


MU. GEUOlD WESTON HART 
,he lo,m., Sh,,'ey Humph,.y. of Now yo,k 

Btid~' po",o" pa'"'Od by s=-~-

HIGHLIGHTS OF THE HART STORY, 

Romance belan when Gerrold came (0 
lea 31 Ihe Humphreys' family apartment 
in New York. No wonder - Shirle{s 
complexion is really 50meliling 10 sec! 

After a June weddini the Harts hon
eymooned in Oklahoma where they 
saw Ihe famous Indian dances, and 
Shirley's ··Iittle·girl" loveliness 
nearly slOle Ihe show. P.S. Shirley 
promises to Slay on the Carnal' 
Mild·Soap O1e(! 

Just One Cake of Camay 
brings your Skin a Lovelier Look! 

Compliments come to you when your complexion's 

right. And you can possess a softer, lovelier 

skin with just (me cake of Camay! Renounce 

all careless cleansing and go on the 

Camay Mild-Soap Diet! Fo!low directions on [he 

wrapper. Camay-so mild it cleanses withollt irritation 

-can make your skin so much smoother, lovelier! 
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But now Fresh brings you II new fluffier, 

crea mier deodorant: ••• to give you carefree 

und.rarm protection even on hottest Jays. 

Only Fre sh can give you this patented 

combination of "mazing ingredients in II new 
deodorant that has never been mad. before. 

Ne ..... Fr.sh is the most eRective cream deodorant 
you haye ever tried ... we think you'll agree! 
Vet dresses are perfectly safe from rotling ... 
normal skin is perfectly safe from irritation. 

Ne ..... Fr.sh is delicately perfumed, deliglll fu l to 
smooth on. No grillY cryst,tls or annoyin g hard 
particles and it doesn't dry out ill the jar. 

Bul: don't; take our word for it-tesl: it. Test 
New Perlect Fresh today against your present 
deodorant-see if it isn't the most effective-the 
most pleasant cream deodorant YOll have ever 
been able to buy. Get your jar of New Perfect 
Fresh now-for carefree underarm protection 
even on hottest days. Available at ali drug and 
toilet goods counte;s. 

N_ P. rf.ct F,nh com .. to you at th . I,ma low p, •• 
war prie ..... 101', 23', 43", and n_ 39" .eonomy Ii ... 
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Biggest news, of course. 15 the 
news we've begun to tr ll you 
about in this issue-the First An· 
nual Radio Mirror Awards. 
There 'JI be further details on our 
eery firs/. Reader Ballot in the Oc
tober issue. 

• • • 
Appropriate for thr "back-to
school" season. we give you the 
story of Aline Neal. selected by 
the Quiz Kids as the Favorite 
T eachtr in the whole country. 

• • • 
There 's a bachelor's home life in 
Hollywood, with Tony Martin ... 
Ethel and Albert in a four-page 
picture story ... Big Sister in 
Living Portraits. with wonderful 
color.. and. very extra.special. 
a story by Chichi. of Life Can Be 
Beautifu I- a story so thought-pro
voking you won't even notice the 
tear it wi ll bring to your eye. 
Plus a lovely color.portrait ot 
Chichi. her baby, and Stephen ; 
this you'll certainly keep to fra me. 
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Allen Ducovny, director and 
assistant producer of Superman
MBS, Mondays through Fridays, 
5: 15 P. M. EDT-thinks people 
play around a little too loosely 
with the word genius. The term 
has been applied to him ::;ince he 
jomed radio circles, but he scoffs 
at the idea. 

It was comparatively recently 
that "Duke," as he's called by his 
associates, found his niche. He 
had tried being a newspaperman, 
an actor, an advertismg copy
writer and a press agent before 
he tied in with Superman, Inc. 

Ducavny was born in Wilkes
Barre, Pa., 36 years ago and his 
earliest remembered ambition was 
to be a doctor. In high school, he 
discovered a talent for public 
speaking and decided to become 
a lawyer. 

"So I did the next best thing 
to cutting my throat," he says. "I 
became a press agent." 

After five years as a free lance 
publicist, Ducovny accepted the 
job of director of Public Relations 
for a new American hero who 
was just looming on the horizon
namely, Superman. Gradually, 
from mere script editing, he 
moved on to the more intricate 
phases of direction and produc
tion involved in bringin~ Super
man to the listening audIence. 

One of the nicest things about 
Duke is that he doesn't take him
self too seriously. About the only 
thing he really grows serious 
about is kids. He loves them and 
understands them deeply. which 
leads him to set some rather 
stringent rules for the Superman 
show. 

I(eep 
r'1::'- Fresher! 

Feel 
Smoother! 

Stay 
Dain.,~~ 

I 

with this ·'oh-so-refreshiug" 
talcum powder 

KEEP FRESHER: Afteryour bath, 
powder your body, bountifully, with 
Cashmere Bouquet Talc. Its cooling 
caress makes you feel fresh as a 
flower at d a\Hl. 

FEEL SlUOOTUER! You'll love 
Cashmere Bouquet Talc for the 

Ultra-luxurious 
is Cashmere Bouquet 
Dusting Powder ... 

smartly packaged, with 
huge velour puff! 

satiny sheath it imparts to your 
skin - a protection against chafing. 

ST.\.Y DAINTIER! To preserve 
bath-tub freshness use Cashmere 
Bouquet Talc often during the day. 

• It points up your feminine appeal 
with the fragrance men love. 

Cashmere 
Bouquet 

Tale 
wIth the fragraDee IDea love 



by DeWeese 

·-GET on a newspaper staff," said an old-school 
journalist to young Dallas Franklyn DeWeese, 
when WLW's newscaster, high school diploma in 

hand, sought advice on a fourth-estate future. In the 
two decades since, DeWeese not only "got on" but led 
newspaper staffs, while serving as editor and pub
lisher's assistant in Ohio, Texas and California. 

Reporter, editorialist, feature writer, DeWeese ac
cumulated a thorough journalistic background, well 
qualifying him as three- times-a -day dispenser of news 
over WLW today. 

A radio future was hardly envisioned by DeWeese 
when he entered newspaper work, partly because radio 
itself was a youngster. His entry onto the airwaves 
came in 1938 as part of his editorial duties in Pampa, 
Texas. There DeWeese took over two quarter-hour 
daily newscasts, briefin/i' Texans on happenings local, 
stJ.te-wide and international. His accurate reporting, 
plus a smoothness of delivery backed by twenty years 
of practical newspaper training, earned for DeWeese 
a wide radio following. 

He forsook printers' ink entirely in 1945 for a full
time job as radio reporter at a large Toledo, Ohio 
station. His next step brought him to WLW where he 
reports the news SIX days a week at 7: 30 A.M., 12: 30 
P.M. and 6: 15 P.M., EST. • 

Off-mike DeWeese enjoys goH~ fishing"and boating. 
This last avocation led to near- disaster when the news
nlln was tossed f rom his speedboat in a Lake Erie 

Dalla. De Wee8e and 
new$wr i ter Leh n d 

Day confer before 

a special newscast. 

squall. Grabbing the last life preserver thrown from 
the craft was all that saved him from drowning in the 
ocean-like Erie. 

DeWeese's wife, the former Orvalea Willbanks, is 
the daughter of a West Texas rancher, and no mean 
horsewoman and pistol shot. 

Young DeWeese, the newsman's son, is an aspiring 
astronomer who reads everything he can find on the 
science of the heavens. 

As a newspaperman, Dallas DeWeese went through 
a harrowing 35-million-dollar tornado in 1924. He wa.!: 
rescued from under a b,illiard table buried in the debris 
of two top floors in a building in Lorain, Ohio. After 
the rescue, he spent the next 12 hours getting out his 
newspaper on time. 

This task was complicated by the fact that the news
paper's plant had been leveled-along with the town's 
whole northeast section-by the storm which killed 70 
persons. So DeWeese arranged at the last moment for 
publishing his paper in Elyria, Ohio, some 10 miles 
distant. He made it; the paper appeared on the streets 
Sunday morning, right on time. 

DeWeese chuckles over his most embarrassing radio 
moment. He went on the air at a Texas station for a 
IS-minute news show, and then discovered to his 
horror that he had left his copy outside the studio on 
another fioor Quickly, DeWeese reached into the 
nearby files, and read last night's news until an aide 
rushed into the booth with today's copy. 



You can't 
get away with it, Lady! 

INFECTIOUS DANDRUFF? .. LISTERINE, Quick! 

M AKE a habit of using Listerine Anti
septic and massage as a precaution. 

And if infectious dandruff does get started, 
remember to use Listerine Antiseptic and 
massage regolarly. Listerine Antiseptic at
tacks an infection as it should be attacked ... 
with germ-killing action . . . kills millions of 
the "bottle bacillus" (Pityrosporum ovale). 
This is the ugly little germ that many noted 
dermatologists call a causative agent 

of the trouble. 

You'll like Listerine ~tiseptic for 
infectious dandruff. It's so easy, so 
freshening,. so delightful . .. so cool-

ing. Almost at once you will see ugly flakes 
and scales begin to disappear. 

Remember, in a clinical test, twice-a-day 
use brought marked improvement to 76% 
of dandruff patients within a month. Your 
scalp feels so much healthier, and your hair 
looks so much more attractive. 

Listerine An tiseptic is the same antiseptic . 
that has been famous for more than 60 years 

in the field of oral hygiene. 

Lambert Pharmacal Company 
St. Louis, Missouri 

THE TESTED TREATMENT 
• • 
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I can't find 
words 

h 

You'll understand chis enthusiasm some 
day- the day that you first use Tampa,,! 
How good it will feel to find yourself 
free from all external reminders that" it's 
sanitary-protection time" .... Tampax is 
an internal absorbent and comes without 
belts, pins or outside pads. A dainty ap
plicator makes insertion easy. After that, 
the Tampax is unseen and u"fo1t. 

Now let your imagination carry you 
on! No chafing. of course. No odor. No 
disposal uouble. Your dresses win never 
show an edge-line from Tampax nor will 
there be twisting or bulging .... Made of 
highly absorbent cotton, compressed by 
a patented process, Tampax was invented 
by a doctor. It is a serious product in
tended for full-time protection and by 
no means only for inddenral use. 

Millions of women ate now 
buying Tampax-at drug srores 
and notion counters everywhere. 
Three different absorbencies 
(Regular, Super, Junior). Get it 
for "nexr rime." Month's sup

ply slips into your purse. Economy Box 
holds fou r months' average supply. 
Tampax Incorporated, Palmer, Mass. 

A<cc~led for Ad~.,,;,;~~ 
I>t 'lie Jou'~.1 0/ ,h~ A",u;<.~ "Iod;e.' A"".,;.';o" 

NEW RECORDS 

IIEtOMMENDED 
By KEN ALDEN 

l\lAItGARET WHITING: 
Improving with each di ~c, thi~ talented daughte. '" 3 famous 
songw~iting hilmaker, Richard Whiling, has ju.1 ma.Je a swell new 
C"pitol album of Rodgers and Ha~t tUlles, including Ihe lovely 
lyrical but seldom heard, " Funny Valentine." 
PAGE CAVANAUGH TRIO: 
This little group is going 1.laces and their new Victo~ grooving 
of ··Walkin' My Baby Back Home" and "Heartbreak in'" will win 
them new friends. 
,,' RANKlE CARLE: 
The nimble·fingered pianist has a new album, solo chiefly hut with 
$ome rhythm assistance, wralJping up such tunc. as "Stardust" 
and " Deep Pu~tlle" in his OWn inimitable style. (Columbia ) 
DORIS DAY: 
A former band singer strikes out on her own and she has ~ good 
ehance of making the grade solo. Hear her sing '"It Takes Time" 
ami " Pete" and judge for your.elf. (Columbia ) 
PHIL HARRIS: 
Allother comedy spin fo~ home listen ing. Harris pa irs the oldie, 
"George Washington, Abraham Lincoln, Ulysses S. Robe~t E. Lee" 
and the new novelty, " I'm So Right Tonight." (Victor) 
DES) ARNAZ: 
The Cuban husbnnd of Lucille Ball finnlly bits his reeord st ride 
with a swelt double header, "Brazil" and "Babalu." (Victor) 
THE CLARK S ISTERS: 
A nice new rhythm team do eute musical tricks with two old 
favorites, " Tip Toe Through The Tulips" and "I'm Just Wild 
Abont Harry." (MGM) 
RUDDY CLARK: 
Sings the lovely "Come To Me" pnd the re>'h·al click " Peg 0' My 
Hear'" (Columbia). But Buddy is not the only discer to chant 
the p~a i ses of the Irish lass. Art Lund (MGM) and The Th~ee 
Suns (Victor) abo chime in and quite effectively too. 
FREDDY MARTIN: 
Smooth dance SlUff with "Come to the Mardi Gras" and "Lolita 
Lopez" (Victor). Woody Herman (Columbia) is another top 
flight recorder on the beam with a Latin American li lt. His is 
called "Pancho Maximilian Hernandez." (Columbia) 
JOHNNY MEHCER, 
Joins the Pied Pipers in a click cutting of onr old girl frien d, 
"Cecilia" with the new tune " Tallahassee" On the reverse. (Ca pitol) 
The Three Suns (Victor) also have waxed the former tune. 
THE CHARIOTEERS, 
It took this fine quartct to come up with one of the most illspired 
versions of a neW h it, "Chi·Baba." Pay close attention to the tenor's 
tricky passall:es. The more standard "Say No More" is on the 
reVHse. (Columbia ) 
HARRY JAMES: 
Pure swing in " Moten Swing" which rides both sides of this 
fast-Ila ced Colnmbia disc. 
TEX BENEKE: 
Pa ys trihute to his late boss. Glenn Miller, with the btt"r's 
"Moonlight Serenade." The reverse has a nice new ballad " My 
Youns and Foolish Heart" well sung by Garry Stevens. (Victor) 
.TO STAFFORD: 
Distinctive disring of " Passing By" and "I'm So Rij:ht Tonight" 
fo r a standout Call;tol I)·atte~. JO'$ radio theme "Smoke Dreams" 
is . ung by Helen Carroll and The Satisfien for Victor . 

" 



INGRID BERGMAN 
as Joan Madoll, a woman of the shadows 

present this 

magnificent production of 

great novel ... the most 

important screen event in years! 

CHARLES BOYER 
as Ravic, the ghost doctar 

"1,,," b)' WI>I\d·Ia_. r" .. b.rtist 9ERMARD LMIOTT£ 

They kissed . .. and the street noises of Paris, the ominous shadows of tomorrow, seemed far away . .• 

cO'starring CHARLES LAUGHTON 
'wlth lOUIS CAlHERN • RUTH WARRICK· ROMAN BOHNEN • 
RUTH NELSON. MICHAEL ROMANOFF· A LEWIS MILESTONE Production _ 

'rod" •• by DAVID LEWIS. 01,,,,,,, by LEWIS MILESTONE • RELEASEO THRU UNiTEO ARTISTS 
7 
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One of CBS's bigge8t shows hns come under the baton 

of Mereditb Wilhon: the Wednesday night Showroom. 

MEREDITH WILLSON'S first experience on the 
stage was so discouraging it's almost a wonder 
he recovered and went on to become one of 

radio's best known orchestra leaders. 
He was six at the time and he had been promised 

what he ~onsidered a whopping big fee to appear on 
the stage of the Princess Theater in his native Mason 
City, Iowa. When the moppet got to the theater the 
stage manager told him to don a frog suit and hop 
around the stage. But that was by no means the 
only requirement of the debut role. Two wires 
from a flashlight battery went into his tender young 
mouth with instructions to bite them together to 
make the frog's eyes flash on and off. Meredith 
recalls he would have quit right then and there 
except for one thing: "1 had already spent the fifty 
cents fee." 

Getting on the stage-even as a well- lit frog
was all part of a master plan to be climaxed by 
joining John Philip Sousa's great military band. 
The little Iowan worshipped the maker of martial 
music. 

Actually young Meredith did get to become a flute 
player with Sousa, trouped three seasons with him. 
But times and ambitions changed and when radio 
started to make a big commercial noise, Meredith 
set his ambitious baton in that direction. Today 
he's doing a big broadcasting J' ob-narrating and 
conducting the Showroom, We nesday night show 
on CBS (9:30) and Mutual's prestige sustainer, 
Family Hour . 

Off the podium he's equally busy writing musk. 
On the serious side, the prolific, ruddy-faced, well
built Willson wrote a tone poem dedicated to San 

• 

By KEN ALDEN 

Francisco, and another big piece, "Missions of Cali
fornia" which the Los Angeles Philharmonic re
cently introduced. For a change of pace he turns 
out Tin Pan Alley tunes. In 1941 he had two com
positions, "You and I" and "Two in Love" on the ' 
Hit Parade simultaneously. The publisher cleaned 
up. By strange coincidence the publisher happened 
to be Meredith Willson; he also scored Chaplin's 
"The Great Dictator," Bette Davis' "The Little 
Foxes." 

In 1942, Meredith volunteered for service in the 
Army, was put in charge of music for the Armed 
Forces Radio Service and supervised all the music 
for the star-studded "Command Performance" and 
"Mail Call" shows. He got out in 1945 as a major. 

Meredith's musical career started with the piano 
but he soon gave it up for a more compact instru
ment-the flute. At 17, he came to New York to 
study under the famous flutist, George Barrere. 
The Big Town didn't floor the Iowa lad, who says: 
"Look, I learned to eat oysters in New York. which 
is, in itself, an acquired taste. Once you learn to 
bluff this town out of that upper-cIassman-in-a
world-of-freshmen superiority and expose its imi
tation cold-heartedness you never get it out of your 
system." 

But getting a job was tough. He thought the big 
break came when he was told to play at the Winter 
Garden. Meredith assumed it meant the famous 
Broadway theater, known for its Al Jolson and 
Passing Show revues. "1 found New York had two 
Winter Gardens and the one I was hired for was a 
burlesque house on the Bowery." 

But by next Spring he got the job with Sousa, 

moved .o~, up to the Ne~ York Philharmonic, under 
Toscamm s baton. and In 1928, shifted to the Holly
wood Bowl orchestra. Agent George Gruskin of 
the William Morris office, started to handle him ~nd 
Willson was "in." ' 

Meredith has given his mu«ic character and pur
pose. He never once forgets Musical Americana and 
that most American listeners like most the music 
they understand. 

"I like to get across music that reminds us of our 
home towns and our kid days, of flexible flyers 
and Sears Roebu~k catalogs, of picnics and ball
games, of pecans via Wells Fargo Express, the circus, 
and best of all, flute players and John Philip Sousa." 

• • • 
Althoug~ Dina~ Shore and George Montgomery 

are expectmg their. first blessed event, this hasn't 
stopped the busy smger from continuing her pro
fessional career. Although she dropped the Ford 
shoy.' to Meredith ~illson. she should have a new 
radiO show by. the time Y0l! read this, and possibly 
an extra dayt!me one, which would be a Mr. and 
Mrs. setup direct trom the Montgomery ranch. 

• • • 
. Stan Kent~m's unexpected collapse brought the 

dlStraught mlssus back for a possible reconciliation. 
• • • 

I talk~d ~o Paul Whiteman about his new ABC net
work diSC Jockey s~owand "Pops" told me that once 
the show g~ts rolling he plans. to shift it to liolly
v.:ood. an~ mcorpor:ate .tr~nscnbed informal inter_ 
views With such bIg smgmg personalities as Bing 
Crosby. Judy Garland, the Mr. and Mrs. team of 

Pian;_1 PHulena C:.rl<'r and s iuge r Ben 

GH~e. of Ihe ~h o "'roolU e,H. unde rsl:",d 

"\"rilhou\ W .. ing ro r Ul u"' ical ·\meric"nlJ . 

Will _on, I.el ie,ing in mu, ir Wilh c h : , rJ~ h' r 

Iud JHlqlo-e, <el~ a 8Ia,,,lard Ihal co .mll-i t, 

Rlake r~ Paul en" "nd Ben e lljo~ lidn g "I' 10. 

The SlranjU' Gn·~·k·dlOr lt "' "h:llli of th (> 

T~l l" jn!l P"ol!le ~ i .c, (; lIS', .'ihO'HOOIll 

Ollt' of i t. rno_ t ori~;,,,, l dfectll. 
• • 

• 
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10 OOMBA1MO B~£.oIT!t.1 REtlIMMEI'IP 
COLGAT£ 0EIflAL CA£AM! fOR SClENnFtC 
TESTS p~ mil W 1 oor Of 10 CASfS, 
CO~TE1i ~SWf1tt S1OI'S IW) BREATH 

1)(.o\T Om.OI~TES IN THE ~H! 

M IWML IWH IS SMOOTH AHO SUNNY 
AIIP JEAN'S MY Uf1'lt CUtltU'8U~NY! 

off ... y .... ..,1 OM bel ..... 
_"">' dote 

Facing the Music 
Phil Harris and Alice Faye, direct from 
their homes. Whiteman is confident 
that network disc jockey shows will 
click and that music union czar Petrillo 
will not interfere since, under a 
separate arrangement, the more phono
graph r~C9rds sold, the more revenue 
for mUS1CIans, 

Incidentally. the king of jazz told 
me about an embarrassing incident re
p;rding his disc jockey series. He was 
lust trying out the idea for his own 
amusement and ad libbed some tl'ue 
but highly confidential anecdotes about 
fellow music greats. But he didn't 
know that the ABC engineer in the 
studio piped the whole proceedings 
through to the network brass hats. The 
language was colorful and so was 
Paul's face after he heard what had 
happened. 

• • • 
A lot of listeners like to hear the 

Four Chicks and Chuc.k, the five-part 
harmony team heard on Kate Smlth's 
show and on many transcription shows, 
but few know their names. Just for 
the record they are Chuck Golds tein, 
the only male in the group and boss
man, arbiter, and organizer, Claire 
Frim, Diane Carol, Fran Barber, and 
Marilyn Jackson. The latter is a new 
Chick, having replaced Ginny Mc
Curdy who left the group to marry 
comic Alan Young. 

• • • 
Bing Crosby's excellent piano solo

ist, Skitch Henderson, has formed his 
own dance band, and its first date was 
in New York's Hotel Pennsylvania. 

• • • 
Lee Wiley, one of the better radio 

canaries, and at one time one of the 
air's top vocalists, is returning with 
a bang and a Bing. She has just 
recorded a Decca album with Crosby 
of songs from "Showboat" and will 
make a series of records and personal 
appearances with an orchestra con
ducted by her husband, pianist Jess 
Stacey. 

• • • 
Dick Haymes and his wife expect 

their third child this FaU. 
• • • 

Remem ber Shep Fields of "rippling 
rhythm" fame? Well, the erstwhile 
band leader is now managing the Glen 
Island Casino in Westchester, al fresco 
rendezvous for eastern dance fans. 

No good visiting Russia if 
you can't speak the Ian. 

guage. Benny Goodman'$ 

tlltor is authori llllive: 

Mrs. Igor Stravinsky, 
wife of tbe eomp05er. 

Singer Doris Day and 
George Weidler have called 

• • • 
husband 

it a day. 

With little hope of a new spoMor 
this Fall, Ginny Simms will probably 
do personal appearances in theaters 
from coast to coast. 

• • • 
Although they'll deny it, the spon

sors of the Tony Martin Sunday fiestas 
on CBS are quietly looking for a re
placement and a non·musical show at 
tha.t. 

• • • 
Despite the accepted success of the 

Bing Crosby air shows, The Groaner 
confides to intimates that he needs a 
novelty idea for incorporation into his 
series. He doesn't feel that he can 
depend on spectacular guest stars like 
Al Jolson for those frequent and needed 
Hooper hypos. • • • 

Mel Tormc's highly ballyhooed 
debtit in New York's Copacabana re
cently didn't come off quite as his 
strategists planned it. The foggy bari
tone seemed lost in a room (\f the Copa's 
size. 

• • • 
Hoagy Carmichael will }Jrobably try 

a transcribed radio series now that his 
network show has been officially called 
off. 

• • • 
Arthur Godfrey, thanks to sponsor

ship of his morning strip and Talent 
Scouts, now joins the ranks of mil
lionaire radio performers. 

• • • 
Oscar Bradley, musical director of 

We, The People, has been given what 
is virtually a lifetime contract with 
that show's sponsor, due reward for an 
excellent performance record. 

• • • 
GOSSIP AND STUFF FROM ALL 

OVER ... Bing Crosby back on the 
air September 24th ... Harry James has 
offered songstress Patti Clayton the 
vocal roles on his recordings ... Vera 
Vague, the man chaser on the Bob 
Hope show, may appear in a leading 
role in a Broadway musical this Fall 
. .. The ABC network is planning a 
transcribed comedy show starring Ed
die Albert ... AI Jolson finally gave in, 
and will be the Music Hall star this 
coming season .. The Dick Haymes 
stanzas may include a comedy bit when 
they resume this fall. 



~,;Keep your hands 
as kissable as your lips 

Irs new; new..9tew/ 
Woodbury 8czuZZf ll~ Lotion 

actually 2-lotions-in-1 • 
IS 

1. A softening lotion that helps bring 
hands endearing nalural 5Ofmess. Its 
luxur)· lanolin (j ust Ont of its soften
ing ingredients) is the "firsl cousin" 
of your skin's OWIl natural moisture. 

2. A protettl". lotion tlwt helps "glol/c" 
your hands against roughness, redness, 
drying, chapping. Helps keep hands soft, 
lovely.. dc'pitc wind and cold, daily 
dishwashing :md soap and waler dellnsing. 

PROTECTS AS IT SOFTENS ... 

CONTAINS LUXURY LANOliN 

Reolly ond trllly new' Discover thi5 won
duf "I new 2 -lotion· in-I CaTe lor ~'our 
hands. New Woodbury Lotion is so 
peaches-an d- cream rich ... feels so Ius. 
cious on rour skin. Never sticky or greasy. 
Exquisitely fragrant, At drug and cos
metic counters. IDe, 25c & SOc-pius tax . 

Your own hand! will show \,ou the wonderful 
difference ;n Woodbury Bcaul\,·B!endcd LOlion. 

~fai[ 10 Box 56, Cindnnat; [4, Ohio. 
( P ........ ,..nn,. _'e.'d;( ...... ,.h) (!il) 

Name' ________________________________ __ 

Slree" ______________________________ _ 

MADE BY TilE MAKERS OF FAMOUS WOODBURY FACIAL SOA P AND OT H ER AIDS TO LOV.;LINESS 
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Toby Dnid i~ master of eeremonies on 

the WJR quiz program, Round the World. 

ConlegtanU have an opportunily 10 earn <:ash award~ for 

imaginarYlrips Round Ihe WorldonSalurdnyt.6:30P.M.,EDT. 

"Uncle Toby" is almo" up 10 his ean in eom iee as he 

rend~ from the popular color blri llS 011 Sunday mornings. 

To BE a comedian with ability to make people laugh is 
in itself no small feat; to be a comedian with an 
obvious flair for bizarre characterizations is a distinc

tive quality not found in many of the funny men. 
Toby David possesses that rare quality. Since his 

entry into the entertainment world in 1935, his charac
terizations. along with the dialect, have tun the gamut 
from the dowager to the hill-billy, from a young brat to 
a dignified old gentleman. It doesn't matter whether 
the role calls for German, Irish, Italian, Jewish, Colored 
or French dialect. Toby does 'em all-and with finesse. 
During his nine years in radio, Toby's main stock in 
trade has been an uncanny ability 10 present commer
cials in a humorous vein acceptable to the public. 

Toby was twenty-one bdol"e he launched his acting 
career although he came by it naturally. At the turn of 
the century his mother was a lion trainer for the Sells
Floto Circus, and not until Toby arrived in Newburn, 
North Carolina, did she retire from this hazardous occu
pation. 

After graduating from grammar school, Toby enrolled 
in the Ford Motor Company Trade School and studied 
five years in engineering draftsmanship from 1928 to 
1933. That year found him at Chrysler Corporation as 
an apprentice draftsman. 

When the Ford Company auditioned Detroit in an 
effort to find talent for a series of stage plays to be pre
sented in a specially constructed movable truck, Toby 
was one of 8,000 stagestruck folks who answered t he 
audition summons. There were thirty-two roles to be 
filled. and the series of auditions required weeks. But 
at the conclusion Toby received word that he had been 
accepted. 

However, even before Toby launched his stage career 
he was offered an opportunity to join the ranks of radio. 
He leaped at the chance and joined the Mutual Network 
in Detroit, doing humorous chOiracterizations there until 
1940, when an opportunity presented itself to produce 
and star in his own radio show in Washington. He re
mained at Station WMAL until 1943 when an offer from 
Station WJZ was attractive enough to bring him to New 
York, where he handl~ a morning show on Station 
WJZ for mOte than a year and a half. 

It might be mentioned that in between Toby took a 
fiyer in 1938 in professional wrestling. Not especially 
successful at it, still the 195-lb. young giant did well 
enough to be called "The Bull" and to win quite a num
ber of matches. 

He was master of ceremonies for three years at the 
President's Birthday Ball. He handle:i the "Mile 0' 
Dimes" campaign in Washington. He also organized 
his own troop of entertainers and traveled from camp to 
cam~, doing shows for the boys. 

With Station WJR, Detroit, Toby David now has a 
Monday through Friday Music Shop program at 5:00 to 
5: 30 P.M. He m.c.'s a new quiz program, Round the 
World, SatUrdays a t 6: 30 J?M., and dramatizes the fun
nies for the children on Parade of the Comics, heard at 
10: 00 A.M. Sundays, using his various characterizations. 
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Used al the When A Girl Marriel Eighth Anni

vel1lary Party o"ly to .et the .cene, the huge 

c:ake later made 250 Ilortions for old folk. home. 

Jone Allison and Dolores Gillen, of When A Girl 

Marries, had no trouble lellinl the British Lord 

Annsley to lee the point of some American humqr. 

• 

FROM 

J ohn Raby and Mary Jane Higby recall how, 

eight years ago, " Hu rry" and "loall" firsl InCI, 

HISTORICAL movies have bothered us for a long time. 
Now, we're glad to see that someone else is getting 
on the baJJ about them, too. The other day, Erskine 

Johnson, Mutual's Hollywood reporter, went to work on 
picture producers for "hoking up" the flicker stories, just 
to make thcm more I,tlamorous. We've always contended 
that tampering with historic fact was unfair from any point 
of view and, sometimes, could lead to the suspicion that 
the studios had an ax to grind in, let's sar' prejudicing 
the audience to a certain interpretation 0 events. But 
Johnson presented anlilther aspect of the malter. He said 
he'd received a letter from an indignant and harassed school 
teacher in ~t. Louis, Mo., who wrote that she had plenty of 
trouble With her stud-ents after they'd seen historical 
movies in the local theaters. "Sometimes," she wrote, "the 
facts are so garbled that usually there's bedlam in the 
classroom, the following day. I state historic fact, checked 
and rechecked, and the children answer: 'But, teacher, 
Charles Laughton did it different'." And how many 
teachers can manage to be more glamorous than a Clark 
Gable? Glad the subject got an airing. 

• • • 
You'll be happy to hear-at least the young in heart 

among you, who still like their chiller-dillers and fre
quently- that The Shadow will return to his regular 
MBS Sunday 5 PM spot this September. Grace Matthews, 
charming actress from Canada, has just signed for her 
second year as the Shadow's girl friend, Margot Lane. 

COAST TO COAST 

One of Ihe adventures of Philip Marlowe leads deteclive-hero 

Van Heflin to police 5131;on. (It'. NBC, Tue;; d:ay, III 10 P. M.l 

It's not rare for the cast of a radio pros-ram to have a 
p:arty on the. program's anniversary-but It is rare for a 
listener to give the party! 

That's what ~appene~ recently on the eighth anniversary 
of When A Girl Marries, top-rated of all daytime serial 
dramas. Mrs. Frank C. Henderson multi-millionaire widow 
of an oil man, took over the fa'mous T apestry Room of 
New York's Park Lane Hotel for her party for society 
friends and members of the cast. 

"You've given Jtle many hours of good entertainment" 
Mrs. Henderson told Mary J ane Higby and John Raby, who 
play Joan and Harry Davis, lead ing roles in the When A 
Girl Marries story. "Now, on the eighth anniversarr of 
your program, I want to entertain you in behalf a all 
listeners who, I'm sure, en joy the program as much as I 
do very day." 

• • • 
Lots of new shows are in the Offing. Robert Maxwell 

who pro~uce~ Superman, has been conferring for some 
~eeks With dlrect~rs of ~outhbuilders, a national organiza
tion of school children Interested in the problems of the 
day. Maxwell says the format of the show will consist of 
the s~riou~ discussion of children's problems, based on 
case hlstones, presented by the kids themselves . 

• • • 
For our money there are just about enough Mr. and Mrs 

shows on the air right now. But there's been a I'umo~ 
circulating that if Desi Arnaz leaves the Bob Hope show 

Boh Sweeney and HallUarc:b 

imprO"e i Ummer weekenw 

witb theirfast-Ialkin gcomedy, 

Saturdays, 10 :30 P.M .. CBS. 

