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What famous whiskey 

do you think of when 

belt ey one: 

Gardenia ? 

DE LUXE 
‘The gardenia . . . symbol of perfection in 
flowers! ... PM de Luxe .. . symbol 

fection in whiskies! .. . for years the two hav 
been linked in the minds of the diserimi- 

nating patrons of America’s smartest places, 

COPYRIGHT 1943, NATIONAL DISTILLERS PRODUCTS CORP., NEW YORK. 86.8 PROOF, 49% GRAIN NEUTRAL SPIRITS.  



Many of America’s Finest Hotels use this 

Popular peje Stemware 

I, dining places and bars of fine 

hotels, you see this popular Libbey 

Safedge stemware . . . Commodore. 

You notice its sparkling beauty, feel 

its pleasant balance. It looks luxurious, 

but in tune with the times, Commo- 

dore stemware is made by high-speed, 

  

automatic methods that lower cests. 

Feel It... the velvety-smooth The saving comes to you in the form 
Libbey Safedge rim that resists chip- 

. 4 on of fine service at reasonable prices. 
ping...a@ guide to quality in the 

glassware you enjoy when dining out Libbey Glass Company, Toledo. 
and glasses you buy for your home. Substdiary of Owens-Llinots Glass Company. 

    
IDENTIFIED WITH GRACIOUS LIVING FOR OVER 120 YEARS



GOINGS ON ABOUT TOWN 
THE THEATRE 

CE. and W. mean East and West of Broadway.) 

PLAYS 
Anca. Street—A superior melodrama about a man 

who tries to drive his wife crazy. Judith Evelyn, 
John Emery, and Leo G. Carroll are prominent in 
the dirty work. (Golden, 43, W. CI 6-6740. Night- 
ly, except Mon., at 8:40. Mats, Sat. and Sun. at 

0.) 
Axsenic No Oto Lace—Two nice old spinsters are in 

the habit of poisoning their boarders and burying 
them in the cellar. After two years this Crouse- 
Lindsay comedy, with Effie Shannon, is still one 
of the funniest things in town. (Fulton, 46, W. 
CI 6-6380. Nightly, except Sun., at 8:40. Mats. 
Wed. and Sat. at 2:40.) 

Burne Srinit—Noel Coward’s remarkable comedy 
‘about a man whose wives come back to haunt him. 
Among the spooks and their mortal foils are Clif- 
ton Webb, Peggy Wood, Leonora Corbett, and 
Mildred Natwick. (Booth, 43, W. CL 6-5969. 
Nightly, except Mon., at 8:40. Mats. Wed. and 
Sat. at 2:40.) 

Counsetor-at-Law—Paul Muni in a revival of Elmer 
Rice’s r93r success. Still pretty good fun, though 
it is fairly dated in spots. (Royale, 45, W. CL 5- 
3760. Nightly, except Mon., at 8:40. Mats. Sat. 
and Sun. at 2:40.) 

Counterarrack—An episode on the Russian front 
which is not as exciting as it might be, in spite of 
the vigorous efforts of Morris Carnovsky, Sam 
Wanamaker, Barbara O’Neil, and quite a few 
others. (Windsor, 48, E. PE 6-4801. Nightly, ex- 
cept Mon., at 8:45. Mats. Sat. and Sun. at 2:45. 
May close Sat., Feb. 27.) 

Darx Eres—Very funny piece about the invasion of a 
Long Island household by three spirited Russians, 
‘The co-authors, Eugenie Leontovich and Elena 
Miramova, play a large part in all the excitement. 
Jed Harris is the director. (Belasco, 44, E. BR 
‘9-2067. Nightly, except Sun., at 8:40. Mats, Wed. 
and Sat. at 2:40; extra performance Sun., Feb. 
28, at 8:40, for Russian War Relief.) 

Tue Dousrcitis—AN about how three sporty girls 
are turned loose in wartime Washington and near- 
ly wreck it. The cast, directed by George S. Kauf- 
man, includes Virginia Field, Arlen Whelan, and 
Doris Nolan. (Lyceum, 4s, E. CH 4-4256. Night- 
fy, exornt Sun, a tia, Mats, Wed. end Sot at 
2°40. 

‘Tue Eve oF Sr. Mark—Maxwell Anderson's handling 
of the tragedy of Bataan makes an effective melo- 
drama but a rather florid and sentimental play. 
Aline MacMahon, William Prince, and Mary 
Rolfe have leading réles. (Cort, 48, E. BR 9-0046. 
Nightly, except Sun., at 8:40. Mats. Wed. and 
Sat. at 2:40.) 

Jante—Gwen Anderson and Linda Watkins in a 
comedy about adolescent and military life in the 
suburbs that may easily appeal to. suburban 
adolescents, (Playhouse, 48, E. BR 9-268. Night- 
ly, except Mon., at 8:40. Mats. Sat. at 2:40 and 
Sun. at 3.) 

Junior Miss—An industrious thirteen-year-old tries 
to make her family behave like people in the 
movies. A very funny and touching adaptation of 
Sally Benson's New Yorker stories. Patricia Pear- 
don and Lenore Lonergan are superb as two 
demon little girls. ‘The adults include Barbara 
Robbins, Francesca Bruning, Alexander Kirkland, 
and Philip Ober. (46th Street, 46, W. CI 66075. 
Nightly, except Thurs., Feb. 25, and Mon., at 
8:40. Mats. Sat, at 2:40 and Sun. at 3.) 

Lire wit Fattier—This agreeable comedy, based on 
the late Clarence Day’s rich and affectionate 
biography of his family, is well over three years 
old. Howard Lindsay and Dorothy Stickney play 
Father and Mother. (Empire, B’way at 40. PE 
6-9540. Nightly, except Sun., at 8:40. Mats, Wed. 
and Sat. at 2:40.) 

Tue Moon Vine—Haila Stoddard as a Southern belle 
who thinks she'd like to be an actress. A rather 
aimless little costume piece, with Vera Allen, 
‘Agnes Scott Yost, and Philip Bourneuf also in the 
cast. (Morosco, 45, W. CI 6-6230. Nightly, except 
Mon., at 8:40. Mats. Sat. and Sun. at 2:40.) 

Twe Partiots—A lucid if not very inspiring account 
of Thomas Jefferson's feud with Alexander Hamil- 
ton, A joint production of the Playwrights’ Com- 
pany and Rowland Stebbins, with a cast including Raymond Edward Johnson, House Jameson, and 
Madge Evans, (National,’ 41, W. PE 6-820. Nightly, except Sun., at 8:40. Mats. Wed. and 
Sat. at 2:40.) 

Tue Pinate—A costume piece about the West Indies 
in 1800 that has its bright moments—S. N Bebr- 
man being who he is—but seems to sag every now 
and then, The Lunts, of course, are in charge most 
of the time. (Martin Beck, 45, W. CI 6-6363. 
Nightly, except Sun. at 8:40. Mats. Thurs. and 
Sat. at 2:40.) 

    

   

    

      

  

    

A CONSCIENTIOUS CALENDAR 

OF EVENTS OF INTEREST 

THIS LISTING COVERS THE TEN DAYS 
FROM THURSDAY, FEBRUARY 25, 
THROUGH SATURDAY, MARCH 6. 

Te Skin oF Our Teet+—Thornton Wilder's superb 
fantasy dealing with the survival of the human 
race through glaciers and floods and wars. Tallulah 
Bankhead, Fredric March, and Florence Eldridge 
head a superior cast. (Plymouth, 4s, W. CI 6- 
0156. Nightly, except Sun., at 8:40. Mats. Wed. 
and Sat, at 2/40.) 

‘Tue Three Sisters—Katharine Cornell’s handsome and 
intelligent revival of Chekhov's play about the 
ladies who are sick of the suburbs. Her supporting 
Muscovites include Judith Anderson, Edmund 
Gwenn, Dennis King, Ruth Gordon, ‘Alexander 
Knox, ‘and Tom Powers. (Ethel Barrymore, 47, 
W. CL 6-390. Nightly, except Sun, at 8:30. 
‘Mats. Wed. and Sat. at 2:30.) 

Uncte Harer—A pretty melodrama about a murderer 
who tries to confess but can’t get anybody to he- 
lieve him, Eva Le Gallienne, Joseph Schildkraut, 
and A. P. Kaye may possibly convince you 
against your better judgment. (Hudson, 44, E. 
BR 9-5641. Nightly, except Mon., at 8:40. Mats. 
Sat. and Sun. at 2:40.) 

‘WITH MUSIC 
By Juriter—Ray Bolger in the Rodgers and Hart 

adaptation of “The Warrior's Husband.” Ronald 
Graham and Benay Venuta also appear in this, 
first-rate musical. (Shubert, 44, W. CI_6-s990. 
Nightly, except Sun., at 8:40. Mats, Wed. and 
Sat. at 2:40.) 

Let's Face musical version of “Cradle Snatch- 
ers” which is occasionally coy but generally very 
satisfactory. Danny Kaye, who heads the cast, 
will be replaced on Sun., Feb. 28, by José Ferrer. 
Cole Porter is responsible for most of the songs. 
Cmperial, 45, W. CO_5-7889. Nightly, except 
‘Mon., at '8:30. Mats. Sat. at 2:30 and Sun. at 

  

    

    
2245.) 

New Faces of 1943—Leonard Sillman’s latest collec- 
tion of budding talent in a revue that doesn’t 
seem quite ready for Broadway. John Lund, Tony 
Farrar, and Ann Robinson are probably the most 
Promising of the newcomers. (Ritz, 48, W. CI 6- 
9720. Nightly, except Mon., at 8:40. Mats. Sat. at 
2:40 and Sun. at 3.) 

Stow Time—Jack Haley, Ella Logan, and the De 
Marcos are all very fine in this superior vaude- 
ville show supervised by George Jessel. (Broad- 
hurst, 44, W. CI 6-6699. Nightly at 8:40. Mats. 
Wed., Thurs., and Sat. at 2:40 and Sun, at 2:30 
and §:30.) 
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SoweTnine For THe Bors—Ethel Merman singing Cole 
Porter songs in a comedy that is about Army life 
as much as anything else. A big, good-natured 
show, also containing Allen Jenkins and Paula 
Laurence. (Alvin, 52, W. CI 5-6868, Nightly, ex 
cept Sun., at 8:35. Mats. Wed. and Sat. at 2235.) 

Sons 0” FuN—This Olsen and Johnson brainstorm 
strictly for those who admired “Hellz-a-Poppin 
Frank Libuse and Joe Besser help the Messrs. 0. 
and J. to torment the audience. (Winter Garden, 
Bway at 50. CI 7-5161. Nightly, except Mon., at 
8:30. Mats. Sat. and Sun, at 2:30.) 

Stan ano Gartér—A peculiar mixture of authentic 
burlesque and a high-class parody of it, with 
Bobby Clark and Gypsy Rose Lee. Rough but 
stimulating. (Music Box, 45, W. CT 6-4636. 
Nightly, except Sun., at 8:40. Mats. Thurs., ex- 
cept Feb. 25, and Sat. at 2:40.) 

OPENINGS 
(There are often last-minute changes, so you'd hetter 
verify the dates and curtain times.) 
Lapy im tHe Daax—A return engagement of Moss 

Hart's musical fantasy, with Gertrude Lawrence 
again playing the lead. Opens Sat. Feb. 27. (Broadway, Bway at 53. CI 6-sas3. Nightly, ex: 
cept Mon., at 8:40. Mats, Wed. and Sat. at 2:40.) Hasaier—Helen Hayes in a play by Florence Ryerson 
and Colin Clements. Staged by Elia Kazan and 
produced by Gilbert Miller. Opens Wed., March 
3. (Henry Miller, 43, E. BR 9-3970. Nightly, 
except Sun., at 8:40. Mats. Thurs. and Sat, at 
2140. Benefit preview on Tues., March 2, at 8:40, 

fer the New York Infirmary for Women and hildren. 

  

     

    

MISCELLANY 
Stars on Ice—A skating spectacle produced by Sonja 

Hente and Arthur M. Wirtz. (Center, 6 Ave. at 
49. CO 5-5674. Nightly, except Mon., at 8:40. 
‘Mats. Wed. and Sat, at ‘2:40 and Sun. at 3.) 

DANCE RECITALS 
Wettano Laruzop—Dancing with his company: Thurs. 

and Fri., Feb. 25-26, and Tues. and Wed., March 
2-3, at 9 Pat, (Studio Theatre, 108 W. 16. CH 
2-819.) 

Tawinis—Appearing with her group: Sat., Feb. 27, at 
8:30 vam. (Central High School, 225 'W. 24. For 
tickets, call ST 9-139.) 

La_Meni—Assisted by her Natya Dancers: Tues., 
March 2, at 8:45 Pa. (Barbizon-Plaza, 6 Ave. at 
88. For tickets, call BR 9-6923.) 

DINNER, SUPPER, AND DANCING. 
(A listing of some places where you will find music 
or other entertainment. Many of them are closed 
altogether or bave fill-in performers on cither Sun. 
or Mon., so you'd better phone ahead before starting 
out on those evenings.) 
Awaassavor, Park at 51 (WI 2-1000)—The Trianon 

Room is pleasant and decorous, and a fine place 
for serious dancing. Jules Lande’s orchestra. 

Buurwone, Madison at 43 (MU 9-7920)—Hazel Frank- 
lin heads the ice show in the Bowman Room. 
Music by Ray Heatherton’s orchestra. 

Care Society Urtown, 128 E. 58 (PL 5-9223)—Main- 
ly swing, with Hazel Scott, the Golden Gate 
Quartet, and Teddy Wilson’s orchestra. 

Coracasana, 10 E. 60 (PL 8-1060)—A tropical re- 
treat with a fairly elaborate show, which will be 
headed by Sophie Tucker through Sun., Feb. 28. 
On Thurs., March 4, Jimmy Durante will step 
‘Ted Stracter’s orchestra and Frank Marti’s samba 
band. 

Et Morocco, 154 E. s¢ (EL 5-8769)—Still popular 
with refugees from Hollywood. Chauncey Gray's 
orchestra and Chiquito’s rumba band. 

Lanve, 45 E. 58 (VO 5-6374)—A popular spot 
among people who regard dancing as an art rather 
than an exercise. Joseph C. Smith’s and Eddie 
Davis's orchestras, 

Monte Canto, 49 E. 54 (PL 5-3400)—Sonny Kendis's 
orchestra supplies the dance music in this decora- 
tive spot, and there’s also a small show. 

Penne, 5 Ave, at 61 (RE 4-5900)—The Cotillion 
Room is fine for your more lofty moments. Stanley 
Melba’s orchestra is there, as well as a_ small 
show. ... Another Melba orchestra plays in the 
Café’ Pierre. Tea dancing daily. 

Piaza, 5 Ave. at 58 (PL 3-1740)—John Hoysrade is 
doing those sketches in the Persian Room, where 
the music is by Bob Grant's orchestra, Tea danc- 
ing Sat. and Sun. 

Sr. Resis, 5 Ave. at ss (PL 3-4500)—Larry Keyes’ 
orchestra is playing in the Iridium Room. 
You'll find Bob Simone’s and Freddy Miller's or. 
chestras downstairs in the Maisonette, where 
there's a good deal of emphasis on Viennese 
waltzes, 

Savoy-Puaza, § Ave. at 59 (VO s-2600)—Russ 
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Try The Barbara Gould Time- 

and-Money-Saving Skin Routine 

rPAHAT you may conserve precious wartime 

‘Deine and War Bond dollars... Barbara Gould 

evolves a skin routine utilizing only the bare-bone 

essentials... yet promising thrilling results in soft, 
smooth complexion beauty. 

   

For skin clarity... daily cleansing with Barbara 
Gould Special Cleansing Cream...special because 
it is extra-rich in oils to melt off stubborn dirt, 
grime and stale make-up. 

For skin freshness ...Barbara Gould Skin Freshener 
after every cream cleansing...cool, tingling, 
refreshing; quickly removes all traces of cream. 

For skin smoothing ... Barbara Gould Velvet of Roses 

Dry Skin Cream...luscious, rose-fragrant...to 
pat lightly on the skin after cleansing. 

It is streamlined for efficiency in beauty, this 
Barbara Gould skin schedule...and it will help you 
garner the admiring glances which say, unmis- 
takably “You were never lovelier.” 

Help your Government conserve fine metals . 

  

your metal rouge and lipstick containers and bu 

help scarce, more 
++:but a pretty com- 

arbara Sold 
NEW YORK



GOINGS ON ABOUT TOWN 
Smith’s orchestra plays in the Café Lounge Tea 
dancing daily. 

Stork Cuus, 3 E. 53 (PL 3-1940)—You know, the 
Stork Club. Charles Baum’s orchestra and Fausto 
Curbello's rumba band. Ray Benson’s orchestra 
plays for tea daneing daily. 

Watoorr-Astoria, Park at 49 (EL  5-3000)—The 
Hartmans will be dancing in the Wedgwood Room 
at the supper hour through Thurs., March 4. On 
the following mght, Victor Borgé, the piano-play 
ing comedian, will take over. Carmen Cavallaro’s 
orchestra, which plays there all evening, will stay 
on... . Michael Zarin’s orchestra is playing in the 
Lounge Restaurant. 

  

  

  

  

Supper Ciuss—Entertainment but no dancing—te ru- 
BAN ateu, 4 E. 56 (EL 59787): a dimly lit little 
place, with Maxine Sullivan and a number of other 
competent entertainers. . .. spivr's ror, 139 E. 57 
(PL 3-1518): Spivy herself sings those hearty 
songs of hers, and there are other entertainers 
as well... tA VIE PARISIENNE, 3 E. 52 (EL 5-8553) : 

there's Paula Laurence, in addition to those Lamotte 
murals you may have heard about. 3 ctUs, 
123 E. s4 (PL 3-131): Roger Stearns plays 
piano and the customers just relax in this large, 
softly lighted room... . PeNTHouse cus, 30 Central 
Pk. S. (PL 3-6010): candlelight, a log fire, and 
musicians, strolling and stationary. 

Misctttaneous—The versaitiss, 151 E. 50 (PL 8- 
0310); a big East Side place that has a touch of 
Broadway about it; Emil Coleman’s orchestra, 
Panchito’s rumba band, and a show....ts coo 
nouce, 65 E. 56 (PL 3-887): a small spot with 
more charm for its size, or perhaps because of it, 
than most; Dick Wilson’s orchestra... . ARMANDO'S, 
54 E. 55 (PL 3-0760): one of the tiniest dance 
floors yet; George Morris's orchestra... . CASBAH, 
312 Central Pk. §, (CI.7-2236) :a fairly fancy one, with Don Maya’s orchestra and a not too large 
shows tea dancing Sat. and Sun. ... LA MARTINIQUE, 57 W. 57 (PL 5-577): a cheerful place, with 
Maximilian Bergére’s orchestra and a show. ... miosamea, 151 E. 57 (PL 8-160): pink-andblue 
ccilings and white palm trees, designed by Russell Patterson, and a show headed by Benny Fields; Nat Brandwynne’s orchestra and Chavez's rumba 
band... MON eanet, 142 E. 3 (PL 5-776s): not 
an especially close resemblance to anybody’s Paree, 
but there's Bill Glass’s orchestra and other enter- 
tainers. . casino nusse, 157 W. 56 (CI 6-6136 handy to Carnegie Hall, for one thing; Kris Kay's and Cornelitis Codolban’s orchestras anda Russian 
show... €88& House, 160 Central Pk. S. (CI 7- 0300): Nick D’Amico’s orchestra. . .. NEW YORKER 
worst, 8 Ave. at 34 (ME 3-r000)? Sonny Dun- 
ham’s orchestra and an ice show. . . . PENNSYLYANIA, 
7 Ave, at 33 (PE 6-500): Jimmy Dorsey’s o chestra. ,. “Roosevetr, Madison at 4g (MU 6 9200): Walter Perner’s orchestra. . » . WARWICK, 65 W. 54 (CI 7-2700): Ron Perry’s ‘orchestra 
and a dance floor no bigger than @ jeep... . sitt's Gay nineries, 57 E. 54 (EL 5-8231): noisy, but all right if you’ feel like community singing; no dancing. ... VILAGE VANGUARD, 178 7 Ave. S., at 
11 (CH 29385): a low-ceilinged cellar spot, with 
Huddie Ledbetter and Richard Dyer-Bennett sing- ing folk songs. . .. samy xettr's, 183 Sullivan (AL 
41414): rough-and-tumble carryings-on until all 
hours, far south of the beaten track. 

      

    

   

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  
  

Broapway ArwosrHere—At the DIAMOND HORSESHOE, 235 W._46 (CI 6.6500): Harriet Hoctor and 
W. C. Handy heading a Billy Rose show.... Latin Quarter, B’way at 48 (CI 6-1737): modelled 
after the old Left Bank, with caneans and all 
that....1A conca, 205 W. 51 (CI 5-8080): a Latin-American place, with a show headed by Diosa Costello; Jack’ Harris’s orchestra and a 
rumba band. .... HAVANA-MapRID, B’way at g1 (CI 7-3461): relentlessly Latin, with a rumba band and a show. ... 18 cus, 20'W. s2 (EL 5-08s8) Frankie Hyers and Pat Harrington arent any too squeamish about their quips, but that doesn’t 
seem to bother anyone much, 

Mostty For Music—At caré Society powntown, 2 Sheridan Sq. (CH 2-2737): Ammons and John- son, Georgie James’s orchestra, and, for variety, the Revuers..., Nick's, 7 Ave. at'1o (WA 
9742): another downtown landmark, this one with Brad Gowans’ orchestra, featuring Pee Wee Ru 
sell... KeLuY's sraste, 137 W. 52 (CI 7-9738) 
nothing elaborate about the setting, but there’s 
Red Allen’s band, with J. C. Higginbotham and 
Coleman Hawkins, 

Foreign Fiavor—Scandinavian: casriHoum, 344 W. 
87 (CI 7-0873).... Russian: xrercha, 244 E. 
14 (GR 7-6444).... Latin: et cuico, 80 Grove, 
at Sheridan Sq. (CH 2-4646). 

ART 
Assreact—At the vauenting, ss E. 57: eleven painters, 

from Kandinsky to Mondrian, in a miniature sur- 
vey of the European abstract schools. Daily 10:30 AM, to 5:30 P.at.; through Sat, Feb, 27... sownrown, 43 E. sr: America’s leading abstrace tionist, Stuart Davis, has his first one-man show 
here in nine years. Daily 10 a.m. to 6 P.M, 

    

  

     
  

  

  

THIS LISTING COVERS THE TEN DAYS 
FROM THURSDAY, FEBRUARY 25, 
THROUGH SATURDAY, MARCH 6. 

  

  
through Sat., Feb. 27.... puma, 108 W. 57: oils, 
by Eleanor de Laittre} “also, sculptures and block 
prints by Louis Schanker. Weekdays 10:30 A.n6. 
to 6 p.at.; Sun., 3 to 6 P.m.; through March 7, 

Amt or This Centuay, 30 W. 57—Paintings by Jean 
Hélion. Weekdays 10 a.a. to 6 P.M.5 through 
Sat., March 6. . 

Ant Stuvents Leacue—Big retrospective, celebrating 
the League's fiftieth birthday and including paint- 
ings from Eakins’ time to the present; a benefit for 
the Red Cross: Fine Arts, 215 W. 57. Weekdays 
10 A. to 6 P.M; Sun., 2 to § P.a.5 through Sun, 
Feb. 28, 

Amrists at War—The prize-winning paintings, and 
some of the others, submitted in Life’s competition 
for men of the armed forces: American British 
Art Center, 44 W. $65 10 a.m. to 6 P.M.; through 
Thurs., Feb. 25. 

Dove—A showing of his recent work: An American 
Place, 509 Madison, at 53. Weekdays 10 Ax. to 
6 Past; Sun., 3 to 6 P.at.; through March 17. 

Exenessionist— Works in several media, by Klee, di 
Chirico, Hofer, Lehmbruck, and others: Nieren: 
dorf, 53 FE. 57. Weekdays 10 AM. to 6 P.M. 
through March 13, 

France—An unusual collection of paintings of scenes 
along the Seine, loaned for the benefit of L’Ecole 
Libre des Hautes Etudes: Wildenstein, 19 F. 64. 
Daily 10 a.3t. to 5:30 P.M.; through Sat., Feb. 27, 

Grosz Ano Fiene—Double show of oils (Grosz, 
through Sat., Feb. 27; Fiene, through Sat, March 
6): Associated American Artists’, 711 5 Ave., at 
55. Weekdays 9 Ast. to 6 Pant. 

Grours—At the titienreLo, 21 E. 57: Feininger, Nord- 
feldt, Mommer, Drewes, and others show new oils. 
Weekdays 10 .nt. to 6 P.«.5 through Sat., March 
6... ConTeMPoRaRY Ants, 106 E, 57: a midseason 
retrospective featuring, for the most part, younger 
artists. Weekdays 10 A.M. to 6 pn. (also Mon, 
Eves., 8:30 to 10); Sun., 2:30 to §:30 P.3 
through March 13... eieNou, 32 E, 57: paint 
ings by Derain, Soutine, Lamotte, and other mod- 
erns. Weekdays 10 A.M. to 5:30 P.at.; through 
March 20... wontnoss, 7855 Ave., at 60: 2 
varied offering by Alan Brown, Frank Herring, 
and other members of this gallery’s group. Week. 
days 9:30 Aum. to 5:30 P.xt.; through Sat,, March 
6.2... NEW YORK ARTIST-PAINTERS, aq Madison, at 
50: paintings by Gottlieb, Vytiacil, Constant, and 
others, Weekdays 10 a.nf. to §:30 p.m; through 
Sat, March 6.... Mite, 108 W. 57: works by 
Radenkoviteh, Berman, Sterne, and other con- 
temporary Americans, Weekdays 9 Am. to 
P.M.; through March 

Hasruer—Forceful, author’ 
Rosenberg, 16 E. 57. D: 
through Sat., Feb. 27. 

Kise ano Masson—Paintings by these two moderns, 
contrasted with examples of primitive sculpture! Buchholz, 32 E. 37. Weekdays 10 a.at. to 6 Pa. 
through March 20, 

Marisse—A large selection of his paintings, from 1898 to 1939: Matisse, 4x E. 57. Weekdays 10 A.M. to §:30 P.M; through Sat., March 6. Merropouran Mustum, 5 Ave. at 82—Prizewinning 
paintings, sculptures, and prints from the “Artists, for Victory” exhibition, Weekdays 10 AM. to 5 vam; Sun., r to § P.M; through March 31. Museum oF Movern’ Amt, tr W. 53—Realism and surrealism contrasted in a showing of works by American painters. Weekdays 12 noon to 7 P.M. Sun, 1 to 7 p.m.j through March 21, Museum of Non-Onsecrive PAINTING, 24 F. 34—Paint ings by Americans, including Moholy-Nagy, Wer- ner Drewes, and Jean Xceron. Tues. through Sat., 10 A.M. to 6 P.at.j Sum., 12 noon to 6.36.5 throught March’ 31. 

Nationat Acaveuy oF Desion, 1083 § Ave., at 8o— ‘The hundred-and-seventeenth anntial of paintings 
and other works. Daily r to 5 p.af.; through March 9, 

Porreatts—Eight oils by Alexander Brook, Eugene Speicher, and others: Rehn, 683 5 Ave. at $4. Daily 10 A.st. to 6 p.t.5 through Sat., Feb. 27. Posters—A large collection of French posters from the last wart Codrdinating Council of French Re- lief Societies, 451 Madison, at 50. Weekdays 11 A.M. to §:30 P.3t.; through’ Sat., March 6. RosentHat—Sympathetically handled paintings, main- ly of Mexican subjects: Midtown, 605 Madison, at 

  

  

  

  

  

  

   
  

  

  

  

        ive paintings of Maine: 
10 AM. lO §:30 P.M.} 

  

  

  

  

  

  

    

  

§8 Weekdays 10 Am. to 6 P.nt.; through Sat., 
March 6, 

Scutrrure—At the armists', 43 W. ss: recent works 
by Leo Amino. Tues., 1'to 9 p.m} other weekdays, 
1to7 P.M.; through March 8... . passevorr, 121 E, 
57: figures in stone and wood by Hannah Small, 
Sat., 9:30 A.M. to 5:30 P.M.j other weekdays, 
9330 AM. to 6 through March 13. 

Seconzac—A showing of this gifted artist's oils and 
water colors, including some fine landscapes: Car- 
stairs, 11 E. 57. Daily 9:30 a.m. to 5:30 P.M. 
through Sat., Feb. 27. 

Whitney Museum, ro W. 8—Big memorial exhibition 
of sculptures by Gertrude V. Whitney, founder of 
the Museum. Tues, through Sun., 1 to 5 P.2. 
through March 14. 

Here ano THere—At the knosouer, 14 E. 57: oils and drawings by Preston Dickinson, selected from the 
Charles Daniel collection, Daily 9:30 Aa. to 5:30 P.M; through Sat., Feb. 27... penis, 32 E. 38: new paintings by Saul Schary: Daily 10 a.2 to 6 ¥.3.; through Sat., Feb. 27. ... ANDRE SELIG- MANN, 15 E, 57: a colorful mixture of oils and gouaches by Maxim Kopf. Daily ro a.m. to §:30 B.M.j through Sat., Feb. 27... KLEEMANN, 68 E. 57: color aquatints by Rouault; also, drawings by contemporary Americans. Weekdays 10 Ant. to 
5:30 P.M. through March ro. .... KRAUSHAAR, 730 
5 Ave., at 57: broadly painted oils and water col- 
ors by William Dean Fausett. Daily 9:30 a.m. to 5:30 P.at.5 through Sat., Feb. 27... DURAND-RUZt, 
42 E, 57: colorful, somewhat poetic pamtings of India by Sarkis Katchadourian. Daily 9:30 4 . to 5:30 p.m.3 through Sat, Feb 27... . WILLARD, 32 E. 57: oils by Lee Gatch. Weekdays 10 A.M. 30 P.M. ; through Sat., March 6... . st. ETIENNE, 46 W. 57: portraits and landscapes by Eugen Spiro Weekdays 10 A.M. to § PM.; through March 20. 
ye: MacuETH, 11 E, 57: small oils by Moses Soyer. Weekdays 9:30 A.af. to §:30 P.M; through Sat., March 6... ,sonesteit, 18 E. 57: water colors of Mexico and its people by Arthur Faber. Daily 10 AM, to 10 p.m; through Sat., Feb. 27... pine AcotHeca, 20 W. 58: oils by Juliet Thompson. Daily 10 'A.m. to §:30 P.26.; through Sat., Feb. 27. 

MUSIC 
(The box-office telephone number for Carnegie Hall is CI 7-7460; for Town Hall, it's BR 9-9447. Other box-office numbers are included in the listings.) 

ORCHESTRAS AND CHORUSES 
PuiLaRwonte-SrwHony—Barbirolli conducting: Car- negie Hall, Thurs., Feb, 25, at 8:45 p.a.j Fri 

Feb. 26, at'2:30 P.M; Sat., Feb. 27, at 8:45 Pat 7 
Sun, Feb. 28, at_3'p.m.j Thurs., March 4, at 8:45’ Pa. Fri, March s, at 2:90 Pu; Sat, March 6, at 8:45 p.m. (Soloists: Schuster, Feb. 

; List, Feb. 28; Nadia Reisenberg, March 4-5 
Kilenyi,’ March 6.) 

Orsratic Concert—Tchaikovsky’s “Eugene Onegin,” presented in concert form by the Russian Opera 
Company: Town Hall, Sat., Feb. 27, at 8:30 Pax. Don Cossack Conus—Jaroff conducting: Carnegie Hall, Sun., Feb. 28, at 8:40 P.at. Mozast Conctero Serits—Fifth of six concerts, with Clarence Adler and the National Orchestral As- sociation Alumni Orchestra, Barzin conducting: Town Hall, Tues., March 2, at 8:45 P.at. 

Benerir Concert—Three chamber-music groups and the chorus of the St. Cecilia Society in the first of a series of concerts of ancient and modern music: Museum of Modern Art, 11 W. 53 (CI 5-890), Tues., March 2, at 9 P.a. 
Haspsiciiond Concear—Wanda Landowska, assisted by René Le Roy, Joseph Fuchs, and a chamber orchestra conducted by Herman Adler: Carnegie 

Hall, Wed., March 3, at 8:40 P.m. 
Nanionat Onchesteat Associarion—Assisted by the Collegiate Chorale, Barzin conducting: Carnegie Hall, Sat, March’6, at 3 Pant. 
Note—More than five hundred historic European musical instruments from the Crosby Brown col- 

lection have recently been put on display in the 
Morgan Wing of the Metropolitan Museum. Weck- days 10 A.M, to § Pm; Sun., 1 £05 Past. 

RECITALS 
Camnecit Hau—Sidney Foster, Mon., March 1, at 

8:30 Fa. Vladimir Horowitz, Tues., March 2, 
at 8:30 Pat. 

Town Hatt—Alexander Brailowsky, Fri., Feb. 26, at 
8:30 Paat.; New Friends of Music (Budapest 
Quartet and Luigi Silva), Sun., Feb. 28, at §:30 
P.at.; Hortense Monath, Wed., March 3, at 8:30 
¥.M.; Bernardo Segall, Sat., March 6, at 8:30 r.at. 

Etsewniene—At the HUNTER coltece AuorTonuM: Rosa Bok, Kurt Baum, Herbert Jenssen, and others, in a benefit for the Hunter College’ Student Aid 
Fund, Thurs., Feb. 25, at 8:30 p.xt. (Park at 68.) 
++, KAUFMANN AuDITORIUM: Jascha Heifetz, Sun., 
Feb. 28, at 9 ram. (Y.M.H.A., Lexington at 92. 
AT 9-200.) . .. pRooKLYN acavemy: Efrem Zimba- 
list, Tues, March 2, at 8:30 p.m. (30 Lafayette 
Ave. ST 3-670.) ... INTERNATIONAL STUOY CENTER: 
Lotte Lehmann ‘and Marcel Grandjany, Fri., 
March 5, at 8:30 pat. (1010 Park, at 85. For 

    

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

   

  

  

  

     

     
    

  

   

  

   

 



tickets, call BU 8-103 between 10 a.m. and 
P.M.) 

OPERA 
Meraoroitan Orera—'La, Traviata,” Thurs. Eve,, 

Feb. 23; “La Bohéme,” Fri Eve., Feb. 26; “Die 
Walkie,” Sat, Aft, Feb. 27; “Le Nozze di 
Figaro,” Sat. Eve. Feb. 273, “La Forza del Des; 
tino,” Mon. Eve., March 1, “Gétterdammerung, 
Tues. Eve., March 2; “Il Trovatore,” Wed. Eve 
March 3; “The Magic Flute,” ‘Thurs. Eve., 
March 4: “Lohengrin,” March 
“Aida,” Sat. Aft., March 6 
Sat. Eve., March 6, (Curtain times vary 
not fixed’ until a day or so before the perform 
ance; it’s best to make a Jast-mmute call to the 
hox office, PE 6-1210.) 

