homes from this;” 2 lookout 
on the forward deck of a battleship star- 
ing across a glittering strip of sea (“He 
keeps watch”); rows of slanting bay- 
onets (“Out of old iron, forge the steel 
of victory”). And in big letters under- 
neath all of them, “BUY ARMAMENT 
BONDS.” 

Marc went off with his regiment al- 
most immediately, of course, but when 
he came back to Paris on leave after 
sitting out the winter 
months in a trench on 
the Belgian border, he 
said the view from his 
window had improved. 
‘That was all he would 
admit, because Mare 
objects to posters on 
principle. They take an 
unfair advantage: you 
can’t reason with them. 
Your one resource is to 
rip the poster up or tear 
it down or write in bold 
letters across its face. 
During the 1936 elec- 
tion campaign, Marc’s 
fingers itched whenever he passed a 
poster. He doesn’t know how many 
times he wrote “Paid by Hitler” on the 
Colonel de La Rocque sheets or, pressed 
for time, scribbled an obscene word. 

‘aRc’s view today in the occu- 
pied Paris of 1941 still gives on 

the yellow billboard. The posters have 
changed, but not for commercial pic- 
tures, because commercial advertising is 

  

as dead as the commerce that fostered it. 
There is no foie gras in Paris now, no 
tobacco except caporal, nobody thinks 
of buying furniture, and there are no 
concerts or recitals worth advertising. 
‘The armament posters have also long 
since vanished from the walls. 

Mare came back to the Rue de Long- 
champ on crutches last August, when, 
as a prisoner on parole, he left the 
Etampes hospital. In October, he dis- 
carded his crutches for a cane, and ever 
since he has spent his days hobbling up 
and down the little living room, prac- 
ticing for the time when, parole or no 
parole, he will leave his sister and the flat 
and slip out some night on the road to 
freedom. He has made his plans, for no 
matter how carefully the Germans may 
guard the coast, there is always a way. 
Mcantime, he has been spared the spec- 
tacle of occupied Paris—the Hacken- 
hreuz. flying from every flagpole and 
green uniforms swarming everywhere. 
But there is no escape from that yellow 
billboard outside his window. Chained 
to his chair, Marc has had nothing else 
to look at for months. 

The first poster Mare saw when he 
came home was one I had already seen 
in Brittany, ripped to ribbons the night 
it was posted. In black and white with 
splashes of red, it pictured a French sol- 
dier in the foreground, haggard and un- 
shaven, a bloody bandage over one eye, 
his uniform in rags, At his right a wom- 

an in rags sat on a heap 
of rubble, a child at her 
knee and a baby at her 
breast. Behind the fig- 
ures were the smoking 
ruins of a town and 
overhead, framed in 
smoke wreaths, a grin- 
ning British Tommy; 
underneath, the inscrip- 

tion “C’est P Angleterre 
qui a fait cela.” 

When Marc first 
saw it outside his win- 
dow, he went white. 

“Les cochons! Oh, 
les cochons! I know 

Paris—that thing won’t last a day.” 
It did, however. A few days later a 

second poster appeared beside the first. 
‘This time no pictures—a printed sheet 
in black-and-red type with a chronolog- 
ical list of dates and places: India, Can- 
ada, Suez, Fashoda, Gibraltar, Dun- 
kerque, Mers-el-Kébir . . . “Every Brit- 
ish gain has been made at the expense of 
France.” 

Marc said the poster would not make   
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for DRY Cold, MOIST Cold 
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“ss the  palrittan oY American 2VES 

OWN the long years, Mount 
Vernon has enjoyed an en- 

vied preference among those who 
live graciously and well. For 
Mount Vernon is one of the blue- 
bloods of whiskeydom —a rye 
delicate in flavor and enriched by 
tradition. But for all its excellence, 

Mount Vernon today is most at- 
tractively priced. 
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Copyright 1940, National Distillers Products Corporation, N. Y.   

MARCH 1, 1941 

a dent. “We have studied history. No 
one will read all that print. Why don’t 
they give us Napoleon and Jeanne 
d@ Arc?” 

They did. Both appeared on the next 
poster-—Joan of Arc burning in the 
background, Napoleon I to the right, 
frowning above folded arms. In the 
foreground the same ragged soldier of 
1940, bent beneath the weight of a huge 
cross. Marc said he would give a finger 
to add four hooks to that cross. 

The blockade had its poster: a preg- 
nant woman—pregnancy accentuated, 
with a child at her skirts—asking, “How 
am I to feed oth of them this winter? ;” 
behind her, Churchill in a tall hat, beam- 
ing cherubically through the smoke of a 
fat cigar. That poster coincided almost 
to a day with the riots at the Villette 
abattoir when, of forty-five hundred 
head of cattle shipped to Paris, four 
thousand were confiscated by the Ger- 
mans. Not a butcher shop had opened 
its doors for days. And what had be- 
come of the Brittany potatoes, the Nor- 
mandy butter, cheese, and eggs? Not an 
egg in all Paris. The blockade poster did 
not impress the Parisians. 

‘The next poster put up on Marc’s 
billboard showed a boat in which stood 

Churchill and a French officer—pre- 
sumably General de Gaulle—holding a 
fishing rod. Beside the rod there stood a 
French sailor saying, “They won’t catch 
anything with that rod” (“avec cette 
gaule-la”). 

The one remaining gap at the end 
of the yellow billboard was filled ear- 
ly in November by one vf the biggest 
posters of the series. It showed a map 
of Africa overlaid by a giant octopus 
whose sprawling tentacles reached out 
to Egypt, Algeria, Senegal, the Camer- 
oons, Somaliland, Madagascar. The 
tentacles labelled “Jibuti,” “Oran,” and 
“Dakar” had been lopped off and their 
bleeding stumps dripped great, red gobs 
down the sheet. “Be patient,” ran the 
caption, “the others will soon go too.” 
Where the body of the octopus should 
have been, the artist had drawn a grin- 
ning human head. It chewed a big ci- 
gar and was undoubtedly meant to be 
Churchill. Perhaps the artist had no gift 
for likenesses, perhaps the mistake was 
intentional—the grinning head resem- 
bled but one person and that person was 
Mussolini. It was like a forecast of 
events to come. 