By DALE BANKS 

there'.s a good chance for roping the bandleader into a 
morning chatter program WIth his wife Lucille Ball 
Knowing Lucille, we're willing to concede' there's may~ 
room for one more husband and wife combo on the air 
lane~. There's a s":lart head under that coiffure and a heart 
as bIg as the U. S. In that elegant torso. 

• • • 
. Joan Alexander, a good actress and a good person, is run

mng true to form now that she's a mother. According to 
~er, "There's nothin.i unusual about my daughter. She's 
Just an average, normal genius." 

• • • 
George Voutsas, producer of the RCA Victor shows is 

one ex-GI who freque ntly looks back to his Army d~ys 
wi.th nostalgia. He ",:,as the radio producer for the Glenn 
Mlliel' Orchestra dunng t he war and he was assigned an 
automobile in London with a chauffeur who has spoiled 
him for any other he's likely to meet. The chauffeur a 
corpora.1 in the British Wrens, was a member of the peer~ge 
and entitled to be addre5sed as "Your Ladyship." 

• • • 
Our informants write us that the scripts of the "Johnny 

Madero--Pier 23" series are being used as class- room 
examples of solid writing at UCLA's Radio Department 
classes in Los Angeles. 

• • • 
Did.you kno",:, that Clayton " Bud" Collyer-Superman to 

you hsteners-Is a lawyer? He's a member of the N;,>w 
York Bar Association, but he's not practicing as an a ttorney. 

• • 
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. p~Ve 

A~7£eo/~ , $otd.1 
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D EVIL-MAY-CARE Stephen Fox landed in 
New Orleans with a It'n-dollar gold picce, 

a pearl stick pin-and a swaggering audacity. 
But he gamble<! his way to wealth and powcr
\\'on the blue-blooded Odalic-then her lovely 
sister, Aurore--and finally the sultry QuadrO<!ll 
with the creamy skill and golden hair, Desiree. 

Here are blood and thunder, swashbuckling 
adH!l1\ure, ardent romance-in the "wickedest 
city m the world." "As sheer entertainment. it 
will take backwater from nothing," says the 
Chicago SUlI of th is million-copy best-seller. 

;!he FOXES 01 HARROW 
... ~ CHARLIS DICKENS' HEARTWARMING STORY 

yg;//ii (;ET GREAT EXPECTATIONS 
I N addition to your free copy of 

Tire Foxes of Harrow, you 
ALSO get-as your second FREE 
book-thc stirring novel by Charles 
Dickens, Great Expectatimls. 
Millions have laughed and cried 
at this moving story of a penniless 
orphan whose mysterious bene· 
factor made him the richest man 
in London! Now it has been 
made into a motion picture that 

the critics are raving about! 
The N. Y. Times calls it ··Per· 

feet!" The N. Y. Herald Tribllne 
says: ··Irresistible entertainment." 
"Superb, brilliant, delightful, en· 
chanting!" raves the N. Y. NN(!S. 

You can have Great Expectatio"s 
FREE, as one of your TWO 
FREE BOOKS on this amazing 
offer! 

You Get Both Books FREE-with Membership in the Book League 
IT COSTS you nothing to join this Club. And 

ever)" month (or less often. if you wish) ~'ou 
may receive the current Sele<:lion-a best· 
seller by an aulhor like Ben Ames Williams, 
John Steinbeck, Som~rse! Maugham, or Ernes! 
Hemingway-a book ""mng for $2.50 aud up 
in Ih .. publisher's edition. But you can lIet it 
for only $1.491 
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WHAT'S Chicago got that Hollywood and Broadway 
don't have? Pierre Andre, Jack Brickhouse and 
Forrest Lewis. They've returned to the scene 

of their radio success at WGN after exploring the 
fabled interiors of New York and the Pacific Coast. 

"1 was lonesome for Chicago and its friendliness all 
the time r was gone," says Andre, who spent ei~hteen 
months in Hollywood after announcing some of Chicago's 
top serial programs. Although Pierre's name is as 
French as crepes suzette, he's strictly a product of the 
Middle West. 

Born in Duluth, Minnesota, Pierre studied dramatic 
arts at the University of Minnesota and the University 
of Wisconsin; spent five seasons with stock companies; 
began a newspaper career. When his paper started a 
radio station, he turned to a microphone "held together 
with rubber bands." About this time he met and mar
ried the former Gertrude Jenkins. They have a son, 
David Bryant Andre, who is now 19 years old. 

From his radio start in Duluth Pierre came to Chicago, 
where he was associated with top network productions 
for more than a decade. Since his return to Chicago 
last spring, he has been serving as announcer and nar
rator on such WGN originations as the Chicago Phil
harmonic Orchestra broadcasts and Chicago Theater of 
the Air productions. 

When Pierre says "Hollywood never seemed like 
home to me"-actor Forrest Lewis, a mainstay in 
WGN's Tom- Mix and many special dramatic shows 
around Chicago, will hastilr. agree. Lewis should feel 
at home in front of a mike anywhere because he's 
been in the business more than twenty years. But, 
after three years in radio and pictures in Hollywood, 
Lewis reports, "1 discovered my nearest friendly neigh
bors were back in Skokie, Illinois." 

Lewis was born and raised in Knightson, Indiana, 
went from Indiana U. to the legitimate stage in New 
York; and traveled with slock companies, road shows 
and vaudeville all over the United States and Canada. 
While on the road he met and married the former 
Frances Shepherd, who was appearing in the same play. 

Lewis made his radio debut over WGN in 1932 and 
has averaged a broadcast a day for the past 13 years. 

When it comes to boosting Chicago, Jack Brickhouse 
is always ready to join the chorus. ''New York," he 
reports, after six months announcing Giants' games, 
"was nearly wonderful. Broadway folks seemed almost 
as friendly as Peorians and Chicagoans. And r almost 
found an apartment on Lexington Avenue after six 
months in a hotel closet. I almost liked it." 

Brickhouse came to WGN in 1940 from Peoria, Illinois, 
where he was born and raised, worked his way through 
Bradley Tech and entered radio via WMBD as a part
time announcer and switchboard operator. Since then 
he has done all types of special broadcasts. 

Jack is married to the former Nelda Teach, a Peoria 
girl who refused his early offers because she didn't 
like show people . 

CHICAGO 

Jack Brickllou$e, Pierre Andre and For· 

reSI Lewi!, hack home, And Hollywood'. 

Virginia Ma)o "' ilb Lee Benneu and For-

reS! Lewis II! she guests al WGN's siudio. 



A 
PECULIAR picture? There's a 
reason for it. The fine, tweed
coated back you see above, belongs 

to Galen Drake, talker extraordinary 
on any subject that pops into his head 
(heard Monday through Friday over 
ABC at 11:30 A.M. EDT), Although 
Galen Drake is a camera fiend himsclt, 
he believes that most listeners have 
formed mental pictures of him based on 
their interpretations of his voice and 
ideas. So, he refuses to have portraits 
of his lace taken, in case they should 
be disappointed, or disillusioned. 

Born in Indiana and educatej in Cali
fornia, Drake had a varied and pretty 
up-and*down career, before he started 
in radio. He sang professionally, worked 
as a pharmacist, labored in the oil fields, 
was a graduate philosophy student, 
worked with a track s:ang on a railroa:J. 

"People," Galen WIll tell you, "have 
taught me lots. I think every person 
I've ever worked with, regardless of his 
education, has passed on some thou~ht 
that I have been able to use." A nlce 
guy' for giving credit where it is due. 

In 1940, Drake became associated with 
Fletcher Wiley, whose unique conversa
tional style and pungent comments on 
human problems had begun to attract 
nalion-wide attention. This association 
shifted Drake's broadcasting activities 
first to San Francisco, two years later 
to Los Angeles and, finally, to New York 
in the summer of 1944, where he bega 
his rambling commentaries over WJZ. 

Galen Drake's life is a very quiet 
one. He lives in midtown Manhattan, 
close enough t.) Radio City so that he 
can walk to work for his six o'clock 
broadcasts. That clears his head and 
frequent ly on the walk he sllot.9 things 
which become fodder fOr hjs programs. 
He has one of the- most' grueling ail" 
schedules and needs'loti; of material, ad 
libbing as he doc! tbt nearly two hours 
every day on four separate programs. 

Drake is an insatiable' reader. He 
reads at least one Puok a' day, some
times more. He often fin ishes a whole 
hook in the several hours between his 
early morning show and the beginning 
of the business day. 

Time was when Drake used to enjoy 
fishing and photography as daytime 
hobbies and spend hOurs in the eve
nings listening to his lal'ge collection of 
classical recordings. He has a specially 
built radio set, which, he says laugh
ingly, can do a1most everything but the 
laundry. Sinee his growing popularity 
has earned him more and more radio 
time, however, Drake's relaxation has 
been limited to the reading. He doesn't 
have time for anything else. But since, 
as he puts it, his real and vital hobby 
is people and h is radio p rogra ms deal 
with people and their problems and go 
to people, he's satisfied. 

7 .. 

... powder, lipstick,rouge! 

Warning I Not responsible 

for heads turned, heorls 

siolen by Fieslo-oudociou5 

new powder shode! Quick as 

winks, it gives your skin a 

live look ... snores all 

eyes with a vitol young glowl 

Add the Woodbury plus of 

heavenly frogronr:e ... color. 

freshness ... lasting ding! 

Soy yes 10 Fiesta todoy! 

MARIE McDONALD 
fectured in 

Metro·Goldwyn.Moyer's 

"LIVING 
IN A BIG WAY" 

~~ 
Woodbury FILM 

FINISH Powde 

WOODBUR.Y ~ 
MATCHED MAKE'UP 

Witl, fi e .... " Tilm·Finbh Po"dt'r 
you olso 9ct Fic.'~lo lip~i jd\ {J"d Rou(jl' 

All 3 i., the dollor powder 110": 

ONLY $1.00 

FieslQ and 8 other ">eeiling shades come 

in Matched Moke·up $1.00; "Purse" siz.e 

Powder 2Sc and lOco II pf S pl".lo. • ___ 0 

••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••• 

FREE! tit 1tfita-.. .fREE! 

s..i"o;.', btoli.v;"lI1 s.. flutc', .parkl. on yow, .~jn. Se .... 
10. I ... Woodbu.~ Po .... d ... Somple.; 11.' fi."o, .'lIh. ".h, 
fI"lIe""'1I .h"d ••. plu. Hon~ .... ood /oIok •. up Cho". '.i ... · 
nom •• odd .... cI.".I,. ",,,ii' 10 80. 45. Ci""I ...... ,,', 1(, Ohio 

NA/oIE 

STREET ..........• , ••• 

CITY SU.TE .... , •...............• 



• 

• 

Away you go oud your hearl has winf:S 

that carry you bac" 10 your Icry fir~t ri,le on 

a da~hing pilll..uml.gold charger! How you 

gripped those reins, I I idc.eyed . fellle llll ~'r ? 

Flying to a womkrilolld ~(l t'cry I,crSQmdlrl"Ollrs? 

You",e nel,'f oul;.:r""11 your gift for kecping 

life gay with IIlIII', inU·rc"h. )'o\l\e tCllmed 

many way,. 10 ou[", it ('<Ire ... neH:r for~etting 

that pr<)blcoll da\~ lll'c,1 be no prohlem. "jIll 

Kotex - the napl...in malte to ;; tay sufi II hile 

you wear it. 

Furt lu-r, your confidence never fnil~ nHl . 

How could it whf'1l the fl at pres~ed end~ of 

Kotex J!re\(~nt rCI{':tliug Olilline~. W lu."11 that 

cxcJlI~h'c Mrt'l), crllter i n~urcs protcl'tioll ),Oll 

call tru~t. And "lwll ""lex alone gi,,'~ ~ou a 

choice of H<'t:u1ur, Juu i", and SUI...,r .. to 

meet rOUT ~I .... o:ial IIt-e<ls_ 

So Ula"y ;';0(>(1 r~'a.;oll~ why you and 1Il(l~1 

women dWO'l' Kott'~' To hdp you fin.1 the 

YOUIl!!.llCllr tcd filII 1Ino 1~l u!lhtcr that tire 
• t;ery personally )ours, 
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RADIO MIRROR 

IF SOMEONE asked, Who aTe 
you ... -Tadio favorites? what would . 
you answer? 

Until now there has been no way 
for regular radio listeners to ex
press their opinion, to make their 
choice of ra(Ho stars and programs 
known except in their own circle 
of friends. There have been many 
polls, to be sure. But they have 
been polls of radio editors, or radio 
columnists, or radio critics. And in 
the final analysis, it's the opinion 
of you, the listener, which really 
counts. It's that opinion which 
sponsors seek, which networks re
spect, when they choose a new pro
gram or judge an old one. It's your 
opinion that matters to us here at 
Radio Mirror, too, for it guides us 
in giving you the kind of magazine 
you really want, the kind which will 
appeal to and satisfy the largest 
number of listeners. 

Now, Radio Mirror takes a hand 
-at last you are going to have a 
chance to make your opinion felt, 
your voice heard. No longer, when 
you read the results of one or an
other of the radio editors' or critics' 
polls will you say, Yel, hut how 
about 1L3? How about the people 
who listen to the -radio, not the 
ones who a-re hi-red to criticize it? 

In the coming November and 
December issues of Radio Mirror 

you'll find ballots which we are go
ing to ask you, as listeners, to fill 
out and return to us- ballots which 
will determine America's most 
popular stars and programs. 

And when the votes are counted, 
then at last you will have had your 
say about what you like best, what 
you dislike, in radio. A say that 
will count a great deal with the 
people who decide what programs 
arc presented on the air for you to 
hear. And you'll be able to judge, 
too, how your tastes compare with 
those of other listeners. 

Radio Mirror, willi nearly four
teen years of service to the in
dustry behind it, is the voice of 
radio-the voice of the stars, of 
the writers and directors and al1 
the rest who go to make up this big 
business. It is the magazine through 
which you can learn what you want 
to know about the people on the 
air and the people behind them. 
But more important, it is your 
voice. It is the intermediary be
tween you and the radio business, 
the means through which you can 
express your opinion. 

Next month's Radio Mirror-the 
October issue, on sale September 
10-will carry more complete de
tails of this important coming event, 
the First Annual Radio Mirror 
Awards. Watch for it. 
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WHAT'S happened to me seem!;, in a way, the most 
simple and na tural thing in the world, because 
I've always dl'camed about something like this, 

and at the same time I can't believe it's true and I 
sometimes pinch mysel£ to be sure I'm not still 
dreaming. Do you know what I mean? Here I am, 
just seventeen, and I'm one of the featured soloists 
with Phil Spitainy's All-Girl Orchestra, just re
turned from the second of two concert tours on which 
we covered the entire country. 

Aside from that, I'm just like any other teen-age 
girl. I can't keep my eyes off my feet because I'm 
wearing my first pair of high-heeled shoes and-yes, 
I'm crazy about Van Johnson. I have two scrapbooks 
full of his pictures and it broke my heart when he got 
married. It did seem he could have waited just a 
little longer for me. 

As for my story- and this is the first time I've ever 
bee~ asked to tell it- I guess it really started that 
afternoon in Radio City last summer when my mother 
and I decided to see Perry Como's Supper Club, an 
NBC radio program. We were in Radio City because 
I had been rehearsing for Madge Tucker's Coast to 
Coast On a Bus, an ABC children's program on which 
I had been acting regularly for five years. 

You see, I have always wanted to go on the stage 
and I've been taking singing lessons since I was thir
teen. I mus t have inherited my love of music from 
my parents. Both are musically inclined, although 
they exercise their voices only in church choirs or 
occasionally in the bathtub. Of course they encour
aged me and when I was in SA in grammar school, I 
was accepted for Miss Tucker's program. If it weren't 
for that, I might not have been in Radio City that 
day- and I wouldn't be telling this story. 

My mother and I hadn't made any plans for the 
evening and it was just by chance that we decided 
to go to the Perry Como show. It was just by chance, 
too, that I was wearing white gloves- you'll under
stand in a minute why they were important. 

At the end of the radio program, Pervy Como has 
a fifteen-minute show for the studio audience and he 
began that night by asking if there were anyone 
in the audience who wanted to sing. Of course, I 
immediately raised my two hands and after a mo
ment, Mr. Como said, "Will the girl with the white 
gloves please come up on the stage." There were 
dorens of other hands in the air but my white gloves. 
you see, had called alten"tion to mine. I'm not super
stitious-not very, anyway- but I keep those gloves 

in " little box all by themselves now; they cel'tainly 
brought me good luck. In fact, it seems that some 
people thought I wore them as a kind of signal, that 
I had been "planted" in the audience and had not 
been chosen just by chance. But it was chance, the 
luckiest chance in the world. 

1 guess I sang well that night. At any rate. while 
I was walking out of the studio, my feet on the 
~round but my head in the clouds, a man stopped me 
and introduced himself as Gerald Brown of the NBC 
production staff. He liked my voice, he said, and he 
suggested that I call him to arrange for an NBC audi
tion- which I passed. Things happened quickly after 
that. Mr. Brown refel'red me to a friend of his at the 
American Artists Bureau, a Mr. Buddy Robbins, son 
of Jack Robbins, the famous music publisher. I didn't 
lo~e any time and a day or two later I wenl to see 
Mr. Robbins-only to find out he was not in town. I 
!:lucss my disappointment was written all over my 
face because his secretary, Mona Kirby, told me that 
she often helps him in judging performers and she 
s u~gested that I sing for her. That's how I happened 
to get on Arthur Godfrey's Talent Scouts, the pro
gram that really started me on my way. Miss Kirby 
W ;lS "so impre!'>scd." as she (Contin1tcd on PlIge 74) 

"r. Godlr!'"v. I'UI 01lfe lh .. re I fell ~"fl'. 
I W U 10 daud I don 't know how I r;ot over beside 

'Y GI.OIIA BlN80N 



THE 
ouse were 

"ASK her," said Jerry. 
"You ask her," I said. "She's your mother." 
"She's youI' mother-in-law," he pointed out. 

"Now there's masculine logic for you!" And 
then we both burst out laughing. 

It was funny, and it wasn't.. There was Jerry, 
the respected young physician of the town of Three 
Oaks, and there was I, Anne, his wife and his
so he often assureo me---competent office assistant, 
and we were arguing like a couple of youngsters 
afraid to approach a higher authority. The reason 
for our discussion lay belore us on Jerry's desk-a 
neatly engraved bit of folded paper, announcing 
that Mr. Stefan Crawycyk requested our presence 
at the wedding of his daughter to Mr. William 
Fudro. 

"Maybe," I suggested, "we could get someone 
else to stay with Jill, and take Mother with us." 

Jerry coughed. ' 'To a Polish wedding?" He 
pointed to the invitation. It was correct, fonnal, 
but at the bottom Stefan had broken out of the 
bounds of convention to add his own inducement 
in a high, slanting, European hand: "A fine time! 
Polish wedding!" 

''Well-'' 1 agreed, "I suppose nol" I'd never 
been to a Polish wedding, but I'd been led to 
understand that they were as close to a carnival 
as a serious occasion could possibly be. "Maybe 
we'd just better forget about it. Send a gift and 
an excuse." 

He pushed back in his chair, lower lip ruefully 
outilirust. "I'd hate to do that, Anne. I want to go, 
unless someone's sick that night and really needs 
me. Stefan would be hurt. Besides, he still owes 
me money for his wife's appendectomy, and if we 
didn't go, he might think we were snubbing him 
for that reason." 

I leaned down to drop a kiss on the top of his 
bent dark head. I love my husband, hut there 
are times when I come close to worshipping him
and for just such reasoning as this. 

"I know," I said. "But Jerry, I don't see how 
we can leave her at home again-not after these 
last two weeks, and especially not after last night." 

He made a face. "I'd rather forget about last 
night." (Continued on page 84) 
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THEY tell me that right now you can't get away 
from me-if you tunc in on anyone of 529 stations, 
there's Gordon MacRae! But I can explain it

I'm on NBC's Teentimers Club (101 stations) Satur
day mornings; I'm doing a summer replacement for 
Baby Snooks on Friday nights over 148 CBS stations; 
and I've got my own transcribed show on Tuesdays 
and Thursdays over 280 NBC stations. All this is 
pretty astounding to me when I recall that seven 
years ago I was an NBC page boy. And if I hadn't 
broken a strong NBC rule, I'd still be shuffiing around 
in a blue uniform! 

The rule I broke was smoking in the Men's.Room at 
NBC one noon-hour. And while I lighted that cigar
ette, I was humming "Smoke Gets in Your Eyes." A 
man came in and began washing up for lunch. But 

he stopped in the middle of toweling his hands and 
interrupted my humming. "Can you sing, boy? Can 
you read music?" he demanded. 

I was startled, but I nodded. 
"Fine!" said he. "My name's George Jackson, and 

I'm one of Horace Heidt's quartet-and boy. how we 
need a fourth right ndw! Come right down with me 
to audition!" 

And that's how it all began. I hopped out of that 
Men's Room with him (but not out of the uniform) , 
and auditioned in half an hour-and suddenly I was 
in the quartet with Horace Heidt's band. A year 
later Larry Cotton went into the Army and I became 
solo singer ... until I too went in the Ar my. And 
don't think that every time I"m at NBC, I don't drop 
into that Men's Room and bow low three times in 

No time for an ything .. . ex cept a romantic marr iage, a perfect family, a 

Danny Seymour announcel the tran.edhed Gordon MacRae Show which is produced h) 

C::y Phipps. ~nd, wh ile Fanny Brice vacal ions, Gordon'~ henr.! Frid3Y nighl~ III II , CBS. 

reverent gutitude!. And with fingers crossed, to boot. 
But all of this is ahead of my story, I guess. To 

Slalt at the beginning, I was born in East Orange 
New JCI"Sey. Right after that event. the MacRa~ 
moved to Syracuse, New York, where my father was 
a manufacturer of mill ing machines. Thel·e my 
sistcr and I grew up; and I went to Deerfield Acad
emy. My dad was quite a guy; he was a very suc
cessful businessman, but he loved singing, so he used 
to sing in his spare time on WGY at SchenI!Clady as 
"Wee Wuliie MacRae." 

I know that if I had gone in to Dad's business I'd 
probably be a millionaire today. But I'd inherited. 
his love of singing. So one day I was sitting in Deer
fiold study hall with a copy of Pic Magazine between 
me and my history book, (Continued on page 93) 
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HAVE you taken your vacation yet
or are you still looking forward to it? 

All over this wonderful United 
States, in this second peace-time summer, 
people are enjoying holidays of one, two, 
or three weeks. The beaches, the moun
tain resorts, the camps, the highways and 
trains-all are crowded with men and 
women and children seeking and finding 
relaxation. For in America the yearly 
vacation is a national institution, and a 
good one. No matter how happy you arc 
in your daily life, no matter how much 
you enjoy your work, you deserve and 
need a change. I'd be the last person in the 
world to speak or write a word against 
the value of a vacation. 

But I've known cases whcn a vacation
like any good thing-has been abused, and 
has resulted in harm instead of good. I've 
known quite a few such cases, and tragic
ally enough they all concern people whose 
need of a holiday is especially great. Peo
ple, I mean whose workaday lives are 
drab and lonely, whose work seems un
rcwarding, poorly paid-the very people 
who desperately need a chance to relax 
and refresh themselves. 

I think particularly of Thelma Evans, 
because to me her experience symbolizes 
all the frustration , all the unhappiness, 
which a vacation can bring to one when it 
is undertaken in the wrong spirit. Her 
story is typical of thousands.. up to a 
point A fortunate point, fOr Thelma. 

She was a typis t at Internalional, . the 

studio in Hollywood where I am a costume 
designer. At a desk in a room filled with 
desks, she spent her working day copying 
motion-picture scripts, cutting the mimeo
graph st.cncils which would be used to 
make many duplicate scripts for the usc 
of stars, directors, producers, bit-players, 
scene designers--everyone connected with 
the production of the pictures. Some
times when an extra stenographer was 
needed. in another department, Thelma 
was called from her regular work and 
sent to fill in, because she was neat, fast, 
and capable. That was how I first became 
acquainted with her. 

Maybe Thelma once had had dreams of 
being a star herself. I don't know; she 
never told me. But most girls in Holly- . 
wood have had such dreams, and I suppose 
Thelma was no exception. She had put 
them aside by the time I knew hel', though . 
She was about twenty-five, with [air, 
soft hair [ailing in a natural wave to her 
shoulders, large violet eyes that had a 
wistful quality, and a wonderfully clear 
complexion. She was pretty, not beauti
ful, and somehow you thought of her as 
married to some nice young fellow, busy 
with cooking and housecleaning and tak
ing care of the baby- and liking it. 

Thelma had the nice young fellow, bu t 
she wasn't married to him. That wasn't 
his Iault- he'd asked her. often enough . 
His ~ame was Jerry Heath, apd he was a 
teller in a Hollywood branch of a Los 
Angeles bank (Continued on page 103) 
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Aller the Vermont Farm epu.ode, Mar Io feeh that 

her Mount Kileo boUle is nnt door to Timet Square. 

There'. a Berm teebnique 10 Hvinl. Shirley, Carol, 

Molly and John are learn;nl it III they uow. 

AN HOUR'S drive from New York City, at Mount 
K.isco, New York, is a two-story white bouse 
perched on a rolling green lawn-packed solid 

with the Jack Berch family. There's Father J ack, 
Mother Margo, and children Carol, sixteen, Shirley, 
twelve, J ohn, three and one-baH, and Molly (a few 
months old). There are also two beaming colored 
maids, and swanns of neighboring children, and in 
the back there's a dog-run with two feverishly eager 
Springer spaniels rWlJling in it-Tibby and Jiggs. 

Jt is also packed solid with Jack Berch enthusiasms. 
(You get a sample each morning on the NBC Jack 
Berch show.) For instanee, according to Jack there's 
a forest of trees on his two-and-a- haH acres of lawn. 
"See? Here's an English walnut. Here's an apple, 
here's a plum. And how do you like this 80wering 
cherry?" he says proudly. But take it from us, these 
"trees" are merely twigs stuck into the ground beside 
a protective stick-e.nd unless J ack read the tags 
attached to them, he couldn't tell one twig from 
another! 

"It's his endless enthusiasm," says pretty blonde 
Margo, watching her husband reading the twig tags. 
"He's t,bat way about everything. And some of his 

JACK BERCH 
enthusiasms have been mighty hard on his long
suffering family!" 

Take the time Jack bought (sight unseen) a farm 
in VermonL He rushed home to tell the assembled 
family about it at the dinner table. "We've got a new 
country home! We'll go there every weekend!" he 
said happily. 

"But there are so many of us to load into one car. 
And such a long trip!" argued Margo. 

J ack looked triumphanL "That's why I just bought 
a trailer today! We can drive up in comfort. And 
it's no trip at aU-just 175 miles each way!" 

And don't think the Berches didn't drive up
though not in comfort-every single weekend for 
four and a half years. They packed themselves, 
clothes, groceries and fishing tackle into the tra.i.ler 
on Friday afternoons. 'I1Urty minutes from home, 
they parked while Shirley took a music lesson from 
a teacher who lived in a nearby town. When she 
emerged from her lesson, they continued on to Ver
mont-and they made the return trip on Sunday 
nights. 

"This went on summer, winter, spring and fall for 
almost five years," sighs Margo in telling it "But 

thank goodness, Jack's enthusiasms eventually end
and he finally sold the farm. And the trailer." 

Then she adds, "But let's look at your newest 
enthusiasm, shall we, Jack?" This is located in the 
mammoth basement of their house. The cellar looks 
exactly like a 1947 version of the pioneer cellars of 
early America--complete with overflowing shelves of 
canned and bottled beans, tomatoes, strawberries, 
beets. Jack enthusiastically grew them in his garden, 
Margo less enthusiastically preserved them. In a cor
ner room is a washing machine, with a huge hamper 
of Berch clothes waiting beside it. But across from 
the shelves of bottled vegetables is Jack's newest 
fascination-a colossal deep-freeze unit, big enough 
for the Waldorf. Its glistening white bulk. seems to 
take up a quarter of the cellar space. 

'''I1tis caused us one of our occasional rows," Jack 
admits, grinning. "Margo wanted a small dei!p
freeze. But I saw this gigantic one and couldn't 
resist iL When the truck delivered it, there wasn't 
a chance or getting it down cellar through the door
way-it was far, far too big. So I told the delivery 
men to leave it in the garden and I'd figure out a 
way. I did, too!" 

Lucky, the Bercbes. They found a house that's big and bright and welcoming. It matches them 

By ELEAN OR HARR IS 
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He did by calling a neighborhood crony who has as 
many enthusiasms as Jack. Together the two men tore 
out a great hole in the foundatio n of the house. Then 
they dragged the gargantuan deep-freeze into the cellar 
- and worked two nights until midnight sealing up the 
foundation again! 

''The house sagged gently during this operation, but 
I said nothing," Margo says now. "Besides, now I'm all 
for it- we've got room for everything we need in it, 
and that means still anothel' of my husband's en 
thusiasms!" 

YES, Jack is an ardent huntel', fisherman, and trapper. 
And inside the freezel' are such mouth-watering items 

as bundles of speckled brown trout and brook trout 
caught last summer. And the carcass of a raccoon, 
trapped a few weeks ago. Not to mention the vegetables 
grown by J ack---or the many stol'e- bought items like 
the hams, steaks, roasts, sausages, bacon, and a huge 
carton of dog-meat. "And here's something Margo 
made, good any time we need it," Jack beams, pointing 
out a big jug of eggnog left over from last New 
Year's Day! 

Jack's enthusiastic "'{ay of living is marked all over 
the house. The big, comfortable country living room is 
not a decorator's dream, it's a room to live in. There's 
a fireplace, with an antique clock on its mantel. "I 
bought the clock because it has a kindly face," explains 
Jack. There's a "ust-colored rug, cretonne-covered 
sofas and chairs, and a grand piano which only daugh
ters Carol and Shirley can play. And there are family 
portra its of everyone in big leather frames. The dining 
room contains the usual furniture--and a mounted bass, 
which Jack caught ten minutes away from the dining 
table. "Tha t's why I like living in <the country-you can 
fish and trap right ofT your own property," says J ack. 
"In the past two yenrs. I've trapped eight mink , thirty 
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raccoon, and thirty red foxes right here at home." 
Upstairs, all three family bedrooms reveal Jack Berch 

manias. In the closet of the room shared by son John 
and daughter Shirley is Jack's arsenal-fifteen riAes and 
shotguns, of ditTering calibers and gauges. Come Sun
day, Jack carries them all tenderly down to thc cellar 
for cleaning. The rest of the time (except when they're 
in active use) they're kept locked away from small 
Johnny's hands-by the simple system of keeping the 
closet key on the high ledge of the door-h'ame! 

In the room shared by daughters Carol and b_aby 
Molly is a great and hideous brown Navy diving chest, 
with a ponderous padlock swinging from it. "I got it at 
a Navy sale at a bargain," says Jack proudly, "and some 
day soon I'm going to sandpaper it down and it'll look 
stunning. Besides, it's as sturdy as a safe!" 

The big master-bedroom shared by Jack and Margo 
has special-built seven-foot twin beds in it. "I got tired 
of sleeping with my toes curled up," grins tall Jack. In 
Margo's closet is another Berch enthusiasm-most of 
Margo's best looking clothes. "I buyout of the win
dow, so I can't miss," Jack says modestly. But Margo 
is still raving about one complete outfit he brought home 
as a surprise last Winter-a navy blue suit, navy blue 
shoes, and a red sweater and hat. His own clothes arc 
what he's least ehthusiasUc about. "1 like 'em after 
they're worn out," he admits. 

Near Jack's bed is a nightstand holding something 
that he waxes ardent about too--a combination electric 
radio and alarm clock. "See, you set the clock, and in
stead of the alarm going off, a radio program starts play
ing. It's the only chance I get to heal' a program, tQo!" 

He's right ahout thal Early morning is definitely his 
only time to listen. At 7:50 everY,morning, armed with 
a newspaper and a biographical book, he climbs up the 
steps of a commuter's train, waves goodbye to Margo 
in the family car and is off to (Continued on page 70) 
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TAKE two young people-Tom and Jane, very 
much in love; mix two equal parts of talent and 
job!;; add one-part newly-purchased white bun

galow home; sprinkle with liberal portiolU! of dreams 
and laughter. And what do you have? For Mr. and 
Mrs. Tom Turnage (she's Jane Adams' of the radio 
program Darts for Dough and this month's cover 
girl) the answer comes out: hoppiness. 

It doesn't matter that the one- part home is only 
one-half furnished. The Tumages haven't even fin
ished unpacking yet and it's true there's on ly one 
chair in the living room now, but-Jane laughs and 
says: ' 'That's just a good e:x:cuse for sitting on his 
lap!" They aTe decorating their home together, 
watching it grow and become beautiful, planning 
each room, working out every detail themselves. No 
flossy interior decorator is- gOing to spoil their fun. 

It doesn't malter. that full working days for both 
Tom and Jane mean two very tired people at night. 
Double harness in jobs suits them both, they claim. 