Rosatinoa—The Max Reinhardt version of | the 
Strauss light opera “Die Fledermaus,” with « 
cast made up of members of the New Opera Com- 
pany. (qath Street, 44, W LA 4-337. Nightly, 
except Sun. at 8240. Mats, Wed. and Sat. at 
2:40.) 

SALWAGG! Orcra—“La Bohéme,” Sat., Feb. 273 “ 
Forza del Destino,” Sun., Feb 283 at 8:30 ¥. 
(Mecca Theatre, 135 W. 5s CO s-8838.) 

‘SPORTS 

Baskersau—Madison Square Garden 
Toledo, and N.Y.U. vs St. John’ 
3, at 215 Pat. 

Boxine—Madison Square Garden Johnny Greco vs. 
Cleo Shans, lightweights, 10 rounds, Fri., Feb. 26 
Beau Jack vs. Fritzie’ Zivie, catchweights, 12 
rounds, Fri., March 5. Preliminaries at 8:30 P.M j 
main bouts start at 10 

Hocker—Madison Square Garden—Professional 
games: Rangers vs. Chicago, Thurs., Feb. 23; 
Rangers vs Detroit, Sun., Feb. 28; Rangers vs. 
Canadiens, Thurs.,’March 4; at 8:30 Pom... 
Amateur-series games: Sun, Feb. 28, at £330 Pst. 

Taack—Madison Square Garden: National A. 
‘Meet, Sat, Feb. 27; LCAAA.A Meet. S 
March 6, at 8 Px. 

OTHER EVENTS 

Mue. Cuiane Kal-stex—Speaking at a turnout in her 
honor. The program will also include addresses by 
other internationally-known figures, as well a: 
entertainment by Lawrence Tibbett and the West 
minster Choir: Madison Square Garden, Tues., 
March 2, at 8:30 7.M. 

\éantime Extusition——The first of a series of outdoor 
exhibits under the supervision of the Office of War 
Information is now open at Rockefeller Plaza. 
‘Among the features are short recorded addresses. 
repeated at frequent intervals, by Roosevelt, 
Churchill, and, in their native tongues, Stalin and 
Chiang Kai-shek, Daily 9 AM. to 5230. P.M; 
through March 14. 

Comte Ant—Origmal drawings and reproductions of 
works by Cruikshank, Rowlandson, Gillray, and 
Cther eighteenth- and’ nineteenth-century English 
illustrators: Morgan Library, 29 E. 36. Weekdays 
9 Am, tos P.M.; through March 31 

Masks—Erghty examples from the Kenneth Mac- 
gowan collection, dating from prehistoric times to 
the present and arranged by Lee Simonson: Mu- 
seum of Costume Art, 630 5 Ave., at 50 Week- 
days 10 A.M. to 5:30 7.3 through March 31 

Anc#iecture—A comprehensive exhibition of models, 
photographs, drawings, maps, and plans, arranged 
by Phihp L. Goodwin and G E, Kidder Smith, 
showing the architectural development of Brazil. 
Museum of Modern Art, rr W. 53. Weekdays 12 
noon to 7 F.M.; Sun., 1'to 7 M.j through Sun., 
Feb. 28. 

PHorocrarHy—Over a hundred portraits of theatre 
people, taken by Carl Van Vechten during the 
past decade: Museum of the City of New York, 
5 Ave. at rog. Tues. through Sat., 10 aM. to § 
Pat; Sun. 1 to 5 P.M; through May 3r. 

On tHe Aik—Philharmonic-Symphony, Barbirolli 
conducting, Sun., Feb 28, at 3 p.m., WABC ... 
N.B.C_ Symphony, Stokowski conducting, Sun., 
Feb. 28, at § v.at., WEAF. ... Philadelphia Or: 
chestra, Ormandy conducting, Fri., March 3, 
2°30 P.M, WOR. .... Metropolitan’ Opera “Die 
Walkiire,” with Lotte Lehmann, Lauritz Melchior, 
and Helen Traubel, Sat., Feb.’ 27; “Aida,” with 
Zinka Milanov, Giovanni Martinelli, and’ Brana 
Castagna, Sat.) March 6, at 2 r.a., WJZ .. 
Boxing: Johnny Greco vs. Cleo Shans, Fri, Feb 
26; Beat Jack vs. Fritzie Zivic, Fri., March 55 
at ro em, WOR. 

News commentators: Raymond Clapper, Mon. and 
‘Thurs. at 10 .a., WOR; Samuel Grafton, Sun. 
at 7245 P.M, WOR; John Gunther, Fri. and Sat. 
at 10 P.M., WJZ; Frazier Hunt, ‘Tues., Thurs., 
and Sat. at 6 p.m, WABC; Waverley Root, 
nightly at 6:30 v.at., WINS; Willam L. Shirer, 
Sun. at 5.45 pM., WABC; Raymond Gram 
Swing, Mon. through Thurs. at 10 pant, WJZ: 
Dorothy Thompson, Sun. at 9.45 P.M., WJZ. 
News from abroad: Mon, through Sat. at 6:45 
and Sun, at 2.30 and 6 pa., WABC; Mon. 
through Fri_at 7:15 p.m, WEAF; and Sun, at 
12 noon, WJZ. 

Avcnions—Parke-Bernet Galleries, 30 E. 57—Paint- 
ings by Renoir, Corot, Sisley, and other French 
artists, owned by Mme. Bruna Castagna, the late 
‘Alice D. Starr, and others: Thurs., Feb 25, at 
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MME. CHIANG KAI-SHEK, 

  

who was Mei-ling in the days when 
she used to run down from W ellesley 
College for the weekend. This al- 
ways included buying several bright- 
ly colored sweaters at Franklin Simon 
and absorbing as much theatre as she 
could work in. Once, one of her 
schoolmates recalls, she went to a 

matinée of “Turn to the Right? and 
then in the evening went for the 
third time to see Roland Young in 

“Good Gracious, Annabelle!” She 
is going to speak on behalf of China 
at a Madison Square Garden rally 
on March 2nd. 

  

its p.at....French and English furniture, 
Georgian and Sheffield silver, and laces, owned by 
Mrs. Emily Francis Hooper? Fri. and Sat., Feb, 
26-27, at 2 P.M 

MOTION PICTURES 

Air Force—A story, with no nonsense, about action 
in the Pacific in December, 1941. A Flying Fort- 
ress plays the major réle and John Garfield a 
minor one. (Hollywood, B'way at 51.) 

Tue BLAck Swan—Pirates| in Technicolor. Tyrone 
Power, George Sanders, and Maureen O'Hara. 
(Carlton, Bway at 100; Thurs. Feb. 25... 
Gramercy Park, Lexington at 235 through Fri., 
Feb. 26,... Trans-Lux sand Strect, Lexington at 
2; and Trans-Lux 8sth Street, Madison at 833 
through Sat., Feb. 27... Greenwich, Greenwich 
‘Ave. at 12; Sat. through Tues., Feb, 27-March 2.) 

Casastanca—There was apparently plenty going on 
m the town even before the A.E.F. and Mr, Roos 
yelt had ever seen the place. Humphrey Bogart, 
Ingrid Bergman, and Claude Rains are surround- 
ed by spies of all nationalities. (Strand, B’way 
at 47.) 

Cutis’ Gim—Wild and woolly story about ruckuses 
in the Far East—more mature than most. Gene 
Tierney, George Montgomery, and Victor Me- 
Laglen.’ (RK.O. s8th Street, 3 Ave. at 58; 
R-K.O. 86th Street, Lexington at 86; R.K.O. 23rd 
Street, 8 Ave at 23; R.K.O. 81st Street, Biway 
at 81, Riverside, Biway at 96; Nemo, B'way at 
110; and Coliseum, Bway at 181; through Mon., 
March t.... Palace, B'way at 47} through Wed., 
March 3.) 

Gentian Jim—-Errol Flynn plays the part of James 
J. Corbett, and looks like him, too. Alan Hale, 
‘Alexis Smith, and William Frawley are in the 
supporting cast. Fine for fight fans. (Sutton, 3 
‘Ave. at 57; Mon. through Wed., March 1 3... 
Normandie, Park at 543 Wed and Thurs , March 
34 

I Maarigo A Witc—An adaptation of Thorne Smith's 
novel about a weird wedlock. Fredric March, Ver- 
onica Lake, Robert Benchley (Schuyler, Colum- 
bus Ave. at 843 Sat. through Mon., Feb 27-March 
1) 

In Witch We Serve—The career of a British destroy- 
er, with lots of authentic excitement, Noel Coward 
wrote and directed it and helped with the acting. 
(State, B’way at 453 Lexington, Lexington at 513 
Loew's 72nd Street, 3 Ave. at 721 Ziegfeld, 6 
‘Ave. at 34: Loew's 83rd Street, Bway at 83; 

  

  

  

  

Olympia, B'way at 107; and Loew's 17sth Street, 
Bway at 175; through Wed., March 3.) 

Lire Begins at 8:30—Monty Woolley, with his whisk- 
ers and his repartee, as an actor who would rather 
drink. Ida Lupino 1s also in it. (Loew's 86th Street, 
3 Ave. at 86; through Fri., Feb. 26... 8th Street 
Playhouse, 32 W. 8; and Beacon, B'way at 75, 
through Mon., March 1... . Loew's gznd Street, 
Lexington at 42; Sun, and Mon , Feb. 28-March 
1... Plaza, 58, E. of Madison; Wed. and Thurs. 
March 3-4-) 

Satuoos Amicos—A long, erratic Disney about South 
‘America, im which the good bits outweigh the bad. 
Donald Duck and others. (Globe, Bway at 46.) 

We Ane THe Marines—A full-length examination by 
the March of Time of one brand of fighting man. 
(R.K.O, s8th Street, 3 Ave. at 58; R.K.O. 86th 
Street, 3 Ave. at 86; R.K.O 23rd Street, 8 Ave. 
at 23; RK.O. Szst Street, B'way at 813 River- 
side, B’way at 96; Nemo, B'way at 110; and 
oben, Bway at 181; Tues. and Wed., March 
23. 

   

  

  

  

    

  

REVIVALS, 
Atciers (1038)—Life in the native quarter. Hedy 

‘Lamarr and Charles Boyer. (Thalia, Bway at 953 
Tues. through Thurs., March 2-4.) 

Tue Baxer's Wire (1940)—Rabelaisian French film. 
With Raimu. (sth Avenue Playhouse, 5 Ave. at 
325 Sat. and Sun., Feb. 27-28.) 

BALL OF Fine (1942)—-Professors, gunmen, and Amer- 
ican slang Barbara Stanwyck and Gary Cooper. 
(Park, at Columbus Circle; Fri. through Mon , 
Feb, 26-March 1.) 

Crrzen Kane (1941) —Orson Welles’ study of a rich 
man and his life. (Art, 36 E. 8; Tues, and Wed., 
March 2-3.... Park, at Columbus Circle; Tues. 
through Thurs., March 

Fantasia. (1040)——That Disney film with Bach, 
Beethoven, and Mickey Mouse. (Little Carnegie, 
146 W. 57; Thurs, Feb. 23.) 

Tae Gia Iw THe News (1941)—Margaret Lockwood 
and Emlyn Willams in a Carol Reed mystery 
about a trained nurse. (Art, 36 E 8} through 
Sat., Feb. 27.) 

Gone with tHe Wino (1939)—Vivien Leith, Clark 
Gable, crowds, and armies. (55th Street Play- 
house, 154 W. 33; Thurs., Feb 25.) 

Kings Row (1042)—Ann Sheridan, Betty Field, 
Robert Cummings, and Claude Rains in, a small 
town m the nineties, (Art, 36 E. 8; Sun and 
Mon., Feh. 28-March 1 ) 

Kiny Forte (1o41)-- Ginger Rogers as Christopher 
Mosley’s white-collar girl (Greenwich, Greene 
wich Ave, at 12; through Fri, Feb, 26... Ter- 
race, 9 Ave. at 23; Sun. and Mon., Feb. 28- 
Mareh 1.) 

Tue Lavy Vanistes (1938)—Hitchcock mystery on a 
European express. Dame May Whitty, Margaret 
Lockwood and Patl Lukas. (Thaha, B’way at 95; 
Thurs., Feb. 25.) 

Mason Bansara (1041)—Shaw’s film version of his 
Salvation Army comedy. Wendy Hiller, Rex Har- 
rison, Robert Morley, and Emlyn ’ Willams. 
(Thaha, Bway at 95; Fri. through Mon.. Feb. 
26-March 1.) 

The Man Wo Cane to Dinner (s942)—Bette Davis, 
‘Ann Sheridan, and Monty Woolley in the Kauf 
man-Hart comedy. (68th Street Playhouse, 3 Ave. 
at 68; Tues. through Thurs , March 2-4 ) 

Moscow Strikes Back (1942)—Documentary views of 
the Russian counterdrive Tast_winter (Thalia, 
B’way at 953 Fri. through Mon., Feb. 26-March 1.) 

Nicut Tran (1940)—Carol Reed’s first hig thriller 
of spies, the Gestapo, and all. Margaret Lock: 
wood and Rex Harrison, (68th Street Playhouse, 
3 Ave. at 68; and Thalia, Bway at 953 Thurs., 
Feb. 25.) 

Pastor Halt (1940)—Germany mm early Hitler days. 
Nova Pilbeam, Sir Seymour Hicks, and Wilfrid 
Lawson (Thalia, Bway at 953 Tues. through 
Thurs., March 2-4.) 

Pont oF Suavows (1939)—Jean Gabin on Le Havre’s 
waterfront. French. (Park, at Columbus Circles 
Fri, through Mon., Feb. 26-March 1.) 

Sous Luss Torts ve Pakis (1930)—Best-known carly 
René Clair film, French. (sth Avenue Playhouse, 
5 Ave. at 12; Sat_and Sun., Feb. 27-28.) 

Suspicion (1943)-—Hitchcock’s’ version of Francis 
Iles’ “Before the Fact.” Joan Fontaine and Cary 
Grant. (Park, at Columbus Circle; Tues. through 
Thurs, March 2-4.) 

Note—The Museum of Modern Art, 11 W. 53, is 
showing old motion pictures daily at 3 and 3-30 
Pat. on this schedule—THURS. AND FRIn, FEB. 25-26" 
“The Jazz Singer (1927), Al Jolson; and 
“Steamboat Willie” (1928), Walt Disney's first 
Mickey Mouse film, sat. AND SUN., FEB, 27-28: “The 
Lights of New York” (1928), the first all-talkic 
With Helene Costello MON. ANO TUES., MARCH I+ 
“Hallelujah” (1920), directed by King Vidor. wen. 
Ano THURS., MARCH 3-42 “The Love Parade” (1929), 
dhrected by Ernst Lubitsch Fat. AND SAT., MARGH 5-6. 
“Little Caesar” (1930), Edward G. Robinson. 

CIVILIAN WAR ACTIVITIES 
Vowunreex Work—In Manhattan, the agency best pre- 

pared to assign volunteers to wartime emergency 
jobs is the Civilian Defense Volunteer Office, 
93 Park Ave., at goth (LE 2-2870), which is in 
divect charge of much of the work here and also 
helps line up civilians who want to serve with the 
Red Cross and American Women’s Voluntary 

  

  

  

  

  

    

     

  

    

  

  

  

   

    

 



  

  

  
Tripler’s Service 

FOR OFFICERS OF U.S. NAVY 
¥ 

Regulation Naval Officers Uniforms 

of STYLE and QUALITY from the 

NAVAL UNIFORM SERVICE 

As Oficial distributors of Naval officers’ uniforms, 

caps, braid and insignia, we carry a complete stock 

at prices established by the Navy Department 

Our personalized selling and fitting service assures 

prompt delivery 

Prices Directed by the U.S. Navy 
NAVY BLUE UNIFORM. $40.00 

OVERCOATS 50.00 
NAVY AVIATION WORK UNIFORM 50.00 
RAINCOAT with detachable wool lining 37.50 
OFFICERS’ BLUE CAP 11.30 
OFFICERS’ WHITE CAP I0.50 
ENSIGN BRAID 990 WITH STAR 3-95 

FER IRIPIER &[0. 
OUTFITTERS TO GENTLEMEN 

Established 1886 

MADISON AVENUE AT 46 STREET + NEW YORK             

GOINGS ON 
ABOUT TOWN 

Services. (In the Bronx, the C.D.V.O. telephone 
number is JE 7-3360; in Brooklyn, TR 5-97015 
in Queens, NE 9-100; in Richmond, GI 7-1000.) 

Some of the most pressing needs of the C.D.V.O., 
all of about equal importance,,are for (1) men not, 
immediately subject to the “draft to train one 
evening a week as auxiliary firemen; (2) anyone 
over sixteen who, after taking a two-month part- 
time course, will do vocational and recreational 
work with children on a regular schedule; (3) 
women to take a seven-week Red Cross part-time 
course and then work at least one full day each 
week as nurses’ aides in hospital wards, clinics, 
etc.; (4) men and women to serve a four-hour 
shift at’police stations onze every ten or twelve 
days receiving telephoned reports from air-raid 
wardens, and also to be on call for one eight-hour 
period each week; (3) women to take a two-week 
part-time training course and then serve at least 
nine hours a week as Health Department assistants 
in city schools, nurseries, and other institutions; 
(6) men and women to take a short training 
course and then work as block-service leaders, 
visiting twenty families in their neighborhoods at 
least once every fortnight to explain developments 
in rationing and salvage. 

People who can’t volunteer on a steady basis 
are urged to register with the C.D.V.O. to serve 
as spot workers on short-notice jobs. At the mo- 
ment, for example, there is a demand for men 
and women to do clerical work in connection with 
rationing, 

Satvact—The need for kitchen fat, which is used 
in the manufacture of explosives, is growing 
more acute, Meanwhile, rubber, rags, and tin cans 
and other scrap metal are just as urgently wanted 
as ever. Your neighborhood butcher has been 
asked by the government to make his shop a re- 
ceiving centre for kitchen fat, Strain whatever fat 
you have (both the deep-frying kind and pan or 
broiler drippings) into any clean, wide-mouthed 
can and keep it in a cool place until you have ac- 
cumulated at least a pound, the smallest amount 
butchers can be expected to accept... The New 
York City Salvage Committee, 122 E. 42nd (MU 
3-969), will send a collector for rubber, rags, and 
scrap metal in amounts of fifty pounds or more 
and, in the case of smaller quantities, will give 
you the address of the collection depot nearest 
your home....To prepare tin cans for salvage, 
remove their paper labels and eut out both ends; 
then wash them thoroughly and press them almost 
flat. Your building superintendent will see that 
they get into the right hands. 

‘Women who are lucky enough to have any silk 
or nylon stockings left should remember that 
worn-out ones are wanted for the manufacture of 
gunpowder bags and parachutes, among other 
things. Most department stores have collection 
depots in their hosiery department 

‘Sunures ano Countay—Outside the city, arrangements 
for volunteering and salvage are not as uniform 
as they might be; some communities are well or- 
ganized along these lines and others aren’t. The 
Tocal police should be able to direct you to the 
proper agency, but if they are no help, write for in- 
structions to the War Council at your county seat. 

Donations—The Red Cross is very much in need of 
donors to contribute blood to send to field and base 
hospitals, Anyone wishing to codperate should call 
‘MU s-6400 for an appointment. ... The Army can 
use, Fight now, seven hundred motion-picture pro- 
jectors (16-mm. sound) for servicemen overseas. 
Tf you have one, you can give it to the Army by 
sending it back’ to the manufacturer, who will 
forward it to the proper receiving Station... 
The 1943, Victory Book Campaign, sponsored by 
the American Library Association, the Red Cross, 
and the United Service Organizations, is under 
way, its aim being to get more than 10,000,000 
volumes for servicemen both here and  abroa 
Western and mystery stories are particularly in 
demand. Borden and Sheffield milkmen are serving 
as collectors, and books are also being accepted by 
all public libraries... The A.W.V.S., 12 E. s8th 
(PL 3-6487, Ext. 33), will arrange to call for and 
distribute radios, portable phonographs, records, 
wooden clothes hangers, and playing cards for 
Army and Navy recreation centres. If the radios 
and phonographs are not in good repair, the 
A.W.V.S. will fix them up. Cigarettes, of course, 
can always be used....The Army is looking for 
dogs weighing fifty pounds or more and from one 
to five years old to train for sentry, pack, and mes- 
senger duty. Owners wishing to donate’ such ani- 
mals should get in touch with Dogs for Defense, 
22 E, 6oth (PL 9-6471), to see whether theirs 
meet the Army’s fairly stringent requirements. 

Note—Under the guidance of the C.D.V.O., a dozen 
or more Consumer Service Centres have been set 
up, where anyone puzzled by the problems of ad- 
justing to a wartime economy may go for en- 
lightenment. These centres also have courses of 
instruction for the housewife. You can find out 
which centre is nearest you by calling the Con- 
sumer Division of the C.D.V.0., LE 2-2870. 

  

  

  

  

   
  

   



THE BIG HOUSES 

Astor, Bway at 45 (CI 6-4642)—Through Sun., 
Feb, 28: “Tennessee Johnson,” Van Heflin, Ruth 
Hussey, Lionel Barrymore... From _ Tues 
March 2: “The Human Comedy,” Mickey Rooney, 
Marsha Hunt, Frank Morgai 

    

  

  

   
    

Capirot, B’way ‘at sx (CO 5-1250)—Tentative— 
‘Through Wed., March 3: “The tal Ball,” 
Paulette Goddard, Ray Milland. 

Criterion, Boway at 44 (BR 9-3830)—“Pittsburgh,” 
‘Marlene Dietrich, Randolph Scott, John Wayne. 

Guose, Bway at 46 (CI 6-0800)—saiunos amicos, 
Walt Disney forty-five-minute film; also ‘The_I 
vasion of North Africa,” short documentary film. 

Hottrwooo, Bway at sr (CI 7-5545)—AIR FORCE, 
John Garfield, Harry Carey. . 

Patace, Bway at 47 (BR 9-4300)—Through Wed.. 
‘March 3: cHIna crt, Gene ‘Tierney, George Mon 
gomery, Victor MeLaglen; also “Hi’Ya Chum, 
the Ritz Brothers. 

  

  

  

   

  

Paramount, B'way at 43 (BR_9-8738)—“Hitler’s 
Ghildred,”” Tim Holl, Bonita Granville, Kent 

mith. 
Rapio City Music Hatt, 6 Ave. at 0 (CI 6-4600)— 

‘Tentative—Through Wed... March 3: “Random 
Harvest,” Greer Garson, Ronald Colman. 

Riot, Bway at 49 (CI 7-1633)—“The Amazing 
Mrs. Holliday," Deanna Durbin, “Edmond 
O’Brien, Barry Fitzgerald. 

Roxy, 7 Ave. at 50 (CI 7-600):   “Meanest Man in 
the World,” Jack Benny, Priscilla Lane, Rochest 

Srate, Bway at 45 (BR’9-1957)—Through We: 
March 3: IN WHICH we serve, Noel Coward. 

Strano, B’way at 47 (CI 7-s900)—casastanca, Hum- 
phrey Bogart, Ingrid Bergman, Claude Rains. 

FOREIGN, SPECIAL, ETC. 

Sr Avenue PLarHouse, 5 Ave. at 12 (AL 4:7661)— 
Revivals, all in French—Through Fri., ‘Feb, 26: 
“Champs-Elysées,” Sacha Guitry;, also_ “The 
Phantom Wagon,” Pierre Fresnay, Louis Jouvet. 
=..Sat. and Sun., Feb. 27-28: Te saxen’s wire, 
Raimuy also sous iss Tors of ranis.... Mon. and 
Tues. ‘March 1-2: “Marseillaise,” Pierre Renoir, 
Louis Jouvet; also “L’Alibi,” Erich von Stroheim, 
:..From Wed., March 3: “Rasputin,” Harry 
Baur; also “Dr. Knock,” Louis Jouvet. 

S5rH Street Pianouse, 154 W. 55\ (CI 7-4050)— 
Feb, 25: GONE wiTH THE WIND, revival, 

ivien’ Leigl Clack Gable, From Pri, Feb, 
26: “Tu M’Ami Io T’Amo” ‘(in Italian). | 

Lime Camnecie, 146 W. 57 (CI 6-1365)—Revivals— 
Feb. 25: Fantasia, Walt Disney full-length 

.-. From Fri, Feb! 26: “Disraeli,” George 
iss. Joan Bennett, . 

Pam at Columbus Circle, (CL g-9514)—Revivale— 
‘Thurs., Feb. 25: “With @ Smile? (in French) 
Mauri¢e Chevalier; also “No Time for Comedy,” 
Rosalind Russell, Tames Stewart... Fri. through 
‘Mon., Feb. 26-March 1: galt oF Fire, Barbara 
Stanwyck, Gary Cooper; also port oF sapows (in 
French), "Jean Gabin, ‘Michel Simon... From 
‘Tues., March 2: susricion, Joan Fontaine, Cary 
Grant; also citizen Kane, Orson Welles. 

Sranuey, 7 Ave. at 41 (Wi 7-9686)—"The Siege of 
Leningrad,” full-length documentary film, 

Tuaua, Bway at 95 (AC 2-3370)—Revivals— 
‘Thurs., Feb. 25: Nicht train, Margaret Lockwood, 
Rex Harrison; also THE Lavy vanishes, Dame May 
Whitty, Margaret Lockwood, Paul Lukas. 
Fri, through Mon., Feb. 26-March 1: moscow 
staikes Pack, full-length documentary film: also 
MAJOR santana, Wendy Hiller, Rex Harrison, Rob- 
ert Morley. .... From Tues., March 2: PASTOR WALL 
Nova Pilheam, Sir Seymour Hicks, Wilfrid Law: 
son; also atsiens, Hedy Lamarr, Charles Boyer. 

Wonrto, 153 W. 49 (CI 7-5747)—"Silk, Blood, and 
Sun” (in Spanish). 

    

  

  

  

      

  

        
  

  

  

  

  

  

  

    

  

   
   

EAST SIDE 

Ant, 36 E. 8 (GR 3-7014)—Revivals—Through Sat., 
Feb. 27: THe Girl iN THE NEWS, Margaret Lockwood, 
Emlyn Williar Sun. and Mon., Feb. 28- 
‘March 1: KINGS R¢ Ann Sheridan, Robert Cum- 
mings, Betty Field....Tues. and Wed., March 
2-3: CITIZEN KANE, Orson Welles. 

Gramercy Park, Lexington at 23 (GR 5-1660)— 
‘Through Fri., Feb. 26: THE Lack swan, Tyrone 
Power, Maureen O’Hara, Thomas Mitchell; also 
“Moonlight in Havana,” Jane Frazee, Allan 

Jone Sat, through Tues., Feb. 27-March 2 
(tentative; “You Were Never Lovelicr,” Rita 
Hayworth, Fred Astaire; also “A Night to Re 
member,” Loretta Young, Brian Aherne. 
From Wed., March 3 (tentative): “Arabian 
Nights,” Jon Hall, Maria. Montez, Sabu; also 
“Sherlock Holmes and the Secret Weapon,” Basil 

t raver aes Boke 
oew's 42up Stree, Lexington at 42 (AS 4-4865)— 
Through Sat., Feb. 27: “Andy Hardy's Double 
Life,” Mickey Rooney; also “Dr. Gillespie's New 
Assistant,” Lionel Barrymore, Susan Peters, Van 
Jobnson....Sun. and Mon, Feb. 28-March 1: 
Lie Becins ar 8:30, Ida Lupino, Monty Woolley: 
also “Tarzan Triumphs,” Johnny Weissmuller. 
.,.+Tues. and Wed., March'2-3: “Boston Blackie 
Goes Hollywood,” Chester Morris; also “Hi, Bud- 
dy,” Harriet Hilliard, Dick Foran. 

Lextncton, Lexington at 51 (PL 3-0336)—Through 
‘Wed., March 3: iN WHICH we setve, Noel Coward; 
also “The McGuerins from Brooklyn,” William 

Tine cae Stier, Del (PL aans-LUx 52H Sraect, Lexington at s2 (PL 3-2434)— icoaeh sats re oy oe ek own tea 
Power, Maureen O'Hara, Thomas Mitchell... .. 
Sun. through Wed., Feb. 28-March 3: “Road to 

  

    
  

   
    

  

   

  

  

   

  

  

AT THE 
MOVIE HOUSES 

ns ns iu oid 

THURSDAY, FEBRUARY 25, THROUGH 
WEDNESDAY, MARCH 3 

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 PAGE 5, UNDER "MOTION PICTURES.” 

Morocco,” Bing Crosby, Dorothy Lamour, Bob 
lope. 

Norwanbie, Park at 53 (PL 8-0049)—Thurs., Feb. 
25: “You Can't Escape Forever,” Brenda Mars 
all, George Brent. ... Fri. through Sun., Feb, 2 
28: “The Affairs of Martha,” Marsha Hunt, Rich 
ard Carlson... Mon, and Tues, March 1-2: 
“Quiet, Please, Murder,” Gail Patrick, George 
Sanders. ... Ffom Wed., March 3: GENTLEMAN JIM, 
Errol Flynn, Alexis Smith. 

surton, 3 Ave. at 57 (PL 3-5520)—Thurs., Feb. 2 
“Springtime in the Rockies,” Betty Grable, John 
Payne, Carmen Miranda; ‘also “Once Upon a 
Honeymoon,” Ginger Rogers, Cary Grant... 
Fri. through Sun., Feb, 26-28: “The Major and 
the Minor,” Ginger Rogers, Ray Milland; also 
“Street of Chance,” Claire Trevor, Burgess Mere- 
dith.... Mon. through Wed., March 1-3: GENTLE 
wan Jim, Errol Flynn, Alexis Smith; also “You 
Can't Escape Forever,” Brenda Marshall, George 

rent, 
R.K.O. 58rH_Srreer, 3 Ave. at 58 (VO 5-3577)— 

‘Through Mon., March 1: chINA cint, Gene Ticr- 
ney, George Montgomery, Victor McLaglen; also 
"Margin for Error,” Joan Bennett, Milton Berle. 
=. Tues, and Wed., March 2-3° WE ARE THE Mat 
wines, full-length March of Time; also “Hi’Ya 
Chum,” the Ritz Brothers, 

Pua, 58, E. of Madison (VO 5-3320)—Thurs., Feb. 
23:,"For Me and My Gal,” Judy Garland, Gene 

Kelly, George Murphy. «Fri through, Tucs., 
Feb. 26-March 2: “Journey for Margaret," Laraine 
Day, Robert Young... From Wed., March 3: 
Lire becins at 8:30, Ida Lupino, Monty Woolley. 

Sern Street PlavHoUsE, 3 Ave. at 68 (RE 4-0302)— 
‘Thurs., Feb, 25: Niet TAIX, revival, Margaret 
Lockwood, Rex Harrison. . .,"Fri. through Mon., 
Feb. 26-March 1: “Road to Morocco,” Bing Cros 
by, Dorothy Lamour, Bob Hope. ... From Tues., 
March 2: THE WAN. WHO CAME To” DINNER, revival, 
Bette Davis, Ann Sheridan, Monty Woolley. 

Loew's 72no Sraser, 3 Ave. at 72 (BU 8-7222)— 
‘Through Wed., March 3: IN WHICH we serve, Noel 
Coward; also “The McGuerins from Brooklyn,” 
William Bendix. . 

Cotony, 2 A 3p (RH 49888) —Through Fri 
Feb. 26: ays’ Leave,” Lucille Ball, Vi 
tor Mature; also “Quiet, Please, Murder,” Gail 
Patrick, George Sanders. .., Sat. through Mon., 
Feb, 27-March 1: “The Sun Never Sets,” revival, 

  

  

  

  

       

  

  

  

  

  

    

  

      

  

    

  

Basil Rathbone, Douglas Fairbanks, ‘Jr; also 
“Daytime Wife,” revival, Linda Darnell, Tyrone 
Power. .,,. Tues. and Wed., March 2-3: “Road to 
Moroces,” Bing Crosby, Dorothy Lamour, Bob      
Hope; also “Henry Al 
don, Charles, Smith, 

Trans-Lux StH Srreet, Madison at 85 (BU 8-3180)— 
‘Through Sat., Feb. 27: THe BLACK swan, ‘Tyrone 
Power, Maureen O'Hara, Thomas Mitchell, .. . 
Sun. through Wed., Feb. 28-March 3: “You Weré 
Never Lovelier,” Rita Hayworth, Fred Astaire. 

(©. 86rH Street, Lexington at 86 (AT 9-8000)— 
Through Mon.,March 1: cHina etet, Gene Ticr- 
ney, George Montgomery, Victor McLaglen; also 
“Margin for Error,” Joan Bennett, Milton Berle. 
... Tues. and Wed., March 2-3: WE ARE THE MAC 
nines, fuillength March of Time; also “Hi'Ya 
Chum.” the Ritz Brothers. 

Loew's Sérm Sraeet, 3 Ave. at 86 (AT 9-5566)— 
Through Fri., Feb, 26: ture sects at e:io, Ida 
Lupino, Monty Woolley; also “Tarzan Triumphs,” 
Johnny’ Weissmuller. ..'. Sat. through Mon., Feb, 
27-March 1: “Journey for Margaret,” Laraine 
Day, Robert Young; also ‘Whistling ‘in Dixie,” 
Ann Rutherford, “Red Skelton... Tues. and 
Wed., March 2-3: “Joan of Ozark,” Tudy Canova, 
Joc E, Brown; also “Underground Agent,” Bruce 

jennett. 
Oneneum, 3 Ave. at 86 (AT 9-4607)—Through Mon., 

March 1: “Andy Hardy's Double Life,” Mickey. 
Rooney; also “Dr. Gillespie's New Assistant,” 
Lionel Barrymore, Susan Peters, Van Johnson. 
1. + Tues. and Wed., March 2-2: “Boston Blackie 
Goes, Hollywood,” "Chester Morris; also “Hi, 
Buddy,” Harriet’ Hilliard, Dick Foran, 

WEST SIDE 

81H Srater Puavnouse, 52 W. 8 (GR 7-7874)—Through 
'Mon., March 12 tire pecins at 20, ‘Ida Lupito, 

  

‘ich, Editor,” Jimmy Ly- 
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Monty Woolley. .... Tues and Wed,, March 2-3: 
"Whistling in’ Dixie,” Ann Rutherford. Red 
Skelton. OWA 6 SweMIoAN, 7 Ave. at, 12 166)—Through 

  

  

Mon.,’ March 1: “Andy Hardy's Double Life,” 
Mickey Rooney; also “Dr. Gillespie's New 
Assistant,” Lionel Barrymore, Susan Peters,   

in Johnson... . Tues. and Wed., March 2 
joston Blackie Goes Hollywood,’” Chester Mor- 

is; also “Hi, Buddy,” Harriet Hillard, Dick 

Greenwich, Greenwich Ave. at 12 (WA 9-3350)— 
‘Through Fri., Feb. 26: kit Fovte, revival, Ginger 
Rogers; also “The Vanishing Virginian,” revival, 
Kathryn Grayson, Frank Morgan. . . . Sat. through 
Tues.. Feb. 27-March 2: THe ‘SLACK swan, T: 
rone Power, Maureen O’Hara, Thomas Mitchell; 

    

  

  

  

     also. “Over My Body,” Mary Beth 
Hughes, Milton Berle... From Wed., March 3: 
“Mister V,” revival, “Leslie Howard; The 
Feminine Touch,” revival, Rosalind Russell, Don 
Ameche. 

