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      T 5 fine decanters tell a story —_ into one. The result is a combination 
that began years ago, and will that brings out the finest quality of 

never end, For America has learned — each. The taste can’t be described 
that these 5 prize whiskies—5 years. . . you'll have to experience it your- 
old or older—can befound“wedded” _self—in Golden Wedding! 

A BLEND OF STRAIGHT WHISKIES—90 PROOF. As you prefer, Bourbon or Rye. The 
straight whiskies in Golden Wedding are 5 years or more old. 88%, 3 years old. 11, 6 years 
old. 1% 11 years old. Jos. 8. Finch & Company, Inc., Schenley, Pennsylvania. 
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GOINGS ON ABOUT TOWN 
THE THEATRE 

(Next week, as indicated below, the regular matinée 
schedule will be somewhat revised to take advantage 
of expected Washington's Birthday business. There 
may be further changes, so, to be on the safe side, 
you'd do well to check with the newspapers. ... 
E, and W. mean East and West of Broadway.) 

PLAYS 
Ancet Srrest—Very nice Victorian thriller by the 

   author of “Rope’s End.” Vincent Price, Judith 
Evelyn, and Leo G. Carroll are, those principally 
involved. (Golden, 4s, W. CI 6-6740. Mon. 

  

through Sat. at 8:40. Mats. 2:40, Wed. and Sat.; 
special Mat. Mon., Feb, 23.) 

Ansenic AND Oto Lace—The Brewster sisters defeat 
their nephew Jonathan by a score of thirteen 
corpses to twelve. The Crouse-Lindsay comedy, 
with Josephine Hull, Jean Adair, and Boris Kar- 
loff, is one of the ftmniest things in town, (Ful- 
ton, 46, W. CI 6-6380. Mon. through Sat. at 
8:40. Mats. 2:40, Wed., except Feb. 25, and Sa 
special Mat. Mon., Feb. 23.) 

Burne Seimt—Noel Coward's effervescent comedy 
about the quick and the dead, very stylishly pro- 
duced by John C. Wilson. Splendid performances 
by Clifton Webb, Pegey Wood, Leonora Corbett, 
and Mildred Natwick make everything practical” 
ly perfect. (Morosco, 4s, W- CI 6-6230. Mon. 
through Sat. at 8:40. Mats. 2:40, Wed. and Sat.; 
special Mat. Mon., Feb. 23.) 

Caré Crown—The special humor of Second Avenue 
and the Yiddish Art Theatre transferred to the 
stage by H. S. Kraft. Rather slight for the gen- 
eral public, though Sam Jaffe and Morris Car- 
novsky are fine as local celebrities. (Cort, 48, E. 
BR g-0046. Tues. through Sun. at 8:40. Mats. 
2:40,-Sat., and 3, Sun.) 

CiauoiA—It takes a tragedy in the family to con- 
vince Rose Franken’s heroine that everybody has 
to grow up sometime. Frances Starr, Dorothy 
McGuire, and Donald Cook are excellent for two 
acts but become a bit lost, along with the author, 
toward the end, (Booth, 4s, W. CI 6-5969. Mon. 
through Sat. at 8:40. Mats. 2:40, Wed. and Sat.; 
special Mat. Mon., Feb. 23. 

Hearr oF « City—A conventional little drama about 
how a London theatre carried on under the blitz. 
Among the attractive young actresses in the cast 
are Beverly Roberts, Margot Grahame, and Ger- 
trude Musgrove. (Henry Miller, 43, E. BR 
3970. Mon. through Sat. at 8:45. Mats. 2: 
Thurs. except Feb. 26, and Sat.; special Mat, 
Mon., Feb. 23.) 

Jason—A. playwright teaches a critic to love his 
fellow-man and then spoils it all by trying to 
seduce his wife. Highly implausible but fairly en- 
tertaining. George Macready has the title réle and 
Nicholas Conte impersonates the playwright. 
(Hudson, 44, E. BR 9-0296. Thurs. through Mon. 
Eves., Feb. 19-23, and Wed. through Sat, Eves., 
Feb, 25-28, at 8:40. Mats. 2:40, Sat. and Sun.) 

Junior Miss—A very funny and touching adapta: 
tion by Jerome Chodorov and Joseph Fields of 
Sally Benson’s New Yorker ‘stories. Patricia 
Peardon and Lenore Lonergan are superb as 
two demon little girls, The adult cast includes 
Barbara Robbins, Francesca Bruning, Matt 
Briggs, Alexander Kirkland, and Philip Ober. 
(Lyceum, 45, E. CH 4-4256. Mon. through Sat. 
at 8:40. Mats. 2:40, Wed. and Sat.; special 
Mat. Mon., Feb. 23.) 

Lire with FaTHer—Mother manages to get Father 
baptized, though against his better judgment. An 
intelligent and high-spirited comedy, based on 
Clarence Day’s book. Howard Lindsay and Dor- 
othy Stickney head the cast. (Empire, B'way at 
40. PE 6-9540. Mon. through Sat. at 8:40. Mats. 
2:40, Wed. except Feb. 25, and Sat.; special 
Mat. Mon., Feb. 23.) 

Macset#—Maurice Evans and Judith Anderson in 
‘a superior revival of this celebrated Scotch 
murder mystery. Margaret Webster's staging is 
brilliant. (National, 41, W. PE 6-8220. Moi 
through Sat. at 8:30. Mats. 2:30, Wed. and Sat. 
special Mat. Mon., Feb. 23. Closes Sat., Feb. 28.) 

My Sister Eieex—A fine, dizzy comedy of two 
young ladies from Columbus, Ohio, who discover 
that Greenwich Village life is even more pe 
culiar than advertised. Ruth McKenney’s stories 
have been adapted to the stage with great in- 
genuity and spirit. With Shirley Booth and Jo 
Ann Sayers, (Biltmore, 47, W. CI 6-0353. Mon. 
through Sat. at 8:40. Mats. 2:40, Wed. and Sat.; 
special Mat. Mon., Feb. 23.) 

Para Is AU—A frail but agreeable comedy about a 
‘Pennsylvania Dutchman who goes after his family 
with a bullwhip. The Guild has given it a nice 
production, and the cast includes Jessie Royce 
Landis, Carl Benton Reid, and Celeste Holm. 
Guild} 52, W. CO 5-829. Thurs. through Mon. 
Eves., Feb. 19.23, and Wed. through Sat. Eves., 

      

    

       

        

   

  

  

    

        

  

  

    

A CONSCIENTIOUS CALENDAR 

OF EVENTS OF INTEREST 

THIS LISTING COVERS THE TEN DAYS 
FROM THURSDAY, FEBRUARY 19, 
THROUGH SATURDAY, FEBRUARY 28. 

Feb. 25-28, at 8:40. Mats. 2:40, Thurs., except 
Feb. 26, and Sat.; special Mats.’Sun, and Mon., 
Feb. 22°23.) 

‘Tue Rivats—Sheridan’s comedy revived by the Guild 
for some reason or other. Bobby Clark is superb 
as Bob Acres, but the rest, including Mary Boland 
and Walter Hampden, seem a bit bafled by itll. 
(Shubert, 44, W. CI 6-990. Thurs. through Sum. 
Eves. Feb. 19-22, and Wed. through Sat. Eves., 
Feb. 25-28, at 8:35. Mats. 2:35, Thurs. and Sat.; 
special Mats. Sun. and Mon., Feb. 22-23. Closes 
Sat., Feb. 28.) 

Sprinc AcAIN—Moderately comic account of how 2 
Tady gets rid of her father-in-law’s ghost. Grace 
George, C. Aubrey Smith, and Joseph Buloff are 
all very fine. (Playhouse, 48, E. BR 9-2628. Mon., 
except Feb. 23, through Sat. at 8:40. Mats. 2:40, 
‘Thurs. and Sat.; special Mat. Mon., Feb. 23.) 

Warch On tHe RHINE—A family of refugees from 
Germany bring the great problems of today into 
an American household. Lillian Hellman’s elo- 
quent play has been expertly produced by Herman 
Shumlin, with an excellent cast headed by Paul 
Lukas, Mady Christians, Lucile Watson, and 
George Coulouris. (Martin Beck, 4s, W, CI 
6-6363. Eves. at 8:40. Mat. 2:40, Sat. Closes 
Sat., Feb. 21.) 

      

WITH MUSIC 
Banso Eves—A musical version of “Three Men on a 

Horse” which hasn't a great deal to recommend 
it except size and Eddie Cantor. Hi 
include Lionel Stander and the De Marcos. 
lywood, B'way at 51. CI 7-5545. Nightly, except Wed., at 8:40. Mats. 2:40, Thurs., except Feb. 
26, and Sat.; special Mat. Mon., Feb. 23.) 

Best Foor Forwaro—George Abbott, who has a way 
with children, has assembled a lot of them into 
a very pretty and cheerful comedy about life in a 
preparatory school. The scenery is by Jo Micl- 
ziner, the dances by Gene Kelly, and the music 
and lyrics by Hugh Martin and Ralph Blane, 
(Ethel Barrymore, 47, W. CI 6-0390. Mon, 
through Sat. at 8:40. Mats. 2:40, Wed. except 
Feb. 25, and Sat.; special Mat, Mon., Feb. 23.) 

Ir Happens on Ice—A big skating show which starts 
off by being exciting and then, gets somewhat 
wearing. (Center, 6 Ave. at 49. CO §-5474. Tues. 
through Sun, at 8:40. Mats. 2:40, Wed. and Sat., 
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also Sun, at 33 special Mat. Mon., Feb. 23, at 
2:40.) 

Lapy IN THE Dark—Gertrude Lawrence still carrying 
on splendidly in Moss Hart's psychiatric opera. 
‘The cast includes Eric Brotherson, Walter Coy, 
Willard Parker, and Paul McGrath. (Alvin, 52. 
W. CI 5-6868. Mon. through Sat. at 8:40. Mats. 
2:40, Wed., except Feb. 25, and Sat.; special Mat. 
Mon., Feb.’ 23.) 

Let's Face I!—When it isn’t being cute, this eomedy 
about three restless matrons and their military 
escorts is extremely handsome and satisfactory. 
Danny Kaye heads the cast and Cole Porter has 
tured out most of the songs. (Imperial, 45, W. 
CO 5-7889. Mon. through Sat. at 8:40. Mats. 
2:40, Wed., except Feb. 2g, and Sat.;_ special 
Mat. Mon., Feb. 23.) 

OF V We Sine —This semi-professional revue, former- 
ly playing Sundays only, has been put on a five- 
night-a-week basis. Rather appealing, but scarcely 
up to Broadway competition, (Concert Theatre, 58, 
E. CI 6-853. Wed. through Sun. Eves. at 8.40.) 

Porcr ano Bess--Catfish Row resurrected, and about 
time, too. Most of the original cast, including 
Todd Duncan, Anne Brown, and Georgette Har- 
vey, are in this superb revival of the Gershwin- 
Heyward folk opera. Alexander Smallens conducts 
the orchestra. (Majestic, 44, W. CI 6-0730. Thurs. 
through Mon. Eves.’ Feb. 19-23, and Wed. 
through Sat. Eves., Feb. 25-28, at 8:30. Mats. 
2:30, Wed. except Feb. 25, and Sat.; special 
Mat. Mon., Feb. 23.) 

Sons o' Fun—This blood brother to “Hellz-a-Pop- 
pin” cost more, but it is just as strange. The cur- 
rent Olsen and Johnson brain storm contains Car- 
men Miranda, Ella Logan, Frank Libuse, and Joe 
Besser. (Winter Garden, B’way at 50. CI 7-5161. 
‘Thurs. through Mon. Eves., Feb. 19-23, and Wed. 
through Sat. Eves., Feb. 25-28, at 8:30. Mats. 
2:30, Sat. and Sun.} special Mat, Mon., Feb. 23.) 

OPENINGS 
(There are often Jast-minute changes, so you'd 
better verify the dates and curtain times.) 
Puax M—A melodrama by James Edward Grant, 

with A. P. Kaye, Anne Burr, and Lumsden 
Hare. Produced by Richard Aldrich and Richard 
‘Myers. Opens Fri., Feb. 20. (Belasco, 44, E. BR 
9-2067. Nightly, except Wed., at 8:49. Mats. 2:40, 
Sat. and Mon., Feb. 21 and 23, and Sat. and Sun. 
thereafter.) 

UnpeR This Roor—A play by Herbert B, Ehrmann, 
with Barbara O’Neil and Russell Hardie. Produced 
by Russell Lewis and Rita Hassan. Opens Sun., 
Feb. 22, (Windsor, 48, E. PE 6-489. Nightly, 
except Tues., at 8:40. Mats. 2:40, Mon, and Sat.) 

Guest in tHe House—A play by Hagar Wilde and 
Dale Eunson, based on a story by Katherine Al- 
bert, with Louise Campbell’ and Leon Ames. 
Staged by Reginald Denham and produced by 
Stephen and Paul Ames. Opens Tues., Feb. 24. 
(Plymouth, 45, W. CT 6-9156. Mon. through Sat. 
at 8:40. Mats. 2:40, Thurs. and Sat. the first 
week, and Wed. and’ Sat. thereafter.) 

~ MISCELLANY 
Actors’ Funp Benerit—Vinton Freedley is in charge 

of this year’s program, in which any number of 
prominent entertainers will appear: Sun. Eve., 
Feb. 22, at 8:30. (Imperial, 45, W. CO 5-7889.) 

Gusert ano Sutuvan—The Boston Comic Opera 
Company presenting “The Pirates of Penzance,” 
following a performance by the Jooss Ballet of 
“The Prodigal Son,” through Sun., Feb. 22; begin- 
ning Mon. Aft., Feb. 23, the bill will be “Tolanthe”” 
and a ballet, to be announced: Thurs. through 

s., Feb. 19-23, and Wed. through Sat. 
Eyves., Feb. 25-28, at 8:30; Mats. 2:30, Sat. and 

special Mat, Mon., Feb. 23. (St. James, 43, 
W, LA 4-4664,) ...The Savoy Opera Guild in 
“Cox and Box” and “The Pirates of Penzance,” 
‘Thurs, through Sat, Eves., Feb. 19-21, and “The 
Gondoliers,” ‘Thurs. through Sat. Eves., Feb. 
26-28, at 8:30. (Cherry Lane Theatre, 38 Com- 
merce St. CA 6-042.) 

Marianne Oswatp Lonraine—A program by this di 
seuse will include sketches and poems by Sand- 
burg, MacLeish, Cocteau, and other contem- 
poraries: Sat. Eve., Feb. 28, at 8.45. (Town Hall. 
BR 09-9447.) 

DANCE RECITALS 
Beua ReNe—American début of a French dance 

mime: Fri, Eve. Feb. 20, at 8:30. (Carnegie 
Chamber Music Hall, 154’ W. 57. For tickets, 
call VA. 6-3812.) 

Dance Festivat—A Russian War Relief benefit, with 
Ruth St, Denis, Bill Robinson, Doris Humphrey 
and Charles Weidman, Paul’ Haakon, Patricia 
Bowman, and Paul Draper, among others: Fri. 
Eve., Feb. 27, at 8:30. (Carnegie Hall. CT 7-7460.) 

Donis Huwriney ano” Craruss Wetoman— Appearing 
in. “Passacaglia,” “Variations,” “Atavisms,” 
“Opus 51,” and “Marionette Theatre”: 
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JEWELRY DESIGNED BY VAN CLEEF & ARPELS, INC,     
He 

These unusual stones are a distinctive addi- 

tion to the well-dressed man’s wardrobe. For 

formal evening wear, they can be set in studs, 

vest buttons and links. Some men are having 

them set in rings, wrist watches and cigarette 

eases. Ranging in color from the lightness of 

champagne to the richness of cognac, these 

subdued and interesting gems are available in 

various shapes, emerald-cut or brilliant. Con- 

sult your jeweler to have pieces custom-made.



GOINGS ON ABOUT TOWN 
Sun. Eves., Feb. 21-22, at 8:45. (108 W. 16. CH 
2-819.) 

DINNER, SUPPER, AND DANCING 
(A listing of some places where you will find music 
or other entertainment.) 
Aweassavor, Park at 51 (WI 2-1000)—The Trianon 

Room is'where Arthur Murray's honor students 
do ther homework. Jules Lande’s orchestra. 

Coracatans, 10 E. 60 (PL 8-1060)—Joe E. Lewis 
is appearing on these tropical premises, along 
with Nat Brandwynne’s orchestra, a samba band, 
and some other entertainers. 

Ei Morocco, 154 E. 54 (EL 5-8760)—Still the place 
where the patrons stare at each other instead of 
a. floor show. Chauncey Gray’s orchestra and 
Chiguito’s rumba band. 

Lanue, 45 E. 58 (VO 5-6374)—Well thought of by 
fugitives from swing, including a large number 
of conservative undergraduates. Joseph C. Smith's 
and Eddie Davis's orchestras. 

Monte Canto, 49 E., sq (PL 5-3400)—Ted Stracter's 
and Bob Knight’s orchestras playing in a fancy 
setting. 

Prense, 5 Ave. at 61 (RE 4-3900)—Ella Logan sings 
and Stanley Melba’s orchestra plays in the 
Cotillion Room. 

Plaza, 5 Ave. at 58 (PL 3-1740)—Eleanor French 
will replace Jan> Winton on Fri., Feb. 20, in the 
Besa Bika Dich Gasparre's crehestra and the 
dance team will 

Raintow Room, R.C.A, Bldg. (CI s:9000)—Monna 
Montes and’ Alexis Dolnoff, of the Metropolitan 
Ballet, head the show way up there in the clouds. 
Carmen Cavallaro's orchestra_and Clemente’s 
rumba band. Formal dress required on the dance 
floor after 10 px... Russ Smith's orchestra 
continues to play in the Rainbow Gril 

Sr. Recis, 5 Ave. at 55 (PL 3-4500)—Virgimia Mor- 
ley and Livingston Gearhart play two-piano pieces 
in the Iridium Room, and, through Mon., Feb. 23, 
Raphael will be there too, with his concertina. 
Paul Sparr’s orchestra, Formal dress required 
on the dance floor. 

Savor-Piaza, 5 Ave. at 59 (VO. 5-2600)—Joln 
Hoysradt is making things gay in the Café Lounge, 
where the music is by Ernie Holst’s orchestra 

Srork Ciue, 3 E. s3 (PL 3-1940)—You know, the 
Stork Club. Bob Grant's orchestra and Fausto 
Curbelo’s ramba band, 

Versanttss, 151 FE. 50 (PL 8-6310)—A_ big East 
Side place, favored with a dash of Broadway 
Billy de Wolfe heads the show and there's also 
a tightwire-walker. Maximillian Bergére’s ot- 
chestra and Panchito’s rumba band. 

Watoorr-Astonia, Park at 49 (EL s-3000)—The 
Hartmans are up to their old deft tricks at the 
supper hour m the Wedgwood Room and Dinah 
Shore and Freddy Martin’s orchestra are there all 
evening... Mischa Borr’s orchestra plays for 
dancing in the Lounge Restaurant. 

    

  

  

   

  

  

  

  

    

  

Surrer Ciuss—Entertamment but no dancing—te 
nunan teu, 4 E. s6 (EL 5-0787): the performers 
are alway’s a little out of the ordinary, and it's 
all very satisfactory... srivy’s oor, 139 E. 57 
(PL 3-1518): the Revuers are on hand, and so, 
as ustal, is Spivy.... PentHouse cius, 30 Central 
Pk. S. (PL 3-6o10): candlelight, a view of Cen: 
tral Park, and musicians, strolling and stationary. 

Miscetiancous—At Le coo rouse, 6s E. 56 (PL 3 
8887): an easygoing kind of place, with Dick 
Wilson’s orchestra... arwanoo's, 54 E. 53 (PL 
30760): George Morris's orchestra, not much 
floor space, and everythmg nice and cozy.... 
La marninigue, §7 W. 57 (PL 5-5757): bright and 
straightforward, with Val Olman’s orchestra, a 
rumba band, and a show which includes Mata 
and Hari, the dancers... (care SOCIETY UFTOWN, 
128 E. 58 (PL 5-923): Negro entertanment, 
with music coming at you pretty fast from Hazel 
Scott, the Golden Gate Quartet, and John Kirby’s 
and Eddie South’s bands. . . . casino russe, 157 W. 
56 (CI 6-6116): a Russian program, with folk 
songs and such, Kris Kay’s and Nicholas Mat- 
they’s orchestras. Closed Mon... . siurwore, Madi- 
son at 43 (MU 9-7920): Enric Madriguera’s 
orchestraand an_ice show. ... ESS6k HOUSE, 160 
Central Pk. S. (CI 7-0300): Evalyn Tyner’s or- 
chestra. No dancing Tues., Feb. 24... . NEW YORKER 
nore, 8 Ave. at 34 (ME 3-1000): Benny Good- 
man’s orchestra and an ice show. . « . PENNSYLVANIA, 
7 Ave. at 33 (PE 6-s000): Jimimy Dorsey's or- 
chestra. ../Roostvetr, Madison at 45 (MU 6- 
9200): Guy _Lombardo’s orchestra. .... waRWICK, 
63 W. s4 (CI 7-2700): a mite of a dance floor 
and Sande Williams’ orchestra... siL's GAY 
wineries, 57 E. 54 (EL 5-8231): atmosphere of the 
period, of course, and community singing, but no 
dancing. ... VILAGE VANGUARD, 178 7 Ave. S.. at 
1x (CH 29355): something like an air-raid shel- 
ter, except for the folk songs of Burl Ives. Closed 
Mon, ... siMy xeuty's, 181 Sullivan (AL 4-1414) ? 
rough-and-tumble carryings-on until all hours, far 
south of the beaten track. 

  

    
  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

    

  

  

Broaowar Atmospere—At La conca, 205 W. 
58980): Jack Harris’s orchestr: 

(cL     

THIS LISTING COVERS THE TEN DAYS 
FROM THURSDAY, FEBRUARY 19, 
THROUGH SATURDAY, FEBRUARY 28. 

South Americana. ... WAVANA-MaDRID, B'way at 
st (CI 73461): relentlessly Latin, with the in- 
evitable rumba band......18 ctue, 20 W. 52. (EL, 
50858): Jack White isn’t especially delicate 
about his quips, but nobody seems to mind. Frankie 
Hyers is also active... DIAMOND HORSESHOE, 235 
W. 46 (CI 6-600): a Billy Rose show, with 
Betty Compson, Nita Naldi, Gilda Gray, and 
Joe E Howard. 

Mosrty ror Music—At CAFE sociery powntown, 
Sheridan Sq. (CH 2-2737): some of the best mus 
cal talent in Greenwich, or any other V3 
cluding Ammons and Johnson and Teddy V 
orchestra, Closed Mor... . simwy rvAN's, 53 W. 52 
(EL §-9600): Zutty Singleton keeps hammering 
away with his trio; on Mon., a juke box takes over 
-- keLUy's stante, 137 W. 52 (CI 7-738) : the King 

Cole Trio, Sabby Lewis's orchestra, and sawdust 
on the floor. . .. Nick's, 7 Ave. at 10 (WA 9-0742): 
Sidney Bechet, Pee Wee Russell, and a number 
of others play in this Village landmark. 

Fortin Fiavor—Scandinavian. castieHotm, 343 W 
537, (CI 7-0873). .... Russian: xrercuma, 244 E. 14 
(GR 7-0784)..,. Latin: a chico, 80 Grove, at 
Sheridan Sq. (CH 2-4646); and ctu caveno, 245 
Sulhvan (GR 7-4833). 

ART 

(Unless otherwise noted, galleries will be closed on 
Mon., Feb. 23. 
Awertcan Priwitives—Paintings by twenty-five self- 

taught artists, selected by Sidney Janis, who 
knows his way around in this field: Harriman, 
63 E. 57. Weekdays, including Mon., Feb. 23, 
from 10 A.at. to 6 P.at.; through March 7. 

Banooue Painrinc—Works by Salvator Rosa, Luigi 
Crespi, and other members of a seventeenth- 
century school that has had an increasing influ- 
ence on modern art: Schaeffer, 61 E. 57. Week- 
days 10 4.M. to 5:30 F.a.5 through Sat., Feb. 28. 

Berman—New paintings, more dramatic in color and 
design than in the past, if not always more 
striking in effect: Julien Levy, 11 E. 7. Week- 
days 10 A.M to 5:30 P.M.; through Tues., Feb. 24, 

Brooxtrn Museum, Eastern P’kway——Large and well- 
selected exhibition of works by Mount and Quidor, 
those early-nineteenth-century American painters. 
Weekdays, including Mon., Feb. 23, from 10 A.M. 
tos Pat; Sun., 1 to 6 P.M; through March 8. 

Du Bois—New paintings, rather freer in treatment 
and less slick in outline than his previous work: 
Kraushaar, 730 5 Ave., at 57. Daily 9:30 a.m. to 
3:30 P.M.; through Sat., Feb. 21. 

Enctish Posreatts—Eighteenth-century paintings by 
Gainsborough, Reynolds, Raeburn, and such not so 
well-known artists as Francis Abbott and William, 
Owen: Newton, 11 E, 57. Mon, through Fri., 10 
AM. to 5 PeM.j Sat, 10 AM, to 1 p.at.; through 
March 7. 

Frencl—At the unieneeto, 21 E. 57: oils by Derain 
and Utrillo, Weekdays 10 Aot. to 6 p.m.; through 
March 7... ALLISON, 32 E. 57: etchings by nine- 
teenth- and twentieth-century artists, from Corot 
and Millet to Picasso and Matisse. Weekdays, in- 
cluding Mon., Feb. 23, from 9:30 AM. to $:30 

phrough Sat., Feb. 28... FRENCH Amt, s1 E. 
paintings by Derain, Dufy, Chagall, and Utril- 

lo, among others. Weekdays ‘10 A.M. to 6 P.M.5 
through March 14... watisst, gt E. 7: figure 
painting in modern art, with a fine Picasso lead- 
ing the list of examples. Weekdays 10 a.m. to 5:30 
p.m; through Sat., Feb, 28. ... GALLERY OF MODERN, 
am, 18 E. 57: paintings and water colors by 
Viaminck and Dufy. Weekdays, including Mon., 
Feb, 23, from 9°30 Am. to 6 P.x.; through Sct, 
Feb. 2 

Grours—At ravwono & raywono, 40 E, 52 member- 
ship showing of water colors, gouaches, and 
small sculptures by An American Group. Ma 
ood things. Weekdays 9:30 A.M. to 6 P.M; 
through Sat., Feb. 28....itew, 108 W. $7: 
works by eighteen ‘contemporary ‘Americans, in- 
cluding Etnier, Laufman, and Kroll, all associated 
with this gallery, Weekdays 9 a.n. to $:30 P.M; 
through Sat., Feb. 28. ... montoss, 785 5 Ave., at 
60: Whitney Hoyt, Oscar Lewis, and Elsa W. 
Bley lead this gallery's eighth annual group ex: 

  

  

  

     
     

  

  

    

  

  

    

            

    

  

  

   

    

  

  

  

    

    

   

  

hibition of oils and water colors. Weekdays 9:30 
Am. to $:30 P..3 through Sat., Feb. 28. 

JimeNez—This Mexican painter, deeply influenced by 
Picasso, shows some boldly distorted nudes: Zbor- 
owski, 61 E. 57. Weekdays, including Mon., Feb. 
23, from 9:30 A.M. to 6 P.M.; through Sat., Feb. 28. 

Kent——His first show of oils in some years’ includes 
paintings of Alaska, Greenland, and other points, 
north, south, east, and west: Wildenstein, 19 E. 
G4, Weekdays 10 4m. to 5130 Pars through Fr, 

‘eb. 27, 
Kuee—A rotating exhibition of works by this artist 

oils, water colors, and other media—planned to 
continue throughout the rest of the season: Nieren 
dorf, 18 E. 57. Weekdays, including Mon., Feb. 
23, from 10 AM. to 6 Pat. 

Levi—-Paintings and gouaches, mainly of seaside 
scenes, by an artist who has added strength to an 
already sensitive vision. Downtown, 43 E. 51. 
Weekdays 10 4.m¢. to 6 P.at.; through Sat., Feb. 28. 

Lurgar ano Dury—Subtly handled surrealist studies 
by the first; the second makes a tour of the yacht 
clubs and the chateau country of France as it used 
to be, all in his ustal lively style: Bignou, 32 E. 
57. Daily 10 an, to 5:30 P.M.; through Sat, 
Feb. 21. 

Metrorotitan Museum, 5 Ave. at 82—Large and 
stirring, exhibition of architectural etchings by 
Piranesi, meluding many of his fantastic prison 
interiors; moreover, the Museum’s permanent 
collection of Rembrandt paintings, prints, and 
drawings is being shown in its entirety for the 
first time (both through March 29). There's also 
a big, varied loan exhibit of contemporary 
American paintings and sculptures, bearing the 
self-descriptive title “On the Bright 
(through March ts). Weekdays, including Mon., 
Feb, 23, from 10 A.M. to 5 P.M; Sun., 1 to 6 2 

Museum oF Movers Amr, 11 W. s3—Lively show of 
water colors, drawings, and photographs by sol- 
diers at Fort Custer, Michigan, some amateurish 
and some decidedly good; also, sculptures by 
eighteen contemporary Americans, all living out- 
side the New York area. Wed., 10 A.M. to 10 P.M; 
other weekdays, including Mon., Feb. 23, from 10 
A.M. to 6 pat.; Sun., 1 to 6 Pam; through March 8, 

O’Keerre—Bones, flowers, and other incongruities 
again juxtaposed with this artist’s faultless skill 
and taste: An American Place, 509 Madison, at 53. 
Weekdays, including Mon., Feb. 23, from 10 A.M 
to 6 P.M.; Sun. 3 to 6 P-M.; through March 1 

Picasso—Eleven paintings, done between 1918 and 
1926, and practically all’ masterpieces. Rosenberg, 
16 E. 57. Weekdays 10 a.m. to $:30 P.ar.; through 

  

  

  

     
      

   

  

    

        

cool in color, sparse in detail, 
and very effectively done: Contemporary Arts, 
38 W. 57. Weekdays, including Mon., Feb. 23, 
from 10 A.M. to 6 Paaf.; through Fri., Feb. 27. 

Seresty—A painter known principally for his work 
in tempera shows some well-handled landscapes in 
water color: Midtown, 605 Madison, at s8. Week- 
days 10 A.M. to 6 p.at.; through Sat., Feb. 28. 

Tawaro—Eleven paintings and a sculpture by one 
of the most original of the modern Mexican 
artists: Valentine, 55 E. 57. Weekdays, including 
Mon., Feb, 23, from 10 A.M. to 5:30 P-M.; through 
Sat., Feb. 28. 

Tausts—Large show of oils, with the artist's mood 
of gentle mystery wearing thin toward the end 
of it, but containing some notable pieces never- 
theless: Associated American Artists’, 711 5 Ave., 
at 55. Weekdays 9 A.M. to 6 P.2f.; through Mareh 2 

Twacktwan—Paintings by one of the early American 
Impressionists: Babcock, 38 E. 57. Weekdays, in- 
cluding Mon., Feb. 23, from 9:30 A.M. to 5°30 
P.m.; through Sat., Feb. 28. 

Wuirney Museum, 10° W. '&—American water-color 
painting from the beginning of the nineteenth 
century to the present, covered with commendable, 
if occasionally exhausting, thoroughness. Daily 
1 to 5 p.nt.; through Wed., Feb. 25. 

Here ano THeRe—At CONTEMPORARY ARTs, 38 W. 57: 
paintings by this gallery's group. Weekdays, i 
cluding Mon., Feb. 23, from 10 AM. to 6 PM; 
through Thurs., Feb. 26.... riNacoHeca, 20 W. 
58: oils and gouaches by A. F. Levinson. Daily 10 
AM. to 5 P.M.; through Sat., Feb, 21. 1.. WEYHE, 
794 Lexington, at 61: animals in art, from Gova 
to Picasso, and photographs by. Ylla. Weekdays 
9 AM. to 5:30 Pa; through Sat., Feb. 28. 
xwoeoter, 14 E. 57: paintings by William Thoeny. 
Tues, through “Sat, 9:30 AM. to §.30 P.M: 
through March 7. ..”. NATIONAL ACADEMY OF DESIGN, 
1083 § Ave., at 89: annual exhibition of the Amer- 
ican Society of Etchers. Daily 1 to 6 v.s.; throngh 
Sat., Feb. 28.... eucntiotz, 32 E. 57: paintings 
by André Masson. Weekdays 10 A.M. to 6 P.M 5 
through March 14.... penis, 32 E. 58: recent 
oils by Darrel Austin. Weekdays 10 AM to 6 
PM.; through March 28....a.c.a. 26 W. 
water colors by contemporary Americans. Week 
days, includmg Mon., Feb. 23, from 10 A.at. to 6 
P.nt.; Sun., 2 to 6 P.nt.; through Sat., Feb. 28... 
urtown, 249 West End Ave., at 72: group show of 
water colors and drawings by Harsenyi, Bay) 
son, and others. Weekdays 11 AM. to's Pi 
through Thurs., Feb. 26.....maver, 41_E. 57° 
paintings of the New England coast by Beatrice 

  

    

  

  

      

  

  

  

        

       
  

  

  

 



  
The recently completed, Sloane-decorated conference room of Kenyon & Eckhardt Inc. 

For seven years, we've been clients of one advertising 
agency. We’ve handed them a few headaches during that time. 

But a month ago, our agency got even. They wanted a 
new conference room. When they told us their require- 
ments, we needed the aspirin. Then our experts took hold. 

We built them an oval room. We used one color, in 
shades ranging from copper to warm beige. We sound- 
proofed the ceiling...put in audition facilities. We lined a 
series of recessed niches with cork and fluorescent lights, 

CONTRACT DIVISION We J SLOAN 

so exhibits could be displayed. We designed a sixteen-foot 
bleached oak table with a solidity about it that’s mighty 
impressive. (The agency plan board has already been 
eying it as a swell air-raid shelter.) 

The agency thinks this conference room is right on the 

button. We think our advertising has a lot on the ball. And 
if both are as good as we think they are, our Contract 
Division should have a busy season, doing office furnishing 
jobs that fill the bill and stick to the budget. 

  

575 FIFTH AVENUE, N. Y. 

 



GOINGS ON ABOUT TOWN 
Cuming. Weekdays, including Mon., Feb. 23, 
from 9 A.mf. to 5.30 P.at.; through Sat., Feb. 28. 
1. REHM, 683 5 Ave., at $4: water colors by Bruce 
Mitchell! Weekdays’ 10 a.m. to 6 v.at.; through 

   

      
Sat., Feb, 28... KueeMANN, 38 E. 5: 
Elliot Orr, Weekdays 9:30 Ax. to 
through Sat., Feb. 28 

MUSIC. 
(The box-office telephone number for Carnegie Hall 
and the Carnegie Chamber Music Hall is CI 7-74603 
for Town Hall, it’s BR 9-9447. Other box-office num- 
hers are imeluded in the listings.) 

ORCHESTRAS. 
PHILHARMONIC-SrMPHONY—Koussevitzky conducting: 

Carnegie Hall, Thurs. Eve., Feb. 19, at 8:453 
Fri Aft, Feb. 20, at 2:30; Sun. Aft., Feb. 22, 
at 3; Thurs. Eve., Feb, 26, at 8:45; Fri. Aft, 
Feb,’ 27, at_2:30; Sat. Eve., Feb. 28, at 8:45. 
+; Young People’s Concerts, Ganz conducting: 
Carnegie Hall, Sat. Morn., Feb. 21, at 113 Town 
Hall, Mon, Aft., Feb, 23, at (Soloists: 
Mathieu, Feb. 21; Diana Steiner, Feb. 23.) 

Puitavetraia OrcHestra—Ormandy conducting; solo- 

  

2   

  

ist, Sorin: Carnegie Hall, Tues. Eve., Feb. 24, 
at 8:45. 

Jazz Concemt—Sidney Catlett, Willie-the-Lion 
Smith, Sidney Bechet, Hot Lips Page, Bobby 
Hackett, Pee Wee Russell, George Wettling, Max 
Kaminsky, and others, all under the direction of 

  

Eddie Condon. Town Hall, Sat, Aft, Feb. 21, 
at §:30. 