Covering Ihe Cover Girl, a 

boy-meels-girl slory Ihol proves 

love can be simlJle and 

unmiSI. k. ble and wonderful-

even oul in Hollywood 

By IRI S NOB LE 

Tom is delighted with Jane's three-year success on 
Darts for Dough, every Sunday over the American 
Broadcasting Company stations. He is backstage 
every week to watch and give her the high-sign of 
approval He helped select her ageIJ.t to handle her 
movie career, since she is now under contract to 
Universal-International. He will tell you, with pride, 
how she has moved steadUy in motion pictures frOln 
hit paris to leads in Westerns and that now she's had 
her option picked up again by the studio-when 
Universal-International recently made its decision to 
film no more B-pictures and so released many of its 
contract players. 

It isn' t one-sided- lhis pride. The keen interest 
Jane takes in her husband1s work and plans could 
be a lesson in morale-boosting that would keep any 
ex-GI from having readjustment problems. 

Right now Tom and his brother are setting up a 
launderett.e--one of those miraculous labor-saving 
depots where housewives can bring the laundry, shove 

NOT PLAIN 

it into one of the dozen or so washing machines, read 
and gossip until.it is done, and then take home the 
family's clean wash all ready for the ironing board. 
And who is helping decorate this launderette? None 
other than wife Jane. 

She 's excited, too, about his plans fOI' returning to 
school next fall . Tom's had three years at Texas 
A. & M.; now he hopes to finish at UCLA. 

Jane Adams' radio work has paid off for her in 
more ways than one. Contestants on Darts (or Dough 
can win a hundred dollars every Sunday, i( they are 
lucky, but Jane won more than that. It was through 
the program that she came to the attention of the 
motion picture talent scouts. And it was through the 
program that she met and won a husband. 

The time was October of 19«, and there was a 
war on. • 

Tom was stationed at Camp Cook , with the 97th 
Infantry Division. Another GI of the same Division 
knew Orval Andel"SOn, who is M. C, o( Darts fOI' 

Dough, and took a chance, one day when he and Tom 
were on a tnree-day pass in Hollywood, on sending 
theil ' names backstage in hope of getting to see the 
show. Orval Anderson did better than that for the two 
servicemen . He came out front to see them ; con
ducted them personally to the sponsor's booth where 
they could watch the show in comfort; and after the 
program was over, introduced them to the members 
of LIe cast. 

T.:>m-meet Ja"ne. Jane-meet Tom. Shake hands 
- and fall in love. 

l'or three weeks afterwards Tom wangled passes 
so he could go to Hollywood and visit the show. On 
the third try he mustered up enough courage. to 
ask Jane for a date. 

She would have gone out with him that lirst day, 
if he'd a sked her. 

Jane's always had certain definite qualifications fOI' 
the man she's hoped to marry: Item one--sincerity. 
Item two-an active interest (Continued on page 68) 
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SONG FOR H AU PAST 
Todoy I kiU<td SEVEN 
And held Ih the mUkm 
Wenl WOlkin

8 ~tman·. ~ 
With th 9 1D the d, 
I held ~~ead.r of a :::'1qbt 
And wh hllteher on • 
A filllnq 0 would ."ar my knee 
Would b ~ation fellow qu_a. 
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~~~ ~ 
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"Oe:lllet," Corliu announced,"1 have an ideal" And DUler inwar,l· 

Iy braced himself. He'd had ,101 of espe:riente with Corl; IIII' idefu! 

IN the late afternoon the Archer garden was a 
peaceful spot. For once, even Corliss and Dex
ter were quiet, lounging on the grass and 

serenely licking the tops of ice-cream cones. 
Peace ... and quiel 
And Mrs. Archer, looking out of the kitchen 

window, shuddered. How well she knew her 
daughter! How well she knew that quiet mo
ments like these were the lulls before the stonn, . 
the fruitful moments that could blossom into 
trouble for the Archer family. Indeed, if she had 
been close enough to listen, she might well have 
shuddered, because Corliss was even then saying 
to Dexter: 

"Dexter, I have positively the most utterly 
.super idea! I'm going to be a politician." 

"Huh?" Rolling over on 'his back, Dexter 
Franklin managed to get ice cream all over his 
chin. He wiped it off carefully, only haU-heartedly 
listening to Corliss. "You mean making speeches 
and kissing babies and things like that? When 
you grow up?" 

"When I grow up? Dexter Franklin-a person 
doesn't 'have to be old and decrepit before a 
person begins to take an active interest in gov
ernment affairs!" Then from the lofty, she 
switched abruptly to the practical. "I'm going to 
run for high school Student Body President 
Ejections are two weeks from now." 

Gone was Dexter's indifference. He sat bolt 
upright, staring at the girl. When he spoke his 
voice was the voice of outrage. "You can't do 

that! A girl can't be Student Body President!" 
"Why not?" 
"Why-why beeause. Because we've never had 

a girl Student Body President Holy cow, Corliss 
- you just aren't the type, anyway!" 

"I might have expected you wouldn't have any 
faith in me. Our friendship has run its course, 
Dexter Franklin. It seems that I'm good enough 
for you to take to the movies every Saturday 
and buy me cokes and take me dancing and to 
baseball games and spend all your allowance on 
me-but when I ask one little single, teensy
weensy favor like voting for me to be Student 
Body President you-oh, hello, Minnie-" Corliss 
broke off her heated remarks to welcome a new
comer into the garden. "What brings you here? 
I thought you were helping Miss Lane plan the 
volleyball tournament for next week?" 

'1 already did." Minnie Jenkins was a tiny, 
brown-haired girl, whose habitual worried, earn
est and careworn expression seemed specially 
contrived to make people forget she was also a 
very pretty gtH Now she stood, irresolutely. on 
one foot and then. the other, and suddenly thrust 
a book at Corliss. "You forgot your history book. 
You left it behind in the classroom and I was 
worried you might need it for your homework 
so I brought it along to you. What were you 
saying about voting for you?" 

"Sit down, ?,finnie. I was just telling De~ter 
that it was time a girl was elected Student Body 
President . . . and I'm (Continued on page 95) 

........... "" ............ t~. w~itt., .. _1.11,. fo~ Radko MI ..... "-d on lhe !If .... 1 CerU ........ bw~adlo .... w 

.,h • ....,'.,..,. _ ..... by F. lI ... h lIerberl. Janet WaJdo pl.,.. Corli .. , s. ... F.d",,,nt. J. o....l..r; INo .... T ....... w 
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/JACKS a J)ABK HORSI! 
Bowing gallantly to her inescapable destiny. Corliss Archer 

Rings her hat into the political arena. It was last year's hat anyway 

.. " ;1 riAh1 fOf , eandi&'le 

10 bu,. VOle. 1" Corli.. de

manded of her surprised parellt •. 



AND THE 

I. IIdell Ik"uh i ~ :In 3mhiliOllS young arti ijl. But her interview wi lh J eon Thornton. Art Oir"'~lor 
of Ille William Farrf'1 Company. an "d,·crt ising agency. is fruitl ess. Je.1Il odmi l .:a ~ she I:lk.·, " 
cigarc!!e from her nlllll ie-holl rase, that the ske tch"" are very good. 8uI she is nOI inl .. r~l .. d in hir. 
ing" ne .. a •• bl'lnl a' the moment- there will h(' no room for Hde., 3& lonr; II_ jf',,,, work, fnr Farr.,!. 

SUSPENSE has a large a nd avid number of lis
teners who would not un~cr any circumstances 
miss a single program, for i t creates in those who 

lL<;tcn exactly the scns.'llion which the title implies_ 
It stands far above the average mystery program in 
story. in direction, in nCling. The actol"S who play 
the parts in Suspense each week arc top Hollywood 
rad io stars who form the Suspensc stock company . 
Her'c, as on the air, Helen Br'andt is played by 
Cathy Lewis; J ean Thornton is Dolores Crane: 
Lurene Tuttle is the sccrcuu'y, Marie Harris: Elliot 
Lewis (he's Cathy's husband) is Bill Farrel and the 
two r eporters ar(' W"ll"cl' Mahet·· and Joe Kearns. 

2. Onl y" liuli ' whi l(' ~fCO, J ean Wto, " live_ lI('len 1",,1 
~e"n her wid, that r illl.rNte hox in her han'l. Walki"" 
alo"' t:: th/'" orr('ct "fr('r Iwr jnterview, J,'an hcanl" fr) , 8,," 
" """',,,, hurll" fr"", 11\0' winde ... ,,1,O\e it ,..a, J":l n 

BREATH·TAKINC STORY OF A LIVE CHOST WHO RETURNED TO THE StENE! 

l. Now Ih" l Jean i~ ,one, Helen d~ide8 lhal rhi8 i~ 
no time (or u:rupl~, Even as Bill Farrel Iries 10 ,el 
rid of 'lue8lionin, newspaper reporters, Helen is ah er 
J<:"",,', "o~ ilioll as ,\rl Oiredor of Hill Farrel's alenry. 

5. TIII.t 1,1".lIogr" l,h olJean Thorlllon- ho .. · did il gN on 
IIden'~ de"k ? Helen is terrified- whieh ;8 encll y Ih ... 
"''"Y Marie lIarri! wanu her 10 m:-as she read$ tire in· 
"'rilllion on il . " With lo\"e, 10 Hill" il i ~ ~ i l ",' d . 

• 

I. Week. pas.s. lIe len hail m .. de ,ood al hcr new job. More 
imPOrlant, she has lallen in love wi lb mil. She would 
be happ)' if Marie Uatria, Bill's a«retary, did not eon
,tan!iy remind her Ihal she i8 takin l II dead , irl's pbee. 

6. ,\nd Ihe lune"(lf Jean'$""musiC"ll I ~elle--b(lx ! I! il 
re,lIly in Ihe room Or only in Helen'$ mind ? Marie !IIY' 
that Ihe mu~ i (" may have been recorded on lire office d; (". 
I"pholl/'" some time bdore, hut Helen i$ still terrified. 
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AND TIlE BREATH-TAKING 

STORY OF A UVE GHOST 

WHO RETURNED TO THE SCENE 

Tbl •• tory i ...... pted rro ... . .. .,...q1 ... 1 

s.. ........... ...rip, _tun b y IEI-_ &-on. 

My.tee'J' 10._ b ..... Su .......... r .... h.1I ... 

hour_d.Tb .. .....t.y •• P.M. EOT. o ..... CBS. 

10. To save Bill. whom ahe loves, Jean pushed from the 
windo .... of her om~e an unknown, innocent girl, dreslled 
in Jean's dothe!l, with n duplic3te of Jean's muskal 
dgarelle bol'. The authorities thinking Jean dead, Bill 
was ahle to ~olleet her life insur:J!' ce anti s .... e himself. 

7. Helen go.efl to Bill for c:omfort, but ahhough he does 
88sure her of bis love for her, he cannol e"plain U\U) 

Ihe pielure OJ' the musie. InSlead, he lells lIe len thai 
he iii in Irouble himself. BUI h e cannot, he o;.ays, lell 
her ahout it, and Helen is more fri ghtened than ever. 

II. Marie Harris hus always known the lruth-an.1 
IIhe, too, loves Bill and wants him for hen e lf. She 
has been waiting, and ehoosetl thia mom .. nt to com .. 
in- her authority a gun. It was she who frightened 
Helen with the picture alld the music box rec:ording. 

8. That night, Helen relurns 10 the office. She i, 
determined 10 get OUI of Bill tbe Iruth mboilt this 
Imuble of hia, perhaps about the pidure and the 
music bolt 118 well. But there b someone witb him-a 
"'oman who~e shadowed profile looks like thmt of Jean! 

12. "You were , upposed 10 h;we jumped OUI Ihe win
dow once before," Marie teUs Jelln. "'This time you 
will really do ill" Revealing mill she bas dicl.!l
phone recorda 01 everyming, ineluding t"e murder, 
sbe forces Jean to do what . he had onc:e prelende,J. 

9. J ean- who ;8 supposed to be dead! But the girl in 
tbe room with Bill is Jean, nevertheles.. This is the 
exphlnalion she offen: Bill has embezzled some mone-y 
from the finn. Jean's life inl unnc:e was of an amount 
that wou ld ('over the e mbenlement. So Jea .. disappeared. 

13. This.. tbinb Helen, i~ payme .. t for my rUlhletll Dmbi. 
lion! For she has lCiled the gun wbic:h Mmrie PUI down in 
her struggle witb J ean. And HeI", .. holds the man she 
Joves and th e- girl who loves him enough to do anything 
for him until the police come to lake Bill Farrel away. 

" 
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TWO WHITE AND TWO NEGRO 
Hadi .. Mirror', $100 Lellcr 

D<!ar Papa David: 
I'd like to tell you about a nurse who taught 

four old ladies, two white and two negro, that 
life can be beautiful and taught us a lesson in 
tolerance, too. 

You sec, this nurse had a brilliant war record, 
hut she was stricken with paralysis soon after 
she was discharged. She made a bl'ave comeback 
and is now working in a V. A. hospital here in 
Texas. I'm getting ahead of my story. After her 
recovery she found out that two of us were being 
evicted from the house where we lived. We, too, 
had had paralysis, so she came to see us and 
asked us to live with her. She provided the best 
medical care and gave us treatments every day 
until we were able to usc our bodies better. I 
mustn't leave out the fact that we got the love 
and understanding that older people need mOl'e 
than anything else. 

About three months after we'd been here she 
brought two negro women who were in the same 
circumstances in which she found us. At first we 
were pretty hostile toward them, but she did not 
make any difference in the way she acted toward 
us. She gave them what she had given us, same 
treatments, love and understanding. They tried 
to be friendly with us but we repelled any ad
vances until she had a talk with us and explained 
that since we believed in God that we should be 
friends to eVNyone since that was what He 
advocated. 

We thought this over and after a while we ten
tatively made friendly advances and found that 
our companions were just like ourselves, intelli
gent and willing to be friends if we'd only give 
them a chance. Now we are one big happy family 
though it wasn't at all as easy as it sounds, but 
we've learned the hard way that lesson in toler
ance. Our nurse, even though she's very busy 
in her new work, still finds time to write us 
letters of encouragement every day. Her mother 
carries on where she left off and we are all be
g inning to love this as much as our own home. 
We've told this pretty badly but maybe you'll 
understand what we've been trying to tell you 
about this great person who's made life beautiful 

!.If .. C.n lie 11e ... ,,,,,I. ",.;tt"n by Carl Bld.y a nd n ",,, l\o,ek~r. 

for four old women, otherwise lonely and friend -
less. .. 

D. M., H. M., M. A., S. A. 

P.S.-Papa David, if you decide to print our 
letter, please make out the check to our nurse. 
We'd like to do something to show our apprecia
tion of the things she's done for us. 

The Editors of RADIO MiRROR have selected for 
this month's $15 checks the letters that follow. 

"IF YOU GO WITII ME" 

Dear Papa David; 
I was born with a fear of the dark. My mother 

has ohen said she cOj.lld not leave me alone even 
us a baby. 

As I grew older I can vividly remember the 
horror that would grasp and hold me with icy 
fingers as 1 would lie awake in the dark. My 
parents would have scoffed at the idea of a light. 
Foolish to be afraid! I suffered alone. 

My grandfather was a Methodist preacher and 
one of the kindest, sweetest persons who ever 
lived ir, this world. He and my parents taught 
me how God was always near to take care of 
children or anyone who trusted Him. Because I 
could not explain my fears to them, I poured out 
my childish fears to Christ who was very real to 
me. One night in the dark hours before mid
night, I woke and the horror o[ smothering dark
ness fell over me like a stifling blanket. 

In desperation I said, "Christ, I'm a silly child 
to be afraid, but if you will go with me, I'll walk 
around the house and not run a step." 

I immediately rolled out of bed and was soon 
out the front door. Very slowly I walked, deeply 
conscious of a Presence beside me. Slower and 
slower and happier-happier as I walked further. 
The front door came back to me all too soon. I 
stood there looking up at the stars. I was not 
afraid! The night was beautiful. I went to bed 
and felt the darkness about me like the loving 
warmth of a velvet robe. A great bea:uty had 
come into my lile. 

Never again have I been afraid ' in the dark. 
Strength and peace come with the beauty of. the 
night and I love each night even more than the 
beautiful day. • 

B. K.. H. 

• 

IIAPI' INESS IS CULTIVATED 

Dear Papa David: 
When my first baby was very litUe I went to 

a Montana sheep ranch in Bozeman Canyon. I 
had spent all of my life in a city with the fun and 
friendships one takes for granted. Then to be 
transplanted into a frontier country where all 
about me was new and strange and lonely, was 
almost overwhelming. 

My only companion was an old woman-kindlv 
and very wise. The days were ages long to m~: 
She suggested that I ride horseback. I didn't 
know how and I didn't want to learn. She sug
gested that I take a walk and gather wild flowers 
through the afternoons of the beautiful spring 
days we were having. But I said I didn't have 
onyone to gather flowers for. 

One evening as we sat on the doorstep looking 
out into the twilight she said, "1 wonder, dear, 
if you wouldn't like to make a mattress for your 
baby-make every bit of it with your own hands 
-so she can have it when she grows up and 
realizes how it was made and how much love 
was put into it? If you would like to hear it, I 
will tell you about one I made for my little 
grandson." I said I would and she told me how 
she had gathered the wool that clung to the 
barbed wire fences (Con!lnued on page 89) 

UADIO MIRI{QR OJ-' HRS 1 100 EACH MONTH 
FOil YOUR LETTERS 

Somewher~ in ~veryone'l life is hidden a key to 
h~I}I}incu. h rnay I.e a half·for!!oUen friend, a period 
of l ulTeriu!!, an unimportant incident, which sud. 
denly iIluDlinated the whole meaning of life. If 
Ihe re is ! uch n memory in your life, won'l you 
wrile 10 f'apu Dnvid about It? For tbe leller he 
con,ider. bel l eaeh 1I10nlh, Radio Mirror will pny 
one hundrrd dollar!: for each of Ihe othenl that 
we have room enougb 10 prinl, fift~n dollars. No 
le lle ... can be relurned. Addreu your Life Can He 
Beautiful lelle r 10 Palla DlIvid. Radio Mirror :"Ilaga. 
:ti lle, 205 F"'81 42 Slreet, New york Ii, New York. 

I. I.~ • • d U 12 ~_n I'UT. I I'.M . \IIIT,2 1' •. \1. Clrr. ll'.M . • :J)T. on ~JlC ., •• 10 ... 

-
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Joe M .. o.fi~ld i, diredor of tbe Ad~~nturn. R~b~"r8in~ On~ 

of d,~m aft the p"ne;~1 charaden_LaWlOn Zerbe, wh.o ill 

Fran", Elaine Ro.l ..... 1.0 i. In .. a, Hal Studer, ..... 0 playa Ba ... • 

AH lor Yale!" e· 
. ,..- "Three cheers for Frank Merriwell!" 

Listen to them roar approval for that glamor
ous gladiator of the gridiron, that great Amer-
ican hero! It's a nostalgic echo from the era 
when ''Twenty-three skidoo!" was gay talk 
and an ice cream soda set you back five cents. 

He's back-big as life and twice as exciting, 
right out of the dime novel pages. The idol of 
all Young America (ask Dad., be knows) goes 
back into action every Saturday morning in 
NBC's The Adventures of Frank Merriwell. 

That immortal character, created at the turn 
of the century by Burt L. Standish and now 
adapted for radio, has not been streamlined or 
modernized. Dauntless Frank is involved in 
stirring, action-accented stories that recreate all 
the chivalry and chann of the gas-Ught period. 
. Famous landmarks like the Yale Campus. the 
student Fence. the New Haven House are back
ground for Frank's adventures. Back, too, are 
lovely Inza Burrage, his heart-interest, and 
Bart Hodge, his campus chum plus such mem
orable characters as Harry RattJeton, Jack 
Diamond, Dismal Jones, Lazy Bruce Browning, 
Coach and Dean Clark. 

The hero of another day 

proves that Ri~ht will always 

win o' er Mi~ht, while he 

demollstrate. uncal1,l1Y prowe'l! 

on tite Field of HOD or 

T"e c1op - elop of b.oof., the snape of ear

riate wb~ela .tarl ne" protram-eourt.ny 

of I"e Luain-tban-u.ual NBC Sound Stare 

t. O""puately, Bart. inform. In'la tbat FranIt and 
anolber siudent. Roherl M.rline. are to Kule a 

tr-udte ... ith .worda. 10 .... mud come snd intervene! 

3. For a tb.ird time FranIa Muri .... ell Knds Marline'. 

hlade .pinnin .. In .... and Bart La"e ....,ived. hut 

it 100", .. if Fran" will not need help from t"'em. 

2. But the duel i. alread,. on. Marlin ... luntint .t 

hi. cool opponcnt. i. furiou •• nd ham~d. Twiee "' ... 

Fran" dis.rrned thia 8uPpoKdly ellP:"'''' ...... ord.m.n. 

.. Tb~ vidorl A Gne fiture of • man, FranIt ,halon 

banda ... itb Ma .. line, turn. 10 a.,.,..pI. contralul.tion. 

rrom b.i. rriend .. a prideful ......... 11 done" from In_. 
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At he r own fronl gUle or ovcr~ca8 with the U50, 

- wherever Ji!l1l 1I0ei ;& home hec3 u~e dlc's happy. 

Thc flood of nIail Iheir progrll1ll6 hring ;s one 

of til e l a~k8 Ihnl Ihe Mr.Cr~ry ~ IlIckle to~elher. 

m CD # 
'CV EAR c±JEAUTY 

see you a lot but 1 won't fall in love with you be
cause if I fell in love with you, I'd only hur t you." 
Then he added, slowly, " I just want to tell you that 
I've been married and will never marry again." 

It had not occurred to me at that time-why 
shou ld it?-that I was the least in love with h im, or 
ever would be. But those wor ds made such an im
pression on me that I never forgot them or, actuaiJy, 
eve r will. Even now, now we are married, are even 
"Mr. and Mrs." on the air, have a baby, are never 
apart, those words come back to me, haunting. 

\
11 E walked home together that night and I didn't 
., see him again for months, many months .... NOI' 

hear from him. And didn't I'eally care, didn't th ink 
about it. By this time, I'd got to know people in 
New York. I was playing tennis a lot. Al Jolson and 
I had become good friends and every evening eight 
or ten of us from the cast would go to Ute 21 Club 
for dinner. And there were weekends with friends 
in the country. And visits with friends in from Holly
wood. And the very serious young man with the 
newspapers under: his arm began to seem, if I Utought 
about h im at aU, fa r away and long ago. . Then, 
months later, in Chicago with the show, in my mail 
one day 1 found a full-page poster of myself as the 
"First Miss Rheingold" (which I was!) enclosed in 
an envelope. And by my pictured hand, a pen-and 
ink sketch of-a pengu in. Simply that and nothing 
more. lnslantly 1 looked at it, "Te,,!" I said, "Te" 
McCrary!" For a penguin is Tex's sort of signature. 
He loves to draw penguins. He draws penguins 'all 
over lablccloths, on walls, anywhere and everywhere 
he finds an inch of space. He had drawn penguins 011 

the lable at the French Grill that night in Rockefeller 
Plaza. Held drawn penguins on the walls of Al Jol
son's dl'essing-room in the theater in New York. 
(When Paddy was born. he drew pictures o[ a pen
gu in papa running madly up and down a hospit"l 
corridor!) 

In New York again, a few weeks aftel' the show 
opened there, I was told that Te" McCrary wanted to 
do an "Only Human" sketch of me. (One of the "Only 
Human , by Candide" sketches he did for the Mirror 
in those days.) ' 'Te'' is going to do the story after the 
show tonight," oUI; elated press-agent told me. "He 
wants to know if you will go to his apartment, where 
he works. He thinks you can talk. more comfortably 
there than in a l·esUlurant." When, somewhat in doubt 
as to the decorum of going to a young man's apart
ment, I arrived, Tex gr eeted me affably but imperson
ally and offered me, by way of refreshment, gra
ham crackers, honey from Chile and a glass of milk! 

We lalked, I remember , for an hour or two-mostly 
about my background, my family and what my ideal 
life would be. When the interview was over Tc" 



took me downsunrs, called a cab for me, saw me into 
the eab and said "Goodbye; you're on your own 
now!" 

That was that. And I didn't see him again for 
three months! 

When the story came out-the best story ever done 
on me, by the way-it was titled "Girl of the Future." 
"She is the Girl of the Future, because," Tex ex
plained, "she speaks Spanish and English equally 
well and in the future there will be many girls of 
Latin-American parents who will speak both lan
guages equally well." 

Mostly very much in earnest, as he mostly is about 
everything, Tex in the story also poked a little fun 
at me. "When I asked this Beauty," Tex wrote, 
"what her ideal life would be, she said she wanted 
to be married, have five children, live in a ranchy 
sort of place in California, with tennis court and 
swimming pool." He wrote this blue-print of the 
ideal life as a quote from me, then closed the quote 
and added, "Nothing pretentious." Oh, and he also 

quoted me---and correctly-as saying I would neveT 
mm'ryan actor because I couldn't stand a man wear
ing make-up around the house! I have a lot of fun 
with Tex now, laugh at him when, for our television 
shows, he puts make-up on to cover the fact that he 
isn't well shaved. 

Six months later, having gone back to Hollywood, 
made a picture and returned to New York again, I 
was staying at Elizabeth Arden's apartment when the 
phQne rang for me one day and a voice said, "Re
member me?" "Hullo, Tex," I said. "How nre you? 
Where are you?" Tex said, "At the airport. Leav
ing, this minute, for England. Just thought I'd 
call you." 

During the year that followed-the year of no word 
from Tex-at the movies one night there was one 
of the short subjects in the screen series Tex was 
dOing, titled "Ringside Seat with Tex McCrary" and 
there was Tex, looking out from the camera, with 
that very grim, never-smiling look of his and saying 
in a voice that eloquently (Continued on page 78) 
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MARY lind SAM YOUNG 8rc 
Pepper's I)arents. Still much 
in loye, they are adored in 
turn by thei r children. Mary, 
kindly and energetic. manage~ 
her home with a loenevolent 
hand. Sam's hair turns grey 
but his sense of humor ill un· 
dimmed. Grandson Hal ill the 
apple of their eye. Right no .... , 
&1m is lllced wilh business 
losees; his factory was recently 
destroyed by fire. (Marian 
Barney. Thomas Ch.lmcl'$) 

PEPPER and LINDA (right). 
PEGGY and CARTER, are 
happy young married couples. 
Peggy Young married the 80n 
of the wealthy Trenls. Linda 
and Pepper. who were child· 
hood sweethearts, turned 10 

each other again when they 
were mature enough 10 Terog
niz.e the true depth and Sla· 

bilil)' of their alJection. 
(Played by, left to right; Belty 
Wraggc. Burt Brazier Dnd 
Eunice Howard, Mason Adamg) 

LIVING PORTRAITS , 

"To live together III love 



HAn'IE WILLIAMS, widowed and ... ·ilh a 
$mall eon. came long ago 10 be Ihe ~holJ!le
hold help" at Ihe Youngs'. But. youthful 
enough 10 understand the problems of Pep
per's general ion, old enough 10 be a steady· 
ing, uperieneed counselor. iI's years sin<:e 
lIanie's been cons.idered less than a friend. 

(pla)'OO by Greta Knlden) 

NICK HAVENS, clinbby young hachelor. 
oomp lain~ thai all the girls he low:!! love 
someone .Ise. This leaVe!! Nick free 10 be 
the good·nalured "el<lra man," beloved 
by all Ihe young people and indispensable 
whenever the crowd meets for a parly. 

(played by John Kane) 

HANK is carelaker at Lake Ikauregard. 
w~re the Youngs spend their summen. 
Each year Hank fishes wilh Sam Young. 
befriends the young people, and hopes he 
can convince Hallie thaI she ought to 
take his propo!lals of marriage seriously. 

( played by G. Swa)-e Gordon) 



HORACE and IVY TRENT, Carter's parents, 
li~e in Elmwood as gentlemen fannerfl,. Their 
luxurious country estate repre!!CnlS the simple 
life 10 Ihese IWO who, before they knew the 
Youngs, lived a sophisticated urban life in 
Chicago. Horace is contented, feeling Ihal in 
Elmwood he has learned the true valuetil of ex· 
istence; but Ivy, missing the excitement of 
social Chicago, often clashes with her unaf
fected, Elmwood-bred daughter.in.law Peggy. 

(Charles Webster and Irene Huhhard) 

ANDY HOYT, while he wa~ Major Hoyt 
during the war, fell madly in Jove with Pegll:Y's 
best friend, EDIF. GRAY. Marriage has 
changed Edie from a AUllery girl to a 
thoughtful, intensely happy young wife, who 
adOre!! her husband , nd her small daughter. 
I)evoted to his liule family, air-minded Andy 
is al!lO making plans for the CODlmer<:"ial 
air !raMpart line .mich be founded. and whidt 
he hll.8 been operating out of Elmwood. 

(jean Sothern and Blaine Cordner ) 

'1 a. 3,3<1 I'.M. EDT, on NBC 81",lon8. 
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IT'S a warm summer evening an~ all 
over this land of ours families are sit
ting down to supper. In spite of the 

good things on the table many a young
ster, and many a grownup as well, is 
more interested in the dessert course 
that's coming-hoping, if by some chance 
he hasn't already made sure, that it will 
be icc cream. Year in and year out, ice 
cream remains OUI' top choice for dessert 
and for between-meal refreshmenl 
Luckily for family health, ice creams nnd 
sherbets are nutritious; luckily for the 
mothers of growing families, there is an 
almost unlimited variety to choose from. 

If cake with ice cream is a favorite 
combination in your household, try serv
ing it as it is pictured here. The ice cream 
is Ravored with peppermint stick candy 
and the cake is chocolate. To achieve 
the cake design, bake your cake in a 
square pan and. when cake has cooled, 
cut a square piece from the center por
tion, leaVing a frame of the cake. Cut 
the square piece diagonally to make four 
triangles and place them at the sides. 
Fill the center of the cake frame with ice 
cream and there you are. 

'>"'I'permilu S. iek COIIII,. lee Cr eam 

1 tablespoon plain gelatin 
2 cups milk 

'h pound peppermint stick candy, crushed 
Y~ teaspoon salt 
1 pint heavy cream, whipped 

Combine gelatin, milk and haii the 
candy in a saucepan. Heat but do not 
boil, stirring occasionally, until gelatin 
dissolves. Cool. Fold in salt and cream. 
Pour into freezing tray of refrigerator 
and freeze with cold control set at cold
est point When mixture has frozen 
1 inch from sides of tray, turn inCo a 
chilled bowl and beat with a rotary 
beater until mixture is smooth but not 
melted. Fold in remaining candy. Re
turn to freezing tray and freeze until 
firm. Makes 1 quart ice cream. 

Mock I>i~taehio l ee Cream 

1 cup milk 
20 marshmallows, quartered 

Few dropS gt'«,n coloring 
~ teaSpOOn salt 

lY~ teaspoons almond extract 
Y4 teaSpOOn vanilla 
1 c:up heavy c:ream. whipped 

Scald milk, add marshmallows and 
heat until marshmallows are melted, 

• 

stirring constantly so that mixture is light 
and fluffy. Cool. Add coloring (until 
mixture is the desired shade of green), 
salt and flavoring. Fold in cream. Pour 
into freezing tray of refrigerator and 
freeze with the cold control set at the 
coldest point. When mixture has frozen 
about 1 inch from edge of tray, turn into 
a chilled bowl and beal with a rotary 
beater until mixture is smooth but not 
melted. Return to freezing tray and 
freeze until firm. Makes 6 servings. 

M",xic:all Chocola . e 1,,(, Cream 
1 package plain ice eream mix 
2 squares baking chocolate, melted 

'h teaspoon cinnamon 
v.. teaspoon ginger 
Yt teaSpOOn doves 
~It teaspoon nutmeg 
'AI teaspoon vanillo 

Follow directions on package for type 
of ice cream mix used. When mix is pre
pared, stir in remaining ingredients. 
Pour into freezing tray of refrigerator 
and freeze with cold control set at cold
est point. When mixture has frozen 
about 1 inch from edge of tray, turn into 
chilled bowl and beat with a rotary 
beater until mixture is smooth but not 
mehed. Return to freezing tray and 
freeze until firm. Makes 6 servings. 

I>eaeh Moune 
1 cup fmely cut peaches 

'h cup sugar 
Vt teaspoon salt 
Yt cup water 
1 tablespoon plain gelatin 

Vt teaSpOOn almond flavoring 
1 cup heavy cream, whipped 

Heat first five ingredients over boiling 
water until gelatin dissolves. Remove 
froO'!; heat, add (Continued on page 83) 
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FINDING maternity fashions which 
place more emphasis on fashion and 
less on maternity has always been 

a problem for mothers-Io-be, but 
thanks to the wen-designed maternity 
clothes availabJe today, it is possible for 
an expectant mother to be as well 
dressed during pregnancy as at any 
other time. Some of these clothes are 
modeled here by Shirley Mitchell. Shir
ley, who is Leila Ransome in NBC's The 
Great Gilders'eeve, in private life is the 
wife of Dr. Julien H. Frieden. Some 
day she hopes to be buying such a 
war8robe lor herself. Meantime, she 
is taking notes for that future day. 