There they were—the six posters in 
a row on the billboard across the Rue 
de Longchamp, and all of them still in- 
tact. Marc couldn’t understand it. Were 
the people of Paris still so crushed, so 
petrified by fear of reprisals that they
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Jet those flaunting things stay without 
a scribble of protest? I suggested that 
the posters were pasted too high to be 
reached. Mare measured the height with 
a reflective eye. “A tall man could do 
it,” he murmured. “Or he could stand 
on something.” 

“And the Germans?” I asked. I 
knew that a group of soldiers were al- 
ways stationed at the corner garage, not 
fifty yards away. Marc could not see 
them from the window, but I had no- 
ticed their green uniforms every time I 
passed. 

To cheer Mare up, I told him what 
had happened to posters in the Métro. 
‘These were the posters in the subway 
corridors and platforms advertising the 
Paris papers. Le Matin, Le Petit Pa- 
risien, L’CEuvre announced their reap 
pearance. La Gerbe had replaced Grin- 
goire, and Henri Jeanson had been freed 
from prison to edit the “pacifist” sheet 

Aujourd’ hui. L’CEuvre’s advertise- 
ments came in for the most attention. 
The posters on which Marcel Déat 
called all Frenchmen who had not 
wanted to “die for Danzig” to become 
his readers were ripped and riddled and 
chalked over with words like “Traitre,” 
“Vendu,” “Boche.” On the Gerbe 
posters, “Gerbe” had been crossed out 
and “Faisceau” written in, along with 
“Down with Fascism!” Aujourd’ hui 
provoked “Look out for tomorrow!” 
and “Vive de Gaulle!” 

I told Mare, too, that every morning 
I saw concierges busy scrubbing the 
many “Vive de Gaulle”s and “A bas 
les Boches”s scrawled on house fronts 
during the night. Since the occupation, 
Paris was blacker than ever. Hardly a 
glimmer of light anywhere, and the 
invaders kept Paris police busy patrol- 
ling the streets and greeting every stray 
glint from the windows with cascades of 

whistles. But in the dark the chalk was 
busy. 

O* November 10th, we had an air- 
aid warning, the first since June. 

‘The sirens started shrieking a little after 
half past nine at night in the midst of a 
forbidden London broadcast. I was at 

the Rue de Longchamp flat. I snapped 
out the lights, Marc’s sister shut off the 
gas meter, and we went on listening to 
the broadcast. 

The “raid” lasted two hours, though 
the only sound of planes we heard was 
the familiar woo-woo-woo of Dorniers 
flying over Paris. The whole thing was 
a hoax, of course, planned perhaps in the 
hope of making Parisians take the black- 
out more seriously. I repeated to Mare 
next morning what an air-raid warden 
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.«. after that you'll buy it because 

you prefer it to any other brand! 

For it adds distinction to any cock- 
tail, and when served straight, as 
Gn aperitif, it is without-a peer! 

American standards have guided 

‘every step in the production of G&D. 

Vermouth. Over a recipe that is 
centuries old, the Master-Blender 

uses rare herbs, fragrant spices,and 4 

fine mellow wine to produce this 

prize-winning Vermouth that’s as’ 

American as the coins you use to 

buy it! Sold by all good wine- # 
dealers and served at all of the } 
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1. BR 
2. 

As a socially-correct First 
Course ... there’s nothing 
else like it! 

As a Luncheon in itself... 
different, delicious! 

Underwood Black Bean Soup is a delight to 
any hostess for it’s a Double-Duty Soup — 
dark, rich, satisfying. It attains its peak of 
flavor, when served with a slice of lemon, one 
of egg, a spot of sherry. Perfect, noon or night. 
Write Wm, Underwood Co., 85 Walnut St., Water- ‘Underwood offers you also a rare 

Purée Mongole, a delicious blend 
of tomatoes, peas and julienned 
vegetables. Try it! 
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had told me—that the only occupants of 
his shelters were German soldiers. 
“They” were disciplined. However, 
their absence from the streets had been 
a boon to the wall-scribblers, for that 
morning, by the Lycée Janson, I saw the 
concierge scrubbing with sand and a wire 
brush a huge “Vive de Gaulle!” done 
with red paint all along one end of the 
building. 

Two nights later we had a second 
alarm. Anti-aircraft guns barked like 
mad. Again the three of us were listen- 
ing to a British broadcast. I sat with 
Marc’s sister on the floor by their ra- 
dio, our ears close to the loudspeaker, 
for what with static, jamming, and the 
noise of the guns, we had to strain our 
ears to hear anything. 

When the all-clear sounded we no- 

ticed Marc had left the room. Then we 
heard a door open and the tap of his 
cane in the hallway. He limped in as 
if each step cost him an effort. Wisps 
of hair clung to his damp forehead, rivu- 
lets of sweat trickled down his cheeks, 

but he waved us aside as we went to 
aid him. 

“Tm all right. Wrenched one of the 
damn legs a little. Nothing wrong.” 

  

Ms was still asleep when I called 
next morning. His sister met me 

at the door and hurried me across the 
living room to the window. “Have you 
seen it? Look.” 