R.K.O. 3x0 Street, 8 Ave. at 23 (CH 2:3440)— 
‘Through Mon., March 11 china état, Gene Tierney, 
George Montgomery, Victor MeLaglen; also 
“Margin for Error,” Joan Bennett, Milton Berle, 
=... Tues. and Wed., March 2-3: We ARE THE MARINES, 
Full-length March of Time; also “Hi'Ya Chum,” 
the Ritz Brothers. 

Terrace, 0 Ave. at 23 (CH 2-9280)—Through Sat,, 
Reb.'27: “For Me and My Gal,” Judy Garland, 
Gene Kelly, George Murphy; also “The Omaha 
Trail,” James Craig... . Sun. and Mon., Feb. 28- 
March i: xin Foe, revival, Ginger Rogers; also 
“Music in My Heart,” revival, Rita Hayworth, 
Tony Martin. . .. From Tues., March 2: “Journey 
for Margaret,” Laraine Day, "Robert Young; also 
Whistling in Dinie,”"“Arin’ Rutherford,” Red 

elton. 
Zieore.o, 6 Ave. at 54 (CI 7-3737)—Through Wed., 

March 3: IN wien We senve, Noel Coward; also 
{The McGuerins from Brooklyn,” William Ben- 

Beacon, B'way at 75 (TR 4-9132)—Through Mon., 
‘March 1: Lire secins at 6:30, Ida Lupino, Monty 
Woolley; also “Tarzan Triumphs,” Johnny Weiss- 
muller... Tues. and Wed., March 2-3: “The 
Gorilla Man,” Ruth Ford, John Loder; also “Night 

phtopsten.” Bela Lugosi. ae gigg8s)-—Throngh 
rH Steeer, Bway at 4-9382)—Throug! Sun,, Feb, 28: "Vou Were Never Lovelier,” Rita 
Hayworth, Fred Astaire; also “A Night ‘to Re- 
member,” Loretta Young, Brian Aherne. . .; 
Mon, through Wed., March 1-3: “The Avengers, 
Ralph Richardson, “Hugh Williams; also “Youth 
on Parade,” Ruth Terry, John Hubbard. 

R.K.O. Bist Street, Bway at 81 (TR 7-6160)— ‘Through Mon., ‘March 1: cHina cit, Gene Tier- 
ney, George Montgomery, Victor McLaglen; also 
“Margin for Error,” Joan Bennett, Milton Berle. 
-.. Tues, and Wed. March 2-3: We Are THE 
Marines, full-length March of Time} also “Hi’¥a 
Chum,” the Ritz Brothers. 

Loew's 83a Smet, B'way at 83 (TR 7-3190)— ‘Through Wed., March 3: In WHICH we serve, Noel 
Coward; also “The MéGuerins from Brooklyn,” 
William Bendix. 

Scuuvter, Columbus Ave. at 84 (EN 2-0606)— 
‘Through Fri., Feb. 20: “Who Done It?,” Abbott 
and Costello!’ also, “Behind the Eight Bali,” the 
Ritz Brothers, Carol Bruce. ... Sat. through 
‘Mon., Feb. 27’March 1: 1 massigo A wits, Ver- 
onica’ Lake, Fredric, March; also “One of Our 
Aircraft Is Missing,” Godfrey Tearle, Hugh Wil- 
liams,... Tugs. and Wed., March “Seven 
Days’ Leave,” Lucille Ball, Victor Mature; also 
eau Please, Murder,” Gail Patrick, George 
sanders. 

Srovpano, Bway at 90 (SC 4-9257)—Through Wed., March g: “Journey for Margarct,” Laraine Day, Robert Young; also “Whistling in Dixie.” Ann 
Rutherford, Red Skelton. 

Rivessiog, B'way at 96 (RI 9-9861)—Through Mon, 
March 1: china girt, Gene Tierney, George Mont: 
gomery, Victor McLaglen; also “Margin for Er- 
for,” Joan Bennett, Milton Berle. .. Tues, and 
Wed., March 2-3: We Are THE MARINES, full-length 
March of Time. 

Catton, B'way at 100 (AC 4-8676)—Thurs., Feb. 
25: THE BLACK swan, Tyrone Power, Maureen 
O'Hara, Thomas Mitchell; also “Over My Dead 
Body,” Mary Beth Hughes, Milton Berle... 
Fri. through Mon,, Feb. 26-March 1: “Road. to 
Morocco,” Bing Crosby, Dorothy Lamour, Bob 
Hope; also “Henry Aldrich, Editor,” Jimmy Ly- 
don, Charles Smith... From, Tues., March 2: 
“You Were Never Lovelier,” Rita’ Hayworth, 
Fred Astaire; also “A Night to Remember,” 
Loretta, Young, Brian Aherne. 

Ouyweia, B’way at 107 (AC 2-r019)—Through Wed., 
March 3: In wich we serve, Nocl Coward; also 
{The MeGuerins from Brookdyn,” William’ Ben- 

  

  

  

  

  

  

    

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

   
  

   B'way at r1o (AC 2-0406)—Through Mon., 
‘March 1: CHINA Girt, Gene Tierney, George Mont: 
gomery, Victor McLaglen; also “Margin for Er- 
ror,” Joan Bennett, Milton Berle... Tues. and 
Wed.” March 2 5. full-length 
March of Time. 

Loew's 17514 Street, Bway at 175 (WA 7-5200)— 
‘Through Wed., March 3: IN which we serve, Nocl 
Coward; also “The McGuerins from Brooklyn,” 
William Bendix. 

Couseum, Bway at 181 (WA 7-7200)—Through 
‘Mon., March 1: cHiNa cin, Gene Tierne Re 
Montgomery, Victor McLzglen; also “Margin for 
Error,” Joan Bennett, Milton Berle... Tues. 
and Wed., March 2-3! we ARE THE MARINES, full- 
length March of Time; also “Hi’Ya Chum,” the 
Ritz Brothers. 

  

    
1 WE ARE THE MARI 

  

 



 



  

THE TALK OF THE TOWN 

    

Notes and Comment 

NG oF Time Nore: The 
wenty-First Century Film Cor- 

Pies has dropped out of the 
new phone book. 

  

Wires Nore: A friend from And- 
over, New Jersey, tells us that she 

lost all her small-town terror of the 
dread impersonality of New York when 
she went into a restaurant called Paul’s 
Steak House on East Forty-ninth Street 
the other day and saw on the menu: 
“Tenderized Ham Steak with Glazed 
Fruit Doodad.” Just like Andover, she 
says. 

Y virtue of the authority conferred 
upon us as a member of the human 

race, we declare a closed season, this 
side of the Atlantic, on gremlins. The 
gremlins, riding the wings of British 
combat planes and lousing up the mech- 
anisms at critical moments, have their 
own peculiar dignity as the Gothic crea- 
tures of a civilized imagination that is 
cheerfully coping with the expectation 
of sudden death. To American eyes they 
may look a bit dim and unreal, but that’s 

only because our mythology owes more 
to Mark Twain than to Lewis Carroll. 
But gremlins are no joke; they have 
caused real planes to crash and real 
men to die. Earthbound, light-fingered 
gagmen, comic-strip artists, radio come- 
dians, writers of advertising copy, and 
designers of novelty jewelry are hereby 
directed to stick to V for Victory, which 
they have almost spoiled already any- 

. Just lay off the gremlins, fellows; 
if you can’t see why, please take our 
word for it. 

wa 

E have been living in a hotel re- 
cently, during alterations in our 

character, and when we got back to the 
joint the other night after a show we 
found that it was on fire. It was a nice 
little blaze, well under control but rath- 

er smoky and spectacular. What we par- 
ticularly noticed, outside of the way the 
firemen bummed all our cigarettes, was 

that for the first time the tenants of 

the place were actually speaking to each 

other. There is nothing like a good 
warm fire to break down a New York- 
er’s solid reserve. The lobby was as 

  

clubby as the back room of a saloon, and 
old residents who had passed each other 
stonily for twenty years were nodding 
and exchanging cracks and pleasantries. 
Probably a fire of harmless proportions 
is a salutary thing once in a while, in a 
granite civilization where every room 1s 
inviolate and every pan is dead. 

PEAKING of hotels, a friend has 
been telling us about his attempt to 

come honestly by a hotel towel—a pre- 
posterous project on the face of it. He 
had long admired the kind of bath towel 

1 

4, aT 
which jagged enough 

to stimulate his skin but not so rough as 
to draw blood. One time when he was 
checking out he brought up the ques- 
tion whether he could perhaps buy a 
couple of these excellent towels for his 
own bathroom at home. The manage- 
ment seemed stupefied and powerless at 
this request. Finally one of the head men 
just took him aside and told him that 
if his intentions were indeed fixed he 
better use the conventional method of 
acquiring hotel towels, not start any wild, 
revolutionary practices which would tear 
the bookkeeping department all to 
pieces. The hotelman explained that he 

  

      

                    

need have no particular qualms about 

pinching a couple of towels, anyway, 
since all hotels have the theft factor 

worked out to three decimal places and 

every tenant who has lived a blameless 
life has a couple of towels coming to him. 

  

E feed on prophecies these days, 

and the slightest doings of a pro- 

fessional prophet are of interest. It was 
altogether fitting and proper, therefore, 
for another friend of ours who lives in 
the same apartment building as Myra 
Kingsley to report to us that the seeress 

has just laid in a supply of tea. “For 
drinking or reading?” we shrewdly 
asked, but he said he didn’t know. 

  

E wouldn’t have said anything 
about Clare Luce’s “globaloney” 

speech, on the assumption that a flustered 
woman isn’t responsible for anything 
she says, if it hadn’t encouraged Alf 
Landon to go to town some days later. 
Landon declared that Vice-President 
Wallace “and his fellow-travellers are 
leading us down the same disastrous 
primrose path in which Hitler has led 
his people.” Somehow, all these block- 
busters aimed at Henry Wallace, all the 
scornful talk of TVA’s on the Danube 
and milk for Hottentots, of globaloney 
and primrose paths, strike us as unfair. 
Missouri legislators, we notice, are con- 
sidering a bill to deprive every dog of 
his legal right to one bite if that bite 
happens to be taken out of a mailman 
or a meter inspector, and we think 
something of the sort could be worked 
out for Wallace. Like mailmen and 

meter inspectors, he is shy, inoffensive, 
and rendered particularly vulnerable by 
his current chore, which is simply to 
dream about a better world than the 
somewhat chipped one we live in. Snip- 
ing at him is just about on the ethical 
fel of waiting until a porter has both 
hands loaded with your bags and then 
kicking him in the stomach. Our advice 
to Representative Luce, ex-Governor 
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Landon, and the rest is to go easy on 
the man. For all anyone knows, he is 
dreaming us up a better world, and if 
that’s globaloney, we're for it. 

Ad Lib 

EVERAL people have remarked to 
us upon the new and relaxed social 

manner of the telephone operators. 
Perhaps you’ve noticed yourself that in- 
stead of saying only “Your call, plee- 
uz,” “Thank you,” and “We are not al- 
lowed to give out that information,” 
they now frequently seem to be speak- 
ing extemporancously, coming through 
with such relatively sparkling conversa~ 
tional gems as “Certainly” and “Of 
course” and occasionally comforting 
customers with a sympathetic clucking. 
This, we find after investigation, is 

Policy. The Telephone Company likes 
it, and we gather that the public likes 
it, too; we are no Gallup Poll, but we 
can keep an ear to the ground. The 
Telephone Company wishes it had been 
able to make the step long ago. Its 
Mr. Aubrey, whose first name is 
Gwilym and who is head of the com- 
pany’s training system, informed us that 
the employment of a fixed phrase for 
every situation resulted from a short- 
age of operators in 1929, when use of 
telephones was increasing madly and 
the dial system was still in the future. 
“That year we turned out five thou- 
sand nine hundred and eighty new oper- 
ators, and still there weren’t enough,” 
Mr. Aubrey told us, looking feverish at 
the mere recollection. “We had to take 
anything we could get. I mean girls who 
hadn’t been through the fourth grade 
—actually very limited material. We 
had to teach them set questions and 
answers, because nothing else was safe. 
And the rising inflection—Thank you’ 
and “The lion is busy’—so it would sound 
cheerful. I mean that was the idea. 
Poor girls!” Mr. Aubrey sighed. 

Well, anyway, things worked out so 
that after this big boom the company 
didn’t have to train any new operators 
for almost a decade. First there was the 
depression and people had their tele- 
phones taken out. Then, by the time 
they could afford them again, the in- 
stallation of the dial system was well 
under way, and a good thing too, take 
Mr. Aubrey’s word for it. “With mat- 
ters going the way they were, without 
the dial system we figured that in ten 
years we would have had to employ ev- 
ery girl in New York between the ages 
of eighteen and twenty-five,” he said. 
Even with the dial system going full 

blast (“unless you insist upon includ- 
ing certain parts of Westchester,” Mr. 
Aubrey told us dutifully), the indus- 
trial revival that began in 1939 made it 
necessary to hire a lot of new operators. 
This time, though, the material was 
more promising, and it was decided to 
give the girls their heads. During their 
training period, which takes place in a 
real telephone exchange, under the eye 
of a real supervisor, but at boards 
through which dummy calls are made, 
the new girls are encouraged to work 
out their own phrases. If one of them 
wants to say “All right, sir” instead 
of “Thank you” with a rising inflec~ 
tion, why not? “Now you'll find your 
telephone operator is a warm, human 
individual, a companion in your joy- 
ous moments, a helpmate in’ your dis- 
tress,” Mr. Aubrey said. Or, we later 
gathered when Mr. Aubrey climbed 
down from these rhapsodical heights, 
upward of ten per cent of them will 
be; ninety per cent of the telephone 
girls are left over from the old “Thank 
you” days and many of them are ex- 
tremely uncertain about the new free- 
wheeling. 

Bilingual 

OMEBODY showed us a letter 
from overseas in which the writ- 

er, after using the expression “Cest la 
guerre,” added, “Censor—this means 
‘Te is the war.” In the margin, firmly 
pencilled, was a note in another hand- 
writing: “Having enjoyed La Vie Paris- 
icnne for several years, simple French 
phraseology presents no difficulties to 
me. Censor.” 

Bodley of Arabia 

O® aunt tipped us off that there 
might be a story in Major Ronald 

V. C. Bodley, whom she had heard lec- 

.     
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ture recently at the Colony Club on 
“The Arabs of North Africa.” She was 
right. The Major is quite a boy, a sol- 
dier of fortune if ever there. was one 
and an acknowledged expert on how 
to win friends and influence Arabs. 
He’s a youthful fifty-one, with blue 
eyes and auburn hair. We had been 
told that he was a descendant of the 
Sir Thomas Bodley who, in the days 
of Queen Elizabeth, founded the fa- 
mous Bodleian Library at Oxford; the 
Major confirmed this, and we learned 
from him further that his immediate 
male ancestor was J. E. C. Bodley, 
the historian. The Major was educated 
at Eton and Sandhurst and spent three 
years with an Indian regiment before 
the outbreak of the first World War. 
He was wounded several times on the 

After the armistice 
he went to Paris as a military attaché 
of the British Embassy. About this 
time Lloyd George let him in on the 
fact that the British army was going 
to be pared down to the bone and ad- 
vised him to get into diplomacy. T. E. 
Lawrence, a good friend of the Major, 
gave him some different and somewhat 
more arbitrary advice. “Go live with the 
Arabs,” he told the Major. To make a 
long ladies’ club lecture short, that’s 
just what he did, for the next seven 
years. 

The Arabs were no novelty to Bod- 
ley. His grandfather, a man of some 
wealth, had owned an old Turkish pal- 
ace in Algiers, and the Major, when 
a youth, had often visited him there. 
This time, however, he went to live 
on the Sahara with a tribe of sheep-rais- 
ing Bedouins. The Major surprised us 
a little by telling us that three-quarters 
of the Sahara Desert is actually good 
grazing land for sheep, needing only 
a few weeks of rain a year to make 
it fine for sheepherding. He invested in 
a flock of sheep and for several years 
got a return of a hundred and twenty 
per cent on his investment, which he 
whacked up with ten shepherds who 
worked for him. Like all the tribal 
sheepherders, he travelled under the 
guidance of the Bedouin chief, who laid 
down the Jaw on all matters, both 
spiritual and temporal. The Major 
lived as a Moslem, praying five times 
a day, reading only the Koran, abstain- 
ing from pork and alcohol, and observ- 
ing various fasts. Fasting is toughest 
in the summertime, he told us. For 
relaxation, there was hunting and story- 
telling around the campfire in the eve- 
ning. After seven years he moved 
along, on the advice of the chief, who
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said there was no use in 
his pretending he wasn’t 
an Occidental. After this 
the Major had a number 
of well-assorted adven- 
tures, including being ship- 
wrecked on one of the Jap- 
mandated islands in the Yap 
archipelago and holding 
down the chair of English 
literature at a Japanese uni- 
versity. Later he was in 
Hollywood, on Charlic 
Chaplin’s payroll. He was 
caught in Paris by the Ger- 
man invasion of France 
but escaped and came to 
this country by way of Por- 
tugal. 

The Major had a num- 
ber of interesting things to 
say about North Africa, one 
being that he had never ob- 
served friction between 
Jews and Arabs in the des- 
ert. The Arab sheepherders 
trade almost exclusively 
with Jews, always amicably, 
he says. Also, he thinks our 
State Department should 
know the way, or what T. 

E. Lawrence told him was 
the way, to win over Arabs 
to your side in a war. You 
don’t bother with talk about 
the four freedoms; you just 
let the word get around 
that there’s a good fight go- 
ing on and that any Arabs 
who apply will get high pay 
and plenty of ammunition. 
That’s what did the trick 
for Lawrence. 

Rage in Heaven 

A\ YOUNG nevispaper 
reporter, assigned to a 

special service of some sort 
at one of the big midtown 
churches, naturally figured out that it 
would save him a lot of trouble if the 
pastor happened to have a spare copy 
of his sermon. Accordingly he set out 
through the church in search of the 
pastor’s study. Arriving in front of a 
likely-looking door with a push button 
beside it, he rang, thinking that even 
if this wasn’t the study he could inquire 
of whoever answered. He decided not 
to inquire, however, when it dawned 
on him that he must have pushed the 
bell that dismissed Sunday school. As 
soon as the wave of rollicking little 
ones had subsided, he crept back to his 

“I wrote Woodrow Wilson the 

lL 

  
same thing in 1917, and he didn’t answer me either.” 

pew and sat through the service, taking 
careful notes. 

Guadalcanal Birds 

ITH the Japs gone from Guadal- 
canal, we trust that the Ameri- 

cans there will have time to appreciate 
the bird life of the island, an opportuni- 
ty that has been available, second-hand, 
to visitors at the Museum of Natural 
History for the past several months. 
The exhibit is in the Whitney Memori- 
al Hall. The other day we had a look at 
it under the auspices of Dr. Ernst Mayr, 

an ornithologist who knows our newest 
Pacific steppingstone from having been 
on it during a nine-month expedition 
while a member of the Whitney group 
which explored the Solomons fifteen 
years ago. Like the other Solomons, 
Guadalcanal is tropical, mountainous, 
and wooded. Dr. Mayr says that there 
are undoubtedly large parts of the in- 
terior which haven’t been seen by a 
white man even yet—or by a yellow 
man, as far as that goes. Twenty-one 
species of the island’s land birds are 
mounted in a case arranged to look like 
a jungle clearing. They are among the 
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shore and lowland inhabitants and hence 
are the types most likely to be seen by 
our soldiers. 

Dr. Mayr pointed out to us a giant 
swift, a Brahmany kite, and a white 
cockatoo, all in simulated flight. The 
last-named, he said, has for some reason 
never flown the thirty-mile channel be- 
tween Guadalcanal and San Cristobal, 
the easternmost of the Solomons and the 
only one on which it is not found. San 
Cristobal, for its part, has several birds 
common to islands to the eastward and 
not found anywhere else in the Solo- 
mons. A minor scientific mystery. The 
rest of the birds in the exhibit—among 
them a cuckoo shrike, a scarlet parrot, 
a flowerpecker, a climbing dwarf par- 
rot, a sunbird, and a brush fowl—are 
perched about on twigs or on the 
ground, looking very much at home. 

Perhaps the most interesting of them, 
Dr. Mayr said, is the brush fowl, a 
dark-colored individual about the size of 
a bantam hen, which stands in the fore- 
ground of the case. Of all birds in the 
world, its young are the most precocious, 
having the power of flight as soon as 
hatched. They can run then, too, like 
small Jesse Owenses. They reach this 
high stage of development in the egg 
because their incubative period is the 
longest of all land birds—around fifty 
days. It would be a considerable strain 
for a mother to brood that long, Dr. 
Mayr said, and the female brush fowl 
gets around this by scratching up from 
the jungle floor a heap of decaying vege- 
tation, laying her eggs on the pile, and 
letting the heat generated by the decom- 
position of the vegetation do the trick. 
It was at first believed that she just 
walked away after laying her eggs, but 
Dr. Mayr said that he has seen females 
return to piles and replace rotting leaves 
with fresh ones. This not only prevents 

  

the temperature from getting too far 
above the optimum of 98° F. and thus 
cooking the eggs but also, by exposing 
the shells, which are porous, replenishes 
the oxygen supply, without which the 
eggs would rot. The male, to judge by 
the little that is known about him, seems 
just a café-society type. 

The climbing dwarf parrot, the 
smallest of all parrots, clings to an up- 
right twig above the brush fowl in the 
case. It looks like a green sparrow. Dr. 
Mayr told us that it has a sharp, spiny 
tail, investigates bark like a woodpecker, 
and never seems happier than when hiv- 
ing among termites. This affinity ex- 
tends to a point where the dwarf parrot 
flies into trees and burrows into the bulb- 
ous termite nests to build its own. Dr. 
Mayr indicated, perched overhead in 
branches, two more nearly average- 
sized parrots, one vivid green and the 
other a startling red and blue. These, 
he said, were king parrots, respectively 
male and female, and were the subject 
of one of ornithology’s worst blunders. 
It was a hundred years after they were 
first described by a German scientist in 
1776 that someone established that the 
two birds belonged to the same species. 
Of the remaining hundred-and-twenty- 
odd kinds of land birds to be found 
on Guadalcanal, most are mountain 
dwellers and, although of interest, schol- 
arly and otherwise, they are unlikely, 
in Dr. Mayr’s opinion, to be glimpsed 
by our occupying forces. They never 
get down to the Henderson airfield 
region, 

Economics 

V 7¥ present this little tale merely 
as an indication of what happens 

during a manpower crisis. A fellow we 
know was sent by his wife to the corner 

bakery with instructions to get lots and 
lots of those pastry shells that are used 
for certain kinds of canapés (they were 
having a cocktail party). “How many 
of these can I get?” he asked the young 
lady behind the counter, pointing to the 
tray of pastry shells. She cast an imper- 
sonal and speculative glance at him, and 
said, “Well, they’re four cents each.” 

The Culbertson System 

O that our subscribers will not be 
surprised if it turns out that the post- 

war new world order, Henry Wallace 
aside, is based on a scheme developed, 
partly in a high fever, by Ely Culbert- 
son, the bridge expert, we interviewed 
him last week on the details of his 
World Federation Plan. We might tell 
you at the start that Culbertson’s World 
Federation Plan is not to be regarded 
as nut stuff, by any means; we’re not 
saying it will work or even that any- 
body’s going to try to make it work, 
but it reads O.K. Mr. Culbertson has 
an article about it in the February Rdrs 
Dgst and has amplified the idea in a 
book, “Total Peace,” which Doubleday 
Doran are bringing out in June. It is 
also embodied in a_ninety-two-page 
mimeographed pamphlet which Cul- 
bertson thrusts upon anybody who comes 
within thrusting range. We got our 
copy last week when we called at his 
house. We were received by Culbert- 
son’s comely secretary, Miss Hazen, who 
dates back to his cross-ruff days and has 
learned to take international reorganiza- 
tion in her stride. Lately, she informed 
us, the master’s bridge interests, while 
not abandoned, have been “decentral- 
ized” and more or less take care of 
themselves. He hasn’t dealt a card for 
weeks, being involved with his publish- 
ers, a movie company which plans to 
make a short based on the World Fed- 
eration Plan, various Congressmen who 
haye expressed interest, and a number 
of sympathetic liberals, among them 
Oswald Garrison Villard, Max East- 
man, and Norman Thomas. 

Culbertson, suave as ever, told us that 
he really no longer likes to be thought 
of as a bridge shark and wrote his auto- 
biography, “The Strange Lives of One 
Man,” three years ago in order to “un- 
type” himself. Even then the World 
Federation Plan was forming in his 
mind and he was afraid people wouldn’t 
take it seriously if he were known sim- 
ply as a card expert. “I am a humble 
disciple of Woodrow Wilson,” he said. 
“But although I worship him, there is 
no need for me to make his mistake
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“From all Pve heard, 
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going to take more than any snapshot to soften 
up the Collector of Internal Revenue.” 

with another League of Nations.” Cul- 
bertson thinks he has got the bugs out 
of the League of Nations setup by estab- 
lishing eleven regional governments, 
each of which would consist of a num- 
ber of countries and would send repre- 
sentatives to a world government, which 
would have executive, legislative, and 
judicial branches. The countries would 
still retain their sovereignty, but instead 
of taking their problems to the World 
Court they’d settle them at meetings of 
the regional governments or the world 
government. 

The question of how to keep the 
world policed without giving any nation 
an undue preponderance of military 
power worried Culbertson greatly until, 
early in 1941, he contracted pneumonia 
and ran a high temperature. Then, in 
a light delirium, he evolved something 
he now calls the Quota Force Principle. 
“Tt was from another world,” he told 
us enthusiastically. “Socrates had a de- 
mon and so have [.” Well, the Quota 
Force Principle stood up all right in 
the cold light of 98.6, and it stood up 
later under an intensive analysis by Ber- 
trand Russell, whom Culbertson en- 

  

gaged to locate any possible flaws. As 
we understand it, it calls for an inter- 
national police force made up of two 
elements, National Contingents and a 
Mobile Corps. Each country would be 
allowed to have a National Contingent, 
which is nothing more or less than a 
standing army that could be trained and 
indoctrinated any way the individual 
countries hked but that would be strict- 
ly limited in size according to area and 
population. The Mobile Corps would 
be made up exclusively of men from the 
small countries and would be bigger 
than any one National Contingent; this 
outfit would be the trouble-shooter, first 
on the scene to quell any nationalist skul- 
duggery. Tf the need should arise, the 
world government would call on the 
National Contingents, but no soldier 
would ever be ordered to fire against his 
own countrymen. There’s a lot of oth- 
er stuff, of course: the world president 
would serve six years and the first 
one would be from the Americas; Jews 
would count as Jews if in Palestine, 
otherwise as nationals of whatever coun- 
try they would be living in; Great 
Britain would stay in India for a while 

    

  

  

longer; the manufacture of heavy arm- 
ament would be a world-government 
monopoly. Culbertson’s big discovery 
seems to be simply that a world order 
need be no more complicated than con- 
tract bridge. 

Looking Backward 

ELL, it seems that when this rich 
family had to give up their cars 

and chauffeurs they took to a horse and 
carriage, bringing in from their country 
place an old man who had worked for 
them for forty years and who, before 
the last World War, had been quite a 
hand with the reins in urban traffic. His 
first day on the new job his mistress 
called him around at one o’clock and 

asked to be taken down to the Waldorf- 
Astoria, where she was lunching. Pretty 
soon she became conscious that she had 
passed Forty-ninth Street and was still 
clopping briskly southward. “Henry!” 
she cried. “TI said I wanted to go to the 
Waldorf.” “Yis, Ma’am,” the coach- 

man wheezed. “That’s where we’re 
goin’—right down to Thirty-fourth 
Street.”



  
“Were taking you for a little ride, Blackie.”



THE SECRET LIFE OF JAMES THURBER 
HAVE only dipped here and there 

I into Salvador Dali’s “The Secret 
Life of Salvador Dali” (with paint- 

ings by Salvador Dali and photographs 
of Salvador Dali), because anyone af- 
flicted with what my grandmother’s 
sister Abigail called “the permanent 
jumps” should do no more than skitter 
through such an autobiography, particu- 
larly in these melancholy times. 

One does not have to skitter far be- 
fore one comes upon some vignette 
which gives the full shape and flavor 
of the book: the youthful dreamer of 
dreams biting a sick bat or kissing a dead 
horse, the slender stripling going into 
man’s estate with the high hope and 
fond desire of one day eating a live but 
roasted turkey, the sighing lover cover- 
ing himself with goat dung and aspic 
that he might give off the true and noble 
odor of the ram. In my flying trip 
through Dali I caught other glimpses 
of the great man: Salvador adoring a 
seed ball fallen from a plane tree, Sal- 
vador kicking a tiny playmate off a 
bridge, Salvador caressing a crutch, Sal- 
vador breaking the old family doctor’s 

« glasses with a leather-thonged mattress 
beater. There would appear to be only 
two things in the world that revolt him 
(and I don’t mean a long-dead hedge- 
hog). He is squeamish about skeletons 
and grasshoppers. Oh, well, we all have 
our idiosyncrasies. 

Sefior Dali’s memoirs have set me to 
thinking. I find myself muttering as I 
shave, and on two occasions I have 
swung my crutch at a little neighbor 
girl on my way to the post office. Sefior 
Dali’s book sells for six dollars. My own 
published personal history (Harper & 
Bros., 1933) sold for $1.75. At the 
time I complained briefly about this un- 
usual figure, principally on the ground 
that it represented only fifty cents more 
than the price asked for a book called 
“The Adventures of Horace the Hedge- 
hog,” published the same month. The 
publishers explained that the price was 
a closely approximated vertical, prefig- 
ured on the basis of probable ceiling, 

which in turn was arrived at by tak- 
ing into consideration the effect on 
diminishing returns of the horizontal 
factor. 

In those days all heads of business 
firms adopted a guarded kind of dou- 
ble talk, commonly expressed in low, 
muffled tones, because nobody knew 
what was going to happen and nobody 
understood what had. Big business had 
been frightened by a sequence of eco- 

   

  

nomic phenomena which had clearly 
demonstrated that our civilization was 
in greater danger of being turned off 
than of gradually crumbling away. The 
upshot of it all was that I accepted the 
price of $1.75. In so doing, I accepted 
the state of the world as a proper stand- 
ard by which the price of books should 
be fixed. And now, with the world in 
ten times as serious a condition as it was 
in 1933, Dali’s publishers set a price of 
six dollars on his life story. This brings 
me to the inescapable conclusion that 
the price-fixing principle, in the field of 
literature, is not global but personal. 
‘The trouble, quite simply, is that I told 
too much about what went on in the 
house I lived in and not enough about 
what went on inside myself. 

ET me be the first to admit that the 
naked truth about me is to the 

naked truth about Salvador Dali as an 
old ukulele in the attic is to a piano in 
a tree, and I mean a piano with breasts. 
Sefior Dali has the jump on me from the 
beginning. He remembers and describes 
in detail what it was like in the womb. 
My own earliest memory is of accom- 
panying my father to a polling booth in 
Columbus, Ohio, where he voted for 
William McKinley. 

Tt was a drab and somewhat battered 
tin shed set on wheels, and it was filled 
with guffawing men and cigar smoke; 
all in all, as far removed from the para- 
disiacal placenta of Salvador Dali’s first 
recollection as could well be imagined. 
A fat, jolly man dandled me on his 
knee and said that I would soon be old 
enough to vote against William Jen- 
nings Bryan. I thought he meant that 
I could push a folded piece of paper into 
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the slot of the padlocked box as soon 
as my father was finished. When this 
turned out not to be true, I had to be 
carried out of the place kicking and 
screaming. In my struggles I knocked 
my father’s derby off several times. The 
derby was not a monstrously exciting 
love object to me, as practically every- 
thing Salvador encountered was to him, 
and I doubt, if I had that day to live 
over again, that I could bring myself, 
even in the light of exotic dedication as I 
now know it, to conceive an intense and 
perverse affection for the derby. It re- 
mains obstinately in my memory as a 
rather funny hat, a little too large in the 
crown, which gave my father the ap- 
pearance of a tired, sensitive gentleman 
who had been persuaded against his will 
to take part in a game of charades. 

We lived on Champion Avenue at 
the time, and the voting booth was on 
Mound Street. As I set down these 
names, I begin to perceive an essential 
and important difference between the 
infant Salvador and the infant me. This 
difference can be stated in terms of 
environment. Salvador was brought up 
in Spain, a country colored by the leg- 
ends of Hannibal, El Greco, and Cer- 
yantes. I was brought up in Ohio, 
a region steeped in the tradition of 
Coxey’s Army, the Anti-Saloon League, 
and William Howard Taft. It is only 
natural that the weather in little Salva- 
dor’s soul should have been stirred by 
stranger winds and enveloped in more 
fantastic mists than the weather in my 
own soul, But enough of mewling apol- 
ogy for my lacklustre early years. Let 
us get back to my secret life, such as it 
‘was, stopping just long enough to have 
another brief look at Sefior Dali on our 
way. 

Greece Datr’s mind goes back to 
a childhood half imagined and half 

real, in which the edges of actuality 
were sometimes less sharp than the edges 
of dream, He seems somehow to have 
got the idea that this sets him off from 
Harry Spencer, Charlie Doakes, I. 
Feinberg, J. J. McNaboe, Willie Faulk- 
ner, Herbie Hoover, and me. What 
Salvie had that the rest of us kids didn’t 
was the perfect scenery, characters, and 
costumes for his desperate little rebellion 
against the clean, the conventional, and 

the comfortable. He put perfume on 
his hair (which would have cost him his 
life in, say, Bayonne, N.J., or Youngs- 
town, Ohio), he owned a lizard with 
two tails, he wore silver buttons on his 
shoes, and he knew, or imagined he 
knew, little girls named Galuchka and
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“Now, let me see. What are you allowed to talk about?” 