New York Civ SyMpHony—Reiner conducting: Car- 

  

negie Hall, Sun. Eve., Feb. 22, at 8:45 
Narionat Orchestral Associarion—Barzin_conduct- 

ing; soloist, Skolovsky: Carnegie Hall, Sat. Aft., 

  

Feb. 28, at’3. 
RECITALS 

Cagnecie Hatt—Alexander Borovsky, Fri. Eve., 
Feb, 20, at 8:40; Gladys Swarthout, Mon. Eve., 

  

Feb. 23, at 8:40; Joseph Szigeti (British War Re~ 
lief Society benefit), Wed. Eve., Feb. 23, at 8:30. 
- «+ Carnegie Chamber Music Hall: Henri Deering 
and Mischa Elzon, Fri. Eve., Feb. 27, at 8 

Town Hatt—Wanda Landowska, Sat. Aft., Feb. 21, 
at 3; Helen Teschner Tas, Sat, Eve., Feb. 21, at 

'; New Friends of Music (Budapest Quartet 
and Rose Bampton), Sun, Aft., Feb. 22, at §:305 
Robert Goldsand, Wed. Eve., Feb. 25, at 8 
Maurice Eisenberg, Thurs. Eve., Feb, 26, at 8:30} 
Webster Aitken, Sat. Aft., Feb. 28, at 3. 

Hunrer Cottece—Feuermann, List, Morini, Serkin, 
and others, a benefit for needy students: Tues. 
Eve. Feb.’ 24, at 8:45. (695 Park, at 69. For 
tickets, call RH 4-150.) 

OPERA 
Metroroutan Orera—“Carmen,” Thurs. Eve., Feb, 

19, and Sat. Eve., Feb. 28; “The Bartered Bride,” 
Fri. Aft, Feb. 20, and Thurs. Eve., Feb. 26; 
“Pagliacer” and “The Island God,” Fri. Eve., 
Feb. 203 “Aida,” Sat. Aft., Feb. 21; “Siegfried,” 
Sat. Eve, Feb. 21; “Gitterdimmerung,” Mon. 
Eve., Feb. 23; “Tosca,” Wed. Eve., Feb. 2: 
“Parsifal," Fri. Aft., Feb. 27; “La Bohéme,” 
Fri, Eve., Feb. 27; “Un Ballo in Maschera,” Sat. 
Aft, Feb, 28. (Curtain times vary and are not 
fixed until a day or so before the performance; 
it’s best to make a last-minute call to the box office, 
PE 6-1210.) 

SPORTS, 
Boxine—Madison Square Garden: Ray Robinson vs. 

Maxie Berger, welterweights, 12 rounds, Fri, 
Feb. 20 (benefit for the Infantile Paralysis 
Foundation); prelimi at 8:30, main match 
at about 10 P.M, 

Hocxer—Madison Square Garden—Professional 
games, 8.40 P.M.: Brooklyn Americans vs Boston, 
Thurs. Feb. 10; Rangers vs. Chicago, Sun., 
Feb, 22; Brooklyn Americans vs. Detroit, Tues. 
Feb. 243 Rangers vs. Detroit, Thurs., Feb. 26. 
Amateur-series gam: 1. 22, at 1:30 P ML 

‘Track—Madison Square Garden, at 8 p.xt.: N-Y.A. 
‘Meet, Sat., Feb. 21; National A.A.U, Meet, Sat., 
Feb. 28, 

Winren Sonts—Lake Placid: ski tournaments, Fri. 
through Mon., Feb. 20-23; figure-skating carnival, 
Sat, and Sun. Feb. 21-22... Brattleboro, Vt. 
national cross-country and combined ski cham- 
pionships, Sat. and Sun., Feb, 21-22... Fran 
conia, N.H.: Eastern amateur downhill, slalom, 
and combined championships, Sat. and Sun., 
Feb. 28-March 1. 

OTHER EVENTS 
Nationat Sronrsmen's SHOw—The ustial collection of 

exhibits designed to interest hunters and fisher- 
men: Grand Central Palace, Sat., Feb. 21, through 
Sun., March 1. Opening day 12 noon to'rr pat; 
Sun., Feb, 22, from 12 noon to 10:30 P.at.; week- 
days 11 a. to 11 P.; closing day 12 noon to 
7330 P.M. 

Firearms Exiteition—A hundred and thirty revolvers, 
including a number of historical pieces and two 
rare Whitneyville Walkers, all manufactured by 
Samuel Colt from 1836 to 1872: Metropolitan 
Museum, 5 Ave. at 82. Weekdays, including Mon., 
Feb. 23, from to aM.eto 5 pa: Sum, 1 to 6 
pam; through May 3. 

    

   

  

  

  

    

  

    

  

  

  

     
    

    

    

  

  

  

THIS LISTING COVERS THE TEN DAYS 
FROM THURSDAY, FEBRUARY 19, 
THROUGH SATURDAY, FEBRUARY 28. 

Benertt—Joe E. Lewis and George Jessel, among 
others, appearing in a program to aid the Home of 
Old Israel: Madison Square Garden, Mon. Eve., 
Feb, 23, at 8:30. 

Scate Movets—Twenty-one examples of nineteenth 
century ships used by this country, Britain, and 
France: Museum of the City of New York, 5 Ave. 
at 10g. Weekdays, including Mon., Feb. 23, from 
10 AM. to § Pat; Sun, 1 to s Pat; through 
March ‘15. 

Morcan Lisrary—“The British Tradition,” an ex- 
hibition of illuminated manuscripts, autograph 
letters and manuscripts, documents, and other 
items, from the eleventh through the nineteenth 
centuries, all having to do with Great Britain 
and all assembled from the Library's permanent 
collection; also, a collection of rare silver, lent by 
J. P. Morgan:' 20 E. 36. Weekdays, except Mon. 
Feb, 23, from 10 A.at. to 5 P.€.; through March 30. 

Costumes—-A display of accessories—hats, shoes, 
bags, and so on—such as men and women in 
Europe and America wore between 1675 and 
1900: Museum of Costume Art, 630 5 Ave., at 
50. Weekdays, except Mon., Feb.’ 23, from 10 A.at. 
to 5:30 P.at.; through Sat., Feb. 28. 

Ow te Air—“Aida,” with Greco, Thomas, and Cas- 
tagna, from the Metropolitan Opera House, Sat. 
Aft., Feb. 21, at 2, WJZ. .. - Philharmonic-Sym- 
phony, Koussevitzky conducting, Sun. Aft., Feb. 
22, at 3, WABC. 

News Commenrarons: Raymond Clapper and Wil- 
liam Hillman, Mon. through Fri. Eves, at_10:30, 
WJZ; Quincy Howe, Mon. through Fri. Eves. at 
9, WOXR; H. V. Kaltenborn, Sun. Afts. at 3:15, 
WEAF; Eric Sevareid, Tues., Thurs. and Sat. 
Eves. at 6, WABC; William L. Shirer, Sun, 
Afts. at s:4s, WABC; Raymond Gram Swing, 
‘Mon, through Thurs. Eves. at 10, WOR; Wythe 
Williams, Mon, through Fri. Eves, at 8:30, WHN. 

News from abroad, Mon. through Sat. Eves. 
at 6:43, and Sun. Eves. at 8, WABC; Mon. 
through Fri, Eves. at 7:13, WEAF; Sun. Afts. 
at 3:30, WOR; and Sun. Eves. at 7, WJZ. 

Tatevision: Civilian-defense programs’ are be- 
ing shown Fri, Eves. at 8:15, over WCBW, and 
Mon. through Wed. at 10:30 and 11:30 a.af. and. 
3, 4 8, and 9 P.Mt., over WNBT. 

Aucrions"—At the PARKE-seRNET GALLERIES, 30 E. 57— 
Ornithological books by such authorities as Audu- 
bon and Levaillant, rare editions, and American 
maps, from the estates of the late Emil Winter, 
Mr, and Mrs, Eugene McVoy, and others: Thurs. 
Aft, Feb. 19, at 2... Eighteenth-century Eng- 
lish furniture, Oriental rugs, tapestries, paintings, 
and silver, owned by Mrs. O. M. Mitchel and 
the estates of the late Edward E. B. Adams, 
Louise Wicke, and others: Thurs. through Sat, 
Aits, Feb. 19-21, at 2... French, Spanish, and 
Italian furniture, and paintings, rugs, and decora- 
tions, owned by Mrs, E. Barret Blanchard, Mrs, 
Lathrop Brown, the late William EL Woodin, and 
others: Wed. through Sat, Afts.,, Feb. 25-28, at 
2....Part IIT of the Woodin library: Thurs. 
‘Aft! and Eve., Feb. 26, at 2 and 8:15, and Fri 
Ait, Feb. 27, at 2. 

KENDE GALLERIES, at Gimbels, B’way at 33— 
Paintings, including some by Stuart, Zuloaga, and 
Bellows, eighteenth-century English furniture, 
and silver, tapestries, and Oriental art, collected 
by Mrs. Leonard K. Elmhirst: Thurs. Eve., Feb. 
19, at 8, and Fri, and Sat, Afts., Feb. 20-21, 

MOTION PICTURES 

Au Thar Money Can Bur—Anne Shirley 
Huston, and Edward Arnold in a Faustian s 
of carly New Hampshire. Adapted from Stephen 
Vincent Benét’s “The Devil and Daniel Webster.” 
(Plaza, 58, E. of Madison; through Fri., Feb 
20... Greenwich, Greenwich Aye. at 12} and 
GBth Street Playhouse, 3 Ave. at 68; Sat. through 
Tues., Feb. 21-24.) 

Bau oF Fire—A coinedy of American slang, with 
professors and underworld types all. expressing 
themselves. Barbara Stanwyck and Gary Cooper 
are involved. (Palace, B'way at 47; through Wed., 
Feb. 25.) 

Birr oF THE Buves—A Bing Crosby film with a par- 
ticular charm to it, especially for the older types, 
who will be delighted to hear again such songs as 
“Wait Till the Sun Shines, Nellie.” With Mary 
Martin, (Sheridan, 7 Ave. at_12; and Orpheum, 
3 Ave. at 86; through Mon., Feb. 23... . Loew's 

   

    

  

     

  

  

      

  

    

    

    

4znd Street, Lexington at 42; Sat. through Mon., 
Feb. 21-23.) 

Carrains oF THe Crous—An incoherent but undeni- 
ably impressive Technicolor film, mainly about 
the R.C.A.F,, with James Cagney. (Strand, B'way 
at 47.) 

Fanrasia—Bach, Beethoven, and Mickey Mouse in a 
grand mixup, which, after all, has done very well 
for itself. (Broadway, B’way at 535 through Fri., 
Feb. 27.) 

Te Forcorten Vittace—Of life in a pucblo in the 
Mexican hills as Steinbeck found it. Forthright, 
vigorous, and stirring, with a commentary. by 
Burgess ‘Meredith. (Art, 36 E. 8; through Wed., 
Feb. 25.) 

Hoto Back THe DawN—The immigration problem and 
how love gets visas in a Mexican border_town 
With Olivia de Havilland and Charles Boyer 
(Thalia, Bway at 95; through Mon., Feb 23.) 

How Green Was My Vaiey—The Welsh miners and 
their lives and troubles, with Maureen O'Hara 

   

  

  

  

and Walter Pidgeon. A film that seems authentic 
and careful and yery close to the world it d= 
scribes, 

  

   

(Normandie, Park at 53; Thurs. F 
Schuyler, Columbus Ave. at 84; Fi 

gh Mon., Feb. 20-23... Sutton, 3 Ave. at 
873 Sat. through Mon., Feb, 21-23... . 68th Street 
Playhouse, 3 Ave. at 68; starting Wed., Feb. 25.) 

Kines Row—An outspoken and well-acted story of 
‘ome very odd goings on in a small town in the 
‘neties, with Ann Sheridan, Betty Field, Judith 

Anderson, Ronald Reagan, Claude Rains, and 
Charles Coburn, (Astor, B'way at 45.) 

Lasuanum Grove—Edmund Gwenn in that old thriller 
about the very polite and meek counterfeiter, a 
true family man but with a weakness. A respec- 
table “screen version of the play. (Trans-Li 
85th Street, Madison at 853 Thurs., Feb. 10. 
68th Street Playhouse, Ave. at’ 68; through 
Fri. Feb. 20,... Trans-Lux sznd Street, Lex- 
ington at 52; Wed. through Fri., Feb. 25 

Lapy IN Distress—Neatly turned Enelish melodrama, 
with Paul Lukas and Michael Redgrave. (Globe, 
Biway at_46; tentative, through Fri., Feb. 20.) 

Tue Lime Foxts—Bette Davis, with Patricia Col- 
linge and Herbert Marshall, in 2 dramatic 
tremely intelligent retelling of Lillian Hellm 
play of high life in the Deep South and its tragic 
crises. (Park, Columbus Circle; Fri. through 
Sun., Feb. 20-22.) 

Tue Maurese Faicon—One of Dashiell Hammett’s 
giddiest thrillers, with Mary Astor and Hum- 
phrey Bogart and a general hodgepodge of killers 
and cops, who never rest a minute. (Greenwich, 
Greenwich Ave. at 125 through Fri., F 

THe Man Wxo Came to Dinner—If you mi 
play, here's your chance to get the idea, A careful 
reproduction of the original study of greatness 
behind the scenes, with Bette Davis, Ann Sheri- 
dan, and Monty Woolley, (R.K.O. ‘2grd Street, 
8 Ave. at 23; R.K.O, sith Street, 3 Ave. at 5 
R.K.O, Srst Strect, Bway at 81; RKO. 86th 
Street, Lexington at 86; Riverside, Brway at 96; 
Nemo, B’way at 110; and Coliseum, B'way at 
181; Fri, through Thurs. Feb. 20-26.) 

Tanger For TonicHt—A brief and altogether impres- 
sive account of a British raid on a German town, 
presented by gunners, pilots, observers, and ground 
crews of the R.A.F. Essential. (68th Street Play- 
house, 3 Ave, at 68; through Fri., Feb. 20. 
Trans-Lux send Street, Lexington at 52; Sat. 
through Tues., Feb. 21-24.) 

Wowan of tHe Year—Who knows, you may very well 
ike this comedy of a carcer woman who is too 
busy to think of home and babies until, etc., etc. 
Katharine Hepburn and Spencer Tracy. (Radio 
City Music Hall, 6 Ave. at 50.) 

     

    

   

  

    
  

  

  

   

  

   

    

  

    

    

    

    

  

REVIVALS. 
Aut Quiet on tHe Western Front (1930)—Remarque’s 

classic of the last war. Lew Ayres and Louis 
Wotheim. (Park, Columbus Circle; Mon. through 
Wed., Feb. 23-25.) 

Hottrwoon Cavatcane (1939)—Flashback to Mack 
Sennett pie-comedy days. Alice Faye and Don 
Ameche, (Colony, 2 Ave. at 79: through Fri., 
Feb. 20.) 

Twat Hamilton Womant (1941)—Vivien Leigh and 
Laurence Olivier as Emma and Lord Nelson. (Sut- 
ton, 3 Ave. at s7; Tues. and Wed., Feb. 24-25.) 

Tuer Won’ Forcet (1937)—Claude Rains and mur- 
der in the Deep South, (Colony, 2 Ave. at 79; 
through Fri., Feb. 20.) 

Wornenine Herenrs (1939)—The Bronté story. Merle 
Oberon and Laurence Olivier. (Sutton, 3 Ave. at 
57; through Fri., Feb. 20.) 

Note—The Museum of Modern Art, 11 W. 3, is 
showing American and foreign films daily at 4 
v.M, (also at 2 P.at. on Sun.) on this schedule— 
THURS. AND FRI, FEB. 19-20: ten short French films, 
(1905-10), by Ferdinand Zecca, Emile Cohl, and 
Jean Durand, sat. AND SUN., FEB. 21- early 
D. W. Grifith films (1907-09), with Mary Pick- 
ford, Griffith, and others. MON. AND TUES., FEB. 23-24: 
three early Griffith films (sor1-13), with Blanche 
Sweet, Lillian Gish, and others. WED. AND THURS., 
Fes. 25-26: four early films (1012-17), with Mary 
Pickford, Lionel Barrymore, William S Hart. 
Theda Bara, and others, 

   

  

  

    

    

   

 



THE BIG HOUSES 
Aston, Brway at 4s (CI 6-4642)—xines row, Ann 

Sheridan, Robert Cummings, Betty Field 
Bronowar, B'way at 53 (CI 6-5353)—ranrasia, Walt 

Disney’ full-length” Alm. 
Carirot, Bway at s1 (CO s-1250)—“Johnny Ea- 

ger,” Lana Turner, Robert Taylor. 
Criterion, Bway at 44 (BR 9-3839)—Through 

Wed., Feb. 25: “Born to Sing,” Virginia Weidler, 
Ray McDonald. 

Giose, Bway at 46 (CI 6-0800)—Tentative— 
‘Through Fri., Feb. 20: Laby 1N isrress, Paul Lukas, 
Michael Redgrave, Sally Gray,...From Sat. 
Feb, 21: “A Gentleman at Heart,” Carole Landis, Cesar Romero, Milton Berle. 

Patace, Bway at 47 (BR 9-4300)—Through Wed, 
Feb. 25: eatt oF rine, Barbara Stanwyck, Gary 

     

  

   

    

Cooper. Paramount, Bway at 43 (CH 4-7022)—“Bahama 
Passage,” Madeleine Carroll, Stirling Hayden, 

Raoio City’ Music Hatt, 6 Ave.’at so (CI 6-4600)— 
WOMAN OF THE Year, Katharine Hepburn, Spencer 

Rieu (CI 7-1633)—“"Mister V,” Les- oul, Bway at -1633)—"Mister V,” 
Tie Howard, Mary Morris: ‘Francis Sullivan. 

Roxy, 7 Ave. at 50 (CI 7-6000)—“Roxie Hart,” 
Ginger Rogers, Adolphe Menjou, George Mont- 
gomery. 

Srate, B’way at 43 (BR 9-1957)—“Mr. Bug Goes to 
Town,” Max Fleischer full-length cartoon. 

Strano, B’way at_47 (CI 7-s900)—-CAPTAINS OF THE 
soe James Cagney, Brenda Marshall, Dennis 

organ: 
FOREIGN, SPECIAL, ETC. 

Sth AVENUE PLarHouse, 5 Ave. at 12 (AL, 4-7661)— 
Revivals—Thurs,, Feb. 19: “Vampire” and “The 
Living Dead” (German), both horror films. . .. 

‘rom Fri., Feb. 20: “Carmen,” Charlie Chaplin; 
“The Blood of a Poet (French), Jean Cocteau 
film; and “Lot in Sodom’ and “Object Lesson,” 
both’ fantasies. 

Risto, Bway at 42 (WI 7-0206)—“Our Russian 
Front,” documentary film; also “Frisco Lil,” Irene Hervey, Kent Taylor. 

Twatiay Bway at 95 (AC 2-3370)—Through Mon, 
Feb! 23: HOLD 8ACk THE DAWN, Olivia de Havilland, 
Charles Boyer, Paulette Goddard. ... Tues., Feb. 
24: “The Art of Love”, (French), revival, 
Danielle Darrieux; also “The Bedroom Diplé- 
mat,” revival, Reginald Gardiner... From Wed., 
Feb, 25: “Nothing but the Truth,” Paulette God: 
dard, Bob Hope; also “Buy Me That Town,” 

wianstance Moore, Lloyd Nolen. — 
fon, 153 W. 49 (CI 7-5747)—“The Nine Bach- Chhee? Ghremct’y, Seng Cas, 

      

EAST SIDE 
Ant, 36 E. 8 (GR 3-7014)—Through Wed., Feb. 25: 

THe Forcorrey vitikes, Mexican semi-documentary 
Im. 

Grawency Park, Lexington at 23 (GR 5-1660)— 
Through Sat, Feb, 21: “You Belong’ to, Mc,” 
Barbara Stanwyck, Henry Fonda; also “Inter- 
national Lady,” Ilona Massey, George Brent... . 
Sun, through’ Wed., Feb, 22-262 “The, Chocolate 
Soldier,” Risé Stevens, Nelson Eddy; also “Quiet 
Wedding,”” Margaret Lockwood. 

Loew's 42no Sracrt, Lexington at 42 (AS 4-4865)— 
‘Through Fri. Feb. 20: “Remember, the Day,” 
Claudette Coibert, John Payne; also “Confirm or 
Deny,” Joan Bennett, Don’ Amecke. ... Sat. 
throuzh Mon., Feb. 21-23: set OF THE BLUES, 
Bing Crosby, Mary Martin; also “The Night of 
Fenuary. 16th,” Ellen Drew, Robert Preston. 

‘rom Tues., Feb. 24: “Dr. Kildare’s Victory,” 
Lew Ayres, Lionel Barrymore, Ann Ayars; also 
“A Yank on the Burma Road,” Laraine Day, 
Barry Nelson. 

Lexincron, Lexington at 51 
Fri, Feb, 20: “Dr. Kildare’s Victory,” Lew 
Ayres, Lionel ‘Barrymore, Ann Ayars; also “A 
Yank ‘on the Burma Road,” Laraine Day, Barry 

   

  

   

(PL 3-0936)— Through 

   
Nelson, «Sat. through’ Wed. Feb. ° aras: 
“Louisiana Purchase,” Vera Zorina, Bob Hope, 
Victor Moore, Irene Bordoni; also “Glamour 
Boy,” Jackie Cooper, Susanna Foster, 

Trans-Lux’ 52No_ Street, Lexington at 32 (PL $2489) 
—Through Fri., Feb. 20: “International Lady,” 
Tina Massey,” George Brent... Sat. through 
‘Tues., Feb, 21242 Tarcer FOR TONIGHT, documentary 
film of the RAF....From Wed. Feb, 25: 
Lasumv crore, Edmund Gwenn, Sir Cedric Hard. 
wicke. Nonwanoie, Park at 53 (PL 8-0049)—Thurs., Feb. 
19: HOW GREEN WAS MY Valter, Walter Pidgeon, 
Maureen O'Hara... Fri, through ‘Sun., Feb. 
20-22: “Nothing but the Truth,” Paulette G 
dard, Bob Hope, . Mon. and’ Tues., Feb. 23- 
241 “Intermezzo,” revival, Ingrid Bergman, Les- 
ite Howard. From Wed, Feb. a5: “You Be- 
Tong to Me,” Barbara Stanwyck, Henry Fonda. 

Surton, 3 Ave. at 57 (PL 3-5520)—Through Fri., 
Feb. 20: wurtenino Hetents, revival, Merle Oberon, 
Laurence Olivier; also “Dreaming Lips,” revival, 
Elisabeth Bergner, Raymond Massey. ... Sat. 
through Mon., Feb! 21-23: HOW GREEN WAS Mey VAL 
uy, Walter ‘Pidgeon, Maureen O'Hara; also 
“Weel-itnd in Havana,” Alice Faye, John Payne, 
Carmen Miranda... Tues. and Wed., Feb. 24" 
251 THAT HAMILTON WOMANI, revival, Vivien Leigh, 
Laurence Olivier; also “Woman "Chases Man,” 
revival, Miriam Hopkins, Joel McCrea. * 

RICO. Si Stet, g Ave. at 58 (VO s-3577)— ‘Thurs., Feb. 193 "Bombay Clipper,” Irene Her- 
vey, Wilham Gargan; also “Four Jacks and a 
Till» Ray Bolger, ‘Annie Shirley, Ture Havoc. 
rom Fri., Feb. 20: THE MAN WHO CAME To DINNER, 

Bette Davis, Ann Sheridan, Monty Woolley; also 
“Blue, White, and Perfect,” Mary Beth Hughes, 
Lloyd’Nolan. 
Aza, 58, E. of Madison (VO 5 
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AT THE 
MOVIE HOUSES 
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THURSDAY, FEBRUARY 19, THROUGH 
WEDNESDAY, FEBRUARY 25 

THIS IS_A LIST OF FILMS AT SELECTED MO- 
TION-PICTURE THEATRES IN MANHATTAN. 
FILMS OF INTEREST ARE INDICATED BY 
HEAVY TYPE; YOU CAN LEARN MORE ABOUT 
THEM ON PAGE6, UNDER "MOTION PICTURES." 

Fri., Feb, 20: Att THAT MONEY CAN BuY, Walter 
Huston, Edward Arnold, Anne Shirley... Sat, 
through Tues., Feb. 21-24: “One Foot in Heaven,” 
Martha Scott, Fredric March. ...From_Wed., 
Feb. 25: “Remember the Day,” Claudette Colbert, 
John Payne. 

68TH Street PLavHouse, 3 Ave. at 68 (RE 4-0302)— 
Through Fri., Feb. 20: casurnum Grove, Edmund 
Gwenn, Sir Cedric Hardwicke; also Tarcer For 
TonicH®, documentary film of the RAF. ... Sat. 
through Tues., Feb. 21-24: ALL THAT MONEY CAN BUY, 
Walter Huston, Edw: Arnold, Anne Shirley. 

From Wed., Feb, 25: HOW, GREEN WAS MY VALLEY, 
‘Waiter Pidgeon, Maureen O’Hara. 

Loew's 72no Street, 3 Ave, at 72 (BU 8-7222)— 
phrangh Fri., Feb. 20: “Dr, Kildare’s Victory,” 
Lew Ayres, Lionel Barrymore, Ann Ayars; also 
“A Yank on the Burma Road,” Laraine Day, 
Barry Nelson. ... Sat. eee Wed., Feb. 21- 
25: “Louisiana Purchase,” Vera Zorina, Bob 
Hope, Victor Moore, Irene Bordoni; also “Glam- 
our Boy,” Jackie Cooper, Susanna Foster. 

Cotony, 2’Ave. at 79 (RH 4-9888)—Through Fri 
Feb. 20: THEY WON'T Forcer, revival, Claude Rains; 
also’ HoLUWoon cavaleane, revival, Alice Faye, 
Don Ameche. ... Sat. through Mon., Feb. 21-23! 
“The Chocolate Soldier,” Risé Stevens, Nelson 
Eddy; ‘also “Confessions of Boston | Blackie,” 
Harriet_Hilliard, Chester Morris... Tues. and 
Wed., Feb. 24-25: ‘They Died with Their Boots 
On,” Olivia de Havilland, Errol Flynn; also 
“Blues in the Night,” Priscilla Lane, Richard 
Whorf, Betty Field. 

Trans-Lux 85tH Street, Madison at 85 (BU 8-3180) 
—Thurs., Feb. 19: Lasurnum Grove, Edmund Gwenn, 
Sir Cedric Hardwicke....Fri, through Mon., 
Feb, 20-23: “You Belong to Me,” Barbara Stan- 

  

  

     
   

   
  

wyck, Henry Fonda.,..From ‘Tues., Feb. 24: 
fpinternational “Lady,” Tona Massey, George 

rent. 
RKO. S6r4 Steter, Lexington at 86 (AT 9-8900)— 

‘Thurs, Feb. 19: “Bombay Clipper,” Irene Her- 
vey, Williams Gargan; alte “Pour Jacks and a 
fi” Ray Bolger, Annie Shirley, June Havoc ‘rom Fri, Feb. 20: THE MAN WHO CAME TO DINNER, 
Bette Davis, Ann Sheridan, Monty Woolley; also 
“Blue, White, and Perfect,” Mary Beth Hughes, 
Lloyd Nolan. 

Loew's BérH Staem, 3 Ave. at 86 (AT 9-5566)— 
‘Through Fri., Feb. 20: “Remember the 
Claudette, Colbert, “John Payne; also “C 
or Deny,” Joan Bennett, Don Ameche, ... Sat, 
through ‘Mon, Feb. 21-23: “Smilin’ Through,” 
Jeanette MacDonald, Brian Aherne; also “The 
Feminine Touch,” Rosalind Russell, Don Ameche. 
1. . Tues, and Wed., Feb, 24-25! “The Stork 
Buys Off” Rochelle” Hudson, Vietor Jory; also 
“Mob Town,” the Dead End Kids. 

‘Through Mon., 

  

    

  

Onrneum, 3 Ave. at 86 (AT 9-4607 
Feb. 23: siktH oF THE stues, Bing Crosby, Mary 
Martin; also ‘The Night of January’ x6th,” 
Ellen Drew, Robert Preston... ,From Tues., 
Feb. 24: “Dr. Kildare’s Victory,” Lew Ayres, 
Lionel Barrymiore, Ann Ayars; also “A Yank on 
the Burma Road,” Laraine Day, Barry Nelson. 

WEST SIDE 
f1y Sraset Puarnouse, 52 W. 8 (GR 7-7874)-—Through 

Wed., Feb. 25: “Remember the Day,” Claudette 
Colbert, John’ Payne. 

Sheripan, "7 Ave. at 12 (WA. 9-2166)—Through 
‘Mon., Feb. 23: ster oF tHe sues, Bing Crosby, 
Mary Martin} also “The Night of January 16th,” 
Ellen Drew,’ Robert Preston. ..; From Tues., 
Feb. 24: “Dr. Kildare’s Victory,” Lew Ayres, 
Lionel “Barrymore, Ann Ayars; ‘also “A” Yank 
on the Burma Road,” Laraine Day, Barry Nelson. 

Greenwich, Greenwich Ave. at 12 (WA 9-3350)— 
‘Through Fri., Feb. 207 THE MALTESE FALCON, Mary 
Astor, Humphrey Bogart; also “Week End for 
Three,” Jane Wyatt, Dennis O'Keefe... Sat. 
through Tues., Feb. ’21-24: ALL THAT MONEY CAN, 
sur, Walter Huston, Edward Arnold, Anne Shir- 
ley also, “Took Who's Laughing,” Edgar Bergen, 
Charlie McCarthy... From Wel., Beb. 25: 
Chocolate Soldier,” Risé Stevens, Nelson Eda; 
also, “Confessions of Boston Blackie,” 
Hilliard, Chester Morris. 

R.K.O, 23k Sraeet, 8 Ave. at 23 (CH 2-3440)— 
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‘Thurs, Feb. 19: “Bombay Clipper,” Irene Her- 
vey, William Gargan; also “Four Jacks and a 
Jill” Ray Bolger, Anne Shirley, June Havoc. ... 
From Fri., Feb, 29: THE MAN WHO CAME TO DINNER, 
Bette Davis, Ann Sheridan, Monty Woolley; also, 
from Tues., Feb, 24, “Blue, White, and Perfect,” 
Mary Beth’ Hughes, Lloyd Nolan. 

Tennact, 9 Ave, at 23'(CH 2-9280)—Through Sat. 
Feb.” 212, “Smiliny “Through,” Jeanette Mac’ 
Donald, “Brian Aherne: also ‘The Feminine 
Touch,” Rosalind Russell, Don Ameche. . . . Sun, 
through Wed., Feb. 22-25: “Unholy Partners,”” 
Edward G, Robinson, Laraine Day, Edward Ar- 
nold; also “Mr. and ‘Mrs. North,” Gracie Alien, 
William Post, Jr. 

Zregreto, 6 Ave. at s4 (CI 7-3737)—Through Fri., 
Feb. 20: “Dr. Kildare’s Victory,” Lew Ayres, 
Lionel Barrymore, Ann Ayars; also “A Yank on 
the Burma Road,” Laraine Day, Barry Nelson. 
a+ Sat. through’ Wed., Feb. 2r-2g: “Louisiana 
‘Burehase,” Vera Zorina, Bob Hope, Victor 
Moore, Irene Bordoni; also “Glamour Boy,” 
Jackie’ Cooper, Susanna, Foster. 

Paix, Columbus ‘Circle (CI_5-9512)—Thurs., Feb. 
: “School for Husbands,” revival, Rex Har- 

rison; also “The Virgin Bride” (French), re 
vival, Danielle Darrieux.... Fri, through Sun., 
Feb. ‘20-22: THe Lime oxts, Bette Davis, Herbe 
Marshall; also “I Met 4 Murderer,” revival, 
James Mason. ...Mon. through Wed., Feb. 23- 
25: ALL QUIET ON THE WesTERN FRONT, revival, Lew 
Ayres, Louis Wolheim; also “When Ladies 
Meet,” Joan Crawford,’ Robert Taylor, Greer 
Garson, 

Beacon, B’way at 75 (TR 4-9132)—Through Tues., 
Feb. 24: “Remember the Day,” Claudette Colbert, 
John Payne; also “Confirm or Deny,” Joan Ben” 
nett, Don Ameche. ... From Wed., Feb. 25: "I 
Wake Up Screaming,” Betty Grable, Victor 
Mature; also “Swamp’ Water,” Walter’ Huston, 
Virginia Gilmore. 

Thy Stuer, Brway at 77 (TR 4-9382)—Through 
Sun., Feb, 22: “The Chocolate, Soldier,” Risé 
Stevens, Nelson Eddy; also “(Confessions of 
Boston Blackie,” Harrict Hilliard, Chester Mor- 
ris... From Mon., Feb. 23: “Unholy Partners,” 
Edvard G, Robinson, Laraine Day, Edward Ar- 
nold; also “The Feminine Touch,” Rosalind Rus- 
sell, ‘Don Ameche. 

R.K.O. Bist Steer, B’way at 81 (TR_7-6160)— 
‘Thurs., Feb. 19: “Bombay Clipper,” Irene Her- 
vey, William Gargan; also “Four Jacks and a 
Gil Ray Bolger, Anne Shirley, Junie Havoc, 
‘rm Fri., Feb. 20: THE MAN WHO CAME To DINNER, 

Bette Davis, Ann Sheridan, Monty Woolley; also 
“Blue, White, and Perfect,” Mary Beth Hughes, 
Lloyd’ Nolan. 

Loew's 83e0_ Street, Bway at 83 (TR 7-3190)— 
Through Fri, Feb. 20: “Dr. Rildare’s Victory,” 
Lew Ayres, Lionel Barrymore, Ann Ayars; also 
“A Yank on the Burma Road,” Laraine ‘Day, 
Barry Nelson. . .. Sat, through Wed., Feb. 21-25 
“Louisiana Purchase,” Vera Zorina, Bob Hope, 
Victor “Moore, Irene Bordoni; also “Glamour 
Boy,” Jackie Cooper, Susanna Foster. 

Scnuriee, Columbus Ave. at 84 (EN 2-0606)— 
Thurs, Feb. 19: “Nothing but, the Truth,” 
Pauletle Goddard, Bob Hope; also “Buy Me That 
Town,” Constance Moore, Lloyd Nolan... . Fri. 
through Mon., Feb. 20-23! HOW GREEN WAS MY VAL 
uy, Walter "Pidgeon, Maureen O'Hara; also 
“Moon Over Her, Shoulder,” Lynn Bari, John 
Sutton..,..From Tues. Feb. 24: “Keep "Em 
Flying,” “Abbott_and Costello; also “South of 
Tahiti,” Brian Donlevy, Broderick Crawford. 

Stovoaro, Bway at 90 (SC 4-9257)—Through Wed., 
Feb. ‘25: ‘Smilin’ Through,” Jeanette Mac: 
Donald, Brian Aherne; also “Mr. and Mrs. 
North,” Gracie Allen, William Post, Jr. 

Riversive, Bway at 96 (RI_9-9861)—Thurs., Feb. 
19: “Bombay Clipper,” Irene Hervey, William 
Gargan; also “Four Jacks and a Jill,” Ray Bolger, 
Anne Shirley, June Havoc....From Fri., Feb. 
20: THE WAN WHO CAWE TO DINNER, Bette Davis, Ann 
Sheridan, Monty Woolley; also “Blue, White, 
and Perfect,” Mary Beth Hughes, Lloyd Nolan: 

Catton, Bway at 100 (AC 4-8676)—Through Sun., 
Feb, 22: “You Belong to Me,” Barbara Stan: 
wyck, Henry Fonda; also “International Lady,” 
Iona’ Massey, George Brent... Mon. through 
Wed., Feb. 23-25: “Remember the Day,” Clau- 
dette” Colbert, John Payne; also “Confirm or 
Deny,” Joan ‘Bennett, Don Ameche. 

Ourweia, B’way at 107 (AC 2-1019)—Through Fri., 
Feb. ‘20: “Dr. Kildare’s Victory,” Lew Ayres, 
Lionel Barrymiore, Ann Ayars; also “A Yank on 
the Burma Road,” Laraine Day, Barry Nelson. 
+.» Sat. through’ Wed., Feb, 21:25: “Louisiana 
Purchase,” Vera Zorina, Bob Hope, Victor Moore, 
Irene Bordoni; also. “Glamour Boy,” Jacki¢ 
Cooper, Susanna Foster. 