The lower half of every poster on 
the billboard had been ripped away. On 
the torn surface someone had chalked 

“Made in Germany” and, below, red 
letters shouted on the yellow paint, “LA 
GUERRE N’EST PAS FINIE. VIVE LA 
FRANCE!” —Ipa Treat 

  

American Sxetcu, 1014 Phoenix, Min- 
neapolis, Minnesota. John M. Kelly, Edi- 
tor. “We need humorous stories anywhere 
from 50 to 2000 words, but nothing over 
2000 words. . . . Seventy-five per cent of our 
manuscripts go back the day they come in; 

the rest within thirty days.”—W’riter’s Di- 

gest. 
Then you sit down and bat out the 

issue, eh, Kelly? 

  

   

BLOCK THAT METAPHOR! 

[From an article by A. B. Magil in the 
New Masses] 

This is also reflected in Senator Wheel- 
er’s readiness to play ball with reactionary 
appeasers as well as with the progressive 
American Peace Mobilization. “When 
you're in a fight,” he said, “you can’t be 
too particular about whom you get into 

bed with.”



THE CURRENT CINEMA 
Ellie May and Her Set 

GOOD many constant movie- 
A goers may turn a bit sour and 

fretful with the disappointments 
of this week. Perhaps the more judicious 
of these worthies will have steeled them- 
selves in advance against the bad news 
and won’t be taken, therefore, 
too much by surprise. Cer- 
tainly no one even slightly 
aware of the mysterious forces 
that govern the movie world 
could consider the ingredi- 
ents of “Tobacco Road” any- 
thing but problematic film material. 
There might possibly, one could hope, 
bearing in mind always the talents of 
Nunnally Johnson and John Ford and 
their wide resourcefulness, be some 
method of approach to the difficulties, 
Somehow, by a miracle, the Caldwell 
quality might be captured and preserved, 
and Jeeter and Ellie May and Sister 
Bessie and all their kin might come to 
life, and the Joe Pasternak and Louisa 
M. Alcott public survive the shock. 

This hasn’t happened, however. The 
film that has evolved is a hazy affair, 
and I suspect the cutter’s scissors have 
been sniping right and left. Many, I 
am sure, who don’t know either play or 
book will find the picture meaningless or 
perhaps just insane. What were laughs 
in the play—those odd, unexpected far 
cical turns, with their gruesome under- 
currents—go berserk here. The famous 
commenton the disappearance of Grand- 
ma (“Dll go and look for her some- 
day”) is played up as a big final line, yet 
it is sure to mystify many, since Grand- 
ma herself is scarcely seen throughout 
the movie. She’s a mere shadow in the 
offing. Gene Tierney, as Ellie May mi- 
nus the deformed lip, displays no undue 
animalism and, indeed, indicates quite a 
boulevard grace. There’s broad, whole- 
some comedy, of a humble, rustic na- 
ture, in the cavortings of Sister Bessie 
(Marjorie Rambeau) and her Dude 
(William Tracy), especially in the 
town scenes, and their exuberant man- 
handling of civilization has its refresh- 
ing touches. The whole picture has 
a haphazard air about it and seems on- 
ly vaguely held together by the in- 
terest that centres upon Jceter and Ada 
Lester. Elizabeth Patterson’s Ada is 
gaunt and starved enough, and Charley 
Grapewin’s Jeeter approximates a type 
of corn-fed and corn-liquored old scamp 
not unusual in comedies of the farming 
country. I can imagine that it all may 
just seem a conventional, folksy comic 
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strip, with rather more expensive photog- 
raphy than the average, to many people 
who have never heard of Erskine Cald- 
well and his “Tobacco Road.” Sure- 
ly, what we really see on the screen 
is merely an arrangement of excerpts 

from what was originally fash- 
ioned.    
Ov constant moviegoers 

are ever on the watch for 
an Alfred Hitchcock, and they 
must suffer too when they see 

his “Mr. and Mrs. Smith,” for this is as 
commonplace a film as one may find 
anywhere. It’s comedy devised for the 
perfunctory activities of Robert Mont- 
gomery and Carole Lombard, making 
use of their more obvious and thorough- 
ly familiar tricks and their roguish by- 
play. As a married couple who find that, 
because of some legal quirk, they aren’t 
married, and who aren’t sure that they 
want to remarry, and who go through 
a lot of wooing and rewooing, with a 
rowdy climax among the skiers of Lake 
Placid, they suggest that they never paid 
any attention whatever to poor Mr. 
Hitchcock and his peculiar English no- 
tions. 

  

He Enpin: Life’s not all gloom, 
after all. Hedy Lamarr and James 

Stewart manage to be rather funny, for 
instance, in “Come Live with Me,” a 
picture about a beautiful refugee who 
pays a Greenwich Village writer the 
exorbitant amount of $17.80 a week to 
be her husband.... Preston Sturges, 
writer and director, now saves the day 
with “The Lady Eve,” another of his 
one-man compositions, and a very lively 
piece, too. As breezy and plausible a 
gang of cardsharps as we've seen yet, in- 
cluding one insidious siren (Barbara 
Stanwyck), corner the goodhearted rich 
boob (Henry Fonda) on a boat and 
put him through his, or rather their, 
paces. Sometimes the sketch gets off the 
smooth track it belongs on and runs 
into plain buffoonery, and sometimes 
Mr. Sturges isn’t entirely polite, but he 
never loses his spirit and the result’s a 
film that’s sly, fast, and absurd. 

—Joxun Mosrer 

Thomas B. Simpson, Edinburgh lawyer, 
was best mon for Mr. Thompson —T he 
Times. 

‘That’s the Times for you—always 
entering into the spirit of the thing. 
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F intelligence is 
word for 

Jules Romains, in- 
Ng tegrity is the word 

for Roger Martin du 
, Gard. The two men 
between them exem- 

plify the finest qualities of the contem- 
porary French novel, and those who fol- 
low its course cannot risk ignorance of 
either. There are many—your corre- 
spondent does not happen to be one, but 
no matter—who rank du Gard above 
Romains and would, indeed, place him 
among the three or four greatest living 
novelists. However one estimates du 
Gard’s stature, there will be few readers 
to disagree with his own comment, made 
when, in 1937, the Swedish Academy 
awarded him the Nobel Prize. He told 
the members of the Academy that he 
presumed they wished to reward “an 
independent writer who had escaped the 
fascination of partisan ideologies, an in- 
vestigator as objective as is humanly pos- 
sible, as well as a novelist striving to 
express the tragic quality of individual 
lives.” 