Dullita. Thus he was born halfway 
along the road to paranoia, the soft Poic- 
tesme of his prayers, the melting Oz of 
his oblations, the capital, to put it so that 
you can see what I am trying to say, of 
his heart’s desire. Or so, anyway, it must 
seem to a native of Columbus, Ohio, 
who, as a youngster, bought his twelve- 
dollar suits at the F. & R. Lazarus Co., 
had his hair washed out with Ivory soap, 
owned a bull terrier with only one tail, 
and played (nicely and a bit diffidently) 
with little girls named Irma and Betty 
and Ruby. 

Another advantage that the young 
Dali had over me, from the standpoint 
of impetus toward paranoia, lay in the 
nature of the adults who peopled his real 
world. There was, in Dali’s home town 
of Figueras, a family of artists named 
Pitchot (musicians, painters, and poets), 
all of whom adored the ground that 
the enfant terrible walked on. Tf one of 

them came upon him throwing himself 
from a high rock—a favorite relaxation 
of our hero—or hanging by his feet 
with his head immersed in a pail of 

water, the wild news was spread about 
the town that greatness and genius had 
come to Figueras. There was a woman 
who put on a look of maternal interest 
when Salvador threw rocks at her. The 
mayor of the town fell dead one day at 
the boy’s feet. A doctor in the commu- 
nity (not the one he had horsewhipped ) 
was seized of a fit and attempted to 
beat him up. (The contention that the 
doctor was out of his senses at the time 
of the assault is Dali’s, not mine.) 

The adults around me when I was 
in short pants were neither so glamor- 
ous nor so attentive. They consisted 
mainly of eleven maternal great-aunts, 
all Methodists, who were staunch be- 
lievers in physic, mustard plasters, and 
Scripture, and it was part of their dogma 

that artistic tendencies should be treated 
in the same way as hiccups or hysterics. 
None of them was an artist, unless 

you can count Aunt Lou, who wrote 
sixteen-stress verse, with hit-and-miss 
rhymes, in celebration of people’s birth- 
days or on the occasion of great na- 
tional disaster. It never occurred to 
me to bite a bat in my aunts’ presence 
or to throw stones at them. There was 
one escape, though: my secret world of 
idiom. 

Two years ago my wife and I, look- 
ing for a house to buy, called on a firm 
of real-estate agents in New Milford. 
One of the members of the firm, scrab- 
bling through a metal box containing 
many keys, looked up to say, “The key 
to the Roxbury house isn’t here.” His 
partner replied, “It’s a common lock. 
A skeleton will let you in.” I was sud- 
denly once again five years old, with 
wide eyes and open mouth, T pictured
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the Roxbury house as I would have 
pictured it as a small boy, a house of 
such dark and nameless horrors as have 
never crossed the mind of our little bat- 
biter. 

It was of sentences like that, non- 
chalantly tossed off by real-estate deal- 
ers, great-aunts, clergymen, and other 
such prosaic persons that the enchanted 
private world of my early boyhood was 
made. In this world, businessmen who 
phoned their wives to say that they were 
tied up at the office sat roped to their 
swivel chairs, and probably gagged, un- 
able to move or speak, except somehow, 
miraculously, to telephone; hundreds of 
thousands of businessmen tied to their 

chairs in hundreds of thousands of offices 
in every city of my fantastic cosmos. An 
especially fine note about the binding of 
all the businessmen in all the cities was 
that whoever did it always did it around 
five o’clock in the afternoon. 

‘Then there was the man who left 
town under a cloud. Sometimes I saw 
him all wrapped up in the cloud, and 
invisible, like a cat in a burlap sack. At 

other times it floated, about the size of 
a sofa, three or four feet above his head, 
following him wherever he went. One 
could think about the man under the 
cloud before going to sleep; the image 
of him wandering around from town to 
town was a sure soporific. 

Not so the mental picture of a cer- 
tain Mrs. Huston, who had been ter- 

ribly cut up when her daughter died on 
the operating table. I could see the doc- 
tors too vividly, just before they set upon 
Mrs. Huston with their knives, and I 
could hear them. “Now, Mrs. Huston, 
will we get up on the table like a good 
girl, or will we have to be put there?” 
T could usually fight off Mrs. Huston 
before I went to sleep, but she frequent- 
ly got into my dreams, and sometimes 
she still does, 

I remember the grotesque creature 
that came to haunt my meditations 
when one evening my father said to my 
mother, “What did Mrs. Johnson say 
when you told her about Betty?” and 
my mother replied, “Oh, she was all 
ears.” There were many other wonder- 
ful figures in the secret, surrealist land- 
scapes of my youth: the old lady who 
was always up in the air, the husband 
who did not seem to be able to put his 
foot down, the man who lost his head 
during a fire but was still able to run 
out of the house yelling, the young lady 
who was, in reality, a soiled dove. It was 
a world that, of necessity, one had to 
keep to oneself and brood over in silence, 
because it would fall to pieces at the 

  

   

touch of words. If you brought it out 
into the light of actual day and put it to 
the test of questions, your parents would 
try to laugh the miracles away, or they 
would take your temperature and put 
you to bed. (Since I always ran a tem- 
perature, whenever it was taken, I was 
put to bed and left there all alone with 

Mrs. Huston.) 
Such a world as the world of my 

childhood js, alas, not yearproof. Ie is 
a ghost that, to use Henley’s words, 
gleams, flickers, vanishes away. I think 
it must have been the time my little 
Cousin Frances came to visit us that it 
began surely and forever to dissolve. I 
came into the house one rainy dusk and 
asked where Frances was. “She is,” said 
our cook, “up in the front room crying 
her heart out.” The fact that a person 
could cry so hard that his heart would 
come out of his body, as perfectly shaped 
and glossy as a red velvet pincushion, 
‘was news to me. For some reason I had 
never heard the expression, so common 
in American families whose hopes and 
dreams run so often counter to attain- 
ment. I went upstairs and opened the 
door of the front room. Frances, who 
was three years older than I, jumped 
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up off the bed and ran past me, sobbing, 
and down the stairs. 

My search for her heart took some 
fifteen minutes. I tore the bed apart and 
kicked up the rugs and even looked in 
the bureau drawers. It was no good. I 
locked out the window at the rain and 
the darkening sky. My cherished men- 
tal image of the man under the cloud 
began to grow dim and fade away. I 
discovered that, all alone in a room, 
I could face the thought of Mrs. Hus- 
ton with cold equanimity. Downstairs, 
in the living room, Frances was still cry- 
ing. I began to laugh. 

‘Ah there, Salvador! 
—James THURBER 

The possible mechanism through which 
this inheritance may work has been fur- 
ther clarified by Sturtevant’s and Dobz- 
hansky’s observation that at maturation of 
this genotype the sex chromosome under- 
goes equational division at each meiotic 
division, the Y degenerates and the auto- 
somes behave normally.—From an article 
by John W’, Gowen and Ronald H, Nel- 
son in Science. 

They behave normally while they’re 
being watched, anyway 

      
SMALL FRY 

Siege
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THE ROUT OF 
HERE was the usual pre-session 
bustle in the Red Cross home- 
nursing-course classroom when 

the smartly dressed Mrs. Rudd arrived 
a few minutes before three. The ladies 
occupied two rows of folding chairs, 
and Miss Howe, the nurse in charge, 
sat at her desk on the rostrum in front 
of them. Mrs. Rudd, whose volatile 
nervous system was concealed under an 
exquisitely cool exterior, looked around 
from under her Lilly Daché cloche for a 
seat. There wasa very obvious one in the 
front row. It entailed, however, sitting 
next to the chunky Mrs. Arthur, who 
never failed to keep two lessons in ad- 
vance of the assigned one in the Red 
Cross home-nursing manual. Mrs. Rudd 
chose a vacant seat in the second row. 
She decidedly did not like the stalwart 
Mrs. Arthur. 

When the hands of the clock on Miss 
Howe’s desk stood at three, she arose 
promptly, opened her notebook, and 
called the roll. Then she closed her note- 
book and addressed the class. 

“I think I asked you all to bring 
watches with second hands,” she said, 
“as today we are going to do pulses. You 
must take three perfect pulses to pass the 

MRS. ARTHUR 
course. That’s harder than it sounds,” 
she warned. “It’s very difficult for a be- 
ginner to get a correct count.” A mur- 
mur of interest went up from the class. 

Miss Howe continued with her lec- 
ture. “Every time the heart beats, blood 
is forced from it into the arteries, caus- 
ing the arterial walls to expand. ‘This 
expansion is called the pulse.” She 
paused to look severely at several mem- 
bers of the class who were not both- 
ering to write down the definition in 
their notebooks. “That’s an examina- 
tion question, by the way,” she said. The 
recalcitrant ladies scribbled furiously. 

“The pulse may be felt at the base of 
the throat, at the ankle, the temple, or 
the wrist,” said Miss Howe, “but of 
course we generally take it at the wrist. 
The average pulse count for an adult is 
from sixty to ninety beats a minute, for a 
child from ninety to a hundred and fif- 
teen beats, and for a baby from a hun- 
dred and ten to a hundred and thirty 
beats.” Miss Howe stressed the figures 
to indicate their importance. “This 
range may vary with temperature, age, 
exercise, diet, and emotion,” she con- 
tinued. 

“What sort of emotion?” asked Mrs. 
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Green, a large, fluttery lady in the front 
row. “You mean love and things like 
that?” 

“Any strong emotion might disturb 
the pulse’s rate,” said Miss Howe. 

“And its rhythm,” interrupted Mrs. 
Arthur. Mrs. Rudd, in the rear row, 
pursed her lips in distaste. 
“True,” said Miss Howe, giving Mrs. 

Arthur an acid look; she, too, could be 
irritated by her best pupil’s desire to take 
charge of the class. “Tl continue. As 
the first step in the lesson, I will make a 
record of each of your pulses to use in 
checking your own attempts later on. 
Come, Mrs. Green, you first,” she said. 

Obediently Mrs. Green hurried to 
the nurse’s desk. The class maintained 
a rapt silence while Miss Howe, her 
eyes fixed on the second hand of her 
clock, held Mrs. Green’s wrist. At the 
end of a minute she released it and 
wrote the pulse count down in her note- 
book. Swiftly she repeated the process 
with each member of the class. 

“Now,” said Miss Howe as the last 
pulse was recorded, “you will start. 
Form a circle so that each of you will 
get a pulse, and when I say ‘Go,’ start 
counting.” Instantly classroom decorum 
went into a rapid decline. Chairs were 
rearranged, purses were searched for 

watches, feminine ac- 
cessories clattered to the 
floor as each lady pur- 
sued the wrist of a 
neighbor, who in turn 
was busily engaged in 
trying to corral the un- 
engaged arm of the 
lady next to her. Mrs. 
Rudd managed to keep 
a good distance be- 
tween herself and her 
béte noire, Mrs. Ar- 
thur. Finally the group 
settled down into what 
looked like an untidy 
séance circle. Each 
lady, patient and nurse 
at the same time, hung 
on like grim death with 
her right hand to a 
neighbor’s left wrist 
while her own left wrist 
lay defenseless in the 
grip of a lady no whit 
less determined than 
herself. 

Miss Howe watched 
from her desk with 
the patience of one 
Jong accustomed to see- 
ing adults act in this 
manner. “All right?”
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she asked. “Everyone ready?” 
“No,” gasped the fluttery 

Mrs. Green, who had caught 
Mrs. Arthur’s forearm and was 
fingering up and down it in 
desperation. “I can’t feel any- 
thing. Wait a minute... 
There!” she exclaimed tri- 
umphantly, digging a nail into 
her patient’s stout wrist. 

“Ouch!” cried Mrs. Arthur. 
“I beg your pardon,” said 

Mrs. Green. 
“Go!” said Miss Howe. 
‘There was instant and com- 

plete silence. The class sat rig- 
id, brooding over their pa- 
tients. As the seconds throbbed 
away, Mrs. Green began new 
and frantic clutchings. 

“Pve lost it!” she wailed. 
“Sh-sh-sh!”? a chorus hissed. 
“Near the end,” warned 

Miss Howe, her eyes fixed on 
her clock. “Stop counting.” 
The class relaxed noisily. 
“Write down your results,” 
said Miss Howe. “How did 
it go?” 

“Awful,” said Mrs, Green. 
She was chagrined at seeing 
Mrs. Arthur write her patient’s 
pulse down in her notebook 
with a confident flourish. “Mrs. 
Arthur’s pulse is very faint,” she said. 
“Once I thought I had it, but I really 
didn’t at all.” 

Mrs. Arthur turned on her. “My 
pulse is very strong. You were using 
your thumb. No wonder you couldn’t 
find it.” 

“You must use your index finger, 
Mrs. Green,” Miss Howe explained. 
“Your thumb has an artery in it.” 

“Mrs. Green’s pulse is so fast that it 
scared me,” Mrs. Green’s other neigh- 
bor said. “Tt jumped all over the place.” 
With considerable professional interest, 
everyone turned to look at Mrs. Green, 
who straightened proudly in her chair. 

“Mrs. Green told me she is taking 
thyroid. That’s probably the reason,” 
said Miss Howe. The class, including 
Mrs. Arthur, stared in open admiration. 

“Don’t you think this time we had 
better change partners?” said Mrs. Ar- 
thur. 

“Well, all right,” the nurse said. 
‘There was an undignified crowding to- 
ward the interesting, thyroidal Mrs. 
Green, but Mrs. Arthur already had the 
prize by the wrist and was holding on 
to her determinedly. The other ladies, 
baffled, found themselves less exciting 
cases and after a few moments settled 
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“Pve got to see Dr. Gallup. Pve changed my mind.” 

down. “Now, class, we'll start once 
again if youre ready,” said the nurse. 

This time the silence was unbroken. 
When Miss Howe gave the signal to 
stop, the lady who had been testing 
Mrs, Arthur cried, “Why, Mrs. Ar- 
thur, you've a pulse like a horse! It’s 
really wonderful to take.” Mrs. Arthur 
nodded in pleased agreement. 

“J just can’t seem to get anything!” 
Mrs. Green wailed. 

Miss Howe came to her rescue and 
spent some time showing her how to 
find her patient’s pulse. 

FTER a third trial, the class settled 
back in their chairs in moderate 

confusion to compare notes and look 
speculatively over their records. 

“Now we will see the results,” said 
Miss Howe. “When I call your name, 
read me your patients’ names and their 
pulse counts as you took them. I will 
allow you an error of six beats, but if 
your error is greater than that you must 
continue taking the same pulse until you 
get it correct.” 

Except for Mrs. Arthur, who came 
through with a perfect score, the class 
was definitely ragged. ‘ 

“We must get these pulses correct,” 

said Miss Howe. “Everybody, with the 
exception of Mrs. Arthur, get busy 
again.” Mrs. Arthur, with maddening 
calm, took to reading her home-nurs- 
ing manual. The next fifteen minutes 
passed in a feverish round of moving of 
chairs, silence, reading of reports, sub- 
dued chatter, and moving of chairs 

again. 
Finally all the ladies managed to get 

three satisfactory readings except Mrs. 
Green, who by chance had become in- 
volved with Mrs. Rudd and was stuck 
on that dainty lady’s pulse. For several 
minutes Mrs. Rudd had been stoically 
withstanding Mrs. Green’s gougings 
and was on the whole bearing up re- 
markably for a lady in her curious posi- 
tion. 

“No, seventy-two is not right for 
Mrs. Rudd,” said Miss Howe when 
Mrs. Green announced her count again. 

“Oh, dear,” moaned Mrs. Green, “I 
do wish I knew what I was doing 
wrong.” 

Mrs. Arthur stopped reading her 
manual and glanced up at Miss Howe. 
“May I help Mrs. Green with Mrs. 
Rudd’s pulse?” she demanded. 

“Why, yes,” assented Miss Howe. 
“Oh, my God!” thought Mrs. Rudd,
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feeling her heart beat increase and ad- 
renaline surge hot and poisonous through 
her veins. She was in a trap, as sure as 
God made little apples. That idiot Ar- 
thur woman was going to lay hands on 

her. No evidence of internal ferment 
showed on her pretty face, but her pulse 
spiralled up like an anti-aircraft shell. 

Mrs. Arthur walked over to Mrs. 
Green, delivered a whole new lecture 
on the mysteries of pulse-taking, and 
then said, “Now, Mrs. Green, we will 
both take Mrs. Rudd’s pulse.” Each 
lady took one of Mrs. Rudd’s wrists 
and began counting silently. In a few 
seconds Mrs. Arthur’s scientific calm 
abandoned her. 

“Why, Mrs. Rudd!” she gasped. 
Mrs. Rudd regarded her with com- 
posure. 

“Are you sure you're well?” asked 
Mrs. Arthur. 

“T think I'd be conscious of it if I 
weren’t,” replied Mrs. Rudd. 

“‘What’s the trouble?” asked Miss 
Howe. 

“Why, Mrs. Rudd’s pulse is terribly 
rapid,” said Mrs, Arthur. 

“Ts it clear?” asked Miss Howe. 
“Tt is to me,” said the competent 

Mrs. Arthur. 
“Then please go ahead and take it,” 

said the nurse. Mrs. Rudd was won- 
dering desperately how in the world 
she could get this damned woman off 
her wrist with any sort of dignity, but 
no suitable plan came to mind. 

At the end of a minute Mrs. Arthur 
released one of Mrs. Rudd’s wrists and 
Mrs. Green released the other. “One 
hundred and twenty is the pulse count,” 
Mrs. Arthur said. Mrs. Green stood by, 
apparently too dazed to speak, while a 
gasp went up from the class. 

“Impossible,” replied Miss Howe. 
“Not at all,” said Mrs. Arthur. 
“The figure is too high,” said the 

nurse. 
“T am certain I took it correctly,” re- 

plied Mrs. Arthur. 
“Well,” said Miss Howe with some 

exasperation, “that figure is far from 
the one I had. J will take Mrs. Rudd’s 
count again.” Hurray, thought Mrs. 
Rudd. 

Miss Howe rose and made her way 
to Mrs. Rudd, motioning Mrs. Green 
and Mrs. Arthur to one side, and took 

Mrs. Rudd’s wrist. “You had your 
finger right here?” she asked Mrs. Ar- 
thur. 

“TJ did,” said her antagonist in a con- 
fident tone. 

Miss Howe smiled down at Mrs. 
Rudd. “I’m sure you won’t mind this 

THE TASTE OF NEW ENGLAND 

On winter days alone one finds New England. 
Brown slush creeps from South Station toward the India Wharf, 
‘The bromine State House dome blends with the fog; 
Upon the sullen muck, the powder-sprinkled newness 

of the snow, like sugar on burned hot cross buns, 
Dissolves again. The taste of brown grits in the mouth. 

Brown is New England’s color: the brown of sunburnt barns 
on Vermont hills, 

‘The reddish brown beneath kelp-tangled rocks that thrust 
against the sea; 

Umbers, cedars, bistres, coffees, chocolates, cinnamons; 
‘The brown of sandalwood from India, Cuba’s mahogany, and 

milo from Hawaii; 
‘The brown of rotting wharves at Newburyport and Gloucester 5 
Brewed tea, tarred hemp, brown kegs and bean pots, 

smoked fish and tarpaulin; 
Brown coils of rope, the spider brown of fishing nets; 

froth brown of turbid rivers in spring flood ; 
Brown tastes, acrid with spice or smoke; the tanner’s brown 

at Lynn; butternut smears upon the hand; 
Brown bacon rind, brown cider, plowed meadows, brown russets 

that outstay the fall; 
‘The moss-brown velvet of the tidal flats; brown oak leaves 

that scrape against a sodden sky. 

Pull off New England’s shroud! White is for surfaces alone— 
white is for coverlets and icing. 

Dissolve the genteel paint; scour the wood until you find the grain! 
Beneath the mask yow'll come upon the dark New England, 
Dark as a face that’s sailed around the Horn and blistered 

under the equator. 
‘That’s it: the sumac brown; the Fairbanks House and Hawthorne’s 

Seven Gables; 
Richardson’s Sever Hall, his shingled house on Brattle Street, 

his earth-brown libraries; 
‘The smoke-charred soul of Melville standing alone, 

grim as a chimney when the house is gone. 

Here is a proper home and, what is more, a destination; 
This is what makes one hunger for the walnut-bitter hills 
And poke around the tunnelled root cellars of old farmhouses, 

Where, at winter dawn, a pin of light between the rocks 
Shines like a sun. 
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little interruption,” she said soothingly. 
“May I borrow your watch, please?” 

“Why, of course,” said Mrs. Rudd, 
whose internal jitters had completely 
gone. 

In total silence the class watched 

  

  

—Lewis Mumrorp 

. 

the nurse. At the end of a minute 
Miss Howe dropped Mrs. Rudd’s wrist 
and returned her watch. “Eighty-six 
is the figure I originally had; eighty- 
eight is the pulse count 2ow,” she an- 
nounced. 

“Eighty-eight?” said Mrs. Green, 
suddenly starting and blinking. “Why, 
that’s the count / had.” 

“Tm sure it is,” said Mrs. Rudd 
sweetly, smiling at Mrs. Green in a most 
friendly manner. She did not glance 
at Mrs. Arthur, who, covered with 
wounds, was making her way back to 
her seat in utter rout. 

—Karuarine THEOBALD
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S Representative from the Seven- 

A teenth United States Congres- 
sional District, New York 

County, New York, Joseph Clark Bald- 
win III, Republican, can speak and act 
with authority in the Seventy-eighth 
Congress in behalf of a district which 
includes, among other areas, the entire 
West Side between Sixty-second and 
Eighty-sixth Streets; the area bounded 
by Seventh Avenue, the west side of 
Fourth and Park Avenues, Fourteenth 
Street, and Fifty-ninth Street; the seg- 
ment between Fifth and Park Avenues 
and Sixty-second and Ninety-ninth 
Streets; and all of Central Park south of 
Ninety-ninth Street. Baldwin’s district, 
which is the wealthiest of the nation’s 
four hundred and thirty-five Congres- 
sional districts, contains two hundred 
and thirty-seven thousand inhabitants, 
several hundred of whom know Bald- 
win personally and cry “Hello, Joe!” 
whenever they see him on the street, 
in an elevator, in a night club, or in a 
home of culture and refinement. Many 
persons who are not in the Bald- 
win constituency also say “Hello, Joe!” 
For example, residents of apartments on 
the east side of Park Avenue between 
Forty-fifth and Fifty-ninth Streets, a 
stretch of Park which is, politically, 
Baldwin’s on the west only, often greet 
him with a cordiality that transcends ge- 
ography. Although Baldwin enjoys 
strolling in Central Park with the pro- 
prietary air of a man under whose aegis 
most of this voteless tract lies, he is 
not narrowly district-conscious and is as 
likely to walk along the east side of Park 
Avenue in the Fifties as he is the west, 
depending on whether he is making for 
the Racquet Club, where he occasion- 
ally lunches, or the Brook, where he 
occasionally dines. 

Baldwin likes people to say “Hello, 
Joe!” to him, and he does not ordinarily 
complain when this greeting is extended 
by those he has never met. However, 
in 1935, when he was a state senator, 
he once felt obliged to disavow a pre- 
tended crony. A musician, arrested in a 
Lexington Avenue bar for disorderly 
conduct, had warned the officer making 
the pinch not to be hasty. “One of my 
best friends is Joe Baldwin,” he said. 
Baldwin, to whom the musician’s name 
sounded familiar, turned up in court 
at the hearing and conversed earnestly 
with the man, but declined to intercede. 
“He admitted he was drunk,” the Sena- 
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Joseph Clark Baldwin IIT 

tor said Iater. “I may have met him in 
the Republican clubhouse, but we were 
certainly not friends.” 

Baldwin, who was born forty-six 
years ago in his family’s house on West 
Tenth Street, is considerably better 
known in New York than he is in the 
capital, where, in March, 1941, he suc- 
ceeded the late Kenneth Simpson in the 
House of Representatives. It is possible 
for Baldwin to walk along Pennsylvania 
Avenue for ten or fifteen minutes with- 
out hearing a single “Hello, Joe!” He 
has rented a comfortable house in Wash- 
ington, opposite the National Cathedral, 
and he and his wife have taken a season 
box for the symphony concerts in Con- 
stitution Hall, but his heart is still in 
Manhattan, and so is the rest of him a 
good deal of the time. Last summer 
and fall, when little or nothing was 
going on in the House, Baldwin was 
usually to be found either in New York, 
where he lives in a small apartment in 
the East Seventies, or in Wainscott, 
Long Island, where for many years he 
has leased a house. Now that the new 
Congress is in full swing, Baldwin 
is under the impression that he turns 
up at his Washington office the first 
three days of the week, spends Thurs- 
day and Friday in New York, and re- 
turns to the capital for a domestic week- 
end with Mrs. Baldwin and his four 
children, Actually, he spends more than 
two days a week in New York, where 
he often runs into his débutante daugh- 
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ter, Fanny, who also keeps drifting away 
from the capital. Whenever that hap- 
pens, he is likely to take her dancing at 
Larue or the Stork Club. He does not 
regard Washington as the most stimu- 
lating city in the world, and some of 
his friends who disagree occasionally 
try to get him to look upon the capital 
with a more indulgent eye. “Washing- 
ton is full of lovely trees and fine mar- 
ble structures,” one of them once be- 
gan. “So is Woodlawn Cemetery,” said 
Baldwin. 

Baldwin’s attitude toward New York 
is that of a leisurely man of the world 
toward prewar Paris, He has a passion 
for outdoor cafés, and when he is in 
town and the weather is favorable he 
starts his day by walking from his apart- 
ment to the Central Park Zoo restau- 
rant, where he breakfasts. Next he stops 
in at the offices of the Nitralloy Cor- 
poration, a patent-holding company of 
which one of his brothers, Ian, is 
manager and of which he is executive 
vice-president. Around eleven-thirty he 
arrives at his own office in Rockefeller 
Plaza, where he conducts a public-rela- 
tions business. There, to a small and de- 
voted staff, he lays down a few principles 
of grand strategy as they apply to his 
clients, These currently include the 
Oceanic Ship Scaling Company, a firm 
which reconditions ships, and the Gal- 
lowhur Chemical Corporation, makers 
of Skol, a sunburn lotion, and of Skat, 
an insect repellent, both of which are 
much used by American soldiers in the 
tropics. Next he attends to his corre- 
spondence. Usually, about this time of 
day, he gets a telephone call from Mrs. 
Cornelius Vanderbilt, a constituent of 
his. 

‘The late Brigadier General Corne- 
lius Vanderbilt was a great friend of 
Baldwin’s father. Mrs. Vanderbilt, who 
opens all her phone conversations with 
Joe by saying “Hoo-hoo,” is the Con- 
gressman’s most persistent hostess and 
continually invites him and Mrs. Bald- 
win to the opera, dinner, and receptions. 
Baldwin accepts a reasonable percen- 
tage of these invitations. Although he 
was endorsed by the Labor Party as 
well as by the Republicans in his last 
campaign for Congress, and although 
before that, as a member of the New 
York City Council and, still earlier, 
as a member of the Board of Alder- 
men and a state senator, he was a con- 
sistent spokesman for slum clearance,



low-cost housing, and other measures to 
improve the condition of the underpriv- 
ileged, he has never sought to conceal 
his relationship with Mrs. Vanderbilt. 
“T’ve always enjoyed going to her house 
and I don’t care who knows it,” he says. 
“T admire her as a sort of an institution. 
She’s interested in people and she goes 
around and registers every election.” 
Mrs. Vanderbilt has no public ambi- 
tions, and the only political favor, a re- 
current one, which she has asked of her 
congressman is to have a rattling man- 
hole cover in the street in front of her 
house fixed. Baldwin’s municipal career 
has given him some helpful contacts in 
manhole circles, and he always has this 
matter attended to promptly, but the 
trouble generally crops up again within 
a few weeks. 

Baldwin’s afternoons in New York 
are taken up with lunch at the Ritz, the 
Louis XIV Restaurant, or the Racquet 
Club, another hour or so in his office, 
the inspection of a few art galleries, a 
drink at the Plaza, and, in season, an- 
other at the outdoor café of the St. 
Moritz. He collects paintings, prefer 
ring those that depict McDougal Alley 
and similar Manhattan scenes, and is an 
enthusiastic and perceptive water-color- 
ist himself, specializing in landscapes. 
Part of the explanation of his coolness 
toward Washington is its dearth of out- 
door cafés, good restaurants, attractive 

contemporary paintings, and Mrs. Van- 
derbilt. Mrs. Robert Low Bacon, one of 
Washington’s most conscientious host- 
esses, has done her best to become a 
sort of road-company Mrs. Vanderbilt 
to Baldwin, but it isn’t quite the same 
thing. Baldwin’s fellow-congressmen 
have not done much to make him feel at 
home. Some of his Congressional ac- 
quaintances suspect that, unlike most 
members, he regards Congress less as a 
career in itself than as a stepping stone 
to some other office, and his attention 
to House business has not been fervid 
enough to win their approval. 

N the whole, Baldwin’s voting op- 
erations in Congress have been on 

the liberal and interventionist side. He 
has voted for appropriations to imple- 
ment the lend-lease bill, for a bill giving 
the government the right to seize equip- 
ment necessary for the Army and Navy, 
for authorization of the oil pipeline from 
‘Texas to the east coast, and for the ex- 
tension of the Selective Service Act to in- 
clude eighteen- and nineteen-year-olds. 
He has voted against a wire-tapping bill 
and a joint-income-tax measure. He has 
introduced a bill ordering the registra- 
tion of women between eighteen and 
sixty-five under the Selective Service 
Act and another for the restoration of 
American citizenship to Lady Mendl, 
an old friend of his. Last October, ad- 
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dressing the Foreign Policy Association 
at the Waldorf, he attacked the Con- 
gressional seniority rule, according to 
which men are appointed to the impor- 
tant committees on the basis of length of 
service in Congress rather than of abil- 
ity. “This seniority rule is a Congres- 
sional curse,” said Baldwin, pointing out 
that if General MacArthur should be 
elected to Congress he would probably 
have to wait years before getting on the 
Military Affairs Committee and that 
Sumner Welles would not, if similarly 
elected, be eligible for the Foreign Af- 
fairs Committee. 

Baldwin is on three Congressional 
committees—Labor, District of Colum- 
bia, and Coinage, Weights, and Meas- 
ures. The last two are comparatively 
unimportant politically, and House la~ 
bor legislation, owing to circumstances 
too complicated to explain, is generally 
diverted from the Labor Committee to 
either the Judiciary or the Military Af 
fairs Committee. Baldwin, who would 
like to be on the Foreign Affairs Com- 
mittee, is aware of the unimportance of 
the committees which he adorns and he 
contributes to their negligibility by rare- 
ly showing up for meetings. His chief 
legislative pleasure is answering enraged 
letters from constituents. He got a great 
many before our entrance into the war, 
because he championed lend-lease. “Per- 
mit me to express my unqualified dis- 

  
“Remember when we had to get along on twenty-one dollars a month?”
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gust and disapproval of your stand in 
regard to convoys,” Miss Marie Luhrs, 
of 127 West Eighty-second Street, 
wrote him in April, 1941, explaining, 
without euphemism, that he turned her 
stomach. “T shall see to it that none 
of my friends and neighbors vote for 
you. Because we have disgustingly un- 
American representatives like you, this 
great, proud, independent, rich Repub- 
lic is being brought to ruin and de- 
pendency. What a hideous, revolting 
spectacle you boys represent! I am a 
third-generation American, a graduate 
of Barnard College, and a member of 
the Poetry Society of America. My first 
volume of poems will be issued in the 
Autumn and not by a ‘vanity’ publisher, 
either. You must be very proud of your- 
self, Mr. Baldwin.” 

Baldwin received so many communi- 
cations in this vein during his first few 
months in Congress that he composed 
a form reply, setting forth the reasons 
for his foreign policy and concluding: 

This has been a long letter, but even 
so, not as complete, or adequate, as I 
would like to make it. Unfortunately, my 
correspondence is so overwhelming—well 
over a hundred letters a day—that I don’t 
get the time I’d like to answer each one 
at length. 

T hope sometime to have the opportunity 
of sitting down and talking this over with 
you in person, 

Again thanks for your letter. 

Although this did not act as a seda- 
tive to the poetic Miss Luhrs, who kept 
right on informing her congressman 
that he turned her stomach, Baldwin’s 
epistolary style was at least once, in the 
case of Mr. Charles Noonan, of 43 
West Thirty-second Street, a big suc- 
cess. Mr. Noonan started the ball roll- 
ing by writing Baldwin as follows: 

Dear ConcressMan: 

I note with regret that you are inter- 
ventionist, and that you have joined the 
procession led by the screeching Thomp- 
son woman, the howling “Winchell,” the 
double-crossing Willkie, and the rest. One 
could imagine that you represented an 
English shire instead of an American con- 
stituency. 

The warmongers have their innings 
now—dual allegiance is the fashionable 
thing—but there will come another day 
when the policy of George Washington 
will prevail again and real Americans will 
assert themselves. Until then I remain 
yours for America first and forever. 

Baldwin answered this note tem- 
perately and sent Noonan copies of a 
couple of interventionist radio speeches 
he had made. Noonan wrote Bald- 
win a second letter, a thousand words 
long, telling him that in these speeches 
he had combined “an eloquence which 

TEACHING TO SHOOT 

(Encranp, Jury, 1942) 
When we were first together as lover and beloved 
We had nothing to learn; together we improved 
On all the world’s wide learning, and bettered it, and loved. 

Now you stand on the summer lawn and I am to show you 
First how to raise gun to shoulder, bow head, stare quickly, and fires 
Then how to struggle with the clumsy bolt (outdated), withdraw, 

return, and again—fire. 

As the evening darkens, even this summer evening, and the trees 
Bend down under the night wind and the leaves rush in a flaming fire, 
Tam to show you how to bend your body, take step lightly—and I hold your arm 
(Thin and sleek and cool as a willow wand fresh in my hand), 
And in your hand you clasp fervently this dirty lump, this grenade. 

This thing that you hold as you once held my hand is ready to kill. 
We intend it to finish those who would finish us—we who are not ill, 
Are not old, are not mad; we who have been young and who still 
Have reason to live, knowing that all is not told, 

In your hand you hold iron, and iron is too old, 
And steel, which breaks and shatters and is cold, 
And our hands are together as always, and know well what they hold. 

is truly admirable with a logic which is 
wholly false.” Baldwin, who is a more 
logical man than Noonan had bargained 
for, replied with a thousand-word let- 
ter, enclosing another speech. “I appre- 
ciate more than I can say your long let- 
ter,” he wrote. “It is so rare that a 
constituent takes the trouble to write at 
length, and it does help to exchange 
views. I appreciate it in the second place, 
because so much of what you say 
expresses my own opinion.” If Mr. 
Noonan should ever find himself in 
Washington, Baldwin said in conclu- 
sion, forgetting for the moment that 
he spends a certain amount of time 
away from the capital, “I hope you will 
let me know and have lunch with me. 
It would be so interesting to sit down 
and talk all this out. Again thanks for 

  
WHI SOARD 
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your letter.” At this point Noonan gave 
up. He wrote: 

Dear ConcressMan: 
I do not think it would be fair or even 

decent to weigh down a man already over- 
burdened with any further correspondence. 
I received your letter, your speech, and 
your very generous invitation, and wish 
to extend to you my very sincere thanks 
and appreciation. I hope that no matter 
how far apart our ideas may be regard- 
ing the conduct of our foreign affairs, you 
will still remain my friend, as I will cer- 
tainly remain yours. 