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

    

  

      
    

  

  

Neo, Biway at 110 (AC, 2-9406)—Thurs., Feb. 
William 19! “Bombay Clipper,” Irene Hervey, 

fargan; also “Four Jacks and a 
Bolger, Anne Shirley, June Havoc. 
Feb. 20: THE MAN WHO CAME To DINNER, Bette Davis, 
Ann Sheridan, Monty Woolley; also “Blue, White, 
and Perfect,” Mary Beth Hughes, Lloyd Nolan: 

Loew's I75rH Srmest, Bway at 175 (WA 7-3200)— 
‘Through Fri., Feb, 20: “Dr. Rildare’s Victory,” 
Lew Ayres, Lionel Barrymore, Ann Ayars; also 
“A Yank on the Burma Road,” Laraine’Day, 
Barry Nelson, ... Sat. through Wed., Feb. 21” 
2g: “Louisiana “Purchase,” Vera Zorina, Bob 

lope, Victor, Moore, Trene _Bordoni;’ also 
Jackie’ Cooper, Susanna Foster. 

Coutseum, Biway at 181 (WA '7-7200)—Thurs,, 
“Bombay Clipper,” Irene Hervey, Wil- 

liam Gargan; also “Four Jacks and a Jill, 
Bolger, Anne Shirley, June Havoc. . . . From Fri., 
Feb. 20: THE WAN WHO CAME To DINNeR, Bette Davis, 
Ann Sheridan, Monty Woolley; also “Blue, White, 
and Perfect,” Mary Beth Hughes, Lloyd Nolan. 
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bravo for our suit-dress!... Altman-advocated because it looks like a dress, but is built 

like a suit .. . because it's ever so flattering and wearable! Only ornament: those dancing balls of braid 

fringe... . in the South American manner. Prize costume for early Spring from our new, larger shop of Mid- 

town Fashions* ... where you're always sure to find youthful, much-for-your-money fashions! Black, grey, 

navy-blue, or sweet-lilac rayon crepe. 12 to 20, 25.00. Mid-town Fashions* shop, third floor 

neta avenue Be ALTMAN & CO. new ror 
trodemork 

 



  

THE TALK OF THE TOWN 

Notes and Comment 

Ts is our seventeenth birthday 
as a magazine, but only our first 
as one in a nation at war. Every 

year at this time it has been our habit to 

try to put down on this page some appro- 

priate sentiment, a line or a paragraph 
indicative of the state of our mind on 

cach succeeding anniversary. Itoccurred 
to us last week that, in a summary of all 
this material, we might find some clue 
to the pattern of our growth, some clear 
graph of our spiritual progress from 
Coolidge to Hoover to Roosevelt; from 
the chicken in the pot to the grass in the 
street to the bomber in the sky. Going 
back to the files, we skipped through the 
forgotten years, glumly noting our for- 
gotten thoughts, We print the follow- 
ing excerpts for the possible information 
of some social historian of the future, 
whose business it will be to interpret 
them for posterity. He has our profound 
sympathy: 

1925: The New Yorker starts with a 
declaration of serious purpose but with a 
concomitant declaration that it will not be 
too serious in executing it. It hopes to re- 
flect metropolitan life, to keep up with 
events and affairs of the day, to be gay, 
humorous, satirical but to be more than a 
jester. 

1926: In our editorial mind we cannot 
conceal from ourselves that we are only 
as far ahead at the end of fifty-two weeks 
as we expected to be at the end of ten. 
The vision of a perfect magazine remains 
a vision still. 

1927: During the last year great things 
were accomplished. We repeatedly called 
attention to the fact that the Elevated 
makes a lot of noise, and we complained 
about the impracticability of the informa- 

  

     

    

tion booth in the Pennsylvania Station. ... 
Yet it must be admitted that, the world 
being what it is, we have found it difficult 
to be solemn.... We turn the page with 
a resolve to do better in the future. We 
may, even in the next twelve months, de- 
velop 2 Righteous Cause or two and be- 
come Important. 

1928: There have been rumors that we 
were going to adopt a Policy, but the 
blessed event seems as far off as ever. 
Even when we write serious editorials on 
this page, we do not always understand 
them ourself. 

1929: Sometimes we wonder if our gov- 
ernment is not just an expensive hobby of 
a people accustomed to spend money. It is 
appalling how much time and substance a 
citizen gives to his own governing. 

1930: After five years The New York- 
er’s accomplishments are only two: we had 
the information booth in the Pennsylvania 
Station moved into the middle of the room, 
and we became such an obsession with 
the Telephone Company that they imitated 
our type on the cover of the new directory. 
We are proud of these two achievements 
but they don’t seem enough. There is 
an ineffectualness about all publishing and 
most writing. 

1931: There was something tangible 
about the news that New York’s reser- 
voirs were running low—something we 
were able to get our teeth into, in this age 
of whimsy and fluff. 

1932: We have decided that Commu- 
nists have bad manners... 

1933: It is time the Cornelius Van- 
derbilts spruced up. Their curtains need 
changing, for one thing. 

1934: Last week a friendly member of 
a law firm sent us a succinct description of 
The New Y orker which he happened upon 
in a case involving advertising and which 
seemed to summarize the public estimate 
of our distinctive character. “The sugges- 
tion for The New Yorker,” it goes, “will 
put us into an influential magazine with 
an exclusive metropolitan circulation, 
reaching people who, relatively speaking, 
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lead fast lives and who are in that sense 
good prospects for mineral salt baths.” It 
brings us no little happiness on this our 
ninth birthday to close our eyes and con- 
jure up visions of thousands of readers, all 
of them leading fast lives and constantly 
taking baths of mineral salts. 

1935: Ten years ago this week The 
New Yorker put in an appearance and the 
town was yellow with the dust of butterfly 
wings 

1936: We are growing more frightened 
of the fascism of music (or of sound) than 
of government. 

1937: We are not sure we agree with 
President Roosevelt... 

1938: On our thirteenth birthday we 
extend our respectful congratulations to 
the Union League Club, which has just 
celebrated its seventy-fifth. Hi, pop. 

1939: A few weeks ago we published a 
remarkable letter from a man who wrote 
that Hitler had been assassinated in 
Hamburg in November or December of 
1935:.0%5 

1940: Editorially speaking, we are fif- 
teen years old this week, an awkward age. 
The voice is, or should be, beginning to 
change, the beard to sprout, the mind to 
broaden and mature....It is time for 
us... to put away our childish toys. The 
trouble is that there’s no telling what we 
may find ourself taking up instead. A fif- 
ten-year-old these days who puts away 
his football has a fine chance of having 
somebody hand him a Mills bomb. Nine- 
teen-forty is no year for anybody to be 
getting out of short pants. 

1941: About half our ideas, we've dis- 
covered, lead nowhere. ... 

  

Rereading these vagrant sentences, 
these periodic samplings of the stream, 
we are struck again with the vanity of 
editorial aspirations. The information 
booth at the Pennsylvania Station re- 
mains where we put it, in the middle of 
the room; the Elevated that bothered us 
in 1927 is quiet forever; we have discov- 

Sey & sO? 
Be c& 17? 
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ered that the correct form of the edito- 
rial pronoun is “ourself” and not “‘our- 
selves;” we have even learned to fear 
the fascism of government above that 
of sound or anything else. The vision 
of a perfect magazine, however, is just 
a vision still, and more than half our 
ideas continue to lead nowhere. But, 
after all, we are only seventeen, and 
there may be hope for us yet. We no 
longer dream of being important (per- 
haps a good sign in itself), but we have 
at least adopted a cause that seems to 
us righteous and a determination to see 
it triumphant in the end. Like the rest 
of the nation, we haven’t progressed 
much beyond this simple determination, 
coupled with a growing realization of 
what it is likely to mean, but it may be 
a beginning. When our 1942 goes down 
in the books, we’ll be content if it is sim- 
ply known as the year we finally stopped 
believing in fairies.   

As Advertised 

R” MeNatty has (or had) a sign 
on the front of its map store on 

Fiftieth Street reading “Maps of All 
Publishers.” Well, Rand McNally has 
called us up to report that the other day 
a customer went in and wanted to buy 
one. 

Minnie’s Ski Troops 

New YorK insurance broker 
named Charles Minot Dole— 

Minnie to his friends—is in large part 
responsible for the formation of this 
country’s first alpine military force, now 
in training on skis on the slopes of 
Mount Rainier, State of Washington. 
We'll start at the beginning and explain 
that “Minnie” is a nickname Dole got 
in the last wars he joined up before he 
was shaving regularly, and this led to 
a witty sergeant’s corrupting his mid- 
dle name. Anyway, he has always been 
an enthusiastic skier. Five years ago, 
he suffered a broken ankle in a fall 
while skiing on Mount Mansfield and 
had a pretty bad time of it before they 
got him to a hospital. Then, only two 
months later, one of his best friends was 
killed in a skiing accident. Dole decided 
that there ought to be a national organi- 
zation of ski-wise volunteers to patrol 
ski slopes and be ready to offer advice 
and first aid. The National Ski Asso- 
ciation liked the idea, and before Minnie 

knew it, he was in charge of organizing 
the thing. The result was the National 
Ski Patrol, an outfit of competent vol- 
unteers, forty-five hundred strong, who 
patrol all the ski trails in the country; 

they have thirty-nine hundred rescues 
to their credit, so far. 

Well, early in the summer of 1940, 
with selective service in the air, Minnie 
got to thinking about the part skiers 
could play in the war. He took a sample 
poll of four hundred Ski Patrol mem- 
bers and found them eighty per cent in 
favor of ski troops. One balmy after- 
noon, instead of returning to his office 
after lunch, he took the ferry to Gover- 
nors Island, with nothing in mind except 
a desire to confide in a military man. 
After talking with various staff officers, 

he found himself closeted with General 
Phillipson. The General liked his plan 
and told him he ought to take it to 
Washington. This Minnie did, in com- 

pany with Mr. John E. P. Morgan, 
of Greenwich, Connecticut, treasurer 

of the Ski Patrol. It was hot in Wash- 
ington—about 110°, as Minnie re- 
calls it—and the first Army people he 
talked to seemed apathetic about his no- 
tion. He plugged away, however, and, 
aided by a friend in the Army who was 
a skier, eventually got in to see General 
Marshall himself on a later trip. Gen- 
eral Marshall was attracted by the idea 
and in due course approved it. 

The First Battalion of the 87th 
Infantry Mountain Regiment (Rein- 
forced), as the first ski outfit of the 
Army is called, was “activated,” or offi- 

- cially authorized, by the Secretary of 
War last November, its full strength to 
he twelve hundred. The War Depart- 
ment, taking cognizance of its own 
ignorance of skiing, turned part of its re- 
cruiting problem over to the Ski Patrol, 
making it one of the few private re- 
cruiting aids in the country. Way it 
worked, the Patrol officials investigated 
the skiing ability of a volunteer and, if 
they were satisfied with him, sent him 
along to the Army recruiting office, 
where he went through all the routine 
tests and, if accepted, took the thirteen 
weeks of basic training. Men already 
in the Army who want to become ski 
troops not only have to apply for trans- 
fer to the 87th Regiment but also have 
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to apply to the Ski Patrol for endorse- 
ment. Don’t get the idea that ski troops 
just coast downhill all winter. There 
are plenty of arduous duties, including 
long climbs, snowshoe hikes, and even 
K.P. In the summer, the ski troops 
will practice straight mountain-climb- 
ing, camping out, etc. Minnie is gratified 
with results, but he thinks this winter’s 
Russian campaign would have sold the 
idea anyhow. 

Dossier on Saw 

EVERAL weeks ago, when the 
news flash came through about the 

arrest of the double-dealing Burmese 
Prime Minister, U Saw, a newspaper 
reporter we know sent down to the of- 
fice morgue for all the available material 
on Saw. It was delivered to him in a 
Manila envelope marked “Saw, Enig- 
matic U.” 

Good-Will Jaunt 

VER a good neighbor, we recently 
inspected the world’s largest col- 

lection of Colombian birds, which is now 
in the birdhouse of the Bronx Zoo. We 
made our tour under the guidance of 
Mr. William Bridges, the press attaché 
up there, and found him full of lore. 
The display comprises sixty birds of 
twenty-three kinds, all collected at alti- 
tudes exceeding two thousand feet, or 
in the mellow-coffee belt. The cages in 
which they are kept have been painted 
light blue and decorated with the Co- 
lombian national colors and coat of 
arms, giving that sector a gala tone. 
First off, Mr. Bridges showed us sever- 
al scarlet cocks-of-the-rock, the show’s 
rarest offering. This bird looks like 
Jimmy Durante except for a crest of 
feathers which somewhat obscures its 
beak. It’s about the size of a Public Li- 
brary pigeon. The species has never 
been exhibited in any zoo before. Its 
only previous public appearance of any 
kind, so far as known, was in Ricaur- 
te, a village of fifty houses on stilts in 
the Colombian rain forest, where five 
months ago collectors for the Zoo 
discovered two immature specimens in 
a homemade cage. The natives had 
come upon their nest and gleefully 
snatched them up, and the ornithologists 
gleefully snatched them from the na- 
tives, at a peso apiece. These birds have 
now got their full growth and are 
among five of their species in the Bronx. 
‘The other three were caught by the Zoo 
men in nets made of thread and set up 
across jungle flyways. Mr. Bridges told 
us that, next to the water ouzel, a 
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strange bird that can be 
found most convenient- 
ly in Utah, the cock is 
the most water-loving 
land bird he could think 
of. The cock builds its 
nest on a rocky shelf 
back of a waterfall, and 
goes to and fro without 
ever catching cold. The 
water ouzel makes a 
practice of wading up 
and down running 
streams, getting its food 
from the bottom. 

Vying in __ interest 
with the cocks-of-the- 
rock, from our stand- 
point, was a dour Lat- 
in-American the size of 
a sparrow, called the 
club-winged manakin. 
He was caged with sev- 
eral bright and cheer- 
ful birds that accentu- 
ated his drabness and 
the lameness of his fly- 
ing, which is character- 
istic of the species. He 
has never been exhib- 
ited in a zoo before, 
cither, and since he has 
been caged, a weird dis- 
covery has been made 
about him: he’ll readily 
eat his own weight in 
a few hours, if he has a 
mind to and there is 
enough food around. 
All in all, quite mon- 
strous in his small way. 
As we were staring at 
the manakin, several 
loud squawks came 
from across the bird- 
house, and we looked 
around to see a large, spectacularly col- 
ored bird cutting up in a most amazing 
manner. He was identified by Mr. 
Bridges as a Count Salvadori’s bird of 
paradise (so called to honor anineteenth- 
century Italian ornithologist). “Mat- 
ing display,” said Mr, Bridges. “Rather 
rare, rather pathetic. The nearest fe- 
male is in the jungles of New Guinea.” 

Mr. Bridges next took us to a cage 
containing several varieties of Colom- 
bian hummingbirds, including the Heav- 
enly Sylph, a little number that looked 
as sleek, when momentarily resting on a 
limb, as a graduate of the Hudnut Suc- 
cess School. The Colombian humming- 
birds are much like our own humming- 
birds. Mr. Bridges told us that all 
hummingbirds weigh less than a penny 
and that on every upstroke their wings 

turn bottom side up. This makes more 
inipressive than ever the fact that their 
wings flap at the rate of thirty-five hun- 
dred times a minute. We were joined 
before the hummingbirds by two mid- 
dle-aged ladies, one of whom voiced a 
strange idea about hummingbirds. She 
told the other lady that she had once 
held one and had released it just in 
time to prevent its boring right through 
her hand, from front to back. “I sup- 
pose these Colombian hummingbirds 
are just as bad as the ones we have in 
Larchmont,” she said. 

Slogan 

EOPLE who receive a letter from 
the Collector of Taxes of East Or- 

ange, New Jersey, sometimes forget to 

  

“Just a moment, ladies. Wasnt your problem a broken nose?” 

open it, the outside is so fascinating. ‘The 
postage-meter stamp says, “Come to 
East Orange, New Jersey’s Most Mod- 
ern Suburb,” and there is a good deal 
of other printing, including a map of 
the city, statistics on population and 
housing, and the advice to “Drive Care- 
fully, Save Time & Expense.” A few 
weeks ago the Collector of Taxes, doubt- 
less feeling that some sort of war gesture 
was in order, added a rubber-stamped 
sentence: “Remember Pearl Harbor. 
Do Not Forget East Orange.” 

Lady Shark 

HE latest phenomenon we have to 
report is a lady pool player. Her 

name is Ruth McGinnis, and she re- 
cently made third- or fourth-degree his- 
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tory by being the first of her sex to play 
in a men’s championship tournament, 
or any championship tournament, for 
that matter, there being none for wom- 

en. Miss McGinnis turned up at Mc- 
Girr’s Academy on Broadway last week 
to have a shot at the New York State 
pocket-billiard championship, and we 
turned up to have a journalistic shot at 
Miss McGinnis. 

We first encountered Mr. McGirr, 
who takes no little pride in having ac- 
cepted Miss McGinnis’s entry. “At first 
T was ridiculed,” he told us. “Everyone 
thought it was very laughable. They 
said she wouldn’t win a game. Then 
she went ahead and won four out of 
nine, and now they are taking her more 
seriously.” He told us that Miss Mc- 
Ginnis was playing with a forty-five- 
point handicap and that she had at that 
moment just started on her tenth game 
out of the eleven each entry in the tour- 
nament must play. Thereupon he took 
us inside the canvas enclosure which 
separated the exhibition table from the 
rest of the Academy and sat us down 
to watch his novelty in action against 
Peter Christensen, who had won sev- 
en and lost two. Miss McGinnis was 
shooting when we came in, and the 
score read 48 to minus 1, showing that 
her opponent had already lost one ball 
on a scratch and she had run three. 
The game was for the standard total 
of 125. 

Our quarry proved to be a brunette 
colleen of medium height, dressed in 

brown skirt, plaid jacket, handkerchief 
which matched her skirt, and a pin which 
sparkled bravely through the tobacco 
smoke. The fingers that held her cue, 
and in fact the ones that didn’t, were 
decked out in nail polish of a dark shade 
of pink. She moved around the table 
with professional briskness, differing lit- 
tle from the ordinary, or male, player. 
We noticed that there were two women 
in the gallery instead of the usual none. 
Miss McGinnis ran her score up to 85 
while Mr. Christensen was picking up 
17, and it looked as though she was 
on her way to her fifth victory when 
Christensen suddenly went off on a 
run of 71 and then won at 125 to 
93. 

We talked with Miss McGinnis for 
a while after the game, and discovered 
that she is thirty years old and learned 
to play back home in her father’s pool 
hall in Honesdale, Pennsylvania. She 
started at seven and by the time she was 
ten she could beat about anybody in 
town, She told us that she had gone to 
East Stroudsburg Teachers College but 
didn’t expect to teach anything except 
pool, What with exhibitions and an 
academy of her own, which she ran for 
a while in Providence, Rhode Island, 
she has made her living from the game. 
She used to play semi-professional base- 
ball in the summer, pitching for various 
men’s teams for a couple of innings at 
a time, and once, when Babe Didrikson 
offered to lick any fellow-woman at any 
sport she cared to name, Miss McGinnis 
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took her on at pool and beat her handi- 
ly. “She didn’t know much about the 
game,” Miss McGinnis said, “but I 
guess she figured none of the rest of us 
did, either.” 

We asked if many of the men she 
had beaten had given demonstrations of 
pique, and she said that some had, espe- 
cially one man in Akron. “He tore his 
hair out,” she told us. “He wanted to 
play me right away again for five hun- 
dred dollars. T said T didn’t make money 
easy enough to pull any tricks like that.” 
We asked Miss McGinnis if she had 
picked up any of the antics, such as 
stalling or feigning nonchalance, that 
male players use to rattle each other. 
“You mean do I shark them?” she said. 
“No, I haven’t yet, but I may in time. 
Plenty of them do it to me. Not all of 
them are gentlemen.” 

Valentine 

HE saddest Valentine’s Day story 
this year was an enormously in- 

volved affair which starts with a young 
lady named Therese telephoning West- 
ern Union and asking that Valentine 
Greeting 242 be delivered to a certain 
young man. Valentine Greeting 242 
might be criticized as kind of silly, but 
it’s definitely harmless; it reads, “Hens 
cackle, Roosters crow, You're my 
Valentine, Don’t cha know.” Western 
Union, however, sent out Valentine 
Greeting 241, which reads, “Be my 
Valentine, Be my honey, We'll live on 

Love and Daddy’s 
money.” Daddy got 
hold of it, inevitably, 
and while he is probably 
no more suspicious than 
other daddies, there was 
a lot of explaining to be 
done. Western Union, 
we're glad to report, 
wrote a manly, straight- 
forward letter accept- 
ing all the blame, which 
was considerable. 

7 East 61 

RIGHT and early 
last. Monday we 

pressed the buzzer on 
the front door of the 
five-story stone house at 
7 East Sixty-first Street, 
which used to be the 
home of Mrs. John T. 
Pratt and is now the 
Consulate of the Union 
of Soviet Socialist Re- 
publics. A_ stolid-look- 
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ing man with a bow]l- 
shaped haircut admitted 
us, led us upstairs to a 
marble-floored recep- 
tion hall, and asked us 
to wait. We sat on a 
leather lounge under 
the tolerant gaze of 
Stalin and Lenin, whose 
portraits hung on the 
wall, and thumbed 
through an old copy of 
a tabloid called Moscow 
News, which has edi- 
torial offices in Moscow, 
is printed in English, 
and, according to its 
masthead, sells for fif- 
teen kopecks. On page 
4 we came upon a fa- 
miliar byline, that of 
Ralph Ingersoll, the 
prolific PM man. He 
had written an article 
entitled “Impressions of 
Moscow” for the News 
and said in small part: 
“Tt is good to feel your 
confidence. You are 
fresh and young and 
strong. You are also 
obviously very well or- 
ganized.” At this point 
our attention was dis- 
tracted by a Russian 
sweater girl who passed 
through the hall looking 
awfully fresh and young 
and strong and obvious- 
ly well organized. In 
a room across the hall 
a switchboard lady was spelling out for 
an unseen someone the name of the 
Consul General, V. A. Fediushine: “V 
for Victory, A for Australia, F for 
Franklin, E for England...” It was 
very comforting. 

We were finally shown into the office 
of an attaché, who jotted down our 
name, address, and nationality and in- 
quired the purpose of our visit. We said 
we were a journalist just come to look 
around and tell of what we saw, and 
he said our call was hardly in the char- 
acter of regular procedure. After a short 
wait, however, he took us into the office 

of Mr. Dimitri Zaikin, a vice-consul, a 
youngish man with close-cropped light 
hair and a pleasant smile. Mr. Zaikin 
told us that the Consulate was a busy 
place these days, what with people drop- 
ping in to make contributions to the 
Russian War Relief fund, inquire about 
relatives in the war zones, or volun- 
teer for service in the Russian Ar- 
my. Zaikin said no volunteers were be- 

ing accepted, though they are thanked 
heartily for their good intentions. Nat- 
urally, he said, everybody around the 
Consulate is feeling pretty good about 
Hitler’s retreat and is confident of ul- 
timate victory. 

Mr. Zaikin then took us on a rather 
limited tour of inspection, explaining 
that the Consul General and his wife 
had their living quarters on the third 
floor and couldn’t be disturbed. ‘The 
fourth and fifth floors, he said, were 
given over to offices. On the stair Jand- 
ing between the first and second floors 
was a tremendous bas-relief of Lenin 
and Stalin, illuminated by a pair of baby 
spots; it was moved in from the World’s 
Fair, Mr. Zaikin said. On the second 
floor, we peeked into Mrs. Pratt’s (and 
the U.S.S.R.’s) ballroom and the dining 
room, which had only six seats at the 
table and was clearly not geared to 
expansive diplomacy. On the way 
downstairs we saw a stirrup pump. We 
remarked to Mr. Zaikin, as we were 
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“Tes from Nelson Halliday! ‘Greetings from Miami, Florida, it says.” 

putting on our coat and hat, that all 
the people at the Consulate seemed to 
be very young. “Yes,” he said. “Even 
the Consul General is only thirty-three. 
Weare a young country.” 

Informal 

E know a bachelor named Smith 
who retains a West Indian house- 

boy, on a part-time basis, to keep order 
in his flat, a modest two-and-a-half- 
room diggings on East Seventieth Street. 
The other day he was mildly shocked by 
the discovery that the boy had been an- 
swering telephone calls with “This is the 
residence of Mr. Smith.” Our house- 
holder explained in simple language that 
he thought this was rather too formal. 
“After all,” he concluded, “this is only 
a walkup apartment.” The boy proved 
entirely agreeable in this matter, The 
next time the telephone rang he said, 
by way of greeting, “This is the walkup 
apartment of Mr. Smith.” 
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“When do the celebrities start fighting?”



SMUGGLERS IN THE DUST, 
OR, HOLLYWOOD HITS BACK 

New racket, consisting of the smuggling 
of tourists into film studios, is being 
stamped out by industry execs, working 
in collaboration with the Better Business 
Bureau. Gang in downtown Los Angeles 
had been slipping visitors, at $7.50 per 
head, into the picture lots through bribery 
and other subterfuges—Variety. 

(Scene: A rather sordid opium den in 
downtown Los Angeles. Two tiers of 
bunks at left and right contain hud- 
dled figures, obviously slaves of the pop- 
py. Downstage, at centre, an unearthly 
greenish glow picks out the figure of an 
Old Man crouched over a kerosene 
lamp. He is turning an opium pill on a 
hatpin over the lamp flame and mutter- 
ing the inscrutable wisdom of the East. 
At left, a sliding panel in the wall, 
marked “Sliding Panel,? and at right a 
telephone, unfortunately without any 
wires.) 

tp Man (muttering the inscru- 
O table wisdom of the East) : Five 

thousand years ago the sage 
hath said, “If a pepper seed takes wings, 
it will turn into a dragonfly, yet if a 
dragonfly loses its wings, it will not re- 
vert to a pepper seed.” That is what the 
sage hath said five thousand years ago. 
(The door at rear opens suddenly and 
Bob Bundy, a young motion-picture ex- 
ecutive, enters. Helooks about curiously.) 

Bos Bunpy (aside) : What a strange 
place! My chum Tyrone Rukeiser must 
have been joking when he told me to 
meet him here. But then, he is the 
smartest investigator in the Los Angeles 
Better Business Bureau and as bright as 
a new penny. With his resourcefulness 
and cool daring, we should soon see the 
last of the gang which has been slipping 
visitors, at $7.50 per head, into the pic- 
ture lots through bribery and other sub- 
terfuges. (Sees Old Man huddled over 
lamp) Hullo! Perhaps this bit of human 
flotsam can assist me. ... Have you seen 
a young man answering to the name of 
Tyrone Rukeiser? 
Op Man (querulously): No savvy 

Tylone Lukeiser. This No. 1 sordid hop 
joint, catchum plenty first-chop opium, 

Bos (aside): John Chinaman is a 
slick customer; I shall have to match 
wits with him....Have you a tele- 
phone, my fliend? 

Oxp Man: Telephone here but no 
wires along him: 

Bos: Perhaps it will work without 
them. (Into phone) Hello, Central? 
Give me Tyrone Rukeiser, ace investi- 
gator of the Better Business Bureau and 

sworn nemesis of the gang which has 
been slipping visitors, at $7.50 per head, 
into the picture lots through bribery 
and other subterfuges. ... What, he left 
hours ago? Oh, beans 

Oxp Man (chuchling) : Tylone Lu- 
keiser allee samee big fool. 

Box (hotly): Easy, Mister, easy! 
Anything you say about that party goes 
double for Bob Bundy! 
Op Maw: Bob Bundy him likewise 

a jerk. 
Bos (advancing with doubled fists): 

Darn your impertinence, you scum— 
(Old Man rises, slips off his disguise, 

revealing Tyrone Rukeiser.) 
Tyrone (good-humoredly) : Not so 

fast, Bob Bundy! 
Bor (gasping): You had me non- 

plussed for a moment. You could pass 
muster anywhere, old man! 

Tyrone: You bet I could pass mus- 
ter [mustard]; I hate it. . .. Now look 
here, Bob, we have no time to lose. 
Have you a “roscoe” on your person? 

Bor (fats his pocket significantly) : 
Yes, I brought my Mauser. 

Tyrone: Good. We'll need your 
Mauser [mouser] for these rats. 

Bos: But tell me—where are we? 
Tyrone: In the stronghold of 

“Shameful Roger” Esterhazy, guiding 
genius of the gang himself. 

Boz: Phew! 
‘Tyrone: Exactly. And tonight finds 

our precious friend on the threshold of 
what may well be his most audacious ex- 
ploit. You recall the recent disappear- 
ance of a certain Eunice Haverstraw, 
only daughter of wealthy Judge Haver 
straw of Vandalia, Mo.? 

Bos: I thought little of it at the time. 
‘Tyrone: Few did. Through sources 

of information at my disposal, howev- 
er, I soon found that Shameful Roger 
is keeping her prisoner in this maze of 
underground tunnels, employing a drug, 
as yet little known to science, which 
paralyzes the will, (Lowering his voice) 
Bob, I have every reason to believe he 
plans to substitute her for glamorous 
Irene Dunne in the R.K.O. production 

    

15 

“She Married Her Public Relations 
Counsel”! 

Bos: The man must be a devil in 
human guise! 

Tyrone: Furthermore, he intends 
to smuggle himself into Metro-Gold- 
wyn-Mayer, fob himself off as Louis 
B. Mayer, and embark on a veritable 
orgy of substitution! 

Bor: How to circumvent this mad 
enterprise calculated to strike at the very 
heart of the flicker industry? 

Tyrone: I have been racking my 
pate for the solution. Luckily, I have 
wormed my way into the confidence of 
“Feathers” Blake, Esterhazy’s moll, 
whom I am expecting here at any mo- 
ment. 

Bo (soberly): This is playing with 
fire, old chap. Keep your nose clean; 
you are treading on dangerous ground. 

Tyrone (pushing him out the door): 
Look, you go and reconnoitre. And if 
you can’t find Eunice Haverstraw, for 
God’s sake dig up some new metaphors. 
(As Bob exits, the sliding panel opens 
and “Feathers” Blake enters sinuously. 
She wears tight black satin and silver 
foxes, carries a mesh bag containing a 
wicked little pearl-handled revolver.) 

Fratuprs (her eyes smoldering): 
Hello, you two-timing bastard. 

‘Tyrone: Why, what’s the matter, 

Feathers? 
Featuers: Nothing. I always say 

that whenever I enter a room. (Lifting 
her face to his) Like me a little? 

‘Tyrone: What do you think? 
Fratuers: What do I think? 
Tyrone: Yes, what do you think? 
FrarHers: About what? 
Tyrone: I forget. 
Freatuers: The trouble with you is 

you're more in love with love than you 
are with me. 

Tyrone (parrying) : Love is a some- 
time thing. 

Featuers: Well, get this, brother. 
You remain true to me or I'll kill you. 

‘Tyrone (thinking to pass it off light- 
ly): You'll have to make me a better 
offer than that—ha-ha-ha! 

FEATHERS: Quiet, you lug. (She seals 
his mouth with a iss.) 
. Tyrone: I wonder if we're being 

quite fair to “Shameful Roger” 
Esterhazy. 

Featuers: Pah! He’s busy 
with that blonde milksop, Eunice 
Haverstraw. 

Tyrone (craftily): Where do 
you suppose he keeps her con- 
cealed? 

Fratuers (off her guard) :Ina 
suite of apartments directly above, 
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“Which you am I 

furnished in truly Oriental splendor. 
Tyrone: Say, let’s sneak up there— 

it might be alark! (4 gong sounds; they 
turn, startled, to find “Shameful Rog- 
er? Esterhazy in the doorway. He is 
a sinister, well-groomed individual on 
the order of Cesar Romero, educated 
both here and abroad, and speaks several 
languages miserably. The occupants of 
the bunks slide down and surround the 
guilty couple.) 

Esrernazy (élandly): Good eve- 
ning, my dear... . So you're the young 
man who has been meddling in my 
affairs, (His men seize and bind Tyrone 
and Feathers.) 

Tyrone (boldly): Your goose is 
cooked, Esterhazy. All the facts relative 
to your dubious operations are in a safe- 
deposit box at the Cordwainers’ and 
Poulterers’ National Bank—and_ the 
D.A. has the key! 

Esreruazy: Yes, my friend, but I 

have you. Now, Mr. Rukeiser, we shall 
have a little divertissement, so you will 
please to sit very quietly in that chair. 
(His aides produce a gunnysack, place 
Feathers inside, and open a trapdoor.) 

Tyrone (flaying for time): You 

  

talking to now?” 

Esrernazy: Simply a tributary, my 
dear fellow, but the effect is the same. 

You're next, so watch closely. Low- 
er away, lads. (4s they pick up the 
bag, the sharp notes of a bugle ring 
out offstage and eight comely misses in 
Girl Scout uniform burst in the door, 
brandishing swords made of lath. They 
quickly overpower Esterhazy and his 
confederates.) 

Corporat Dora Ammipown (to 

Tyrone): We got your message 
in the nick of time. 

Esrernazy (with an cath): 

Jeekers! Who are you, anyway? 
‘Tuer Grrets: The D.A.R.! 
Esrernazy: Who? 
Tue Girts: The Daughters 

of Albertina Rasch! 
Bos Bunpy (entering with 

a beautiful heiress): And here is 
Eunice Haverstraw, in fairly 
good condition. (4 portly gen- 
tleman in cutaway and silk hat 
pushes through the throng and 
embraces Eunice.) 

Jupvce Haverstraw (to 
Tyrone): Youve rounded up a 
dangerous nest of radicals, my 
boy. Here is my certified check 
for fifty thousand dollars Mex. 
(His eyes twinkling) And if 
Eunice still wants you—well, 
son, there’s always a partnership 
open in Dostoevski, Griscom, 
Zarathustra & Haverstraw. 

‘Tyrone: Thanks, Judge, but 
—well, I guess I have a previous 
commitment. 

Jupce Haverstraw (loud- 
ly): Why, what do you mean, 
you insolent guttersnipe? 

‘Tyrone (softly, to Bob): 
Shall we tell them? 

Bos (élushing) : If—if you like, Ty- 
rone. (Bob hastily removes his disguise 
of motion-picture executive, revealing 
himself to be Rosalind Russell. An in- 
stant of surprise, and then all join in a 
long locomotive for the lovers and troop 
off, leaving Feathers to kick around dis- 
consolately in her gunnysack until the 
stagehands release her.) 

CURTAIN 
—S. J. PERELMAN 

  

LITANY FOR ANEW A.E.F. 

Epaulettes of Farragut, 
Powder-horn of Boone, 
Hawaii’s fateful morning, 
Shiloh’s fearful moon. 

(Be with us as we embark.) 

Bayonets in Belleau Wood, 
Song of Marion’s men, 
Fox-holes in the Philippines, 
Wake’s grim garrison. 

(Be an example unto us.) 

Lincoln’s face, its sadness; 
“That from these honored dead 
We take increased devotion . . .” 
Other things he said. 

(Support us in the battle.) 

Stars above our cornfields, 
Morning-colored wind, 
Snow, and wood-fires burning 
On hearths we leave behind. 

(Shine for us, dear beacons.) 

God of the hidden purpose, 
Let our embarking be 

are a cunning adversary, Shameful Rog- 
er. I confess I hardly expected to see 
the Los Angeles River here. 

The prayer of proud men asking 
Not to be safe, but free. 

—Henry Morton Rosrnson



A PLACE OF GREAT HISTORICAL INTEREST 
rs. DEVEREAUX stood by the 

M pantry door. In her dining 
room she could hear the foot- 

steps and the nervous coughing of people 
she would never know. She had not 
felt as mischievous and guilty since her 
childhood. “The furniture is Duncan 
Phyfe,” she heard Miss Patten, the sec- 
retary of the Westfield Historical Socie- 
ty, explaining. “The gold china on the 
sideboard has been used by the family 
to celebrate four golden-wedding an- 
niversaries, and the etching over the 
mantelpiece is a representation of the 
death of Montcalm in the Battle of 
the Plains of Abraham. Please follow 
me. Do not handle anything. . . ” Mrs. 
Devereaux waited in the pantry until 
she heard the front door open and close. 
‘Then she went through the dining room 
into the hall, where Miss Patten was 
resting. 