In 1939 there was published in this 
country “The Thibaults,” a book con- 
taining rather less than half of his Thi- 
bault series. Now, bearing the title 
“Summer 1914,” the remainder is avail- 
able in another book. The entire series, 
under the general heading “The World 
of the Thibaults,” thus appears in two 
thick volumes, equivalent to eleven in 
the original French. Those who have not 
read “The Thibaults” may find “Sum- 
mer 1914” somewhat puzzling. It is ad- 
visable to tackle the whole job or not 
tackle it at all, That means a total of 
1,879 pages, but they are 1,879 pages 
that offer you a solid, almost a tangible, 
experience. They are pages for grown- 
ups. 

People, by the way, who feel that 
they would like more information about 
du Gard before embarking on those 
1,879 pages may be interested to know 
that the Viking Press (his publisher) 
and doubtless your neighborhood book- 
store can supply you with a twenty- 
three-page critical estimate of du Gard 
by Howard C. Rice of Harvard Uni- 
versity. Mr. Rice discusses du Gard and 
his Thibaults with such sympathy, thor- 
oughness, and brilliance as to render 
quite unnecessary the few words that 
follow here. However, his pamphlet will 
set you back a quarter. 

“The World of the Thibaults” forms 

    
   

  

BOOKS 
The World of du Gard 

a massive picture of the French bour- 
geoisie in its pre-first-World-War 
manifestations. The volume published in 
1939 introduced us to old Oscar Thi- 
bault, quintessence of the puritanical, 
individualist, tyrannical, “philanthropic”? 
upper-middle-class Frenchman whose 
roots lay in the nineteenth century. He 
has two sons, Antoine and Jacques. 
Each inherits something of the force of 
the elder Thibault, but not his whole- 
souled egoism. The symbolism is clear: 
in Antoine and Jacques the cracks and 
strains of the bourgeois system begin 
to show themselves. Antoine becomes a 
doctor and a scientist, the Goethean man 
believing only in action and experience. 
Jacques is the rebel who leaves home 
and begins to envisage his whole life as 
an assault on his father’s social and mor- 
al values. 

As “Summer 1914” opens, we sce 
Jacques in Geneva, deeply involved with 
a group of international revolutionaries, 
some of whom are conspiring to avert 
the imminent European war, some of 
whom are planning to use it as a step- 
pingstone to a general social overturn. 
Jacques is not a true revolutionary but 
rather a flaming humanitarian for whom 
socialism is a religious gospel. His views 
are widely at variance with those of An- 
toine, who, though sadly troubled by the 
exploitation and misery he sees around 
him, has no solution except to trust “the 
leaders.” Antoine retreats into his com- 
fortable laboratory or finds escape in a 
feverish erotic life. Jacques deceives him- 
self into a belief that fiery café-table pro- 
grams and conspiratorial activities in be- 
half of the International are the keys to 
a happy world future. The war comes. 
Both men fail. Jacques, in a fren- 
zied gesture recalling the magnificent 
suicide flight of the anti-Fascist poet- 

  

aviator Lauro de Bosis, flies over the lines 
in August, 1914, dropping peace pam- 
phlets, and is unwittingly killed by one 
of his own countrymen. Antoine, gassed, 
dies a horrible, lingering death, every 
detail of which he notes in his diary. 
This diary, or epilogue, forming the con- 
cluding section of “Summer 1914,” is 
by far the most powerful piece of wnit- 
ing in the entire series. 

The movement of “Summer 1914” 
is slow, sometimes annoyingly slow. 
While Jacques and Antoine (and the 
women they love) are the characters on 
whom the plot depends, the author is less 
interested in them than in painting a 
truly gigantic picture of France and, 
by implication, Europe on the eve of 
the war. This involves a great deal of 
political discussion, portraits of Jaurés 
and other leaders, and descriptions of 
the Brussels Congress, which was sup- 
posed to head off the war. Italso involves 
a minute tracing of the complex diplo- 
matic maneuvers of the late summer 
of that year. Du Gard’s interpretation is 
that of the revisionist school. He believes 
in the theory of divided guilt. While not 
absolving Germany, he certainly does 
not place the blame squarely on her 
shoulders. Tf there is a single villain, it 
is Russia, but it would be more accurate 
to say that he blames European capital- 
ism in general,.a capitalism too blind to 
control itself but too strong to be curbed 
by the growing yet futile strength of la- 
bor. “Summer 1914” might be subtitled 
“The Tragedy and Death of the Sec- 
ond International.” 

Much of all this has been the subject 
of innumerable histories and essays. I 
cannot feel that du Gard completely suc- 
ceeds in animating it. He is exquisite- 
ly just and painstakingly detailed, but it 
is when he is most just and most detailed 
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that he somehow ceases to be a novelist. 

In “The Thibaults” the emphasis was 
all on individuals and their relation to 
society; in “Summer 1914” society it- | j 
self almost usurps the canvas. For me, 
there is a certain loss of power and orig- 
inality. 

But when du Gard concentrates he 
approaches magnificence: in his study 
of the Fontanin family, in his agonizing- 
ly perceptive account of the love between 
Anne and Antoine, in his heartbreaking 

record of the slow decay of the mind 
and body of Antoine. 

Asa whole, “The World of the Thi- 

baults” is unquestionably an impressive 
work. That world is now dead, its final 

hours having lasted from 1918 to 1939. 