Designed by Edith Phillips, these 
clothes are adaptations of the smartest 

1' .. 1,,1 10 1001. if'- than )our 

,,~,t "'''" "hi! .. al II,,· ... " ... 

of regulal' fashions. All are, necessarily. 
expandable. 

Fortunately, a very moderate sum 
plus careful planning can result in a 
wardrobe which will turn the wearer 
out well dressed at all times. An im. 
portant detail is to have the maternity 
wardrobe varied as to style, color and 
fabric, but faithful to the type of 
clothes which are becoming. Expectant 
mothers should try to have two pretty 
wash frocks for home wear, a hostess 
robe, a classic dress and a suit. 

To focus attention on the face rather 
than on what irrevocaBly becomes a 
"bulging middle," select dresses which 
use a contrasting fabric at the neck and 
shoulder and weal' eye·catching hats. 

-and 

IF you are expecting your first baby 
and have recently experienced the 
thrill of buying the first small gar

ments for the newcomer, Sharon Doug
las has a few pointers for you. Sharon, 
heard in NBC's The Life of Riley and 
.on the Dennis Day and Judy Canova 
shows, is the wife of movie executive 
Edward Nassour and the mother of very 
young Edward Junior. One of radio's 
newest mothers, she took some pains to 
become well informed on the basic re
quirements of a first wardrobe. 

Your pediatrician no doubt has told 
you, as Sharon's told her, that except 
for special occasions babies are better 
off wearing simple nighties, shirts and 
wrappers. Sharon's basic list includes a 
half dozen shirts and a half dozen 
nighties of the tie or ·slip.on variety, 
made of knit wear, which is easy to 
wash and requires no ironing: three 
dozen diapers, which is a minimum 
number but enough for the inevitable 
dai ly Jaundry; four simple cotton re
ceiving blankets, which are useful at 
bath time and as light covers; and sev
eral nursery pads which she considers 
life savers both for holding the baby 
and for keeping his bed clean and fresh. 

For the "special" occasions most par
ents will want one or two pretty dresses 
or nighties and a wrapper or sacque, 
but because th('v wi'l be outgrown so 

\lIr,c lILlie, of_ Ih" 
Il ohhy II"r ... ~h"I" 

1H.,i"" ~hJr"" Doug, 
I:u hoI''' ilh .11' rye 
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'liII lI .. dll"'l ·'no". The h3h~ 1lI'1~ 1001. ,,,Iorahl,. in II ...... 

lid.. ,. rI ... r t"'ir ... I)'-Ih'r hunk tI", n"'nt·~ . 

soon these are definitely extra. A sum
mer baby or one born in a mild climate 
will not need many outer garments. so 
booties and caps are another extra. 
Winter babies will need light but warm 
covering for head, shoulders and feet. 

The general trend is to keep rooms 
at an even temperature and use light 
coverings for the baby, In place of a 
bassinet, which an infant outgrows 
quickly, a basket with diapers and a 
small pad for bedding may be substi
tuted, at quite a saving. Three or lour 
crib sheets and two or three blankets 
will provide sufficient cover. 

A very important part of any layette 
is the aTl'ay of nursing bottles and the 
-sterilizer. The type of bottle used may 
vary according to personal preference, 
A half dozen eight-ounce bottles with 
nipples, a smaller bottle for water and 
orange juice, a bottle and nipple brush 
and a pitcher for formula mixing are 
sufficient, Sterilizing equipment can be 
as simple or as elaborate as desired; 
even a large pan will be adequate. 

Toiletries are important. Many 
pediatricians recommend plain boric 
acid, cornstarch and mild oil rather than 
fancy, hut not always necessary, prod
ucts. 

"Your baby is a person," Sharon says 
earnestly, "not a doll to be dressed up 
and played with." 
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1>1:1< "'''''''''not T.ea""", 011>(1"""" 
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- horn ninel~en }ear ~ alto in Fink~. 
h urgh. Maryland. IHII1, 300, &he 
gre w up ' inging; had a we eki)' 
ollomon,d ~IJot on WBAL while 
,,"ending hi(l:h ~chOol in Ualtimore 
"nd got ""oth"r spon~or (In WFBR 

for II grilduillion .,resent. She wenl 10 Lo! An(l:ele~ for 
lome dub bookingl ; tired of '\\'"1 Coati night life; 
came home and lIudilioned for Slimmy Kaye .. 'hen he 
...... appearing al a B.himore IhelUer. So he . icned her . 

< • . 
':311 
6:46 

':00 
11:15 
':30 
II:~S 

10:00 
IO'1l 
10:30 

10'.5 

11:00 
11 :11 
l1'lD 
11:'5 

12:00 
11:18 

12:30 
12;'S --, .. 
1,\5 
1:30 
1 "5 

2:00 
2:1, 
2:lD 
2:.5 , .. 
3:15 
3:lD 
3,Q , .. 
. ,15 .:. .:.5 

-\III. <I pre-metl 61udenlilL Ihe lmi. 
,,,nily of PiusLurj(h wh"n lack of 
funtl ~ made him lurn to radio. Hi& 
lir ll job was a~ on announcer at 
KDKA, This nude 100 tough II 
schedule alon,: " ' ilh hi s I)re·med 

\lork ~o he ~ .... itched and h« ame " Ullchelor of Arlt. 
Next he t~l!kl",d N~w York and joined CBS. Now he's 
m,c, on Ih" Winner Tllke All program and unnounces 
se~'e ral of the olher p"!,ulaf show~ of Ih;>\ network. 
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-, .. [dwlrd TomlinlOll rIM' v_ """ ...... 1 SloIUfday CIIIICWI c"'. Section U. S. A. 
1:11 fort Moon", ,,30 n.... Sun, Shine DanceOr<:llNllll. Datlco Orti'I",ra 

"" KfOjl Cole Trio Jan August alld HI, 
Pill"" Magic 
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!:30 Trulh 01 Con ... The 801ter Hall r a""," , Ju .... Trill, Sweeney and M ..... 
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I:lD Can You Tap nol. HIGhAdYf!nl,," M ....... nd Mr. ,,., ..... Sfltutda, Nigld ... -. 
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-the Xe .. Or leans redhead, .. · .. s a 
dancer at Ihirlcen but had 10 (on· 
'Iuer a I)' rup)' S(luthcm ~cccnt he
(OJ" she could become an aClre!lS. 
She currently combine. work in 
the thea ter and movies .. ith her 

r .. dio rllfeer and i9 Annie Marfe Teml)leton on NBC's 
WOlman in White. Monday, th rough Fridays at 2;15 
P.M., EDT. Her work in 3 full hlllllih 16 mill film, The 
People'! Chuice, is bringin" her fan mai l frtlm South 
Afr i ~a. Indiu, Hawai i lIud Ihe Philillpine IsllInd$. 

OFF THE AIR 

JACK SMITH'S practically running a sideline busi
ness. All last Sprin~ he was busy shopping for 
antiques. He worked himself up a stock of them 

that filled, the way it looked to us it would be better 
to say, jammed, three rooms and his garage. Now 
he's peing kept on the run all the time by calls from 
swank New York galleries and the people who run 
antique shows. They're always tracking famous 
pieces to him and asking to borrow them for exhibi
tions. I'd hate to be sitting on one of his fine chairs 
when a request came through for it to be shown. 

• • • 
Nick Carter has become such a radio feature that 

we're willing to bet almost no one ever thinks of the 
original books on which thc character in the script 
is based. Lon Clark. who plays Nick, decided to do 
a little special remembering on his own and recently 
paid a visit to the widow of the author at the house in 
Connecticut where many of the books were written. 
Lon was kind of thrilled to see all the mementoes of 
"Carter" which Mrs. Haryot H. Dey has kept intact. 
He was particularly pleased to be allowed to use an 
old cylinder-keyed Multiplex typewriter, on which 
the serials were first written by Frederick Dey-and 
to find the machine still in working condition. 

• • • 
You'd think that any you ng girl who works for 

Perry Como and comes up against the glamor of radio 
all the time would be inclined to have mike ambi
tions. But Edith Landesman , who acts as Perry's 
secretary when she isn't attending classes at New 
York University, has no such inclinations. She's 
majoring in radio, but she says she's the only student 
who doesn't want to sing or act. What she really 
wants to do is become a movie producer and her big
gest disappointments in liCe, to date, have come about 
when Como has gon e to the coast for his picture 
appearances. She has always been right in the middle 
of cla~ses and has had to stay in New York. 

• • • 
A lot of hopeful radio actors are getting valuable 

experience and making a little money on the side, 
through an idea started by J ackie Kelk, who plays 
Homer in the Aldrich Family show. A while back, 
when Jackie was rehearsing with a Broadway show, 
he couldn't. make aU the rehearsals of the radio pro
gram. It was Jack ie's suggestion that line-reading 
stand- ins be used when he couldn't be there. That 
worked out so weB that now lots of radio directors 
are breaking in n ew talent by using the actors and 
actresses as stand -ins when regular cast members 
have confticting time schedules. 

• • • 
The next Charlie Chan picture you see will have a 

new actor in the role of the smooth-spoken Chinese 
detective. Roland Winters has been signed to re
place the late Sidgey Toler in the part originally 
created by Warner Oland. Winters is a fea tured actor 
now on the MBS roster, appearing regularly on the 
Treasure Hour of Song and the Fishing and Hunting 
Club shows on that network. 

• • • 
We hear that Georgia Gibbs, who's been doing such 

a swell job as one of the singing leads in the summer 
show that replaced the Eddie Cantor stanza, has been 
offered the lead in a Broadway musical that debuts in 
October. Hope the rumor is true. Her Nibs deserves 
the breaks. already. She's been one of the best song 
stylists in these parts for years and with her that label 
doesn't mean-as it so often does with "stylists"
th at she can't sing. She ca n take a tune and twist it 
a round where you live, better than anybody we've 
heard in a long time. Good luck. Georgia. 

• • 
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-= EXPLORING THE UNKNOWN SUBSTITUTES FACTS FOR FEARS 

J. John Howard ca me home from hb office one 

night to find his wife, Marilla, angry and 1-year

old Larry in leun. To John's worried, "What', the 

trouble, 80n?" Lnrry lobbed, "I just asked Mom 

for II haby brolller-wlly did Ihal make her mad?" 

2. Aller Larry waa in bed John !aid, "I know fOU 

.... ant sliolher child JUSI PI much as I do, dear." 

Memory or Ihe 8eari llg pain or Larry's birlh 

5wCpt o,·c r Marlhn nnd she ~hook her head. " I 

ca,,' ( 110 Ihro., gh Ihal ng!lin, John. I'm nfmid." 

t~pl .... ln. I h~ U"lmo"'" 

I. b ...... dc •• t oyer MilS 

Sund.)'. 9.ou 1'. \1 . t:OT. 

Mar.h. lIow.rd "I.,...d 

1>, Vlr.lnl. 11o .......... , 

John. 10, S • .,phen eo .. rt . 

I~i, .. " I) ... ...., ... 1 •• 0 .. . 1'1 

W.,,,dell lI"ro""., ..... r', 
1>, ""it" ~-ih,,.. .. kk. 

I'holo • • • ,.h ..... oIe wllh 

, .... .,..." ..... 'Ion or The 

Ne ... \' ... k ... Il., .... ,. 

JOHN and Martha Howard and 7-
year-old Larry were a happy family, 
but fear shadowed their happiness. 

Though she passionately longed for 
another child, Martha was unable to 
forget the pain Larry's birth had 
caused. She and John had been vaca
tioning when her labor began; miles 
from modem drugs and skilled care, 
with only John's help, she had gone 
through such agony that she could not 
face the thought of another child. 

Dr. Lewiston, who understood her 
conflict, explained matemity anes
thesia to Martha. "Twilight Sleep was 
the combination of morphine, to relieve 
pain, and scopalamine, to induce for
getfulness of the ordeal. When it was 
found that morphine tended to inter
fere with the baby's breathing if given 

too close to birth, a new drug, demerol, 
replaced it. Another technique, con
tinuous caudal anesthesia, is the injec
tion of metycaine into the caudal end 
of the spinal canal. Usually it does 
away with all pain by numbing the 
lower part of the body, which is why 
it is not used in all cases. You see, a 
certain amount of pain prompts the 
mother to bear down and help move 
the baby, but if she is completely free 
from labor she doesn't cooperate. Then 
delivery is delayed. Nitrous oxide, now 
used Widely, allows the patient to re
main conscious so she can cooperate, 
but dulls first-stage labor pains and 
takes the agony out of the second stage." 

Visits to the New York Infirmary 
completed Martha's re- education. Lar
ry's delighted with the newest Howard! 

RADIO MIRROR for BETTER LIVING 

3. At John'. urlin, Martha went to ~ee their 

family dOCIO., Dr. Lewiston, who explained Ibal II 

lecond hirth il nc\'cr 10 difficult as II first, thell ICn' 

her 10 TIle New York Infirmary to talk to mOlher. 

who had heen hel ped in childbirth by nncSihesia. 

~. TIle Howard3 ne 51il1 

one of the nicesl YOUnt; 

families you wi ll ever meel, 

and the,. are one of Ihe very 

hallpicil, 100. There i l a 

brand new brother for Lar .. y, 

Dnd Marthn no .... know! Ihal 

her fear of delilery ... ·" 5 ex· 

Ilgt;e rllted. Medical ~ricnce 

ha ~ ",!lue normlll birth so 

nearlY IJ:l illl e~8 tltnt nowomlln 

need fellr it , or worrf for 

her own .·, ' ''ty or her child's. 