Many voters look upon their congress- 
man as a liaison agent between them- 
selves and the government, and much 
of Baldwin’s mail consists of requests 
for priorities, military or naval commis- 
sions, Civil Service jobs, visas for friends 
and relatives abroad, and so on. In most 
cases such letters are simply relayed to 
the proper governmental department by 
Baldwin’s experienced Congressional 
secretary, Mrs. Grace Sonfield, a lady 
who similarly served Kenneth Simp- 
son. In rare cases, if the petitioner is, 
say, a member of the Racquet Club or 
the possessor of a title, Baldwin will 
take the matter up himself with the ap- 
propriate official. All told, since enter- 
ing the House, he has sent or super- 
vised the sending of replies to some thirty 
thousand letters. 

  

Ne to disposing of his yolumi- 
nous correspondence, Baldwin’s 

greatest pleasure in Washington has
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“Do I leave the punctuation up to the Home Office?” 

probably been to arrange and conduct 
an expedition of several more or less 
isolationist congressmen to England just 
before Pearl Harbor. Baldwin was 
weekending in Wainscott in September, 
1941, when he received a letter from 
Ronald Tree, Parliamentary Secretary 
to the British Ministry of Information 
and an old friend of his, suggesting that 
he arrange to have four or five con- 
gressmen visit England to check for 
themselves on the use of American lend- 
lease materials and on the prospects for 
a British victory. “Particularly some of 
those who are not quite as keen about 
our cause as you are,” Tree wrote. 
Baldwin, who has long known Presi- 
dent Roosevelt socially, told the Presi 
dent about this suggestion a few days 
later. Roosevelt pronounced it splendid 
and agreed with Baldwin that it should 
be sponsored privately rather than by 
the British or American government. 
During the next week Baldwin lunched 
twice with Marshall Field, a cousin of 
Tree and a fellow-member of Bald- 
win in the Racquet and Brook Clubs. 
On October Ist, PM, Field’s tabloid, in 
an open letter to Joseph W. Martin, 

    

minority leader of the House, invited 
Mr. Martin “and a representative dele- 
gation of your fellow-congressmen to go 
on an unescorted trip to the British Isles 
as our guests to make whatever studies 
and investigations you believe should be 
made there.” The makeup of the dele- 
gation, PM said, would be left to Martin 
but should be confined to Republican 
members “who have not yet come to 
advocate complete and unequivocal ac- 
tion by this country in the fight, but at 
the same time have not been committed 
to an unyielding position of isolation- 
ism.” 

Martin declined the invitation, which 
PM then addressed to Baldwin, who 
accepted it and named as his companions 
Representatives W. Sterling Cole of up- 
state New York, Richard P. Gale of 
Minnesota, John W. Gwynne of Iowa, 
William S$. Hill of Colorado, and Mel- 
vin J. Maas of Minnesota. All but 
Gwynne accepted, and on October 18th 
Baldwin wrote Tree that his party was 
ready. “We would like to meet the 
King and Queen, the Prime Minister, 
and Mr. Bevin,” he added. “TI think 
it’s important that if possible an informal 

dinner or tea should be arranged at 
Buckingham Palace with no publicity. I 
think it’s equally important that the 
delegation have a chance to sit down 
and talk with the Prime Minister and 
I don’t think it would do any harm 
for the delegation to meet the Queen 
Mother.” 

As the unofficial chairman of the ex- 
pedition, Baldwin, who habitually wears 
a derby, a pearl stickpin, and Alfred 
Nelson suits, forehandedly did his best to 
place the excursion on a sound sartorial, 
as well as social, basis. On October 21st, 
in Washington, he discussed various de- 

tails with Lord Halifax. He later jotted 
down a résumé of this conference: 

He [Halifax] felt that dinner jackets 
were adequate for any formal occasion, 
and it would not be necessary to take any- 
thing but soft shirts. He suggested that 
we take heavy clothing, including pullover 
sweaters, as it sometimes gets very cold. 

Baldwin bought a pullover sweater 
at Brooks Brothers and on Novem- 
ber 14th took his fellow-travellers and 
their wives to a tea at Mrs. Vander- 
bilt’s, where they were permitted to 
rub shoulders with James W. Gerard,
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“Well, the gist of it seems to be the WPB orders a 
ten-per-cent cut in our use of paper.” 

the Duchess of Roxburghe, and Mrs. 
Robert L. Stevens, a daughter of their 
hostess. That evening they were all 
guests at a dinner given by Baldwin at 
the Pierre and embellished with such 
people as the Frederic R. Couderts, Jr., 
Miss Marian Hall, Miss Louise Iselin 
(who is now Mrs. A. K. Mills III), 
and Mrs. Joseph Clark Baldwin Jr., 
Joe’s mother. The menu included con- 
combre & la Baldwin. 

Next morning the party left by Clip- 
per for Lisbon; five days later they were 
in the London Ritz. In addition to the 
congressmen, the delegation included 
Henry Lee Munson, a personable and 
competent young man, now an Army 
officer, who is a member of Baldwin’s 
public-relations firm and who has for 
several years acted as Baldwin’s cam- 
paign manager. Munson was to serve as 
general secretary to the group. Priori- 
ties on accommodations had prevented 
Munson from going a few days ahead 
by bomber with letters of introduction 
from Baldwin to Ambassadors John G. 
Winant and Anthony J. Drexel Biddle, 
Jr. in which Baldwin thoughtfully 
pointed out that Munson was a member 
of the Racquet Club “and knows many 
of our friends in New York and Lon- 
don.” On their first night in London 
the inquiring representatives were en- 

tertained by Ronald Tree at a dinner 
at which one of the guests was Lady 
Cavendish, the former Adele Astaire. 
This was followed by a reception at the 
Savoy, where they met the Churchills. 
The next ten or twelve days were taken 
up with tours of bombed areas and of 
shipbuilding yards; lend-lease confer- 
ences; visits to fighter and bomber sta- 
tions, ordnance factories, and naval 
schools; an inspection of Polish General 
Headquarters; a lunch with Anthony 
Eden; a reception by King Haakon of 
Norway; and, on November 29th, a 
luncheon given by Churchill at Che- 
quers, the official country place of the 
British Prime Minister. At this affair 
Baldwin’s admiration for the British 
was heightened by Churchill’s reply to 
Congressman Maas, an outspoken type, 
who chose to regale his host with the 
time-worn anecdote in which a Ger- 
man, an Italian, an Englishman, and a 
Greek are requested to bail out of a trans- 
port plane commanded by an American 
pilot in order to lighten the load because 
ice is forming on its wings. “The Ger- 
man said “Heil Hitler and jumped 
off,” said Maas, whom Baldwin had 
placed at Mrs. Churchill’s right. “Then 
the Italian said ‘Viva Il Duce! and 
jumped. Finally the Englishman’s turn 
came. He arose, exclaimed, ‘There’ll 

always be an England,’ and pushed 
the Greek out.” “Ah,” said Churchill, 
breaking a rather painful pause and 
beaming at the gentleman from Min- 
nesota, who had not accounted for the 

American pilot. “And so we both landed 
safely together, didn’t we?” 

Baldwin’s party never got to meet 
the King and Queen or the Queen 
Mother, and Pearl Harbor was bombed 
while the legislators were on their way 
back, so the changes which took place in 
their views cannot definitely be attributed 
to what they saw and heard in England. 
Nevertheless, Baldwin believes the trip 
was a success because it led some of his 
more doubtful colleagues to feel that 
Britain meant business and was not, as 
they had feared, likely to sue for peace. 
In any event, the expedition temporari- 
ly raised the social tone of the contents 
of PM, to which Baldwin sent several 
dispatches. “We breakfasted recently 
with Tony Biddle,” one of them began, 
“who was a classmate of mine at St. 
Paul’s when youthful John G. Winant, 
now our Ambassador, was vice-rec- 
tor there.” Baldwin’s worldly manner, 
his unfailing cheerfulness, his mastery 
of the festive touch, and his command of 
anecdote helped make him a personal 
success with at least three out of his 
four fellow-investigators. They regard- 
ed him with a mixture of awe and favor 
as aman who carried a small satchel of 
Martinis and called Lord Louis Mount- 
batten Dickie in the most casual fashion. 
“Joe was extry nice on that trip,” one 
of them reported later. “We had no 
trouble getting anywhere. Why, I sat 
next to Fred Astaire’s sister! Why, hell’s 
fire, that bird could get in anywhere, 
and when we got in, by jiminy, they 
acted tickled to see us. Why, Churchill 
cried when we left. We just couldn’t 
get away from Eden. God damn—you 
see the idea?” 

Only Representative Maas seemed to 
remain unappreciative of the beauty of 
Baldwin’s international connections and 
social dexterity. A day or so after the 
Churchill lunch, at a breakfast at the 
home of Lady Astor and her husband, 
the Lord Mayor of Plymouth, Maas 
criticized the British and again told his 
airplane anecdote. Lady Astor stared at 
him coldly. “You talk too much,” she 
said. “Shut up!” During the tour of the 
damaged portions of Plymouth which 
followed the breakfast, Baldwin, who 
has a talent for getting people together, 
saw to it that Maas and Lady Astor 
were seated in the same car. This didn’t 
work. Maas got out and came up to 
Baldwin at the first stop. “Put me in



The skin of freedom’s teeth 

When free America first struck back at 
totalityranny, Boeing Flying Fortresses* 
put teeth in our aerial offensive 
smiting the enemy with death from the 
substratosphere. 

In the photograph above, you see the 
aluminum “skin” that covers the wings 
of the Boeing B-17. To speed the out- 
put of the thirty-two-ton Fortresses, 
aluminum alloy sheets were needed of 
greater dimension than it is practical to 
manufacture. 

On the machine pictured above, de- 
veloped by Boeing tooling engineers, 
standard aluminum alloy stock is auto- 

matically spot-welded into “super-sheets” 
up to 14 feet wide and any desired 
Jength. Many times faster than flush- 
riveting, the Boeing automatic feed spot- 
welding tables make 65 controlled welds 
a minute, enabling Boeing to meet the 

extremely high U. S. Army requirements 
while maintaining quantity production. 
And the elimination of rivets reduces 
“drag” and increases speed in flight. 

This is merely one of more than 
100,000 special tools and templates de- 
veloped by Boeing for the faster produc- 
tion of the Flying Fortress. Like many 
other Boeing-developed tools, it has 

  

been widely adopted by major aircraft 
manufacturers throughout America. 

And tooling is but one of more than 
twenty-five different fields of engineer- 
ing activity at Boeing . . . fields which 
might seem, to the uninitiated, a far cry 
from Flying Fortresses, Stratoliners,* 
globe-girdling Clippers and other Boeing- 
designed and Boeing-built airplanes. 

It is this diverse skill and experience 
in manufacturing, tooling, engineering 
research and design which will some day 
make the phrase “Built by Boeing” a 
hall-mark of better products for free 
men in a better world. 
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another car, will you, for God’s sake?” 
he begged. This Baldwin managed to 
do. According to Maas, Baldwin tried 
without success to get the members of 
the group to sign a statement approving 
all-out aid to Britain. “Interesting trip 
with Joe-Joe,” Maas says, “but I came 
back still believing our major front was 
in the Pacific. Joe isan Anglophile from 
way back.” 

CTUALLY, Baldwin is not so 
much an Anglophile as he ig a con- 

noisseur of royalty and of titles. He pre- 
fers British royalty to that of other 
countries because the King of England 
has retained more of the appurtenances 
of power than his fellow-monarchs and 
because of a somewhat tenuous rela- 
tionship between the House of Baldwin 
and the House of Windsor and its pre- 
decessors. Baldwin’s first English ances 
tor, a man bearing the Flemish name 
of Beaudovin, was taken to England by 
William the Conqueror and made Roy- 
al Forester; he assumed a coat of arms 
which bore a squirrel holding an oak leaf. 
While an undergraduate at Harvard, 
Baldwin acquired a more up-to-date 
connection with British royalty when, 
during a visit to this country by the 
Prince of Walesin 1919, he accompanied 
the Prince to a dance at the Whitelaw 
Reids’, where Mrs. Gurnee Munn bet 
Baldwin a hundred dollars he couldn’t 
cut in on her while she was dancing 
with the royal guest. Baldwin, who 
has a keen instinct for finance, walked 
up to Wales and Mrs. Munn while they 
were dancing and nervously touched 
the Prince’s elbow. “I’m sorry, sir,” 
said Wales. “I’m not through dancing 
with Mrs. Munn.” The Prince danced 
his partner once more around the ball- 
room, led her up to Baldwin, and re- 
linquished her. Baldwin has a vast ad- 
miration for this course of conduct as 
one which preserved the dignity of the 
British Empire and at the same time 
enabled him to pocket a hundred dol- 
lars. He saw a good deal of the Prince 
on his third visit to the United States in 
1924 and believes that the widely cir- 
culated tales of Wales’ behavior during 
this stay were grossly unfair. “They 
arose because Clarence Mackay got sore 
when the Prince left a big party at 
Mackay’s to go to a smaller one at 
Vincent Astor’s,” he says. “The Prince 
was perfectly right to do this. Astor’s 
was more fun.” 

Baldwin also served as an escort to 
the Belgian royal family when they vis- 
ited New York in 1919. He was as- 
signed, as a sort of equerry, to Prince 
Leopold, who later became King of 
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How American it is...to want something better! 

  

UNTIL AFTER THE WAR not too many of us will be able 
to get “something better” in washing machines, new re- 
frigerators and the like. But this doesn’t keep us from 
wanting. It doesn’t keep us from thinking, in this land of 
something better, of the better things—large and small— 
we are going after when the victory is won. 

And even in the middle of war we can be thankful that 
many of the good things of life are still ours. 

AMONG THE BETTER THINGS which many Americans 

have discovered is a moderate beverage—an ale. Its 

famous 8-ring trade mark—a ring for “Purity,” one 

for “Body,” one for ‘‘Flavor’”’—has become the sym- 
bol for something better in ale to so many people that 

() Ballantine has become... 

‘eg’ Americas largest selling Ale 
        

To speed the day when we can have more “better things” buy war bonds and stamps 

P, Ballantine & Sons, Newark, N. J. 

 



the Belgians. “Percy Pyne or Sheldon 
Whitehouse asked me to be the Prince’s 
equerry, or whatever the hell you call 
it,” Baldwin says. He accompanied them 
to a gala performance at the Metropoli- 
tan Opera House, which they viewed 
from J. P. Morgan’s box. After they 
had been seated, Baldwin, who had 
been studying up on protocol, waved his 
handkerchief as a prearranged signal to 
the orchestra to strike up the Belgian 
national anthem. Baldwin took Prince 
Leopold to his college club, the Por- 
cellian, which Leopold pronounced a 
first-rate organization. Baldwin is not 
snobbish about royalty. He talks of the 
Belgians’ visit with as much satisfaction 
as he does that of the Prince of Wales, 
and he likes to recall the time he played 

tennis at Cannes with the King of 
Sweden. He isa friend of the Hapsburg 

Otto now in this country, and a year 
or so ago helped Prince Renatus Karl 
Maria Josef de Bourbon-Parme, a son- 
in-law of the uncle of the King of Den- 
mark, to take out American citizenship 
papers. He enjoys listing his celebrated 
acquaintances country by country. In 
the case of nations in which royalty is 
inoperative, he is content to allude to 
his friendship with prominent citizens 
of plebeian blood. Although conserva- 
tive-Leftish in his political views, he is 

given to rattling off, with indiscrimi- 
nate gusto, the names of politically het- 
erogeneous potentates whom he has met. 
“Schacht was a second father to me in 
Germany in 1933; I met him at Gott- 
fried von Bismarck’s,” he recently told 
a friend. “In France P’ve known every- 
one—Briand, Laval, Pétain. In Japan 
Tcan only claim to know the Emperor’s 
brother. I took him around when he 

visited this country in 1926.” 
Baldwin’s apparent tolerance of prac- 
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tically anyone of importance is probably 
a by-product of his long years in politics 
and the standard St. Paul’s-Harvard def- 
erence toward the influential. In 1930, 
when he was minority leader of the 
Board of Aldermen, Baldwin, who had 
put on a violent one-man anti-Tam- 
many revolt at meetings of the group, 
wrote a letter to Roosevelt, then Gov- 
ernor of New York, demanding an in- 
vestigation of Mayor Walker. “The 
complete indifference of Mayor Walk- 
er,” he wrote with more moral indigna- 
tion than syntax, “to each and ey- 
ery scandalous situation which has been 
brought to his attention, and his refusal 
to act in any way to correct such evils 
until literally compelled to do so by 
situations beyond his control, and the 
fact that where he has acted it has been 
only to postpone any real corrective 
measures by appointing committees on 
paper, leads me finally to turn to you.” 
This letter eventually brought about 
the Seabury investigation, which ended 
Walker’s public career. A few weeks 
ago, Baldwin, who is proud of having so 
many friends, informed a youthful ad- 
mirer that though he had made enemies 
politically there had never been personal 
fics: “How about Jimmy Walk- 
1?” said the young man, an innocent 

fellow. Baldwin looked at him blandly. 
“Why, Walker was once asked whether 
he didn’t hate me and he replied, ‘No, 
Joe Baldwin never hits below the belt,’”” 
Baldwin said, obviously pleased with this 
encomium, 

—Grorrrey T. HELLMAN 

(This is the first of two articles on 
Representative Baldwin.) 

POESY DEPARTMENT 
(PUNCH ENDING DIVISION) 

[Prom the Elkader (Iowa) Clayton 
County Register| 

The Kaiser once said to his fighting boys: 
The rise of Japan brings me no joys. 
Some time with battle flags unfurled 
She will aspire to rule the world. 
When Japan shows her might 
The Western world must combine to fight. 
Was this by the hand of fate 
Europe fights a war of hate, 
Japan raises her dirty rag, 
‘The rising sun she calls her flag, 
And decides to strike her blow 
The cruel facts we all know. 
America stands aghast at cruel detail 
That a friendly nation would thus assail. 
America, land of good will and peace. 
Our fervent hopes that wars shall cease, 
Now drawn in that awful strife 
Where we are fighting for our very life. 
As we fight this war so grave, 
Our prayers are to win and not be slaves. 

To this end I ask your iron, metal and 
rubber. Clarence Maggart, Elkader, Iowa. 
—3-lp   
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ETHEL MERMAN 

ISoMETHING 
‘OR tut BOYS 
Book by HERBERT & 
DOROTHY FIELDS 

“Enormously Funny” 
Atkinson, Times 

STAR ann 
GARTER 

with 
with BOBBY CLARK 

COLE PORTER| CYPSY ROSE LEE 
SONGS PROF. LAMBERTI 

ALVIN, West 52 St. | MUSIC BOX, W. 45 St. 
Mats. Wed. & Sat. Mats. Thurs. & Sat. 
CE ae 

  

WIMAN and RODGERS 
In association with Richard Kollmar 

Present 
ws RAY BOLGER 

“BY JUPITER” 
A New RODGERS and HART Musical Hit 

Based on “The Warrior's Husband” 
By Julian F. Thompson 

with 
BENAY RONALD NANETTE 

VENUTA GRAHAM FABRAY 
SHUBERT Thea., W. 44th St. + CI. 6-5990 Eves. 8:30. Matinees’ Wed. & Sat. at 2:30 
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Triumphant Return!—Limited Engagement 

GERTRUDE LAWRENCE 
In the Most Suecessful Musical of the Century 

\ “LADY IN THE DARK” 
BROADWAY THEATRE, | Broadway at. 53. St Eves Inet Sun, 8:85. Mate. Wel, and’ Sat, 238 

Michael Myerberg presents 
  

A new comedy . raise 
THORNTON WitDER wee 
PLYMOUTH, W. 45th, Eves. 8:40. Mats. Wed. & Sat. 

LEONTOVICH =MIRAMOVA FASSETT 
BELASOO, 44 St. E. of B’way—Mats. Wed. & Sat. 

“PERFECT SKATING SHOW"—Mantle, News 
50c $1 & $1.50 ALYS 

Sat. Nights Only, 50¢ to $2.50 Plus Tax 
Sonja Henie & Arthur if. Wirte present 

STARS ON ICE 
CENTER THEATRE, Rockefeller Center. CO. 5-5474 

"s Only Ice ‘Theatre Mats. Wed. & Sat. 2:40—Sun. at 3 
| Orders’ Filled 

x 
RSE Nte A p

itt 

  

HOWARD LINDSAY and RUSSEL GROUSE. 
resent 

JOSEPH KESSELRING 

FULTON, W. 45 St. Evgs. 8:40. Mats. Wed. & Sct. 240 MAIL ORDERS PROMPTLY FILLED 

  
SERVICE MEN 

On furlough in New York City and 
vicinity may obtain admissions to many 
BROADWAY STAGE PLAYS AND 
FIRST RUN MOTION PICTURES 

through 
New York Defense Recreation Comm. 99 Park Avenue New York Cit S.   
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Incredible Uncle lshmad 
...the one-man army! 
  

( J NCLE ISH is the derndest feller. He paid 444 
cents for that weapon, and he can shoot a clay pipe 
right out of your mouth at 100 yards. What’s more, 
he’s a one-man army. . . . Incredible? Well, here are 
the facts: 

The famous Robbins & Lawrence and E. G. Lamson 
companies, ancestors of Jones & Lamson, had working 

for them in the 1800’s two of the finest gunsmiths in 
the world. They were Albert Ball and Benjamin 
Tyler Henry, and the genius of these two men con- 

tributed much to the invention of a gun that was 
destined to make history. 

That gun is known throughout the world today as the 
famous Winchester rifle — but in an earlier form, as 

the Ball lever-action repeater, it was known only as 
a headache to E. G. Lamson & Co. For there was a 

large order from the government for this revolu- 
tionary firearm, to replace the muzzle-loaders being 

used in the Civil War, but the war ended before de- 
livery could be made. 

‘The result: Hundreds of these repeating rifles were put 
up for sale at one-half cent a pound—and Uncle 

Ishmael got one. Nine pounds of the greatest gun in the 
world, for 414 cents! 

Later, when the patent for Ball’s lever-action magazine 
was purchased and combined with improvements in 
rifle design made by Henry and another gunsmith 
named King, the great’ Winchester rifle was born. 

And it was an early advertisement for this rifle that 
told how Uncle Ishmael was a one-man army. “A man 

armed with one of these rifles,” it read, ‘‘can load and 
discharge one shot every second, so that he is equal to 

a company every minute, a regiment every ten min- 
utes, a brigade every half-hour, and a division 

every hour!” 
‘The company in which that famous firearm had its origin 

is known today as Jones & Lamson, and the gun is 
typical of many great American products that have 
stemmed from the tools — and the men — developed 

by this company. 
Jones & Lamson engineers and service men are at your 

call today ... right now... to help you in solving the 
difficult problems of present and post-war read- 

justment. 

JONES & LAMSON 
Machine Company 

SPRINGFIELD, VERMONT, U. S. A. 

Profit-producing Machine Tools 

   
   

    

   

Manufacturers of Ram & Saddle Type 
Universal Turret Lathes . . . Fay Auto- 

. . Automatic Thread 

Grinding Machi Comparators . . « 
Automatic Opening Threading Dies and 
Chosers. 
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MAX GORDON HITS! 
“For sheer laughter and hilarious fun ‘The 
Doughgirls’ is hard to beat."—Life Mag. 

THE 
DOUGHGIRLS 

LYCEUM Thea. Sth St. E of Bway. CH. 4256 

   

      
        

$2 TOP ALL 

JUNIOR 
MISS 

46TH ST. THEA.. W. OF B'WAY 
EVES, INCL. “SUN. AT 8:40. 
MATINEES SAT. 240 & SUN. ATS 

CONCERT 

“‘Aroused her large audience to a series of ovations” 

Ma 
TIMES 

DOROTHY 

YNOR 
CARNEGIE HALL—SUN. EVE., MAR. 7th 

Tickets $1.00, 1.50, 2.00 & 2.50 
Steincay piano Lawrence Evans Mat 

Our Men Need Books 
That book you've enjoyed—pass it 

along to a man in uniform. 

%& Leave it at the nearest col- ke 

lection center or public 
3 library for the 1943 oe 

% VICTORY BOOK *& 
> CAMPAIGN. + 

  

  

  

Send all you can spare! 
  

* * 
* 

THE 

American Theatre Wing 

Stage Door Canteen 
in the 44th Street Theatre 

* + 

(W. of B’way) is open daily 

from 5 P.M. to Midnight, 

for service men in uniform 
only. Food, continuous en- 

tertainment and dancing are 

provided . . . it’s all free!   

  

x SAVARIN « 
Famous for good food and quality beverages at popular prices, 
PENN STATION: Dining Rooms, Bars, Seafood 
Buffet, Refreshment Counters @ EQUITABLE 
BLDG., 120 B’way: Restaurants, Lunch Rooms, 
Cafeteria, Bar e N.Y. LIFE BLDG., 27th St. & 4th 
Ave.: Cafeteria, Soda Luncheonette e WALDORF- 
ASTORIA, Lexington Ave.: Coffee Shop and Bar. 

THEODORES 
4 E, 56th ST. Plaza 3-6426 

LUNCHEON $1.35 
Superb DINNER $2.00 

Sunday Dinner $2.25 

TT aS 

  

      

GOOD INTENTIONS 

ILLIE BurKE’s distracted comedy 
method kept “This Rock,” at the 
Longacre, from being the sea- 

son’s dreariest comedy, but it was still 
quite an experience, punctuated on 
opening night by considerable coughing 
in the audience and the wailing of air- 
raid sirens outside. Walter Livingston 
Faust, the author, who has been un- 
wise enough to admit in public that he 
is also a vice-president of the Socony- 
Vacuum Oil Company, intended to say 
(I guess) that war is the great leveller, 
dispelling class hatred to such an extent 
that a beautiful young woman of dis- 
tinguished ancestry can marry a cockney 
airplane mechanic with the enthusiastic 
consent of her parents. Mr, Faust de- 
livered this message with a vehemence 

calculated to jar every bone in your 
body, but his theatrical technique unfor- 
tunately was by no means on a par with 
his moral fervor, and the result was 
a play that might easily have seemed 
ingenuous to my grandmother. 

‘The broad general design of “This 
Rock” is simple enough. 
A group of children, 
evacuated from the Lon- 
don slums, are sent to 

board in one of the state- 
lier homes of England, 
the abode of a rich ship- 
builder and his wife and 
daughter, an imbecile 
and a bore, respectively. 
The tots, naturally, are 
something of a problem 
in the beginning, since 
they have a tendency to 
steal things and break up 
the furniture, but in the 
end they worm their way 
into everybody’s heart, including that 
of dear old Angus, the gardener, who 
has a queer habit of transplanting ger- 
aniums in the living room. The love 
interest referred to previously is ar- 
resting chiefly because the man involved 
in it mysteriously loses a violent cock- 
ney accent in the intermission between 
Acts II and III. In addition to An- 
gus, the employees in the Stanley home 
on the River Tyne include a stage 
butler, who appears to be giving an 
unconscious parody of Arthur Treach- 
er, and a nurse or housekeeper or some 
such, who sings the opening bars of 

      

“Silent Night” in a deep bass voice. 
There is also a comedy Englishman, 
a rival for the heroine’s hand and 
conceivably the most painful of his 
species ever visible on the New York 
stage. 

Against all these distressing people 
and happenings, I can offer you hardly 
anything except Miss Burke. Miss Burke 
has one piece of business that would 
probably be funny in any hands—one 
of the little evacuees loses his pants and 
she nervously pieces him together again 
with rhinestone clips—but the rest of 
her performance is a triumph of person- 
ality over material that would be in- 
dignantly rejected by Olsen and John- 
son. At one point she is asked to pare a 
potato down to nothing; at another she 
explains how much simpler it would be 
if vegetables grew upside down so that 
you could tell a beet from a turnip with- 
out bothering to pull them up; at still 
another she falls into cockney dialect 
herself in unconscious imitation of her 
little guests. Against my better judg- 

ment and to my embar- 
rassment, I laughed prac- 
tically every time Miss 
Burke intended me to, 
and since the rest of the 
play had not put me in a 
mood for easy laughter, 
my admiration for her is 
almost unbounded. With 
the exception of the chil- 
dren, who could hardly 
be expected to approach 
Mr. Faust’s prose in a 
critical spirit, the other 
members of the cast 
seemed somewhat uneasy 
and depressed. Eddie 

Dowling was listed as the producer and 
director, but I find it hard to believe 
that his heart was really in it. 

—Wo corr Giggs 

Sergt. Nyberg wanted: 
1, The war to end immediately. 2. The 

United States to be victorious. 3. A world 
congress to insure everlasting peace. 4. A 
true, workable, democratic United States. 
5. Universal brotherly love. 

He won a three-day pass and a chance 
to visit a Hollywood movie studio. 

—W ashington Star. 

And so it goes—dreams, dreams!



DLT a east      1. “Chinese say one picture is worth 10,000 words,” says 2. “DRY Rheingold, to me, means better beer—beer with a 

James Montgomery Flagg. “But one word is worth 10,000 delightful tang—beer with a sparkle—that clear, golden spar- 

pictures—the ‘DRY’ that’s applied to Rheingold beer! kle that appeals to the taste as well as the eye.” 

   

DRY—tells you WHY! 

e During 1942, the sales increase for 
Rheingold EXTRA DRY beat that of any 
other New York beer by more than 2 
to 1! More New Yorkers switched to 
Rheingold than to any other beer! That's 
because of its DRYNESS—its lack of sweet- 
ness...and its lack of bitterness, too. 
‘They liked its real beer flavor—its re- 
freshing, sparkling tang! For beer as it 
should taste, try Rheingold—on 
tap and in quart bottles and 12- 4 
ounce steinies all over town. 

   
   

Copr, 194 Liebmann Breweries, Inc. 
mn otis, 

NEW York 1955, 
   

Buy Wai r Bonds! Keep on Buying! Keep ’em Flying!
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Why—you fact-twister! 

Anybody who tells you that Martin’s V.V.O. is no longer avail- 
able has his facts twisted. We admit there was a temporary 
shortage some time back, and we had to ration some of our 
best dealers. And people who appreciate the extra goodness 
of V.V.O. did lay away extra supplies. 

But recently, regular and ample shipments have been coming 
across the ocean. You can get this prized Scotch at your dealer's 
orat your favorite bar. And as usual, you pay no more for V.V.O. 
quality—including the advantage of 88 proof instead of 86.8. 

MARTINS V.VO. = 
Beaded Seoth Ciby 

IMPORTED BY McKESSON & ROBBINS, INC., NEW YORK, N. Y. 

  

88 PROOF 

  

ee te a tg 
Jane, Mine's Botany, too!” 

Cae Re Lee Ceo on 
Ce Cu LCC CC a aoe ted 
woolens. For your service man as well as for yourself. Ss 
BU Cua tee lt 

LoleN Sal th mC o CTy Ue Ame La 
CeCe CR CS Le Ce aD 

= 

Peno ia Saa     

OF ALL THINGS 
ERLIN spokesmen deny the rumor 

B that Hitler has given up the com- 
mand of the army. Apparently 

he is still in there trying to get the 
Chosen People out of the Promised 
Land. 

The Reds evidently realize that the 
winter is more than half over. They are 
hurrying into the Ukraine to do the 
spring plowing. 

. 

Rome is aiming peace feelers at the 
United States and England, Elmer 
Davis thinks. Fortunately the Italians 
have little talent for straight shooting. 

° 

Everybody sympathizes with the de- 
sire of the Finnish people to get out of 
the war. Their enemies are acting terri- 
ble and their friends are even worse. 

° 

New Yorkers are happy to entertain 
the men of the Richelieu. We love that 
great French battleship and will try our 
best not to set it afire. 

. 

Mme. Chiang Kai-shek says that it is 
a mistake to believe that Hitler is 
mankind’s worst enemy. The Japanese 
come earlier and they practically never 
go home. 

. 

Retail merchants are adjusting them- 
selves pretty well to the problems of 
wartime shortages. Some of our grocers 
can already say no just like bankers. 

. 

Because of the fuel-oil famine, local 
laundries have cut their service fifty per 
cent. As is always the case, the white- 
collar workers are the worst sufferers. 

. 

Price Administrator Brown asks the 
public to rally around the President in 
his fight against inflation. We must win 
this war even if we have to use bloc- 
busters. 

. 

The Axis is hereby informed that 
American women are in war work up 
to their lovely ears. Many are in military 
service, more are in industry, and the 
rest are slicing bread. 

Alf Landon says that New Dealers 
are something like Nazis. No doubt he 
is remembering how totalitarian they 
were in the election of 1936. 

—Howarp BrupakER
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“*7YOU NEVER AN OVRRGLO MAKE-UP...ONLY A LOVELIER WOMAN!” 

         

Sensationally New!!! 

“SS by WESTMORE 

—_ THE WONDERFUL NEW LIQUID FOUNDATION 

Looks like you... lovelier! ¥ It’s a 

liquid creme make-up in six shades... 

to match your skin tone ¥¥ Turns even a tired 

look into lovely, vibrant freshness 

vx No “masky” feeling or appearance... 

but Overglo helps cover complexion 

faults vs Quick, dainty, delicate . . . 

finger-tip application ¥ One minute, 

one drop—gives you all day loveli- 

ness % Non-drying, non-drawing ... 

has a softening effect! 

To retail at $150 
Plus Federal Tax 
At drug and 
department stores 

ow WESTMORE = 
DISTRIBUTORS + HOLLYWOOD 
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Gre: 

© A Godsend for Gourmets— this inspired cooking aid 
+ gives Gravies, Sauces and Stews-the epicurian touch. ee 

Ce Oy 
enema 

ADDS THAT “SOMETHING” MEN LIKE 

  

  

HOSTESS GIFT 

Rs. CHENEY stepped from the 
M elevator at the second floor 

of the department store and 
stared blankly around. The walls were 
covered with gay, flowered wallpaper 
and the large space was divided into 
four smaller rooms, which had wide, 
arched doorways. In each of the rooms 
was a table crowded with ashtrays, salad 
bowls, cigarette boxes, powder boxes, 
pieces of glassware, book ends, and a 
dozen or more other things. The gold- 
and-white sign which hung over the 
first archway read “Gifts.” 