“How many were there?” Mrs. 
Devereaux asked. 

“Fight.” Miss Patten seemed 
tired. “The senior class of the high 
school is coming at half past three. 
There’ll be twenty-six of them.” 

“I think youre doing wonder- 
fully,” Mrs. Devereaux said. “I 
heard you coming through the din~ 
ing room. I don’t see how you re- 
member all those things.” 

“Someone has to remember 
them,” Miss Patten said. 

“Shall I have them make you a 
cup of tea?” 

“No thank you,” Miss Patten 
said. 

Mrs. Devereaux went on into 
the drawing room to see if anything 
had been stolen. She had removed. 
all the ashtrays and cigarette boxes, 
but people were not to be trusted 
and she wouldn’t put the theft of a 
candlestick or a picture beyond any 
of them. Everything seemed to be 
in order, so she went into the back 
parlor and dealt herself a hand of 
solitaire, a game her analyst had 
recommended. She talked aloud as 

she. put down the cards: “Black 
ten on red jack, red nine on black 
ten, black eight on red mine...” 
She was a frail woman and had to 
take digitalis for her heart. Her 
eyes were watery and her lips were 
slack and the bones of her face 
were beginning to show. When she 
heard her daughter Iphigenia’s 
footsteps outside, she called, “If 
you use the lavatory in the vesti- 
bule, dear, be sure and close the 
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door. The whole high school is com- 
ing through the house. And if you go 
downtown again, I wish you'd stop at 
the Western Union office and get a 
telegram for me.” 

“T took your clothes to the cleaner’s, 
got the groceries, mailed Charlie’s let- 
ters, and bought some nail polish for 
the cook,” Iphigenia said, “and if any- 
one asks me to do anything else, PIL 
scream.” She came into the back parlor, 
a fat girl in her middle twenties. Her 
face was so plain that she was sometimes 
mistaken for her mother’s maid. She 
had had to do all the driving since her 
brother Charlie lost his license for speed- 
ing. “Dm sick and tired of doing every- 
thing for everyone in this family,” she 
said. “I’m going to Palm Beach next 
week with the Hoveys, and then you'll 
have to get a chauffeur.” 

“You know perfectly well that I 
can’t get a chauffeur,” Mrs, Devereaux 
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said. “They're all in Bridge- 
port, making guns.” 

“Pm so indispensable that you prob- 
ably won’t let me go to Palm Beach,” 
Iphigenia said. “You'll think up some 
plan so I can’t go to Palm Beach. Every- 
one else in this family makes plans and 
they go through, but I make plans and 
nothing ever happens.” 

ie would be hot in Palm Beach, Iphi- 
genia thought; it would be hot in 

Palm Beach and she would spend the 
rest of her life taking care of her family 
in a cold, wet, godforsaken Connecticut 
town. Her brother Charlie came into 
the room, and she turned to him and 
asked bitterly, “Did you have a nice 
time last night, dear?” 

“They took a photograph of me 
dancing with the Contessa Montressor,” 
Charlie said. “Winchell has me in his 
column this morning. The Hulings 
were there—airplane accessories. And 
Mrs. Burns—chewy candy bars. And 
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“Boy, what I'd give to see his face tomorrow!”
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the T. MacFadden Osgoods—ropes and 
cables. And some people who have a big 
folding-box company in Chicago, but 
I can’t remember their names.” 

“Pierce?” Mrs. Devereaux asked. 
“No.” Charlie crossed the room, ex- 

amined his mother’s cards, and shifted 
several of them. He had been out of 
college two years and he was now wait- 
ing to be drafted. He had a cap of light, 
curly hair, blue eyes, and sharp, regular 
features that made him look like an Ar- 
row Collar advertisement of the nine- 
teen-twenties, 

“You're going to the Dobles’ party,” 
Mrs. Devereaux said suddenly to her 
daughter. “That’s why you can’t go to 
Palm Beach. There’ll be a lot of lovely 
young men there.” 

“Men, men, men.” Iphigenia sighed. 
“Tm sick of them, Really I am. ’'m 
not going to chase men, like that Doble 
girl.” 

“Iphigenia!” 
“Iphigenia. What a name! No won- 

der I can’t do anything with a name like 
that.” 

“You were named after your god- 
mother, dear. We thought she was go- 
ing to leave you some money.” 

“That’s what you thought. You 
thought she was going to leave me some 
money and I’m handicapped by an ugly 
name for the rest of my life.” 

“I can remember the day you were 
christened,” Mrs. Devereaux said. “You 
were over two years old and I had to 
clip all the hair off your head to make 
you look younger. You could have 
walked up the aisle yourself, and I was 
afraid you were going to. Louis Beau- 
fort had a ball the night before and we 
didn’t get to bed until five. All the 
women went as Cleopatra and your 
father dressed up like an asp.” 

“Where in hell are all the ashtrays?” 
Iphigenia asked. 

“T put them in the cabinet. I was 
afraid someone might steal them.” 

“JT don’t see why we have to have 
a lot of people marching through the 
house,” Iphigenia said. 

“Well, I don’t like it any more than 
you do,” Mrs. Devereaux said, “but 
they’re all crazy mad to get in here and 
see what it looks like, and it seemed 
a good way of raising money. It’s the 
only thing I can do. T’'ll never 
learn how to knit and I haven’t 
time to go to those Red Cross 
classes.” 

“What's the money going 
for?” Iphigenia asked, and 
then she leered. “Bundles for 
Britain?” 

ONE GOOD HOARDER DESERVES ANOTHER 

“Who is that most attractive man?” 
‘The eager people shout. 
More shame on they, 
For Pm sorry to say 
It’s Obadiah Stout. 
‘The dowager swaps him compliments, 
While the débutante admires; 
They rock the globe 
With praise of Obe, 
‘The man with four new tires. 

Last year he rode downtown alone, 
And home alone from dances, 
And girls in hordes 
With loud “Oh, Lord”’s 
Rebuffed his wistful glances. 
He humbly crept from snub to snub, 
The lowliest of pariahs; 
No gaffer or youth 
Foresaw, forsooth, 
Those tires of Obadiah’s. 

The two in front are firm to touch, 
Their pressure is 28-pound ; 
At the turn of a wheel 
They never, never squeal; 
And the two in back are round. 
Oh, others must hobble upon the rim, 
Or trudge, as did their sires, 
Or swallow their pride 
And thumb a ride 
From the man with four new tires. 

‘The upper crust of the créme de la créme 
Hangs on him like a tassel; 
The erstwhile bore, 
The yokel of yore, 
Is now the king of the castle. 
For if you do not care to drive 
Ina jeep or a Black Maria, 
Or take a chance 
In an ambulance, 
You cultivate Obadiah. 

How many hitherto gelid hearts 
Glow now with amorous fires! 
What traps are planned 
For the fair white hand 
Of the man with four new tires! 
But hark! T hear from the beauty shops 
A scream like a wounded cougar— 
He has married a girl 
With a winsome curl 
And a hundred pounds of sougar. 

“United Service 
Mrs. Devereaux said. 

“By the way, Mother, can you lend 
me fifty dollars?” Charlie said casually. 

“No,” Mrs. Devereaux said. 
“Thirty?” 
“No.” 

Charlie went to the window. “You 
have the money,” he said petulantly. 
“You have it in your bag. You just 
don’t want me to spend it. A lot of 
good it’s going to do you. Last night I 
had a dream about inflation.” 

“Well, I don’t want to hear about 

it,” Mrs. Devereaux said. 
“T was using twenty-dollar bills for 

cigarette papers. First there was infla- 
tion. That was bad enough. Then there 
was revolution. We escaped in the old 
station wagon. We got as far as Mary- 

Organizations,” 

  

—Ocpen Nasu 

land before they caught up with us. 
‘They tried us for high treason. And do 
you know who was in the jury?” 

“Stop it, Charlie,” Mrs. Devereaux 
said. 

“There was that dry-cleaner in West 
Palm Beach you never paid,” he said, 
“and that grocery man in Saratoga 
Springs who still sends you bills, and 
that steward on the old Mauretania you 
never tipped. And there was that dress- 
maker in Philadelphia and that antique 
dealer in Lenox and that florist on 
Madison Avenue and that druggist on 
the corner of Sixty-seventh Street and 
that—” 

“Stop it, Charlie, stop it. You're giv- 
ing me palpitations!” Mrs. Devereaux 
put her hand over her heart. Just then 
the maid came in to say that the high- 

school children had arrived. 
Charlie quickly closed the door 
between the drawing room and 
the back parlor. 

HE high-school children 
were apparently stricken 

dumb, either by a sense of in- 
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“Pve been telling him an old-fashioned, hell-fire sermon would turn the trick.” 

trusion or by a sense of the past. When 
they came down the hall there was only 
the noise of the floor sills straining un- 
der their weight and the high voice of 
Miss Patten. “These mirrors above the 
stairs,” she was saying, “were brought 
home from France to the second Mrs. 
Devereaux by her husband, Mr. Samuel 
Devereaux, our Ambassador there. The 
yellow brocade window curtains are ex- 
act copies of two pair given as a wed- 
ding present to the third Mrs. Dever- 
caux by Thomas Jefferson.” 

Miss Patten’s voice was more dis- 
tinct as she came into the drawing 
room. “If you will please step this way. 
Do not handle anything. The white 
table was presented to the first Mrs. 
Devereaux by Lafayette on the fifth an- 
niversary of her marriage to Jeremiah 
Devereaux, a member of our first Con- 
tinental Congress and a signer of our 

Constitution. ‘The two screens by the 
fireplace were embroidered by Mrs. 
Devereaux and were used to shield her 
face from the fire. The andirons were 
also hers. The portrait above the sofa 
is of Jeremiah Devereaux and his eight 
children: Samuel, John, Ethan, Faith, 
Hope, Deborah, Ezekiel, and Abigail. 
The portrait by the window is of John 
Adams and the bust on the bookcase 
is of John Quincy Adams. The pic- 
ture over the fireplace is a sketch of 
George Washington that was later used 
as the basis of the portrait that now 
appears on the one-cent stamp. Peter 
Devereaux wrote his famous history of 
the thirteen original colonies seated at 
that leather-covered kidney desk. The 
desk was given to Charles Devereaux 
by Benjamin Franklin in part payment 
of a debt. Peter Devereaux was a fa- 
mous abolitionist and this house was 

used as a station in the underground rail- 
road during the Civil War. If you will 
please follow me. Do not handle any- 
thing.” 

The crowd passed out into the hall. 
Miss Patten’s voice grew less distinct 
and then it was lost to the Devereauxs 
altogether, and in the few minutes of 
silence that followed they heard the 
complaints of the old house settling its 
sills and timbers in the cold. 

—Joun CHEEVER 

  

ANSWERS TO HARD QUESTIONS 

I sometimes wonder what women do 
who never can work at a simple humble 
physical task when they are sad. What do 
they do in the Waldorf-Astoria when life 
hurts them?—From an article in the La- 
dies’ Home Journal. 

They phone room service.
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THE READING PUBLIC 

The third movement opens with a denial, stated 
by the woodwinds, that love is fleeting. Those fa- 
miliar with Odomskis tragic affair with Bertha 
Muvova, the notorious sister of the concertmaster 
of the Milan Symphony, will be reminded of his 
famous letter to the Countess d’Immini, in which 

_impishly, that, although love lasts, it 

he said, “Love is, Madame, not, fleeting.” Soon, 
however, comes a passage in which the strings imply, 

   (“W hat is our love turning into?” Odomskiw 
1836, to Greta Haffscheimer, the Braumeister’ 
with whom, for a time, he was passionately in... 

  

 



*. PROF 
THE HAT ON THE ROLL~TOP DESK~Il 

VERY once in a while these days 
E you are apt to be seated at a din- 

ner party next to a well-dressed 
seer who looks you sternly in the eye 
and says, “Of course, after the war it’s 
the managers who will take over.” 
There is much talk about the coming of 
what a man named James Burnham has 
labelled the Managerial Revolution. A 
manager, in the latest, snobbish sense 
of the word, is a salaried bureaucrat in 
big business or the government, an ad- 
ministrative specialist, a desk man who 
runs the show for the power and sat- 
isfaction that are in it but without 
the prospect of accumulating any great 
wealth. The managers, so the theory 

goes, will be working either for the state 

or for the stockholders, depending on 
how private enterprise fares in the post- 
war world, but either way the managers 
will have their innings. Leon Fraser, 
the president of the First National Bank, 
is, according to the experts, almost 
the model manager, even though there 
seems to be nothing very revolutionary 
about him. Some people suspect, for that 
matter, that after the Managerial Revo- 
lution has taken place, everything may 
look just about as it did before. Fraser is, 
at any rate, one of the new breed of busi- 
nessmen who are youthful and smooth 
rather than crusty or swashbuckling, 
who are willing to take the responsibility 
of running someone else’s business, and 
who are not fazed by the new and un- 
precedented patterns of economics and 
statecraft. He is reconciled to running 
one of America’s few billion-dollar 
banks for a salary of $72,500 a year. 

S the country gets into its wartime 
stride, Fraser is constantly being 

reminded, rather happily, of the early 
days of our participation in the last war. 
He feels that the year 1917 divided his 
life into two pat halves. In the first half 
he put in twelve somehow inconclusive 
years as a student and political-science 
teacher at Columbia University, where 
he made a name for himself more as a 
campus liberal and world-saver than 
as a scholar, acquired four degrees, 
wrote an undistinguished Doctor’s thesis 
on “British Opinion of the American 
Constitution,” and finally was eased off 
the faculty for pacifist activities. Then, 
upon our entrance into the war, when 
he was twenty-seven, he abruptly joined 
the Army, and the second and more 
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conclusive half of his 
life got under way. 

Fraser had been a 
private in the Thirtieth 
Division, encamped 
near Greenville, South 
Carolina, for a month 
when he heard that a 
Colonel Willey Howell 
of his division was about 

to sail for France to 
help run the Judge Ad- 
vocate General’s De- 
partment of the A.E.F. 
He heard, too, that 

Howell knew almost 
no French and only 
military law. Fraser 
knewFrench thorough 
ly and was a member of 
the New York bar. On the impulse of 
the moment, and without permission 
from his superior officer, he left camp, 
called on the Colonel at his home, and 
asked to be made his aide. The Col- 
onel, when he learned that Fraser was 
A.W.O.L., told him he was more likely 
to wind up in the guardhouse than in the 
Judge Advocate General’s Department. 
Fraser, an unusually glib private, quick- 
Jy talked himself out of his predicament 
and into the job. Two days later he 
was made a sergeant major in the Judge 
Advocate General’s Department and 
sailed with the Colonel. 

In France, Fraser found that most of 
his superior officers in the department, 
among them many prominent lawyers 
and businessmen, were unfamiliar with 
the French civil and criminal codes. 
After spending several days in a library, 
he was ready to fill in these gaps himself. 
Soon these men were turning some of the 
more important legal problems—cases 
on appeal involving theft and other seri- 
ous crimes—over to him, Fraser flour- 
ished under pressure. Within five months 
after his arrival he had advanced to the 
rank of major. By the time the war end- 
ed he had won a Distinguished Service 
Medal for his desk work and had been 
made First Assistant Judge Advocate 
on the staff of Major-General James 
G. Harbord, Chief of Service of Supply. 

Shortly after the armistice, Fraser was 
stationed at Tours, where he settled 

down to an easygoing existence, which 
he remembers chiefly for the opportunity 
it gave him to study the regional wines. 
He formed the agreeable habit of paying 
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a daily call on one win- 
ery which sold a vintage 
he particularly respect- 
ed. The proprietor and 
he grew to be such close 
friends that the man fi- 
nally offered him. his 
daughter’s hand, along 
with an interest in the 
business. Although Fra- 
ser had been toying 
with the idea of staying 
on in Tours perma- 
nently and even of be- 
coming a vintner, he 
turned the proposition 
down. “The young 
lady,” he later re- 
marked to a friend, 
“was at least sixty 
pounds overweight.” 

FTER returning 
to the United 

States in 1919, Fraser, 
who had become accustomed to a cer- 
tain amount of excitement, did not con- 
sider taking up teaching again. He got a 
job as the assistant director of the Bu- 
reau of War Risk Insurance in Wash- 
ington at a salary of $4,000 a year. This 
department was soon made a part of the 
United States Veterans’ Bureau, of 
which Fraser became the acting direc- 
tor. Surrounded by the extravagant and 
dubious horseplay of the Harding ad- 
ministration, he quickly got fed up and 
lost most of whatever hope of saving the 
world he had retained from his Colum- 

bia days. In the summer of 1922 he 
resigned to take a job in Paris with an 
international law firm. While in Wash- 
ington he had met the woman he later 
married, Miss Margaret Maury, a gov- 
ernment clerk, She was small, pretty, 
and red-haired, and had been a show 
girl in “The Passing Show of 1913.” 
She had been divorced from Major 
Walter A. Galt, a first cousin of the 
second Mrs. Woodrow’ Wilson. In 
September, 1922, she joined Fraser in 
Paris, and they were married. 

Fraser, now thirty-two, was practic- 
ing law privately for the first time. His 
firm made a specialty of counselling 
American banking and industrial con- 
cerns which were investing billions of 
dollars in a Europe that was presumably 
all set for a long period of reconstruc- 
tion and peace. Fraser’s rounded educa~ 
tion and his roving studies of public law, 
international law, economics, political 
science, history, and languages proved 
useful to them. He helped work out the 
terms of American loans to European
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governments and the legal and financial 
arrangements by which American in- 
dustrial corporations organized Euro- 
pean subsidiaries. Within a couple of 
years he was well known as a kind of 
informal ambassador from Wall Street 
to the Continent. Fraser maintains to- 
day that throughout this period he was 
not, at least in the conventional sense, 
ambitious. Among his law associates he 
always gave the impression that he felt 
no personal rivalry or professional jeal- 
ousy. Among the big-money men he 
worked for, he was considered so self 
effacing as to be actually soothing. 

By 1924, Fraser, the Columbia lib- 
eral and disciple of Charles A. Beard, 
had gone a long way. He was the con- 
fidential adviser of Morgan partners 
and other international money men. He 
lived in a fashionable apartment in the 
Etoile section of Paris and every morn- 
ing rode in the Bois de Boulogne, on at 
least one occasion with the Prince of 
Wales. The law firm he worked for 
was Coudert Brothers, one of whose 
members was Frederic R. Coudert, Sr., 
who had been on the Columbia board 
of trustees that had shaken Fraser off 
the faculty in 1917. Fraser told Paris 
friends that the coincidence of his turn- 
ing up as an employee of the Couderts 
struck him as merely funny. Whenever 
Coudert was asked how it happened that 

the firm employed Fraser, he just said, 
“Oh, boys will be boys.” There was 
good feeling all around. 

Between 1922 and 1930, America, 
creditor nation to the world, invested 
about seven billion dollars abroad, most- 
ly in Germany. German financial con- 
ditions were chaotic, supposedly because 
of the large reparations claimed by the 
Allies at Versailles. This state of affairs 
threw the entire world economy off bal- 
ance. In an attempt to restore equilibri- 
um and prosperity, General Charles G. 
Dawes and Owen D. Young, represent- 
ing American finance, got together in 
1924 with European financial experts in 
a series of conferences aimed at scaling 
down reparations under what became 
known as the Dawes Plan. Fraser left 
Coudert Brothers to become the Dawes 
Plan’s general counsel. Young spotted 
Fraser as a man of promise and recom- 
mended that he be given, on the side, the 
job of Paris representative of the Agent 
General for Reparations, S. Parker Gil- 
bert, later a Morgan partner, who was 
then stationed in Berlin. Fraser remained 
the counsel for the Dawes Plan for 
the next three years, and in addition 
helped collect reparations. Accompanied 
by a couple of armed guards, he car- 
ried the first German payment under 
the Dawes Plan—five million marks in 
gold—from Berlin to Paris. 

  

  

  

FEBRUARY 21, 1942 

In 1926, Fraser made a brief busi- 
ness trip to New York, and some of his 
old Columbia friends, who had not seen 
him for years, arranged a home-coming 
dinner. Among the guests was Frascr’s 
old college mentor, Professor Beard, 
who was surprised to find himself in 
the company of Owen D. Young and 
other financial masterminds on hand 
to make complimentary after-dinner 
speeches about the young man who 
once thought no financier was quite 
legitimate. He was further puzzled 
by the fact that the master of ceremonies 
was Frederic R. Coudert, Jr., who in 
his student days at Columbia had led the 
conservative element there in an attempt 
to get Fraser thrown off the faculty. 
Beard, after being introduced by Cou- 
dert, a young man who had faithfully 
avoided all of his courses, as “one of the 
foremost living historians,” began his 
speech by expressing doubt whether he 
was really much of a historian, and then 
turned and addressed himself to Fras- 
er. “Leon,” he said, “do you remem- 
ber the old days when you and I used 
to sit in Hamilton Hall with our feet 
up on the desk, damning the world up 
and down? Do you remember what we 
used to say was the funniest thing in the 
world? It was one stuffed shirt telling 
another how good he is.” Everyone 
managed to laugh good-naturedly, but 
from that point the dinner rapidly ran 
downhill. 

'Y 1929 there was trouble again in 
Europe over the question of Ger- 

man reparations. The Dawes Plan had 
turned out to be inadequate. Owen D. 
Young went to Paris as a member of 
a new delegation to work out what later 
became known as the Young Plan, 
which would further reduce German 
reparations, and to lay the groundwork 
for the Bank for International Settle- 
ments, or the World Bank, designed to 
help stabilize Europe’s economic struc 
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ture. He called in Fraser, 
who was then with the inter- 
national law firm of Ropes, 
Gray, Boyden & Perkins, to act 

as his chief legal adviser and eco- 
nomic expert. Characteristically, 
Fraser kept in the background. 
While the statesmen and finan- 
ciers conferred in one big room, 
Fraser and several other young 
aides worked in an anteroom. 
Whenever the delegates wanted 
facts and figures on some topic 
they rang a bell and the aides 
went in for instructions. The 
young men, who weren’t above 
indulging in a bit of Stock Ex- 
change humor, called themselves 
the Bellhops Club. Whenever 
they received a summons, Fraser 
was usually the first to take off 
his coat—he wore pink shirts 
and spectacular neckties—and 
get to work. He rapidly scribbled 
the answers, from memory, on 

the backs of envelopes, thus dis- 
couraging his less knowledgeable 
colleagues. Furthermore, every 
once in a while he stepped into 
the middle of things to do some 
quiet negotiating between two 
or three hotheaded national 
groups involved in the confer- 
ences. All in all, Fraser perhaps 
had as much to do with drafting 
the details of the Plan and the 
World Bank as anyone except 
Young himself. 

The World Bank was estab- 
lished at Basel, Switzerland, in 
February, 1930, with a capital 
of about $25,000,000 in Swiss gold 
francs and a membership consisting 
of the Bank of England, the Reichs- 
bank, the Banque de France, and twen- 

ty other European central banks, which 
were at once its depositors and its stock- 
holders. It was designed, Fraser has 
said, “to add an element of control to 
the old capitalist system that had grown 
up in Europe since Victorian times.” 
For bankers it was a little League 
of Nations, and just about as shadowy, 
too, since none of the central banks 
really gave up any of their autonomy. 
To the press Fraser talked cheerfully 
enough about the World Bank during 
this period, but to a few close friends he 
said that European finances were in a 
bad way and that what the World Bank 
was doing to remedy the situation was 
not enough. Among insiders it was 
taken for granted that Germany would 
never finish paying her reparations. The 
more thoughtful financial men also wor- 
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“But, Ida, do you think youll be happy polishing shell casings?” 

ried over the fact that the money Ger- 
many paid to the Allies, who eventually 
handed it over to the United States, 
their creditor, was being lent back to 
Germany at high rates by American 
bankers. Today many economists dis- 
miss the entire series of inter-govern- 
mental financial arrangements in Eu- 
rope during the twenties and early 
thirties as well intentioned but idiotic, 

although at the time they were inclined 
to be as wide-eyed as anyone else. Fraser 
now says, “We had to work with the 
existing forces. We would set up one 
dam, and if that didn’t hold we would 
set up another dam at another posi- 
tion.” 

Although the United States’ semi- 
governmental Federal Reserve System 
did not belong to the World Bank or 
own any of its stock, several big pri- 
vate American banks, such as Morgan, 
the Chase National, the First National, 
the National City, and the First Nation- 

al of Chicago, were stockholders and 
depositors, though not members. Recog- 
nizing, not without a twinge, the domi- 
nant creditor position of the Americans, 
the Europeans invited Gates W. Mc- 
Garrah, former chairman of the Fed- 
eral Reserve Bank of New York, to be- 
come the first president of the World 
Bank. McGarrah, who was sixty-six 
and could speak neither French nor 
German, agreed to accept the clearly 
thankless job on condition that a capable 
younger man could be found to assist 
him as vice-president. Owen D. Young, 
Jackson E. Reynolds, then president of 
the First National, and several Morgan 
men all proposed Fraser, who got the 
job, at a salary of $40,000 a year. From 
the beginning, Fraser, who was just 
forty and without banking experience, 
actually ran the World Bank, though 
to the press and outsiders in general he 
tried to give the impression that he had. 
almost nothing to do with it and that
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McGarrah was extremely active. In the 
spring of 1933, McGarrah retired and 
Fraser was elected president at a salary 
of $50,000 a year. 

URING his World Bank days 
Fraser and his wife lived in a 

chateau just outside Basel. For the most 
part life was duller than it had been in 
Paris, but Fraser did what he could to 
brighten it up by giving an opulent week- 
end party for the bank’s directors be- 
fore cach of the monthly board meet- 
ings. Among the guests were men like 
Montagu Norman, governor of the 
Bank of England, Clément Moret, gov- 
ernor of the Banque de France, and 
Hjalmar Schacht, president of the 
Reichsbank, most of whom appeared to 
enjoy Fraser’s American notions of hos- 
pitality, which included providing a jazz 
band and teaching his friends the fine 
points of the Lindy Hop. At the bank’s 
board meetings, Fraser put on a cutaway 
and striped trousers and presided austere- 
ly in English, French, and German. The 
decorum of the World Bank was rarely 
violated. Arguments were kept on a 
courteous diplomatic plane and speeches 
were filled with formal, easily translated 
clichés. On one occasion, however, a 
meeting was almost broken up when 
Fraser, who was reading a part of the 
text of a settlement, was interrupted by 
aloud and unexpected howl from one of 
the delegates. The man, it turned out, 
was merely issuing a protest. A trans- 
lator had misplaced a negative in the 
text in such a way as to cost the dele- 
gate’s country an even three million 
dollars. 

From the day the World Bank 
opened there was little except misfor- 
tune to look forward to. The world- 
wide economic collapse was well along. 
For five years Fraser was in an ideal if 
unenviable position to watch the entire 
European financial-political tra~ 
gedy unfold. “The banker al- 
ways knows in advance,” he 
has said. “The banker sees the 
accounts going down, down, 
down.” Fraser, aware that he 
was working against impossible 
odds, did no crying in public. 
However, once in a while, alone 
with an intimate friend, he 
would take off his cutaway, pour 
himself a long drink, and relax; 
then he would swear and say 
that “the whole rotten struc- 
ture” of European finance was 
doomed. The position of those 
who defended the gold standard, 
he would add, was hopeless. 

Then he would start laughing and go 
back to his job of defending it. 

According to Fraser, at the beginning 
of the depression the bankers of England 
and France could not bring themselves 
to work together harmoniously, and 
their discord led to the disruption of 
Austria’s governmental finances follow- 
ing the failure of the big Creditanstalt of 
Vienna in the summer of 1931. After 
that there was a “silent” run on the 
German banks, and finally there was 
pressure upon even the Bank of Eng- 
land, which suspended gold payments 
in September. Fraser was kept busy 
organizing rescue parties. “I practical- 
ly lived on the international telephone,” 
he recalls. Earlier in 1931, as the politi- 
cal situation had grown tense in Ger- 
many, the World Bank directors had 
hastily drawn up plans to float an issue 
of long-term German bonds, which 
they thought might head off disaster. 
These plans were, Fraser says, “hit on 
the nose” by Germany’s and France’s 
maneuvers against each other and by 
the undercover hostilities between the 
French and British financiers. Then all 
such schemes for temporary relief, along 
with so many other schemes, were given 
the knockout blow by the accession to 
power of Hitler in 1933. 

All the dams that had been set up to 
protect the international gold standard 
and the system of free money exchange 
began to fall apart at one time. From 
then on, Fraser’s job was to conduct a 
diplomatic rear-guard action in order to 
recover as much of the American, Brit- 
ish, and French money invested in Ger- 
many as could be wrung from Dr. 
Schacht. Keeping his political senti- 
ments to himself, Fraser negotiated 
with the Nazis in his usual amicable 
fashion. His relations with Schacht, 
perhaps the second most powerful man 
in the Nazi regime until Hitler demoted 

  

  

  

him in 1939, were warm and personal, 
and the two men corresponded with 
each other until about a year ago. Fra- 
ser’s most important achievement of 
the World Bank period, and one for 
which American finance is still grateful, 
was the devising, in collaboration with 
Schacht, of the celebrated “standstill” 
agreements whereby something between 
sixty and seventy-five per cent of the 
German business debts owed to Ameri- 
can banks were eventually paid off. 
These agreements did not help the 
American investors in German govern- 
ment bonds, however. In 1934, as 
Hitler’s rearmament program gathered 
momentum, Schacht bluntly announced 
that the German government would 
no longer pay any interest on foreign- 
held bonds. Fraser went through the 
motions of making a protest, but he, 
along with many other people, had 
seen this break coming and knew that 
the jig was up in Europe. Not long 
afterward he resigned his post at the 
World Bank and accepted the presi- 
dency of the First National Bank of 
New York, agreeing to spend a pre- 
liminary year and a half breaking in as 
a vice-president, 

In May, 1935, not long before leav- 
ing for America, Fraser had an audi- 
ence with Hitler, possibly the world’s 
most voluble enemy of international fin- 
anciers. “To my own surprise, I was in 
some strange way favorably impressed,” 
Fraser has said, “though I was at the 
same time unmistakably repelled.” Hit- 
Jer’s manner during the interview was 
simple and calm. “Mr. Fraser,” he said 
at one practically gemiitlich point, “you 
are going back to the United States. 
Over there, as I understand it, you 
think of this as a land of blood and mur- 
der. You know that is not true. You peo- 
ple, you Anglo-Saxons, talk a great 
deal about democracy. I think I am 

the leading democrat on earth. 
Every night, when I go to bed, 
I ask myself what I have done 
for the German people. And 
every morning, when I awake, 
I pray that I may do something 
for the German people.” With 
these cheering reassurances, Fra- 
ser sailed for home. 

When Fraser returned to 
New York to prepare to take 
over the presidency of the First 
National and, in accordance with 
the bank’s tradition, to place his 
gray fedora on top of the roll-top 
desk once occupied by George F. 
Baker, Sr., he brought with him 
several foreign medals and rib- 
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“T want to speak to the manager—at once!” 

bons, including the Order of Leopold 
of Belgium, the Order of Sts. Maurizio 
and Lazzaro of Italy, the Order of St. 
Sava of Yugoslavia, and the French Le- 
gion of Honor. He makes a point of 
not taking these very seriously. When 
he was elected to the Legion of Honor 
he wrote a friend in America, “Tt’s like 
joining the Benevolent and Protective 
Order of Elks, only less exclusive.” 

OON after his repatriation, Fraser, 
quick to catch on to American ways, 

came out as a soft-spoken but deter- 
mined carper at the New Deal, thus 
surprising those of his old Columbia 
friends who expected him to do just 
the opposite. He surprised them again 
when, in 1936, he blandly accepted 
a place on the Columbia University 
board of trustees, to which he had been 
just as blandly elected. ‘The first Mon- 
day of every month he journeys up- 
town to the trustees’ room in the Low 
Memorial Library on West 116th Street 

and sits down, a mellowed and forgiv- 
ing Fraser, with some of the men who 
muscled him out of the university a 
quarter-century ago. From time to 

time he has even been mentioned as a 
successor to Nicholas Murray Butler 
in the presidency of the university, 
should Butler, who is seventy-nine, ever 
dream of retiring. 

Some people hoped that Fraser might 
be a progressive influence at Columbia 
because he had once suffered what he 
considered an injustice there. According 
to the campus liberals, or at least those 
who formally call themselves liberals, he 
has been a disappointment. He himself 
speaks of his viewpoint as neither liber- 
al nor conservative but as “Tealistic.” 
Shortly after returning to America, he 
delivered an address at Union College in 
which, without passing judgment, he ex- 
plained Mussolini’s invasion of Ethiopia 
with the familiar argument that Italy 
‘was a have-not nation and had no other 
way of solving her problem of excess 

population; he suggested that perhaps 
American liberals should not be senti- 
mental but should “recognize the facts.” 
He also used to have a few broad-mind- 
ed words to say for General Fran- 
co. On the whole, however, Fraser has 
proved himself less conservative than 
many of his downtown associates, who 
use the word “flexible” to describe his 
policies. His attitude toward labor has 
been conciliatory. For example, he used 
his influence as soon as he became a 
director and member of the finance 
committee of United States Steel to get 
the corporation to recognize the C.I.O. 
and increase wages. 

Under the New Deal the great 
banks, among which the First National, 
with resources of $962,000,000, holds 
a front-line position, have been glumly 
on the defensive. In the last several 
years control of money rates has been 
almost completely lodged in the Treas- 
ury Department, which has kept and 
will probably continue to keep interest
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“Br-r-r, it was cold! Even the Fiihrer himself was nothing 
but a mass of goose-pimples.” 

rates low. The Federal Reserve System 
has become less subject to control by the 
private bankers than it was under Cool- 
idge and Hoover. Jesse Jones and his 
RFC, which has had the power to pour 
billions into new enterprises, have been 
another dislocating factor in the trans- 
formed banking scene. Business initia- 
tive, which once belonged to the money 
barons of two generations ago who pro- 
moted and financed railroads to open up 
the prairies of the West, has passed in 
Fraser’s lifetime into the hands of a gov- 
ernment which even before the war 
made no apologies for operating a more 
or less regulated economy. The First Na- 
tional today has invested almost forty- 
eight per cent of its resources, or approx- 
imately $458,000,000, in United States 
government securities. The First Na- 
tional holds about thirty-five per cent of 
its deposits in cash and has only about five 

per cent of its resources, or $50,000,000, 
in “loans and discounts,” which used to 
be a bank’s main earning assets. Thus, 
like other big banks today, the First Na- 
tional has greater deposits, is more li- 
quid, and is safer than ever before, but 
must content itself with a rate of profit 

which old George F. Baker, Sr., its 
founder, would have considered an im- 
pertinence. 

The First National, which, thanks 
to its policy of not encouraging small 
depositors, has only about twelve hun- 
dred and fifty accounts, can be very sim- 
ply run. Since it has no branch of- 
fices, it gets along with a staff of only 
two hundred. Fraser’s own job, in 
the words of George L. Harrison, the 
financier, is, for the most part, “to 
judge the impact of all kinds of world 
events upon his portfolio” and to guide 
his bank’s investments accordingly. In 
these over-eventful times this means 
merely that he must manage as well 
as he can, with one eye on Washing- 
ton and the other on the communi- 
qués. In off-the-record talks with news- 
papermen, Fraser has said that, war or 
peace, a great bank cannot and should 
not fight the government. Although 
other banks, perhaps in fear of inflation, 
have been investing chiefly in short-term 
government bonds, the First National 
for several years has had a substantial 
portfolio of long-term bonds. This prac- 
tice is not only commendably patriotic 

but also gives the First 
National a higher rate 
of interest—up to four 
per cent instead of less 
than one-half of one 
per cent. 

‘HE Frasers’ quar- 
ters in New York 

occupy the entire floor 
of an apartment house 
on upper Fifth Avenue 
overlooking the reser- 
voir in Central Park. 