--------------------~., 

I 

.. .,~. 

~~~i~i~a~,· •• ~,~2Z&&a .. ____ _ 

4. [nc:oura,ed by the mother" own storiel of 

thdr experiences with onenhesia. Martha went with 

Dr. ;\laeAfee of tbe Infirmary staff 10 lee lome of 

the babies. " I want a baby of my own more Ihan 

ever 110W," she ~ id softly. "'and now I'm not afraid." 

• • 
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Step lip and ask your qllestions-we' li try 10 find the answers 

(,10R VOUR INFORMATION-If there'S something yoU want 
f to know about radio, write to Information Booth. RadIo 

Mirror. 205 E, 42nd St .. N. Y. We'lI answer if we can. either' 
In InformatIon Booth or by mall-but be sUre to sign full name 
and address. and attach this box to your letter. 

Oear E,lilor: 
Can you plea!1e 

artists for which I 
Hlr)' much! (And 

Northfork. W. Va. 

LET'S HE .'AIU 

!!i"e me the addre!'SeS of the following radio 
am enclosing a stamped em'elope? Thank l'OU 

there follows a list of twenty·six names.) 
Miss E. C. 

Ire said il in March and we say il again. We cannot ghe the 
personal addresse .• of fIIdio artists. I'm sure if )"01' stop to can, 
sider ),ou'll realhe what it would mean if we did. Rodio slqr .. 
love /0 ((e/ your [elters of approt'al---or of criticism-but it's hardly 
lair to bombard their ho_mes with these evidences of your interest 
wh'en all radio nelwork$ have de{J<lrlments well equipped and 
waiting for your letlers, So (,ddress all lellers in care of the 
studio or network. Remember that )'ou ~'alue rour own primcy
let's let our favorite radio people have theirs. 

GOLDEN VOICE STILLED 

Dear Editor: 
I would like to know what has hap· 

pened to Frank MUnn, who !;tIng for such 
a long number of years on the American 
Album of Familiar Music. Is he on all· 
other program? 

E. E. S. 
Atlanta, Ga. 

FTatlk Munn, known for years /U "the 
Goldell Voice of Rodio," is no longer on 
lhe air. He had a .Ierious iI/ness some lime 
IIgO, and his physician hIlS ordered Test. lie 

. thought he might give up radio work temporarily, but doctor's 
orders say his retirement must be permanent. Man)', many peaple 
have wrilten us about him-he is sincerely missed by a large and 
derated (lUdience. 

NICK AND NORA 

near Editor: 
I hal'e heen burillj!: rour magazine for 

years and enjoy it very much, especially 
your re"ised euition. Will you please print 
pictures of The Ad"elltures of the Thin 
'Ion? Li,t.miuj!: to radio programs and 
coller!int: llictllres of radio stars is my 
hobL~' and The Thill Mall is m)' fa"orite 
proj!:ram. Thank ),OH. 

Miss R. L. 
:\ Ioultrie, Go. 

Look right for the picture YOI' Wll11l. 
Les Damon (lIld Claudia Morgan, Nick 
and Nora Charies, respectivel),. The Thin M illi series i$ heard 
over CBS stations Friday evelling,! at 8:30 EDT. 

SEQUEL 

Dear Editor: 
Please tell me wh~t has hecome of Cliff \rqueUe and T,'ler 

McVey, of Glamour Manor. Alld also I used to lIsten to LIfe Can 
Be Beautiful. Can )'OU tell me where it's gone? This is ::. program 

of which I\'e alw8)s been fond and I hate to miss it. 
Mrs. H. F. 'j 

We told ollr readers a while back ahoUi r:UU Arquelle-thall 
has gone into the 10), business ill r:alifornia. Tyler McYey is Irel 
la/l~'illg 0/1 sllch shows 0$ ABC's Dark rellture (MOlldll)'s) . Li 
Can Be Beautiful dM change networks some lime al;0; it is lUll 

heard o.'er NBC stations weekday allerrwon.! al 3:00 EDT. 

ORIGINAL RADIO GIRL 

Dear Editor: 
My hohby has beell clipping new~ of 

radio stars. I have three books I ha"e 
made, h hich I am ver)" proud of. I ha"e 
quite a hit of news in my first book about 
a certain lady who was called '"the Orig. 
inal Radio Girl," My dipping tells how 
she went up in an elevator, then climbed 
three flit:hts of creak\' stairs to meet a 
famou s radio en;!ineer: The buildin!! was 
the old World Buildillg in New York, 
He turned a switch: strange-looking 
bulbs lij!hted up. He glanced at a meter 
on the wall, placed D c rude micropholle 
before the wOlldering girl and said. "You are about to hecome t~ 
first woman ever to sing for people and continents illvisible." Thl 
famous radio engineer was Dr. Lee Det"orest, and the lady' 
name was Vaughn DeLeath. 

Washington, D. C. 
Mrs. B. E. ( 

ThaI WaS in January, 1920, when radio was in its infancy. D 
DeForest's remark on thot first historic occasion was prophelic
lIIiss Def.eath was, some time later, among Ihe fir .• t America; 
radiQ artisl-S to be heard by European listeners ill a transatlanti 
broadcast. 

WHICH SIDE OF HI E tAW? 

Dear Editor: 
We ha,"e listellcd to The Ad,"entu!! 

of Sam Spade ever since it came all tl 
air. We think Howard Duff plays II 
part beauti fully. and we would like f 
see a picture of him in your magaziD 
Couldn't you just prim one little piChI!! 

Misses T. alld 1 
Wynllewooo, Pa. 

G/adly we gil"c )'ou a picture 0/ Sa 
S(lade. Stran~ely enough, Howard D"I 
first dramatic role w/u that of a ma 
derer.' And Ihe great ambition of radii 

tough prirale deteelire is /0 play Ih"t arch_murderer. Richard I 

AND NEVER THE TWAIN SHALL MEET 

])ear Editor: 
I noticed a letter from :\1 ..... F. P., Vallejo, California, II 

ing shout a program yOIl said was Heart's Desire. We ne"cr her 
that. hut we do hear one that allswers :\Irs, f.'. P.'s descriptio. 
Free For All, heard o"er CBS Saturday afternoon al I :30 PST. 

i\lrs. E. A. 
Sih-erton, Ore. 

So aWII)' of our West Coast readers have wrillen UJ "bout ~ 
Ihal we feel an explallOlioll is called for. Neither program 
heard all ot'er the CO/lTllry·. And iusl as Mrs. S. doesn't IW 
Heurl's Desire, Eastern lislener .• con't get Free For All. /Phid 
whol caused the mixup in the first "lllfe. 



c~ 6ab~ of New York Ci t y if blonde and hlue-eyed. lIer 

II~'/{ RING-a {a'se 
dinm<>nd, .. ,ilh 
""suell<, du.m<>nd. 

"Blush-Cleanse your face 
Tonight" 

.-IDI' IS t:S TIllS I. Q V t-:LY t.WCAC ED CIH.L 

"A hlush·cleanse makes me feel I've done 
wme/king special fo r my face," lIIIyll Celia 
Babcock. Read how her new "hlush·cleanse" 
heauly care with Pond'lI Cold Cream can help 
your $kin hue Ihatlovely, soft look. 

Warm your IIkin thoroughly with a face 
cloth drenched in good warm waler. 

_ you. /""" i. ready lor r fUJ i clea''''n. 
O"er your receptively warm, moist skio 
"biusll-c/.earl#" by swirling on plenty of 
Pond'lI Cold Cream. Tissue off well . 

_Ihi • • oflen. ,,,eay ,Uri a nd make-ul' 

Now-a quick second 8wirliug of Pond's ta 
rinse pore-openings thoroughly. Tissue off. 

_It .. t I."ce. of .tirl .. btu, h_r'''''''' ... ca y 

Tingle your clean, clean face with a splash 
of cold water. mot dry. 

-/."./, c%r flood. your . kin 

H'SULT_you glow wi th cleslme8ll ! 

See how t he persuasive de",ulcMt action 
of Pond'lI Cold Cream has helped free your 
~kin of make.up and dirt. You r face feels 
clean·fresh ... 80fter, silkier to touch ... 
has a lovely blush of color! Etv!ry nighl give 
your face thia blush-cleanse and rinse with 
Pon<l's. £L'ery morning juat a brisk bluah· 
r;nac with Pond's. Buy. big convenient.to_ 
u,e jar of Pond's Cold Cream loday. 

complexion hall the soft (re8lme18 of . n enoir paill iing. Daught er of the 

Joseph Park Babcocb, she aUem1ed New York 'lI (lI8hionaMe Finch 

Junior College, is ensaged to Peter Van Dyk Berg of Shor t lI ill", N. J . 

L-----------------------.L~c.J~ ia Babcock "y", "My Cae" b .. ":h:.~":.:·_:~'~;:;h:·":,-:i;;;7~~:;;:~~ 

Women know 

what Pond's Cream can do 

for them 

That Is why far more 

women use Pond's Cream 

than any other 

Some oj the Boo1ltiJ1I1 Women oj Socicty 
It'lto IMe PQmfs 

Vi"co""leU Bridporl, UucheS$ of Bronte 

Mrs. Franklin D. lloose"elt, Jr. 
Mrs. Ernesl du Ponl, lr. 

The Prineeaa Guy de Polignac 

Mfa. George Whitney, Jr. 
The i\ lurchioness of Milford Ih ven 

, 
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ProJucer E.erell Neill of KDKA is proudest or 

Malli e Melot/ie •. his Sunda)' afternoon ,'fogram. 

~ 
\.' NEILL. ot KDKA's production staff, alwal's wanted 
to be a band leader. Born into a musica family

, his mother is a singer; two uncles direct choirs and 
a cousin is superintendent of musk in the schools at 
Oran~e, Mass.-Ev started out when he was eight by 
studYing the violin. 

"It was all right, too," he recalls. "I liked it. It didn't 
both ~r me that the other kids were playing baU, or cops 
an i robbers, I got a lot of fun out of that fiddle." 

He didn't get a chance to realize his dream of be
('omin~ a band leader, however, until he was 14 and 
in high school. Then he got a band together. In addition 
to school affairs, he and his orchestra played at local 
resorts. 

In 1936 he got into radio as a stafT pianist at various 
dis trict stations and by 1940, he had done his share oJ 
a:mouncing. and producing and he became a pro,,!r am 
m anager. He served as program manager at two Pitts
burgh district stations until 1944 when he joined the 
staff at KDKA. 

Milrried-his wife is the former Martha Jane Muller, 
whom he met at a University of Pittsburgh prom at 
which he played in 1939-he regards the future of his 
daughter, Janice Lee, 6, as his most important hobby. 
She wants to make her career in radio. 

Ev i ~ of Scotch-English descent. His mother was born 
in ? ';1'Zance; England, and when she isn't busy with her 

[verell Neill. Bernie Armstfong, Don Bait iSle, Bun ASlon 

and Ellen Foley, of l\1a,ic: Melodies, ,ather for a hroadca~t. 

choir work, she loves to recall tne old English folksongs. 
But Ev, because of his orchestra work, was kept too 
busy with the songs America loves. That's why, when 
he met Lord Thain, who was visiting at Pittsburgh, he 
had to confess he didn't know the English folksongs. 
Neill had taken his orchestra to play at a reception (or 
the Londoner. He knows the British tunes now, though. 
When Lord Thain returned to England he sent Neill 
a book of English folksongs, "so that you can play them 
for me when I retul71 to Pittsburgh." 

Neill's production jobs at KDKA include, Memory 
Time, local network show; Brunch With Bill. Songs You 
Love to Hear, and his own show, Magic Melodies, a 
Sunday afternoon feature, 

During his many public appearances with his or
chestra, popular at society functions in the KDKA area, 
he plays piano. 

Of all the work he has done in radio, he is prou::!est 
of Magic Melodies. It's a unique combination of two 
pianos, celeste, Hammond organ and guitar . 

The program features four topnotch musicians of 
versatihty. and experience in working together as a 
unit-Neill, producer, who plays piano and celeste: Don 
Battiste, guitar; Bernie Armstrong, Hammond organ, 
and Buzz Aston, piano and vibraphone, who is also 
m.C. and vocalist. Ellen Foley, popular radio singer, is 
the group's fe:nlle vocalist. 



1M story of a guy that women go fOr! 

JOHN GARFIELD. 
LILLI PALMER#Y 

anH introducing exciting 

H A Z E L B R 0 0 K S .itll E WILLIAM CONRAD· JOSEPH PEVfHY 1O.:ii'":;~SEM 
ANNE REVER I r ll l ll~,LI~:'~'~'~~~ :B;:=:~A P~L~NSKY IDI~t::rIlS 

as ALICE RELEASED THRU UNITED ARTISTS R 
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in the world and current events. Item 
three-an intense enjoyment of life. 
Item four (and a must)-a sense of 
humor. 

You can't be around Tom Turnage 
for long without responding to his ir
repressible sense of humor--or recog
nizing that behind it is a fellow with 
plenty on the ball. A man who knows 
what he wants and isn't too impressed 
by luck. Most men, married to a very 
lovely radio star, would want to take 
her out and show her off, to parade 
his choice. But Tom and Jane spend 
their evenings quietly, reading or 
blckering in friendI;y fashion over two
handed bridge or gm-rummy. 

He'll never be just the "husband" of 
Jane Adams. Tom isn't too proud to 
help her with the dishes when they're 
both tired at ni$ht, or share in her 
problems-but hlS ambitions arc as 
great for himsell as for her. He's a 
man Jane can look up to. And he's a 
man who knows what he wants and 
goes after it. 

THERE was no one particular rival, 
when he met Jane. But the way that 

phone kept ringing every time he 
visited her house! Plenty of hopeful 
suitors were burning up thc wires to 
get a date with Jane. 

But the lady said no. And "yes" to 
Tom. 

They were engaged three months 
after they met. Then he was shipped 
off to Germany and Jane was left to 
wait, impatiently, at home. Their 
plans were made, but it was for mar
riage after the war. 

Instead, when Tom came home on a 
thirty-day leave, preparatory to head
ing westward for the Pacific and the 
war with Japan, they threw those care
ful, sedate plans out the window and 
hunted up a preacher. Arguments for 
and against waiting until the end of 
the war had taken up twenty days of 
his precious leave; they only had ten 
left (or the honeymoon. And then 
there were thirteen long months more 
of waiting until Tom was finally home 
and released in the winter of 1946. 

So, actually, they are still newly
weds, though it was two years ngo they 
married. 

They are having all the problemsand the fun-of starting out their 
lives together this year. The same 
post-wnr problems of housing they 
shared with millions of other veterans' 
families in America. Though they 
have finally found their litHe white 
bungalow, in the San Fernando Valley 
and just fifteen minutes from Holly
wood and the radio station-now they 
are running into the exasperations of 
ordering rugs and furniture-and then 
waiting. And waiting. 

The Hoors of some rooms are bare. 
The livin~ room has only one chair. 

That chair stands for something. 
Perhaps for Jane's exquisite taste and 
her desire for beautiful things-but 
also it stands for Tom's patient under
standing. 

The first time he saw it-and the 
piano-and the dozens o( gorgeous, 
rare, antique cups J,we had collected
he cast a dubious eye. The chair had 
lovely lines. Its high curved. back 
and its graceful legs and arm rests 
spoke softly of the expert hands that 
had fashioned it, centuries ago. 

But Tom is a big man. The size that 
needs a d"~"~le support when he leans 

Jane-Not Plain 
(Continued from page 33) 

or sits. And the first time he sat in The 
Chair-"crackl" went the arm rest. 

It's the test of his understanding that 
Tom still sympathizes with Jane's pas
sion for rare, old things. He didn't yell 
"Take it away!" the first time he saw 
the magnificently-carved-but over
size-grand piano that is much too 
large for their cottage living room. 
Instead, he waited for Jane to make 
up her own mind. Now she sighs a 
little wistfully as she looks at it, but 
she's quite reconciled to seeing it go. 

She's still keeping her Eighteenth 
Century decor firmly in mind as she 
and Tom plan and paint and paper 
their house. But she has scaled it 
down to size, and is subtly blending in 
some modern pieces. As she, herself, 
says: "I kept collecting all the time 
Tom was away. Now we have an
tiques-and nothing else. And not 
enough of those to go around!" 

Now she and Tom are starting with 
fundamentals and working up to the 
final touches. Ther painted bedroom 
and hallway and kitchen; papered the 
dining room. It's kitehen curtains Jane 
is worrying about now-the petit point 
can wait for later. And she'll have you 
know that nine yards of gingham went 
into that one ruffled kitchen window 
valance, and she ruffled every yard 
herself. She's making her own lamp
shades and there'll be no botched 
edges or slap-dash about them . . . 
she's taking a course in lamp-shade
making at a local department store. 

Cooking is cooperative at the 
Turnages. Jane is learning and Tom 
contributes the specialties he picked 
up back in Texas and in the Army. 
The steaks he broils. The fancy des
serts are hers. For vegetables and 
casseroles and such Jane sticks to the 
cookbook and Tom kibitzes. They 
wash the dishes together. 

BEST of all Jane and Tom prefer quiet 
evenings at home when they can jUst 

catch up on all the back talk they've 
been hoarding during those last two 
war years. All their childhoods they 
have to share with each other ... and 
their plans. 

And Tom can never get over mar
veling at all the different lives his 
Jane has packed into her few years. 

He has to hear all about how she 
studied the violin in Germany. And 
how she was a model for Harrr Con
over in New York. Her televiSIOn ap
pearances-her radio career. 

For such a young person, Jane has 
crammed a lot of adventurous living 
into her lite. She has made public 
appearances under three different 
names-no, four-now that she's Mrs. 
Tom Turnage. 

Born Betty Jane Bierce in San An
tonio, Texas, her family moved to 
California when she was still a child. 
Jane never went through the ugly 
duckling stage----right from the Orst 
she was the belle of the pigtail-and
skinned-knee grammar-school crowd. 
And the litlle boys who fought over 
who should carry her schoolbooks 
home were properly overawed when 
it was found that liltle Betty Jane had 
brains as well as looks. 

At the age o( five she had been given 
an 1Q-fntelligence Quotient-test. 
and found to be the second brightest 
child in the state of California! 

At fifteen she graduated from 
Beverly Hills High Sehool. The violin 

was the ruling passion of her life al 
this time, and a year later-so talented 
was she-she was chosen concert 
mistress of the Los Angeles All-City 
High School Orchestra. She was ol
fered two musical scholarships and she 
was sent to Germany to study under 
the European masters. 

Betty Jane Bierce was off to a fine 
start in a highly promising career. 

Then how was it that a lew years 
later we find-not Betty Jane, concert 
violinist-but "Poni" Adams, a New 
York model? One and the same per
son? 

The cause of it all was that Betty 
Jane had discovered the stage and 
knew that more than anything else 
she wanted to be an actress. Thf" 
violin was a fine instrument of sell
expression, but it paled beside the dis· 
covery of finding that she, herself. 
could be an instrument-her voice. 
her hands, her hidden talents for act· 
ing. She sbandoned music and took 
ul? drama, studying at the Pasadena 
Playhouse. 

J. FEW years laler she decided it was 
11 time to try her wings. She would 
go to New York and-since would-be 
actresses must eat-she would get a 
job as a model. 

It's hardly an exaggeration to say 
she became a model the minute she 
stepped off the train. Jane went 
straight from the station to the famous 
Hal'rr Conover's office, a,nd without 
any mtroduction other than her very 
photogenic face, she was hired. And 
two days later she became Poni Adams, 
christened so by Conover. The new, 
odd name had publicity value. 

In New York she went right on 
studying. And in between modeling 
engagements she brushed up on her 
contacts with radio producers. Her 
first job was in television-which 
showed sense on the part of somebody. 
Poni was definitely a girl to be seen, 
as well as heard. 

A while ago the same sponsor who 
now engages Jane's talents on Darts 
for Dough sent her to HolJywood to 
make commercial motion picture 
shol·tg to advertise his product. Holly': 
wood was captivated by young Poni 
and talent scouts buzzed around. 

When Darts for Dou~h was put on 
the air. Poni came With it and has 
been on the show ever since. for three 
years. Through it, she was signed to 
a contract by Universal Studios. and 
her name was changed once again. 

This time the christenin(l' was not 
left in the hands of one Illdividua l. 
The studio held a contest for service_ 
men to name their new starlet, and 
m!i1 loads of suggestions came from 
GIs stationed all over the world. Per
haps it was a tribute to Jane's fresh, 
wholesome beauty. Perhaps it w?s in
dicative of the men's longings for home 
-of the dreaming of American 
soldiers stationed in foreign, exotic 
lands for the familiar and the wei!
remembered; for the girl next door 
and the corner drug store and family 
ties-that these soldiers voted over
whelmingly for just plain "Janc." 

And so Jane she hecame---Jane 
Adams. 

As Jane Adams she has built her 
radio success, not only on Darts for 
Dough. but with frequent appearances 
on Radio Theater and on The Whistler. 

Now, to all these different careers 



she has had. Jane is adding another. 
Marriage. And to this new one she 
brings the best she has learned from 
the others. 

She has brought a fine sense of 
give-and-take, which is only learned 
through years of working with other 
people. Take the matter of the 
Turnage rumpus room, for example. 

How many servicemen have come 
home bearing precious mementos of 
their battle experience and their life 
in foreign lands-only to see these 
souvenirs stuffed away in a closet be
cause the wife can't fit them in? 

Not so Jane. Tom was lucky ... be
cause she is planning the room around 
the souvenirs. It's an amazingly at
tractive room-amazing, because it's 
coming out just the way she planned. 
Grass rugs on the fl oor, fish netting 
looped over walls and for window 
drapes, big comfortable couches, and 
room for all of Tom's war souvenirs 
10 blend in nicely. The Japanese 
samurai swords, the lanterns, the fans, 
embroidery pieces, the Japanese hand
made dolls and the exquisite tea set
these are the motif around which 
the rest of the room is being built. 

She still plays the violin_beauti_ 
fully-but only for her own and Tom's 
enjoyment. Their tastes are the same 
and she can switch easily in one eve
Iling from Sibelius to simple folk SOn$8. 

From her modeling J ane learned tne 
easy, efficient care of face and figure. 
Such grooming is bread and butter to 
Harry Conover girls and Jane taught 
hersell to avoid the over-dressed look 
-the too-difficult hair-do--the too
romplicated routine with fancy creams 
and lotions. She does her own hair 
and its style is simple and suitable for 
the good bones of her face. She keeps 
in trim at the movie studio gym every 
morning, but, in the past when she had 
~o gym, she exercised at home. 

IIODELING also gave her poise which 
. is invaluable before the microphone 
ill' on the movie set or even just when 
she is being hostess at home. She 
likes to do things with a certain air
Ihe best linen and candles on the table 
even when it's only dinner for two. 

Even when she's in blue jeans and 
out weeding in the garden she never 
seems to have that grubby, harassed 
air that amateurs usually ~et. She 
enjoys it, but she doesn't let It get the 
best of her. At least, not often-and 
then only when it concerns gophers. 

Gophers. Jane and Tom always 
thought of them fondly, as little imp
ish Disney-like characters. When 
they thought of them at all. But not 
now. 

Not since they have become home
<Jwners and gardeners. And a !!,opher 
moved right in with them, taking up 
:esidence in their front lawn. 

This particular one (they hope it's 
only one) has been making the young 
Turnages' life a thing of frustration. 
Tom has tried every way to get rid of 
it, but still it flourishes, going merrily 
on its way. uprooting lawn and bur
rowing under hedge and nibbling down 
the choicest plants to the roots. Traps 
were recommended. so Tom set them 
out ... no luck. He bought out the 
stores on fancy poisons and what- not. 
Finally, in desperation, he flooded the 
gopher holes-but all he accomplished 
was a drowning swamp of a lawn and 
a brand new tunnel which the gopher 
dug in retaliation. 

Now Tom and J ane are bt::;coming 
philosophical about it, After ail, in a 
life as perfect as theirs, some gopher or 
other must appeal'. 

@ 
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Come and Visit Jack Berch 

New York City for the day. He doesn't 
return until seven that night, and in 
between he's been leading a vigorous 
business life all over Manhattan. 

Every morning at 11:30 A.M., EDT, 
Monday thru Friday. he conducts the 
Jack Berch Show over NBC-which 
consists of singing in his easy baritone, 
telling litue stories, and reciting a 
recipe with a musical background. 
(Example: When he mentions the 
word 'milk" in a recipe, a cow's moo 
foHows instantly. When he mentions 
the words "French dressing" there's a 
quick organ rendition of The Marscil
iais(>.) The opening theme song of the 
program is a JacK Berch invention, 
dashed off enthusiastically one after
noon seven years ago. It goes like this: 
Jack whisUes, and then sings, 

'l'm a-whistlin'--are you listenin' 
To this pretty little ditty 
That I'm singing all in rhyme? 
It says Hi, friends-
Glad you're mr friends. 
I'm a-whistlin -are you listenin'?" 

... ITER his fifteen-minute show Jack 
Jl is off to his office to write his mate
rial for future shows, and to work with 
his two secretaries answering his 3,000 
fan letters a week. Furthermore, he 
carries on a tremendous correspondence 
with the salesmen of his sponsor, a 
large insurance company. Fridays he 
conducts a two- hour meeting with the 
insurance salesmen, not as a singer 
but as a former businessman-for 
Jack has a business-like attitude toward 
his radio show that is unlike any other 
radio entertainer's. "I'm not interested, 
any more than any sponsor is, in how 
many listeners I have, so much as in 
how much insurance is the program 
selling," says Jack--and he means it. 
He's been working all his life, since he 
left school at the age of fourteen. 
Since he's thirty-eight now, that's 
quite a time. And without his en
thusiasm, he'd be miles from a micro
phone today. 

He was born in Sigel, Illinois, on a 
farm. His father ran a general mer
chandising store that sold everything 
from incubators to hairpins, and JacK 
and his sisters Mary and Helen went 
to the local school. Sigel was a Ger
man community where half the 
students couldn't speak English. If 
you asked them, "What's your name?" 
ther would reply, "Six years old"
theIr sole English sentence. Jack was 
eleven when his father died. He 
struggled on through two years of a 
Catholic self-help school where all the 
pupils worked for their lessons. At 
fourteen and the end ot the eighth 
grade, he left school and became a 
drummer with a dance band. 

This meant that he traveled all over 
the country untiJ he was nineteen
pinch-hitting for the singer whenli!ver 
necessary because he had a loud voice 
and those were the pre-microphone 
days. 

At nineteen, after being stranded in 
New York with a band and washing 
dishes to pay for his hotel room, he 
gave up the entertainment world
he thought ror good. He went to visit 
a friend in Youngstown, Ohio, and 
decided to stay there as a door-to-

• door tea and coffee salesman. He 
• went back into the entertainment 

world fGr one reason: he couldn't 
selJ any tea and coffee as a straight 
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salesman I So he managed to get on 
the local Youngstown radio station 
as a sinJer, dedicated his songs to "that 
sweet little lady on the south side of 
town"-and the next day was able to 
sell tea and coffee to every little lady 
on the south side of town! 

But eventually he gave up tea and 
coffee selling for full-time singing on 
WKBN in Youngstown; then he went 
to Cleveland in radio, then to Cin
cinnati-and finally headed for big 
time radio in New York City. That 
took a year at struggling. Then he 
had his own radio program. He 
promptly wrote his widowed mother to 
come and visit him in New York. She 
did. But with her she brought a 
clever scheme. (She has her en
thusiasms, too.) 

"Jack, my son, you should be mar
ried," said she over-casually, the min
ute her suitcase was unpacked. Then, 
idly, she walked over to his dresser 
and put a framed picture on it. The 
picture revealed a lovely blonde girl. 
Trying to seem careless, Mrs. Berch 
added, "That's Margo--a friend of your 
sister Helen's. A darling girl. I 
thought of inviting her here to visit 
us." 

A rush of no-enthusiasm came over 
Jack instantly. "No. I refuse," said 
he flatly. He then walked to the 
dresser and swung the picture around 
with its back to the room. No use 
being monotonous about this recital
but for the next few weeks Jack and 
his mother expended all their energy 
on switching that picture around. At 
the end of that time, his mother spoke 
again. 

"Your sister Helen is arriving to
morrow to visit us. She met Margo at 
Washington University, while study
ing nursing; and lately they've both 
been nurses at a Los Angeles hospital. 
So she's bringing Margo with her to 
visit." 

JACK was enraged. He stormed 
around the house, bursting with in

dignation at the way his mother was 
trying to force a wife down his throat. 
Then he flung out of the house, and 
carefully planned every minute of the 
two weeks Margo would visit them
leaving Margo out of his plans. 

The next day he came home from his 
radio labors just in time to watch 
Margo get out of a taxi in front of 
his home. He stood silently on the 
sidewalk until she'd disappeared in
side the front door. Then he followed 
her indoors, met her, and heard him
self saying, "I have every minute of 
the next two weeks planned just to 
entertain you." At the end of the two 
week.;, they were married-and, of 
course, they've lived happily e ... er 
after! 

Not that they don't have occasional 
spats. Their most famous one hap
pened last summer. It was a broiling 
hot Sunday afternoon, and Jack asked 
Margo to drive him to the golf course 
and drop him off for his eighteen 
holes. 

Margo glared at him. "The children 
and I were expecting you to take us 
out on this sinling day," said she. "I 
won't drive you. Walk there-it'll be 
just like your eighteen holes, any
way." 

Jack glared back. "I won't walk. 
If you won't drive me, I'll drive my
self-which means keeping the car," 

said he. He did. But throughout hi! 
gol1 game he fe.t guilty and unhappy, 
while the hot sun baked down on him 
and he thought of hi's family stewing 
miserably at home. Finally It was t 
much for him. He broke up the game
and started hastily home. Once there 
he instantly knew how much of a 
villain he was. 

There was no trace of Margo any 
where; and none of the women woul 
speak to him---dau~hters Carol and 
Shirley kept their dIstance. 

"Where's Margo?" he kept demand 
m~. No one answered. Finally he 
bribed the news out of one of the 
maids-Margo had gone off shopping 
the village, on foot, and boiling wi 
rage. 

That was all Jack had to hear. He 
jumped in his car and drove violently 
toward the village. A half-mile out 
~ide it he saw ~argo, staggering along 
In the heat WIth her al'ms full a 
bundles, headed in the direction of 
home. He pulled up the car an 
yelled out the window, "Hey, bab 
want a ride?" 

'lARGO apparently didn't hear hi 
I' Nose in the air, she continued 
marching toward home. Hastily Jack 
made a U-turn and stopped the car 
right beside her. "Hey, Margo," h 
begged, "hop in!" 

Again Margo snubbed him. She 
kept walking, and he began easing the 
car along beside her, asking her to 
get in. Then, suddenly, he became 
aware of a third person-a motorcycle 
cop in full uniform. 

"Okay, bub-that's enough. Pull 
up," said he. Once Jack had stopped 
the car (with Margo pausing too, in 
surprise) the cop demanded of Margo, 
"Is this man bothering you?" 

Margo maintained a blank silence. 
But Jack said hastily--and to his as
tonishment, stutteringly-"Er, er
we're m-married!" 

"Oh, yeah?" sneered the cop. Again 
he said to Mart~o, "What about it-is 
this man annoymg you?" 

Margo came to life. "Yes," she 
snapped. "I never saw him before in 
my life!" 

"That's ali I want to know!" sang 
the cop. WIth one huge hand he 
pulled the car door open. With the 
other he began pulling Jack out-and 
it was then that Margo broke down, 
shaking with laughter, and told the cop 
the whole story. Being a married man, 
he understood. But the whole experi· 
ence had so unnerved Jack that Margo 
had to drive home! 

Their spats never have a hangover. 
though. And neither does anythinl 
else Berch-wise-including Jack's en
thusiasms, once they're over and dont 
with. But there's always a new OIll! 
over the bend. When you're visitillf 
the many, many Berchcs, be prepared. 
to see Jack himself out in the kitchel\, 
Sundar. morning, cooking the ban· 
quet-lIke Sunday breakfast complet. 
with muffins. And if it's pheasanl 
season in South Dakota, be prepared 
to go off with Jack on the huntina 
trip he's been dreaming about for yea 
Or if it's summer time, be ready to g 
horseback riding, golfing, trampin 
through the woods and tennis playin 
near the Berch home . .. In short, 
ready for anything that makes Jack' 
eyes light up-and that means any 
thing! 
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YOUR husband may be a hearty break
Caster or a light one. But whatever he 
chooses, it will taste better to him if 

you look like a "tempting dish" too! 
Get up a few minutes earlier than he 

does, so you can use the bathroom first, 
slip into a clean, becoming negligee or 
housecoat, and prepare him the kind of 
breakIast he likes best. If you do, he may 
not bury his nose in a newspaper. 

That's what Dorothy Kilgallen, well
known authority on how to make a hus
band open his sleepy eyes in early morning 
admiration of your charms, advises. She 
and her husband, Richard Kollmar, have 
the popular BreakIast with Dorothy and 
Dick radio program. Dorothy wouldn't 
dream of not looking her prettiest for Dick, 
even on the few occasions when there are 
no interesting guests at their broadcast. 

Before going to bed, Dorothy cleanses her 
face thoroughly. In the morning she 
splashes cold water over it to refresh and 
tone her skin, and to help her get awake. 
Because she doesn't believe in appearing 
with the orange juice in an absolutely 
naked face, she pats on a little face powder. 
If your skin looks sallow without a founda
tion cream, lotion, or cake make-up, she 
suggests using a pinkish shade of powder. 
Next, Dorothy applies a light pmk lip
stick, a tiny bit of matching rouge, and just 
a touch of petroleum jelly to her eyelids to 
make them shine. That's enough make-ur-, 
she thinks, to have on your "morning face '. 
After brushin~ the snarls from her hair, 
she combs it Simply, then fastens it neatly 
in place with small combs, or a ribbon. 

People say to Dorothy, "It's different with 
you. You have a radio engineer present, 
and often guests." This is true, she admits. 
"But," she adds, "my two small children 
are as critical as my husband of my looks. 
They deserve to have a fresh, immaculate 
woman to look at. even at breakfast." 

You may not have a Clark Gable across 
your breakfast table. But aren't your hus
band and family worth pleasing? 

AI the Breakfa;;1 wilh Dorolhy and Dick table, Mrs. 

Kollmar'a pre·breakf;lst beaUly rOUline !how! r~8uhs. 

R\OIO '''RlmR ~cgetieA,l.~ 

Ily 
Mary JaDe Fulton 
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Red Shoes for Luck 
(Continued from page 21) 

said, that she wrote to Arthur Godfrey 
and the next thing I knew I had an 
appointment for an audition. 

The Talent Scouts is a CBS program 
(I started on ABC, was heard at 
NBC, and wound up on CBS) designed 
to give performers a chance to be seen 
and heard under the most favorable 
circumstances before the largest pos
sible audience, to give them the one 
big break that is so important in get
ting a start in show business. A 
"talent scout" recommends an audi
tion and if the candidate passes, he or 
she gets a chance on the program. 
Five acts are presented on each broad
cast and the performer who is se
lected as the best by the studio 
audience-applause is recorded on an 
audience reaction indicator-is re
warded with "prizes" that are really 
important. He is invited to appear on 
Mr. Godfrey's morning show on CBS 
and gets introductions to radio, Broad
way and movie producers. 

To get back to the audition, you bet 
I was nervous that day at CBS. I 
didn't have to wait too long for my 
turn, but when I got into the studio I 
was real:r scared. It was such a big 
place an there was hardly anybody 
in it. Of course, there was a pIanist, 
and in the control booth I could see 
Miss Bessie Mack, who is in charge of 
the auditions; and Mr. Irving Mans
field, director of the program; and an 
engineer and a secretary. But on Miss 
Tucker's program there are always 
lots of people in the studio. 

The girl at the piano was kind and 
tried to help me; she told me that 
"everything's going to tie fine." Then 
I heard Miss Mack's voice from the 
control booth and I really looked at 
her for the first time. She has a 
kindly face and seemed to me to be the 
kind of person who would be honest 
and frank with everyone. In answer 
to her questions, I told her I was a 
coloratura soprano and that I was 
going to sing "If I Loved You." 

After my song, there was complete 
silence in the studio. Not a word, not 
a murmur of applause. I just stood 
there and watched them talking in the 
control booth. . I could almost hear 
them saying "What a horrible voice!" 
and things like that. Those few min-

utes were nerve-racking. Then Miss 
Mack's voice broke that awful silence. 
She said, "Come in, Gloria," and when 
I got into the control booth, I realized 
that they were pleased and surprised. 
I relaxed, and before I left I was told 
that they had a "spot" for me on the 
August 6 broadcast. 

Between the audition and the broad
cast, there were three weeks during 
which I thought of nothing else. I 
didn't rehearse my song because I al
ready knew the words so well I was 
afraid I"d forget them if I went over 
and over them too much. But I lis
tened to the broadcast every week and 
1 told aU my friends to keep their 
fingers crossed. 

The night of the broadcast, when I 
set out for the CBS Playhouse with 
my fathel' and mother, I had just one 
thought in my mind: that this might 
be the break I had been looking for, 
the turning point that would prove to 
me whether or not I couid make the 
grade. I knew there would be a big 
audience-the Playhouse seats more 
than eleven hundred people-and 
that the audience's reaction to my 
song would mean a lot. 

Backstage at the Playhouse, Miss 
Mack greeted me and took me into a 
little room where I waited for my turn 
with the other performers. I had met 
them at the rehearsal in the afternoon. 
There was an amplifier there so that 
we could hear the whole broadcast. 
Before the show began we talked and 
tried to encourage each other. But 
my hands were ice-cold. Sonny 
Sparks, the comedian, was wonderful. 
I think he realized how nervous I was 
and when he took my hands in his he 
said, "My goodness, how clammy!" 
Then he told some jokes and made some 
funny faces-l Jl:uess you call it "mug
ging"-until I SImply had to laugh. He 
felt my hands-they were warm again 
-and said, "Okay, I've done my job." 

Mr. Godfrey helped too when he 
came in to see us before the broadcast. 