(Du Gard himself, I understand, lives 
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“Almost ineredible, and a blissful escape . . . that 

sense of Mid-Pacific ecstasy pervades the book." 

— LEWIS GANNETT 

Born in Paradise 
By ARMINE VON TEMPSKI 

“Attaining Paradise in the hereafter does not 

concern me greatly," writes Armine von Tempski. 

"| was born in Paradise .. . my first word was Aloha 

— my love to you." 

now not in Paris but in Italian-occupied | 
Nice.) Someone had to write its epitaph, 
and for that epitaph to be clear it was 
necessary to go back to the roots of the 
‘Thibault world in the nineteenth and 
early twentieth centuries. This was du 

Gard’s task, to which he has now devot- 

ed two decades of his life. The task, one 
presenting almost insuperable difficulties, 
has been completed with honor. 

The translation, by Stuart Gilbert, 

seems dignified, easy, and pure. Du 
Gard is not a great stylist; he writes 
rather conservatively, even traditionally. 
His value lies not in the originality of his 
prose but in the honesty and integrity 

of his social viewpoint. He is less clever 
than Romains (and to my mind less in- 
teresting and far less various). Still, his 
work has a certain solidity that some pre- 

fer to brilliance. You may not read him 
with absorption; you will read him with 

respect. —CL.IFTON FapIMAN 

VERSE 

UST now, from all accounts, an un- 

derground religious revival is going 
on in America. Coincidentally with this, 
crowds of people are demanding, in 
bookstores, the poetry of John Donne. 

‘This interest among people who would 
not ordinarily care for poetry was 

touched off by the title, taken from 

Donne, of “For Whom the Bell Tolls.” 

All sorts of speculations are brought to 

mind by these facts. It is brought out 
anew to what a degree literature, and 

particularly poetry, is asked nowadays to 

take up the religious slack, or even to 

bear the religious weight. One is prod- 
ded to ask if Americans, sick of evan- 
gelicalism of all kinds, are ready for a 

religion complete with pomp, rhetoric, 
and death wish—the baroque religion 
which appears in full fig in Donne’s later 
style and was preached by him in just 
those years when the Puritans were set- 

This autobiography out of the real Hawaii, was 

the November choice of the Literary Guild. Last 

month The Reader's Digest printed a 10,000-word 

digest of its 175,000 words. BORN IN PARADISE 

is an increasingly popular book these days — selling 

faster with each new week of 1941! $2.75 

Duell, Sloan & Pearce, Inc., New York 

  

  

NIETZSCHE 
By CRANE BRINTON 

A brilliantly written account of the life and work of The 

Prophet of Nazism. The analysis of Nietzsche’s philosophy 

avoids abstract terminology and fine-spun distinctions, 

and considers Nietzsche as an element in the intellectual 

history of the nineteenth and twentieth centuries. A most 

important work for everyone interested in the forces be- 

hind the current scene. 

276 pages. $2.50 

    Harvard University Press - Cambridge, Massachusetts   
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What a spot to be in! 
HROWN back to the sixth cen- 
tury by a freak thunderbolt, 

Martin Padway, archaeologist, pro- 
ceeds to change history to save his 
own skin, He captures Belisarius, 
teaches the Romans all about brandy 
and bookkeeping, and has the time 
of his life making events behave as 
he wants them to (including Princess 
Mathaswentha!). As funny as A 
Connecticut Yankee, but less re- 
strained... Ask your bookseller for 

F all A novel by L. SPRAGUE 
DeCAMP. Just published. 

HOLT: HOLT-HOUT-HOLT-HOLT: HOLT:-HOLT-HOLT.HOLT; 

  

$2.50. Henry Hole and 
Company, N. Y. 
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tling in Plymouth; the religion, in fact, 
which they took ship to get away from. 

‘The present popular interest in Donne 
again proves that it takes years for a lit- 
erary influence to penetrate to a large 
section of the population. For of course 
the influence of Donne, on the creative 
level, has long since been absorbed and 
even reacted against. Pound and Eliot 
had chosen Donne, and the baroque 
Jacobean setup generally, as a sort of 
modern catalyst before 1920. Further 
adaptations of Donne’s religio-crotic 
manner were made, in a gloomy way, 
in England and America right through 
the thirties. Twenty years after Eliot’s 
early work had appeared, the younger 
generation of English writers rebelled 
against this influence in his later work: 
for they had noticed that the early E. 
ot had also been concerned with mat- 
ters of everyday Ife: the smell of fry- 
ing steaks, the sight of old newspapers, 
cab horses, and waiters in restaurants. 

They remarked the attempts he had 
made (in “Sweeney Agonistes,” etc.) 
to bring the accent of actual, vulgar 
speech back into poetry, and how he 
had fought against the devitalized tradi- 
tion of Victorian verse. But they began 
to turn against the later tradition of 
Eliot. Tt is no easy task at any time to 
cross the “popular? with the classic 
manner and matter. But that this task 
must be periodically performed is shown 
throughout the history of literature. The 
canned, the academic, and the snobbish 
must go. 