‘They have fifteen rooms 
and twenty-nine win- 
dows, which face north, 
south, east, and west. 
“T like to get a sense of 
space,” Fraser says. “I 
hate to wake up in the 
morning and look out 
ata brick wall. It makes 
me feel like a prisoner.” 
He likes, too, to sit by a 
west window at night 
and see the lights of 
the city reflected in the 
reservoir. Summers, 
Fraser spends a good 
deal of time hiking and 
riding on the farm at 
North Granville, New 
York, where he lived 
as a boy and which 
he inherited from his 

foster-parents. The Frasers seldom en- 
tertain in town and few of the bank- 
er’s friends come to his home. Fraser 
doesn’t play golf or bridge. Mrs. Fraser, 
who has retained a professional attach- 
ment to the theatre and is an enthusias- 
tic playgoer, does not share her hus- 
band’s preoccupation with world af- 
fairs. She has been very interested in 
dogs, particularly in a Pekinese named, 
with the halfhearted approval of Gener- 
al Dawes, Jou-Jou Dawes. Jou-Jou 
Dawes crossed the Atlantic with the 
Frasers about thirty times, but finally 
broke down and died of it all. In 1932, 
ten years after they were married, the 
Frasers, who were childless, adopted a 
small boy named James, who is now 
eleven. 

Fraser’s reading, which occupies a 
considerable part of his leisure hours, 
runs to history and economic reports. 
Often he leaves the office a little early in 
the afternoon and stops at the Univer- 
sity Club on his way home for a swim in 
the pool. He also belongs to the Knick- 
erbocker, the Century, the Broad Street, 

the Creek, and the Columbia Clubs. He 
is chairman of the Red Cross War Fund
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for Greater New York and lately has 
been devoting much of his time to this 
job. He is a member of several solemn 
societies, including the Academy of Po- 
litical Science and the Council on For- 
eign Relations, of both of which he is a 
director. The new young men in Wall 
Street, who want to keep apprised of 
where the world and they are heading, 
attend the meetings of such societies in 
large numbers and read studious papers 
to one another. What with these activi- 
ties, his several corporate directorships, 
and his trusteeship at Columbia, Fraser 
views life as essentially one meeting aft- 
er another. He occasionally finds time, 
however, to seek out, as if in a mood 
of homesickness, the academic friends 
of his free-and-easy Columbia days. A 
while ago he went to a dinner given to 
celebrate the sixty-fifth birthday of Pro- 
fessor Beard. One of the after-dinner 
speakers, badgering Fraser, made some 
light-hearted observations on the com- 
parative financial rewards of professors 
and businessmen. Fraser, called upon 
for a speech, briefly paid his respects to 
Beard, then veered off into some reflec- 
tions of his own on the various differ- 
ences between the two groups. The aca- 
demic men, he argued earnestly, knew 
too little of the outside world and tended 
to oversimplify the motives of men of 
affairs, He hoped, he said, that some- 
day there might be better understanding 
between them. “He spoke,” one of his 
old friends said afterward, “as though 
he was trying to patch things up be- 
tween the two Leon Frasers.” 

—Martruew JosEPHSoN 

(This is the second of two articles 
on Mr. Fraser.) 

BATAAN 

‘These bones the ants shall make soon 
clean, the embowering 

Vines convolute with rapid tendrils, in 
impatience 

At such bleached whiteness that is not a 
flowering; 

These shall be hidden thus until the 
great rout 

OF some quick, distant earthquake 
heaves them onto the visible 

Bare earth, shaking disjointed bones 
about 

‘Till bones are crossed to the incredible 
bright alphabet 

Of letters shouting out the abandoned 
sounds: 

Peace, liberty, honor—shining words, 
reset. —CHRISTOPHER La Farce 

      
  

  MAX GORDON HITS=—————> 
"™A HONEY OF A SHOW" Walter Winchell 

MY SISTER 
EILEEN 

SECOND LAUGH YEAR! 
BILTMORE: W. 47 St, Ol 6-353     

        

  

    

  

“Buoyant, giddy & funny 
—Atkinson, Times 

JUNIOR 
MISS 

LYCEUM, 45 St, E. of B’way. CH. 
4.4256, igs. 8240. Mats, Wed. & 

at. at 
      

  

  

left, malicious an: ting a comedy 
asyoucould hopeto see."”  —Wolcoce Gibbs 
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In Philadelphia—nearly everybody reads The Bulletin 

© We would be the first to admit that a new father of triplets could be unim- 

pressed by a newspaper circulation of 606,186, in Philadelphia. 

After 37 years of continuous leadership, a newspaper ought to get used 

to record-breaking circulation. But it doesn’t. January average net circulation 

of The Evening Bulletin was the highest in the history of any Philadelphia 

daily newspaper. 

Today, more than ever before, The Bulletin influences the whole Phila- 

delphia market. And a newspaper slogan is actually a moral for advertisers: 

In Philadelphia — nearly everybody reads The Bulletin. 
(Advertisement )



  

MORE NEWS 

F T really dream of seeing anything 
I in the theatre these days, it is the 

play that so many people have been 
trying to write about the heroism of the 
English under the blitz. It is a mag- 
nificent theme, and it seems a pity that 
it should always reach us on the ap- 
proximate level of a second-rate mov- 
ing picture. ‘Technically, the specimens 
we have seen so far have been above 
reproach—the sound of the raids re- 
produced with gruesome fidelity, the 
backgrounds authentic, even the idiom, 
whether cockney or Oxford, accurate- 
ly reported. The spirit, however, has 
yet to be brought to us in any convinc- 
ing form. The characters have been al- 
most uniformly heroic, but they have 
been only intermittently recognizable as 
human beings. 

Generally speaking, there have been 
two forms of approach, Either we get 
the public-school military man, in which 
case we are shown the sort of outsize 
and inhuman gallantry you might find 
in a portrait of a famous soldier by an 
artist of the Royal Academy. Or else we 
get the humble cockney civ- 
lian, who resembles a lov- 
able caricature by Belcher 
or Cruikshank. Both treat- 
ments are marked by an 
odd though admirable hu- 
mor based on the Punch 
formula and also by certain 
traces of imperial snobbery. 
When these popular-maga- 
zine idealizations are com- 
bined, as they usually are, 
with a shoddy or foolish plot, 
the result is apt to be embar- 
rassing and the contribution 
to better transatlantic un- 
derstanding slight. 

This long tail leads up 
to a fairly negligible mouse. 
“Heart of a City,” at the 
Henry Miller, shows us the 
effect of the blitz on a 
London theatrical troupe, consisting 
mainly of extremely beautiful young 
women. ‘Their casual backstage chat- 
ter is pleasant and_ spirited enough, 
but I’m afraid their reaction to high 
explosives is literary—one of them, in 
fact, kept reminding me of Sydney Car- 

  

ton on the guillotine—and I know 
damn well that the story in which they 
are entangled is the bunk. When I 
add that Mr. Churchill speaks briefly 
on the radio and that most of the cur- 
tains are brought down to the tune of 
“God Save the King” and other mar- 
tial music, you should get a fair idea 
of the author’s dramatic method. How- 
ever, the girls are attractive, especial- 
ly Beverly Roberts, Margot Grahame, 
and a British import called Gertrude 
Musgrove, and it is quite possible that 
you will enjoy yourself on that ignoble 
basis. Someday, probably after the war 
is over, a playwright may come along 
capable of explaining how the London- 
ers actually did behave in the terrible 
fall of 1940, and if he does, he will 
have quite a play to write. In the mean- 
time, though, I guess you'll have to go 
on forming your opinions of our allies 
from the newspapers. 

S$ much as it resembles anything, 
“They Should Have Stood in 

Bed,” at the Mansfield, is like a par- 
ody of the most maniacal 
of George Abbott’s farces. 
The title of this singu- 
lar piece, as you probably 
know, was taken from a 
remark now classic in the 
sporting world; the cast in- 
cludes Tony Canzoneri, a 
former lightweight cham- 
pion of the world, who 
looked to me rather sluggish 
in the mantle of Booth; and 
the first-night audience it 
attracted was strictly Madi- 
son Square Garden, with a 
tendency to hang around 
the lobby in the intermis- 
sions, cutting up touches, 
There was a good deal of 
activity on the stage, though 
no plot in the accepted sense 
of the word, and the acting 

was loud and demented. The script (if 
there actually was a script) depended for 
its humor on special Broadway refer- 
ences, largely incomprehensible to me, 
and the unlimited opportunities it gave 
the actors to beat their colleagues over 
the head, lock them up in closets, or sim- 

ply make peculiar faces. A little while 
ago, as previously noted in this space, I 
happened to see Mr. Canzoneri at a per- 
formance of “Hedda Gabler” and I 
should say that his technique has been 
influenced by Miss Katina Paxinou, a 
smoldering Grecian artist, unintelligible 
but pretty sinister. Among the others in 
the cast were such favorites of mine as 
Sanford Meisner, Jack Gilford, and 
George Matthews. I don’t pretend to 
know what influenced them. 

‘EELING a little like the man who 
shot Lincoln, I have to say that “Of 

V We Sing” is not quite professional 
entertainment. This revue, which has 
graduated from Sunday-night perform- 
ances at the Barbizon-Plaza to a five- 
night-a-week schedule at the Concert 
Theatre (née Filmarte), ranges in qual- 
ity from very nice to very adolescent, 
with the balance, I’m afraid, a bit on 
the childish side, It is deft and funny 
when it sticks to such amiable nonsense 
as a song called “Don’t Shoot Your 
Mother on Mother’s Day,” but only 
rather shrill when it assaults the larger 
issues of our time. A bad sketch, unfor- 
tunately, is a bad sketch regardless of its 
motives, and I regret to say that a par- 
ody of a Hitler broadcast on the pro- 
gram at the Concert is one of the worst 
sketches I ever saw. It is dangerous to 
generalize about such things, but I have 
a suspicion that successful political satire 
is an adult accomplishment. To get back 
to pleasanter matters, all the performers 
in “Of V We Sing” have youth and en- 
thusiasm to recommend them, and their 
venture, in military terms, certainly de- 

serves no worse rating than a near miss. 
—Wo corr Gipzs 

NON-STOP SENTENCE DERBY 

[From the National Horseman] 
‘When a stallion is by Rex Peavine and 

his dam’s sire is by Highland Denmark 
and she out of a mare by Chester Dare 
and this horse is Kentucky Highland 2916 
which had for second dam Jean by Monte 
Cristo 59 by old Montrose 106—inci- 
dentally, this mare Jean is bred very much 
like the renowned Poetry of Motion 3825, 
he by King Marvel 1065 by King Chester 
294 by Chester Dare out of Bonetta 588 
by Montrose—when the stallion’s second 
dam is considered one of the best, if not 
the best daughter of Chester Dare, and 
the stallion’s third dam is inbred to On 
Time 745, a son of Stonewall Jackson 72, 
one of the best sons of Washington Den- 
mark 64—when it is remembered that 
Stonewall Jackson is the sire of the sec- 
ond dam of Rex Peavine, then that horse 
has bloodlines which are unusually rich 
and rare!
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each night. The Sultana, Scheh 

  

   

  

       

  

le, saved her life by it 

  

All is well at last in fairy tales, but not 
always in life. The heart knows its sea- 
sons of disappointment. The sun goes 
down, the wind is still, and slowly hope 
and ambition are clouded over. 

But this is a mood, and moods can pass! 
Music, now, can substitute mental peace 
for mental turmoil. The glorious voice of 
the Capehart Phonograph-Radio brings 
strength for today’s perplexities, harmoni- 
ous living in a dissonant world! 

So pure is the Capehart tone that 
musicians cannot often tell the recording 
from orchestra or voice. There is no other 
musical instrument like the Capehart! 

The Capehart George II, at $745.* Models, 
ranging from $645 to $1275,* may be pur- 

chased with a modest initial payment and con- 

venient terms, *Prices slightly higher on West 

Coast. All prices are subject to change. 

sting him in stories she narra 

rsakof, painted for the Copebart 
suaded by the falseness of won      ny had sworn to have one wife put to dea 

sd for one thousand and one nights 

SONG IN THE NICHT 

And the Capehart has the time-proved 
record changer that turns the records over 
—playing 20 records (40 selections) con- 
tinuously, on both sides or either side, 
providing three hours of music. Con 
trol stations and speakers may be placed 
throughout your home and grounds. The 
radio unit is outstanding in performance. 

THE CAPEHART-PANAMUSE 

Built to Capehart ideals, but more moderately 
priced, is the Capehart-Panamuse, at $179.50 
to $399.50." For terms, see your authorized 
Capehart dealer. Consult the classified tele- 
hone duecry, Write us for illustrated 

rochure. apehart_ Division, Farnsworth 
: Hadio Corp, Ft,’ Wayne, Ind. 

  

Abe Cophatt and the Copebait-Shenanite 
HALL-MARK OF HARMONIOUS LIVING 

 



LETTER FROM LONDON 
Fepruary 14 (By CABLE) 

‘HIS is one of the bad moments in 
English history. It may also be a 
bad momentin the political history 

of the man who has more power here 
than any individual has wielded since 

Cromwell. As always in a crisis, the 
English have had a sudden spurt of un- 
English chattiness. When London was 
being bombed, total strangers loosened 
up and plunged into conver- 
sation with a sense of relief. 

Now thatthere’sagain the feel- 
ing of acute national danger, 
there is an unprecedented 
amount of discussion going 
on among people who seem 
ready to air their anger and 
anxiety to anyone who will 
listen. Maybe discussion isn’t 
the word, since all the talking 
arrives at approximately the same con- 
clusion. From what is being said in 
every bus and train and on every street 
corner, from the conversations of be- 
wildered yokels in country pubs and of 
equally bewildered ex-Empire adminis- 
trators in London clubs, it is obvious 
that millions who a short time back 
wouldn’t have dreamed of criticizing Mr. 
Churchill are now openly criticizing him. 

This reluctant change has been 
brought about by what is happening to 
English power and prestige abroad, by 
what isn’t happening in the directing of 
the war at home, and by Mr. Churchill’s 
supporters’ sad suspicion that he has set 
the tone for military leaders who are 
in the habit of ing optimistic state- 
ments which subsequent events don’t 
justify. His promises that Singapore 
would be held and that Rommel’s forces 
would be destroyed haven’t helped the 
public to view with equanimity the ig- 
nominious British retreats in Malaya 
and Libya. You hear people say that 
they have always trusted him in the past 
because they knew that he would let 
them have the truth, however unpalat- 
able; now there’s an uneasy suspicion 
that fine oratory may sometimes carry 
away the orator as well as his audience. 
You also hear people say that anyway 
they’ve had enough of fine oratory; 
what they would like is action and a 
sign from Mr. Churchill that he under- 
stands the profoundly worried temper 
of the country. 

Up to now no such sign has been 
forthcoming. The perfect fusion of spir- 
it between leader and led which won 
the Battle of Britain has been allowed 
to lapse, leaving Britons feeling like 
naughty children being scolded by an 

  

    

irate headmaster for daring to criticize 
his staff. From all the bitter comment 
and hasty judgments, all the shock and 
alarm of England’s blackest week since 
Dunkerque, one fact stands out, how- 
ever: there are few people either in 
Westminster or the country at large 
who would like to see Mr. Churchill 
fall, partly because it is obvious that there 
is no alternative to hoist in his stead and 

partly because of the unshaken 
conviction that he has all the 
great English qualities which 
the British want in a leader, as 
well as the few great English 
failings which they don’t. 
What the general feeling seems 
to boil down to is that Britons 
don’t intend to lose Mr. Chur- 
chill but they don’t intend to 
lose the war, either. From 

the grave plain speaking of press and 
public it is evident that nothing but a 
fresh start will convince the English 
that they’re on the right road to win it. 
That fresh start should certainly in- 
clude a change of ministers and the set~ 
ting up of the less hampered and un- 
wieldy War Cabinet for which there has 
long been agitation. 

(OMING on top of the tragic news 
from Singapore, the bad news 

from Libya and Burma, and the good 
news from nowhere, the incredible hap- 
penings in the Strait of Dover were the 
straw that finally broke the public’s ca- 
pacity for bearing disaster. The waters 
of the Channel closed over unlimit- 
ed British pride as well as over forty- 
two British planes on Thursday, when 
dwellers in Kent heard the guns and 
wondered if the invasion had come at 
last. “If we had got the Scharnhorst,” 
was the gloomy general comment, “it 
would have been something.” What the 
people did get proved to be almost as 
much of a moral knockout as the loss of 
the Prince of Wales and the Repulse. 
‘The Air Ministry’s explanations didn’t do 
much to soothe the galling realization 
that the Germans had strolled right past 
Britain’s front yard in broad daylight 
and cocked a snook in at the open win- 
dow. Most people felt that wormwood 
had been added to gall by the discovery 
that the strollers, despite the R.A.F.’s 
repeated expenditures of bombs, ma- 
chines, and lives over Brest, were still in 
good enough shape for such a promenade. 

The whole episode has started up old 
questions which this time, it is felt, some- 
one will have to answer satisfactorily. 
There’s increasing doubt as to the wis- 

        

  

    

wt the St. Regis 

Att the St. Regis you will 
note a seemingly clairvoyant 
gniitipetion lof your wish, 
and ‘enjoy its fulfillment al- 
most before it has heen ex- 
pressed. 

While life, excitement, gaiety 
and fashion throb around the 

St. Regis, within its sturdy 

walls there is tranquility. 

You may relax and eat and 

sleep in comfort, You live as 
in a world at peace. 

For the St. Regis—which has 

been “New York” to so many 

distinguished free people 

through good times and bad 
—continues to welcome you 

in the St. Regis manner. We 
are confident that it will do so 

foryearstocome—in an Amer- 

ica united and victorious. 

Pete 

St Regis 
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dom of relying largely, as the High 
Command is known to rely, on the 
heavy bomber as a weapon for winning 
the war, but above all the Channel 
failure is making people ask more in 
anger than in sorrow why there should 
be sporadic boasting about an increasing 
liaison between the Army, Navy, and 
Air Force when it’s pitifully evident that 
liaison, as the Germans know it, hasn’t 
even begun. 

MONG the uncertainties of the last 
dark days, the only voice that has 

seemed to make sense to the harassed 
public has been that of Sir Stafford 
Cripps, whose radio talk the other eve- 
ning inspired one cartoonist to depict 
him as Disney’s Jiminy Cricket. Cer- 
tainly Sir Stafford only said what all 
thinking Britons’ consciences have long 
been telling them when he commented 
on the dangers of taking the attitude 
that it’s all right to settle back into a 
spectator’s seat and let Russia get on 
with the war. This was the kind of 
straight talking which people have long 
and in vain hoped to hear from the 
Prime Minister. What Sir Stafford said 
confirmed the growing feeling that the 
Russian news, which has been London’s 
one solid comfort in the daily accumu- 
lation of disappointments, may soon 
make more anxious reading. Because it’s 
obvious that in such an event the help 
which British factories can send Russia 
will be vital, Mr. Churchill’s recent out- 
line of the duties of the new Minister of 
Production was received with a chilly 
lack of enthusiasm both inside and 
outside of Parliament. It seemed to most 
observers that the new lineup was only 
a rehash which was no better and might 
even be slightly worse than the old one, 
since it depends for smooth working on 
the complete codperation of Lord Bea- 
yerbrook, controlling material, and Mr. 
Bevin, controlling labor. The hopes of 
a fruitful outcome from this marriage 
of minds don’t at the moment appear to 
be particularly rosy. As one commenta- 
tor dubiously put it, “We can only trust 
that grace will be bestowed on both of 
them.” —Mo.iie Panrer-Downes 

Avpany, Jan. 15 (AP).—A bank be- 
comes legally liable when it honors 
forged indorsements on checks against 
a depositor’s account, the Court of Ap- 
peals ruled today....“If the plaintiff 
(the boiler company) had used bet- 
ter methods of bookkeeping and exer- 
cised greater vigilance, the dishonesty 
would have been discovered and he (the 
employee) could not have obtained the 
czechs.”—The Herald Tribune. 
Even though they’re cancelled? 

 



     Deere eer S art ee ee CB Coss



36 

     

  

SY APPOINTMENT TO 
MMKING GEORGE Vi     

8 YEARS OLD % 
PARK & TILFORD Import Corp., New York, N. Y. 

OF ALL THINGS 
HE Japanese seem to have more 
ships, planes, and supplies than 
anybody thought possible. How- 

ever, the worst thing they have too much 
of is Japanese. 

. 

Lincoln’s Birthday speeches by G.O.P. 
leaders pledged the party’s full support 
to the prosecution of the war. Repub- 
licans will fight for the U.S.A., and run 
it again, if asked. 

. 

To Mayor LaGuardia: “Welcome to 
New York. Pop. 7,454,995.” 

There is little doubt that the Vichy 

government has helped get supplies to 
Rommel’s forces in Africa. We keep 
hoping that Pétain will start leading a 
better life, but he never does. 

At least one bright spot in the news 
from the Orient is the swell job done 
by the Navy in the Marshall and Gilbert 
Islands. This is a manufacturer’s sample 
of the work we shall turn out in quantity 
when we get going. 

Congressmen were surprised at the 
public interest in their Civil Service pen- 
sion plan. They had supposed that ev- 
erybody was thinking of a couple of other 
fellows—Melvyn Douglas and Donald 
Duck. 

Signs point to an early restriction of 
the supply of gasoline. What with one 
thing and another, the motorist had bet- 
ter stay at home and curl up with a good 
ration book. 

° 

‘The Farm Bloc is keeping up its fight 
for higher agricultural prices. In the 
present crisis, no mercy should be shown 
to our internal enemy, the ultimate con- 
sumer. 

. 

We were all sorry to hear that Dr. 
Dafoe had resigned as physician to the 
Misses Dionne. Those girls owe prac- 
tically everything to the good Doctor— 
and vice versa. 

. 

San Francisco has decided that Japan 
Street shall be called Colin Kelly, Jr., 
Street. Another place whose name ought 
to be changed is the Pacific Ocean. 

—Howarp BruBakER 

 



THE ART GALLERIES 
Mostly Cheerful 

WO group shows, both sizable 
I affairs, head our list this week. 

One is at the Marie Harriman, 
where they’re showing a selection of 
works by American primitive painters of 
the twentieth century, under the head- 
ing “They Taught Themselves.” The 
other is at the Metropolitan Museum, 
which, not content with the 
success of its Rembrandt ex- 
hibition, has got together a 
loan collection of contem- 
porary paintings, water col- 
ors, and sculpture called “On 
the Bright Side” and appar- 
ently designed to take our 
minds off the seriousness of 
the moment. Though this ex- 
hibition was launched with so 
little advance publicity that it 
amounted almost to stealth, I found the 

show on the whole a very agreeable one, 
and if it leans to the polite in atmosphere, 
I suppose that is in part, at least, due 
to its cheerful purpose. 

Otherwise I think you will consider 
it lively and, in a slightly haphazard 
way, fairly representative. To be sure, 
one could comb through the hundred- 
odd names listed in the catalogue and 
emerge with a frown and the query 
“Where is So-and-So?” or “Why no 
paintings by Such-and-Such?” But the 
Museum has forestalled that in the 
foreword by disclaiming any attempt 
to provide a cross section or other sam- 
pling of American art today, and I guess 
that all even the most conscientious 
critic can do in the face of that is to 
name the pieces he liked and be done 
with it. I liked, then, among others, 
Marsden Hartley’s big, richly colored 
“Still Life,” Francis Criss’s sparkling 
“El, 1939 Version,” Miron Sokole’s 
shrewdly simplified “The Ocean and 
the Quarry,” and Dantan Sawyer’s 
nicely drizzly landscape “Near Boston.” 
Water colors outnumber the paintings 
in the exhibition, but their quality 
seemed somewhat lower, and I liked 
only Adolf Dehn’s sunny “Oasis in 
Colorado” and Joseph De Martini’s 
blue, cool “Evening Calm.” Inciden- 
tally, this is one show in which the sculp- 
ture is definitely not to be overlooked, 
and while this section is relatively 
small, yowll find in it such really fine 
pieces as Hugo Robus’s brilliantly han- 
dled “The Vulgar Laugh,” Carl L. 
Schmitz’s well-poised “Appeal,” and 
Alexander Archipenko’s slim “On- 
ward’—all of them figure studies,   

though you might never guess it from 
their titles. 

WAS a little disappointed in the col 
lection at the Marie Harriman. The 

paintings were selected by Sidney Janis, 
who has made practically a lifework of 
the study of modern primitives, and too 

much credit can hardly be giv- 
en to him for his care in ar- 

ranging the show, for of the 
twenty-five artists represented 
some come from points as far 
distant as Key West and Ver- 
mont, and the amount of sheer 
leg work he spent in unearth- 
ing them must have been stag- 
gering. I can’t help feeling, 
however, that he errs in the di- 
rection of too much generosity 

toward his finds. There should be some 
distinction between the untutored but 
talented and the merely untutored; 
though the art be naive, it should still 
be art, and it seemed to me that in 
the case of a good half of the men 
and women whom he has included the 
traces of talent or of artistic aptitude 
are slight indeed. There are whole areas 
in the show which look painfully like the 
feebler portions of the Independents’. 

Other sections are more rewarding. 
Naive painting at its best gives about 
as clear a glimpse as we can have into 
the very springs of the artistic impulse. 
There we see the artistic vision at its 
purest, undisturbed by the tricks and 
stratagems the schools teach, and we 
can learn a good deal about all painting 
by studying, in this show, such canvases 
as William Doriani’s “Flag Day” (note 
the design, far more daring than any- 
thing that many a more sophisticated 
painter would have attempted), Charles 
M. Johnson’s “Oslo Winter,” and the 
superb blues and blacks in Emile Bran- 
chard’s “Midnight.” I'd mention, too, 
for its really lovely, innocent appeal, 
Henry Church’s “Self-Portrait,” while 
all four of Morris Hirshfield’s contribu- 
tions represent accomplishments of a 
very high order. 

UNDERSTAND that there are 
hard-shelled conservatives, away out 

in the cultural swamps and a good day’s 
trek from civilization, who still hold to 
the view that Picasso is no more than 
a passing fancy and who insist that un- 
til the man “learns to draw” they will 
have no truck with him. If there are, I 
wish they would go to the exhibition of   
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But Why Use 

SOAP?   

So queried the ladies back 
in 1712 when Alexander 
Gibbs pioneered the cause 
of soap. 

And though he ordained 
that only the purest of pure 
ingredients be used in his 
Cold Cream Soap, he had 
an uphill fight. 
Nowadays, itis pretty gen- 

erally conceded that soap 
is a Good Thing. 

But it is only women who 
have the highest regard for 
their tender skins who buy 
Gibbs Cold Cream Soap. 

And such women gladly 
pay the rather high tariff 
that such purity commands. 
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his works at the Paul Rosenberg, for 
if anything will convince them the man 
has genius, this show will. Just eleven 
canvases are included, all from the pe- 
riod 1918 to 1926, but the group has 
been exquisitely selected, and from the 
rich reds and bold contours of “Le Tapis 
Rouge” to the nervous design and cool 
color of “La Téte de Belier,” complete 
mastery of the painter’s art stands forth 
unmistakably in every one of them. 

I was especially interested in the pic- 
ture called “Les Biscuits.” This was 
done in 1924, at a time when Picasso 
Was just emerging from his Cubist pe- 
riod, and the general design, with its 
flat, fragmented pattern, is still influ- 
enced by his earlier style. What inter- 
ested me most, though, were the biscuits 
themselves. These are done with no 
modelling at all. In fact, the color is laid 
on with a palette knife, and it’s the 
color alone—yellow ochre, apparently, 
lightened with white to the exact shade 
of biscuit crust —which carries the whole 
thing off. I kept looking at it again and 
again. That swift swipe of the knife, 
the sure color, and the almost magical 
effect of verisimilitude thus created— 
they make a passage of painting that 
would be hard to match anywhere for 
sheer virtuosity. 

FONE as was Julian Levi's first one- 
man exhibition two years ago, there 

were certain weaknesses in his work 
then that worried me. Most of all, it 
seemed to me that there was a kind of 
cautiousness, an avoidance of anything 
dramatic in his painting, which, though 
no doubt a tribute to his sensitivity of 
vision, might well lead him in the end 
into wistful mistiness and insubstantial 
ity. Iam happy to say that my fears 
have all proved unfounded, and _ his 
new show, at the Downtown, contains 
some of the soundest, solidest painting 
T’ve seen this season. Far from grow- 
ing weaker, his design has grown surer 
and stronger, his color more ringing, 
and his whole attack more authorita- 
tive. In such paintings as “Beached,” 
“Preparing Nets,” and “Last of the 
Lighthouse”—this final one the most 
ambitious and, in its curiously causeless 
tragicality of mood, perhaps also the 
most successful canvas in the show—he 
reveals himself as a painter who has 
come pretty close to artistic maturity at 

last. —Rozerr M. Coates 

° 

THE OPTIMIST 

Pop: A man who thinks he can make 
it in par. 

Jounny: What is an optimist, Pop?



THE RACE TRACK 
Strange Doings 

tami Beacu hotels and realty 
M owners are assembling great 

minds to think up a construc- 
tive program to improve their season, 
which so far hasn’t been too good. If 
they want to keep what paying guests 
they have, they’d better ask Albert 
Sabath not to race his Alsab 
at Hialeah every Saturday. 
People who back odds-on fa- 
vorites which persist in finish- 

ing fourth or thereabouts 
eventually run out of spend- Seer ( 

Alsab didn’t look as well ™ 
last weekend as he did the 
first time he ran at Hialeah. 
He had hollows and lumps in the 
wrong places and seemed tired even be- 
fore he went on the track. One man 
remarked that he lacked the spark he 
had last season. Few horsemen were 
surprised by his second defeat, and 
some, with candidates of their own for 
the spring classics, were rather pleased. 
Alll did a little plain and fancy kibitzing. 
‘There’s always a temptation to go in 
for that sort of constructive criticism 
known as training another man’s horse. 
I might as well say right off that if I 
owned Alsab, he would be wintering at 
Columbia, Aiken, or Bowie, where he 
could rest, grow, and forget all about 
racing until sometime next month. 

Birthday cakes, posing for the news- 
reels, and extra fast workouts would 
come later. 

I’m still reluctant to believe that 
Alsab won’t win the Flamingo Stakes. 
He is a good colt, 2 much better one 
than Bright Willie and the others who 
beat him last Saturday. In that race he 
was ridden by Arcaro, who didn’t make 
any of the mistakes McCreary did when 
he rode him. Before the start Mr. Sa- 
bath, his family, his trainer, and a few 
friends gathered around Arcaro—to 
give riding instructions, T suppose. An- 
other trainer suggested that the group 
looked like a football team in a huddle. 
At any moment you expected to hear 
somebody shout “Hip!” and see Arcaro 
run across the grass, bound into the sad- 
dle, and ride away. 

   

   

‘HERE must be some kind of jinx 
on important first-time starters at 

Hialeah. Maybe it’s a club-footed bogle 
who tangles up their 1 ‘The other 
day Pictor, who won so many races last 
autumn, was beaten by Cape Cod, only 
a moderate sort of animal. I fancy Cape 
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Cod won’t be so successful again. None 
of the new collection of four-year-olds 
DPve seen, not even War Relic, has de- 
veloped into a slicker, handsomer ani- 
mal than Pictor. He can run fast in 
the morning, if that means anything 
to you. Neither he nor his stablemate, 

Challedon, is in the McLen- 
nan Handicap this weekend, 
but he’s worth remembering 
for later on. I haven’t changed 
my mind about favoring War 
Relic in the McLennan, al- 
though Owl Eyes, my clock- 
er, who can see workouts in 
the dark (he has to, because 
horses are training on a War 

Time schedule), says Attention is dan- 
gerous, very dangerous. 

NFORTUNATELY, I can’t compare 

Meissen, A. T. Jergins’ big horse 
from South America, with those other 
imported animals, Sorteado and Kayak 
II, as his first race at Hialeah the other 
day furnished no grounds for accurate 
appraisal. He is not such a giant, though; 
he is only 17 hands. He may weigh 
around 1,200 pounds, but nobody’s sure 
about that, for he has never been put on 
the scales. As a matter of fact, Amagan- 
sett was 17.2 and Whopper weighed 
1,500 pounds. The largest racer I ever 
saw was Labrador, a 17.3 jumper 
owned by Marshall Field. He was sent 
to England for the Grand National and 
astonished even the Irish, who are ac- 
customed to big steeplechasers, but the 
fences at Aintree were too much for 
him. 

MATEUR handicappers are won- 
dering if a horse who draws No. 1 

post position at Hialeah hasn’t some 
special advantage. The track is supposed 
to be rolled and harrowed evenly, so 
that there'll be no path along the rail, 
and the starting gate is placed so that all 
runners have an equal chance, yet last 
week a third of the winners came out 
of the No. 1 stall. It’s probably just a 
case of the quick brown horse, so don’t 
give it a second thought. 

—Avupax Minor 

Coroner and Mrs. William Smith, Jr., 
‘Twenty-fifth and Market Streets, enlisted 
in the U.S. Army air corps yesterday. 

—Wilmington (Del.) Morning News. 
Otherwise a fellow gets kind of lone 

ly, way up there in the air.   

29 

may snow’ 
Dimer1SePPE FZ 

NOUR ea Mz We MLA 
DAVAO LUE EMU AACA 
BOSTON: 203 CLARENDON STREET 
rc Oc nA 

SO Eon er neat)   
 



40 

A REPORTER AT LARGE 

can civilian in the offices 
of the Royal Norwegian Air Force 

in Canada, arranged for me to have din- 
ner with one of the many Norwegian 
pilots who have escaped through Sweden 
to join their country’s fight against the 
Nazis. “You know,” Mr. Darnall told 
me, “the trip through Sweden and then 
around the world ig known among the 
pilots as the easy way. The hard way is 
the one taken by the boys who escape 
by boat over the North Sea to England. 
‘The chap you will meet, a lieutenant, 
describes his travels as 2 honeymoon 
trip. He’s a great chap for underplaying 
his part. I think you may enjoy talking 
to him.” 

The Lieutenant and I were intro- 
duced in the lobby of a hotel in Toronto 
and went into the dining room, where 
we sat down at a table in a corner, well 
away from the other diners. He was a 
small, slender man in his early thirties, 
wearing a well-tailored khaki uniform 
with the wings and crown of a Nor- 
wegian pilot above the breast pocket on 
the left side of his jacket. He had blond, 
curly hair piled high on his head, blue 
eyes, and an unassuming 
smile. The name of Leland 
Stowe, the foreign corres- 
pondent, came up early in 
our talk, and the conversa- 
tion sped on from there. 
Stowe’s name, I have since 
learned, will set any mem- 
ber of the Norwegian Air 
Force to talking fast. ‘The 
feeling is that this reporter, 
in his dispatches on the Ger- 
man seizure of Oslo, com- 
pletely misunderstood many 
of the events he described 
and that he unwittingly 
maligned the Norwegian 
people by saying they were 
bewildered and submissive 
before the Nazi troops. 

The Lieutenant spoke 
English rapidly and fairly 
well but in a slight Norwe- 
gian singsong. Back home 
he had been trained as 
an Army flier while going 
through a university. After 
graduating, he went into 
business—the character of 
which I agreed not to dis- 
close—and set up his own 
office. At the outbreak of the 
war in September, 1939, he 
was called to active duty with 
the Air Force and assigned 

} oHN DarnaLt, an Ameri- 

  

to patrolling the southern coastline. The 
night before the invasion of Norway, 
which occurred on April 9, 1940, he was 
on leave from his airdrome just outside 
Oslo and was not due to report until 
morning. He spent the evening in the 
city on a date with another pilot and 
their . He and his friend had just left 

rls, at midnight, when they heard 
an air-raid siren. “We think maybe it is a 
practice one,” he said, “but we think, too, 
maybe we better get to the airdrome, 
and so we start, lights out, car slow. An 
infantryman, standing on a corner, stops 
us. ‘What is it?? we ask him. He says, 
‘Something is happening down the fiord. 
I think the Germans are coming in 
ships up the fiord.” We try to telephone 
the airdrome and the wire is dead. We 
learn later that the Quislings have tak- 
en charge of the telephone exchange. 
Then we are stopped by another soldier 
and he says the Germans are here.” 