He looked just as I had always pic
tured him and he was so full of fun. 
In fact, he reminds me of somebody 
I'd like to have as a brother and, re
gardless of what anybody says, I love 
his red hair! He gave us a little pep 
talk, ending with "good luck to every-
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body, may the best act win!" But I 
knew I couldn't win; the other acts 
were too good, 

During the broadcast, Mr. Godfrey 
sits on one side of the stage at a kind 
of desk where there are two micro~ 
phones and befor e each act, he inter
views the performer's talent scout
in my case, Miss Kirby, who told the 
audience how she had ha.l?pened to 
recommend me for an auditIOn. 

First, Beatrice Fung Oye, a Chinese
American girl, sang "Daddy" in English 
and Chinese. Sonny Sparks was second 
with impersonations of Peter Lorre 
and Bonnie Baker, and a take-otI on a 
bariton e singing "Stout- Hearted Men." 
I was third with the same song I had 
sung at the audition, and 1 know 1 
didn't do my best. My n ervousness 
cramped my style. The fourth act was 
Norman Paris, a pianist, who played 
variations on "Loch Lomond" and the 
filth was Johnny Ames, a crooner, who 
sang "Embraceable You." 

After the five acts, we were all called 
back on the stage together. I k new 
that now the audience's applause 
would be recorded on the indicator. 
Each performer sang a few phrases 
of his song or did a bit of his act. 
When my turn came, I saw my mother 
in the audience and it made me laugh 
to see how wildly she was clapping 
her hands. 

BUT all the applause sounded alike to 
me and I was sure Sonny Sparks 

had won. I turned to walk off the 
stage just as Mr. Godfrey was saying, 
"The winner tonight is-," and then 
he paused. The broadcast was a bit 
short, you see, and he was taking his 
time. He probably paused for thirty 
seeonds, at the most! but my mother 
said it seemed like nours. When he 
finally said my name, somebody-I'm 
not sure but I think it was Johnny 
Ames-flu lled me back and said, "Hey, 
it's you!" I had heard my name but 
I was dazed with excitement. Finally, 
somebody pushed me just a little, so 
that my feet started moving again, 
and I fairly ran across the stage to sit 
at the desk with Mr. Godfrey. 

He asked me my age, where I went 
to school and where 1 lived ( I gave 
my home address and I 've been get
ting fan mail ever since-and do 1 love 
itt). Then he told me that 1 would be 
paid $100 for my performance that 
night (each performer gets the same 
amount) and that I would get another 
$100 for appearing on his show the 
next morning. "Gee!" I said. "I'll be 
rich!" I just babbled and giggled; I 
don't think anybody understood a 
word of what I was sayi ng. 

Backstage again after the broadcast: 
Mr. Godfrey gave me a big hug ana 
said, "Con gratulations, honey." Then 
my rather and mother and I cele
brated with some friends at a party at 
the Cafe Rouge, and 1 received a beau
tiful orchid. I don't know what's go
ing to happen to me in the future but 
I'm sure I'll never again be so ex
cited as I was that night. 

Although it was rather late when we 
got home, I was up bright and ear ly 
the next morning to get ready for Mr. 
Godfrey's program. Remembering 
what had happened at the Perry Como 
show, I wanted to wear my black and 
white suit again for good luck (did I 
say I wasn't superstitious?) and as I 
was dressing, 1 remembered that the 
red shoes I had worn needed refairs. 
One of the straps was loose and had 
to wear those same shoes. It was only 
half past eight and the shoe repair 

:My SOlWemr of Belllluda 
if '--~~,,~ LA./ " 

Truly, your hands feel smoother, 
dream-softer than ever with today', 
Jergens Lotion care. They're pro
tected even 100lger, too, against dis· 
illusioning roughness. Recent reo 
search makes Jergens Lotion more 
effective than ever. Two exceptional 

Golden d ay" a t Coral Beach. 
"When we go home, Ie" , gel 
11Wrried," you said. "You 1woe my 
wllole I,cort In your how ..... . 
Always hnve soft hands for him, 
with Jergens Lotion, now more 
dependable than ever. 

skin-softening and smoothing ingt"~ 
dients many doctoni use nre part of 
today's Jergens Lotion. 10, to $1.00 
(plus tax) for this even·finer hand 
(%U"e. No oilinesli; no stickiness. 

-1-;',. i"' I""c_lJoll~ Sto,.. 
..... J "'B .. ".l.oIio ... 7 10 l . 

For the Softest, Adorable Han.ds, use 

YOUR CHANCE to see that Jergens Lotion IS even finer. 
M3il coupon now for gift bottle. (Paste on penny postcard, if you wish. ) 
Mail to: Box 27, Cincinnati 14, Ohio a»·.10 

Nnmc' _ ______ ____ ____ Adtlrcss _____________ _ 

City Stol' •• -----,.,c:::::c:;;::-::::::;-;:--;c;-;-:::;::-7 
(Please print plainly.) (Sony, offer lood in U.S.A. GIlly. ) 

• • 
75 



• • 

Men know h.ow irru i .. tibly ..,harm;"~ is a woman' .. b.ir tb.t III .. .. ,., . with 

.... t"r .. 1 hj~hli~l.h .. nd. . b.d.o""'.-.p .... 1.Ie.. w ith l .l1." n .. oltne .. -deli ll h t ..... ith ..Ie . .. 

lr.~r.nee, Cro .... n of " .. ...,fre .. "uri" Or Bm .. r t upsweep-it'. your natur.1 

hair-appeal tloat e .. ptiv .. te .. fI ... n. Won . .... of .. II "1le.. .re di • ..,overinll 

lbat Lust re-Crem e Shampoo brinll. out tbe full e .. t n .. tu .... 1 t lory 

• . . 'Iuicl.ly .• , e .~ily , , ,inexpen.ively• Not. "o"p, not .. li'l"id, 

Lu . t re-Cr .. m e S b .. n.poo i ... " .. .... d .. inty cream tb .. t ... hip. 

in. t.ntly i"lo ere.m y rieh I.ther i .. h.rd or .. oft ..... ter 

. . • ..... ihly .. we .. p . dullne ... way. Qu t of h .. r 

"",., .. Itb o f eo.mdie lore, K .. y D.nn.it ..,oRlhin .. d t .. nt1e 

I.nolin 'Will. .. peei.1 .... eret i" Il ,...,d ... ,,11 to .. "hieve 

lb .. .. lmolt_Rl .. g." new e re .... th .. t o ff .. " , I.i"inl! 

ne'" .ppe.1 . "d ohedi .. " ee to your h.i ... Try 

Lustr .. -Cre.ne Sha mpoo. At eo .. ".elie eounler .. 

• 

shop wouldn't be open until nine but 
my mother knew where the shoe
maker lived. So she dashed off, shoes 
in hand, to his apartment. L uckily he 
was dressed and ready for work, and 
h is shop is just around the corner, so 
he very kindly fixed those very im
portant shoes, and I arrived at CBS 
half an hour before I was expected. 
The show was great fun this time. 

It wasn't long before I was invited 
to sing on some other programs. I sang 
on the Perry Como show (this time J 
was paid for it as a professional singer), 
on Lucky Stars on which Leopold H . 
Spitalny conducts the orchestra, And 
Mr. Spitalny liked me enough to recom
mend me to hIS brother, Phil, who was 
just then preparing for a concert tour 
with his All-Girl Orchestra . 

SHOULD I say "the rest is history?" 
I've gone over it so often in my mind 

as it it were a beautiful dream that 
I didn't want to forget. I wasn't 
nervous when I went to see Mr. 
Spitainy be<;ause it all happened so 
quickly that I didn't have time to get 
myself all worked up about it. 
Luckily, I had had some training in 
the classics because he asked me if I 
knew the "Bell Song" from ''Lakme'' 
and a t least I knew the first page so 
I was able to give him an idea of how 
I could sing such an aria, He looked 
at me for a moment after I finished 
singing and then he said, "Very good:' 
and from the way he said it I knew 
he meant it. Mr. Spitalny himseif 
taught me to sing the "Bell Song" for 
the first tour with his orchestra, which 
began December 2. 

But I'm getting ahead of my story. 
J didn't just sign up with Mr. Spitalny 
and go off on tour. Complications arose 
-in the form of my parents. They 
were really upset when 1 told them 
I was going to leave town. I'm an only 
child, for one thing, and I had never 
before been outside of New York, ex
cept for short trips to New Jersey. 

With the help of Mr. Robbins, Gerald 
Brown and other friends and advisers, 
I got their consent, J thought that every 
body was happy. 

One day Mr. Spitalny called Mr. 
Robbins on the telephone, and this is 
the conversation that took place as I 
reconstructed it later. 

"Her mother wants to go!" said Mr. 
Spitalny. He was obviously very much 
upset. 

"Whose mother wants to go where?" 
asked Mr. Robbins. 

"G loria Benson's mother wants to 
go with her on the tour," Mr. Spitalny 
replied. "She thinks it 's aU set for 
her to go along as chaperone for her 
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daughter on this trip of ours." 
"Oh," said my manager. 
"Yes, 'oh'," Mr. Spitalny went on. 

"And you'd better do something about 
it. Let this kind of thing get a start 
and I'd have forty mothers along." 

Well, it took a lot of talking but it 
was finally arran~ed. My mother said 
goodbye to me With a lot of good ad 
vice: "Gargle every nifht, (1 had a 
cold) and be a good gir ." 

That first night on the train I was 
wishing my mother had come along 
with me. J was so homesick and every 
minute the train was carrying me 
further away from my parents and my 
home into a strange country where I 
knew absolutely no one. 1 think I was 
on the verge of tears when, one by one, 
about twenty of the other girls came 
in and kissed me goodnight. It cer
tainly helped, took the edge off that 
lonesome, lost feeling I had. I was 
the baby of the orchestra, you see, 
and the other girls mothered me. 

The two tours I have made with the 
orchestra have been thrilling ex
periences. Each tour is for two weeks 
and we make one-night appearances in 
fourtee n different cities. Part of the 
fun, of course, is wearing a beautiful 
evening dress trimmed with sequins 
and flowers. One night when Mr. 
5pitalny introduced me, he said, "We 
dressed her up to look like an old 
lady but she's really only sixteen." We 
were usually treated as celebrities and 
invited to luncheons, sometimes with 
the mayor himself in attendance. 
There was always a good crowd and 
in some cities, where "live" enter
tainment is scarce, the hOUSe was 
packed to overflowing. 

TEXAS I really 10v~1 and I received 
very good notices tnere too. I was 

introduced as "Spitalny's newest dis
covery" and the Amarillo Daily News, 
in its review of the program, said that 
I "rolled beautifully full tones oR with 
the ease of an old trouper." 

I mustn't forget to tell you about 
what I brought home for my mother 
from that first tour. We were on our 
way to Fairfield, Iowa, one day and 
we hadn't eaten any lunch so we 
stopped at a store in a small town to 
buy some apples and cookies. There 
on the sheives I saw boxes of soap 
flakes and I remembered hearing my 
mother say that she hadn't been able 
to find any. 50 I bought five boxes. 

"What have you got there?" my 
mother asked as I opened my valise. 

"All for you, mother!" I said, point
ing proudly to the boxes of soap flakes. 

I'll never forget the expression on 
my mother's face, "You can put it in 
the closet," she said. 

There was something funny about 
her voice. I didn't understand until I 
opened the closet and saw the ten 
packages of soap flakes on the shelf, 
After this I'm going to check carefully 
before I carry five big boxes of any
thing all the way from Iowa, 

I celebrated my seventeenth birth
day on February 2, before we left on 
the second tour. What's ahead for me 
now? Well, I still have to finish high 
school. 1 was in my sixth term at the 
High School of Music and Art when I 
got my chance on the Godfrey program. 
I made up a term, and I'm now in my 
eighth and tina) term at a profes
sional children's school. I expect to 
graduate during the summer and the!) 
go to college so I can study music. 

At the moment I have two ambitions 
-to go to Hollywood and to have my 
own radio program. Isn't that enough? 
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"Dear Beauty" 
(Continued from page 49) 

answered the tragic question h~ asked; 
"Do you know what is happening in 
Europe?" 

When the people I was with com
mented on the way Tex's personality 
and message projected on the screen, 
"But I know him! I know him!" 1 said, 
all but jumping up and down in the 
sudden, sharp excitement with which, 
at the sight of him, 1 was seized. " [ 
kfWw him, 1 know him," I kept saying, 
but to myself, long after I was 
alone ... 

And so I did. I wasn't in love with 
him. If 1 was, I didn't know it. He 
wouldn't ever faU in love with me . 
"1 just want to tell you . . . 1 will never 
marry again." But I knew him, and he 
knew me, and there was something be
tween us that, if we never met again 
(which seemed more than likely) 
would always be there 

At home, that night, I wrote him a 
littlt' note. "Dear Tex," I said. "\Vhat's 
the idea of stealin~ my stuff? Saw you 
in the movies tomght and you're ter
rific !" 

l ATER on---oh, worlds away and time 
J out of mind later- Tex was to tell 

me that he'd stuck that little note in his 
pocket and kept it. "It was so spon
taneous and sincere," he said, "that I 
liked it and never threw it away." It 
didn't occur to him, of course, to an
swer it. 

In May of 1942, I was in New York 
again. Starting a personal appear
ance tour. Al Rhylander, of the Co
lumbia Pictures publicity departm ent 
in New York, met me at the airport. 
Among other messages he was tickin$ 
off to me "Oh, by the way," he said, 
''Tex McCrary wants you to call him 
today. at the Mirror." "Look," I said. 
"You call Tex McCrary and tell him 
I'm at the Ritz Towers if I~e wants to 
call." 

Look, I thought, he never has called, 
he neveT will ... 

But he did. He called and asked me 
for a date. NearLy two years after our 
first meeting he asked me, faT the first 
time, for a date. 

1 said, "I'm sorry. I'm leaving for 
Philadelphia tonight. Be back in a 
week." 

"Then we have a date," he said, "for 
a week from tonight. How about tick
ets for 'Banjo Eyes'? Okay?" I said, 
"Okay." 

At the theater in Philadelphia, I got 
a wire. "Dear Beauty," it said, "just 
to remind you of a week from tonight." 
I must have read, and re-read those 
eleven words, eleven times. T he "Dear 
Beauty"-I was terribly excited about 
the "Dear Beauty"-and stayed ex
cited about it until it turned out that 
he called every girl "Beauty"-and 
still does. 

The night I got back, the night of our 
first date, Tex called for me at the Ritz 
Towers. There was a moment, that first 
moment of meeting, when anything, I 
felt, might happen. But nothing did. 
The moment passed. 

After " Banjo Eyes" we went to the 
Champagne Room at the EI Morocco. 
I had my favorite lemonade. Tex had 
his favorite vanilla ice-cream with 
macaroons. Tex drew penguins on the 
table-cloth. And on my handkerchief. 
He said, "I still think you're the nicest 
girl. But I am stili a tough guy." 

I knew what he meant. He had 
worked under . the late Arthur Bris-



bane and worshiped him. And Arthur 
Brisbane believed in Tex. "You have 
it," he told him. "Very few do." H e 
was going to be a very serious editorial 
writer, Tex was. He had a Message. 
(He still has.) He felt he was not the 
type to be married. He would never 
marry. That's what he meant. That's 
what I knew he meant. Even so, 
something was there. something was 
definitely there, with us. I knew that, 
too. 

This was a Friday night. this first 
date. "How about going to see 'Porgy 
and Bess,''' Tex asked, "on Sunday 
night?" I said, "Okay. Fine." 

Sunday night, it was more fun. Sun
day night we hit it off, somehow, a 
thousand times better than we had 
Friday night. After the theater we 
went, again, to the Champagne Room. 
And had our lemonades and ice cream. 

Two days later, I left for Chicago, 
where I was to appear for one day be
fore returning to New York, via Cleve
land. "I'll call you," Tex said. ''In 
Chicago." But I remember feeling a 
little sick as I left Chicago, because he 
hadn't caUed. 

The next day, in Cleveland, there 
were red roses. The card said, "Open 
Your Window." Usually, his cards just 
said "Dear Beauty" or just "Beauty." 
Nothing serious, ever. 

And in Cleveland there was a wire 
sayin~, "Hurry to La Guardia to
night. ' 

At four in the morning, I got off the 
plane at La Guardia and Tex was there 
to meet me, the early morning papers, 
all of them, under his arm. We dIdn't 
kiss. We said "Hullo, how are you?" 
We shook hands. We walked across 
the field and sat on a baggage truck, 
dangling our legs, talking the dawn in, 

j ITER a few minutes, Tex pulled a 
II gold bracelet, a charm bracelet, with 
a few gold discs danglinft from it, out 
of his pocket and gave It to me. On 
one disc was engraved the letters 
JINXET which, read in reverse, gives 
both our names- joined. On another 
disc was engraved my name and my 
address in Hollywood and under
neath, the words, England, Cairo, Italy, 
all the places to which, since he was 
soon to leave for OTS, in Miami, Tex 
might shortly be going. So many 
places, so far away, that (hey amounted 
to "Address Unknown." 

There were only a few discs on the 
bracelet that come-the-dawn hour he 
gave it to me. Now there are a couple 
of dozen. And on each disc are en
graved words and phrases that tell the 
"story" of Tex and me from the day 
we met to--this day. On one of them, 
for instance, the words "Four leaf 
clover" for the clover I gave him when 
he left for OTS. On anofher, the words 
"Revolving Doors" which is a Thing 
with us. Because when we have an 
argument, we always go through a re
volving door, separately, and when 
everything is sweetness and light, we 
go througn it, together. On another, 
the words "Camellias and dogwood," 
which are Tex's favorite Rowers, Mine, 
too, of course. Naturally, there is the 
word "Penguin" on one of the discs. 
And on one very special disc, the two 
words, "Anything else?"-which is 
what I always say at the end of every 
telephone conversation-and on the 
reverse side, Tex's answer-the two 
words, "Everything. Forever." 

We had four days together in New 
York and then we saw each other, off 
and on

l 
for about four months or until 

Tex Ie t for Miami. When he left, we 
figured we'd had together, since the 
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day we first met. about sixteen days, in 
all. Which added to very little time ... 

It was on October I, 1942 that Tex 
left for Miami. It was on December 
14, 1944, two years and three months 
I~ter, that I saw him again ... in Cairo. 
SIX months after our meeting in Cairo, 
we met again-when I got off a plane 
at six in the morning and we were 
married at {our that afternoon. 

In that very close-to-three-years_ 
apart, we were so far apart, Tex and I. 
Tex, a Lieutenant-Colonel, attached to 
the. Army Air Forces, seeing action 
dUrln~ the blitz in England as a photo
graphiC officer , .. later, as a para
tl'ooper in France ... still later as 
head of public relations for the Mecti
terranean Allied Air Forces and, at the 
end of the war, in charge of combat 
camera units and public relations for 
B-29 operations in the Pacific. I, mean
time, serving with USO units over
seas .. in China, in Italy, in Egypt, 
in Africa. And whenevel' I was in 
Italy, Tex had just left Italy. Or when 
Tex was in China, I had just left 
China. 

BUT at last, at last, at last, after miss
ing each other at sea, in the air, 

everllwhere, we met in Cairo.. oh, 
Cairo! ... the most romantic, the most 
exciting. the most glamorous place in 
the whole wide world! 

It was in Cairo that we first gave 
that "something" between us the name 
of love. One hour after we met in 
Cairo, Tex knew, he told me later, that 
we would be married, or-never see 
each other again. 

The story of how-come Tex and I 
met in Cairo is a long, involved story 
of intricate maneuvers on both our 
parts, each finding out, first, where the 
other was, each wangling permission 
to meet, and to remain a few days in 
Cairo from our supedor officers. 

So I will teU only the most impor
tant detail of my half of the story, 
which is that my "superior officer." 
the head of our USO unit was Pat 
O'Brien. And it is thanks to Pat that 
Tex and I found each other in Cairo 
and, well, found each other, period. 
For when word came to me, while we 
were still in Burma, that Tex had ar
ranged to arrive in Cairo the day we 
planned to be there and I asked Pat 
if I could leave the unit and stay be
hind, in Cairo, for a few days. "Sure 
you can stay," he said, "I'll take full 
responsibility." 

But when we arrived in Cairo, on 
the afternoon of the day designated
there was no Tex. Nor any word of, 
or from, him. I was panjcky. I was 
goina: crazy. Pat and the troupe were 
leavmg that ahernoon for Casablanca. 
"If Tex doesn't show by seven o'clock 
tonight," Pat said, "you'd better come 
along with us. I can't leave you 
stqmded, and alone, in Cairo." 

That afternoon, spent in one of the 
rooms in the Cairo Terminal, is still 
a recurrent nightmare. J was calling 
Operations, calling the Control Tower, 
everyone on the field, asking over and 
over, "Isn't there a takeoff from Italy 
with someone named McCrary?" And 
being told, over and over, "No." 

While we were waiting for dinner, 
and the hands of the clock racing to
wards seven o'clock and Pat saying, 
worriedly, bless him, that he couldll't 
leave me alone in Cairo, a message 
came in for me. It said, "There's a 
Colonel McCrary coming in on a P-38 . 
He's looking for a place to land. Could 
this be your Mc--" but before the 
last syllable of the name was said, I 



was tiying across the John Payne Field. 
Halfway across, I saw a P-38 landing. 
And there was Tex, newspapers under 
his arm, walking towards me. And 
then I just sort of blacked out. 

What happened, that whole next 
day, or most of it, was sort of forced. 
Tex had managed to be in Cairo, to get 
a few free days there, by telling his 
General he wanted to meet his 
"fiancee" in Burma. 1 knew this. I'd 
thou~ht it meant that we would be 
marrIed in Cairo. But-he didn't ask 
me. We were friends. We were good 
friends. Tex talked. about meeting Tho. 
I talked about General Stilwell. And 
I have the greatest respect and ad
miration for General Stilwell but his 
name stuck in my throat. But I just 
had to be gay, talk about my trips. 
had to be, for this was friendship. It 
wasn't love. 

Late in the afternoon, we went to 
the Biue Mosque. It was very warm, 
very balmy. Perfume was in the air, 
and spice. The only lif.tht coming into 
the Mosque was commg, it seemed, 
from millions of light miles above, 
coming straight down. It was un
earthly beautiful. But-it hadn't 
clicked . .. 

. . . until, as we were leaving the 
Mosque, with no single word spoken, 
an Old, old man, a fakir, stopped us. 
In his hands he held beads, blue beads. 
He asked us to touch the beads, each 
of us .. and, standing together, side 
by side, Tex and I, we touched the 
beads, together. And suddenly, the 
old old fakir seemed a priest, marry
ing us. And suddenly, holding the 
beads, while the old man mumbled, 
at that moment, in just the right light, 
just the right mood, Tex and 1 looked 
at each other and that was it ... 

THEN, everything looked different. 
Cairo was enchanted. The Perfume 

Shops. The Spice Lanes. The tiny 
bazaars in which I bought gold lame 
material. The wonderful places we 
went tQ dine. The Mena House ... 
and afternoons, the terrace of Shep
heard's Hotel, where we had tea and 
lemonade, and talked with the boys Tex 
knew from Italy, and with the boys 
who had ftown me over the Hump ... 

. . . but we weren't married in Cairo. 
Tex didn't ask me to marry him in 
Cairo. I wished he would. I wanted 
him to. We were in love. We talked 
of marriage. But not when, nor where. 
So that when, four days laler, four 
magical, divine days later, wc said 
goodbYe again, I still wasn't sure, 
didn't know .. 

Six months later, on June 10, 1945, 
I got off the plane at LaGuardia field 
at six o'clock in the morning, after an 
overnight flight from California, and 
we were married at four that after
noon. Tex had wired me, in California, 
to "stall" another USO tour I was 
planning to make. "Guy who wants 
to marry you arriving New York June 
10" his wire read. He'd wired me to 
have a blood-test made, in California, 
and made other practical sug~estions. 
But-not until I had been m New 
York for several hours and finally 
said, point blank, "Are we being mar
ried. today?" to which Tex answered, 
matter of factty, "Yes-at four o'clock 
this afternoon", did I really, really 
know that this was the day! 

Judge Ferdinand Pecora at New 
York married us. I wore a pale blue 
summer dress, white and pink carna
tions in my hair, pink gloves. My 
mother was with us. My brother, Bob. 
One or two friends from Tex's office. 

Arthur Murray Girls tell how 
to keep 'Qainty while dancing"! 

This 

safe-and-sure 

deodorant 

is their 

secret! 

GLAMOUR GIRLS to their 
toes ... Arthur Murray's 
instructresses are 
experts in more than 
dancing routines ... 
they make sure of their 
complete personal 
daintiness through t hose 
hours of dancing! 

THEY SAY that they rely on E tiquet 
above all other deodor an ts for 
safe- and-sure protection. Because 
Etiquet works so effectively, with 
such etlicicncy, it can be depended 
upon to stop underarm odor, 
check perspiration during 
hours of active exercise. 

YOU, TOO, can sl-are their secret of personal 
charm by using Etiquet. And how you'll 
love Etiquet's fluffy-lightness! The way it 
stays moist in jar-will not harm delicate 
fabrics. Get Etiquet at all cosmetic 
counters-in 10¢, 25¢, 39¢ a nd 59¢ sizes. 

The sa fe -a nd -s ure 
deodorant 

........., ............ ,-..... ......... ,-
• • 
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MOit of us ius! co,,'t r .. in overeating the 
loods we like, even when the penolty is 
on upset stomoch. Be gentle with such 
upiels • •• toke Joothinl1 'EI'TO-,I$MOL. 

Never Upset an Upset Stomach 
DotJ't add to tJu upsd with over
doses of antacids o r harsh physics. 
Take soothillg PEPTO-D1SMOL, 

This pleasanl-tasling preparalion 
is non_alkaline, non_laxadve, 
non-const ipating. hI "ctilm is 
diJin-e"t. It spreads a sooth· 
ing, protective coaling on 
i rritated stomach and 
inlestinal walls ... thus 
helping to calm and 
quiet common d iges
tive upsets. Three 
sizes at your drug_ 
gist 's. 

'epto
Bismol 
pt \lPS£'f S~ 

, ,..,,. U.~. P ••. 0<'1. 

After the ceremony, Tex and I went, 
alone .... to call on our dear friend

l 
Ber

nard tsaruch, who was ill and haa been 
unable to see us married. In the li
brary of Mr. Baruch's apartment, high 
above Fifth Avenue, we sat for three 
hours and talked, and sipped the cham
pagne Mr. Baruch called for, while he 
gave us advice, wise and wonderful. 

Six days after we were married, I 
had to leave for Italy, where Tex had 
just been for three months, and Tex 
had to leave for Japan. His plane, a 
B-17, taking off for Japan, was right 
behind my plane, taking off for Italy, 
on the runway. But he came throuij:h 
Italy. And we met in Rome. And ID 
Capri, magical Capri. And in Cairo! 

THERE were more weeks and months 
of separation, with brief meetings in 

San Francisco, and in New York, and 
in Hollywood where, still under con
tract to Columbia Pictures, I often had 
to be. But with the war over and 
Tex home, home in New York, I 
couldn't be, and didn't want to be, 
any longer in Hollywood . . . 

So, on January 1 of 1946, with my 
contract broken, I headed East, to be 
Tex's wife, to be a housewife and to 
have the baby I knew was coming. 

In Manhasset, Long Island, we found 
a lovely house and from January to 
April of that year, I was really Tex's 
Wife. I kept house. I played tennis. 
I read. I made plans for the baby. I 
thought that was my Future forever 
and for always, and was content. 

Then, one day, Tex came home and 
told me WNBC was interested in hav
ing us do a husband and wife program. 
It was thought that we knew a great 
many people-and so we dol-and 
could make such a program varied 
and interesting. Five days after we 
made the record for WNBC, ther 
signed us and, on April 22, 1946, "HI, 
Jinx!" to quote Tex, there we were
and here we are I 

Here we are, the three of us-Te x 
and me and nine months old Paddy, 
christened John Reagan McCrary 
(which is Tex's baptismal name) but 
really and tru!y named Patrick after 
Pat O'Brien, who is his godfather, and 
always called Paddy ... Every time 
it's at all possible, everywhere, we 
take Paddy with us. One day, a few 
weeks ago, we took him to the French 
Grill, in Rockefeller Plaza, for lunch 
and that was oh, tremendously excit
in~. And something more ... some
thmg that completed, somehow, a sym
bolic circle. 

And at the root of my happiness is, 
not only my love for Tex but, more, 
my respect for him. It's all in Tex's 
hands-including me. 

MORE NEWS, 

Exciting NEWS 

about the 

RADIO MIRROR AWARDS 

in the 

October Issue on Sale September 10 

Bring that 
radiant 
golden 
back to 
your hair! 

• Remember, when 
you were younger, 
how sunny your 
hair looked ..• and how it fai rly glistened 
with gold'? 

You can recapture that dazzling golden 
!lleam - and keep it, too - with Marchaud', 
Golden Hair WISh! 

Whetber you are a blonde, bruneUe or red· 
head, you can lighten your hair just a lillie or 
make it several dlad~ blonder. The new im
proved Marchand's Golden Hair Wash aetually 
lets you control the lightneS/!! 

Even if your hair is streaked and faded, you 
can make it enchantingly golden again - in 
one ,umple treatment at home! 

Perfected byexperta in haireare, Marchand'. 
Golden Hair Wash is not a bleach, not an 
expensive "treatment_" It's complete in one 
package and easier than ever to uee "yourself. 
Try it, too, for lightening 
arm and leg hair. 

MM\t"~ND'S 
Golden 

"air Wash 

CHRISTMAS 
CARDS 



Ice Cream's Social 
(Continued from page 55) 

in cream. Pour into freezing tray of 
refrigerator and freeze with cold can· 
trol set at coldest poin t. Stir every 
Ih hour until mixture begins to hold 
its shape. Freeze until firm. Makes 
6 servings. 

Frc!h Lime Sherbet 

2 eggs. separated 
¥.r cup light CQrn syrup 
If.t cup sugar 
If.! cup lime juice 
1 banana, mashed 

Beat egg yolks until light and lemon 
colored, beat in corn syrup and sugar. 
Add lime juice and banana. Beat egg 
whites until stiff but not dry and fold 
into first mixture. Pour into freezing 
tray and freeze with cold control set 
at the coldest point. Freeze until firm. 
Makes 6 servings. 

Gr RI'e Juice She rbet 

1 tablespoon plain gelatin 
2 tablespoons waler 
2 CUpS grape juice 

1f.& eup sugar 
Y4 teaspoon salt 
2 eu whites, stimy beaten 

Soften gelatin in cold water. Com
bine first five ingredients in a saucepan. 
Heat, stirring occasionally, until gelatin 
and sugar dissolve. Cool. Pour into 
freezing tray of refrigerator and freeze 
with cold control set at coldest point. 
When mixture becomes mushy pour it 
into a bowl and fold in egg whites. 
Return to freezing tray and freeze until 
firm. Makes 6 servings. 

C r anberry Sh crbN 

1 l-pound can !'ellied cranberry sauce 
2 tablespoons emon juice 

If. cup orange juice 
2 teaSpOOn5 grated lemon rind 
1 tablespoon grated orange rind 
2 egg whites, stiffly beaten 

Crush cranberry sauce with a fork. 
Add fruit juices and rind. Pour into 
freezing tray of refrigerator and freeze 
with cold control set at coldest point. 
When mixture is mushy, fold in stiffly 
beaten egg whites. Return to tray 
and continue freezing until firm. 
Makes 6 servings. 

I) ,m a na I <:~ C rea m 

2 eggs. separated 
'h cup sugar 
Y4 cup honey 
I cup milk 
1 cup mashed ripe bananas (about 2 medium 

bananas) 
V. cup lemon juice 
I{z cup eyaporated milk, chilled and whipped 

In the top of a double boiler blend 
together egg yolks, sugar and honey. 
Stir in milk. Cook over boiling water, 
stirring occasionally, until mixture 
coats a silver spoon. Cool, add remain
ing ingredients except egg whites. P our 
into freezing tray of refrigerator and 
freeze with cold control set at coldest 
point. When mixture has Crozen about 
I- inch from edges of tray. turn into a 
chiJIed bowl and beat with a rotary 
beater until smooth but not melted. 
Beat egg whites until stiff and folj into 
icc cream mix ture. Return to f ~eez
ing tray and freeze until firm. Mlkes 
6 servings. This ice cream is delicious 
topped with a chocolate sauce and 
chopped nuts. 

Love-quiz ... For Morried Folks Only 

WHY HAVE HIS KISSES 

GONE COLD? 

A . If herde voled husband has sudde nl y become ind ifferftnt, it may 
be because s he ha s grown ca rft less aboul fe m inine hygiene. 

Q. Is proper feminine hygiene so imporlant to married happineu~ 

A. Yes. Inlimate daintiness .. . charm ... call for effecti ye douching. 
Thgt', wh y 1 0 mgny dodors rftcomme nd Ihoro ugh ye t gentle 
"Lysol" brand di s infe clanl. 

Q. Whgl gbO\l I soil, $Oda • •• olher homemgde douching solutions? 

A. Weak, mgkeshift or home made l olutionl cannot compare with 
the tesled and prayed cle gns ing efficie n cy of "l ysol." 

Q. W hy is " LY$OI" more dependa ble than many o ther disinfectonls? 

A. Because It I. effe ctive no t only In the tesl tube but In conlget 
wilh organic matter. " Lysol" il a proved ge rm a nd odor kille r. 

ALWAYS USE " LYSOL" in the douche, to help you keep Ihe complete 
feminine daintiness that is mggic in a mgrrigge. 

Check these foets with 
your doctor 

non.injurioUI to delko tft memo 
brone. hi ct.on, onlileptic odor 
quickly diloppeorJ. Highl y COn· 
centtol.d. "lywl" It KOllomicoi ;" 
.otulion. Follow .alY direction< 
for COfTKt dou''''n" solution. 

Mony dodors recomrn.rnl "lyool" 
brond dilinf..clont for f.minine 
Hygie .... N OII'c<>udic, " l ysol" is 

For Feminine 
Hygiene-always use 

FREE BOOKLETI Loarn "'_ ."'''' 01> .... Inll. 
"'a' . hygl ... o and I" I",p"",,.' td. In ,"o"l.d 
happln . . ....... 0;1 1111. _p,," 10 Lelln & F"~, aop •• 
'.411. 191 8'-'oAold ........... ''-Hold. N. J. fa< 
fr",,~ly Inlono-lng fREE 1>00.1 .. . 

"'""-------------------------
SflEET ____ ______ _ 

,,"---C,...-C"'C-.,.,..JST ... Tf--___ _ 
CoO<" lHT b, Loohn .. rlnll P<Oolu,,, t;OfP. 
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As a ",u('fi"9 
fflbdown ... 

As a soolh,nq 
bed batli .. . 

As a mild sickroom 
arrtiseptie ••• 

3 WAYS BETTER than 
ordinary alcohol rubs . .. 
r. Leovel 'he skill feeling 

,moo,he" sof'erl 
2 . Helps pra'ed ogg;n$' 

" Alcohol Dry SlIin'" 
3 . Malees massaging eas-

ier- fe el ,h. dilf. r8",:.' 

• UNBEATABLEaSIl rubdown, invaluable 
in the sickroom - that's Mifflin Rub! 
For Mifflin - and only Mifflin -con
tains the new "mirade ingredient" 
DERMIUM! 

What a friend to your skin DERMTUM 
is! It helps prevent the absorption of 
skin oils .•. leaves your skin glowing 
Bnd alive, feeling smoother, soft·as· 
silk! And DERMIVM makes massaging 
almost ef!QTtlellsJ 

Try New Mifflin Rub after your bath 
or !!howeI'. U!lC it in the sickroom .. • 
as a bed bath, a mild antiseptic, a 
cleansing agent. Plain, or scented with 
Lilac, Pine, Lavender or Wintergreen. 
0",,' , ;uo' .... I..,.' AI ... h .. I" ••• I~ol" O~ g ... ul .. e New 

MIFFLI 
/fir/! 1J&fI//IUII// 

,# 
ISOPROPYL ALCOHOl. * The National Rubdown I 

The House Where Love Lives 
(Continued from po.ge 23) 

Forget it-impossible, with Mother 
Malone going about the house pale 
and heavy-eyed from lack of sleep, 
and of course refusing to rest. She 
had sat up waiting for us until three 
o'clock this morning; at seven-thirty 
she had been in the kitchen, every 
silvery wave in place, dressed in fresh 
house dress and apron, insisting upon 
helping me with breakfast. 

She had come to visit us from her 
home in California several months 
before. Shortly afterward, paralysis, 
the result of an automobile accident, 
had confined Jerry to a wheel chair. 
Stefan Crawycyk isn't the only one 
who owes us money; our accounts out
standing are always greater than our 
income; with Jerry unable to carryon 
his practise, there was nothing for it 
but for me to go to work, while Mother 
Malone stayed at home to nurse Jerry 
and to care for our three-and- a-half
year-old Jill. She was really happy, 
then. Jerry and Jill are everythmg 
to her, and there they both were, 
needing her, depending upon her, both, 
temporarily, hers. 

BUT Jerry had been well and at work 
for some time now, and 1 was back at 

home, helping him, and Mother Malone 
was a visitor again. Visitor, and, these 
last two weeks, baby-sitter. Several 
invitations had come at once, and 
Jerry had-miraculously, because it 
seemed to me he usually worked 
'round the clock-several free evenings. 
We were suddenly leadin t;l: a more so
cial life than we'd known m years, and 
Mother Malone was staying at home 
with Jill. She was gracious about it
but oh, it was only too clear that 
staying with Jill while J erry and r 
went out wasn't nearly as satisfying 
as having both Jerry and Jill to her
self! 

She said nothing directly, but she 
wondered-aloud-how Jerry could 
take care of his work and his social 
obligations and still keep his health. 
She intimated that I was more or less 
responsible for it all; I was frivolously 
taking Jerry away from his work; 1 
wasn't remembering that only recently 
he had been a very sick man. 

And then last night-last night had 
been the last straw. We'd gone to 
visit our friends the Stapletons, who 
had bought a house in the country and 
who had been wanting us to see it for 
nearly a year. We left early enough, 
but we lost our way coming home, and 
then the car developed engine trouble. 
It was midnight when we'd found a 
garage, called Mother Malone to tell 
her that we were aU right, and that 
she was to go to bed and not to worry. 
And at three, when we finally reached 
home, she came out of the kitchen to 
greet us. 

"I got up to look at Jill," she ex · 
plained-and that was a reproach in 
Itseli. "And then .1 heard the car, so 
1 made you some hot milk. It'll help 
you sleep, Jerry. You need your 
sleep." 

I choked on the hot milk. We were 
adults; this was our house--and yet 
we were being clocked in and out as 
if it were a dormitory! 

This morning, at breakfast, the 
gentle inquisition had begun. 

"You must have left the Stapletons' 
very late last night," Mother observed. 

Jerry's eyes met mine in wry amuse
ment. "Around eleven o'clock," he 

said. We both knew what was coming. 
"You could have started earlier. 

You've been keeping quite a schedule, 
Jerry. You were out night before 
last, and three nights ago. Your 
health-" 

"Night before last," said Jerry, "was 
the County Medical Board <linner. I've 
missed it three times running, and we 
had to go. And three nights ago was 
the hospital benefit party." 

Mother Malone's straight back be· 
came a perfect ramrod. "If you're 
going to take that attitude, you'll be 
able to refuse no one. There's no 
such thing as an inescapable social 
obligation, Jerry. Many times a note, 
a telegram excusing you will do as 
well as your presence." 