All this is a preamble to the “Poems, 
1925-1940” of Louis MacNeice. In his 
short and (as compared to some modern 
vaporings prefacing collections of this 
kind) extremely sensible preface, Mac- 
Neice directly asks his readers “not to 
be snobs.” “I write poetry,” he goes on, 
“not because it is smart to be a poet, but 
because T enjoy it. . . and also because it 
is my road to freedom and knowledge.” 
MacNeice has broken out of the rhe- 
torical cage, shattering at once the per- 
vasive noble voice of the academies and 
the pervasive gloomy voice of post-First 
World War verse. His poetry is always 
fresh and varied. He has taken from 
popular forms what he needs without 
becoming rigidly attached to them. For 
the two lines, classic and popular, must 
intersect, not cancel each other out. 
MacNeice’s ear is perfect and his eye 
humorous and sharp. Lacking allegiance 
to this school or that, he can experiment, 

laugh, and glance about, and without 

constricting reverences write a travel- 
ogue, a philosophical meditation, a brisk 
song, a searing ballade in the Villon tra 
dition, or a lullaby. He has his failures 
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—THE PITTSBURGH PRESS 

THE BRIDE 
WORE BLACK 
by Cornell Woolrich 

AN INNER SANCTUM MYSTERY, $2 

Vee g ANTI 
for eae 

bg 8 Co) 19 ae vty ot 

Ai aetna 
most critical compari- 

Peau Cd 

See oan 
Neer ein 
Piette Renae 
Pace Be / 

HILLSIDE 
Biz 

ULL ER Ree 

  

S
A
P
P
 

LS
 E
S
 

  

“HAZEL SCOTT HELPS MAKE CAFE SOCIETY, 
A MECCA FOR FUN LOVER! 

CAFE SOCIETY 
Uptown 

128 East 58th Street. PLaza 5-9223 
GOLDEN GATE QUARTET KENNETH SPENCER 
HAZEL SCOTT » BOOGIE-WOOGIE PIANISTS. 
John Kirby & Oreh. Eddie South's Ensemble F

E
E
T
 

E T
T 

ET
E 

    FEET EE EEE E EE  



THE NEW YORKER 57 

and his successes, and he generously in- 
cludes both, He has proved, as Auden has 
proved, that the method of exploring the 
modern world should be an unabashed 
one; the poet must not be frightened. In 
the year which has brought about a pop- 
ular revival of death-obsessed Donne, 
those who genuinely care about living 
poetry could perform no more healthy 
action than to buy MacNeice and read 
him, without any particular reverence, 
from cover to cover. 

‘HE very best of the Eliot influence, 
as it has developed in America, is 

apparent in the “Selected Poems” of 
John Peale Bishop. Mr. Bishop is a 
technician of the first order and is in- 
capable of falling into any kind of mawk- 
ishness or sentimentality. The poem 
which opens the book, “Speaking of 
Poetry,” is one of the most exquisite and 
imaginative expositions of poetry’s task 
and position ever formulated. Bishop’s 
taste and feeling are always unimpeach- 
able; he appeals, as his publisher says, at 
once to the senses and the intellect. His 
translations, from the Greek Anthology 
through Rimbaud, are profound evoca- 
tions of the originals. His one drawback 
is that his tone never varies. It approxi- 
mates at times the stiffness of a code of 
manners which it would be unthinkable 
to break. How this code can be broken 
has been described above, and in my 
opinion it is a code which must be broken 
so that the poetry of the future—prob- 
ably complex, tense, conscious beyond 
anything we now know—can come 
through and get written. 

‘ 

E. Cummines’ new book, “50 
+ Poems,” is unfortunately irrevoc- 

ably stuck in the past. It adds noth- 

is tender, as he always has been, and N G @ 
ing to what we know of Cummings; it 

SP 
a ee 

rough and tough, as he has always oe. iy, eieaihy 

wished to be. It is also very malicious, Lit enantio 
not always in an open way. As one reads Donen 
some of the cryptic slugs at the world 
and Mr. Cummings’ contemporaries, 
the remark made by Mallarmé when 
pressed for explanations comes to mind. 
“Cherchez,” Mallarmé said, “et ala fin 
vous trouverez une pornographie. Ca 
sera votre récompense!” It is often the 
only recompense offered by Mr. Cum- 

mings. —Loutse Bocan 

BRIEFLY NOTED 

FICTION 

CHEERFULNESs Breaks In, by Angela 
Thirkell. If Mrs. Thirkell were not 
funny, her novel of England in war- 
time and the inevitable stiff upper lip 
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. +. And remember to get this 
noble cheese today—creamy- 
centered, golden-crusted 

Borden’s 

LIEDERKRANZ 
the one American-made cheese 
that’s famous the world over. 

Copyright 1941, The Borden Company 

FAMOUS 

CUISINE 
FRENCH 

COCKTAIL LOUNGE 

LUNCHEON ¢ COCKTAIL © DINNER 

Special Sunday Brunch and Dinner Ld. 5-8654         

would be just another novel of Eng- 
land in wartime, etc. As it is, between 
noble gestures, her characters, her 
readers, and probably she herself all 
have a good laugh. The story begins 
with the marriage of Rose, the beau- 
tiful, rather kindhearted, and not 
quite bright daughter of the headmas- 
ter of Southbridge School, and ends 
ona much sterner note after the evac- 
uation of Dunkerque. There are sev- 
eral likable love affairs, lots of war 
work, and plenty of humor. 

Lesr Darkness Farr, by L. Sprague 
de Camp. An entertaining “escape” 
novel. It concerns an archeologist 
who stops a bolt of lightning in the 
piazza of the Pantheon in present- 
day Rome and finds himself back in 
the sixth century. After he gets used 
to the queer costumes and the ab- 
sence of progress, he settles down (a) 
to make a living by the invention of 
brandy and the printing press and (b) 
to change the course of hustory and 
avert the Dark Ages. Good fun. 

Far From Hog, by R. H. Newman. 
Ruminations of a young American 
ambulance-driver in the Finnish war 

and during the invasion of France. 
Since Mr. Newman was an ambu- 
lance-driver himself, there is doubtless 
a good deal of fact mixed up with his 
fiction. His love scenes, however, are 
straight out of Mr. Hemingway, who 
does that sort of thing better. Many of 
Mr. Newman’s episodes, though, are 
affecting and shatteringly real. 

Huron Heap, by Josephine Pinckney. 
The life story of a young doctor in 
Barbados and the newly established 
colony of Carolina. Time: 1663-86. 
Many persons and events of the book 
are based on historical records, but 
Miss Pinckney admits that she has 
invented when necessary. On the 
whole, a routine job, though read- 
able. Illustrated. 