The Lieutenant and his friend hur- 
ried to the airdrome, speeding recklessly 
through the streets in the dim light. At 
the airfield everyone was asleep. ‘The 
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ground crew, which worked 
on a one-month shift, wasn’t 

there, having moved out that evening 
to make way for a new crew, which 
was to arrive in the morning. The 
Germans, probably helped by spies or 
Quislings, had timed the landing so that 
it caught the flying station between 
shifts. ‘The Lieutenant woke everyone 
at the field—commandant, pilots, cooks, 
and waiters—and they all frantically 
went to work. The field was equipped 
with only seven Fokker observers used in 
patrol work. They were antique, creaky 
biplanes, “They go a hundred miles an 
hour,” said the Lieutenant. The Nor- 
wegians had a few fast Curtiss P-36 
fighters, sold to them by the United 
States, but these were still in their crates 
on the docks at Bergen. The men at 
the airdrome, convinced that war was 
at hand, decided to save the Fokkers; 
they would be of no value in fighting 
the German planes that were expect- 
ed soon but they might be useful 
later for reconnaissance and communi- 
cations. The men worked through the 
night putting skis on the planes so that 
they could be sent to an out-of-the way 

frozen lake forty or fifty 
miles to the north. Soon 
after daybreak they were 
ready. The fresh ground 
crew arrived and some of 
the men were instructed to 
take what tools and oil they 
could by truck to the lake. 
‘The Lieutenant was to lead 
the planes. As he started to 
take off from the snow-cov- 
ered field, the skis on his ship 
skidded and a wing strut 
caught on the wing of an- 
other plane and was ripped 
out. He kept his lurching 
machine under control, and 
finding, as he taxied along, 
that it seemed all right with- 
out the support, took off. 
Five other planes followed. 
The pilot of the seventh 
plane waited a few minutes 
for a last look around the air- 
port. He was warming up 
hismotor when the Germans 
flew over. One German 
dropped out of formation, 
roared down, and bombed 
him as he sat helpless. The 
other Germans circled 
around, dropped bombs, and 
destroyed all but one of the 
buildings on the field. 

“T find out later what else 
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happens at the airdrome,” said the Lieuw- 
tenant. “Thirty of the ground crew are 
Jeft when two German transports try to 
land. Our men have set up machine 
guns on the field. The planes come 
down and strafe them from ninety feet. 
Brrrip! Brrrip! The machine gunsshoot 
at the transports! The transports go up 
again and blood trails from one fuselage, 
drips out over snow as the planes go up.” 

‘There was a pilot at another airfield 
near Oslo, the Lieutenant said, who 
had a fast pursuit plane. A message 
reached his headquarters that German 
bombers were coming up the Skagerrak 
in waves. The pilot flew out to meet 
them. “He radios,” said the Lieutenant, 
“‘Now I am at eighteen thousand. 
Now I see Germans. Forty ship, first 
flight. Forty ship, second flight. Can’t 
see others. Now I am going down. I 
have bomber in my sights. I get him. 
Now I come back. I have bomber in my 
sights. I get him. Now I go up for dive. 
Now I come down. Now I have bomb- 
cr...’ No more messages.” 

The Lieutenant smiled patiently. 
“You see,” he said, “Stowe implies we 
are dazed and run away. No. We go 
away so we can use old planes, old hun- 
dred-mile-an-hour planes.” 

AKE the Lieutenant’s word for 
the Norwegians used their old 

planes. They used them to scout Ger- 
man positions and they used them as 
bombers. When they ran out of bombs, 
they put dynamite and short fuses in 
cans, lit the fuses, and dropped the 
cans on the Germans. “Oh yes,” said 
the Lieutenant. “Norwegian love dyna- 
mite.” We both smiled as he recalled 
the familiar irony of the fact that the 
Norwegians award the Nobel Peace 
Prize and that the Nobel fortune was 

made in dynamite. “It is so quick, so 
sharp, so nice an explosion,” he said. 

The Norwegians fought doggedly 
with dynamite, hunting rifles, and the 

meagre equipment of their small ar- 
my, and were driven farther and far- 
ther north. The fight lasted sixty-two 
days. “More than sixty thousand Ger- 
mans are killed,” the Lieutenant said. 
“Later the Germans say that men died 
in accidents. Norway is a very rough 
country, you know, with rocks falling 
off the mountains on heads.” One night, 
a month after the invasion started, as he 
was returning from a reconnaissance pa- 
trol, dropping a few cans of dynamite 
along the way, his motor sputtered and 
died. He landed safely on a frozen lake 
and got right to work on his motor, but 
had to stop because of the cold. He 
walked around his ship the rest of the 
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night to keep from freezing, and when 
the sun rose he went back to work on his 
motor. A short time after daybreak some 
German motorcycles and trucks rolled 
past on a road about a thousand yards 
away. He was partly hidden by trees and 
by chance the Germans didn’t see him. 
Finally he got his motor going. “I am up 
three-quarters of an hour,” he said, “and 
T lose oil pressure. Down I come on an- 
other frozen lake. My plane is finished. 
I fix it so that the Germans can never 
use it. Then I go to the coast, buy a 
change of clothes, get on a fishing boat, 
go down the coast to my city, go into 
my office, and sit down at my desk as 
if I had never been away.” 

ITHIN three weeks, the Lieu- 
tenant had made some preliminary 

steps to establish an underground organi- 
zation for resisting the Nazis. The Ger- 
mans were in the midst of taking over 
the city and systematizing the life of the 
people. The Lieutenant, who was in a 
business in which he saw a large number 
of government and professional people, 
was soon able to convince the Germans 
he was thoroughly reliable. “I flirt with 
the Germans,” he said. “I help them. 
Germans like everything just so, just like 
amachine, and Iam very, very helpful.” 
He was equally helpful to the Quislings. 

For months after that the Lieuten- 
ant, as he phrased it, “lived double.” 
It was a fantastic life, and he described 
it as a romantic and dangerous kind of 
fun. For the purpose of smuggling pilots 
and technicians out of the country to join 
Free Norway’s air force in England and 
Canada, he set up a network of peo- 
ple, houses, business offices, and roads 
much like our own underground rail- 
road of the Civil War period. These men 
were given money, routes, guides, skis, 
clothes, and whatever else they needed 
for their escape. His organization also 
found the men who wanted to escape. 

He concealed his own activities so 
well that even his secretary didn’t know 
what he was up to. That led to a little 
embarrassment one day when she ar- 
ranged his appointment calendar so that 
he found, upon returning from lunch, 
five men sitting in a row near his re- 
ception desk, waiting for him. “I have 
the whole problem of Norway in my 
office. One man is a German officer. 
Another man is a Quisling. Another is a 
spy I have put in with the Quislings. 
The two others are pilots who want to 
escape. I am very polite and talk to 
the German officer and the Quisling 
first. It is fine to see them go.” 

By an inflection here and a shrug 
there, the Lieutenant hinted, as he 

 



THE NEW YORKER 

talked to me, that there was perhaps a 
certain horror as well as zest in his dou- 
ble life. Very few of his old friends 

knew what he was doing or knew that 
he actually was not codperating with the 
Germans. Everyone feared counteres- 
pionage and arrest. “Arrest is bad,” 
he said. “If you don’t tell enough, they 
shine lights on you. Two days no sleep 
and you are tired. Then all day they 
make you jump over table, first this way, 
then that. Then they beat you—the 
head, the shoulders, everywhere.” The 
worst part of all was having to spend so 
much time with Germans and Quislings. 
“Norwegians,” he said, “we cannot un- 
derstand such people. We believe, like 
the British—it is why we like the Brit- 
ish—in being gentlemen. There are 
things you do and things you don’t do. 
We believe in the fair things.” 

We were drinking our second after- 
dinner coffees; the Lieutenant’s elbows 
were on the table and he made patterns 
in the air with his hands as he groped for 
words. “Look. It is like the German 
boys who come to us after the old war. 
We care for them. We make them 
healthy. They are good boys. They go 
back to Germany. Years after they 
come back to Norway to rob and kill. 
Everything was friendly between us and 
the Germans. The Norwegian govern- 
ment just make fishing contract with 
them. German newspapers are not mak- 
ing noise and threats against us before 
invasion. Then at night German bat- 
tleships come through the islands, up 
the fiords, and bombers come over our 
towns. We will never stop fighting the 
Germans. Always,” he said, gesturing a 
little apologetically for expressing such 
a violent sentiment, “we must be free. 
We are Norwegian. We believe in 
good things, in peace. We must fight 
the Germans until they are gone.” 

FTER several months the Germans 
asked the Lieutenant to do jobs so 

important that he foresaw they would 
offset the good he was doing his country. 
He pleaded that his business needed his 

full attention. One day a friend told him 
he was being watched by the Gestapo. 
A few days later a spy the Lieuten- 
ant had placed in the Quisling gov- 
ernment warned him that he would 
probably be arrested soon. “They won- 
der why you say you want to help but 
will not work for them,” the spy ex- 
plained. The Lieutenant knew that his 
work in Norway was finished. “Now I 
think,” he said, “I can escape and maybe 
come back and bomb the Germans. No 
more of this living double.” He placed 
a trusted friend in charge of the under- 
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ground system he had built up. As in 
other countries, the full details of any 
such organization are usually known by 
only one man. “The strings,” said the 
Lieutenant, “are held in one hand.” His 
successor, he learned not long ago, has 
been caught by the Germans. 

He wound up his affairs hurriedly 
and left for the Swedish border with a 
friend. “It was sad to leave,” he said. 
“I must say goodbye to my girl. My girl 
says I should come back to her soon in 
my bomber.” The two men went to a 
town near the border, changed to hik- 
ing clothes, and travelled on to another 
friend’s house in the mountains. “We 
stay there maybe three, four hours,” he 
said. “In the afternoon our host takes 
dogs out hunting and makes track down 
to lake where we cross to Sweden. But 
that night the wind comes up and spoils 
track and we can’t find our way. We 
have a map. We goalong a path through 
the woods, and it is cold. Then we come 
out and we see a light. This is the bor- 
der. On one side is a little house for 
German guard for Norway. On the 
other side is a little house for Swedish 

guard. The road across the border is 
next to the houses and the lights shine on 
it. This is bad. My friend says we must 
keep on the road or we get lost. I say, 
‘Oh, I don’t like this.’ We start along 
road, walking quict and making our- 
selves as small as we can. We get past 
the first house, and we sce the guard at 
the table, nodding like asleep over cup 
of coffee. In the other house the guard 
has his hand on the door, about to open 
it, but he’s talking to another guard in- 
side. We run along road and into the 
woods again. We are very tired, but we 

stop and shake hands.” 
Wretchedly cold, they walked eight- 

een miles into Sweden until they reached 
a railway station. It was closed, but 
they had a timetable they had brought 
with them which said that a train 
would be along soon. A girl who was 
waiting on the platform tried to strike 
up a conversation with them, but the) 
didn’t talk to her. They were afraid 
she might be a police agent who would 
spot them by their accents, After a 
while the train came and they bought 
tickets with Swedish money they had 
also brought along. They had gone 
past several stations before the conductor 
asked them if they had passports or 
Swedish identification. “We have old 
passports,” the Lieutenant said, “and we 
give them to him. Maybe he won’t look 
at dates. He just grunts and goes away, 
and we think we are safe, maybe. Two, 
three hours he comes up to us with a 
policeman. “This one, that one!’ he says. 
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‘The policeman says, ‘Come along,’ and 
takes us off at the next station.” 

The Lieutenant and his friend in- 
sisted to the police chief at the jail in the 
town that he recognize their interna- 
tional rights as political fugitives and not 
send them back to Norway. The chief 

finally acknowledged their status and 
decided to let them go. “Before you 
go,” he told the Lieutenant, smiling at 
him mysteriously, “you might want to 
look at two other Norwegians we have 
here a long time.” He had two be- 
draggled fellows brought in. They were 
pilots the Lieutenant himself had sent 
out of Norway. The two men gave 
no indication that they recognized the 
Lieutenant until he signalled them that 
it was all right. With the police chief’s 
blessing, the four men went on togeth- 
er to Stockholm. There they were met 
by Norwegians who provided them with 
passports and money for their trans- 
portation to Canada. 

ROM Sweden the four men were 
ple to maneuver themselves into 

Russia and across Russia to the Black 
Sea. Crossing to Istanbul, they took the 
Taurus Express through Turkey and 
across Syria to Bagdad. From Bagdad 
they went on to Basra, on the Persian 
Gulf. “At Basra we are to get a boat,” 

the Lieutenant said, “but it has left, and 
we will have to wait three months, so 
we take a plane across Persia to Karachi, 
India. We fly over mountains. One 
man with us, a transport pilot, gets sick. 
We laugh. We say, ‘He cannot stand 
riding in his own kind of plane, in slow 
old tub. Now he knows how people 
who fly with him feel.’ We have won- 

derful trip. Often, when I am in Norway, 
like when I am living double, I think 

how nice it would be to leave my desk 
and take a trip around the world, and 
here am I taking my trip at last, and T 
shall get to fly again against the Ger- 
mans, and we are all very happy, laugh- 
ing all the time. Well, we do not really 
go around the world. We only go 
around Africa, From Karachi we go to 
Bombay, and there we get a Norwegian 
boat, which takes us to Cape Town and 
then to New York. From New York I 

come here to Toronto. I am here three 
months after I leave Norway, and I 
have been almost around the world. 

  

“JT meet my old commander here and © 
Tam glad to see him. I salute, and we 
shake hands, and I say, ‘I am here, sir, 
all ready to fly.’ He looks at me and he 
says, ‘Oho, so you are ready to fly, eh? 
J already have a place for you. See this 
desk? See this nice, big desk? See all this 
paper? All this for you. We need an 
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office man and you are an old office 
man.’ So now I work at a desk all day, 
and sometimes at night. Everything is 
six copies.” —Marx Murpuy 

FULLER EXPLANATION DEPT. 
(UPSIDE DOWN DIVISION) 

[Letter from the University of 
North Carolina Press] 

Page 208 is upside-down in your copy of 
THE EARLY ARCHITECTURE OF NORTH 
CAROLINA. 

This book was printed by one of the 
most experienced firms in the country— 
Judd and Detweiler, Inc., of Washington, 
D.C. The job is an excellent one through- 
out except for a few details, one of which 
is this upside-down page. 
You doubtless know that before the 

making of books by machines no book was 
ever mechanically perfect, and the beauty 
of the handmade books of that time was a 
consequence of the good judgment in de- 
sign which generally results from highly 
skilled handwork, It is only in recent years 
that people have come to expect books to be 
polished, closely clipped, mechanically per- 
fect objects like the cheap furniture that 
fills the mail-order catalogues. 

This is no excuse, however, for page 
208 being upside-down. This book was 
produced by mechanical process, and all the 
pages should be right side up. If you want 
page 208 in your copy to be replaced right 
side up, please return the book to us and 
we will take care of the change as quickly 

as possible. Be sure to mark your return ad- 
dress plainly and write us a card or a letter 
saying that you want page 208 right side up. 

Our object in writing is to notify you 
of this imperfection and to inform you 
that we will correct it if you wish. Of 
course, when a new edition of the book is 
produced—if there is a new edition, and 
I think there will be—this page will be 
printed right side up. Fifty or a hundred 
years from now, the upside-down page 
will be a certain method of identifying a 
copy of the first edition. I think I ought to 
say that the copy which I keep in my own 
home is not going to be changed. 

There is one serious objection to chang- 
ing the page. To make the change, page 208 
will have to be cut out of the book and the 
corrected page tipped in. Tipped-in pages 
are always in danger of falling out, and 
nothing can be done to overcome thisdanger. 
When Mr. Edelblut of Judd and Det- 

weiler called this morning and told me 
that they would be glad to correct the up- 
side-down page, I told him I was grate- 
ful for the excellent job his firm had done 
in manufacturing the book, that we had 
mailed out almost half the edition, and 
that I did not think many people who had a 
copy would make any serious objection to 
having to turn the book upside-down to 
look at page 208. Of course I told him I 
was much disappointed, but I said I ex- 
pected most of us would let the error stand 
as a monument to the heroic efforts of 
Judd and Detweiler and The University 
of North Carolina Press to get the book 
ready for distribution before Christmas. 

Sincerely yours, 
T. Coucn 

Director



THE CURRENT CINEMA 
War and Peace 

mvaL Worp on Donatp Duck: 
F vena Duck is funny without be- 

ing vulgar; he is universally liked 
and respected; he is indubitably earning 
his share of our tax dollar. ‘The anti- 

administration bloc-heads in Washing- 
ton, on the other hand... 

i is interesting that the best picture 
of the week is one that comes from 

England and one that has nothing to 

do with the war. “Lady in Distress” is 

the name, and you have my 
personal, money-back guar- 
antee that it will knock your 
hat off. Paul Lukas, Michael 
Redgrave, and a reliable Eng- 
lish cast are here involved in 
one of those casually told but 
effective melodramas which, 
despite the blockade and cur- 
tailed wartime production, keep the 
quality of the imported cinematic prod- 
uct higher than the domestic. The vir- 
tues of “Lady in Distress” are modest 
virtues: an ingenious plot, direction 
which focusses on narrative rather than 
“acting,” a variety of convincing back- 
grounds that actually have something to 
do with the story; in a word, what Hol- 
lywood would call a B picture. All that 
happens is that a mechanic, a young 
man who operates a crane on a con- 
struction job, gets curiously mixed up 
with a neurotic vaudeville magician and 
his feminine stooge. It’s a cliché to 
say that a picture will keep you guess- 
ing right up to the last minute, but 
nevertheless “Lady in Distress” will 

keep you guessing right up to the last 
minute. 

‘A more pretentious and less deserving 
import is Leslie Howard’s “Mister V.” 
It is getting harder and harder to ring 
changes on the lone-man-vs.-Gestapo 
formula, and “Mister V” shows distinct 
evidences of strain. About all it offers 

is several good situations too laborious- 
ly arrived at and a consistently ingrati- 

ating performance by Mr. Howard, 
who has given himself the benefit of 
his own direction. Pursuing my the- 
ory that bad pictures can be readily 
spotted and classified by certain charac~ 
teristic scenes, I may say that “Mister 
V” contains the scene characteristic of 
all foolish spy stories, the one in which 
the wily leader of the enemy secret po- 
lice questions the hero and then politely 
tells him that he will not be detained. 
“But vy haff you let him go?” a puz- 
zled underling asks as soon as the door   

has closed behind the hero. “You fool, 
he vill lead me to the others,” replies 
the boss. Cf. “Joan of Paris.” Another 
thing: such films seem quite a bit too 
cocksure for the present precarious mo- 
ment in history; the privilege of making 
them should be considered one of the 
fruits of victory. 

  

“(arrains oF THE CLoups,” a huge 
Technicolor job with James 

Cagney and a supporting cast of air- 
planes, is, for better or for 
worse, a major picture. If you 
want the laboratory report, it 
shows “Captains of the Clouds” 
to be about 45% superb Tech- 
nicolor photography; stunt fly- 
ing, 20%; detailed informa- 
tion on the training methods 
of the R.C.A.F., 159%; un- 

diluted patriotism, 15%; acting, 3%; 
technical effects, 2%; and of plot a 
trace. You're asking me whether you'll 
like it? How should I know? Speak- 
ing of airplane films in general, with 
special reference to “Captains of the 
Clouds,” it should be pointed out that 

from the very beginning the movie peo- 
ple have shown an uncanny ability to 
capture on celluloid the exhilaration and 
chanciness of heavier-than-air flight; 
they’ve handled it much more sym- 
pathetically and graphically than they 
have, say, the desirability of women. 
But then, of course, the Wright Broth- 
ers really had something. 

‘Ome Younc Lapy” and 
“Lady for a Night” also opened 

last week. Let’s see, now . . . “Obliging 
for a Night,” “Night Lady,” “Oblig- 
ing a Lady,” “Night for Night,” “Lady 
for Lady.” Kind of fun, isn’t it? More 
than the pictures were, I can tell you. 
Listen, we can’t let them purge Donald 
Duck. —RvusseLt Matoney 

  

WORDS OF ONE SYLLABLE DEPT. 

[Footnote in “Composing Sticks and Mor- 
tar Boards,” by Earl Schenck Miers] 

Carl Purington Rollins, “Considera- 
tions on the Choice of Paper,” 4 Demon- 
stration of Two Strathmore Book Papers 
(West Springfield, Mass., 1940). If Mr. 
Rollins finds other of his conclusions ap- 
pearing in these paragraphs without the 
benefit of direct quotation, it is only be- 
cause two curds of milk, emanating from 
different cows, frequently discover that 
their labors have produced the same piece 
of cheese. 
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© The first and only portable radio guaran- 
teed to receive Europe, So. America or the 
Orient every day, or your money back, It 
also brings in foreign short wave reception 
on trains, planes, ships. 

U.S. PATENT NO. 2164251 AND 2200674 

Wavemagnet and Shortwave Magnet 
Bulti-tn Movable for standard and short wave reception in 

irains, planes and ships 
In local radio broadcasting blackouts and elec~ 
tric power shutoffs, this new portable radio 
‘enables you to listen direct on its own battery 
power to America’s powerful short wave sta- 
tions which may be your only source of in- 
struction and information during emergencies. 
FIRST TIME! Personal short wave radio recep- 
tion from our owa oF foreign continents—at home 
and while you ride in planes, trains or ships! 
FIRST TIME! A portable radio that gives domestic 
short wave reception in locations where broadcast 
does not penetrate in the daytime. 
FIRST TIME! The miraculous time and band but- 
tons. Pre-setthe pointer—"Press a button... there's 
Europe.” 
FIRST TIME! On conveyances—on Jand—sea— 
air—choice of portable radio reception with buile- 
in movable broadcast Wavemagnet and Shortwave 
Magnet. 

FInST ‘TIME! Bapd Spread makes foreign station 
tuning on a portable radio as easy and simple as 
ordinary radio broadcast tuning. 
FIRST TIME! Logged at the factory on short wave 
broadcasts... A convenient logging chart on inside 
lid of cover is pre-logged by factory experts. Shows 

‘what stations are found on each wave band 
and at what number on the dial. 
FIRST TIME! Zenith Famous Radiorgan Tone 
Device on a portable radi 
POWER from self-contained battery and standard 
lighting current ingeniously interchangeable at a 
second’s notice. ‘Telescope Whip Aerial for 
use in getting extra distance, 
WATCH your Zenith dealer's window. Don't miss 
this NEW ONE! 
EARPHONES for privacy. Special low impedance 
earphones for sporting events, traveling and the 
hardeof-hearing (extra equipment). 
WORKS on light socket or battery. 
#ZENITH DELUXE COSTS MORE 

e@  —BUTDOES MORE e 
“Prices slightly Righer west of the Rocltes to cover transpor- 

ato rien suet change wow nie 
rgpolitan Wholesale Distributors: coLeN-crumn coos ine he LBngton 2.3113 

Les en ea 
DE LUXE PORTABLE RADIO 
Pee O at 
Cine er   
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Gea 
THE NEW MASTER OF THE PIANO 

Carmen Cavallaro 
AND HIS ORCHESTRA 

Monna Montes & 
Alexis Dolinoff 

STARS OF THE BALLET 

Linda Ware 
WITH HER SONGS 

Henry Scott 
WITH MUSICAL NONSENSE 

Clemente avo nis runes 
BAND FEATURING Dacita 
Reservations Circle 5-9000 

ROCKEFELLER CENTER 

  

Final week of Midwinter Sale! 
America's foremost collection 
of modern furniture and rugs! 

\No 
oor 

‘yo? es s 
OPEN MON. thru FRI. till. 9, SAT. 6 
  

    
  

THE HAMMER ON THE NAIL 

YOUNG composer I knew 
A years ago was taken to meet the 

great Josef Hofmann. They 
talked, and in the course of the con- 
versation my friend mentioned a piano 
piece he was working on. Hofmann 
showed interest, and even, in a kindly 
way, asked to see the composition, say- 
ing he might like to try it. My friend, 
in a glorious confusion of diffidence and 
delight, exclaimed, “Oh, Mr. Hof- 
mann! You've really got a nerve to 
think of playing one of my composi- 
tions!” It was a long time before he 
figured out why, from then on, the 
interview grew noticeably chillier. 

What he had meant to say was: 
You've got courage to tackle such a 
poor thing as mine, you must be willing 
to try anything, you've got nerve. But 
in his excitement he slipped in the article 
“4” and spoiled everything. I have al- 
ways sympathized with him. In the 
English language there are so many 
such phrases in which the shift of a 
word can change the meaning entirely 
that it’s a wonder we don’t all get mixed 
up more often than we do. 

If you say you’re on your last legs, 
for example, you are in a far different 
situation than a person who’s on the 
last lap, though there’s a certain similar- 
ity in the pictures the two phrases call 
up. [had an aunt who always fumbled 
that one. “I’m on my last 
legs with this,” she would 
say, looking up all beam- 
ing and cheerful from 
some task she was engaged 
in, and then she would go 
on to describe some even 
more strenuous project she 
had in mind for herself as 

soon as this one was fin- 
ished. It made people 
wonder. 

Tf you give a man a leg 
up, it’s not at all the same 
thing as being a leg up on 
him, while if you put your 
best leg foremost—no, it’s 
the foot you put foremost 
and not the leg, though I 
could never figure out precisely why. 
But speaking of feet, you may put your 
foot down or put your foot in it, and 
though the operations are much the 
same, the results aren’t. Only an un- 
usually timorous lover could have his 
heart in his mouth and his heart on his 
sleeve at the same time, yet, oddly 

enough, if he were an honest, well- 
meaning fellow, he might be said to have 

his heart in the right place all the time. 

  

Parts of the anatomy figure in many 
such phrases, and the references are 
always precise and specific. ‘Thus, it’s 
the finger of scorn, the hand of fate, 
the long arm of coincidence—all lead- 
ing up, of course, to the inevitable cold 

shoulder. You pay through the nose, 
but you lie in your teeth; if occasion 
arises, you may also make your way in 
the teeth of danger. You can sail in 
the teeth of a gale, too, but remember, 
if the gale drops to a mere wind, then 
a change occurs and you sail in the eye 
of it. I suppose that in the whole history 
of yachting nobody has ever sailed in 
the teeth of a wind or in the eye of a 
gale. You can get a person under 
thumb or under your skin, hold his fate 
in the palm of your hand, or wind him 
around your finger. All the while the 
man may be just a heel. 

The thing that interests me most 
about such phrases is their firm immuta- 
bility. However capricious an expres- 
sion may seem to have been at the start, 
once it comes into general use it is in- 
violable; af even a word is altered, the 
whole thing becomes meaningless. I 
have no way of knowing what the orig- 
inal circumstances were which estab- 
lished that a wise man was one who 
knew his onions while a foolish one 
would be likely to spill the beans. All 
I know is that if you want to make 

sense, you had better stick 
to that formula, even to 
this day. Unless, of 
course, in the one in- 
stance you are speaking 
of a man who actually 
happens to be an author- 
ity on beans and in the 
other you're describing a 
situation in which real, 
palpable onions were sent 
rolling on the floor. Then 
you can say “He knows 
his beans” or “He spilled 
the onions.” Not other- 
wise. 

You may be in a stew 
or a pickle, but you talk 
turkey and eat humble 

pie. So far as I know, I have never 
tasted duck soup or seen it on a menu, 
but there it is, nevertheless, the unalter- 
able symbol of the easy task, the enjoy- 
able undertaking. If you land in the 
soup, though, that is another matter en- 
tirely. No one knows what happens if 
you look a gift horse in the mouth; it’s 
forbidden, and the results would clearly 
be disastrous. But you can get a hot tip 
on the races—practically a gift, and if 
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185 Million Dollar Plum 
A lot of plums have been dropping into 

the Los Angeles market, where aircraft, ship- 

building and other pay rolls have reached the 

stupendous sum of one-and-a-half billion 

dollars a year. 

Now comes another plum—small in com- 

parison, it is true, but one that will certainly 

sweeten the local retail sales pie. With pur- 

chases of new cars and other products cur- 

tailed by government order, Mr. and Mrs. 

Los Angeles, whose purchases of new cars 

alone amounted to $185,000,000 last year, 

LOS ANGELES TIMES 

will have to look elsewhere to spend this 

money. They'll be buying more Defense 

Bonds and Stamps, to be sure, but a lot of 

that one hundred and eighty-five million 

dollars will be spent in local stores for 

nationally advertised merchandise of all 

kinds. 

Another plus sign in one of America’s best 

plus markets. And the surest way of reach- 

ing the market’s buyers is through the news- 

paper that most money-earning, money- 

spending Southlanders read. 

Represented by Williams, Lawrence & Cresmer 

New York, Chicago, Detroit, San Francisco 
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II) 
HELP 

TEVA 
a iW 

YOU CAW HELP 
VOLO 

tees 

T’S true—all smokers sometimes 
inhale, But — between PHILIP 
Morris and other leading cigar- 
ettes there’s a tremendous differ- 
ence in irritant qualities. Doctors 

who compared the fwe leading 
brands report that... 

IN STRIKING CONTRAST TO PHILIP 
MORRIS, IRRITANT EFFECTS OF THE 
FOUR OTHER LEADING BRANDS AVER- 
AGED MORE THAN THREE TIMES AS 
HIGH — AND LASTED MORE THAN FIVE 
AS LONG! 

      

  

Finest tobaccos — of course. But 
that's not enough! PHILIP MORRIS 
are made differently. They taste 
better—they’re proved better for 
your nose and throat. 

Just Remember - It’s America’s Finest Cigarette   

the horse wins, a very valuable one— 
straight from the horse’s mouth. Hors- 
ing around is one thing and being cowed 
is another, and if the first is a little like 
being a bull in a china shop, the second 

is very much the same as being buffaloed. 
Certainly, no really doggy person would 
permit himself to be found in either 
predicament—if predicaments they are, 
for by now I am getting a little con- 
fused. 

Meantime, Pye a special problem of 
my own. Long ago, when I lived in 
Rochester, I knew a man who used 
to say, when he wanted to congratulate 
you on an especially shrewd observation, 
“You hit the nail on the nose that time.” 
Tt was wrong, of course. I knew it was 
wrong, even then. But it had that kind 
of insidious wrongness that is always 
the hardest to track down. Ever since 
then I have been uncertain what the 
right way of putting it is, and in mo- 
ments of excitement I am likely to say 
anything, from “You put your head on 
the hammer” to “You’ve got your fin- 
ger on the nail.” He was a cheerful, 
red-faced old gentleman named Rau- 
schenbush, and he ran a grocery store 
down on Dewey Avenue, just a few 
blocks away from where we lived. I 
suppose he went to his grave never 
knowing the problem he’d saddled me 

with. —Rozert M. Coates 

The State Dept. of Motor Vehicles 
is urging pedestrians moving about the 
streets at night to wear outside garments 
if at all possible, to aid motorists and as 
a safe measure in traflic—Marin Jour- 
nal, San Rafael, Calif. 

Very well, but it’s just one more 
thing to think of. 

Don’t make dates or bring company 
home without giving your wife ample 
notice. She won’t mind if she has time to 
make things presentable. To a woman, this 
sort of thing is just as annoying as if some- 
one woke you up at midnight and intro- 
duced you to Hedy Lamarr. Now you 
know what we mean?—Minneapolis Sun- 
day Tribune & Star-Journal. 

Can’t say we do. 

BLOCK THAT METAPHOR! 

[From TNEC monograph No. 16, by 
Professor Walton Hamilton of the Yale 

Law School and Miss Irene Till of 
TNEC] 

‘The public can understand a chivalrous 
adventure in trust-busting in the grand 
manner. And when a champion of the peo- 
ple rides into the wind, seeks out the octo- 
pus in his lair, and brings home the scalp 
of a trust, it applauds. 
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ON AND OFF THE AVENUE 

HERE is an 
inviolable tra- 

dition, come cheery 
daffodil or sombre 
headline, that Amer- 
ican women must 
greet the spring in a 
suit or dress of navy 

blue or black, made refreshing by lin- 
gerie touches which may turn out to be 
either crisp or ruffly. Bergdorf Good- 
man’s latest forays into early-spring cos- 
tumes indicate that they have no inten- 
tion of ignoring a uniform as practical as 
it is attractive, for they are merely con- 
centrating on making variations that are 
completely new. The shop has a great 
fondness for front fullness (both for day 
and for evening) resulting from drapery 
across the hips and giving a peg-top ef 
fect without undue width. This sort of 
line occurs in a navy-blue crépe dress 
with the universally beloved white piqué 
forming a high collar and a bow at the 
throat. Another dress, of navy wool this 

time, favors the same type of drapery; 
ruffled white organdie, flecked with 
confetti polka dots, edges its deep V dé- 
colletage and appears at the bottom of 
its three-quarter sleeves. (“Wearable” 
is the word I’ve coined 
for this one.) Then 
there’s a navy wool 
dress that has a circular 
skirt, white coin dots on 
its jumper, and white 
hand crocheting, like 
the doilies your aunt 
used to make, used in a 
ruffle at the ends of its 
sleeves and as trimming 
along the V of its neck. 
Women’s well- 

known affection for 
two-piece suits is like- 
wise looked after with 
imagination here. 
Knowing that we al- 
most never remove the 
jackets of our suits and, 

further, that separate 
skirts have a way of 
sagging and bulging in 
the back, Bergdorf has 
designed several models 
which are in actuality 
one piece, even though 
the front may unbutton 
nonchalantly to show 
what is apparently a 
blouse. An outstanding 
example of this design 

  

FEMININE FASHIONS 

is in black wool, with three buttons 
down the diaphragm and pink-and- 
black tie silk filling in a deep oval clos- 
ing. Of course, there are also two-piece 
suits, as always, One knockout, made 
of wool, has a line of fagoting forming 
a yoke around its buttoned jacket just 
below the shoulders; a red faille blouse 
that goes with this has a bow which 
emerges above the high V neckline of 
the jacket and glimmers through the fa- 
goting. 

For evening, luscious femininity re- 
mains in the ascendant at Bergdorf. 
‘There are such dreamy concoctions as a 
white organza dress with sheer black 
lace making its hipband, sleeves, and the 
bolero detail on its bodice, and anoth- 
er of nude beige mousseline with sheer 
black lace through its long torso and on 
its off-shoulder fichu. ‘The shop likes 
the lowest and widest of V’s in front, 
and no sweater could possibly do what 
folds of sheer fabrics can do over the 
bosom. 

When it comes to severity, Berg- 
dorf’s love for tunics grows. These can 
be very long (almost ankle-length) and 
sheathlike, as in an affair in royal-blue- 
and-green floral print, or they can be 

along the new wrap-around lines, as in 
a dinner dress of pale-blue crépe which 
has a fold that ascends, rippling and ir- 
regular, from the ankle at one side to 
the knee at the other. The same wrap- 
around line appears on dressmakery 
crépe day dresses. All the clothes here 
are original models and are made to 
measure. 

Sa Avenue’s Mr. Josephi 
is not one to fly in the face of 

the tradition calling for freshness that 
amounts to impertinence in spring hats. 
(He is also not one always to let well 
enough alone, as when he gave the name 
Lettuce Be Gay to a divine ruffled white 
eyelet cotton cap with the likeness of a 
head of lettuce on its top.) One new and 
enchanting material is known as Milan 
ostrich, which consists of thin strips of 
Milan straw curled and massed like 
ostrich fronds; it makes a soft pouf of 
yellow, red, and green froth, which is 
misted over by a red veil and is to be 
worn high over one eye. Another hat is 
trimmed with purple Milan ostrich with 
red roses nestled amongst it. When Mr, 
Josephi is not playing with this fascinat- 
ing new variation in straw, he is appeal- 

  “Pm really glad she didn’t come. She's got a new mink coat.” 
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Before you keep that “particular” date 

2 at the Stork, phone VOlunteer 5-7462 for a 
& “pretty up” date at Primrose House. It's 

just a step away—the smartest spot 

  

    

in town for serving the fashionable set. 
Everything beauty demands, including the new 

Lac-QWave hair setting. (Please take further 

note: High taxes call for saving: 

Primrose House prices 
are most moderate.) 

379 Park Avenue at 53rd Street 

Creators of the famous Chiffon Powder and other Primrose House 
beauty preparations, available at better department stores everywhere. 

Pemsett SALON 

  

Dour Engagement Ring 

  

© Diamonds from Cartier are 

peerless in color, purity, and perfection of cutting. At whatever size, or 

price, each Cartier diamond is the choicest at moderate cost. A broad 

selection of engagement rings includes those shown ~ from $87. to $990. 