Jerry's lips twitched; he applied 
himself earnestly to his ham and eggs. 

"But we didn't know we'd be so 
late last night," I hastened to say. "We 
didn' t know we'd get lost, or that the 
car would break down-" 

"You should allow for those things," 
said Mother Malone. "I know how 
men are at parties. They get involved 
in the conversation and forget all about 
time. A woman has to learn how to 
manage--" 

You see, there's j ust no answering 
Mother Malone. She has one of those 
rigid, exacting characters whlch de
manos the utmost of itself, and ex
pects no less of evervone else. 

" ... three o'c1ock,l, she was saying. 
''1 can't understand how it took you 
so long to get home. Surely, after 
you found a garage, you could have 
found some way-" 

"How?" asked Jerry. "Call a cab 
from bawn? Even if they'd have 
come after us at that hour, it would 
have taken as long for them to come 
out and get us as it took to get the 
car running." 

'IOTHER MALONE sighed. "Perhaps 
l' I just don't understand conditions 
nowadays. But I know that when you 
were young, Jerry, if I'd left you, no 
matter who was with you, until all 
hours-" She shook her head elo
quently. 

We CQuld have laughed at the pic· 
ture of ourselves as a frivolous young 
couple and thoughtless parents-except 
that it was not funny to be treated like 
children in our own house, not to feel 
free to come and go as we pleased. 
And there seemed absolutely no way 
to reach an understanding with Mother 
Malone. She said no more about the 
misfortunes of the night before, but 
the· atmosphere of the house was 
strained and uncomfortable. Jerry's 
office occupies the front rooms of our 
home; all morning we heard her going 
about the duties she'd sct for herscli, 
talking with Jill when she should 
have been resting. At noon, when I 
went to the kitchen to prepare a tray 
for Jerry's lunch, I found her making 
blanc mange. 

"You shouldn't have bothered!" I ex
claimed. "There's that fruit pudding 
left from yesterday-" Of course, I'd 
said just what she wanted me to say. 

"But I like to do it," she insisted 
"Besides, there's no dessert as strength
ening as a good, rich blanc mange. It'll 
be ready in a few minutes." 

I put the rest of the food on a tray, 
earned it back to the office. A new 
patient had come in while I'd been 
gone, a stranger to Three Oaks . at 



least, I'd never seen him before. He 
was a little man, with a fringe of gray
ing curls wreathing an otherwise bald, 
pink head. His eyes were a bright 
blue under curly, puckish brows. The 
suit he wore ' was very good but rather 
bag~y; there was about him the sug
gestIOn of another time. Perhaps it 
was the gold nugget that dangled from 
his watch chain; perhaps it was the 
plump, shining tips of his square-toed 
shoes. He was sitting beside Jerry's 
desk, one arm extended awkward,y, 
while Jerry swabbed the palm of his 
hand. 

"This is Mr. Johnson, Anne," said 
Jerry. "My wife, Mr. Johnson." 

Mr. Johnson grinned shyly and 
ducked his head. He started to rise, 
remembered in time that Jerry had 
firm hold of his hand. 

"I'm happy to meet you," he said. "I 
was just telling your husband how I 
happened to stop. This slivcl"s been 
bothering me off and on for weeks, but 
I've been doing a lot of driving, and I 
was too busy to have it taken care of. 
And then I saw your sign with your 
name on it, and I thought-" 

"Anne," said Jerry .. 1 bent over to 
look at the red and swollen patch of 
palm. "Tweezers," Jerry said. "Lancet 
too, I think." 

For the next few minutes we were 
busy. Mr. Johnson sat through it pa
tiently, in respectful silence. He 
seemed completely indifferent to the 
fact that it was his hand we were 
working on. Only when the hair-fine 
bit of metal had been removed and 
laid out for his inspection did he show 
any interest. 

"Now, where do you suppose I picked 
that up?" he wondered. "Think of a 
little thing like that making so much 

trouble!" He sat back, picked u'{' his 
story where he'd left off, "As was 
saying, I saw your sign, and I took it 
for, well-kind of an omen. Not that 
it means anything, of course. but I 
knew some Malones once, back in-" 

He stopped, staring past me. I 
turned. Mother Malone had come in, 
carrying a tray with the blanc mange 
and coffee. And she was staring un
certainly at Mr. Johnson. He rose, 
completely forgetting that Jerry was 
still wrapping his hand. Bandage 
dangling, he walked. toward Mother 
Malone. 

"Gertrude!" he exclaimed. "Do you 
remember me? Jake Johnson-" 

Mother Malone put down the tray 
and came forward, hand outstretched. 
"Why, Jacob! This is a surprise!" 

She puiled a chair toward the desk, 
sat down. Mr. Johnson allowed Jerry 
to rescue h is bandages: he, too, sat 
down, still talking. "I stopped. just on 
account of the Malone name," he ex
plained. "I never thought it might 
be the same Malone I knew! And this 
is your boy!" He turned to Jerry, who 
was now suddenly, in a manner of 
speaking, reduced to short pants. 

"That's Jerry," agreed Mot her 
Malone. To him she said, "You can'l 
expect to remember Mr. J ohnson, dear. 
You were five years old when we last 
saw him. Bul he and your father 
were close friends. YOU'd bought a 
ranch, hadn't you Jacob, when we last 
heard from you-" 

He nodded. "Found ~old on it, too. 
Some, not a lot. Oh, I ve turned my 
hand to a lot of things since then. 
Right now I'm brokering ,rarn. That's 
how I happen to be in thiS ~art of the 
country. Say, Gertrude-I m staying 
at the hotel down the street, and 1 

understand they have pretty good 
food. How about having dinner with 
me tonight, and we can talk-" 

To our utter astonishment, Mother 
Malone accepted. She said yes with
out hesitation, without a counter
suggestion to the effect that he have 
dinner at the house with us. 

Afterward, when we were alone, 
Jerry shook his head ovcr it, mar
veling. "Well, I'll be darned!" he said. 
"I can't believe it. Mother's got a 
date!" 

It was even hard to believe when, 
later that afternoon, Jacob Johnson's 
substantial car stopped before the 
house, and Jacob, now spruce and 
neatly pressed, escorted. Mot her 
Malone down the walk. Even little 
Jill realized that something out of the 
ordinary had happened. At dinner she 
looked from Jerry to me, and at 
Mother Malone's empty chair. 

"Where's Grandma?" she inquired. 
"She's gone out," said J erry. 
"Out?" repeated J ill, as if she'd 

never heard the word before. Ob
viously, she couldn't associate it with 
her grandmother. Her mother, her 
father, anyone else could be out, bu t 
never Grandma. 

"She's having dinner downtown, 
dear, at the hotel," I said. "Don't you 
remember, we ate there once-" 

Jill looked at me doubtingly, twisted 
her pudding spoon upside-down in 
her mouth. "Why?" she asked. "Why 
isn't Grandma here?" 

"Eat your pudding," said Jerry. 
Mother Malone would have been 

pleased that we went to bed early 
that night, that Jerry was finally 
catching up on his sleep. But she 
wasn't there to know about it. We 
went to bed at ninej an hour or so 

ff Pll get the Pepsi _ that 1vill keep the bt)ys aro"nd.'~ 
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You stay lovable with Jergens Dryad, a 
new kind of cream deodorant. Already 
approved by leading skin specialists, new 
Dryad actually prevents underarm odor 
safely, helps check perspiration more 
daintily. A see ret ingredient keeps it 
smooth as face cream to the bottom of 
the largest jar. Dryad is harmless to cloth· 
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later I half awoke, to hear a car out
side, and Mother Malone coming in. 

The next morning she said nothing 
about her night out except that dinner 
at the hotel had been very ~ood. and 
that she had had a very Nee time. 
For the rest of it, she met our poorly 
concealed curiosity with pleasant but 
imperturbable silence. 

Around five that afternoon Jill and I 
were on the lawn, setting out the 
sprinkler. Mother Malone appeared 
on the porch, wearing her second-best 
dress, a pink linen with hand-run 
fagoting; even at a distance I thought 
there was a touch, just a touch, of 
make-up on her cheeks. I wondered 
about the pink linen until Jake's car 
stopped at the curb, and Jake got 
out. He waved, and went straight up 
to the porch to Mother Malone. Think
ing he was simply paying a sort of 
bread-and-butter call, I waved back, 
and went on straightening the hose. 
Then Jill called shrilly, "Mother! Is 
Grandma going out again?"-and I 
looked up to see Mother Malone start
ing down the walk with Jake. She'd 
got her coat 'and her second-best 
ftowered hat. And her dignity was 
as unshakabie as ever. 

"We're going to visit a client of 
Jacob's," she said. "I doubt that we'll 
be baek for dinner, Anne." 

" FINE," I said, and nodded as though 
it were the most natural thing in the 

world. And indeed, it seemed it was 
getting to be so. 

We learned a lot about the comings 
and goings of Jake's business in the 
next few days. Three Oaks was 
temporarily his headquarters. Each 
day he left it to drive around the 
country, visiting farmers and grain 
and feed merchants. Sometimes he'd 
go far enough to stay away over night, 
but every second or third night he re
turned to Three Oaks. And on those 
nights he came calIing on Mother 
Malone. 

Perhaps it isn't quite true to say 
that he came calling; he continued to 
take Mother Malone out. He did visit 
with all of us a couple of times, but 
it W'3S obvious that he was as uncom
fortable with Jerry and me as any love
struck, tongue-tied adolescent in the 
presence of his beloved's family. He 
was much happier having Mother to 
himself, and so far as we could see, 
she never made a pretense of putting 
him off. We didn't understand it. 
Each time they went down the walk 
together, the top of Jake's bald head 
barely clearing the tip of Mother 
Malone's ear, we looked at each other 
and wondered. 

"It's beyond me," said Jerry. "Of 
course, he's got a crush on her-that's 
plain. I wouldn't be surprised if he 
was a little smitten even years ago, 
when Dad was alive. But she--do you 
suppose she caTes about him?" 

"She can't," I answered. "Not that 
way. Not that much." I was saying 
nothing against Jake. He was a nice 
person, a good person. And he was 
prosperous, perhaps even wealthy. 
But he was like the nugget on his 
watch chain-pure gold, and un
polished. And Mother Malone-well, 
every time I saw them together I 
couldn't help remembering that she 
hadn't wanted Jerry to marry me be
cause I was only a nurse, and hadn't 
the background she wanted her son's 
wife to have. 

"He was your father's friend," I said . 
"Perhaps she feels that she has to see 
him." 
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"Every night?" asked Jerry. "Or 
almost every night? And remember 
-there's no such thing as an ines
capable social obligation." 

Still, I felt that 1 was right in think
ing that Mother Malone wasn't in the 
least in love with Jacob Johnson. A 
night or two later, I was convinced 
of it. 

Jake had come back to town late 
from a business trip, and had stopped 
in to talk for a few minutes before 
going on to the hotel. It had been an 
unseasonably hot day; we were all 
sitting out on the porch, enjoying the 
breeze that had come with evening, 
and the shifting pattern of street light 
and oak leaves. Jake was tired; the 
day's drive had been hard, he said, but 
worthwhile. It meant that he could 
shortly wind up his business in Three 
Oaks. 

"Then you'll be leaving us, I sup
pose," Jerry said. "Goin? back to-
where is your main office?' 

"St. Louis," said Jake. "But I've 
been thinking of moving it to Cali
fornia." He glanced at Mother Malone. 
She was rocking gently in her chair, a 
straight, pale blur in the shadow. "Fact 
is," he went on, "I've already got a 
fellow looking around for office space 
in Los Angeles for me. I guess, Ger
trude-" and now his tone was both 
shy and bold-"it means you and I 
will be showing up in California about 
the same time. What do you think of 
that?" 

SHE said something-I didn't hear it. 
Because just then the wind lifted 

the branches of the oak tree, and I 
caught a glimpse of her face in the 
light from the street lamp, And she 
looked frightened, Distressed, uncer
tain-and, yes, a little frightened, like 
a young .s:irl who suddenly sees a love 
affair gomg ail out of control. 

I felt a sharp stab of pity for her. 
I've been sorry for her for a lot of 
things-because she's alone and lonely, 
because of her strong possessiveness 
toward Jerry and Jill, the possessive
ness of which she herself is only partly 
aware. It's made aU of us unhappy at 
times, and her most unhappy of all. 
But never had I felt sorry for her 
in this way. This time was different. 
This time she didn't know quite what 
to do. 

The next day was rainy and soggy, 
and dull. There were few patients; in 
the afternoon Jerry put on his rain 
coat and went out to make calls. Jill 
settled down for her nap without a 
murmur; Mother went up to her room, 
saying something about a headache. 
Even I slept for a while. The door
bell. under the compulsion of Jake's 
stubby ftnger, wakened me. 

"Is Ger-Mrs. Malone here?" he 
asked, looking; beyond and around me. 
"We were gomij: out-" 

"I'll seet" 1 sald, and hurried up the 
stairs. I\. murmur answered my 
knock; I pushed open the door, found 
Mother Malone flat on the bed, her 
hand over her eyes. 

"Jacob--Mr. Johnson's downstairs," 
I began hesitantly. 

She nodded miserably. "My head
I must have overslept. Oh-h-" Then 
she sat up, grimacing at the sudden 
pain. "Help me to dress, please, 
Anne." 

It was too much. I was interfering, 
but I couldn't stand by and watch her 
dra~ herself out of a sick bed. to keep 
a dmner date. 

"Do you have to go?" I burst out. 
"You're not at all well-" 

"I have to." She closed her eyes. 

LIT T LE LU LU 

BUllfROG
ENTRIES 

"Kleenex j umptl up. too!" 

Little Lulu tluytl ... Compare tissues-compare boxes-and 

you'll see why 7 out of 10 tissue users like Kleenex· best! 

Soft! Strong! Pops Up! It's America's favorite tissue. 

·T. M. aOI. u. s. P.,. De. 

IOTDI TIlllIOS fOIl IOTDI U'I ..... ......., ..... '" 
• 
• 

81 



• • 
88 

round out 
your 

Compliment 
up or ca sual this hond50me, 
genuine top-groin cowhide 
"Saddle 8ag" that looks 05 stun· 
ning worn over your shoulder as 
it does tucked under your arm! 
Rich and roomy, smartly saddle 
stitched ... it's a Simply sensational 
value at only $6_50 plus tax!· 
Sun ton, British brown or black. 
·20%~ • ..-"". 

- ----~ ,----- DeP.' lA 
MARKRAM CO. I 

I 15 Moore St., NewYork4,N.Y. 
I "$cKldle &ag." al , ............ --
I $7.10, la x Inc. helaud II_Ca'" 
I ~_r anJ __ Chedr_1N' 

...... C. O. D. CMU eolo<1l_5 .... r ... 
• _ I,ait./l aro ... n_atoct. 
I INa",. 
• Add .. I1' __________ I 

I Cil)' & 5Ial'.' ________ _ ----_. ----

"Jacob's made aITangements. We're 
going to that place in Blue Mound
what is it caUed?-the Cove?" 

"Blue Mound! That's miles ... and 
it's miserable out. I'm sure he'd un
derstand_" 

She shook her head. "He's here, 
isn't he-waiting?" she asked tartly, 
"It's ~ust about his last night in town. 
I can t disappoint him," 

"But why-" 
"1 like Jacob," she said, a trace 

defiantly, "And I have enjoyed seeing 
him. He was a friend of Jerry's father, 
and we have a great deal in common. 
I am well enough, and a headache is 
no reason to spoil something he's 
counted on. Besides--" she hesitated, 
then went on- "he once did us a very 
p-eat favor. Jerry's fathe"r was misled 
mto making some unwise investments 
in real estate, and if Jacob had not used 
his influence to save us, we could 
have lost everything, even our home. 
You see that so long as he is in town, 
I cannot refuse to be friendly." 

FRIENDLY! I opened my mouth to 
speak, and closed it a,ain. She knew 

well enough that Jacob s feelings ex
ceeded the bounds of mere friendshir. 
She knew that he was moving his 0 _ 
fice to California in order to be near 
her. She knew it better than I, and 
was even more distressed by the 
knowledge. Besides, the discussion 
was at an end. She had said all she 
was going to say, was busy unwinding 
the net from her hair. 

Jill and I were alone that evening 
at a make-shift supper. Jerry had 
come back to the house and had gone 
out again on an emergency call, snak
ing his head over his mother and Jacob 
Johnson. I put Jill to bed and cleaned 
up the dishes, and drowsed over a 
book. The rain continued drearily. 

Jerry woke me much later. He came 
in soaked and tired, shakin~ rain from 
his coat. "How's Mother?' he asked. 

"She's-" Startled, I looked at my 
watch. "Jerry-it's after eleven, and 
I don't believe she's come homel" 

We even looked into her room to 
make sure. It was empty. Jerry's 
forehead creased in a worried frown. 
"What time did you say they left this 
afternoon?" 

"Between four-thirty and five. Of 
course, Blue Mound's a good dis
tanCi!-" 

"It's not that far. They should have 
been back-" 

We went to bed, but not to sleep. 
After turning for an hour Jerry sat 
up, snapped on the light to look at the 
clock. "Twelve-thirty," he said. 

"Do you suppose-an accident-" 
The telephone rang. Jerry leaped 

for it; I was only a step behind him. 
Over the wire, thinly, I heard Mother 
Malone's measured tones. Jerry said 
"Yes" and "OkaX" and "Why not let 
me pick you up? ' and "All right," and 
then he hung up. 

"What is it?" I demanded excitedly. 
"What's happened? Are you going 
after them?" 

He turned from th~ phone, a I,leculiar 
expression on his face. "They ve had 
car trouble. They're at a garage on the 
Blue Mound Road. And she doesn't 
want me to go after her. She says 
it won't take any longer to get the car 
fixed and get in by themselves. She 
says for us to go to bed, and not to 
worry." 

Mother Malone came home at three
fifteen that morning . 

Of course we hadn' t slept. We'd Jain 
awake listenin g to the clock, tenSing as 
each infrequent car approached the 

house-and went on. At three W~ went 
down to the k itchen to fortify our
selves with sandWiches and coffee. " I 
could have gone clear to Blue Mound 
and been back hours ago," Jerry was 
saying, when we heard the car stop 
outside. T here were voices in the hall, 
then the closing of the outer door, and 
silence. We looked at each other, 
pushed back our chairs, but before 
we could rise, the kitchen door opened 
and Mother Malone came in. 

"I thought I saw a lightl" she ex
claimed. "Good heavens! What are 
you children doing up at this hour?" 

Jerry's jaw dropped; then he flushed 
darkly. He'd been worried, really 
worried; now, in his relief, he was 
angry. "What are you doing out at 
this hour?" he retorted. "What hap
pened? Are you aU right?" 

Calmly Mother Malone removed her 
gloves. ,ICertainly I'm all right." And 
she was. She looked tired; the veil of 
her flowered hat was limp from the 
rain; she had the grace to look self
conscious but otherwise, she was her 
usual seir. No-better than usual. 
There was a light-heanedness about 
her, as if she had been relieved of a 
burden. 

"I told you," she said, "we had car 
trouble. Something about the car
buretor, 1 believe-" 

"Why didn't you let me come after 
you?" Jerry interrupted. 

"I didn't want you to. When the 
car broke down, Jacob was in the 
midst of a very interesting conversa
tion, and I wanted him to finish." She 
glanced from Jerry to me, and her 
color deepened. "He has been-well, 
too much interested in me. Several 
times he's tried to talk. to me about 
the futUre, and I've put him off. Last 
night., when he spoke of moving his 
office to California, I realized that I 
had been wrong all along." 

"D O you mean," said Jerry. "that you 
wanted him to-" 

She gave him a reproachful glance, 
paused delicately. "It is very difficult," 
she said finaUy, "to tell a friend that 
you are seeing him too often. He 
could easily misunderstand, and be 
hurt, or offended. But once a man has 
made clear that his feelings toward 
you are more than friendly, and once 
you have told him that you cannot re
turn his affection, he cannot be sur
prised-he can even expect-to be told 
that you think it better not to see each 
other again. Goodnight, children. 
Don't stay up too late. J erry, you-" 

She was about to say, ''You need 
your sleep." I could almoot see the 
words form automatically in her mind. 
But she didn't say it. 

The kitchen door swung shut behind 
her. For a moment Jerry and I sat 
without speaking, realizing just what 
had happened that night. Mother 
Malone had expressed it aU very deli
cately-but the plain truth was that 
she had let Jacob propose to her, and 
had refused him-and aiter that, there 
could be no question of rus pursuing 
her further. He could do nothing but 
accept defeat p:racefuliy. 

"My mother:' said Jerry. '1 won
der sometimes ... " He didn't finish 
the thought. His face lighted. "You 
know," he said, "I'll bet we can go to 
Stefan's dau~hter's wedding now
and no questiOns asked. I'll bet that 
after this Mother will understand about 
inescapable social obligations-" 

"And car trouble," I put in. "And 
late hours, even when they happen 
to other people-" 

"Exactly," said Jerry. 



Life Can Be Beautiful 
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Life is helping others; doing some
thing for someone else; that's what 1 
try to do in my work or when not 
working. But when I really found 
this was a Httle while ago when some 
ot the "kids" of this city were in 
trouble. I was in the barber shop 
getting a haircut while it was being 
discussed. Someone said that those 
kids should be working to support 
themselves at least and some of them 
have families. The man cutting my 
hair stopped to say, ''I'll bet you've 
been supporting your mother since you 
were fifteen, haven't you?" 

T il E ANSW En 

Dear Papa David: 

L. N. M. 

OUf five -year-old son goes to kinder
garten and, as do most children, had 
found a special pal. Danny and 
Jackie loved one another. They played 
together, had secrets together and 
dreamed dreams together. One day 
Danny came home from school grin
ning and said, "Today J broke my green 
crayon. 1 felt bad. Jackie's crayon 
wasn't broken but he broke .his too so 
I'd feel better." Another time he said, 
"When we grow big Jackie and 1 ?re 
~oing to have big guns and go huntmg 
m the forest for bad animals. We 
won't hurt the good ones." 

ONE Monday in January Danny was 
disturbed because Jackie wasn't in 

school. Tuesday he was absent again 
so on Wednesday morning Danny left 
early so he'd know whether Jackie 
was back or not. About forty-five 
minutes later a sobbing, broken-hearted 
liltle boy came home to me with word 
fZ·om his teacher: 

"There will be no schoo! today, 
Jackie died last night of spinal menin
gitis. All parents arc urged to take 
their child to the doctor for treatments 
of Prophylactic Sulfa to guard against 
an epidemic." 

As far as our Danny was concerned 
he'd just as soon die. What was life 
with no Jackie? I pressed his dear 
little tear-stained face close to mine 
and tried to comfort him. Between 
sobs he said, "I can't see Jackie any
more or piay with him or look at books 
with him." 

Then we talked together about 
Jackie, 

"Jackie was a good boy." 
"Oh, yes, J ackie was always good.'· 
"Well, good people go to be with 

Jesus." 
"Yes, atd if I'm real good I'll see 

Jackie again. But mommie, why did 
God let Jackie die?'· 

A question which all of us have 
asked at somctime-a question no man 
can answer except to say, "He knows 
best." 

As Valentine Day came along the 
children made valcntines for· their 
mothers. Danny and another littlc boy 
said to their teacher, "Please, can we 
make a valentine fol' Jackie's mother 
because Jackie isn't here 'to do it." 

And so it has gone week after week. 
Jackie has been in his thoughts and 
the unanswered question a blemish on 
his childish faith, 

Then about two weeks ago we were 
reading a passage from the Bible be
lore bedtime, as is our custom. Our 
reading this night. was from St. John 
14. '·Let not your heart be troubled.
I go to prepare a place for you that 
where I am-there ye may be also." 

Danny listened attentively and asked 
his usual number of questions to get 
things clear in his own mind. He said 

his prayers and went right to sleep. 
The next day as he came home from 

school thel'e was a new gleam in his 
eyes. The tiny sprinkling of freckles 
across his nose seemed to dance ovel' 
his face as he smiled. and said, "Say, 
mother, you know if Jesus went to 
Heaven to build houses for us, I'll 
betcha he got Jackie's house all fin
ished and wanted him to come up and 
see it!" 

Oh, yes, it was as simple as that! 
The sun shone brighter, the grass 

was greener and life was beautiful 
once more. Danny had found the an
swer to his question in a very wonder
ful way. 

Mrs, E. A, F. 

Til E t-' IUST WOR D 

Dear Papa David: 
I am a public school teacher in one 

of our large cities. Sometimes we see 
children in our schools who are con
sidered feeble-minded, but who are 
really victims of paralysis or brain 
injury. Many of them, if given a 
chance, are able to pl'ove thut they 
arc above average in intelligence. 

Helen was very nervous, with poor 
muscle co-ordination and a speech de
Iect. She was kept in the kindergarten 
four terms because she was thought to 
be feeble-minded. Finally, she was 
put in the first grade for a trial, She 
was larger than the other children, and 
different looking. In spite of all the 
teachers could do to prevent it. she 
was often the victim of cruel jokes 
and teasing. She was a pathetic sight 
as she moved about the room with her 
unsteady gait, or sat alone with an 
expression of anxiety upon her face, 

After she had been in the first grade 
a while, I discovered that she was learn
ing to read. Soon she knew all the 
words that the other children knew, 
and would read when alone with me, 
but if anyone else came into the room, 
she would immediately retire within 
herself, unable to utter a word. 

I WANTED her to gain in self-confi
dence so that she could take her place 

normally in the group. One day I 
called upon her to go to the front of 
the room and read a page which I was 
sure she knew perfectly. She arose, 
and with jerky motions made her way 
to the {rant of the room. One child 
giggled as she passed. Soon she was 
before the class, where she stood, 
looking about her with terror. 

"You can read it," I encouraged 
She said the first word, then stopped. 

She was entirely helpless, .her face 
distorted in uncontrolled grimaces. I 
was in despair for her, and filled with 
remorse, when suddenly in the back of 
the room, a blessed little freckle - faced 
angel with pigtails exclaimed in a 
piping voice, "Gee, Helen's smart! I 
didn't know that word." 

Helen looked with surprise, first at 
the little girl, and then at her other 
classmates, who were showing signs 
of friendliness. She had never beCore 
been called smart. Her hands shook 
with eagerness as she held the book. 
but she started to read, slowly at first, 
with her husky and defective speech. 
As she I'ead, she gained confidence, and 
soon finished the whole page without 
help. 

Then amidst exclamations of ap
proval, she made her way proudly to 
her seat, a radiant smile lighting and 
transforming her small face. As she 
walked to hel' place that day, it was 
not merely a schoolroom aisle thai 
Helen tz'aveled, but a road toward a 



beaut iful life of achievement which 
she bad just seen opened before her. 

Miss G. S. 

A DAIICIJ'I'ER TO HE I'ROUD OF 

Dear Papa David: 
J am the mother of four children

one of whom is deaf. As thcre was 
no deafness in either mine or my hus
band's family, we knew nothing what~ 
ever -about it. 

My nrtle girl'was almost two years 
old before we knew she was deaf. 
She was the baby of the family and 
such a perfect child in every way. it 
seemed. We though t that she was j ust 
slow in learning to talk, because she 
made noise and played and cried like 
normal children do. 

'lUiEN the day came when I realized 
I that she was deaf! The visit to the 
doctor verified our feal's. I was rl'an ~ 
tic. "What on earth can we do?" I 
asked. Why had this happened to her 
-to us? Why? I saw other little 
children her age who could hear and 
taik-even li tt le dogs and cats could 
hear-why did this have to happen to 
my child? I didn't s top to think that 
I should be thankful that it was nothing 
wo.rse. I only felt sorry for her and 
for myself. I pitied her and spoiled 
her-just because she was deaf. 

That was before she was old enough 
to. send away to school. And then came 
heartaches and loneliness when I had 
to take her 200 miles from home and 
leave her there with strangers, when 
she was oniy six years old . I had to 
fight a battie with my heart on one 
side, and my common sense on the 
other. But the latter won, even though 
my heart was aching to see her go. 

That has been nearly seven years 
ago-and God was indeed good to me 
during that time. He sent me a sweet 
baby girl to take her place just about 
two weeks before she went away. I 
had the baby to care for, besides the 
two older children-so the years went 
by. 

My little deaf girl is nearly thirteen 
now, and one of the top students in 
her class. She is healthy and happy 
and gets more beautiful all the time. 
She writes to me every day or two, 
and she wri tes the pret tiest hand. She 
won first prize on a letter she entered 
in the Fai l' at her school. I am very 
proud of her. She likes sports of all 
kinds. goes to a deaf class in church 
on Sunday. She is happy, contented, 
and will some day be grateful fol' the 
chance to learn and be like nOI'mal 
people. She reads lips wonderfully 
well, and is speaking better all the 
time. She is certainly a daughter to 
be proud of. 

All this has taught me a lesson. 
Deaf people don't want pity. They 
only want a chance to prove them ~ 
selves. 

J IMMY' S PLACE 

Dear Papa David: 

Mrs. J . 1. 

My husband died suddenly in the , 
late twenties, leaving me and baby; 
J immy to face the world alone. Re
turning to the empty house, after leav
in~ Ph il under the shady trees in the 
qUiet cemetery, I felt indeed that I 
was the loneliest person in the whole 
world; then I realized I st ill had my 
little san and as I clasped him tight 
to my broken heart, I vowed I 'd do 
everything that was in my power to 
make his life happy. 

The small cottage we called home, 

Can YQ!! tell which is which? 

TE\CIIE I{ can't tell thcm apa rt-twin or dre!'os ! For though 
one little frock cos t S6.95 and the other O\'cr lll; ice a'l 

much, both werc laundered with U NIT· Starch. Tha t mea ns 
they are equall y crisp, frc:> h and daint y. 

U:\IT is an ea!';y, wonderfu l war to make cycrythi ng wash. 
able look its bcs l. It gi\'cs a smoolh , soil.res ist ing fi nish 
that busy mothcrs apprecia te. No while streaks on colored 
fabrics. No whilc spots. Easy directions are on the package. 

Th", pin!. oJr~ 
(,0'\ SII.95 

·".'f \0' " .''''' ' • 
..... .... Q' 

<00' .. 0..,< .. ." ............ . 
.u '0" "., 

cc .•.•. '0 ... , ,, 

~ ",£';'.L:} ~ _ /" 
. .. ADDS TH E ~~-CT r~ • • 

91 



• • 
92 

Which Twin has the 7tmi.:? 
(and which has tbe beauty shop perllIDnent ? See . 'u"'er b<:low.) 

Jane Brown, of ChicullO, the Toni ,,,in, 
&8y~, " I'm 80 pleased wilh my home per. 
manent that it', Toni for me from now 
on." And her twin, Patrieia, exclaim., 
"WO!"l1 be Toni twins because my next 
pt:rmancnt is going 10 loe a Toni, laO," 

• 
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o. tuxe Kit with r. Regular Kit ",ilh 
u.able pla.lic curl... fib.r curl ... 

RefiliKil camplele 
uc.pl for curle .. 

$200 S1 2S 
All p,I<*. pl., too • Pric: .. ,lIg~lly hlg",", In Conod .. 

• 

~PE'M"E'T 
THE CREME COLO WAVE 

'1"" 

had been a haven of love for Phil 
and me, and through the years it was 
a place of peace and security to which 
Jimmy always returned joyfully. 
First from school, then from work 
and later for the treasured hours of 
a short furlough before going over
seas. To sny I missed him is put
ting it lightly, but I kept busy every 
minute of the day, keeping the house 
looking pretty, heiping with the Red 
Cross nnd keeping the Rower garden 
weeded. One day I received a letter 
fl'om Jimmy saying that they were 
sending him home, he had contracted 
malaria in the South Pacific. He hoped 
he could be sent to the hospital nenr 
our little town. Days ran into weeks 
but 1 didn't hear from Jimmy any more. 
The postman brought me a letter from 
the War Dcpartment saying Jimmy 
had died before the ship on which he 
was to have sailed left port. How long 
I sat there holding that letter I'll 
never know. My whole body seemed 
to be nothing but wood, al.J my heart 
a big stone. Days passed but I would 
see no one, talk to no one. 

ONE day while looking through a desk 
in the living .room, I ran across a 

snapshot album. They were all of 
Jimmy, from a little tot to the last one 
I'd taken just before he went over
seas. Tears began to flow, the first I 
had shed since Jimmy died. I felt as if 
the four walls of the room were clos
ing in on me, so 1 stumbled out of the 
house into the peacelul yard. 

How long I sat there I don't know, 
but I struggled to my feet at the 
sound of the gate opening. I saw a 
strange young soldier twisting his eap 
in embarrassment and uncertainty
He said he was sorry to have frie:htened 
me, that he had heard me crymg and 
thought maybe there was something he 
could do to help. "There's nothing you 
can do, nothing anyone can do," I an
swered bitterly, and blindly I started up 
the pathway. The boy put his strong 
arms around my shaking shoulders and 
guided me to the door. 

The boy explained that he was one 
of the returned veterans at the hospi
tal close by, and was trying to get in 
shape to go home. He laughed as he 
pulled up his trouser legs, "you see," 
he sa id, "I 'm learning to walk all over 
again, but I'm doing a preUy good. 
job of it." I gazed in shocked silence 
at the artificial feet revealed. "I go 
by your house almost every day, and 
often stop to look at your flowers," he 
went on. "You see at first it was hard, 
I didn't want to live. 1 thought of all 
kinds of crazy things to do to myself, 
it was awful and then I saw the blue 
star in your window, and later the gold 
one and I saw the flowers. I thoug,t 
if you could go on-well, it gave me 
back my courage." 

Looking at that eager young face I 
felt the tight bands around my heart 
loosen. Why, this could be my own son 
facing an uncertainty, needing the help 
and courage I could ~ive. I told him to 
come often and viSit. Perhaps there 
were other boys at the hospital that 
would like to come too. I smiled at 
the boy and [or a moment it wasn't a 
strange face at all. but Jimmy who 
smiled back with understanding love. 

I watched him as he walked Slowly 
down the walk to the gate. Oh! how 
could I have believed there was 
nothing to do-nothing to live for. I 
knew then that life could be beautiful 
if we would but sec it, and that al
ways my heart and home would be 
open for some mother's son-my son. 

Mrs. 1 Q. D. 



In Haste, Gordon MacRae 
(Continued from page 25) 

and I read about an amateur talent 
contest they were having. I entered 
it, and won it. This meant that I sang 
at the World's Fair for two weeks 
with Harry James and Les Brown. It 
also meant that I was in New York 
City, and I stayed. And this meant that 
I met my future wife. 

r met her in 1940, right after singing 
at the World's Fair. I was a nineteen~ 
year-old kid with no theatrical ex
perience, but thanks to my family I 
had a flashy gray roadster. So when 
1 applied to act in a summer stock 
company at the Millpond Playhouse at 
Roslyn, Long Island, the director said 
yes. I didn't realize it, but he was 
saying yes to my roadster. not to me
he figured that car would come in 
mighty handy hauling scenery and 
actors around! 

Anyhow, my roadster and I went out 
to Roslyn. A few weeks later I eame 
out from under a pile of scenery and 
met one of the actresses, named Sheila 
Stephens. She was five feet ten, 
blonde, blue-eyed, and she looks very 
like Ingrid Bergman. I remember the 
exact date of our meeting-September 
24, 1940. "It's my eighteenth birth
day," she told me. She also told me in 
a round-about way that she didn't like 
me overly much-I guess because I 
took one look at her and began rushing 
her like mad. We spent a wonderful 
month doing everythm~ with the stock 
oompany-acting, paintmg scenery, in
venting costumes. Came the Fall, and 
I became an NBC page boy. 

Luckily for me, though, Sheila was 
going to dramatic school right across 
the street from NBC, in Rockefeller 
Center. So every day we met for 
lunch in the under~round cafeteria 
there, and evpry evenmg we went out. 
Then, after three months, came the 
day that I've already noted, when I 
sang in the Men's Room and wound up 
in Horace Heidt's band. This meant 
that I also wound up traveling around 
the country, and I missed Sheila some
tltinl; awful. Finally, when the band 
was In Cleveland, Ohio, Mr. Heidt made 
a ~enerous offer. 

'If you get married, Gordon, I'll give 
you a raise," was the offer. 

I paused only long enoue:h to con
coct a marriage campaign WIth Mr. and 
Mrs. Heidt. Then, with the plot well 
in mind, I tore to- the telephone and 

called up Sheila on Long Island, where 
she lived with her mother. Follow
ing my plan, I craftily didn't propose 
over the long distance phone. Instead, 
I asked her to visit us for a week in 
Cleveland, with Mrs. Horace Heidt as 
chaperone. Sheila agreed. I hung up, 
triumphant, and borrowed a few hun
dred dollars from Mr. Heidt in ad
vance--since my weekly salary was 
then $50 and I intended to pay for a 
big wedding. 

I well remember where I talked her 
into marrying me. It was the day 
after she reached Cleveland, and we 
were in a taxi driving past Lake Erie. 
She said yes, and I said to the tui 
driver) ''Take us to the city court
house.' We went in and got the mar
riage license then and there, and four 
days later we were married. 

It was at Cleveland's Old Stone 
Church on the Square, with Frankie 
Carle playing the wedding march and 
Larry Cotton singing Ave Maria-and 
the whole orchestra was there watch
ing. Even though it was only nine in 
the morning, Sheila looked wonderful. 
She wore a beii\:e shantun~ suit and a 
beautiful matching hat With a green 
veil that she'd bought in Cleveland the 
day before with Mrs. Heidt's help-
on Mr. Heidt's former money. Me? I 
wore Larry Cotton's blue pinstripe suit! 
And it was Mar 21, 1941--exactly eight 
months after I d met her. 