Miss Harcreaves, by Frank Baker. A 
couple of young men on a holiday 
amuse themselves by conversing about 
an imaginary old lady. When they 
get home, there she is, complete with 
her parakeet, harp, and bathtub. Mr. 
Baker develops his bizarre situation 
with imagination and wit. 

GENERAL 

Ampassapor Dopp’s Diary, 1933- 
1938, edited by William E. Dodd, 
Jr., and Martha Dodd. What our 
late Ambassador to Berlin, William 
E. Dodd, didn’t always cable to the 
State Department. A Wilsonian lib- 
eral and student of German history, 
the author apparently suffered from 
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Deep in the heart of foods 
ig a treasure hoard of tempting, luscious 
flavors, Untouched by ordinary cooking 
methods, you can unlock this rich flavor 
bounty in the dishes you prepare simply 
by adding a few dashes of Maggi’s Season- 
ing. The regular use of this unique cooking 
aid assures you tastier soups, sauces, salads, 
vegetables, meat, fish, egg and 
many other dishes. Try it today 
. ++ you'll rely on it tomorrow! 

    

    

    
    

    

  

Maggi’s Seasoning is not a hot, spicy 
sauce or condiment but a marvel- 
ous taste emphasizer that brings 
out the natural flavor of foods. 

MAGGI 
SEASONING 

MAGGI CO., INC. 
76 Varick Street, New York, N. Y. 
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FAMOUS IMPRESSIONIST 

After the Theatre 
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| Pinehurst 
NORTH CAROLINA 

3 famous golf courses—grass greens. Invig- 
ys dd Z orating pine-scented dry warm 

  

      
air, Fine hotels and that country- 
club atmosphere For detatls. 
phone Mr. Mignard, Hotel Am- 
bassador, N Y.C.—PLaza 8-9820 
or write Pinehurst, Inc., 5516 
Dogwood Rd., Pinehurst, N.C. 

    
  
  

   

    

    

  

  

DINE IN FRANCE 
before the theatre 
At A La Fourchette you 
will find distinguished and 
unusual French Cuisine. 
GUINEA HEN SINGAPORE 

A LA FOURCHETTE     342 W. 46th St.    
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incredulity at first in the presence of 
the Nazis but caught on splendidly 
later. He called the turn, well in ad- 
vance, on the Russian pact, the an- 
nexation of Poland, the war, and so 
forth. Some rather blunt notes about 
members of our diplomatic corps; ap- 
praisals of the Nazi leaders (often 
revised, but never upward) ; impres- 
sions of visitors, from Ivy Lee to 
Manuel Quezon; and a gradually ac- 
cumulating sense that his mission was 
futile, that democracy must maintain 
its faith at home, An important and 
engrossing work on an important 
subject. Introduction by Charles A. 
Beard. 

Zacuary Tay or, by Holman Hamil- 
ton. A gallant but neglected old war 
horse of the early Republic gets his 
due in this first book of a projected 
two-volume biography. The current 
installment, which is a complete book 
in its own right, traces General Tay- 
lor’s career in homespun, contempo- 
rary detail from his beginnings in a 
comfortable Kentucky frontier family 
to the end of the Mexican War. 
Takes in much of our military history 
from the War of 1812 to Santa An- 
na’s defeat. An excellent job, easy to 
read and exhaustively annotated. In- 
troduction by Claude G. Bowers. 
Maps and photographs. 

Tue Common SENsE oF War AND 
Peace, by H. G. Wells. In this 
pamphlet, Mr. Wells calls for a state- 
ment of war aims and presents his 
own: world revolution (peaceable), 
to be brought about by an interna- 
tional liberal party under the terms 
of a new “Declaration of the Rights 
of Man” (which is included in the 
book), and a system of internation- 
al commissions—each empowered to 
control a specific function, such as 
air power, production, or transport 
—to be set up immediately after the 
armistice, 

“Aut Gaur Is Divipep...” Anony- 
mous. Another pamphlet, of evidently 
uncensored letters, from a family in 
the French Occupied Zone, giving a 
clear account of what has happened 
to French money, food, industry, 
and the rest under Nazi rule. Checks 
pretty well with Lars Moén’s “Un- 
der the Iron Heel,” which reports 
on the “friendly” technique of the 
Germans in Belgium. A good job, 
though the translation is full of odd 
little gaffes. Some of the letters have 
appeared in the Herald Tribune. 
Foreword by Elizabeth Morrow. 

Tue American Cause, by Archibald 
MacLeish. ‘Two essays, one a taut- 
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May I 

suggest... 

Chefs and sous-chefs trained by a master for a clientele of epicures . . - 

jealously-guarded recipes . . . wines with a history . . . nowhere 
will your waiter surprise you with greater 

certainty of delight. 
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TO AND FROM 

ALIFORNIA 
ss AMERICA sails MARCH 7th 

via Havana, Panama Canal, MEXICO 
‘The incomparable 5500-Mile “Sunshine 
Fortnight”. $250 up, First Class: $150 
up, Tourist Cabin. Later Sailings from 
N.'Y.2 Mar. 28. Apr. 18, May 2, From 
California: Mar. 25, Apr. 15, May 6, 20. 