Booklet on engagement and wedding rings sent on request 

FIFTH AVENUE AND FIFTY-SECOND STREET, NEW YORK 

  

  

FEBRUARY 21,1942 

ing to our love of miniatures. Tiny rep- 
licas of felt hats, an inch and a half 
across, are used as trimming around 
the peak of the low crown of a curled- 
up white straw sailor; others make a 
bunch at the front of a black straw cap. 
He also is fond of masses of flowers 
that are worn not back of the pompa- 
dour but in place of it. Wisteria bobs 
high over the forehead in one such cre- 
ation; another is all apple blossoms. 
Then, if you care for turbans, he has 
tight, silk-jersey caplike ones (to be 
worn showing the hair or not, as you 
like) with superimposed nonsense, such 
as a towering Balinese flower tiara or 
a beige basket filled with field flowers 
tilted over one eye. His felt caps called 
Phantoms, made to cover the ears and 
to come down in a deep point at the cen- 
tre of the forehead, have been a great 
success. One is purple, with a blob of 
purple and pink flowers beside one ear. 
Another is black, with black cherries at 

each side, all swathed in green veiling; 
the result is a hat with more width and 
less height than we have been accus- 
tomed to lately. 

More Josephi nonsense: A beige cow- 
girl hat with a piecrust brim turned up 
slightly at one side. . . . Lovely litde felt 
sailors with brims curled up a trifle and 
minute crowns with decorations flutter- 
ing from their peaks. Look especially at 
one of Kelly-green felt with a pink silk 
tassel... Red roses, with long, thorny 
stems, coming up to bob over a black 
straw fez worn back on the head.... 
For dinner dresses, a white silk-jersey 
scarf that goes over the back of the head, 
comes forward to drape across the chest, 
and has epaulettes composed of red cher- 
ries. 

The Josephi hats are custom-made, 
at around $35, and are even more di- 
vine than they ought to be at the price. 

—L, L. 

ABOUT THE HOUSE 

Axes, Buckets, Pumps 

‘HE truth about the householders 
of New York, it seems, on the 

basis of their current shopping habits, is 
that although they are busily engaged 
in refurnishing, redecorating, and gen- 
erally refitting their homes so as to make 
things as comfortable and beautiful as 
possible for the duration, they have lit- 
tle or no stomach for turning these 
threatened nests into fortresses by any 
of the prescribed methods. To date, in- 

terest in blackout blinds and black fab- 
rics suitable for curtaining remains tepid, 
and there has been no perceptible flurry 
of excitement over fire-extinguishers or
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even the highly recommended iron 
buckets to hold sand. Instead, people are 
acknowledging their awareness of pos- 
sible bleak days ahead chiefly by pur- 
chasing things like unelectrified candle 
brackets, old-fashioned oil lamps, parlor 
stoves, and similar homely symbols of a 
safer day, clearly looking to them less 
for a feeling of actual protection in 
emergencies than for the kind of com- 
fort that a night light provides in a 
nursery. Right or wrong, this is the 
trend of the moment, and there is at 
least this much to be said for it: anything 
which provides a measure of comfort is 
not entirely without value. 

IE you are one of the relatively few 
members of the practical-precaution 
school and are on the prowl for some 
black stuff which will really prevent 
the seepage of light and not cost a small 
fortune, Dazian’s, the theatrical outfit- 
ter at 142 West 44th Street, has a close- 
woven, suéde-finish cloth, thirty-six 
inches wide, which drapes well, sells for 
thirty cents a yard, and should do the 
trick nicely. A similar fabric at the same 
place runs wider and more expensive— 
fifty-four inches, fifty-five cents. Ham- 
macher Schlemmer has lined up a nice 
collection of grim items which may help 
crystallize your thinking, if that’s what 
you want. Among these are a first-aid 
kit at $5.95, as well as iron rakes and 
shovels, axes, flashlights, buckets, pumps, 
asbestos gloves, and those blackout can- 
dles which stand steadily on their own 
feet, without benefit of holder, and 
which would be handy things to have 
around anyway, should a fuse blow. 

Oil lamps of the Sears Roebuck farm- 
kitchen type are, as you may have no-= 
ticed, being displayed in most chain 
drugstores, and you can also order them 
from Sears, at 360 West 31st Street. 
The lamps you can pick up in antique 
shops and auction rooms are, of course, 
considerably more decorative, but also 
more fragile and costly. A compromise 
might be the tiny, night-light-size lamps 
of shiny nickel-like metal, with lacy 
pierced collars and glass chimneys, which 
have been copied by Cauman, 14 East 
50th Street, from old ones. They’re a 
dollar each. 

A Edwin Jackson’s fireplace-equip- 
ment shop, 175 East 60th Street, 

they've been having a run on coal- 
burning Franklin stoves, most of them 
bought by people who are hastily out- 
fitting unheated summer cottages for a 
possible family retreat In Case. 

Prompted by this, Jackson has come 
up with some American parlor stoves of 
another and later type, which may prove 

Qo 

  
‘Whether the March winds blow 
a mite too much...or it rains, or joke 

Berkshire Sredities, 

snows... or the sun shines brightly 

  

--.you'll still be lovely in your new 

For Berkshires are always 

100". wearable, ultra-smart, and fashion-correct. And 

naturally, the long-wearing Berkshires you buy today will be 

perfectly suited to forthcoming Spring fashions. 

In New York City and vicinity, the newest sheer silk or 

nylon Berkshire Stockings are featured by: 

BERKSHIRE KNITTING MILLS, Reading, Penna. 
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Magic substifute for soap    

    

Blue 

The whole world of music . . . inter- 
national radio, staticless FM, and 
completely antomatie phonograph ... 
can be brought to life in your home 
with such realistic beauty of tone that 
you'll think the artists themselves 
are present. The Regency Symphony 
is but one of many Magnavox tradi- 
tional furniture models, priced from 
$135... awaiting your critical in- 
spection .. . sometime soon! 

Lehman Radio Salon 
Poem a tt ae a      
        

to have an even greater appeal, if for no 
other reason than that they burn wood, 
and wood fires are considerably easier 
for amateur frontiersmen to handle 
than the coal kind. These stoves are all 
old ones, from around the middle of the 
nineteenth century. Most of them are 
rectangular and tiny—about the size 
and shape of the shovel-a-day coal stove 
used in home laundries to heat the boiler 
—but they’re considerably fancier, be- 
ing dressed up with iron scrollwork and 
sometimes embossed historic symbols, 
such as the federal eagle. All have broad 
ledges sticking out in front, convenient 
for ash removal and also as foot-warm- 
ers; some have lids on top, to hold a tea- 
kettle; and most have little ovens inside, 
which make them nice to use in country 
dining rooms to keep food hot or even 
to bake a batch of rolls or biscuits while 
dinner is being served. You don’t need 
a fireplace to set one of these stoves up 
in, but you do have to have a wall 
opening leading into a chimney flue, 
and you have got to like stovepipes. The 
smallest and simplest of these wood- 
burners costs around $25 and is said 
to radiate approximately the amount of 
heat you would get from a three-foot 
open fireplace. Jackson has larger and 
far more elaborate stoves, all the way up 
to an impressive and stylish example for 
$100, which looks more like an iron 
pipe organ than a stove and should give 
off enough heat from an astonishingly 
small amount of fuel to send you scut- 
tling to the other side of the room to 
cool your face. 

‘O get back to the more decorative 
aspect of the home, Katzenbach & 

Warren’s exhibit of ten new wallpapers 
by Justema has had such an enthusiastic 
response that the show’s run has been 
extended indefinitely. Justema’s talent 
for background effects achieved in the 
simplest terms results in five wonderful 
background papers, which lend them- 
selves to such current decorator didos as 
using cutouts from other wallpapers as 
appliqués. They’re also perfect to hang 
pictures against. There is great gaiety in 
another group of five, called subject 
papers. One of these has a pattern made 
up of cavorting skeletons and, of course, 
is for closets. Another, named Our Pets, 
has snakes, far and away the most at- 
tractive ones I’ve ever looked at, coiled 
all over it. A third paper employs the 
beauty of form and the delicate detail of 
brass and wood musical instruments, and 
the remaining two are panels—Shoot- 
ing Gallery, which is bold and gay and 
posterlike, and Pleasure Pier, a great, 
black rectangle with a Ferris wheel, 
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Sipeifine 
Tocth Paste 

A famous French formula that 
cleanses your teeth thoroughly. 

The tangy, different flavor 

leaves your mouth sweet, 
clean, fresh. 

    

For over 60 years noted 

for fine food 

The best in Sea Food, 
Steaks and Chops. 

     

    
    374 Fulton Street 

Brooklyn 

FARM HOME Summer SAUSAGE 
A delicious blend of selected choice meats — taste- 
fully seasoned. Leisurely smoked — over smolder- 
ing, frogront, genuine hickory logs. A year ‘round 

‘One large. country treat. Needs no refrigeration. 
sausage to carton $1.00 postpaid in U.S. A. 
FARM HOME FOODS, Dept. N, Watertown, Wi 
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merry-go-round, and other carnival di- 
versions outlined on it in strings of 
white dots that don’t really glitter like 
diamonds but give all the effect of do- 
ing so, especially at a little distance. The 
panels, which are meant for foyers, bars, 
and party rooms, are $36 each; the 
papers, to use at your own or your deco- 
rator’s discretion, start at $3 a roll. Be- 
fore I forget, Katzenbach & Warren 
are at 49 East 53rd Street. —B. B. 

MARKETS AND MENUS 

American Cheeses 

E of the obstacles in the way 
of a sensible discussion of cheeses 

made on this side of the Atlantic is that 
many of them are still in the experi- 
mental stage and therefore often not 
uniform in quality. This makes it risky 
to pass out any generalizations on the 
subject, but on the other hand it is a 
reassuring sign that our cheese manu- 
facture has not become depressing- 
ly standardized. Sometimes, too, what 
seems 2 variation in quality actually is 
the result of handling by the retail mer- 
chant. The man who keeps the corner 
delicatessen may know something about 
the care of the cheeses he sells, and then 
again he may not, so to be on the safe 
side, the fanatic cheese-lover had better 
pick a reliable market as well as a re~ 
liable cheese. 

Obviously, it would be impossible to 
indicate all the places where an assort- 
ment of fine cheeses gets humane treat~ 
ment, so I shall only give the names of 
a few shops that keep a variety of them 
under good conditions, The Morvay 
Cheese Shop, 13 East 59th Street; Mai- 
son Glass, 15 East 47th Street; Ven- 
déme, 415 Madison Avenue (48th); 
Old Denmark, 135 East 57th Street; 
Callanan’s Market, 41 Vesey Street; 
the Service Delicatessen, 1007 Lexing- 
ton Avenue (72nd); Martin’s Fruit 
Shop, 1042 Madison Avenue (79th); 
and the grocery departments of Macy 
and Bloomingdale can all be counted 
on to furnish a lot of good American 
cheeses that have neither lain around too 
long nor had the life refrigerated out 
of them. 

Since fanciers of American cheese 
have been investigating Cheddar over 
a long period of time, they probably 
don’t need any help from me in locat- 
ing their favorite varieties. However, 
the field has recently been enlarged by 
two magnificent Cheddars from S. S. 
Pierce of Boston which are now being 
sold here for the first time in their honor- 
able history and which it would be a ter- 
rible mistake to overlook. These cheeses 
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Braemar’s blue-blooded cashmeres 

  
With your new life, your new purpose, goes a 

    new look. Not the unbending regimentation of our   

earlier fervor, but a decorative though useful look. 

Color. And a certain softness. You wear slacks, yes, but 

add the brilliant blur of cashmeres, Braemar's incompar- 

able twin sweaters fo make you a woman to look twice at. 

These Scottish Aristocrats, cardigan, 17.95; slipover, 14.95. 
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You have never really tasted seafood, until you 

taste it with Ritter Tabasco*-flavored Catsup. 

The tang of the Tabasco* with which this unusud! 

Catsup is flavored brings out the deep-sea tang 

of fish, oysters, lobster, deviled crabs. A boon 

for Lenten meals. Why not try it? 

RITTER fice: CATSUP 
P. J. RITTER CO. + FINE FOOD SINCE 1854 

*Our use of this product and its registered trademark is licensed by the Mellhenny Co. 
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are to be found at Shaffer’s Market, 673 
Madison Avenue (61st), and both are 
excellent examples of our native cheese- 
making. One, called Old Factory, is 
a New York State product, cured for 
around eighteen months by the Pierce 
people according to a formula that has 
been a precious secret of the maker’s for 
heaven knows how long. ‘The result is 
a rich, firm cheese so beautifully mellow 
that you get its decided, tangy sharpness 
only as a delicious aftertaste. The other 
Pierce cheese available at Shaffer’s is 
Cooper’s Wisconsin, a Cheddar of the 
same high quality but with slightly less 
bite. 

Morvay has two superb Cheddars. 
One, a three-year-old of a deep, reddish 
color, has the rich, full-bodied taste of 
an English Gloucester and the texture 
of an old Edam, and I doubt if you will 
find a better matured cheese anywhere. 
The other is a white cheese of a fine 
flavor which I should describe as some- 
how lighter than the first, if that were 
an accepted adjective in cheese parlance. 
Macy carries a Canadian Cheddar 
that seems to me as good as almost any- 
thing one used to get in prewar Eng- 
land, and Macy, Callanan, and Bloom- 
ingdale have Wisconsin and New York 
State dairy cheeses which are worth in- 
vestigating. 

Aside from Cheddars, most kinds of 
hard cheese seem to be made more suc- 
cessfully to the south of us than in this 
country. From Brazil comes an authen- 
tic-tasting Edam of good, firm texture, 
made by a Dutch manufacturer who 
some time ago transferred his whole set~ 
up from Rotterdam to Rio de Janeiro. 
This, which you'll find at Blooming- 
dale, is, I think, the nearest thing we 

have to the genuine Holland Edam, al- 
though Argentina sends us a Dutch 
cheese that runs it a close second. The 
Argentine Edam has not quite the same 
well-aged hardness but possesses an 

_| equally clean, nutty flavor, and can be 
bought at nearly all the stores I’ve men- 

'{ tioned. We are getting from Argentina, 
too, a fine, hard Parmesan and a Ro- 

|| mano, both of which are remarkably 
like the Italian products and both of 
which are carried by Vendéme, Bloom- 
ingdale, and Macy. 

In the United States, the most suc- 
cessful effort in hard cheese, after our 
many first-rate Cheddars, is the Swiss 
cheese made in Green County, Wiscon- 
sin, where descendants of the Swiss col- 
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onists who settled there about a hundred 
years ago turn out a large quantity of 
what bears a close resemblance to real 
Switzerland Swiss. It has been my ex- 
perience that for some reason or other 
the quality of our native Swiss is pretty 
variable. Morvay, for instance, has two 
lots of this Wisconsin cheese, one of 

which is extraordinarily fine, with a 
good, semi-dry crumb and a sweet, nut- 
like flavor—just as it should be—while 

the other, which the Morvay people de- 
clare is from the same factory, can’t 
touch it in flavor or texture. If you 
must guess at the quality of Swiss in a 

case without benefit of tasting, the 
st guide is the cheese’s “eyes,” which 

should be uniform and a little smaller 
than a quarter. Other shops at which 
you can buy Green County Swiss are 
Vendéme, Callanan, the Service Deli- 
catessen, and Bloomingdale. 

  

OST lovers of cheese will agree, 
I think, that the finest specimen 

in the semi-soft class produced in this 
hemisphere is the Canadian Oka, which 
is made by the Trappist monks in the 
village of Oka in Quebec. This is an al- 
most perfect reproduction of the French 
Port du Salut and is to be found almost 
everywhere. To my way of thinking, 
none of the Port du Salut made in the 
United States quite comes off; at least, 
all the samples I have tried have been 
rather sour and a bit pasty. One Wis 
consin cheese of this type, however, sold 
at Old Denmark, has these defects to a 
lesser degree than most. Actually, Bor- 
den’s Military Brand Brie should come 
in the class of the semi-softs. It is an ex- 
tremely good, well-flavored cheese but 
bears no resemblance to the true Brie, 
and its label is, I think, a disservice to so 
pleasant a product. Callanan and Macy, 
of the shops I listed at the outset, have 
this. Monterey Jack, a very mild-fla~ 
vored, well-made cheese, is another ex- 
cellent example of the semi-soft type. 
Macy has it. 

LTHOUGH, as far as I know, we 
have never been successful in re- 

producing the soft French Brie, Ameri- 
can cheesemakers are beginning to do 
extremely well by Camembert, which 
belongs in the same general category. A 
Camembert that seems to me surprising- 
ly like the French original is an excep- 
tional product called Rouge et Noir, 
which is made in California and sold at 

Maison Glass, Old Denmark, and the 
Service Delicatessen, This is a smooth, 
creamy cheese with no trace of the 

objectionable pastiness that bedevils so 
many of our soft cheeses. Another good 

HE WORD “imported” has no 

allure. for the man who knows 

G&D AMERICAN VERMOUTH! 

Long before the war brought its 

threat of curtailed importations, 

thousands of clever hosts had been 

demanding G&D VERMOUTH for 

its richer goodness... its smoother, 

mellower blending qualities . . . its 

DAVITTO spicier fragrance... qualities which 

A had won prizes and Gold Medals 

\ 
Blend iit in your favorite cocktail 

recipe! Serve it straight as a pleas- 

ant prelude to sophisticated dining! 

You'll know instantly why it's a 

favorite! Both Sweet and Dry Ver- 

mouth available. 
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     Antique Tile design by Goya. Loaned by Fran- 
cisca Reyes, Inc., New York, The great Span- 
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Camembert is put up by the Robins 
Packing Company of California and sold 
at Morvay and the Service Delicatessen. 
Finally, there is the well-flavored Cou- 
cher de Soleil brand, also from Cali- 
fornia and sold at Maison Glass, Ven- 
déme, and Bloomingdale, as well as 
Borden’s very satisfactory Camembert, 
available at the Service Delicatessen and, 
under the Lily White label, at Macy. 

MONG the blue cheeses, North and 
South American experiments with 

Gorgonzola and Danish have produced 
much happier results than those with 
Roquefort. Both Argentina and Wis- 
consin produce Gorgonzola and Danish 
Blue that are mighty near the simon- 
pure originals. The Minnesota Danish 
Blue seems to me a little uneven, some of 
it being too salty for my taste. A Penn- 
sylvania manufacturer has captured 
something of the taste of Roquefort 
in a cheese called Penroque by using 
Penicillium roquefortii, which is the 
bug that gives to a cow’s-milk cheese the 
flavor of the French product. Penroque 
is matured in abandoned coal mines 
near Blairsville under conditions which 
are very like those under which genuine 
Roquefort is made, but in spite of all the 
trouble the manufacturer goes to, the 
cheese remains pretty dry and salty. 
Gorgonzola and Danish Blue from Ar- 
gentina can be obtained at Vendéme, 
Callanan, the Service Delicatessen, 
Bloomingdale, and Macy; Wisconsin 
Gorgonzola is stocked by Callanan, and 
Danish Blue from the same state by 
Vendéme, Old Denmark, Callanan, the 
Service Delicatessen, Martin, and Macy. 
‘You'll find Penroque at Maison Glass, 
Macy, and Bloomingdale. —S. H. 

MEASURE FOR MEASURE 

The Bureau of Home Economics of the 
Agriculture Department has measured 
fifty-nine external dimensions of 14,698 
women.—The Times. 

My mind is just a trifle muddy 
On why the Bureau made this study. 

I can’t recall, I am afraid, 
The part that agriculture played, 

Nor even, though I long have brooded, 
What broad conclusions were concluded 

But still ’m rather overwrought 
From being haunted by the thought 

OF women’s dreadful apprehensions 
At having fifty-nine dimensions. 

—RicHarp ARMOUR



MUSICAL EVENTS 
Conductors in Fact and Fiction—“Ramuntcho” 

DOUBLE high was registered 
last week for performances of 

A Tehaikovsky’s sixth symphony 
when it was played in Carnegie Hall by 
the Philadelphia Orchestra, conducted 
by Arturo Toscanini, and three nights 
later by the Boston Symphony, under the 
direction of Serge Koussevitzky. ‘The 
two treatments of the music sf 
had little in common, and yet 
both sounded entirely con- > 
vineing. Mr. Toscanini of- 
fered a beautifully fresh, bril- 
liant, lyrical, and tonally 
charming presentation of a 
composition that often has been torn to 
tatters, It was an evening of grand play- 
ing, topped off by a magnificent show- 
ing of Debussy’s “La Mer.” Between 
‘Tchaikovsky and Debussy, the Philadel- 
phia first fiddles went to town in Vieux- 
temps’s Ballade and Polonaise, a soloist’s 
showpiece that didn’t become sixteen 
times as interesting when sixteen violin- 
ists strutted with spectacular unanim- 
ity. There also was the “Queen Mab” 
scherzo from Berlioz’s “Romeo and 
Juliet,” something of a Toscanini spe- 
cialty that was touched off with immense 
delicacy—if delicacy can be immense. 

Mr. Koussevitzky’s conducting of 
the Tchaikovsky sixth was, in the last 
movement, a personal expression of 
grief. The first three movements were 
played dramatically and sensitively, but 
the finale had a note of great sorrow, 
never overstressed and always deeply 
felt. It was a restrained and moving 
threnody. 

Kee Goossens, arriving as guest 
conductor of the Philharmonic- 

Symphony, brought with him Jaromir 
Weinberger’s “Lincoln” symphony. 
Like all of Mr. Weinberger’s music, 
this symphony is well built and well 
scored, but it is just pleasant composing 
rather than much of an evocation of 
Lincoln. The audience seemed to like 
especially the composer’s doings with the 
spiritual “Deep River,” and Mr. Goos- 
sens, always an able maestro, made the 
most of the music. The visiting con- 
ductor also supplied excellent collabora- 
tion to Jascha Heifetz, who played the 
Brahms violin concerto. Mr. Heifetz 
wasn’t always at his best, but the familiar 
Heifetz magic was still present. 

PEAKING of Mr. Goossens, he was 
a character in one of last year’s de- 

tective stories, “Murder in Two Flats,” 

written by R. L. F. McCombs, program 
annotator for the Philadelphia Orches- 
tra. Other conductors (fictional, how- 
ever) are eminent in two recent crime 
novels, written by women who are gift- 
ed both in music and in the composition 
of whodunits: Miss Blanche Bloch and 
Mme. Queena Mario. The merits of 

these books as mystery yarns 
I must leave to the specialists 
in such matters, but I can rec- 
ommend both creations for 
their accurate and entertaining 
presentation of musical sur- 
roundings. Miss Bloch’s “The 

Bach Festival Murders” catches perfect- 
ly the political background of ambitious 
symphonic and choral enterprises in 
many cities. Mme. Mario’s “Murder 
Meets Mephisto” is set mostly in the 
Metropolitan Opera House, and if you 
want a guide to backstage life there, 
you'll find plenty of swell stuff in this 
book. Homicide is not a part of stand- 
ard musical procedure, I believe; other- 
wise, both novels may be regarded as 
almost as educational as they are di- 
verting. 

a 

Ds ‘Taytor’s “Ramuntcho” had 
its world premiére in Philadelphia 

last week. Because of the crowded New 
York schedule, I took a look at Mr. 
‘Taylor’s opera at a dress rehearsal. It 
was a thorough dress rehearsal, too— 
not a preview, but a genuine stop-go 
workout which demonstrated the great 
capabilities of the conductor of the Phil- 

adelphia Opera Company, Sylvan Levin. | 
From this rehearsal and a study of the 
printed score, I can report that “Ra- 
muntcho” is an effective and strikingly 
melodious opera, full of singable mu- 
sic. I don’t know when a production 
of “Ramuntcho” may be expected in 
town, but I think you'll be hearing many 
of its numbers at concerts before long. 
‘The opera offers fine opportunities for 
singers and orchestra, and the young 
people who make up the Philadelphia 
troupe carolled with pleasure and skill 
all through that long rehearsal. 

—Roserr A. Simon 

Q —How long and how deep is the 
Cresta tobogganing run at St. Moritz, 
Switzerland? 

A—lIt is the fastest ice run in the 
world and is 403 feet long with a 426 
foot vertical descent.—Boston Herald. 

Steeper than that, you wouldn’t want. 
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SO years ago Maggi’s Seasoning was 
the secret of a few famous chefs; today it 
is used regularly in fine homes, hotels and 
restaurants all over the world to bring out 
the best in foods. Try this unique cooking 
aid in your own soups, sauces, gravies and 
salads. You'll be delighted to find that a 
few dashes will lift them to the peak of 
taste perfection. 

    

  

   
     

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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HEAVEN ON A 
PIECE OF RYE! 

© Creamy-centered...gold- 
en-crusted Liederkranz is 
grand on rye bread or 
crispy crackers! You'lllove 
it at home .. . and at the 
better hotels and restau- 
rants. It’s one of Borden’s 
fine cheeses! 

LIEDERKRANZ 
CHEESE 

the ove American-made 
cheese that’s famous the 
world over. 
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JAZZ CONCERT 
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EDDIE CONDON 
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THE ARMY LIFE 
XII~NIGHT PROBLEMS 

N time of war it is often considered 
I more practical, and safer, for infan- 

trymen to proceed from one spot to 
another at night. This, of course, enables 
them to move with some degree of se- 
crecy, though, to be sure, it deprives 
them of the pleasure of passing in daz~ 

zling review before theircountrymen and 
of receiving bouquets and affectionate 
cheers from their countrywomen. The 
officers at Camp Croft, South Carolina, 
who would rather have my fellow-se- 
lectees and myself trained than bedecked 
or beloved, have accordingly taken us on 
a number of night “problems,” or ma- 
neuvers, the exact number being five. 

Before starting out on our first prob- 
lem, a lieutenant gave the men in my 
battalion some general advice about 
night fighting. He told us, to begin 
with, that only a fool or a rookie would 
signal another soldier in the dark by so 
obvious and revealing a method as call- 
ing out to him. It is preferable to ar- 
range in advance a sort of aural code 
system and to exchange confidences by, 
for instance, clicking a thumbnail on a 
matchbox. On the chance, however, 
that someone might make an undue 
racket with his matchbox and thus at- 
tract the enemy’s attention, we were 
advised to equip ourselves for emergency 
personal combat with some such handy 
‘weapon as a sawed-off shotgun, a trench 
knife, a blackjack, or a set of brass 
knuckles, the last three being especially 
recommended because they are both ef- 
ficient and quiet. ‘The lieutenant, after 
enumerating this arsenal, explained that 
the weapons on the list were, according 
to a strict interpretation of international 
law, illegal but that he did not feel that 
any enemy we might be called upon to 
face was a stickler for sportsmanship. 

The first night problem was a sim- 
ple hike of four and a half miles, 
and we carried only such regula~ 
tion arms as rifles and bayonets. 
We set off shortly after dark, 
travelling “at ease;” that is, 
marching along not at attention 
but without talking or smoking. 
‘The stealthy tread of the couple of thou- 
sand feet attached to our battalion was 
nevertheless audible enough to arouse 
the suspicions of a good many of the 
watchdogs in South Carolina, who sup- 
plied a full set of sound effects for our 
theoretically silent trek. Since we were 
at ease, we were unable to quiet them by 
reassuring whistles or by any other con- 
ventional call of man to dog. We were 
further harassed by our battalion com- 
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mander, a conscientious lieutenant colo- 
nel, who, to check on our discipline, 
drove up behind our marching columns 
without turning his headlights on. The 
colonel, however, did not bark at us; on 
the contrary, at the end of the hike he 
said that our discipline had been fine. 
We got back to our company area at ten 
o’clock and scrambled into our mess hall 
for coffee and doughnuts, the standard 
reward to Camp Croft men who solve 
a night problem. 

UR second problem was substan- 
tially the same as the first. At the 

end of the march, however, we pitched 
pup tents. The locale picked out for 
these operations was the same patch of 
woods we frequently inhabit during day- 
light hours while engaged in small war 
games. Although we are familiar with 
every square foot of this area, the place 
seemed strange and unfriendly by what 
little moonlight came through the trees. 
My squad stumbled along behind a guid- 
ing corporal until he pointed toa clearing, 
at which two of us detached ourselves 
from the group and prepared to set 
up a tent. Every soldier carries part 
of one, known as a shelter half, inside 
the pack on his back. We slipped our 
two halves out of our packs, opened 
them up, and started hopefully to but- 
ton them together, meanwhile mutter- 
ing to ourselves how nice it would be 
if we were allowed to strike a match, 
which we weren’t. My partner, who 
was sincere but had never before applied 
himself to a pup tent, whispered that he 
intended to rely wholly upon my efforts, 
which were feeble, since I had put up a 
total of two tents before. We got to 
work, nevertheless, and in a half-hour or 
so constructed a tenuous shelter that, in 
the dim light, appeared to be only a 

little more swaybacked than an 
Army mule about to be retired 
after thirty years of loyal ser- 
vice. 

A few days later we gath- 
ered that our next twilight ex- 
cursion would be different from 

the earlier ones when, shortly before 
departure, we were issued gas masks. 
Soon after starting, we swerved off a 
perfectly serviceable highway and be- 
gan to trudge across some unpaved 
fields. We had no idea when we were 
going to put on our masks, but we had 
been informed that word would be 
passed along with the minimum amount 
of noise. As we were deploying through 
a garden of lofty goldenrod, my squad 
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became aware of a rustling in the ranks 
ahead, and in a moment the fierce whis- 
per “Gas!” was relayed back to us. 
We passed it along and at the same time 
whipped out our masks and put them 
on. One of the fellows later said that 
he had never before heard so pleasant 
a command, as the goldenrod was be- 
ginning to disable him. 

Y far the most diverting, and ex- 
hausting, of our night problems 

was one that began at ten minutes to 
seven one chilly evening and ended up, 
a couple of years later, at three-fifteen 
in the morning, when we were served 
a full and welcome breakfast before 
retiring until noon. This, like our first 
nocturnal adventure, was prefaced by @ 

a lecture—a rather gloomy discourse 
delivered by our company commander, 
who kept spicing routine instructions 
with foreboding references to ambu- 
lances, precipices, and ravines big enough 
to swallow the whole company. The 
problem began in a safe enough way 
with a six-mile, non-stop hike, which we 
polished off in around two hours, ar- Teanga an agreedcupon asembly area This is too simple for 
around nine. We remained there for 
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by truck. 

Before taking off on a route that § 
Ulysses, I feel sure, would have avoid- @ When it comes to mixing an Old Fashioned that would 
ed in order to tackle such comparatively make the nectar of the gods run a poor second, there’s 
simple obstacles as Scylla and Charyb- no hocus-pocus or mystery. It’s a simple matter of the 
dis, most of us, in deference to the right amounts of the right ingredients, plus reasonable 

care. Ask any professional barman. You'll find a good 

recipe below and all the magic necessary is contained in 
that trusty bottle of Angostura. 

cold night, put on heavy woollen under- 
shirts we had stowed in our packs. Then 
we set out on a two-mile cross-country 
jaunt, traversing a bumpy meadow in 
columns of twos and shifting into single 
file as we approached a forest. To pre~ ff 
serve some semblance of unity, each 
man held on grimly to the pack strap © : 
Gf ihe aamn in fronwel hia, and -we ‘De Siegeite 
Jumbered. alone: like: intoxicated icireus BITTERS 
clephants. From time to time a link A TONIC APPETIZER 
in the chain broke and a flustered sol- © “GOOD FOR THE STOMACH” 
dier, left to his own devices, wandered 
off whatever trail the column had Herts how 
blazed. One of the boys, by daylight an   excellent soldier, was heard to say “Par- TO MAKE IT! 

don me” five times to trees. My only ere 
misfortune occurred when, coming upon |1 pedir ce ananes g 
a gully, I was told by a lieutenant posted ‘Splash ef Seltzer Noes isthe ica ARE 

atuteGice bi takeia big Sep) and. took a Waa ota fecponinion 4 eer Was 
one not quite big enough. “You looked favorite whiskey I EXROSTIONS AS HAS BEN ACCORDED 
funny,” the fellow behind me later re- A cherry and twist of 10 De acaats seecerony art 

“ iS ” lemon peel 
ported. “You disappeared. 

ANGOSTURA-WUPPERMANN CORPORATION * 304 EAST 45th ST., NEW YORK CITY 
UR last night problem involved Write For Free Mixing Guide 
only three miles or so of walking, a 

negligible distance for the infantry. We 
were treated on this occasion to a dem-   
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The Haggis, a traditional Scotch 
ceremonial dish, isalways”‘pipedin” 
together with Scotch Whisky. To 
glorify this pleasant rite there is a 
reason for serving Teacher’s... 

Made since 1630 by Wm. Teacher & Sons, Ltd.. Glasgow 
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Perfection.of Blended SCOTCH WHISKY. 

  

  

  

    
    

Here's a distinctive way to serve the dis- 

tinctive Green Giant Brand Peas. Shred 
34 Ib. dried beef. Frizzle until slightly 
browned in 2 tbsps. butter or salad oil. 
Add liquor drained from one can Green   

Green Giant Peas 
» The South American 

Way 
(You'll like the touch of chili) 

Giant Peas. Simmer beefin juices § min. 
Add 1034-02. can condensed tomato soup 
and I tsp. chili powder. Simmer together. 
Add drained peas. Season with salt. Serve 
on toast or rice with simple green salad.     

  

onstration of night noises and sights, the 
idea being to impress upon us the detec- 
tability of casual movements. Members 
of a platoon from another company 
were distributed at hundred-yard in- 
tervals in front of us and for our bene- 
fit clicked rifle bolts, coughed, sneezed, 

laughed, shuffled about, chopped wood, 
and lit cigarettes while we sat in rigid 
silence. We were deeply impressed by 
the visibility of a Jone cigarette eight hun- 
dred yards away and would probably 
have been even more impressed by one at 
seven hundred yards if, as we learned 
later, the soldier detailed to light it, a 

confirmed cigarette-bummer who had 
borrowed a smoke from his lieutenant 

for the demonstration, had been able to 

resist the temptation of smoking it half 
an hour before any puffs were officially 
scheduled. 

Our only active participation in the 
events of that evening came when we 
marched across a field and waited for a 
flare, resembling a Roman candle, to be 
shot off overhead. At this we were sup- 
posed either to fall to the ground or 
freeze in our tracks, depending on how 
much time we had for movement he- 
tween the firing and lighting up of the 
flare. If we froze properly, it was ex- 
plained, enemy flare-throwers would be 
unable to distinguish us from old and 

harmless tree stumps. After carrying off 
this simulation reasonably well, we had 
started to leave our petrified forest when 
I tripped over an embankment and fell 
flat on my face. My pack, crashing for- 
ward on the back of my neck, momen- 
tarily pinned me to the earth and the 
knife in my mess-equipment carrier si- 
multaneously flew out, soared over my 
head, and landed a few inches from my 
nose. While I was staring at the knife 
and vaguely thinking about trying to 
get up, a fluttery corporal, who would 
have been quite justified in thinking my 
tumble the loudest noise of the night, 
rushed up and announced to my as- 
sociates, after a cursory inspection, that 
I was dead, presumably deciding it was 
by my own hand. He seemed rather 
nettled when I finally arose, with all 
the outraged dignity a bruised and bat- 
tered tree stump could muster. 

—Pvr. E. J. Kann, Jr. 

When Merle Oberon goes east, she'll 
visit Mrs. Douglas Fairbanks, Jr., at her 
farm in Virginia. Incidentally, James Rey- 
nolds, who goes all over the world to paint 
beautiful horses, did a portrait of Mrs. 
Fairbanks which is now hanging above the 
fireplace in her drawing room—Hedda 
Hopper in the Winnipeg Tribune. 

Gossip writers have such a vivid style.



OUT OF TOWN 
Making the Best of It 

JERY ski centre in Vermont and 
E New Hampshire has been im- 

proved in one way or another this 
year and, now that the government has 
found better uses for excess railroad 
equipment, every weekend ski train has 
been cancelled, so the problem is not so 
much one of where to go as of how 
to get there. I’ve been pump- 
ing various sources of infor- 
mation for the best answers 
and am ready with a few sug 
gestions; you, of course, may 
find better ways (people al- 
ways do), or the motoring 
distances involved may look 
temptingly short if you can be cavalier 
about your tires. 