Mrs. Cheney walked across the heavy, 
sand-colored carpet to one of the tables 
and began picking up ashtrays. She did 
not look at the ashtrays but looked, 
rather, at the bottoms of them, where 
the prices were marked. Her eyes were 
as expressionless as though she had been 
hit over the head with something heavy. 
A salesgirl came briskly across the room 
toward her, and although Mrs. Cheney 
heard her as she drew near, she did not 
lift her eyes. 

“May I help you?” the salesgirl 
asked. 

Mrs. Cheney sighed. “I suppose so,” 
she said. She picked up a brass-and- 
enamel dinner hell, jingled it, and 
sighed again. “They have everything,” 
she said. “And the butler stands right 
there all the time they’re eating, so 
they couldn’t possibly 
need a bell.” 

“Ashtrays are always 
nice,” the salesgirl sug- 
gested. 

Mrs. Cheney lifted 
her eyes and looked 
at the young woman 
wearily. “They have 
ashtrays,” she said. 
“They have everything, 
really. Besides, I don’t 
think an ashtray would 
seem enough. I’m stay- 
ing five days.” She touched the brim of 
her hat, pulling it over her forehead 
slightly. It was a black felt hat trimmed 
with a powder-blue velvet flower. It was 
a hat that went with anything. 

“This is amusing, I think,” the sales- 

girl said. She picked up a pottery jug 
and turned a key. The music box con- 
cealed in the bottom of the jug began 
to play “How Dry I Am.” 

Mrs. Cheney listened to it. “No,” 
she said. “They’re a married couple. I 
think that’s meant more for a bachelor.” 

“It’s amusing,” the salesgirl said. 
“But more for a bachelor.” Mrs. 

Cheney moved away from the table and 

  

walked on to the next room, and the 
salesgirl followed. 

“T really shouldn’t stay five days,” 
Mrs. Cheney said. “But that’s what she 
wrote. Five days. I thought it odd. I 
thought a weekend or a whole week. 
But five days seems odd, When I began 
the letter, I thought of course it was 
for the weekend, and I thought of candy 
or a pretty handkerchief. Now I don’t 
know, I’m sure.” 

The salesgirl picked up a pair of 
bronze book ends cast in the shape of 
ships. “These are useful,” she said. 

Mrs. Cheney adjusted her pince-nez 
and Jooked at the price tag. “Ten dol- 
Jars,” she said. “I don’t think I want 
to pay as much as ten dollars.” 

“Well, now!” The salesgirl looked 
the table over brightly and picked up 
a brass dish that had a design in tur- 
quoise matrix. The dish had a twisted, 
irregular shape and was very heavy. 

“Goodness!” Mrs. Cheney said. 
“What's that for?” 

“Tr’s a little all-purpose thing,” the 
salesgirl said. “A dish.” 

“A dish for what?” 
‘The salesgirl frowned. “Why, I sup- 

pose you could use it for almost any- 
thing,” she said. “Salad, or anything.” 

“Oh, I don’t think you could use it 
for salad,” Mrs. Cheney said. “It’s too 
small. I mean it would be too small for 

them. And they have 
things for salad. Do you 
think you could use it 
for nuts?” 

“Tt would be perfect 
for nuts,” the salesgirl 
said. “Just perfect.” 

Mrs. Cheney took 
the dish. The weight of 
it was more than she 
expected and she al- 
most dropped it. “My, 
but it’s heavy,” she said. 
Her eyes grew slightly 

more animated. “Why, youd never 
think to look at it it was so heavy. I 
think it would be very nice for nuts. 
Salted or any kind. How much is it?” 

“Five dollars,” the salesgirl said. 
“It’s unusual,” Mrs. Cheney said. 

“Tf I bought it, I suppose it could be 
wrapped as a gift?” 

“Oh, indeedy. We have lovely gift 
paper.” 

“What is it lke?” Mrs. Cheney 
asked. 

‘The salesgirl was enthusiastic. “Well, 
it’s a sort of lacy, coppery design and 
tied with silver ribbon.” 

Mrs. Cheney nodded 

      

approving-



With firm and valiant step, the days of 
our years march by. They pass in light 
and shade . . . a brilliant procession of 
voices, faces, and events that greatly 
influence our lives. 

Surely a place of honor in this dis- 
tinguished pageant must be reserved for 
music. For it is music that so often brings 
to us a sense of well-being . .. music that 
speaks of triumph, courage, and strength 

. music that entertains, and inspires. 
The Capehart Phonograph-Radio is a 

supreme interpreter of the world’s fine 
music. Under its spell the symphony, 
opera, concerto and dance take on new 
color and meaning. 

Only a few Capeharts are available at 
some Capehart dealers, for Farnsworth 
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PROCESSIONAL 
Television & Radio Corporation, maker 
of the Capehart, is engaged solely in 
production of war material. 

We recommend that you go to your 
Capehart dealer for all your musical needs 
—including recordings, a piano, sheet 
music, band and orchestral instruments, 
or an organ. 

Let us suggest also that you invest 
generously in War Bonds. You accom- 
plish a dual purpose in so doing, for you 
aid your country, and you provide for 
‘a future when your matured War Bonds 
will purchase possessions on which you 
have set your heart. 

The Capehart Division, Farnsworth 
Television & Radio Corporation, Fort 
Wayne, Indiana. 

GREAT NAMES IN ELECTRONICS—MUSICAL REPRODUCTION—TELEVISION 

* An interpretation of the “Symphony in D 
Minor,” by César Franck, painted for the 
Capehart Collection by Bernard Lamotte. 
The Belgian-French organist enriched the 
world’s musical literature by many composi- 
tions for orchestra, organ, string quartet, and 
‘voice. There are excellent recordings of the D 
Minor Symphony by Monteux (Victor Album 
M-840), Stokowski (Victor Album M-300), Sir 
Thomas Beecham (Columbia Album M-479) 

ad Mitropolous (Columbia Album M436). 
A portrorto of reproductions of paintings 

in the Capehart Collection may be secured 
at nominal charge from your Capehart dealer, 
or direct from the Capehart Division. 

  

  

    

    

* Tre Carenarr Apa, with time-proved 
record-changer that turns the records over, 
and FM reception. Control stations may be 
placed throughout your home and grounds. 

  
 



  

  

~__) THEYRE DOING THEIR PART 
“Tell us how we can 

help and we'll do it.” 
That expresses the patriotic spirit 
of the average American—man or 
woman. 

“Sea 

Pictured above is one group of loyal 
workers engaged in Red Cross activ- 
ity. Union Pacific has formed many 
of these groups in the territory 
which it serves. And there are many 
similar organizations through- 
out the Nation. 

( 
Thi Progr’ 

rt 
Eau 

The work of Red Cross groups who 

prepare bandages is carefully super- 

vised. Each bandage must be made to 

exacting specifications; the slightest 

speck of foreign matter must 

be removed. 

These women are not “playing at 

war.” They are cheerfully giving 

their time to perform a vital 

and painstaking task. They are 

doing their part and doing 

it well. 

UNION PACIFIC RAILROAD 

  

  

   



ly. “And if I decide on it, you'll be sure 
to remove the price? I would be embar- 
rassed to death if you didn’t remove the 
price.” 

“Oh, but certainly,” the salesgirl said. 
Mrs. Cheney smiled slightly. “Oh, 

I’m sure the store wouldn’t be guilty 
of such a faux pas,” she said graciously. 
“And if she didn’t want to use it for 
nuts, I suppose it would be useful in 
other. ways.” 

“Oh, yes,” the salesgirl said. “For 
nuts, or candy, or crackers.” 

“T don’t think it would be so good 
for candy,” Mrs. Cheney said. “They 
don’t eat much candy, anyway. As a 
matter of fact, I can’t seem to remem- 
ber ever eating crackers there except 
perhaps with soup. I really can’t re- 
member.” 

“Tt’s very unusual,” the salesgirl said. 
“Yes,” Mrs. Cheney agreed, her 

voice positive. “I think it’s unusual, too. 
So I think I will take it. I don’t think 
they have anything like it at all. And 
you'll be sure to gift-wrap it amd take 
off the price.” 

“Would you like to write out a 
card?” the salesgirl asked. 

Mrs. Cheney thought a moment, 
then she said, “No. I'll just hand it to 
her, and there’ll be no need for a card. 
Pll hand it to her when I get there.” 
She reached in her bag and took out a 
five-dollar bill and five cents, which 
she handed to the girl. As she waited 
for the package to be wrapped, she 
walked slowly around the table, looking 
at the things. Her eyes were softer and 
she seemed to be seeing for the first 
time since she had stepped off the eleva- 
tor. 

When the salesgirl came back, Mrs. 
Cheney was humming softly to her- 
self. “Pve thought of an awfully cute 
little idea,” she said. “I think ’ll just 
run down to Fanny Farmer’s and buy a 
half-pound of nuts. Then she’ll know.” 

“That’s a wonderful idea,” the sales- 
girl said. 

Mrs. Cheney took the package and 
smiled. “Well,” she said gaily, “if she 
doesn’t like it, she can bring it back. I 
don’t care. Five dollars isn’t exactly any- 
thing to be ashamed of.” 

—EsrHEr Evarts 

NEATEST TRICK OF THE WEEK 

[Ade. in the Herald Tribune] 
A GOOD DEED INDEED 
INVITE THE FAMILY 

TO 
SUNDAY DINNER 
AT ALL TWELVE 
RESTAURANTS 
LonccHamps 
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ee fi “I'm glad we started maturing 

8 years ago, Whitey.” 

Wo J So am |, Blackie—that makes us 

Mature and ready—because Scotland 

had the foresight to accumulate a 

choice reserve of BLACK « WHITE— 

before the war began! That's why 
you can still enjoy the same fine, mel- 

low, 8-year old BLACK « WHITE 

you've always appreciated. These 
EIGHT 
YEARS OLD 

pre-war babies are still coming in! 

“BLACK ¢ WHITE' 
ay wite (haarailie” 

BLENDED SCOTCH WHISKY + 86.8 PROOF 

THE FLEISCHMANN DISTILLING CORPORATION, NEW YORK, N.Y. + SOLE DISTRIBUTORS
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A REPORTER ON DECK 
LAST 

IKE’s hand is shaking my shoul- 
M ders, but I hate 6 open iny 

eyes. My head feels thick and 
sleepy and the canvas berth beneath me 
is swaying drowsily with the motion of 
the ship. 

“Come on,” Mike says impatiently. 
“Chow line’s moving.” 

“O.K.,” I say finally. I swing my 
legs over the side of the berth and 
duck my head so as not to hit the berth 
above me. Somebody opens the blackout 
shutters and a gust of clean, salt air 
sweeps through the bunk room. Now 
the sound of the waves crashing below 
is mingled with the clattering of mess 
kits and the noise of people getting up. 
I drop to the floor and reach for my 
canteen cup. 

“Let’s go,” says Mike. “Remember, 
this is the last day.” 

I follow him down the stairs to the 
mess. I’m still a little groggy but ?’m 
also elated. P’'m remembering 
that it is the last day aboard 
the troop transport which is tak- 
ing me to war. At the table the 
guys are wisecracking again, just 
as they did at the beginning of 
the trip. The English porridge 
—our ship is British—is a gag 
once more, and so is the sticky 
bread and the watery tea. 

“When are we due in?” asks 
somebody at one end of the ta- 
ble. 

“Sometime tonight,” some- 
body else replies. 

“Tr’s all a latrine rumor,” says 
Mike, with a dead pan. “happen 
to know we’re three thousand 
miles from land. The captain 
told my C.O.—” He’s drowned 
out by jeers. Today’s the day, 
all right. No kidding about it. 

Back up in the bunk room I 
wipe off my mess kit hastily 
because in ten minutes the fresh 
water will be turned off. As I 
take the lining out of my helmet 
and start for the washroom to 
fill it with water and use it as a 
washbasin, I keep thinking that 
everything ’'m doing is for the 
last time. It’s a good feeling, and 
I wait patiently in line without 
beefing about the fact that some- 
body ahead is taking too long to 
brush his teeth, 

‘The guy in front of me turns 
the faucet on for me while I fill 
my helmet. “What do you hear? 
‘When we due in?” he asks me. 

STEWBERD 

mS 

DAY 

“Sometime tonight,” I answer. 
The helmet is brimful of oily fresh 

water. Washing doesn’t take long. ’m 
in a hurry to get up on deck for that 
first cigarette and also to see whether 
there’s any land in sight. There isn’t, 
but far off on the starboard horizon 
there is a curling puff of smoke from a 
distant ship. A week ago it might have 
been an enemy raider, but now we fig- 
ure it’s just some freighter with a job to 
do. Mike and Sam join me at the rail and 
we watch until the smoke disappears. 

“Are we a quorum?” Sam asks after 
a while. What he means is are there 
enough of us to start a game of poker. 

“Not for me,” says Mike. “I’m look- 
ing for land.” He’s right. Poker is O.K. 
when you're weeks away from land, 
but now we'd rather watch the horizon. 

Suddenly the siren on the bridge 
sounds. Assembly. We dive below, strap 
on our canteens and helmets, adjust our 
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life-preservers, and file up to our boat 
stations. After roll call, standing around 
waiting for the bugle to send us below, 
we watch the nurses nearby. Each day 
they have looked prettier to us, and to- 
day they are really gorgeous. 

“You know—” says Sam, but he is 
interrupted by a voice from the loud- 
speaker. “Attention, all guns’ crews. 
Unidentified plane approaching from 
the port side. Attention, all guns’ 
crews.” Quickly we scan the sky. Some- 
body sees a distant speck moving our 
way. Up on the gun platforms the boys 
are swinging their guns around, just in 
case. The rest of us start below. Then 
the voice over the loudspeaker tells us 
that the plane is friendly, that it’s com- 
ing to escort us in. A few minutes later 
the plane, a big bomber, swoops across 
the bow and begins to circle the ship. 
It’s the friendliest-looking bomber any 
of us ever saw. “Well,” says Mike, 
“it’s a break for us, but I bet those 
gunners are kind of disappointed.” 
Yes, we’re lucky, but somehow we feel 
kind of let down at noon chow, as if 

we'd been gypped out of some- 
thing. 

ING everybody starts 
packing in the afternoon, 

but since we had no place to put 
our stuff anyway, no one had 
really ever unpacked, so when 
we have put our toilet articles in 
our musette bags and rerolled 
our field packs, we are all 
through. We drift back to the 
deck, where a lot of the boys are 
leaning against the rail, looking 
out over the sea. Some amateur 
barbers are doing a rushing busi- 
ness. Other guys are shining 
their shoes. Those of us at the 
rail are still staring at the waves 
and the restless, foaming green 
water when from up in the bow 
we hear a cheer. Somebody has 
sighted land. There is a stam- 
pede up forward. 

“Where?” 
“Up there, see?” 
“Where? Aw, you’re crazy!” 
“Sure, see? Kind of misty. 

See?” 
In a.couple of minutes every- 

body can see it. Land, all right. 
We stare, eager and fascinated, 
as it comes closer and gets big- 
ger. We can see a mountain 
and a thin shadow of level land. 
We see ships. Overhead our 
bomber zooms by reassuringly. 
We are joined at the rail by 
our lieutenant. He provides 
the cigarettes and I have the
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GEM OF A PRINT! 

One of those hard-to-find prints 

with a tailored-go-everywhere 

look and a sparkling charm 
that will win you at once. 

Of course, we've used it for 

a two-piece dress because 
they're news for now and 
spring. Fine rayon crepe in 
black or navy with white, green 

with red, or cocoa with blue. 

Sizes 12 to 20. 25.00 

Second Floor 

Jf ON Cutcheudte 
FIFTH AVENUE AT 49th, NEW YORK CITY   

light. “What’s the latest?” we ask. He 
tells us that the port we’re docking at 
was bombed last night and that they’re 
expecting more of the same when we 
arrive. “Don’t be surprised if you see a 
lot of smoke,” he says. 

Suddenly the war, which has always 
been something we just talked about and 
heard about, is very close and very real. 
Mike winks at me and I know that he 
feels the same way I do—excited and 
happy and curious. “Better wear your 
helmets from here on in,” says the lieu- 
tenant, and while I’m strapping mine on 
I think of what a useful washbasin it’s 
heen these past few weeks. Now it’s go- 
ing to be used for what it was built for, 
which makes much more sense. I take a 
brief walk on the deck and meet Hinkel, 
who looks twice as mean and business- 
like in his helmet as any Nazi, and I 
kid him about being such a Dutchman. 
“Can that stuff,” he says. “It doesn’t go 
any more.” I see what he means and 
am just about to tell him so when the 
bugle blows assembly again. 

The ship captain’s British voice comes 
over the loudspeaker. He tells us that 
we're getting in sometime tonight and 
how many miles he and ourselves have 
come together since we left home. “You 
aren’t the first Yanks I’ve carried on 
this ship,” he says finally. “I carried 
your fathers over to France the last 
time. I don’t think I shall ever have to 
carry your sons, because I know you 
chaps are going to finish the job this 
time. Good luck and God bless you.” 

The loudspeaker goes off with a click, 
and as we start below we can see a thin 
column of smoke over the Jand. “That’s 
the fires I was telling you about,” 
our lieutenant says. “Get all your stuff 
packed and be ready to disembark after 
chow tonight. Eat plenty, because we 
may not be able to get another meal till 
late tomorrow. Fill your canteens if you 
can, Pll see you later.” 

‘OR once there is plenty of water in 
the mess hall, so we are all able to fill 

our canteens at supper. The menu is no 
different, though, and when the K.P.’s 
bring out the pans loaded with boiled 
mutton we let out a baaa that rocks the 
room. 

“There’s still some wool on my 
ieee!” 

“Pass the shears!” 
“Mutton, hell! I got part of the col- 

lie!” 
“Baaaaa!” 
All the standard cracks, but because 

this is the last time everybody is laugh- 
ing. It’s almost dark when Mike and 
Sam and I get back to our bunk room.   

FEBRUARY 27, 1943 
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Hereis CLUB SODA inits 
finest form! -- -- 

CLUB SODA that is 
SPARKLING SPRING WATER! 
Livelier!--Tastier!--- 

  

and “It’s ALKALINE /” 
Need we say more ? 
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BOTTLED ONLY AT THE SPRING 
DARATOCA SPRINES ALY. 

+ * 
SARATOGA VICHY 
SPRING COMPANY 
601 West 26% Sree 
Lackawanna 41889 

COCKTAILS ty Phil 
that_ry Glick 

SS 
DINNERS and LUNCHEONS 
that are a tribute to the American Stand- 

ard of Living... Dinner with Champagne 

       
  

  

    

Cocktail $1.25 up served 
weekdays 5-8:30 P.M. Sun- 
days, noon to 8:30 P.M. 
Luncheons 12 to 3 P.M. daily.    

NEW YORK CITY PL 3-1452 — 
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The ship is just idling along now 
through smooth water. We must be in 
the harbor. I’m lacing up my leggings 
when IJ hear the muffled clanking sound 
from the bow which must mean that 
the anchor is being dropped. 

“Well, Mike, we're here,” I say. 
“Never thought we’d make it,” Mike 

says. 
“We aren’t ashore yet,” says Sam, 

who has been kind of quiet since we saw 
that column of smoke. 

The lieutenant comes in and tells us 
our outfit will be one of the last to leave 
the ship. “We won’t be getting off until 
almost midnight, so try and catch some 
sleep,” he says. “If you go out on deck, 
don’t light any cigarettes. Any ques- 
tions?” Nobody can think of any. 
“O.K.,” he says. “T’ll be back later.” 

In about ten minutes the first troops 
start moving off. They are some R.A.F. 
boys who have bunked next to us. We 
help them hoist their kit bags onto their 
shoulders and buckle their straps. 

“So long, fellas,” we say. 
“Cheerio, Yanks,” they answer. 
‘They give us the thumbs-up salute as 

they file out of the bunk room. 

Noe of us thinks of catching any 
sleep. Instead, we go on deck 

to watch the lighters approaching the 
ship. There’s a moon and it’s full, so in 
spite of the blackout we can see what is 
going on below. All across the bay in 
which we are anchored the dark sil- 
houettes of freighters at anchor stand 
out against the shimmering water. We 

are so used to hearing crashing waves 
and churning engines that the bay seems 
as quiet and peaceful as a mountain lake 
on a summer night. 

We have been out there about ten 
minutes when Mike sees a flash, fol- 
lowed by a thud, on one of the hills 
overlooking the bay. He points out the 
spot. There is another flash. Then an- 
other thud. 

“What is it?” Sam asks. 
“Maybe anti-aircraft,” I answer. 
Now we hear the hum of planes far 

overhead. 
“What do you think, Mike?” I ask. 
“Don’t ask me. This is my first time 

at bat,” he says. 
Just then our lieutenant pops up 

again. We learn that the planes over- 
head are our own fighters. The flashes 
on the hill are more frequent. Now a 
flare is dropped from the sky. And an- 
other. Still a long way off. One lighter 
is filling up with troops. From where we 
are standing their helmets look like rows 
of cobblestones. The boys are being 
taken onto the lighter as quickly as pos-   
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Frankly, we were a wonder child... 

HADLEY... 

We were a war baby— just had our first birthday. But 
we've had fo assume a lot of responsibilities early. We're 
the sweater that took over the job of keeping the American 
woman in the elegance to which she was accustomed. We, 
pure Americans, are maintaining the luxurious feel of 
yarns, the perfection of knitting that America’s connois- 
seurs always demand of their best sweaters. Slipover, 
long sleeve 11.95; cardigan 12.95. 

  

  ELUOT CLARKE 

NEW YORK « BOSTON « CHICAGO « DETROIT 
MINNEAPOLIS * PHILADELPHIA + ST.LOUIS
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Why marrying under 
water costs money 

  

A droll marriage takes place when Melting Ice and ordinary club 
soda meet. His air bubbles ooze slyly out and take your drink’s bub- 
bles honeymooning out of your highball. Ice water drowns what’s 
left. Drinks aren’t finished. Neither’s your soda. That’s wasteful. 

          

    

sip finer-flavored drinks! Its “prN-POINT 
CARBONATION” *—millions of tinier bub- 
bles—keeps drinks alive! 

  

Some sparkler! You'll be amazed how 
much longer an opened bottle of Canada 
Dry Water keeps its sparkle* You can 
buy the big bottle—save 

    

       

money—conserve caps! 

P.$. When you're out, speak up for this finer club 
soda and get a better drink. For better ginger ale 
highballs, always get “the Champagne of Ginger 
Ales”—Canada Dry! Also try Canada Dry Tom 
Collins Mixer and Lime Rickey. 

CANADA DRY 
WATER 

oles 

*pIN-POINT caRBONATION 

  
the famous Canada Dry method of 
achieving livelier and longer-lasting zest!   

sible. Pretty soon the lighter is packed. 
There is another waiting to pull up 
alongside. 

In the distance there are flashes in 
three places now. You can hear the 
thuds getting louder. The first lighter is 
pulling away. A few of the boys on it 
start singing the refrain of a song we 
learned from the British lads on the 
‘way over: 

There’s many a soldier just finishing his 
time, 

‘There's many a bloke signing on. 

‘The whole crowd on the lighter picks 
it up. Now they’re all singing: 

You'll get no promotion this side of the 
ocean, 

So cheer up, my lads, bless ’em all! 

The lighter is moving toward shore, 
about half a mile away. The next light- 
er is made fast to the side of our ship. 
From above we hear the zoom of 
motors. Now and then we seem to see 
planes outlined against the starry sky, 
but we can’t be sure. The sound of the 
singing comes back to us clearly across 
the water: 

Bless em all, bless ‘em all, 
‘The long and the short and the tall. 

‘The boys clambering into the next 
lighter take up the song as they squat‘on 
their barracks bags and wait to pull 
away. Some of them are looking up at 
the sky. The roar above us is getting 
louder. 

Bless all the sergeants and W.O. ones, 
Bless all the corporals and their blinkin’ 

sons! 

‘The chorus of voices swells as those 
of us still on the ship join in. The first 
lighter is halfway across now. The sec 
ond is almost filled up. Flash, flash from 
the hills. Thud, thud. Mike seems to 
think the explosions are coming closer. 
For we're saying goodbye to them all 
As back to our billets we crawl. 

It seems as though everybody is sing- 
ing now, trying to drown out the noise 
of the planes. I press my helmet down 
on my head and tighten the strap so that 
it fits snugly. They’re getting the boys 
off fast. By now the first bunch should 
have landed. 

You'll get no promotion this side of the 
ocean, 

So cheer up, my lads, bless ’em all! 

The second lighter is pulling away 
across the harbor. Flares are dropping 
on both sides of the hills now and the 
glow is reflected in the water. Mike 
comes up and tells me to sling my pack. 
We're going to get ready to leave. 

—Witrram MacConneti



THE CURRENT 
CINEMA 
Quick Ganders 

T’S getting so you 
I know that where 
Marlene Dietrich 
turns up (on film, 
that is) there’s bound 
to be a brawl of some 
sort. She doesn’t nec- 
essarily mix right in 
it herself every time, 
as she did in “Destry 
Rides Again,” but 

she’s around, and in most cases might be 
said to be an accessory before the fact. 
She is now appearing in “Pittsburgh,” 
in which, sure enough, a couple of fel- 
lows take off their coats and disturb the 
peace at some length, mainly on account 
of her. The picture is about the steel in- 
dustry and there is supposed to be some 
trifling management-vs.-labor issue in- 
volved in the bout between these two 
boys, but it’s plain that Marlene is really 
what they have on their minds. In one 
corner is John Wayne and in the other 
Randolph Scott. ‘They are an evenly 
matched pair, as is demonstrated by the 
fact that they stand up there and ham- 
mer each other for what seems like half 
an hour without either’s gaining a no- 
ticeable edge. Incidentally, the action of 
the picture is meant to take place about 
thirty years ago, in which rugged cimes, 
presumably, labor disputes, as well as 
affairs of the heart, were easily settled 
in single combat. The thing is not what 
you could call an up-to-the-minute so- 
cial document. 

  

N old play by the name of “The 
Meanest Man in the World” 

has been adapted to the screen and 
Jack Benny. It’s the one about the 
kindhearted lawyer who has to get 
tough to get clients. There is, of course, 
nothing vitally timely about this pic- 
ture either, but it should hand you a 
couple of laughs, especially if Benny 
customarily kills you. Rochester is in it 
too, and so is Priscilla Lane, although 
not for laughs. 

HERE are many, many children 
in “The Amazing Mrs. Holli- 

day,” not including Deanna Durbin, 
who has been kissed a number of times 
in pictures now and must be considered 
to be just about full-grown. The chil- 
dren are little refugees whom Miss Dur- 
bin, as a missionary’s daughter, has 
brought out of war-torn China, sort of 

    
by Bue brah 

During four wars, over a span of 75 years, men of land and sea 

have sat before our camera for pictures that portray American 

strength and character. Your photograph will bring lasting joy 

to those who love you . . . . and you will always look upon it as a 

proud reminder of your days in the armed forces of our country. 

Bachrach 
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Under the direction of Under the direction of 

BRADFORD BACHRACH 

683 Fifth Avenue, New York 

615 Central Avenue 
East Orange, N. J. 
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FABIAN BACHRACH 

507 Fifth Avenue, New York 
647 Boylston Street, Boston 

1611 Walnut Street, Philadelphia 
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Off- Timers 
‘THE PERFECT GIFT 

FOR MEN IN THE ARMY & NAVY 

Scuffs made for us 
by KLEINERT 

Absorbent cotton chenille, with 

non-skid, soft leather sole 
Olive drab and navy blue 

$2 pair 
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Aworded Gold Medol, Poris International Exposition, 1937     

like a lady Pied Piper. Although she 
has the title rdle, Deanna is not actually 
married in this film. She just pretends 
to be for expediency’s sake. From this 
you can see that there are wheels with- 
in wheels. Her vehicles, as a matter of 
fact, have always had wheels within 
wheels; she gets into girlish scrapes and 
then gets out of them again by being 
well intentioned and because everybody 
loves her. Hitherto there have been 
light touches in her pictures, though, 
which have kept them from being sticky. 
There are very few in this one, or at 
least very few successful ones. There 
are merely these kiddies, who are count- 
ed on to win you pretty much by them- 
selves. 

PEAKING of internal wheels, it 
would be hard to beat a recent prod- 

uct called “The Crystal Ball” for sheer 
plot, although it would be very easy on 
any other count. A girl (Paulette God- 
dard) gets a job with a fortune-teller 
(Gladys George). The fortune-teller 
turns out to be crooked, and a client she 
undertakes to rook (Ray Milland) turns 
out to be the man the girl goes for. He 
finally goes for her, too, not knowing 
that she works for the fortune-teller or 
that the fortune-teller is crooked. There 
isanother girl (Virginia Field), who also 
goes for the man the first girl goes for 
and also consults the fortune-teller, who 
is out to rook her also. The second girl 
naturally doesn’t like the first girl, and 
when she finds out she works for the for- 
tune-teller and that the fortune-teller is 
crooked, she charges the first girl with 
being crooked too, which she is not. 
That’s the setup, outlined in the sincere 
hope that it doesn’t pique your curiosity 
the least hit. —Davin Larpner 

LicHTweicHTs 
Won 9 
Lost 1 

Leavin Scorer 
Danny Galvin 96 

Most points team scored in 
one game, 53 

Best INprvipuat Scorinc Frat 
Danny Galvin 34 

Best Averacr Per GAME 
Danny Galvin 12 

Best Derrenstve Recorp 
Danny Galvin—opponent’s average is 

three-fourths of a point per quarter or 3 
points per game. Playing suits are orange 
and blue silk. Warm up suits—blue and 
orange—pure wool. 

Captain—Danny Galvin. 
—Trail Blazer, Muir Technical High 
School paper, Pasadena, Calif. 

Tell be a sorry day, the day they lose 
Danny.   

    

    

  

serve 
with 
oysters 

Cocktail Sauce 
Contains just the right ingredients... 

‘blended just right... to give all sea 
foods the right tang. A mighty tasty 
addition to meats, too. Snider Packing 
Corporation, Rochester, N. Y. 

  

  

FURLOUGHS FROM 

THE HOME FRONT 

AT THE HOMESTEAD 
Virginia Hot Springs 

  

UNEQUALLED FOR 

REST AND RELAXATION 

SPECIAL SPA RATE 

INCLUDES MINERAL 

BATHS, MASSAGE, ETC. 

Address The Homestead, Hot Springs, 
; or our New York office in 

  

Plaza 8-2289.. The Home- 
stead is just overnighc from you by train.      



DEPARTMENT OF 

AMPLIFICATION 

(DIVISION OF GOOD WILL) 

Tue New Yorx Trust Company 
100 Broapway, New York 

Fesruary 18, 1943 
The Editors, The New Yorker, 
Dear Sirs: 

N the “Talk of the Town” in your 
January 16th and February 6th 
issues, you had a little fun with the 

case of Neumark v. the New York 
Trust Company. We have enjoyed a 
good laugh, too, but in order not to let 
a mistaken impression gain too much 
currency, here, briefly, are the facts: 

In October, 1941, the Westminster 

Bank, Ltd., of London, England, sent 
to the New York Trust Company cer- 
tain securities for the account and upon 
the request of Alfred Levy & Cie., which 
did business in Luxembourg before the 
German occupation. 

It later transpired that the securities 
included some claimed to have been de- 
posited by Mr. Arthur Neumark, a Ger- 
man citizen, with Alfred Levy & Cie. 

Mr. Neumark did not or could not 
obtain instructions from Alfred Levy & 
Cie. to the New York Trust Company to 
deliver his securities to him and sued the 
New York Trust Company for them. 

The New York Trust Company ob- 
tained an order bringing Alfred Levy 
& Cie. into the suit because the securi- 
ties were in their account. Furthermore, 
the request for delivery was not accom- 
panied by the license required by the 
President’s Executive Order to enable 
the New York Trust Company to make 
the transfer. . 

Alfred Levy & Cie. then claimed that 
Neumark, as a German citizen, had in 
September, 1940, offered the German 
government the right to purchase his 
securities and United States currency on 
deposit with Alfred Levy & Cie. How- 
ever, the New York Trust Company 
could not transfer the securities to Mr. 
Neumark from the account of Alfred 
Levy & Cie. except upon a Treasury 
license and authorization of Alfred Levy 
& Cie. or a court order. Alfred Levy & 
Cie. gave no authorization but chose 
to have a court decide the legal conse- 
quences, if any, of Mr. Neumark’s “of- 
fer” to the German government. 

This was a friendly suit and the de- 

cision in favor of Neumark was expected 
by all parties. The position of the New 
York Trust Company was actually that 
ofa third party or stakeholder. 

Sincerely yours, 
Duptey L. Parsons 
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‘t THE Chateau Frontenac, happy days drift by in the warmth of 
A old-world hospitality...and modern comforts! Ski on near-by, 
snowy slopes. Learn the Parallel Technique from Fritz Loosli, 
maestro of the Chateau Frontenac Ski-Hawk School. Special rates 
(European Plan) for a stay of two weeks or longer; or $8 a day 
(Canadian money), American Plan. 

For booklet, reservations, write Manager, Chateau Frontenac, 
Québec, Canada, or Madison Avenue at 44th St. (VA 6-4444). 

Chateau Frontenac °222é02 
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“Sherry Sir?” 

Serve a Williams & Humbert 
Sherry and you serve the 
finest . . . it really costs so 
little more. Fortunately, 
there are ample stocks still 
available at pre-war prices, 
except for tax increases. Se- 

lect the wine which appeals 
to you from the list below. 
Every one is an example of 
Sherry at its best. 

LU A 
UAW INA Ta 

DRY ...Cedro ..... Inexpensive; serve chilled 

MEDIUM... Maduro Golden and full-bodied 

DRY... Pando ..... The finest Amontillado 
MEDIUM... Dry Sack... Famous, all-purpose wine  
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ON AND OFF THE AVENUE 

UMAN nature 
being the per- 

verse thing it is, it’s 
not to be expected 
that what can be 

bought in New York stores today is go- 
ing to make as fascinating a subject for 
discussion as what can’t, but just in case 
you are interested, new things are still 
arriving in most of the shops, a fact 
which should interfere with the effec- 
tiveness of a great many tall tales of 
hardships now being endured by house- 
holders. 