1. West vores 
ssWASHINGTON sails MARCH 8th 
A glorious 12-Day, 4131-Mile Cruise to 
San Juan, St. Thomas, Port au Prince, 
Havana.$150up. Later Sailings. Mar. 29, 
Apr. 12, Apr. 26, May 10. 
No Passports or Visas Required for U.S. Citizens 

For complete details, see your Travel Agent 
or write to One Broadway, New York City 

U.S. LINES 

      

LUXURIOUS COMFORT 
—WITH ECONOMY— 

The 
Surrey Hotel 

On a Quiet Residential Street 
just off Fifth Avenue 

To stay at The Surrey insures an address 
of distinction, adjacent to Central Park, 
still within a few minutes of the Social 
Centers, Churches, Shopping and Theatres. 
Suites of | to 4 Rooms. All with Serving 
Pantries. Furnished or unfurnished. Long 
or short term tenancies 

Unsurpassed Cuisine 
20 EAST 76TH STREET, NEW YORK 

THE POPULAR 

  

   

  

ly eloquent reassertion of our demo- 
cratic credo, the other an equally elo- 
quent vindication of the artist’s eter- 
nal usefulness in our society. The 
latter, an address delivered before the 

Herald Tribune Forum last year, 
seems to represent a movement ay 
from Mr. MacLeish’s position in 
“The Irresponsibles.” 

Come Winn, Come WeaTHER, by 
Daphne du Maurier. In still an- 
other pamphlet, the author of “Re- 
becca” gives us eight homiletic true 
stories about ordinary British men 
and women in the war who learned 
how to be practical Christians, plus 
a Finnish example and a Latvian one. 
Well written, but the Oxford-move- 

ment tone may be too much for you. 
Joun Kreran’s Nature Notes. Birds, 

beasts, and flowers, pleasantly de- 
scribed by a well-known amateur 
naturalist and neatly sketched in two 
colors by Fritz Kredel. 

  

  

MYSTERY AND CRIME 

Speak No Eviz, by Mignon G. Eber- 
hart. A couple of shootings in a group 
of expensive and unhappy Amencans 
in Jamaica. This first-rate authoress 
takes rather too long in dealing with 
them. The characters are all very 
well, but the timing is bad and the 
story is padded. Distinguished by the 
lack of horror which usually prevails 
in Eberhart books. 

Keep Murpver Quiet, by Selwyn 
Jepson. Mr. Jepson starts you out in 
London with an apparently motive- 
less murder in the Underground, and 
anyone who can take you away from 
this story before the murdered man’s 
son finds the motive will have to 
be strong. Unusual in plot, excel- 
lently written, and completely con- 
vincing, this is a good book. 

No Muroer or Ming, by Alice Camp- 
bell. An American girl borrows a 

cottage in England and arrives to 
find that an unpleasant-looking elder- 
ly man has most inopportunely and 
bloodily expired in the parlor. The 
characters are nicely unorthodox and 
the plot is right enough, but watch 
out for the international intrigue. 

      

Pasternak put him on the dotted line, 
boom!, and now eight years after his first 
try, Bruce Cabot has his first chance to 
become a full-fledged movie star. 

He was working today with la Dietrich 
in a New Orleans bedroom, where the 
sheets were satin and Miss Dietrich’s pink 
bloomers were voluminous.—Boston Sun- 
day Post, 

Boom boom! 

PROTECTO- RAY 

BATHROOMS! 
PORTABLE ultra-violet ray equip- 

ment of high intensity now renders 
every Hotel New Yorker bathroom 
thoroughly sanitary. Then it is imme- 
diately sealed with Cellophane to 
keep it wholesomely fresh and clean 
for your personal use. 

No Charge for this 
Exclusive Service! 
Protecto-Rayed 
Bathrooms reflect 
the progressive 
attitude of a tculy 
great hotel that 
three million 
Americans consider 
their New York 
home. It means you 

t more for your 
ollar at Hotel 

New Yorker than 
ever before! 

“This machine, which raises bath- 
room sanitation. fo 
new and higher 
levels, is another 
‘milestone in sanitary 
Drogress.” aaa 

PO a ume ae a3 
34th Street at Eighth Avenue, New York 

Gore Creer 
Pe ner 

    

  

    

   

“Do-something days” are here again, and so 
are Berlitz March classes for beginners. 
Enjoy new experiences. and make new 
friends as you learn Spanish, French, ete. 
Free trial lesson. 

Lele 
SCHOOL OF 

LANGUAGES 
630 Fifth Ave. (at 50th St.) Cirete 6-146 
and én Brooklyn, 66 Court St 

  

  

139 East 57th St. 
Eldorado 5-9357 

   

   

     

Spivy Sings Nightly 
Betty Bryant, Songstress 

other continuous Entertainment 
DINNER A LA CARTE 

(Moderately Priced) 

  

MUSHROOM MUSTARD 
to meats. On sale at Altman's, Macy's and Gristede’ Bros. Send for’ our 4 ounce 
sample and recipe pamphlet, 25¢ mailed 
in'U. S.A. from 

TURIN'S INN      © BOX 234 HAZLETON, PA. 
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BOTTLED IN BOND 

LD SCHENLEY     
STRAIGHT WHISKEY~—100 PROOF—AVAILABLF IN BOTH RYE AND BOURBON 

%* Thanks to your taste buds or palate nerves, you can savor flavors. The 
Set of six, full. 

more buds you have, the keener your taste appreciation. Normal adults average 

256 buds. For such discriminating drinkers we distill OLD SCHENLEY. They 

  

Schenley Distelle . * * ie Yon Gy, Da alone can fully enjoy the delicate delights of America’s mildest Bottled in Bond.



   

  

    

  

OUR OWN PATSY GARRETT 
out in front with Chesterfields 

‘ond Fred Waring’s Pennsylvanians 

    

; ... for Chesterfields are made for smokers like 

Bi yourself, with the three important things you want in a 

cigarette. ..MILDNESS, BETTER TASTE and COOLER SMOKING. 

Chesterfield’s right combination of the world’s best ciga- 

rette tobaccos has so many things a smoker likes... that 

Chesterfield is just naturally called the smoker’s cigarette. 

They Scillify 
Copyright 1941, Liccerr & Mvrrs Tosacco Co