Stowe, in the Mount Mansfield dis- 
trict of Vermont, fares as well as any 
in the absence of ski trains. You can 
leave Penn Station at nine-fifteen in 
the evening and reach Waterbury at 
six forty-five for a pre-dawn taxi ride 
to Stowe—early, you see, and prob- 
ably bitter cold, but it gives you an ap- 
petite for a staggering New England 
breakfast, and anyway, isn’t it just what 
athletes like? If it isn’t just what you 
like, you can take a Canadian Colonial 
plane to Burlington and one of the line’s 
limousines to where you plan to stay. 
Planes leave here at eight in the morn- 
ing, one-thirty in the afternoon, and 
eight at night, making the trip in approx- 
imately two hours. The Lodge, out at 
the foot of Mount Mansfield, is near 
the famous chair life (“world’s longest, 
highest,” etc.) and is still as convenient 
a spot as you'll find around there, of+ 
fering rather superior comforts at from 
$4.75 a day (American plan, like prac- 
tically all ski places) ; the Green Moun- 
tain Inn, in Stowe, is fun if you like 
village life. The Ski Meister trail on 
Mount Mansfield has been completed, 
which means it’s wider and longer 
than it was last year, and that chair lift, 
though I’m as wary as anyone of super- 
latives, is long enough and high enough 
to suit the most exacting. 

Woodstock, Vermont, is compara- 
tively handy if you don’t object to sacri- 
ficing a few morning hours of skiing. 
Here it’s a case of the midnight train 
from Grand Central to good old White 
River Junction, where you arrive at a 
leisurely ten-forty and take a taxi the 
rest of the way—fifteen miles. There 
are eleven tows working in this region, 
to say nothing of the Alpine lift at Pico 
Peak, twenty miles away over near Rut- 

    

land. Unless you have discovered your 
own pet farmhouse or camp (there are 
dozens of them open to skiers around 
most of these villages), you'll probably 
want to stay at the White Cupboard 
Inn while you're in Woodstock. 

Still in Vermont, Snow Valley, the 
new skiing centre near Manchester, 

opened on January 24th, and 
by the following weekend sev- 
en hundred people were playing 
around there. Two new-style 
tows, with ropes that don’t 
drag on the ground, are now 

operating on two of its slopes, 
and the management hopes 

to have the Alpine lift working by 
Washington’s Birthday. Five trails start 
from the top of the lift—two for ex- 
pert skiers, two for the great middle 
class, and one for those delicately desig- 
nated as novices. There’s a chalet to 
provide immediate comforts—hot cof- 
fee, sandwiches, open fire, and so on— 
at the foot of the slopes, but you live 
in Peru or Manchester, both five miles 
away, with plenty of bus and taxi service 
to get you to either place. Peru of- 
fers two likely possibilities—the Brom- 
ley House, where rates start at $4.50 a 
day and where there’s an instructor 
from Chamonix, and Johnny Seesaw’s, 
a private-clublike sort of retreat, where 
lounging bunks spread with bearskins 
ring the fireplace in the centre of the 
main room. Manchester has more of a 
choice. The Orvis Inn, which, like the 
two plain restaurants in town, has a bar, 

can put up forty-five people at from $5 
a day apiece; the Holiday House (pop- 
ular, among other things, for the ski 
barn, where you mix your own drinks) 
takes thirty-five guests at somewhat 
lower rates. And there are several others. 
Railroad transportation is the rub her 

it’s the Mount Royal from Grand Cen- 
tral at nine at night and—so help you 
——Manchester at three in the morning. 
The hundred-and-ninety-mile drive up 
may be the solution, unless you think it’s 
fun to play bridge on the train and not 
go to bed until you get there. 

ch 

  

Ove in New Hampshire, Fran- 
conia presents its own problem 

in transportation. Sampling Cannon 
Mountain’s aerial tram and its new Al- 
pine lift at the top means taking the mid- 
night from Grand Central which gets 
you to White River Junction at ten- 
forty. Most Franconia places, given ad- 
vance notice, will send a car over to fetch   
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FROM NEW YORK EVERY WEEK-END 

Overnight to famous Chateau 
Frontenac. Skiing at near-by Lac 
Beauport Snow Bowl. Ski-Hawk 
School, home of Parallel ‘Tech- 
nique, teaches 3 out of 4 begin- 
ners how to ski in a week. 

OTHER ALL-EXPENSE TRIPS 
4 DAYS—$62 

10 DAYS. $110 
Round Trip Rail Fare, Lower Berth, 

Room at Hotel, and All Meals 
Reservations at any Canadian Pacific 
office. In New York; 344 Madison 
‘Ave., at 44th St., VA. 6-4444, 

Canada Welcomes U. S. Citizens 

Chateau 
Frontenac 

A Canadian Pacific Hotel in Friendly Old Québec 

For a Limited Time Only- 

25% OFF 
on KODAK REPAIRS 

cs 

Camera Check—-Up FREE 

* 

That old Kodak of yours 

can be put in trim to 

get as good pictures as 

the day you bought it. 

Bring it in soon our 

special repair rates 

end March 31. 

eastman Kodak stores, nc. 
MADISON AVE. AT 45th 

A aii 
235 WEST 23rd STREET     

you—the drive takes about an hour and 
a half—and of course there are always 
taxis. The internationally minded who 
expand in a club atmosphere will cer- 
tainly head for the Franconia Mitter- 
sill, which even has its own practice slope 
this year, with a sizable tow and a hut 
that provides, of all things, for sun- 
bathing. Rates start at $6 People who 
prefer the garden variety of simplicity 
might try the Thorner House; should 
you go there, don’t miss learning to ski 
or skiing with (according to your status) 
the boss himself; he’s good. The Thorn- 
er station wagon totes you around for 
nothing extra, taking you to, and calling 
for you at, the foot of Cannon Moun- 
tain, but if you’re up to it, you can have 
the fun of running a four-mile trail 
from the top of the mountain right to 
the door of the inn. 

Getting to North Conway and the 
Eastern Slope region isn’t exactly a 
cinch, either. Hopping the State of 
Maine express from Grand Central at 
nine in the evening, you pull into Port- 
land at around six-thirty. After break- 
fast in the station, you take another train, 
which leaves at eight o’clock and arrives 
in North Conway at a little after ten. 
Local folk, headed by Hannes Schneider, 
are living up to the district’s cherished 
skimobile—that endless chain of little 
cars which chugs you up Cranmore 
Mountain—by studying nearby trails 
and slopes and caring for them as though 
they were orchids. How they go about 
this is too technical for me, but I gath- 
er that rolling the slopes systematically 
adds two weeks of spring skiing; what's 
more, they turn icy surfaces into good 
snow by dragging a twelve-hundred- 
pound mat of chains and spikes all over 
the place. The Eastern Slope Inn, where 
the cheerful Swiss musicians from the 
World’s Fair are again holding forth in 
the bar, is still the palace hotel of the 
whole New England skiing country, as it 
should be with rates, for room and bath, 
starting at $10, or $7 European plan. 
Its new chalet alongside is a great success 
at somewhat lower prices. —K.C. B. 

WHICH PAGE OF 
“THE NEW YORKER” D’YA READ? 

It would certainly surprise the distin- 
guished house of Williams & Humbert to 
find its excellent Cedro sherry, which is a 
rather thin vino de pasto, listed as a “sub- 
stitute,” and as a substitute for vermouth 
at that—The New Yorker, February 7th, 
page 46. 

Cedro replaces imported Vermouth for 
your Martinis.—From a Williams & Hum- 
bert adv. in The New Yorker, same issue, 
inside back cover.   
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NTOINE DE 

SainT-Exvu- 
péry’s “Flight to 

* Arras” is one of the 
few war books that, 
born of personal ex- 

perience, rise above that personal experi- 
ence, and, indeed, above the whole ac- 
tion of the war itself, to a level where 
only final questions are asked and final 
answers given. One cannot say that 
these questions and answers are neces- 
sarily meaningful to all, nor can one say 
that Saint-Exupéry has given them a per~ 
fect form. But he has made a truly noble 
attempt to think out his war experiences 
as a philosopher would, not as a soldier 
would, or a mere writer. “Flight to Ar- 
ras” is a credo, the credo of a fighting 
man to whom the ordinary reasons for 
fighting have proved unsatisfactory. 

In the last days of May, 1940, “atime 
of full retreat, of full disaster,” 
Saint-Exupéry was a member of 
one of the fifty aerial reconnais- 
sance crews which had to serve 
the entire French Army. Again 
and again these three-man 
crews were ordered into the air to 
make observations which, in the 
face of achieved catastrophe, 
were futile. From these trips a 
pitiful percentage returned. 

“Flight to Arras” tells the 
story of one of the flights. Saint- 
Exupéry (the pilot), with his ob- 
server and gunner, was ordered 
to make a photographic sortie at 
about thirty thousand feet and 
then to make a reconnaissance at 
two thousand feet over the Ger- 
man tank parks near Arras. A 
series of miracles permitted them 
to complete their useless task. 
Or was it useless? There is the 
whole point of the book. 

As Saint-Exupéry _ prepares 
for the flight, “to sketch the face 
of a war that has no face,” he 
is filled with neither fear nor 
courage. The defeat of France 
is so great that individual deaths, 
including his own, no longer 
count. He is numb. “There is 
no France,” he thinks, “no Eu- 
rope, no civilization. There are 
particles, detritus, nothing more. 

...What do I accomplish by 
risking my life in this mountain 
avalanche? I have no notion.” 

At thirty-three thousand feet 
he is harried by six German fight- 

BOOKS 
Beyond Defeat 

er planes, each carrying eight machine 
guns, each gun firing fourteen hundred 
bulletsa minute. A “fight” isimpossible, a 
symbol of the whole situation of France. 
He escapes. His throttle controls freeze 
up, a result of the manufacturer’s inef- 
fectualness. “Ineffectualness weighed us 
down, all of us in the uniform of France, 
like a sort of doom.” Then comes the 
low-altitude sortie. Before his eyes is 
spread the unbelievable picture of the 
flight of the refugees, an anthill scat- 
tered by a boot, millions of blind bodies 
impeded by their failing motorcars, 
“drowning in old iron.” He sees France 
in decomposition, maggoty. All is over. 
Why, then, do he and his mates go 
on fighting? The question torments 
him as he watches the moribund body 
of France twitching below him. It 
torments him even as he threads his 
way through the moving labyrinth of 
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shells and tracer bullets directed at 
him by anti-aircraft batteries of all cal- 
ibres. It torments him even when he 
has returned safely to his base after a trip 
which has tortured the reader’s nerves 
almost as much as it has tortured his 
own, 

His answer, given piecemeal through 
the book and then, at the end, intoned 
like a sermon, even like a prayer, is not 
dissimilar to that in “For Whom the 
Bell Tolls,” but it is both subtler and 
more anguished. Any summary would 
be opaque and blundering, for Saint- 
Exupéry is a poet; his language is his 
meaning. But we may say that the kind 
of patriotism his mind at last rises to will 
seem to many the only kind that can win 
the war and the peace, which are in- 
divisible. Its basic conviction is that Man 
is higher than the individual, as the 
cathedral is of an order higher than the 

  “I wonder if we couldn’t convert some of the 
boys to Henry James.” 
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“PEARL S. 

BUCK 
at her best” 
=Sterling North, Literary Editor, 
Chicago Daily News and N.Y. Post 
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stones which compose it. The concep- 
tion is lofty, too lofty, doubtless, for 
us to pay much attention to it in these 
days when continents are crumbling 
and “abstractions” seem of no moment. 
Yet it is upon abstractions like these 
that Christendom founded itself. It is 
against such abstractions, against the 
Saint-Exupérys, thinking and agonizing 
in their fatal cockpits over Arras, that 
the Nazis fight, knowing well who their 
final enemy is. It is for such abstractions 
in the end that men die, for anything 
smaller, Saint-Exupéry tells us, is not 
good enough. 

The translation by Lewis Galantitre 
reads superbly, as one would expect. 
Bernard Lamotte’s gravure illustrations 
do not happen to excite me, but as I have 
been anaesthetic to all book illustra- 
tors since, Cruikshank, my opinion is not 
worth much. There can be no question, 
though, of the value of the book. It is 
not always lucid, it is extravagant, it is 
even hysterical at times, and it lacks the 
beauty of his “Wind, Sand, and Stars.” 
Yet for all that it is an important work, 
composed at a pitch of feeling to which, 
among those who have written about 
the war, few have attained. 

CANNOT advise the reading of 
“Flight to Arras” as a temporary 

escape from the war. Escapes are neces~ 
sary, however, and you will find the 
blueprints of one in Jonathan Norton 
Leonard’s “Enjoyment of Science.” In 
pleasant, brisk, and rather unbuttoned 
prose, Mr. Leonard outlines the way in 
which the intelligent adult can proceed 
to make the study of science in general, 
or any one of the sciences, a refuge, a 
hobby, and a delight. As Mr. Leonard 
goes along he works in quite a lot of in- 
formation about many matters, from 
aerodynamics to yeasts, but his main 
purpose is not educational. “Enjoyment 
of Science” has no value as a reference 
book. The author’s aims are to give you 
pointers, sketch methods of home study, 
offer encouragement, map the field, 
supply bibliographical hints—that sort 
of thing. He succeeds admirably and I 
commend his book to all hobbyists who 
feel an urge to get beyond pastimes like 
philately into something offering a little 
more resistance to the teeth of one’s 
mind. —Curton Fapiman 

BRIEFLY NOTED 
FICTION 

Dearty BEtoven, by Harry Sylvester. 
A more than ordinarily capable first 
novel, adult and disturbing. ‘The 
scene is southern Maryland, the char- 

FEBRUARY 21,1942 
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OZONIDE 
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shave soap! 
Men with stubborn beards 

.--men with tender skins... 

every man who wants a 

closer, better shave should 

use the Gourielli innovation, 

Active Ozone Shave Soap. 
If you like the clear smell 

of concentrated fresh air 

yow'l like Active Ozone 
Shave Soap. Large jar, 1.50. 

  

        

      
    

      
      

        
       Phone PLaza 3-1200. Write or 

visit 16 East 55th Street 

GOURIELLI— 

HUNT a 

Breakfast 
@ Every Sunday *& 
served from noon on pe 

FEATURING ———— 

WAL HOFFER 
also at the cocktail hour 
and after Theatre ~ daily 

V7", bt? 
‘111 EAST 56th STREET, 

off Park Avenue 

      
  

   

   
   

    

   
  

“REMEMBER ME?" 
T'm the fellow you have been readin 

about Iately—The 97 tb, Weal 
And, Incidentally, this is @ good time to 
think about body-build - 

In this fintsh-fight, culture, 
American 

to send a F 
lasting 
New 
obligation, Addvess CHARLES ATLAS, ~ 
Dept. 75P, 115 East 23rd St., New York. 

     

      

  

          
    
            

  

    

  

A LA FOURCHETTE 
Luncheon Dinner Supper 

Cuisine Réputée 
Spécialitées 

Onion Soup au Gratin 
Chicken Véronique 

Convenient To Theaters: 
342 W. 46th St. Cl 5.9744         
   



THE NEW YORKER 

acters are Jesuit priests whose order 
has labored there for three hundred 
years; the poor whites, who feed their 
egos with hatred of the Negroes; and 
the Negroes, who fear and hate the 
whites. The immediate conflict is 
supplied by the priests’ attempt to 
form a codperative among the fisher- 
men, but the old feud between blacks 
and whites is always in the back- 
ground. 

Tue Bay, by L. A. G. Strong. The 
life story of a Dubliner, less begrimed 
than stories of Dublin usually are but 
colorful enough. The hero, orphaned 
when a small boy, lives first with an 
over-pious aunt, then with a wise old 
nurse. Dublin itself is very much 
alive, and the noises and smells of 
the waterfront and of the pubs are 
real, interesting, and strange. 

‘Timper, by Roderick L. Haig-Brown. 
Laid in the Pacific Coast logging 
country, this is a technically expert, 
colloquial, and likable story. Mr. 
Haig-Brown’s loggers do not waste 
time feeling sorry about the for- 
ests they are cutting down; they are 
good workmen and they delight in 
their various skills. The plot includes 
an attempt to unionize the logging 
camps. 

Frre in Summer, by Robert Ramsey. 
A novel with a Southern locale, about 
an angry man, never reconciled to 
any aspect of his life. He quarrels 
with his wife and children, he hates 
his employer, the relief organization 
which tries to help him, and, most 
of all, Negroes with an unrelenting 
fury. The mood is well handled and 
the characters are interesting, but 
there is too little variety for a full- 
length book. 

Tue Licutep Box, by Louise Field 
Cooper. A deftly managed domestic- 
triangle story, which comes to a cli- 
max when the Other Woman is 
snowbound at the hero’s home after 
a dinner party. For three days the 
dinner guests and the host and hostess 
shiver in a modern suburban house 
whose electric lights and heating plant 
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A Name World Famous since 1695 

CORDIALS 

Copyright 1942, National Distillers Products Corp., New York, N. Y. 

yper 

Made in America identically as in Holland by 
Dutch experts carefully trained by the deKuyper 
family. There are 11 other delicious varieties 
of deKuyper Cordials. Ask your dealer. 

wane-thlon a: tamer 

60 Proof 
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United 
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100% GRAIN 
NEUTRAL SPIRITS 
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PARK & TILFORD 
IMPORT CORP., NEW YORK, N. Y. 

      

THE 

66 Park Ave., at 38th St.    
   

  

   One of our many newly-deco- 
rated and furnished apartments 

is a charming 2 room, bath and 

kitchenette suite on the 14th 

floor, overlooking Park Avenue 

  

    
    
    

  

and the River through its seven 

windows. It has a model kitchen- 

ette. There is complete hotel ser- 

  

    
     

vice and an excellent restaurant.    
   A trouble-free complete home at 2 

total cost of $1,970. per year. 

LOUIS CARREAU, Inc. 
Managing Agents 

Robert C. Trier, Jr., Resident Manager 

ZUCCA’S 
RESTAURANT 

25 years a landmark for those who prefer the best 
food, tastefully prepared ard masterfully served. 

Luncheon $1.00 - Dinner $1.50 

PARTIES ARRANGED e MUSIC 

118 W. 49TH ST. e BR. 9-5511 

     

      
     

  

    

  

  

        

are out of fix. The resulting compli- 
cations are quite funny. 

Aunt Jessie, by Isabella Holt. Por- 
trait of a late-Victorian personality, 
an aunt who brings up a family of 
young people in an upper-middle- 
class Chicago household, beginning 
around 1912. Miss Holt re-creates 
the period fondly and in detail; it 
is stuffy, over-ornamented, narrow- 
minded, and somehow sound. A 
pleasant bit of Americana. 

GENERAL 

New Directions rn Prose AND PoEt- 
ry 1941, edited by James Laughlin. 
Interesting annual roundup of van- 
guard writing. Highspots: a play by 
Bertolt Brecht, a long satire on the 
Soviet bureaucracy by Georg Mann, 
a “little anthology of contemporary 
poetry,” and discussions and samples 
of modern Russian verse. Most of the 
contributors seem unhappy, a few 
definitely hysterical, many talented. 

Japan’s InpustriraL StreNcTH, by 
Kate L. Mitchell. Objective recent 
study, from the available figures, 
showing just what industrial backing, 
and how much, the Japanese armed 
forces can expect from Japan itself, 
Formosa, Korea, and Manchukuo. 
A valuable summary. Tables. 

Action aT Sega, by George H. John- 
ston. British naval engagements, 
chiefly in the Mediterranean, in 1940 
and 1941, with special attention to 
the exploits of the Australian cruiser 
Sydney. Crisp and graphic, though 
the necessary wartime excisions make 
it slightly spotty. Illustrated. 

Tue Men Wuo Make THE Future, 
by Bruce Bliven. The immediate 
prospects in such scientific subjects as 
viruses, the atom, astronomy, hor- 
mones, machines, and war—in gen- 
eral, “news of an optimistic charac- 
ter,” as the author says. An excellent 
popularization, mildly speculative. 
Much of the book has been reprinted 
from the New Republic 

Corvext Hurt, by Harold B. Hinton. 
Biography of our Secretary of State 
—Tennessee politics, the Spanish- 
American War, a notable career in 
Congress, and so on—with the main 
emphasis, of course, on events since 
1933. Some padding, and rather 
hastily written, but the facts seem 
to be there. Foreword by Sumner 
Welles. lustrated. 

Fuicut iy Winter, by John Clinton 
Adams. A moving history, at once 
scholarly and dramatic, of the Serbian 
Army’s indomitable fight in the first 
World War and of its amazing re-     

MONT TREMBLANT 
There's skiing for everyone at this village 
nestling at the foot of the highest Laurentian 
peak. Two ski lifts near Lodge help you get 
more sp.h. (skiing per hour). 40 miles of down- 
hill trails. Ski School for beginners. Excellent 
cuisine, dancing. Rates for every purse. Ameri- 
can dollar worth $1.10. Sleighs meet train 3 
miles from Lodge. 90 miles north of Montreal. 
Restricted clientele. 

MONT TREMBLANT 
LODGE MONT TREMBLANT 

CANADA 

  

  

  

    We find the Enka Label aces 
Because it stands for 

fabrics fine 
‘The girls all sigh . . . too, too divine! 

SPANISH ONLY 
New Classes Now Being Formed: Telephone 
for Free Demonstration Lesgon, Classes Umit 
ed to 3 pupils. Day & Evening Sessions, 
SPANISH INSTITUTE OF THE 

AMERICAS 
295 Madison Ave., N.Y. (oc ai st) 
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MR. CLIFTON FADIMAN, 
Literary Editor of The New Yorker 

  

Clifton Fadiman writes about the 

coming-of-age of the Western Thriller 

de OF THE simple beast-fables of 
serfs and peasants came at last the 

assic elegance of La Fontaine. For thou- 
nds of years the urges of the loins and 
1aginations of men combined to produce 

1. infinity of rough jokes about males and 
males; and finally Boccaccio fashioned 
me of them into literature, and THE 
ECAMERON was born. Even so modern 
popular literary form as the detective 
ory is already reaching out for a more 
phisticated embodiment, seeking it in a 
‘iliant novel such as Dashiell Hammett’s 
ve Maltese Falcon or in a hybrid semi- 
ceess like Dorothy Sayers’ Gaudy Night. 
suppose every folk-form bears within 
If the possibility of a corresponding 
form. 

      

oF these folk-forms is the horse- 
) opera or the Western. There have 

n many Continental imitations of the 
estern—Karl May years ago teutonized 
for future young Nazis—but it remains 
sentially an American product. It is 
day a stereotype intended for mass- 
nsumption. But we should remember 
at the background out of which the 
estern came was once a reality, that 
ere was a Wild West, that gun-play was 
habit, that cattle-rustlers did exist, that 
neh law did prevail. The Western re- 
ains a staple publishers’ item because 
yout it there clings still an atmosphere 
historical reality. Unless you include 

ret. Harte—whose stories seem to me 
avily laden with fakery—the Western 
ould seem to have begun and to have re- 
ained at a simple, non-literary level. That 
neralization would have been air-tight 
id not a single exception arisen in Octo- 
r, 1940, to demonstrate that the Western 
id at last found its Dashiell Hammett. 
m talking about THE Ox-Bow Incr- 

vt, by Walter Van Tilburg Clark. 

  

   

    

  

    

ow THE Ox-Bow IncrpDeENT has all 
the ingredients: monosyllabic cow- 

ichers, cattle rustlers, a Mae Western 
dy, a sinister poker game, bar-room 
awls, a villainous Mexican, and a lynch- 
g. Why doesn’t the whole thing add up 
erely to another Destry Rides Again? 
mply because Mr. Clark is an artist and 
cause his materials are merely a pretext 
r saying something that goes beyond 
em. 
The scene is Nevada in 1885. The cen- 

al action is precipitated when a group 
assorted citizens (and, boy, how Mr. 

ark can_assort them!) of the town of 
ridger’s Wells learn that a local cattle 
ler has been murdered and a number of 
ad of cattle have been rustled. They 

  

form an illegal posse to pursue the pre- 
sumed murderers and lynch them. They 
do pursue them and they do lynch them. 
That’s the general configuration of the 
plot. Actually, Taz Ox-Bow IxcipeNr 
is not so much a story about a violent hap- 
pening as a mature, unpitying examina- 
tion of what causes men to love violence 
and to transgress justice. What lends the 
book an unusual touch—almost a touch of 
genius—is the way in which everything 
that is important in it revolves around 
the most profound moral issues and is pre- 
sented only in terms of the tensest melo- 
drama. Each of the characters—there are 
a score of them and they are realized with 
almost over-elaborate precision—bears a 
special relation to the problem of violence, 
from the sadistic Tetley to Davies, the 
saint manqué. But none of them figures 
merely as a spokesman for an idea or even 
a feeling; each one, you sense, is a whole 
life of which only a facet is presented in 
this particular episode. 

In addition to being the inventor of a 
plot whose convolutions you will follow 
popeyed and goose-pimpled, Mr. Clark is 
the commander of a completely adult 
style, all bone and sinew, without a trace 
of the affectation of over-simplicity. If he 
has a fault, it is that of understatement, 
for which he will be freely forgiven. 

  

HEN HIS book first appeared, every 
\W\ reviewer and critic worth his salt 

said the same thing. They all saluted Mr. 
Clark as a minor master, as the creator of 
a new and higher kind of melodrama, as 
aman who had, coolly and single-handed, 
taken the thriller and lifted it onto the 
level where dwells literature. That it was 
the best first novel of its year was a gen- 
eral consensus, but equally general was 
the feeling that, first novel or no first 
novel, it was a first-rate story judged by 
any standard. Why, then, did it have a 
sudden lively sale, a spurt of immediate 
popularity, followed by a long let-down— 
a Jet-down which furnishes the Committee 
of The Readers Club with a fine excuse 
for republishing the book? I think the rea- 
sons may be summed up in this way: 

First, the story starts a bit deliberately. 
Secondly, as I have indicated, Tox Ox- 
Bow Incrpenr is a hybrid: it is a thriller 
and at the same time a psychological 
novel with symbolic overtones. People 
aren’t used to having their literary diet 
mixed for them in the pages of the same 
book, and that circumstance, I think, 

helped to prevent THE Ox-Bow Iver. 
DENT from becoming the great best-seller 
which it deserved to be. 

CLIFTON FADIMAN 

  

Do you want this book? 
F YOU would like to have a 
copy of this book, Mr. Fadi- 

man has completed an arrange- 
ment by which you can obtain 
it for only one dollar. 

Mr. Fadiman is one of four 
members of the Editorial Com- 
mittee of The Readers Club. 
‘The others are: 

SINCLAIR LEWIS 
CARL VAN DOREN 

ALEXANDER WOOLLCOTT 

‘These four men are among the 
country’s leading men-of-books. 
They know a good book when 
they see one. Because they see 
s0 many books, they often see— 
and read, and enjoy over and 
over again—books which never 
come to your attention. Yet 
these books are good books, 
sometimes great books. 

For it is a fact that some of 
the best books fail to come to 
your attention when they are 
first published. 

That is why these four men 
have formed The Readers Club. 
Now each month they choose 
for republication by this Club 
one of their favorite little- 
known books. This book is 
made available to you in a new 
edition at only one dollar each. 

This edition is unusually well 
made. The Readers Club books 
are full sized; each is designed 

    
      
   

  

by one of America’s outstand- 
ing artists-of-the-book; each is 
set up in new type, printed from 
new plates on good paper. 

Guaranteed books for® |, 
‘F you join The Readers Club 

I these four men tell you about 
their choices by sending you, 
with their compliments, an in- 
teresting magazine. This maga- 
zine contains a full description 
of the book. If after reading the 
description, it seems to you that 
they are right, that you will 
enjoy having this book, you will 
receive it during the coming 
month. If it seems to you that 
they are wrong, that you won't 
enjoy it, you have only to say 
that you don’t want it. Thus 
you do not obligate yourself to 
buy books you do not want. But 
even after the book reaches you, 
if you find it does not please 
you, you may return it within 
five days. Thus the book is 
guaranteed: you can’t lose! 

We invite you now to send 
in the coupon and give your 
name and address to these four 
men. By doing this, you will be 
able to receive The Ox-Bow In- 
cident. And subsequently you 
will receive news about books 
which may very possibly bring 
you more reading pleasure than 
‘you have ever had before—and 
all for one dollar a book. 

    

SEND THIS COUPON TO 
THE READERS CLUB, 41 EAST 57 STREET, NEW YORK 

Please enroll me as a member. It is understood that you 
will publish for the members one book each month, selected 
for publication by the Committee consisting of Clifton Fadi- 
man, Sinel 
Doren as ¢ 

Lewis, Alexander Woollcott, and Carl Van 
rman. It is understood that you will send each 

book to me for one dollar, plus ten cents to cover the partial 
cost of wrapping and postage. It is understood that you will 
send me a copy of News For THE Menmers each month, in 
which I will find a description of the forthcoming month's 
publication; that I may then send you word to refrain from 
sending the book to me, or ma: 
within five days after réceivin     en return the book to you 

it if 1 am not pleased with it.



72 

and 
At Supper 

NO COVER CHARGE 
, at any ti 
5 Minimum Weekdays $2 

Sats. & Holidays $3 

Special Dinner $3.50 
; COCKTAIL DANSANT 

Saturday & Sunday 

DICK GASPARRE 
and his Orchestra 
Play at Dinner and Supper 

ELEANOR FRENCH 
Sings ot Dinner and Supper and Sunday Dansant 

THE BARRYS 
Elaine and Fred 

Donce ot Dinner and Supper and Saturday Dansant 
THE TERRACE ROOM and PALM COURT 

For Luncheon & Afternoon Tea—Special Luncheon $1.50 
THE CAFE Facing Park—Selective Dinner from $2! 
THE PLAZA FIFTH AVENUE AT 59¢h STREET 
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SPANISH 
FROM YOUR 

FIRST’ 
LESSON! 

the etched en 
phasizes spoken Spanish anes ein eS 

tery of this important language. Private 
or class, For 64 years Berlitz has never failed. 

Poe orbit SCHOOL OF   LANGUAGES 
630 Fifth Ave. (at 50th St.) 

Circle 6-1416 
  

  

  

treat through the snows of the Alba- 
nian mountains to the Adriatic. Map. 

MYSTERY AND CRIME 

Deap Center, by Mary Collins. Janet 
Keith, writer and daughter of a rich 
San Francisco family, and her Scot- 
ty, Hamish, turn detective when two 

arty citizens get their brains beat- 
en out with hammers and monkey 
wrenches. Lieutenant Casey, a plod- 
ding sort, is run ragged but manages 
to come up with the right answer, 
thanks to Miss Keith’s assistance. 
Light and amusing. 

Tue Weax-Eyep Bar, by Margaret 
Millar. Dr. Paul Prye, a psychiatrist 
summering in Muskoka, Canada, 
gets too close to a murderer and is 
beaned with a heavy, blunt instru- 
ment. It doesn’t hurt him much, and 
he’s able to help the police trap the 
killer. A blonde kleptomaniac and, 
strangely enough, a schizophrenic 
help to make this a pleasant evening’s 
reading. 

Tue Bacw Festiva, Murpers, by 
Blanche Bloch. Stephen Carrier, new 
conductor of Crescent City’s Sym- 
phony Orchestra, finds that he is be- 
ing used as a pawn by two women 
who are struggling for social leader 
ship. Jealousy leads to three murders. 
Gossipy story of what patronesses of 
the arts do when they are alone. 

DeatH IN THE INKWELL, by Jeffer- 
son Farjeon. Peter Hanby, writer of 
thrillers, takes his new secretary to a 
gloomy house in a secluded spot in 
England, where he intends to start 
his fiftieth book. ‘The mystery he 
writes and the mystery in Mr. Far- 
jeon’s book run almost parallel. Nice, 
sharp writing in this baffling puzzle. 
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Now the lady does a progressive step, 
crossing her right foot in front of the left 
and the left in front of the right. Then she 
turns a left forward outside Mohawk, 
coming onto the right outside back edge. 

While the lady is executing this pro- 
gressive step, the gentleman is crossing his 
left foot behind his right and then put- 
ting his right foot alongside his left. His 
next step is to cross his left foot over his 
right, which should leave him on a back in- 
side edge—From “Learn to Skate” in the 
Kingston (Ont.) Whig-Standard. 

Or on a limb. 

THAT’S TOO BAD DEPARTMENT 

[From the Mirror] 

Lewis W. Douglas, the first budget 
director of the Roosevelt administration, 
will go to London to assist with the lend- 
least program.   

SPORTSCGahxdar 
THURS: 

     

   

    

HOCKEY 
RANGERS., DETROIT 

[ee a     
OLD ISRAEL [ile BROFING? 

BENEFIT RUFFIN STOLZ 

TUES: 

  

NATIONAL AAU:   

  

  
HOCKEY 

AMERICANS, DETROIT ny TRACK MEET Ar Schltc Track Meet 
| ‘ S 

BASKETBALL 
NX.U.eST. JOHN'S AMERICANS CANADIENS | 

| CCNYMANHATTAN Afternoon-Amateur Hockey | 
  

  

    

Ticket reservations for Gare events may 
be obtained at Western Union offices in 
the Metropolitan area at box-office prices. 

MADISON SQ.GARDEN 
EAT—DRINK too much? 

BRANCA 
At good bars, hotels, restaurants, 

grocery and delicatessens everywhere 
FRATELLI BRANCA & CO., Inc., N.Y. 
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Miniatures 
Portraits 

FEB.-MARCH SALE 
Miniatures Painted in Oi! from 2 favorite. photograph fr new'sttting begin at 99-90 

fl orders, accepted. IMus- 
ted Booklet Non request 

Studio Portrait Special 
3 for $5° 

Proofs to select from 
Sittings by appointment 

Aime Dupont 
(604 5th Ay. (49th N.Y.) BR. 9-562 

Established 1884   
YEAR-ROUND 
SUNSHINE 
++sto enjoy winter sports... < 

‘goll and horseback ridin ig 

it aU LR er 
COLORADO SPRINGS, COLORADO 
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Inthe early days 

of our repub- 
lic, the hardy 
settlers of 
western Penn- 

sylvania made 

their own 

whiskey. But 

one of these 

many pioneer 

whiskies was 

so outstanding in 
character and richness 

that men often rode through 
the wilderness from sunup to 

sundown to get a jug of it. That 

whiskey was the fine, full-bodied 
tye that Abraham Overholt distilled 

on the mist-shrouded banks of the 
Youghiogheny....a whiskey so 

rare in flavor that it was des- 
tined to establish Pennsylvania 

rye as one of the world’s . 
choicest liquors. With the pass- 
ing years, the fame of Old 

Overholt spread from tavern 

to tavern and from city to city 
as barrels of Old Overholt were 
freighted to the Atlantic sea- 
board by Conestoga wagons and 
shipped down the Ohio and the 
Mississippi on flatboats and 
stern-wheelers. Thus, as the 

country grew and prospered, so 
grew the prestige and popu- 
larity of this magnificent 
Pennsylvania rye until 
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" IT FOUNDED THE FAME 

OF PENNSYLVANIA RYE 

THE BLUE ANCHOR INN 

where Wilkiam Penn ate bis first 
meal in the colony be founded. Here, 
as in other famous Pennsylvania 
taverns, Old Overbolt was served 
when the republic was young. 

NATIONAL DISTILLERS PRODUCTS CORP. 
A. Overholt & Company, Inc., N.Y. 

 



IT’S THE TOBACCO THAT COUNTS! 
One in a series of notable paintings of the tobacco country by America’s foremost artists 

es a ea    
WE PAID 46%* MORE IN ADEL, GEORGIA, TO 
GET THIS LIGHTER, NATURALLY MILDER LEAF 
ANYONE who has ever gone shopping 
knows you get what you pay for. And 
this is as true at a Southern tobacco 
auction as it is in your own grocery 
store. 

At the auctions, Luckies pay the price 
to get the quality leaf— the kind that 
just can’t help making a finer cigarette. 

For instance, in Adel, Georgia, this 
season, we paid 46% above the aver- 
age market price. Yes, 46% more, so 
you could enjoy naturally milder, 
better-tasting tobacco in Luckies. 

Nor was this unusual. We paid well 
above the average market price in 
every one of 119 markets last season! 

This explains why independent to- 
bacco experts say Lucky Strike means 
fine tobacco. As auctioneers, buyers 
and warehousemen, they see us pay 
the price to get the finer leaf. No won- 
der. with these men who know to- 
bacco best. it’s Luckies 2 to 1. 

Ina cigarette, it’s the tobacco that 
counts. 

Have you tried a Lucky lately? 

*Based on average market price, U. S. Department of Agriculture. 
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Getting ready for auction day. Painted from life on a Southern farm by Aaron Bohrod 

  
WITH MEN WHO KNOW TOBACCO BEST—IT’S LUCKIES 2 T0 1 

 