Modern ceramic cook pots and pans, 
tough and durable, in a deep, rich, dark- 
brown glaze that washes as if it were 
china (even burned food slicks off it 
like magic), are catching housewifely 
eyes at Hammacher Schlemmer. There 
are saucepans, skillets, and double boil- 
ers for top-of-stove cooking, as well as 
oven dishes, any of which can go direct 
to the table with grace, there to be set 
upon footed tiles of the same ceramic 
ware, to prevent heat scars. Two- and 
three-quart double boilers sell for $5.20 
and $6.95; handled saucepans start at 
$2.95 and an eight-inch fry pan costs 
$2.35. The protective tiles for the table 

cost from forty-five cents to $1. There 
are also waterless-cooking inserts for the 
covered pots at thirty-five cents and up 
for cooks who like to steam rather than 
boil their vegetables,” 

At the Pan-American Shop, 828a 
Lexington Avenue (63rd), there are 
Mexican baking bowls and dishes, along 
the same lines but with more of the 
earthy, peasant quality of the clay wares 
that we used to get from France. Ob- 
long baking pans, in sets of four for 
$3.50, are nicely glazed and bear char- 
acteristic Mexican decorations; the 
bowls, which come ina semi-glazed ter- 
ra cotta, are offered in nestled sets of 
four at $1.25. While you're there, you 
might also look at some bowls and 
matching plates in beige glazed pottery 
with Mexican decorations, They’re 
made for salad service but would look 
beautiful filled with stew; $8.75 for a 
big bowl and six plates. 

  

ROBABLY encouraged by the 
stay-at-home trend, the Krakauer 

Piano people, at 107 West 57th Street, 
have bravely brought out a new console 
piano, one of those little harpsichord- 
like affairs, with a completely cased-in 
back. The idea of this revolutionary 
feature is that the piano, which is called 
the Empress, may be placed at right 

ABOUT THE HOUSE 

angles to a wall or out in the room, like 
a concert grand, without exposing its 
insides to sensitive eyes. To be sure, 
plenty of musical people who haven't 
enough wall space to accommodate even 
the smallest of console pianos in the or- 
dinary fashion have got around the sit- 
uation simply enough by ignoring the 
open backs of their instruments and 
placing them anywhere they want to or 
else by backing them with a screen. If 
these seem but makeshift methods to 
you, youre the one Krakauer’s Empress 
was made for. 

SK for War Dogs at Edwin Jack- 
son’s, 175 East 60th Street, and 

they’ll bring out the strangest-looking 
andirons you ever saw in your life. 

  
These are made of firebrick, in two 
styles. One has a pair of front-end col- 
umns topped by miniature pyramids 
embossed with a “V,” the other has 
chopped-off fluted columns topped by a 
star. The pyramid ones are $5.65 a 
pair, the columned ones $7.50. Either 
will stand more heat and fiercer flames 
than iron and should live to a ripe old 
age, provided you listen to the Jackson 
warnings about laying, not throwing, 
your logs upon them. Whatever you 
think of the unorthodox appearance of 
these dogs, they ought to be good news 
to you if yours are among the many 
andirons whose shafts have broken or 
burned through this winter under the 
strain of extraordinary service. 

Anyone who has used his fireplace 

“The most wonderful thing is it 
meets every government regulation and requirement.”



enough to break down a pair of andirons 
probably is also having chimney-soot 
trouble by now. Soot in the flue plays 
tricks with the draft and is a fire hazard 
besides. One thing you can do about it 
is to get a supply of the soot-destroyer 
Macy sells for nineteen cents a box. The 
box holds a brick of chemical stuff, and 
you have only to light a fire, toss the 
whole thing on, box and all, and the re- 
sulting gases, as they ascend the flue, 
will dissolve the deposit that’s causing 
the trouble. The chances are this meth- 
od won’t do as thorough a job as a 
chimney sweep would, but where can 
you hire a chimney sweep for nineteen 
cents, if at all? 

Macy is also the place to get another 
chemical cure for still another wartime 
ill—closet dampness in unheated parts 
of the house. This one, too, comes in 

brick form, in a box which is placed on 
the floor of a closet when mold upon 
articles stored there seems imminent or 
has already begun to form. The brick 
absorbs moisture from the air and lets it 
drip harmlessly down into a space left 
for it in the bottom of the waterproof 
box. This costs sixty-nine cents. 

OW that laundries are curtailing 
their activities, you may want to 

investigate a soapy jelly called Wooly, 
sold at Lord & Taylor and Bonwit Tel- 
ler for $1 a fifteen-ounce jar. The stuff 
makes woollens reasonably safe even in 
the hands of amateurs and is as pleasant 
to use as such things can be, producing 
no visible ill effects upon the hands and 
acting upon sweaters, shawls, blankets, 
and the like in a way that makes you 
wonder at your own skill. If you're 
wondering just how to use it, don’t 
worry; there are directions on the box. 

—E, B: 

MARKETS AND MENUS 

Drinking and Eating 

ie wouldn’t be surprising if, during 
the next few months, the sociable 

drink at home reached a new high as a 
popular pastime. For one thing, it seems 
fairly certain that a good many of our 
bartenders and waiters will be padding 
about in war factories in the near future, 
and, for another, as the problem of get- 
ting enough meat and butter for a com- 
pany meal becomes more acute, a lot of 
us are soon going to be giving and re- 
ceiving fewer invitations for dinner than 
for a drink. (O£ course, before long 
there may also be the problem of get- 
ting the stuff to drink, but we'll cross 
that bridge when we come to it.) So 
Pll start out with a few notes on-some   
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Ie your skin 

roughs easily... 

use this bland 

emollient... 

Dorothy Gray 

Sensitive Skin Cream 

e Pamper a fussy skin with this pure, light night 
cream. Specially blended for thin skins irritated 

yby raw winds, drying indoor heat, too-heavy 
creams, Smooth Dorothy Gray Sensitive Skin 
Cream all over your face and neck... wherever 
skin is flaky, inclined to tiny dry lines. Gently 
lubricating, wonderfully soothing ... Sensitive 
Skin Cream helps your complexion take on 
smooth loveliness. 2 oz., $2; 4 0z., $3.75. Plus tax. 

  

BUY WAR 
SAVINGS BONDS 

‘AND STAMPS 
ENJOY A SENSITIVE SKIN TREATMENT at the Dorothy Gray Fifth 
Avenue Salon. Relax in fragrance while sympathetic fingers give you one 
hour of expert skin care. Treatment includes the gentle, soothing Sensi- 
tive Skin Masque...satisfying back massage...springtime make-up. $5.00. 
Course of 6, $22.50. Wickersham 2-6109. Ask for “Appointment Desk.” 

  

    
AMERICAN DESIGN 

OF BEAUTY 

683 Fifth Avenue... New York City ... Also, at smart department and drug stores 
Copyright, 1949, by Dorothy Gray, Ltd.
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SHOPS & SERVICES 
  

  

SERVICES RARE BOOKS 
  

GOVERNMENT RATIONS SHOES . . . 
Rebuild your favorite shoes for future use, NEL- 
SONIZING makes them factory-fresh again. 
Short shoes made longer—narrow shoes made 
wider—suede shoes changed to leather—resoled 
like new. NELSONIZING means shoes rebuilt by 
experienced factory craftsmen—not cobbled, 
HANDBAGS repaired, relined, cleaned and dyed 
GOLFERS—Men’s & Women’s Golf Shoes rebuilt 

spikes replaced, Golf Bags repaired, 
Mail Orders * Write for Booklet “N” 

B. NELSON, INC., 10 East goth St., New York 
Est. Over 63 Years ¢ = MUrray Hill 3-6448 

  

  

  

ALTMAN BUDGET REUPHOLSTERY SERVICE 

just one of our many Save-Tt Services for wartime 

household repairs. Mattress remaking, furniture   

repairmg, rug renovating, custom slipcovering, 
silverware replating, blanket rebinding. Ask at 

  

our mam floor Save-It Service desk.   

B. ALTMAN & CO. 

Fifth Ave, at 34th St, N.Y. C. MU Hill 9-7000 
  

DON'T DISCARD 1T—REPAIRIT 
When something treasured breaks in two 

We can fix it... . good as new 
JAMES AMSTER 

140 East gard St., N. ¥. C. PLaza 8-1866 
  

OPTICAL GOODS 
  

NO ONE WILL KNOW YOU WEAR GLASSES— 
IF, you wear “MODERN-EYES”, the INVISI- 
BLE, PLASTIC, CONTACT LENSES, which 
are frameless, without nose pieces, unbreakable, 
can't be seen’ and still give you maximum, cor: 
rected vision Recommended ‘by leading medical 
authorities, Drop in for DEMONSTRATION 
WITHOUT CHARGE or obligation any week 
day between 12 noon and 7 P.M. 

“MODERN-EYES” 
55 West 42nd St. New York City 

   

Suite 922 
  

HAIRDRESSERS 
  

J. SCHAEFFER FOR PERMANENTS 
that consider your hair and STYLES 
created for you at prices as pleasing as 

SCHAEFFER SERVICE 
590 Fifth Avenue, New York — Bryant 9-6165 

PERMANENT WAVING BY G. JEAN EXPERTS 
and smart styling that would make you thrill at 
the results, CORRECTIVE HAIR COLORIN! 
32 West s8th Street, New York. PLaza 3-1470. 

  

  

CORSETIERES 
  

SAVE THAT EXPENSIVE CORSET 
or brassiére . . . it’s patriotic and thrifty to have 
us refit, repair it like new! Mail orders accepted. 
Free figure analysis; expert corsetiere since 1905. 

RUTH MERZON. 
4g West s7th St. N. ¥. C. 

  

‘Wekersham 2-5322 
  

FRANCEVA, INC. 
Corsets cisstom cut for comfort; excellent support- 
ing brassieres and corselettes. Ready-made corsets, 
gustom fitted $15.7§ up. Florida—gos West 41st 
Street, Miami Beach, 
16 East 52 Street, N.Y. PL 3-073 
  

GARMENTS REPAIRED & EXACT COPIES MADE 
Custom-made from finest pre-war materials $15. 
up. Satisfaction unconditionally guaranteed. Conte 
in for free consultation or Mail your corset. 
RONDEAU © Corset Creators for 32 Years 817 Madison Ave,, N.Y. BU. 8-859 & RH $9077 

   

    

FIRST EDITIONS EARLY PRINTING 
C. A. STONEHILL, LTD. 

(of 135-7 New Bond St. Vondon, W.1) 
555 MADISON AVE., N.Y. C. 

Offer For Saie 
CRUIKSHANK(G), ORIGINAL DRAWING 
by Size about 10" x 8 “Guaranteed. $15.00 
SHAW. PLAYS PLEASANT & UNPLEAS- 
ant. 2° Volumes, 1st. Edition. 1808. $17.50 
TENNYSON. THE DEATH OF OENONE, 
ist Edition. Fine, 1892, $2.50 
Catalogues Issued Libraries Purchased 

  

   

  

OLD PRINTS 
  

CORRECT PICTURE FRAMING 
Expert advice and estimates without obligation— 
paintings cleaned and restored. 

THE OLD PRINT SHOP 
Harry Shaw Newman 

150 Lexington Ave. Est, 1898 AS 4-3950 
  

RARE STAMPS 
  

WEEKLY AUCTIONS—APPRAISALS. 
Buying or selling, best results 

HR. HARMER, INC. 
World’s Leading Stamp Auctioneers 

Estab. over 50 yrs. in London. Catalogues free. 
32 East 57th St., New York PLaza 3-6482 

  

  

ART GALLERIES 
  

FOR QUICK, PROFITABLE DISPOSAL OF YOUR art properties, paintings, Oriental rugs, sil 
etc., communicate with E P. & W, H. 0” 

PLAZA ART GALLERIES, INC. 
(Auctioncers and Appraisers for over 25 years), 

9 East 59 St. (nr. sth Ave.), N.Y. VO 5-0060 

   
  

  

JEWELRY PURCHASED 
  

CASH FOR GOLD & DIAMONDS 
High premium prices paid. We are paying 35% more than last year Mail msured or call for 
estimate, Licensed and bonded. Established 1906, 
Tel. LO 35132. 
SCHOLAR, 1472 Broadway (42nd), N. ¥. C. 

  

  

  

  

FOODS 
  

FRESHLY MADE VEGETABLE JUICE COCKTAIL 
Also foods for every dietary requirement, Ask or 
write for a free copy of HEALTHFUL LIVING, 

KUBIE’S HEALTH SHOP, INC. 
136 E. 57th St, N.Y. C. ELdorado 5-3643 

  

  

UNIFORMS 
  

ARMY—NAVY OFFICERS’ UNIFORMS 
Custom Made or Ready-to-Wear. Finest quality— 
quickest delivery—all  insignia—accessories—and 
our famous caps for immediate delivery. 

- FENN FEINSTEIN 
sr6 Fifth Ave, N.Y. 264 York St, New Haven 

SHOPS & SERVICES 

CLassIFIED ADVERTISING 

     

    

  

Rates 
Winch Linch 1% inches 

3 times $ 49. $ 98. $147. 
6 times 92, 184. "276. 

10 times 143. 286. 429. 
13 times 173. 346.519. 

minimum space ¥ inch 
maximum space ....... 114 inches 

Closing date—12 days preceding 
date of issue 

° 

For further information call 

Suoprs anv Services DePpartMENT 
THE NEW YORKER 

25 W. 43rd St. BRyant 9-6300   
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spirits, modestly priced and readily 
available, to help you reorganize your 
liquor closet, if that’s what it needs. 

The Christian Brothers of Califor- 
nia make a brandy which has a recog- 
nizable likeness to the inexpensive variety 
that used to come from France. This 
is not as faint praise as it sounds, if you 

will recall that plenty of French bran- 
dies costing less than four dollars a bottle 
were not as had for everyday drinking as 
the connoisseurs would have had you be- 
lieve. Anyway, the Christian Brothers’ 
offering is not fiery nor is it syrupy with 
caramel, which is to say that our native 
brandy-making has taken a step for- 
ward in the last year or so. The Col- 
combet vineyards, also of California, 
put out a pleasant brandy, which, 
however, is only half American, being 
blended with aged Cyprian spirits. This, 
as well as the Christian Brothers’ prod- 
uct, can be bought at nearly all liquor 
stores for something under four dollars. 

By this time you have probably set~ 
tled on your favorite American ver- 
mouth, but just in case you are still 
tasting around, the dry of the Tiara 
Products Company should be investi- 
gated. In a Martini, I think, it’s about as 
good as any other domestic vermouth, 
and it’s all right, too, with soda or just 
straight, well chilled and with a swirl 
of lemon peel. 

Some time ago I spoke with mild ap- 
proval of three California wines selected 
and sold by M. Lehmann, 374 Park 
Avenue (53rd). These wines were of 
no particular year, but now the Napa 
Valley Cabernet of the Lehmann col- 
lection is represented by a remarkably 
sound wine of the 1937 vintage. It’s 
worth trying if for no other reason than 
to convince yourself of what our vine- 
yardists can do when they aren’t rushed. 

Tf you are one of those who keep on 
hoping and praying that thin cream can 
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eventually be made to whip by the addi- 
tion of the right amount of lemon juice 
or whatever, I shall leave you to your 
folly, but if you have abandoned all 
thought of whipped-cream desserts for 
the duration, here is a suggestion. Fruits 
rafraichis in all their various forms are 
nothing new, heaven knows, but they 
ought to be a blessing these days, when 
a woman can worry herself gray-head- 
ed trying to give her family sweet dishes 
that don’t require butter or whipped 
cream. Kirsch is, I know, the classic 
liqueur to combine with fruits which are 
to be topped with a sherbet, and the 
Rathaus kirschwasser is as good as any 
other domestic cordial of that type you 
will find. My own taste, though, is for 
curacao with fruits, as I hold that the 
flavor of kirsch is at odds with that of 
strawberries and such. Among Ameri- 
can-made curacaos [like Nuyens Triple 
Sec and one that is put up by Arrow 
Distilleries. Of course, there are plenty 
of imported cordials around, but these 
are pretty expensive for desserts. As for 
the fruits themselves, maybe you dare 
bring up the matter of peeling and seed- 
ing white grapes with your cook until 
strawberries and pineapples become 
more plentiful. Whatever fruit you use, 
the sherbet that tops it will be improved 
by the thinnest possible shreds of fresh 
tangerine peel. 

I HAVE not spoken before of Alt- 
man’s new pastry shop because, 

when it opened, the cakes were mostly 
items from local bakeries, with, to my 
taste, nothing very special to recom- 
mend them, Now, though, some semi- 
professional pastry cooks are represented 
and the collection is quite worth inves- 
tigating. An English consignor sends 
extremely good Bath buns and some 
very dressed-up scones, which are, how= 
ever, rather too sugary for comfortable 

toasting. There are also thin, crisp choc 
olate squares, unusual and delicious, and 
fine, rich pastries of a kind which prob- 
ably had a celebrated name in Viennese 
kitchens long before Altman decided on 
calling them Victory Bars. You can 
also get well-made Scotch shortbreads 
and a delectable little mouthful called 
Maids of Honor, not in the least like the 
famous English pastry of the same name 
but awfully good for all that. Just let 
Altman put its mind on really first-class 
big cakes, like pound and chocolate- 
layer, and there is no telling what suc 
cess its new department will enjoy. 

Ne that so many fancy table 
candies have gone the way of so 

many other things, you may want to   
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A very special perfume called Chantilly, 

originated by Houbigant...delicately spicy, 

feminine, and haunting as a lovely melody. 

A little is enough to turn a man’s head! 

Dusting Powder de luxe, with huge, fluffy lamb’s wool puff... Eau de Toilette, richly perfumed, delightful
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Makings of a dauntless 
Young-Cimers (Jardrobe: 
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TO GET AWAY 

FROM IT ALL... 

eX 
Hear Rasha & Mirko 
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arte ST. REGIS 
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     3a Wadgurowd Reww. 
THE HARTMANS 

‘at Supper 
TITO GUIZAR 

at Dinner & Supper 

CARMEN CAVALLARO 
& His Orchestra 

MISCHA BORR 
& His Orchestra alternating at Supper 
Cover from 10:30, $1; Fri. & Sat., $2 

SUNDAY DINNER-DANCE «No cover 
Mischa Borr and his orchestra + Selective dinners 

Walderh-Gstonrien 
  

  

know about a decorative and delicious 
confection made by Eugenia Tay, at 92 
Lexington Avenue (26th). This is a 
chocolate-covered butterscotch done into 
intricate patterns like the finest lace— 
just the right delicacy and prettiness for 
the table. The same woman turns out 
extremely good paper-thin chocolate- 
covered mints and fine vanilla caramels. 
The shop does not open until noon and 
there is no telephone. 

Re Irems: Gumbo filé powder, 
which many of us feared had dis- 

appeared off the face of the earth when 
Morvay’s Cheese Shop closed down, can 
now be had at Altman... . A nice pres- 
ent for men in Army camps is a con- 
fection called Aunt Martha’s whiskey 
cake, Tt is something like a light fruit 
cake, keeps well, isn’t messy, and is very 
good. You'll find it at Hammach- 
er Schlemmer and Macy, among other 
places... . That excellent and too little- 
known fish, the king mackerel, is here 
in moderate abundance right now at 
plenty of fish places. I can speak en- 
thusiastically of some I found at George 
Kuhn’s market, 1382 Sixth Avenue 
(56th). —S. H. 

  

Sir: We are two girls. Recently we 
attended a wedding at a hotel. There were 
two good-looking boys in charge of the 
elevators. One was very handsome and 
knew it. He took us and two other girls 
to the seventh floor and made us walk 
down. The other one asked us always if 
we wanted to go up or down and once he 
asked us but only one of us went and he 
told her any time she needed anything she 
should ring the bell. When we were go- 
ing home we signaled for the elevator and 
the first boy came and took us down. How 
could we get to know these boys better 
as we don’t know their names or any- 
thing about them? Two ’TEEN-acE Girrs 

—Letter in the Philadelphia Bulletin. 

You could buy the hotel. 

HO HUM DEPARTMENT 

[News release from a press agent] 
ACTUAL OPERATION AT SEA COINCIDES 

WITH RADIO SCRIPT 
On the very day recently that the script 

of “Young Doctor Malone” called for 
Alan Bunce (Dr. Jerry Malone) to per- 
form a delicate operation at sea, news- 
papers carried the account of a Lieutenant 
in the Navy Medical Corps likewise per- 
forming an appendectomy while his gale- 
tossed ship rode the sea like a roller coast- 
er, Late reports from the ship at sea and 
in the radio script have both patients 
coming through nicely. (“Young Doctor 
Malone” is heard over a CBS network at 
2:00 p.m., EWT, every Monday through 
Friday.)



THE ART GALLERIES 
The Real and the Unreal 

shows with brightly instructive titles 
should live up to them, and I sup- 

pose I was just leading with my chin 
when I went to the new one at the 
Museum of Modern Art with that ex- 
pectation. The affair there is called 
“Americans: Realists and Magic Real- 
ists.” If, as I did, you trans- 
late “magic realist” to mean 
surrealism, without its 
“school” connotations (you 
have to do your own transla- 
ting, incidentally, since the 
Museum has offered no ade- 
quate definition), you find 
yourself face to face with 
some of the most exciting 
questions about modern painting. What 
is the relation between the image and 
the idea in art, anyway? What is the 
method by which the surrealists, in 
spite of their insistence on careful de- 
lineation, seem able to crowd more 
meaning into an image than its mere 
contours can contain? At what fine 
border line between pictorial fact and 
fancy does realism end and surrealism 
begin? To come down to the particular, 
why is it that a painting of a barn by 
Charles Sheeler, a realist, holds almost 
no overt suggestions while one by John 
Atherton, a surrealist —for example, his 
“Old Barn, Connecticut,” which is in 
the show—is full of them? 

All these questions and more, I am 
sorry to say, are not answered by the 
current collection, and what makes it 
the more tantalizing is that through- 
out there’s an impression of deter- 
mined purpose, as if it were just on the 
point of proving something. It starts, 
as all strictly educational exhibitions 
should do, with a retrospective section. 
This ranges back through the nine- 
teenth century to include, along with 
the realists of the period, such unexpect- 
edly fantastic productions as E. S. Field’s 
“Historical Monument of the American 
Republic,” Henry Alexander’s “The 
Laboratory of Thomas Price,” and 
‘Thomas Cole’s almost Ernstian “The 
Titan’s Goblet”—little-known_paint- 
ings, most of them, but all strongly sug- 
gestive of modern techniques. 

Well, fine, you think as you study 
them; here’s a badly needed reminder 
that surrealism isn’t just something 
thought up by Breton, Dali, and the 
others. It’s a mood deeply grounded in 
all art, even in the American tradition. 
In the contemporary section, however, 

[: may be too much to ask that all 

  

which is the main part of the show, 
confusion awaits you. Twenty-six art- 
ists are listed, and if some (Louis Lo- 
zowick, Edmund Lewandowski, Stow 
Wengenroth, and so on) are realists and 
some are surrealists (Peter Blume, Louis 
Guglielmi, and so on), there are others 
who seem to have no place in the col- 

lection whatever. Peter Hurd is 
one such example. He’s a good 
enough painter, surely, but 
certainly he’s no more than 
an innocent bystander in the 
present imbroglio. When you 
add such people as the gently 
naturalistic Clarence H. Car- 
ter, the Currier & Ives-ish 
Theodore Lux, and the wildly 

primitive Patrick J. Sullivan, it will be 
seen that you’ve got quite a mixture in- 
deed. 

‘The omissions are as puzzling as the 
inclusions. If a true survey of the realist- 
surrealist field was intended, why were 
such prominent practitioners as Walter 
Quirt and James Guy left out? If it 
was not, why include such a minor figure 
as Jared French, who hangs by only the 
thinnest of threads to the fringe of the 
movement? My advice when you go is 
don’t bedevil yourself with such ques- 
tions. You will see a fair share of good 
painting there. You may make some 
extremely pleasant discoveries. (One of 
mine was the naive Brooklyn artist 
Miklos Suba, whose tiny barbershop 
studies are as clean and crisp and trans- 
parently honest as anyone could desire.) 
But if you go to the show expecting to 
learn something about realism, surreal- 
ism, or even “magic” realism, you are 
likely to come away a little whirly in the 
head. 

I CAN’T guess what impression peo- 
ple who have no sentimental con- 

nection with the Art Students League 
to begin with are liable to get from the 
League’s big retrospective, called “Fif- 
ty Years on Fifty-seventh Street” and 
on, through Saturday, at the Fine Arts 
Galleries. Tve a fear, though, that 
many will find it too large and perhaps 
too sprawling for pleasure. Something 
around a hundred and seventy-five ar- 
tists are represented, and the range of 
styles swings all the way from the rank- 
est romanticism to the sharpest and most 
precise realism. To an old hanger-on 
at the League like myself, however, the 
size of the show is a tribute to the re- 
markable array of talent the place has 

wn a 

  

Good Modern possesses classic 
integrity of line . . . which out- 
lives the mode of the moment! 

wiqgae 

oles" 
OPEN MON. & THURS. EVES. till 9 

  

to Break a Fast! 

Dip into a jar of sunshine—and top 
your toast with Crosse & Blackwell's 
Orange Marmalade! It's gourmets 
gold! Flavored with nectar! Abound- 
ing in energy to start your day 
bright! Better get some now for your 

breakfast tomorrow! 

  

      Fue Prods Since (106
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fostered in its long existence, as the pro- 
liferation of styles is a tribute to the fine 
catholicity of the instruction it has of- 
fered and, let us hope, will continue 
to offer. Certainly, I can think of no 
other art school which could gather to- 
gether under one not too capacious roof 
such completely dissimilar artistic talents 

_| as George Luks and Frank Vincent Du 
Mond, Bryson Burroughs and John 
Marin, Robert Brackman and Francis 
Criss, and the cross-section thus present- 

.| ed comes pretty close to containing ev- 
erything of importance in American art 
in the last five decades. 

Art of This Century they are A showing oils and water colors 
by Jean Hélion, most of them done 
in the period 1936-39. His, I think, 
is a style that derives primarily from 
Léger’s work in the early Dynamist 
days, but from this beginning Hé- 
lion has gone on to develop a design 
that is strongly personal and that also 
combines grace, dignity, and deep sug- 
gestiveness in a way that few other con- 

¢{ temporary abstractionists can equal. I 
liked particularly his “Rouge Brilliant,” 

R| with its curiously liplike forms, as well 
as the darker “Figure Bleue” and the 
really swell “Figure Debout,” with its 
grave greens and grays and generally 
cool tonality. . . . I sometimes wish that 
Doris Rosenthal wouldn’t paint so many 
of her Mexicans lying down. Even 
Mexicans move now and then, and oc- 
casionally with great agility. Looking at 
her show at the Midtown, I had a feel- 
ing that she’s letting her sketch pad 
get the best of her and that she depends 
too much on impressions of market- 
place sleepers, girls dozing, and so on 
for ideas for her finished paintings. 
That she can handle more spirited sub- 

| jects and more complex designs as well 
is proved by such pieces as the warm, 
brown “Nude by Table” or the large, 
really handsomely painted “By the Sea.” 
And even in the lesser subjects, such as 
“Butcher Boy” and the fine “Boy in 
White,” there are a sympathy and a 
depth of understanding that I find whol- 
ly admirable. ——Rogerr M. Coates 

LIFE IN HOLLYWOOD DEPT. 

[4dv. in the Hollywood Reporter] 

THE GOOD EARTH 

Here’s An Unusual One—South of the 
Boulevard in Encino—A garden acre. 
Large frontage; absolute privacy; gor- 
geous trees, Swimming pool; bath house; 
barbecue. No house. 

$6500—$1000 down 
Bos Wuitworti 

17615 Ventura Blyd., Encino 
  

ASH Heinz 57 Beefsteak 
Sauce on a T-bone steak or 

a budget beef loaf—and you 
have perfection! For here's the 
essence of choice tropical 
fruits, vegetables and 
spices. Order a bottle 
today for your table! 

BEEFSTEAK 
SAUCE 

17 Flavors Blended Into One 
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Got your eye 
on the future? 

Master Spanish, 
Portuguese, Rus- 

sian, French—or 
any other language 
—AT BERLITZ. 

For 65 years Berlitz has never failed. 

BERLITZ 

  

SCHOOL OF LANGUAGES 
630 Fifth Ave. (at soth St) Checle 6-1416 Brooklyn: ‘68 Court St. 
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842 Madison Ave. Phone: MU 6-214 

   



THE TEN FUNNY 
ASH BARRELS 

‘O people passing along the street, 
heads down against the rain and 
cold wind, there was nothing 

funny about the ten over-sized ash bar- 
rels lined up on the sidewalk before the 
large movie house. But these barrels 
struck the colored men on the municipal 
ash truck as uproarious. The barrels had 
been made by shearing off the tops of oil 
drums and were nearly four feet high 

and packed to the brim. Two of the 

men stood on the ashes already piled into 
the back of the truck, looking down at 

the barrels and laughing. They were 
both over six feet and they towered, gi- 
gantic, on their dais of ashes. One of 

them had a large scar down the side of 
his cheek and he had on a woman’s 

green raincoat with slits to put the arms 

through. It came well above his knees. 
‘The other had only a blue woollen shirt 
on his back, and this was drenched with 

rain and filthy with wet ashes. A third 

colored man, older than the others, was 

in the driver’s cab of the truck, and 
when he leaned out of the window and 
saw the barrels he joined the laughter 
of the others with a high-pitched bray- 
ing, showing a great fan of protruding 
teeth. 

“Boy,” said the scar-faced man, “T 
bet there’s one ton ashes in each one 
them barrels and the feller put them in 
there packed them down like ice cream.” 

“Boy,” said the man in the blue shirt, 
“that feller put them big barrels there 
must think we’re all giants. He must 
think this city got so much dough it can 
pay for giants.” 

At this the scar-faced man jumped to 
the sidewalk and at once came to grips 
with a barrel. “I’m a giant,” he said, 
laughing. “I’m gonna throw this bar- 
rel right over this truck.” 

He seized the barrel and lifted it up 
into the truck, his great muscles stand- 
ing out under his wet clothes, but his 
effort did not keep him from speaking 
immediately after he had hoisted the 
barrel. “Why,” he said, “I never did 
see such a light barrel in my life!” 

“Be god-damned,” said the driver. 
“Be god-damned,” and he put his head 
down on the steering wheel, laughing 
helplessly. “That’s the most strong man 
T ever did see. He jump right over a 
building with a hog in his pocket.” He 
lifted his head and gave the horn a honk, 

his eyes wet with laughter. The man 
standing on the ash heap in the truck 
emptied the barrel and handed it down 

to the scar-faced Negro on the sidewalk. 
At this moment a man came out of   
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... WHERE PLANES 

Waco gliders rush in where planes fear to 
tread. Swiftly and silently—on “postage 
stamp” fields that might spell disaster for 
transport planes—they can land crews 
of tough fighting men to hold advanced 
objectives until reinforcements arrive. 

The value of this newest phase of mod- 
ern warfare has been fully demonstrated. 
‘That's why, today, Waco and many other 
of the nation’s aircraft manufacturers are 
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FEAR TO TREAD 

producing 9 and 15-place, Waco-designed 
gliders in ever-increasing numbers. 

Meanwhile, we aren’t forgetting our 
obligation to the CPTP operators who 
are using Waco airplanes. 
We can’t furnish new trainers at this 

time, but we will certainly do our best to 
keep present ones in the best of condi- 
tion by giving prompt attention to your 
parts and service needs. 

TROY, OHIO 
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AML RIGHT AMERICA. 
YOU ARE SMOKING MORE’ 

*Government figures show smoking at all-time peak. 

SAR Smoking 
And Youle 

PHILIP MORRIS 
FINER cigarette—scien- 
tifically proved less irri- 

tating to nose and throat... 
  

When smokers changed to 

PHILIP MORRIS, every case of 

irritation of the nose or throat 
—due to smoking—cleared up 

completely or definitely im- 
proved! 

—findings reported in medical journals 
by a group of distinguished doctors. 

We do not claim curative 
powers for Puitip Morris. 
But this evidence proves 
they are far less irritating 
for your nose and throat. 

PROTECTION 
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FINER SMOKING 
PLEASURE 
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FEBRUARY 27,1943 

the deserted lobby of the theatre and 
stood on the sidewalk under the mar- 
quee. He was small and round, with a 
bald head, and his face had a slight yel- 
low cast, as though he had sat for most 
of his life in the darkness of the movie 
house. He stood and watched the col- 
ored men. They looked at him once or 
twice, but his presence did not stop their 
flow of conversation or their laughter. 
‘The scar-faced Negro hoisted four more 
barrels without a pause, then he stopped 
and drew his rain-soaked sleeve across 
his forehead. “O.K., big boy,” he said 
to the man on the truck. “That makes 
it your turn.” 

‘The driver leaned out of the window. 
“You big lifters,” he said, and his voice 
was pitched high to imitate the mincing 
voice of a woman, “liquor refreshments 
now bein’ served up in the driver’s seat.” 
The two men got into the seat next 
to the driver, their big bodies crushing 
against one another, and the driver took 
a pint bottle from the side pocket of the 
truck door. It had no label and was 
half full of light-brown liquid. He took 
a swig himself and then handed it to 
the other men, who each took a long 
gulp. “Warm you up,” said the driver. 
“Put hair on your chest.” The man 
under the marquee watched them, his 
face expressionless. The three men sat 
still for a moment as the liquor coursed 
through them, listening to the rain driv- 
ing against the roof and the windshield. 
Then the driver said, “You two big men 
better get back to that liftin’,” and they 
got out of the cab. 

‘The blue-shirted man worked on the 
sidewalk this time, and he had more dif- 
ficulty with the barrels than his friend 
had had. Every time he lifted up one 
of the huge drums the scar-faced man 
would have to reach way down to help 
get it over the edge of the truck body. 
As he hoisted up the third barrel, he 
staggered a bit under the load and it 
shifted as it got to the edge of the truck. 
A little pile of ashes spilled onto the 
ground before the man on the truck 
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could steady the barrel. The man on 
the sidewalk laughed and said, “You 
losin’ your grip. You certainly are a 
weak man for a man who boasts so 

much.” 

The driver slapped his wheel glee- 
fully at this remark. “Boy,” he said to 
the man on the ground, “you make 
some talker. You talk the ashes right 
outa that barrel.” The other men 
laughed at this and went on with their 
work, and there was no mishap with the 
remaining two barrels. When they were 
finished, they walked around to the cab 
of the truck and got in, and the driv- 
er started the engine. Then the little 
bald man who had been watching them 
walked from under the marquee of the 
movie house to the door on the driver’s 
side of the truck. His voice was nasal 
and challenging. 

“You guys going off and leave them 
ashes on the sidewalk?” he said. The 

three colored men looked out at him. 
“T seen you take them drinks,” the bald 
man said. ‘You took them drinks and 
then you spilled them ashes. What in 
hell you think you’re hired for—to get 
drunk and spill ashes?” 

The colored men looked at each 
other wonderingly and then the driver 
said, “Nobody ia this truck drunk, 
Mister. Nobody here drunk and you 
can’t say that.” 

The little bald man raised his voice 
higher. “I seen you take drinks,” he 
said. “You think we got nothing but to 
clean up ashes spilled by drunks? You 
pick those up now or you get your names 
put in.” 

The driver’s face was puzzled and 
he looked out of the window to appraise 
the. size of the pile the man was com- 
plaining about. As he did so, he shifted 
his arm across the steering wheel and 
it lay on the horn, which brayed out 
over the voice of the white man. At 

the sound of the horn the two big col- 
ored men looked at each other and 
then burst into laughter again, and as 
soon as the driver realized what had 
happened, he joined them. Now they 
couldn’t stop. ‘The little man was still 
speaking and waving his arms, but they 
couldn’t hear his voice because of the 
noise they were making, ‘Then sudden- 
ly the driver shifted the truck into gear 
and it pulled away. As soon as the 
truck started, the little man stopped 
yelling, reached for a pencil inside his 
coat, and took down the license-plate 
number. 

‘The three colored men kept laughing 
till they reached the red light at the 
corner, when they subsided somewhat. 
‘The driver was the first to speak, tears   
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Mes. 

Pleasants Pennington 
presents 

the “duration” dress with a fresh, 
new look: We have had it made 
in a long-wearing rayon crepe, 
pearl grey or dark navy. You'll 
like the matching fringe at the 
sleeves and low U neckline. The 
dress is long waisted with a beau- 
tifully draped skirt. Order it 
in 10 to 20. 22.95 

Ch 
Doreife 

Ten East Fifty-sixth Street   

from his laughter coursing down his 
cheeks. “That horn,” he said, “that 
jest was louder than he could talk.” 

“He was so stirred up,” said the man 
in the blue shirt, “he was like a crazy 
man, reporting folks just account that 
little pile of ashes.” 

“Even a crazy man has to talk 
louder’n that horn if he wants to say 
somethin’,” said the driver. As they 
waited at the red light, the driver 
honked the horn again, but this time 
the three men didn’t laugh. 

—Lronarp WaLLace Rosinson 
   

BALLADE 
IN A BOOKSELLER’S 

CATALOGUE 

PRIVATELY PRINTED FOR HEARST— 
SUMPTUOUS VoLUME—Life and Personal- 
ity of Phoebe Apperson Hearst. Folio, 
bound in Full Classic Vellum, printed for 
Wm. Randolph Hearst, San Francisco 
1928. MINT COPY, IN ORIGINAL NUMBERED 
FLEECE BaG. $25.—Advertisement in a 
bookseller’s catalogue. 

J am a paramour of print, 
Blissful in catalogues immersed: 
Condition (fair, nice, fine, or mint) 
And points that prove the Perfect First 
My doctrine are, but interspersed 
Are books that make my spirits sag— 
What sounds to me like one of the 

worst 
Is “Phoebe Hearst,” in a fleece-lined 

bag. 

The Private Press and the Mezzotint 
May tickle the proud and the richly 

pursed, 
But Kelmscott always made me squint 
And “sumptuous” I find accursed. 
On plainer stuff my taste I nursed— 
No binder’s gilt and vellum jag. 
Imagine twenty-five bucks disbursed 
For “Phoebe Hearst,” in a fleece-lined 

bag! 

What makes the collector’s eye to glint 
Are the books we’d purchase if we 

durst, 
But they don’t become so just by dint 
Of the binder’s tool, or gold coerced. 
Filial, of course, 1s Mr. Hearst, 
But my enthusiasms lag, 
For values somehow seem reversed 
By “Phoebe Hearst,” in a fleece-lined 

bag. 

Bibliopole! Don’t feel aspersed, 
But whether parchment, pulp, or rag, 
A work for which I feel no thir: 
Is “Phoebe Hearst,” in a fleece-lined 

bag. —CuristopHER Moriey   
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MUSICAL 
EVENTS 
Forum to Fiddle 

HE Town 

Hall Music Fo- 
rum, at which the 
audience is at liberty 

AS to wrangle with al- 
most anyone except 
the ticket-takers, put 
on its second con- 
cert-and-debate last 

week, presenting music by Aaron Cop- 
land and rebuttal by friends of Mr. 
Copland, who took on the assignment 

usually allotted to the composer at these 
concerts. Mr. Copland wasn’t around 
to meet up with the Forum quorum be- 
cause he was busy in Hollywood. 

Representing the composer were ex- 
cerpts from his “Music for the Thea- 
tre,” “Music for Movies,” and a piano 
sonata. The second affair is a suite com- 
piled from scores that Mr. Copland has 
written for films, and it makes good, 
listenable stuff, although it is occasion- 
ally fragmentary, as movie suites are 
likely to be. The sonata is original and 
personal music; whether or not you like 
it depends on how much it says to you. 
Leonard Bernstein, who played it mag- 
nificently, told the audience that it 
moved him immensely. Mr. Bernstein 
had a following for that point of view, 
but there were also those in the gather- 
ing who thought the sonata both short- 
breathed and long-winded. Me, I found 
it interesting writing but I couldn’t get 
violent about it one way or the other. 
“Music for the Theatre,” now in its 
eighteenth season, sounded as effective 
as ever. The “modern music” patches in 
it betray its age, but there aren’t enough 
of them to superannuate this sturdy 
item. 

‘The discussion session wasn’t up to 
the one at the Forum’s earlier show, 
possibly because Mr. Copland wasn’t 
there to take on the objectors. The kick- 
ers who go to these events like to pick 
on modern composers in general by fir- 
ing questions at the man whose music 
has been played. There was a little hiss- 
ing from the audience during the final 
minutes of the debate, but nobody told 
anybody else to shut up, you dope. Bet- 
ter luck next time. 

'T was Wotan Night last Tuesday, 
with Julius Huehn singing the réle 

in the Metropolitan’s “Walkiire” and 
Friedrich Schorr, in the company of 
Marjorie Lawrence, doing excerpts 
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“Most humorous, most 
ironic, most Southern 

  

Berry Fleming’s 

Colonel 
Effingham’s 

Raid 
“Its humor and its charm 
and its ironical wit and its 
very excellent characteri- 
zation are Mr. Fleming’s 
gift, which can only be had 
by reading his excellent 
novel.” — Henry Seidel 
Canby, Book-of-the-Month 
Club News. $2.50 

A BOOK-OF-THE-MONTH CLUB 

CHOICE FOR MARCH 

e¢ 

    

How to 
Cook a Wolf 
by M. F. K. Fisher 

“M.F.K. Fisher writes about 
food as others do about 
love, only rather better.” 
—Clifton Fadiman, in The 
New Yorker. $2.50 

DUELL, SLOAN AND PEARCE   
  

from the opera in a concert by the Phil- 
adelphia Orchestra in Carnegie Hall. 
Mr. Huehn ran into throat trouble, and 
there was some talk of scouts galloping 
around town looking for another Wotan 
to finish up “Walkiire,” but in the end 
he came through gallantly and musical- 
ly. 

A shortage of alternates for Carmen 
couldn’t happen. When Gladys Swarth- 
out sang the part at the Metropolitan 
last week, everything was O.K., any- 
way. Miss Swarthout was in fine voice, 
which offered no encouragement to the 
ambitious incipient Carmens who are 
always in the audience when this opera 
is performed. However, if she had be- 
come even a trifle hoarse, there might 
have been a stampede of volunteer mez- 
zos to the stage. Miss Swarthout’s play- 
ing of Carmen has become more nearly 
complete than it used to be, and it’s now 
a well-balanced impersonation. It could 
be less conventional, but that would 
involve altering more than just Miss 
Swarthout. The whole “Carmen” pro- 
duction might be revamped, come to 
think of it, with all the traditional stage 
business cut out. This sort of observation 
is known as Trying to Run the Opera, 
so let’s drop it right here. 

you don’t generally hear music by 
Giovanni Battista Viotti unless you 

know violin students who are work- 

ing away at his compositions, and in 
that case you may very well not be a 
Viotti-fancier. You may not be one in 
any event. Still and all, Viotti certain- 
ly sounded like something when Fritz 
Kreisler recently essayed his twenty-sec- 
ond concerto with the Philharmonic- 
Symphony at Carnegie Hall. It was fine, 
stirring playing that had a youthful vir- 
tuosity. Mr. Kreisler was as musicianly, 
but not as spectacular or on pitch, in his 
performance of another violin concerto, 
his own composition “in the manner of 
Antonio Vivaldi.” If you think back, 
you should be able to recall the Kreisler 
series of “arrangements” that turned 
out to be original Kreisler (he had good 
professional reasons for not appearing 
as their composer until the works were 
generally accepted). This concerto is 
one of that tribe and it’s at least as much 
fun to hear as many of the classic con- 
certi. More, did you say? Good here! 

—Roserr A. Simon 
   

Members of the Woman’s Auxi- 
liary Air Force in Britain are wedd- 
ing by the thousands. At one group 
depth charges leaves him unmoved. 

—Hartford Courant. 

Big difference in groups, no doubt.   

“Alice-Leone Moats 
went to Russia and 

Russia not only survived 
but went out and licked 

the Germans.” 
—HARRY HANSEN, 
N. Y. World-Telegram 

“Ribald, malicious 
and entertaining.” 

‘ — LEWIS GANNETT, 
N. Y. Herald- Tribune 

Don’t 
miss 

this 
uninhibited new book by 

ALICE-LEONE MOATS 
who found that NO NICE GIRL 
SWEARS ond who now has a 

(WO ATE 
with JARS 

$3.00 
DOUBLEDAY, DORAN  



Wa Sa- 
ROYAN, the 

kiddies’ Tolstoy, has 
written his first nov- 
el. The author, with 
characteristic re- 
straint, calls it “The 

Human Comedy.” “The Human Com- 
edy” takes about an hour and a half to 
read but must have taken considerably 
longer to write. 

All the characters in “The Human 
Comedy” are good people, or good peo- 
ple underneath their badness. Most of 
them, like Mr. Saroyan himself, are 
hard-working philanthropists who op- 
erate on a practically non-stop schedule. 
Their mailing address, in case you have 
a problem that’s worrying you, is os- 
tensibly Ithaca, California, but actu- 
ally they’re natives of what Mr. Saro- 
yan calls this “strange, weed-infested, 
junky, wonderful, senseless yet beauti- 
ful world.” This is the same world 
you've met in Mr. Saroyan’s plays, 
weeds and all. 

‘As Mr. Saroyan explains, in one of 

  
    “What I like about Ellery Queen is that 

BOOKS 
Novels, Novels, Novels 

the many incontrovertible philosophic 
sententiae that comprise his book’s intel- 
lectual framework, this world “is full 
of people and full of wonderful life.” 
Among those present: Homer Macau- 
lay, a Postal Telegraph messenger who 
is sweet on mankind; Ulysses, his broth- 
er, a cute little shaver who gets caught 
in a bear trap (don’t fret; he escapes) ; 
Mrs. Macaulay, purer than Aimee Sem- 
ple McPherson and just slightly less 
talkative; Spangler, a Postal Telegraph 
manager, who can’t help loving every- 
body; Grogan, a likable souse, all heart 
of gold underneath that cirrhosis of 
the liver; Miss Hicks, a high-school 
teacher who gives inspirational talks; 
and my favorite character of the lot, an 

old codger named Charlie, who simply 
once raised rabbits. 

The form of Mr. Saroyan’s anecdotes 
is still cut along the Olsen-and-Johnson 
pattern, but the sentiment—and after 
all it’s the sentiment that counts—is 
Epworth League with a strong admix- 
ture of swami. With this book he passes 
beyond mere authorship and becomes an 

he always kills someone right at the very beginning.” 
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influence, a potential West Coast Father 
Divine. I for one shall not rest happy 
until I have seen Mr. Saroyan in a tur- 
ban against a background of mystic flute 
players, distributing love to all as he is 
distributing it next month, via “The 
Human Comedy,” to the membership 
of the Book-of-the-Month Club. 

‘Tis impossible not to admire Ruth 
McKenney’s courage. From the 

outset her first long novel, “Jake 
Home,” has two strikes on it. It tells the 
story of a Communist organizer from 
his birth in a small Pennsylvania mining 
town to his high moment as the leader 
of a workers’ parade in New York in 
1932, That’s enough to indicate that 
“Jake Home” appears at a fairly un- 
favorable moment. Most readers have 
their minds on something else than the 
dismal twenties and early thirties, and 
even though Miss McKenney, by her 
own lights, endows her protagonist with 
all the physical and most of the mental 
and moral virtues, not many readers are 
going to feel a natural throb of sympa-
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BY JERRE MANGIONE 

  

    

  

    
        

  

       

p@- On Mount Allegro the exub- 

rant Sicilian temper meets the 
‘Yankee tempo. Here you get fire- 
works in gallon jugs. Here Pan 
pumps the player piano. 

“Ti i in the man- ely, witty, easy i 2 
ner of the New Yorker, a kind 
of Italian ‘Life with Father.’ 

—The Nation 

“Humorous and intel- 
figent. Nicely written, 
too, and topped off 
with sketches by Posey 

New Yorker 
all $2.50 

HOUGHTON MIFFLIN CO 
    

BY IRA WOLFERT 

p@®-Tiiree months ago it hada'e 

happened. Now a master han 

describes to you America’s great- 

est air-sea-land victory, and 

shows you why our twelve- 

month soldiers are among the 

world’s finest fighting men. 

“When the shooting starts, Ira 

Wolfert’s words glow almost to 
incandescence . . - One of the 

var’s tstanding pieces of re- 

Porting.” —N. Y. Herald Tribune 

“He seemed never to be con- 

tent with anything less 
than the front row . - + 

His final chapter is a 
Joud-sung hymn.”’— 

& PMN. Y. Times $2.00. 

HOUGHTON MIFFLIN CO 

   

    

thy with a fervent Party-liner (oh, he 
backslides a bit, of course, now and 
then) like Jake Home. 

No, I fear many readers will hardly 
share Miss McKenney’s passion for her 
red-haired hero. Some of them, surely, 
will gag at his humorless assumption 
that the women he marries must neces- 
sarily live the kind of life he prefers. I 
think, too, they will feel that his maneu- 
verings in the Sacco-Vanzetti case are 
no less political than those of the liberals 
and Socialists Miss McKenney depicts 
with such stinging scorn. Nor will all of 
us heat up easily over the factional, in- 
tramural squabbles that seem to be part 
of the required background of any novel 
about American Communists. 

But “Jake Home,” if you can con- 
trive to drop the dated ideology down a 
manhole, has noble things in it. Miss 
McKenney can do you a strike scene, a 
labor meeting, or a protest parade so 
that it sticks in your mind. She is furi- 
ous over the brutalities and injustices 
of our social setup and her fury com- 
municates itself. Finally, despite her dis- 
heartening notion that people have to be 
poor to be decent, a profound love for 
and understanding of Mr. Wallace’s 
common man does shine through even 
her most intransigent pages. When she 
is writing a “proletarian novel,” the 
story creaks, but from time to time it 
rises above this artificial plane and moves 
us simply and humanly, like Zola’s “Ger- 
minal” or Dostoevski’s “Poor Folk.” 

S° far the war has produced only a 
few works of a markedly exalté na- 

ture, full of fancies that break through 
language and escape—books in which 
the pressure of experience is too much 
for the confines of conventional literary 
forms. Saint-Exupéry’s “Flight to Ar- 
ras” was such a one, and so is “The 
Voice of the Trumpet,” by the English- 
man Robert Henriques, whose “No 
Arms, No Armour” you may remem- 
ber. “The Voice of the Trumpet,” writ- 
ten in an elevated, artificial prose that 
every so often fountains into metaphysi- 
cal verse, is a brilliant but unsuccessful 
attempt to give generalized form to an 
intense war experience—five hours of 
Commando raiding on the Norwegian 
coast. 

The story, composed in part of 
switchbacks and dream sequences, is 
meant to convey an impression of how, 
in the author’s phrase, “all men suffered 
in similar ways.” This it does not do, but 
it does convey with a curious intensity 
the tangle of emotions in the heart of 
Captain Smith, the character who acts 
as the narrator and who is quite appar-   
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111 East 56th Street, New 
Plaza 3-8600 

    
Societé les “Purs Cent” de Paris | 
Coquelet Sauté Chambertin 

LUNCH from 75¢_DINNER from $1.25 
3 East 48th St., N.Y. 

Plaza 3-186 . Also A La Carte 
Choice Wines and Liquors
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BED MAN [NERS 
By R. ¥. Hopton and A. Balliol 
With meny omusing illustrations 

Now presenting in one volume: 
BED MANNERS and BETTER BED MANNERS 
247 bedlam pages—37 enthusiastic chapters! 

FLParousts, witty written, and with » devitish under- 
standing of the little foibles you thought were a secret. 

For the strangest adventure of all 1s to find yourself locked 
in a bedroom with someone of the opposite sex with whotn 
you are required to go to bed and get up for thousands of 
nights. This te called marriage. It may have just happened 
to you or it may happen just when you least expect it 
and are least prepared. ‘This book, then, is for you—a 
book of Bediquette for married people! 

$1.98 postpaid—Mail Your Order Today 
Lah i! 

den Book Co., Publishers 
Dept. 512A, 45 Astor Place, New York 

of BED MANNERS, It'll delight or 5 days, 
8. Send it postpaid. 

0. D. Vil pay $1.88 plus postag 

whose hip-joints 
needed oil. You 
vill find him in UY 

NEIGHBOURS 
by Walter Rose $2.75 
“A gem of a book” N.Y. TIMES 

CAMBRIDGE: MACMILLAN 

Mento eT 
BADMINTON GUT 

© Made only of the finest quality 
split lambs’ gut. Produced in the 
same plant where meticulous 
standards and constant inspection 
have developed the finest surgical 
sutures, Chrome Twist Tennis & 
Badminton Gut reflects that same 
care and workmanship. Johnson 
Suture Corporation, 5001 West 
67th Street, Chicago, Illinois. 
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ently the author himself, Feelings of 
fear, exhaustion, comradeship, and nos- 
talgia are strained through the author’s 
temperament and emerge strangely 
ethereal. Occasionally, it is true, they are 
transmuted into something so uncom- 
monplace as to be pretty mystifying. 

PAG ey by André Gide, a 
novel originally written in French 

by a young Pole named Jean Malaquais 
arrives here under the title “Men from 
Nowhere.” The setting is a small spit 
of land on the French Mediterranean 
coast inhabited by a horde of miners of 
many nationalities and backgrounds, liv- 
ing in squalor, drunkenness, and near- 
madness, bound together by poverty and 
a common feeling of rootlessness. The 
time is just before the outbreak of the 
war. 

Though Malaquais lacks the repul- 
sive misanthropy of Céline, he shares 
some of his ferocious energy and his 
capacity to project scenes of hopeless 
degeneracy. He has no sense of struc- 
ture (the book is really a series of sketch- 
es) and he is garrulous, but he has evi- 
dently seen this pullulating, Hogarthian 
life at first hand and he recreates it 
with considerable power. The English 
version—the translator’s name is not 
mentioned—-strains so hard for the col- 
loquial that it makes me vaguely un- 
comfortable. 

LDA” js still another of Mark 
Van Doren’s odd short novels, 

which are really mystery stories with 
the mystery inside rather than outside 
the characters. It’s a romance laid 
against a background of present-day 
New York. Its people—the appealing 
Tilda, her brothers and father, and the 
strange, broken-minded man she loves 
and brings back to sanity—are drawn 
with perfect confidence, as if the author 
were quite unaware that they are hardly 
to be met with in life. The unexpected~- 
ness of Mr. Van Doren’s characters is 
reflected in his style. Each of his sen- 
tences has a slight unbalance, an irregu- 
larity all its own. On this reader the 
total effect is charming. 

—C.irTon FapImMan 

BRIEFLY NOTED 

FICTION 

Conco Sone, by Stuart Cloete. The 
scene is equatorial Africa not long 
before the war. The plot involves an 
elaborate system of espionage and 
sabotage. The characters are half a 
dozen men of assorted nationalities 
and professions, each top-flight in his 

  

W. B.YEATS 
1865-1939 

By Joseph Hone 

“This book is so rich in its 
detailing of a significant life, 
and of the remarkable people 
who surrounded it, that it is 
unlikely that a more valuable 
work on Yeats will ever be 
written, and impossible that 
one will be written without 
using Mr. Hone’s volume as 
its Rosetta Stone.” —Time 

“A valuable record of a man 
who was extraordinary in 
every facet of his character as 
well as being a great poet... 
The story told here is in many 
ways amazing.” 
—N. Y. Times Book Review 

“To meet once more those 
Irish men and women who 
surrounded William Butler 
Yeats in the long years of his 
eminence as a poet, dramatist 
and political agitator is like 
returning to a familiar vaca- 
tion land for a seasonal so- 
journ,” 

  

Y. World Telegram 

“This life of the greatest poet 
of our century brings into 
focus all of the outward and 
part of the inward incident of 
a long and hugely fascinating 

career.” —New Yorker 

535 pages 
8 full-page illustrations 

At all bookstores, $6.00 
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We value QUALITY 

more than Sales 
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/ 

Me com weeks have seen the great- 
est demand for Widmer’s Wines and 
Vermouths in our $5 years of experi- 
ence. 
Only by shortening the span of time 
devoted to the aging and mellowing of 
our wines could we have bottled and 
shipped enough Widmer’s to fill all 
orders—but we prize our standards of 
excellence and our reputation too much 
to do that. 
This means that Widmer’s is tempor- 
arily scarce on many shelves—but it 
likewise means that you can be sure 
that every bottle of Widmer’s is fully 
matured—is uniform in quality. 

NEW YORK STATE 

WIDMERSS WINES 
and Vermouths 
Vintners of Fine Wines Since 1888 

WIDMER’S WINE CELLARS, Inc., NAPLES, N.Y. 
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Along-proved, com- 
plete food. Supplies 
everything needed 
for vibrant health, 
pep and luxurious 
coat. And dogs do 
like it! Ask for Hunt 
Club at your gro- 

cer’s. Maritime Mill- 
ing Co. Buffalo,N.¥.   

own line, plus a beautiful nympho- 
maniac with a half-human pet gorilla. 
This artificial setup provides the au- 
thor with an excuse for some very 
brilliant writing. When Mr. Cloete is 
concerned with the woman, the ape, 
and the spy business of his melo- 
drama, he is no better than any com- 
petent writer of thrillers. When he 
brings his mercurial mind to his char- 
acters’ interminable discussions of 
love, philosophy, painting, anthro- 
pology, and love again, he is very fine 
indeed. He is also hilariously funny. 

Sweet Beuran Lanp, by Bernice 

Kelly Harris. Impoverished Southern 
landowners, poor-white sharecrop- 
pers, and an itinerant worker who 
loves an aristocratic lady are familiar 
ingredients in what is nevertheless an 
original and moving novel. Mrs. 
Harris deserves a medal for intro- 
ducing us to the first fictional share- 
croppers who aren’t grim. 

Tue Wer, by Ruth Moore. An un- 
pretentious story dealing with the 
fortunes of two families on a small 
island off the Maine coast. Some of 
the characters are decent and likable 
and some are ornery. A lot of weather 
in these pages, and a spot of melo- 
drama at the end. 

For Att Men Born, by Margaret 
Mackprang Mackay. The love story 
of a Chinese-born American girl 
who comes to Hawaii looking for a 
peaceful refuge from the humilia- 
tions of the Tientsin occupation. A 
serene picture of prewar Hawaiian 
life and a sombre one of the Pearl 
Harbor bombardment give a certain 
value to an otherwise undistinguished 
novel. 

GENERAL. 

Mrrcue xt, by Isaac Don Levine. First 
complete biography of General Billy 
Mitchell, our fighting prophet of air 
war. The book does a rather good 
job of displaying Mitchell’s bold origi- 
nality against the backdrop of his 
time, though it does tend to make 
the story too much a case of hero 
against the world. Well organized, 
with lots of new or forgotten mate- 
rial, especially on the General’s ser- 

4-! 
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For Your Position in a Changing 

World Prepare in the School 

of Adult Education of 

FINCH JUNIOR COLLEGE 
52 E. 78th Street, New York City 

Among afternoon and evening courses 
now open to men and women are: 
Writing for Newspapers and Magazines: 

Speech for Platform and Radio; Russian; Chi: 
nese; Modern Greek: Music; Shorth 
printing: Hospi brary’ Servi 
Problems; Stud Greek Cult 

As a public service the last three courses are 
offered without registration or tuition fees. 

Classes 5 to 9 P.M. 
Complete bulletin sent on request. 

—— 

  

  id; Finger- 
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5 sessions daily: 10:30 a. , 3:30, 6:00, 8:30 p.m. 
Admission 88¢ including tox. Children under 12, week- 
days, 65¢, Saturday, Sunday and Holidays, 75¢. Shoe 
skates (figure or hockey) to rent. Music. Instruction. 

  

  

‘No racing skates,please! Phone Circle 6-5800 
LOWER PLAZA + ROCKEFELLER CENTER 
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vice in the first World War. Photo- 
graphs. 

SequapRon 303, by Arkady Fiedler. 
The story of the celebrated Polish 
fighter squadron’s almost superhu- 
man exploits in the Battle of Britain. 
Raw drama, done in a somewhat 
hyped-up style, but engrossing stuff 
all the same. Photographs. 

Masrer Mariner, by James B. Con- 
nolly. Amasa Delano of Boston, who, 
in the early nineteenth century, went 
exploring among the South Sea is- 
lands where the fighting is now go- 
ing on, was a seaman of Elizabethan 
proportions. Mr. Connolly doesn’t 
quite do him justice, though he does 
make a good, colorful biography of 
Delano’s life. Illustrated. 

Twin Rivers, by Harry Emerson 
Wildes. New Jersey’s Raritan and 
Passaic Rivers and the country there- 
abouts, characterized in local history, 

legends, Revolutionary romances, 
and such. Too crammed with facts 
at times, but lively reading. In the 
Rivers of America Series. 

Conrap anp His ConTEMPORARIES, 
by J. H. Retinger. Casual, pleasant 
sidelights on the character of the 
great Anglo-Polish novelist, by a fel- 
Jow-Pole who knew him well in the 
period just before the first World 
War. Sketches by Feliks Topolski. 

Hewxas, edited by Hugh Chisholm, 
Baron George Hoyningen-Huene, 
and Alexander Koiransky. A “trib- 
ute to classical Greece,” made up of 
64 handsome full-page photographs 
of Greek landscape and art works, 
taken by Hoyningen-Huene. The ac- 
companying text is chosen with care 
from the works of classical and mod- 
ern writers, 

Harvesr or My Years, by Channing 
Pollock. Playgoing old-timers will 
find much to tickle their memories 
in Mr. Pollock’s somewhat garrulous 
and good-natured reminiscences. The 
latter portion of the book, dealing 
partly with Mr. Pollock’s social and 
political ideas, is of less interest. Pho- 
tographs and sketches. 

Surp’s Doctor, by Rufus W. Hook- 
er, M.D. Chronicles of the Doctor’s 
fourteen years as a seagoing surgeon, 
which included such fiddledeedee as 
looking after polo ponies and such 
serious matters as the care of the 
Pearl Harbor wounded. Good yarn- 
ing, but perhaps too slick. 

MYSTERY AND CRIME 

Tue Green Circe, by Chris Massie. 
Strange and beautifully written story 
of a young theological student named 

Vitur: 
220 MapisON AVE. 

  

  

BOUT PORTRAITS 
Marcel Hornberger ras been, by special appointment, 

photographer to the Belgian Royal Family. His portrait assign- 
ments have come from numerous outstanding persons “of 
international prominence. Some of these included: 

A President of The United States 
Members of the British Cabinet 
A famous Viennese Scientist 

A former Ambassador to the Court of St. James 
A Governor of the State of New York 

A member of The United States Senate 
A famous English novelist and playwright 

  

Mr. Sternberger personally will make your portrait in our 
modern and beautifully appointed studio in which all of the 
latest scientific equipment is at the disposal of this Master in 
the art of Portraiture. Moderate prices, courteous treatment, 
and unusual portraits made in most comfortable surroundings. 
‘We suggest making appointments early for Easter Por 
traits. Call, write or phone MUrray Hill 2-3762. 
Ask for your free copy of the booklet, “Making Portraits 
of Famous Persons” by Marcel Sternberger. 

You are cordially invited to our exhibition of portraits of 
prominent and outstanding persons. No charge and positively 
no obligation. Studio open from 9 a.m. to 6 p.m. 

Brockway and Hemberger, Ine. 
538 FIFTH AVENUE (near 45th St.) NEW YORK 

SHasinctacie she che che ch che cia che che sie 
DINNER & THEATRE TICKETS 

In One Act 
Enjoy a delicious dinner in leisure 
while we reserve your theatre tickets 
(at regular agency rates). Charming 
Americana atmosphere. Open Sundays 
at noon. Excellent cocktails served. 

rHE 

aye 
(ONE UNIVERSITY PL. 

at 37th Street at Washington Sq. 
‘AL-4-3677 ‘MU-3-1581 

LAVISH 

DAZZLING 

Lda OP 

BEAUTIFUL GIRLS 

DELICIOUS FOOD AT 
MODERATE PRICES 

PERFUME ‘20.00 

GIFT SIZES #0 1.25 
TOILET WATER 

4.95 & 4.10 LATIN Na 
B'WAY AT 48TH st. 
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THE 

LOUNGE CAFE 
AT THE 

Ck Lane 

FOR LUNCHEON, 

COCKTAILS AND 

DINNER ; 
where pleasing surroundings 

and adept service accent the 

enjoyment to be had from 

fine food and delicious drinks. 

A delightful rendezvous for 
after - theatre entertaining. 

Park Ave. ot 48th St., New York City 
Fronk W. Regan, Manager.       
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POPULAR PRICE ran 

Egan Bothwick, who has lost his 
mind. Only the astute reader will be 
able to separate fact from imagination 
before the startling climax. Sensitive 
handling of a difficult subject. 

Tue D.As Daucurer, by Herman 
Petersen. Lydia Bannock, daughter 
of the district attorney of Pleasant 
Hollow, New York, and young 
Hank Wilbur come upon an’ auto- 
mobile accident that turns out to be 
not an accident at all. Murder again, 
but a carefree one. Pleasant enough 
job. 

Neck tn a Noosg, by E. X. Ferrars. 
At the urgent request of his old 
friend John Toye, Toby Dyke ar- 
rives at Redvers, Toye’s estate in 
England, to find Toye dead and the 
house deserted. George, Toby’s Wat- 
son, a plump young man who dis- 
likes crime in any form, solves the 
mystery which has Toby and the 
police baffled. Nice puzzle, nicely 
written, 

Fite For Recorp, by Alice Tilton. 
Leonidas Witherall, who has been 
made a director of the R. H. Hay- 
maker department store in Dalton, 
Massachusetts, returns to the store 
after a directors’ meeting to pick up 
a mislaid umbrella. He is slugged, 
comes to in a bread wagon, and later 
finds Mr. Haymaker dead in_ his 
study. Lighthearted story of madcap 
doings of the Dalton smart set. 

Avzany, N.Y. (U. P.)—The Conser- 
vation Department believes it has found 
the biggest and finest red oak tree in New 
York state, The tree, on the Erie County 
farm of Alfred Johnson near Collins, 
measures 13 feet in circumference and is 
10 feet tall—Oneida Daily Dispatch. 

Johnson can have it. 

A globe on which the continents and 
ocean basins are shown in modeled relief 
is the form of earth representation re~ 
quiring the least interpretation. Such a 
globe, however accurately it may show the 
figure of the earth, cannot be like it in 
size—From “Elements of Geography,” by 
VU". C. Finch and G. T. Trewartha. 

The hell with it, then. 

WHICH PAGE OF SECTION II OF THE 
SUNDAY “TRIBUNE” D’YA READ? 

On four separate occasions, to use a 
homely idiom, they [the Japanese] sent a 
boy to do a man’s work—Major Eliot, 

E | Herald Tribune; Section IL, page 1. 
‘True to their principle of not sending 

a boy on a man’s job, they dispatched an 
armada of at least eighty warships... 
—James M. Minifie, Herald Tribune,     Section II, page 4. 
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Musical Comedy 
Singing Star 

BOB GRANT 
and his Orchestea 

Also for Cocktail Dancing 
Saturday and Sunday 
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Midtown Rendezvous 
Tucked away in mid-Manhattan, Boni’s is 
famed for its excellent food and service. 

Luncheon + Cocktails + Dinner 

BON!’ §S 
MIR AM AR 

10 East 46th Street » Opposite the Ritz 
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This i s the La 9 BLUE RIBBON TOWN i wyens rf” 

... Whose Salvaging Parties are Winning Renown    
        
    

        
    

        

  

                                

    

    
    

                    

  

A prominent lawyer 
named Mr. McCarty 

Invited his friends 
to a “Salvaging Party,” 

“But come,” he insisted, 
“on this one condition— 

Bring 10 lbs. of scrap 
as your ‘card of admission.’” 

WELL, that was a party! 
How salvage poured in— 

Old iron and rubber, 
and copper and tin — 

While neighbor met neighbor 
in friendly accord 

Over Blue Ribbon Beer, 
as the evening’s reward. 

    

AND since then, his friends 
have been stoutly commending 

This beer that is famous 
for full-flavor blending 

“It’s softer and kindlier tasting,” 
they say, 

The reason, of course, is— 
Pabst blends it that way! 

Ea 
tet 

    

     
   

N Blue Ribbon Town, U.S.A. (your town 
—everybody’s town) Pabst Blue Ribbon 

Beer has become, more than ever, a symbol 
of friendly companionship. 

FULL-FLAVOR BLENDING gives Pabst Blue 
Ribbon Beer all the subtle taste tones of a 

“complete beer.” Not just 3, nor 5, nor 7 
brews—but no less than 33 magnificent f 
brews are blended into this great Pabst ee ae 

masterpiece. Companionship 
Pabst Blue Ribbon is a new experience 

in taste—a thrilling, exciting experience. 
There is no finer, friendlier heer in all the 
world than Pabst Blue Ribbon. 

(© 1948, Pabet Browing Company, Milwaukee, Wiecoosin 

33 FINE BREWS BLENDED 
into One Great Beer in standard 12 ounce and full quart size bottles. 

Also on draught at better places everywhere. 

 



      
WOMEN AT WORK 

It is estimated 15,000,000 women 
| ore employed in U.S. Industry today 
| YOU MAY BE NEEDED NOW 

‘Ask at your neorest United States 
Employment Service Office 
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_ for my taste 

When you're doing a bang-up job you want a 

bang-up smoke and for anybody’s money you 

can’t buy a better cigarette than Chesterfield. 

Try them yourself...you’ll find Chesterfields 

as Mild and Cool as the day is long...and Better- 

Tasting, too. 

WHERE A CIGARETTE COUNTS MOST 

Its Chestertield 

 