By this time we've been married six 
years, and we haven't had a honey
moon yet. But we've been all over the 
country twice with Horace's band and 
twice when I was in the Army-I eame 
out a second lieutenant us lead navi
gator with a troop carrier unit. After 
six years you'd think we'd have a lot 
of furniture and possessions to show 
for our marria@:e but we haven'\
just us, some dIShes and towels, and 
two daughters. Meredith is three 
years old now, having been born in 
Houston, Texas; and Heather is almost 
a year old. Everything we have is 
rented, including all the furniture in 
our New York apartment. I got that 
apartment in the nick of time, three 
weeks before Heather entered the 
world. We also rent our summer place 
out at Seac1iff, Long Island. I suppose 
we own so little because we've moved 
around so much. But it's moving fast 
that has brought me everything, in-
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eluding my own radio program. 
That happened like this: After two 

years with Horace Heidt, I came back 
to New York and replaced a fellow in 
the stage play "Junior Miss." Well, 
one Sunday Sheila and I came back 
from church to our apartment at ex
actly 11: 55 A.M .... I'll never be able 
to forget that exact time, because 
there was a message waiting for me. 
lt was from CBS, and it said: "If you 
can be at CBS at noon sharp, there's 
a chance you may take Frank Sinatra's 
show. Sinatra has laryngitis. If you 
can't be here at noon, forget it." 

''Forget it! My chance to get on the 
air again--even if I only have five 
minutes to make it!" I shouted at 
Sheila. I grabbed the phone and rang 
up CBS. The man who'd sent me the 
message said, "You can't possibly make 
it-we need you in forty - five seconds 
at noon Sharp. Besides, I think we've 
got singer Dick Brown in your place." 

"I'll see you in forty - five seconds!" 
I announced. I hung up, rushed down
stairs, jumped into a taxi and told 
the driver to go through every light 
and let me out at CBS. 

IT turned out that Dick Brown was 
committed to another show, so I went 

on after all in Sinatra's place-and 
luck had it that William Paley. head 
of CBS, heard me sing that day. The 
re6ult was that he put me on a sus
taining Columbia program, and then 
gave me my own show-that one in 
which Perry Como replaced me when 
I entered the Army in 1943. 

When I got out of the Army in 1945 I 
had my own radio show again, and I 
was also in the stage musical comedy 
"Three to Make Ready." It's the life 
I've led ever since Sheila and I ·were 
married that makes me say. "We live 
like normal people-but we've never 
been home a single evening since we 
were married!" And I mean both 
statements. I've always been in a play, 
or else singing at night with a band 
or radio program, so we really haven't 
been home evenings. But aside from 
that, we have the most un-show-busi
ness lives in the world. 

Mornings I get up after a full eight 
hours sleep and play with the children 
for hours. In wintertime, we drive 
out to my mother-in-law's on Long 
Isl.:lnd for some game of sport and a 
home-cooked meal. Late in the after
noon we drive back into New York in 
time for my commitments. Summer
time, we're out on Long Island anyway. 

Otherwise, we couldn't be more 
normal. I read the funnies and nothing 
else; she reads every book that's 
published. I pick out ali her suits and 
dre6SeS with her, but when she tries 
to choose my suits I elude her and 
disappear to the tailor's alone. We 
have a new dark green car these days, 
and we never play bridge, and thanks 
to our traveling we haven't had time 
to make many close friends. 

And if you doubt the quiet attitude 
we both have toward my work, let 
me tell you that I did a screen test 
with Susan Hayward last year. The 
afternoon I was supposed to see the 
test, I got in a golf game instead. So 
Sheila went to see it alone. "You looked 
just like yourself," she reported. 

"Is that good or bad?" I asked. 
"I'll leave that up to you," grinne<l 

Sheila. And that was our sole dis· 
cussion of the test! 

And I truly believe that that is the 
entire saga of the Gordon MacRaes
unless I added that we're very, very 
happy indeed! 



Corliss Backs a 
Dark Horse 

(Continued fTom page 37) 

going to try. We women must learn to 
take our place in public life. We've 
been emancipated; yet men like 
Dexter still go around patting us on 
the head and putting us in our place." 

Only slightly mollified at being 
classified as a man, Dexter gave a 
snort. "Patting yOll on the headt
we'd lose a couple of fingers, quick. 
But a girl President-golly! You'll 
have lace curtains on the gym windows 
and-" • 

Corliss rose to the attack. "Sa 
that's the opinion you have of me, 
Dexter Franklln. Well-let me tell 
you, if I don't get your vote-rOll 
don't get any date next Saturday!' 

"Aw-gee-Corliss-" Dexter sub
sided, moodily. 

Throughout all this, Minnie Jenkins 
said nothing. But her eyes grew big
ger and she looked with awe at the 
Impetuous Corliss. She was as as
tounded as Dexter, but for a different 
reason. Though Minnie C()uld claim 
friendship with Corliss, she couldn't 
imagine ever being like her. Though 
always asked to parties, always in
cluded in anything that went on in her 
high-school crowd-Minnie had her 
own particular niche and she had 
never dreamed of climbing out of it. 

Minnie was a fetch-and-carry-er. If 
sandwiches were to be made for a 
party, Minnie volunteered. If there 
was work to be done, Minnie did it. 
She was always running unasked er
rands. Always doing unasked favors. 

't INNIE-her eyes like saucers
" stared at the 'emanCipated' Corliss. 

When she did speak it was with 
doubt and awe. "But don't you know 
that Vincent Olds is going to run?" 

"Yah-Vincent Olds. That drip. 
That phony! Corliss can beat him 
easy." Dexter changed horses in mid
stream as easily as a veteran politico. 

"I know. But, Dexter, he's awfully 
clever." Minnie spoke earnestly. "And 
his father ownli the malt shop. Lots 
of the kids run up credit. Vincent uses 
that to make them vote for him." 

"He wouldn't do that! Why, that's 
simply too low for words." Corliss had 
always heard that politics was a dirty 
game-but this was carrying things 
really too far. "That's-why that's 
bribery!" 

At dinner time she consulted her 
father. "Daddy, did you ever hear of 
a candidate for high office playing on 
the baser appetites to buy votes?" 

"Have you been reading the news
papers again, Corliss?" ~1r. Archer 
went on placidly buttering a roll. "I 
thought you n ever went beyond the 
comic sections:' 

Corliss sighed. " I suppose no one's 
ambitions are ever understood by their 
families. I suppose that even when 
President Truman was a child, if he 
said to his parents that some day he 
wanted to be President, he was told 
to run away and practice the Missouri 
Waltz. Here 1 may be the next 
Student Body President of our High 
School, and you continue to treat me 
like an infant." 

"Good gracious, child-I didn't 
know!" Mrs. Archer was pleased and 
flustered. "I think that's just lovely. 
Now when 1 attend P.T.A. meetings, 1 
guess all those other mothers will pay 
more attention to my reports." 

(J 
• 
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and FIBS are quilted! 
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wearing Fibs -because quilting makes this 
tampon really comfortable. You see, quilt
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For safety-Quilting is a Fibs safeguard 
women always appreciate ... because it 
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Mr. Archer held up his hand. "Whoa 
-wait a minute. Corliss isn't elected 
yet." 

Mother and daughter smiled at each 
other in perfect understanding. Men 
were so slow to JP"asp things! And 
they always brOUght up these minor 
difficulties! 

"Who is buying votes, Corliss? 
Wasn't that where this conversation 
started?" 

She explained about Vincent OIds. 
Her parents sympathized with her dif
ficulties, seeing the tremendous ad
vantage it was for him to be the son 
of the malt shop owner, but they 
could offer no solution. Mr. Archer 
made the mistake of sympathizing too 
well-he was immediately maneuvered 
into admitting that a new dress for 
Corliss would be an indispensable 
campaign expenditure. Mrs. Archer 
contented herself with remarking that 
Minnie Jenkins should be a great 
help in the campaign. 

"-like puttin~ up posters and lob
bying and buildmg election I?latforrns 
and telephoning people. Thmgs like 
that," Corliss' mother added, vaguely, 
being .oot too sure just what was ex
pected of a political campaign. 

THE news of Corliss' hat in the ring 
came as a real thunderbolt the next 

day at school. Corridors buzzed with 
the news and teachers were hard put 
to keep their classes in order as fierce 
pre-electioneering battles raged. 

To Corliss' great surprise, Vincent 
caught up with her as she was leaving 
the schoolyard that afternoon. 

"Hi! Shall we be frien.dlr, enemies, 
Corliss? Bury the hatohet?' If Dex
ter had been along, Corliss knew he 
would have mentioned the best place 
he could think of to bury it. But he 
wasn't there and it was flattering to 
be so noticed by Vincent-the clever, 
the prominent and poised, the boy who 
had held one student office or another 
ever since grammar school days--and 
who was now aspiring to be head of the 
whole high school student body. 

Corliss jerked her thoughts back in 
a hurry. Why, so was she! Why 
should she be in awe of this boy? It 
was strange that Vincent always had 
that dubious gift of making whoever 
he was with feel small and insignifi
cant beside himself. 

But now he was smiling at her. 
"Want to stop and get a soda? I 

might be able to give you some pointers 
on this election racket-after all, I've 
been a class leader for a long time." 

While she resented his words, at the 
same time she was flattered by his 
tone of intimacy--a.s if they two 
shared an experience not granted to the 
lesser breed of classmates. Anyway, 
before she could protest, he had guided 
her into his father's store. 

Regally he deposited her on the 
counter stool. And still with his 
proprietary air he went back of the 
soda fountain and insi&ted on mixing 
their sodas himself-with extra scoops 
of ice cream. Corliss had never known 
Vincent Olds well-Dexter's opinion 
of him had been shared by all her 
friends and they had had no occasion 
to mix. Now Corliss could see how 
this double-scoop-of-ice-cream treat
ment could bring Vincent a horde of 
hungry voter-friends to win him elec
tions. She was weakening, herself! 

He finally seated himself beside her. 
"There's not much to winning an 

election, Corliss," he confided to her. 
"You just gotta know the right people 
and do a few favors where it will do 
the most good and put a little pressure 
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in the right places. Like if you know a 
guy's been trying to learn to smoke 
and he doesn't want his dad to find 
out about it. Things like that." 

Corliss' hair bounced on her shoul
ders, indignantly. "I don't intend to 
run my campaign that way! I'm just 
going to ask people to vote for me and 
tell them what I'll do for them if I'm 
elected and-" 

"What are you going to tell them? 
It's easy to make promises-" he was 
still smiling at her, but Corliss felt, 
somehow, that the smile wasn't quite 
so friendly as it had been-"and, of 
course, you don't have to carry them 
aU out. But it's still a lot of head
aches. You know what? I'm getting 
a little tired of politics ... all the 
work and everything. Maybe I'll let 
you run, alone, and withdraw my 
name. I'm getting tired of hold~ng 
officers' meetings about what's going 
to be on the programs and having to 
study twice as hard as I'd like just 
because you have to keep your grades 
above average to hold office. And 
meeting with the faculty to hash over 
about the w~steparer being thrown in 
the halls and the gum under the seats 
in the library. And who cares about 
whether or not the kids shove each 
other in the school cafeteria?" 

"Wastepaper in the-~um under 
the-meetings-cafeteria-' Cor 1 iss 
looked at him, aghast. She gulped. 
"You mean I have to think about all 
those things! And study twice as 
much? Jeepers creepers, when will I 
have time for fun? 1 thought all I 
had to do as President was to stand 
up on the platform at assemblies and 
pound that little hammer!" 

II E looked at her with a patronizing 
air. "Gh, don't worry about it. You 

might be able to handle it, and they'd 
be easy on a girl." 

Her backbone stiffened. "Certainly 
I can do itt" Then she remembered 
something. "Besides, didn't you say you 
weren't going to run this year?" 

"For a consideration." This time 
he leaned towards her and Corliss de
cided Dexter was right-Vincent smiled 
like a drip; he looked like a drip; and 
he was a drip. "Just a little deal be
tween you and me. I'll announce my 
withdrawal-and you promise me, 
right now, I can have all your dates 
for the next three months." 

"You-you-!" Corliss sputtered. 
There weren't the words to express 
herself-but the way she slammed the 
door going out must have given young 
Mr. aids a faint idea of her reaction. 

It's all right to go away mad-Cor
liss found-to sizzle and fume every 
time she thought of Vincent OIds and 
promise herself that she was going to 
win, if only to spite him. But it was 
quite another thing to forget those 
awful things he had told her about the 
duties of a Student Body President. 

"Oh-Dexter," she moaned, as they 
sat on the porch steps that evening. 
"I'm going to be just a slave to my 
constitu-constit-to my public. I'll 
have to study like mad every night 
and go to meetings with the faculty 
all day long. And 1 thought it was 
going to be fun!" 

"Maybe you won't win," Dexter con
soled her. 

But that only made her think of 
Vincent Olds and his positively slimy 
offer, and that only made her angry 
again. "I have to win. I just have to. 
And I have to show him I can beat 
him in a fair way, too." 

Dexter looked at her admiringly. 
"Gee, Corliss, you have such a wonder-
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fuI character! And the way the moon
light shines in your hair like that, 
you're just beautiful. I'll bet when 
you get to Congress you'll have all 
the Senators proposing to you." 

Corliss forgot her misery at this 
startling thought. It was a nice ro
mantic thoul;tht, too--Senators pro
posing-and Just then it didn't seem 
like a far jump from the halls of high 
school to the halls of the United States 
Senate. Maybe she was destined for a 
statesman's career! She could just see 
herself dining with polished, suave, 
dinner-coated ambassadors and call
in¥. on the White House-

'Hey! I've been looking for you 
two." Minnie Jenkins bounded ener
getically up the porch steps, her hands 
full of papers, "Didn't you know we 
were having a campaign meeting at 
Mildred Ames's house? You were sup
posed to be there, Corliss! After all, 
you're the Qne who's running for office." 
She thrust the papers into the candi
date's hands. "Look-we've got a leaf
let telling all about you. We were going 
to make it four - pages, but Mildred 
pointed Qut that we can't fill up four 
pages just about your being in charge 
of the checkroom at the school dance 
last year. So we just used one page 
and said you were popular and honest 
and Sf) forth. But I made them put in 
about what you said about women be
ing emancipated and it was a woman's 
turn. I WTote that mysell. Now
Dexter-you'll have to take this into 
the faculty office tomorrow and get 
Mr. Reed's permission to have it mimeo
graphed and then you'll have to get 
some boys to put up posters and make 
signs and-" She stopped only because 
she was running out of breath. 

SLOWLY Dexter hoisted himself to his 
feet. Just as slowly Corliss unwound 

herself from her oomfortable lounging 
position against the porch rail. 

Jeepers-did this election business 
mean she and Dexter weren't going to 
have any time for themselves? 

All Corliss' presentiments seemed to 
come true. Not only did she and Dex
ter have nQ time for themselves and 
the moonlight, but when she did see 
him in the days to come, he wore a 
harried, exasperated air, He was al
ways r.ushing this way and that; put
ting up posters as fast as the Olds forces 
oould tear them down; writing out 
speeches for her campaign workers to 
make during lunch periods; getting 
leaflets mimeographed and distributed; 
holding meetings. His crowning 
achievement was getting a sign in the 
drug store window that read in huge 
letters "Archer for President." 

And Minnie Jenkins was happy. She 
was being her usual busy self, button
holing students right and left, earnestly 
beseeching them to vote for Corliss. 
She was the hub and the wheel of the 
campaign, 11ever forgetting to call a 
committee together, prompt to remind 
someone of a duty to be perfurmed
and then usually doing it herself. 

It was strange then, that in the midst 
of all this bustle and activity and at
tention, that Corliss' spirits should have 
drooped lower and lower. Any other 
time she would have been rushing 
around with the rest of them. Now 
the somber shadow of the presidential 
duties, should she win, loomed larger 
and bl-acker over her head the closer 
came election week. She felt like the 
lamb led to the slaughter, and she had 
sharpened the knife ,herself, 

EVen the new& of the party didn't 
revive her spirits, 
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Dexter told her. "We'll have to hold it 
here at your house because the candi
date is supposed to treat her friends. 
We'll invite everyone who wants to 
come-everyone on our side. I've 
asked your mother and she said okar. 
YQur Dad said he'll take all the furm
ture out of the house and lock up the 
refrigerator, but I think he was just 
trying to make a joke. We have to eat. 
And they'll want to dance and play 
ping-pong and you'll make your first 
bi~ speech-" 

'Dexter-" Corliss moved a fraction 
of an inch closer to him. It was moon
light again and the porch swing was a 
very romantic place. "Dexter---can't 
we forget about the campaign for a 
moment? Let's just talk," 

For a second there was a flicker of 
eager interest in Dexter's face . Then it 
died. He yawned and stretched and 
got up. "Sorry. Corliss. Got to go. 
Got to get up early in the mornin$" to 
start work on the party. And to01ght 
I've @:ot to find out what square's been 
painting mustaches on your campaign 
pictures!" 

Drearily Corliss went to bed. The 
morning brought no ray of sunshine 
and she drearily took herself off to 
school. 

But in the middle of biology class, 
she began to sit up and hope. Parties 
meant fun. Parties meant boys asking 

• her to dance. Parties meant new 
dTesses! 

"'t INNIE!" She had bumped into her l' campaign worker in the hall after 
class. "Please come with me. I simply 
have to buy a new dress for the party 
and 1 know the one I want. It's in Sim
mons' window and Daddy said I could 
have one last week when I asked him. 
It's utterly a dream. Let's go now-we 
can skip lunch periods and-" 

"You'll do no such thing, Corliss 
Archer." Minnie squelched her, firmly. 
"You can't afford to have a new dress 
for tonight. We have to think of the 
women's vote, you know. And all the 
girls will simply hate you in a new 
dress." 

"Oh ..... !" wailed Corliss. "You 
mean I have to be there tonight and. 
give my speech in an old rae: that 
everybody's seen a million times? Oh, 
I can't stand it!" 

She fied into an empty classroom and 
flung herself into a seat, bowing her 
head on the desk. It was too much! 
Never again would she, Corliss, dazzle 
the eyes of girls and men with the 
latest creation from Simmons. Never 
again could she sweep into a room and 
hear the startled gasps from other en
vious girls. No--from now on she 
would be a drab, dowdy figure, bent 
and worn from running back and forth 
between faculty offices and committee 
meetings and cafeteria troubles-

"What's the trouble, Corliss?" 
Corliss raised sad, tragic eyes to the 

sympathetic ones of Miss Fraeckel, the 
drama teacher. Corliss had the feeling 
she would like·to throw herself on 
Miss Fraeckel's shoulders and tell her 
the whole story-but she checked her
self. It would never do. It would 
net"er do to tell a teacher you didn't 
want to be Student J30dy President 
just because you wanted a new dress! 

"I guess you're tired, Corliss." Miss 
Fraeckel supplied her own explanation. 
"All this campaigning is strenuous 
work. I was a little sorry to hear you 
were running for office, you know. 
There's a part in the Founders' Day 
play the school is putting on that 
would just suit you-you were the only 
onc I could think of who could wear 
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the costume for the part. It's the part 
of a princess, in gold cloth and sequins. 
Well, I'll just have to find a substitute. 
We can't let you do too much-be an 
officer and be in a play and keep up 
with your studies, too." She patted 
Corliss once more and then was gone
completely unaware of the devastation 
she had left behind her. 

This was the final blow. Corliss just 
sat, sunk in utter despair. To lose a 
part in the school play-and the chance 
to wear a gorgeous costume like thatl 
-and aU because she had wanted to 
be Student Body President. To give 
up being an actress and have to worry 
about gum under the library desks! 
Corliss clutched her head. 

And who would be her substitute for 
the play? Betty Cameron, no doubt
that frizzed-out blonde! At the thought 
of her rival wearing that princess cos
tume-walking across the stage in front 
of a whole audience---hearing the ap
plause that should have been hers, 
Corliss'-

It was too much! Betty Cameron to 
substitute for her . 

S LOWLY-Va~Uely-an idea began to 
stir around In her mind. A substitute. 

It was just a little idea ... just the 
germ of one-but by the time she had 
reached home, it was suddenly full 
blown. She raced up the steps of the 
Franklin home and pealed the bell. 

Impatiently she waited. Would 
Dexter never come? 

"Oh, Dexter!" She flung herself 
down on the nearest porch chair, 
clutching his arm and pulling him 
down with her. "I've got the most 
terrific solution! You don't want me 
to be P resident, do you? 1 mean-I've 
been thinking it over and 1 think 1 
really must sacrifice my political ambi
tions for the good of the school. They 
need me in the school play and 1 just 
have to wear that dress-I mean
look, Dexter-why can't we find a sub
stit ute for me? To r un against Vincent 
Olds? A dark horse!" 

"Gee, Corliss--" Dexter was be
wildered. "You mean you don't think 
you should run? But why don't you 
just withdraw?" 

She shook her head. "I can't do that. 
Then Vincent would be elected for 
sure. He'd have no opposition and I 
can't let everybody down like that, all 
the kids who've worked so hard to 
defeat him and elect me. We've just 
got to find a dark horse." 

For a moment Dexter looked wildly, 
eagerly hopeful. Then, slowly, he col
lapsed into pessimism. "Can't be 
done, Corliss. The dark horse would 
have to be pretty, to get the votes from 
the guys. The women's votes aren't so 
dangerous-Minnie J enkins has them 
all sewed up. They'll vote any way 
she says. But where are we going to 
find anyone that's t:>retty enough for a 
campaign picture and yet someone 
Minnie will ~et behind and work for, 
too? She thmks you're J oan of Arc.' 

Corliss thought for a long time and 
pessimism overtook her too. Then she 
sighed and slowly got to her feet, her 
shoulders held back bravely, her whole 
figure one of tragic renu nciation. "I 
guess you're right. I guess I' ll just have 
to go through with it. Dexter, when 
I'm President-will you call me up 
sometime? Or are Presidents allowed 
to have dates? Maybe we could go 
someplace where it wouldn't matter if 
I'm in old ragged clothes." 

"Aw-gee-Corliss." But not even 
Dexter could find the right words to 
help. The fut ure was dark for him, 
too. 
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The party should have been a suc-
cess. Mrs. Archer had made platters Avo"ld underarm of "ndwi,h" ,nd filling, foe moco. 
when those ran out. Soft drinks were 
stacked in and around the refrigerator. 
The rugs were rolled up. The favorite 
dance records had been loanC!d. The 
ping_pong table was set up in the 
basement. 

And Mr. and Mrs. Archer had cleared 
out, visiting the Franklins next door, 
where they could lrocp an eye on things 
and yet not be in the way, 

Yes, the set-up was perfect. And 
Corliss, with hollow laugh and empty 
heart and lackluster eyes, noted that 
all of the guests had the insensitivity to 
think it was just that. A perfectly 
wonderful party. They couldn't see 
beneath the surface to the mockery it 
was for Corliss-and for Dexter. The 
two of them sat sedately, as befitted a 
candidate and her manager, on the 
sofa, wistfully eyeing the fun, but 
keeping a little apart. Evidently no 
one CQuld tell that the smiles they wore 
were false. 

"Oh, this is a simply drooly party, 
Corliss!" Mildred Ames bounced up to 
her hostess. And Corliss noticed, with 
practically no feeling at all, that Mil
dred's new dress was the identical one 
she, herseU, had wanted in Simmons 
window. It didn't matter, now. "I'm 
having such fun. And you ought to 
pick up a lot of votes tonight. Every
body's enjoying~verybody's-Minnie 
Jenkins!" . 

VVERYONE turned and looked to
n wards the doorway. What they saw 
was worth a look. 

For Minnie Jenkins to make a late, 
dramatic entrance at a part¥ was un
heard-of. But for Minnie Jenkins to 
look as she did was incredible. 

Gone was the harried, care-worn look. 
Gone was the usual practical cotton 
frock that wouldn't be hurt by working 
in the kitchen. This Minnie Jenkins 
was wearing a blissful, ecstatic dream 
of fioating tulle and an expression of 
confident triumph. Her hair was piled 
up on top of her head with the perkiest 
of black velvet ribbons to crown its 
perfectioll. With her glasses off, her 
eyes were soft and deep blue and
yes--coquettish! 

Someone who had heard her name 
caned and hadn't yet taken a look, 
came rushing up. "Minnie-we're run
ning out of lemons for the lemonade. 
Mrs. Archer said we could come over 
to the Franklins and borrow some 
if we needed more. Will you-will 
you-" the speaker paused and took 
another look. Because Minnje wasn't 
listening. Minnie wasn't there. 

She was out on the dance fioor, hav
ing the time of her life that only comes 
to acknowledged belles. She was going 
from partner to partner. She was ac
cepting a glass of lemonade from an 
admiring male---4 glass, which, for 
once, she had not made herselt. 

Corliss stared in amazement. Dex
ter's jaw had drop~ed. 

"Why-why, she s pretty!" he said. 
"Who'd ever have thought it? What 
has she done to hcrseU?" 

It rome to Corliss suddenly "She's 
emancipated, Dexter. That's what's 
happened. She's standing up for her 
rights." 

"She sure is. And I'm all for it." 
Dextcr was enthusiastic and Corliss 
agreed. 

In fact, everyone seemed to agree 
it was a fine thing. They liked the 
changc. Not even the girls who carried 
the trays and handed around sand
wiches could begrudge Minnie her 
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night of triumph. Too many times she 
had waited on them. 
. But now the evening was drawing to 
its height and to its big event. To Cor
liss' speech . Her first campaign speech, 
which would launch her into the last 
and decisive days of the election battIe. 
They gathered around in the living 
room, all these her friends and possible 
voters, seating themselves on floor and 
chairs and sofa, waiting to hear her 
maiden speech that would be the 
touch-off for the who!·'" campaign. 

The speech that v. ould, to Corliss, 
seal her doom and cut her off from the 
human race for a whole year. 

She struggled to her feet. Had she 
once-long agc--a week ago-looked 
forward to this moment with excite
ment and elation and pride? Had she 
seen herself born on the crest of popu
larity into presidential office? J eepers! 

She'd like to tell them the truth. But 
she couldn't. She'd have to go through 
with it. She began. 

" LADIE S and gentlemen-fellow-stu
dents-it gives me great pleasure

great pleasure-" 
Her throat choked up. She had a 

sudden vision of a Corliss Archer who 
would never be-the Corliss Archer 
who might have walked across the 
stage in a princess' costume of gold 
cloth and sequins. She looked wildly 
around for help. Her eyes fell on Min
nie Jenkins. 

"-~great pleasure to-" 
Corliss stopped short. The dark 

horse! Why, of course! The idea was a 
natural. 
"-~to introduce your new candi

date for Student Body President--" 
A low murmur went throulJh the 

room. Dexter had already said just 
that, introducing the candidate, Corliss 
Archer. Who was Corliss int roducing? 
H erself? 

"Minnie Jenldos!" 
It was much later that night and 

Mr. Archer had already ordered Dex
ter-twice-to go home and get to bed, 
but he just couldn't leave. There was 
too much to be explained and talked 
about. And there was still a sliver of 
moon left and he and Corliss were 
alone, for once. 

"Gee-Corliss-what ever made you 
think of Minnie? It was a colossal 
idea, that's what it was. And so noble 
and wonderful of you, giving up your 
chance to be President just so that 
Minnie could have it. Everyone is 
talking about w hat a terrific sacrifice 
you made." 

"Dexter Franklin, you're just plain 
dumb! You know I didn't want to 
run for office. I told you this after
noon. And Minnie dQCs. She says 
she's emancipated and I guess she IS, 
but I'll bet she still likes doing things 
for people. It's in her blood." 

"She's sure to win." Dexter was a 
happy man. "She's pretty enough to 
get the guys' vote~nd all the girls 
remember everything she's done for 
them and they' ll all turn out for her. 
It'll be a landslide." 

Corliss turned over and over a piece 
of ribbon in her fingers . "Only one 
thing. Are you planning to be her 
campaign manager, Dexter?" 

"Me? Gosh, no. The only reason I 
was manager for you and knocking 
myself out was becausc--well, you 
promised-you said if I was your man
ager you'd-" 

And then he was alone. Corliss had 
gone into the house. Dexter put up his 
hand to his cheek, holding it there for 
a moment in grateful awe. She had 
kissed him! 
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INGROWN NAIL 

No Less Than Heaven 
(Continued ITom page 27) 

He and Thelma used to go out to
gether on Saturdar nights, to dances or 
movies or bowhng alleys. In his 
second -hand roadster, they went on 
Sunday picnics, sometimes alone and 
sometimes with another couple. Jerry 
was about average height and he had 
average good looks-and that was the 
trouble, as far as Thelma was con
cerned. He was just too average. 

Thelma still had her dreams, even 
if they weren't about stardom. "I 
want--I want more than that," she 
said once to Jerry, somewhere around 
the tenth time he asked her to marry 
him. "Oh, I'm awfully fond of you, 
Jerry, but-but rm afraid I COUldn't 
make rou happy, because what I really 
want IS-" 

She stopped, and after a minute 
Jerry prompted her. "Is what, 
Thelma?" 

"Oh--everything, I guess;' Thelma 
said, her violet eyes looking past him. 
"To be rich, 10r one thing. To have 
lots of expensive clothes, and eat in 
expensive restaurants and live in an 
expensive house. I want to buy perfume 
at a hundred dollars an ounce, and 
then give it away to the maid be
cause I don't like it after all. I want 
to go to South America and have 
my name and picture in the papers-" 

"Gosh!" Jerry said resentfully. "You 
do want just about everything in the 
world, don't you?" 

") '0 be satisfied, I guess, with only 
part of it," Thelma admitted. "But 

don't you see-if I married you, 1 
wouldn't get any of it? ... Oh, I know 
that sounds horrible, Jerry, but it's 
true. I'm sorry to hurt you, but isn't 
that better than Iring to you?" 

"I don't know,' Jerry said after a 
moment. "Doesn't the-the fact that 
1 love you mean anything at all?" 

"It does now-but it wouldn't al
ways, I'm afraid." 

Jerry thought awhile. a worried and 
unhappy frown creasing his forehead . 
"I just don't believe it," he said 
finally. "I don't believe you're as 
mercenary as you sound. You may 
think you are. but you aren't, really 
-because if you were 1 wouldn't have 
fallen in love with you in the first 
place. So I think I'll stick around until 
you change your mind." 

That wasn't very logical of Jerry, 
perhaps. And yet, somehow, he was 
right. Thelma wasn't really mer
cenary. She didn't want money as 
much as she wanted excitement, es
cape, even danger. She was bored 
With her job and with her home
she lived with her aunt in an old
fashioned house on one of the streets 
where Los Angeles merges into Holly
wood-with the people she knew, in
cluding Jerry, and most of all, she was 
bored with herself. But money and 
the things it would buy were the only 
symbols of escape Thelma knew, and 
that is why she sounded mercenary, 
even though she wasn't. 

Her vacation was one of those sym
bols. For fifty weeks out of every year, 
Thelma lived for the other two weeks 
-her vacation weeks. She skimped. 
on lunches, on clothes for the office 
and things she really needed, in order 
to have plenty of money for that 
glorious vacat ion. 

She never went far from Hollywood 
fOI" these holidays, because traveling 
costs money and she wanted to spend 
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what she had upon living luxuriously, 
at a fine hotel. So one year she had 
gone to Carmel, and another to Yose
mite, and this year-the year it hal?
pened-she was going to the Lodge In 
the Pines, on one of the mountain lakes. 

At sales in the good shops, aU win
ter long, she had carefully gathered 
her wardrobe-sports dresses, play 
suits, evening gowns, accessories. 
Hardly anything she bought would be 
of any use to her when the vacation 
was over. A few of the sports clothes, 
perhaps, she could wear on Sundays; 
but Jerry's income didn't run to affairs 
you attended wearing a strapless 
evening gown. And, what was more, 
the f:irl who went out with Jerry 
wasn t the kind of girl who would 
wear these clothes, because they were 
darin~ clothes, sophisticated, eye
catchmg. They were clothes for the 
kind of girl Thelma would have liked 
to be. 

As the time for her vacation ap
proached, Thelma grew more and 

more excited. It didn't matter that 
nothing much had happened on her pre
vious vacations, nothmg but a lew mild 
flirtations with young fellows she had 
never seen again. This year it was 
going to be different, this year someone 
-some romantic someone--was going 
to fall madly in.. love with her, and
but, oddly enough, her anticipations 
never went beyond that point. 

"I don't get it," Jerry said sulkily. 
"Going up to a fancy-pants place like 
that all by yourself. What fun is there 
in doing that? You won't know any 
body, you'll be lonesome-" 

"I'U meet people." 
"II you were going with another 

girl, even-but all alone!" 
Thelma didn't explain that she 

didn't want to go with another girl. 
Another girl would only complicate 
things. It would be like taking with 
her a little piece of her everyday life, 
and she wanted to leave that entirely 
behind her. 

Thelma felt herself changing as the 
train took her up into the mountains, 
that first day of her vacation. In her 
new blue suit, she felt herself becom
ing exciting, mysterious, alluring-not 
just a stenographer embarking on her 
two-week holiday, but a woman of the 
world ready for adventure. 

She reached the Lodge just in time 
to dre.ss for dinner. It was a wonder
ful place, she told herself as she laid 
out the sleek new evening gown. 
Coming up from the station in a taxi, 
she had passed tennis courts and a golf 
course, where people in bright clothes 
were playing. The Lodge was a big, 
rambling bUilding, with a dining room 
and dance floor built out over the 
lakc itself; from her window Thelma 
could see the blue sky and bluer water, 
a speedboat cutting a sharp path in the 
distance. 

At dinner, the tall head-waiter led 
her to a table near the window. That 
was a good omen; if he'd tucked her 
away in a cornet" it would have meant 
that nobody would notice her, nobody 
would try to make friends with her. 
She ordered and looked around the 
room at the other diners. Some family 
groups, a couple who looked like 
honeymooners, four young people eat
ing together and being very ~ay, a 
distinguished-looking man With a 
deeply tanned face and dark hair, 
several tables away from her.. The 
distinguished looking man raised his 
eyes and caught her watching him, and 
she let her own eyes travel past him, 
indifferentlv. 
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After dinner she went into the 
lounge, where coffee was served. Sud
denly she was depressed. It would be 
terrible if nothin~ happened on this 
vacation-if she lust sat around by 
herself, and ate, and swam a little 
bit, and said "How do you do?" to the 
old ladies and married couples. 

"May 11" 
It was the man [rom the dining room, 

smiling and indicating the empty chair 
beside her. "You seem to be alone," 
he said. "and so am I. I thought per
haps-if you didn't mind-?" 

Thelma's heart gave a startled leap 
of happiness, hut she was careful not 
to let him know it. She smiled, not 
too eagerly. and said, "Of course." 

"I'd better introduce myself
l
" he said, 

Sitting down beside her. The rna won
dered how old he was. About thirty
five, she decided. There was a li t tle 
bit of gray in his dark hair, and fine 
smile-Imes at the corners of his eyes, 
but he was very slim and erect. "I'm 
John Kennison, and I'm from San 
Francisco." . 

"I'm Thelma Evans, from Holly
wood." 

"Oh?" he said. "Are you in the 
mov ies?" 

''Not exactly. That is, I don't act in 
them, but I work for International. 
I'm-" And without hesitating, with
out even thinking about it, Thelma 
heard herself telling a lie. She simply 
couldn't say to this obviously sophisti
cated man that she was a tY}?,ist, a 
stenographer. She couldn't. 'I'm a 
designer in the costume department," 
she said. I suppose she pIcked that 
particular occupation because she 
thought of me. 

lIE nodded, and somehow he managed 
to convey, without putting it into 

words, that he wasn't surprised-that 
the way she dressed showed she knew 
about clothes. 

They talked about the Lodge and 
about the lake, about Hollywood and 
San Francisco, and he ordered brandy 
for them both. Thelma sipped hers, 
not liking it very much but ashamed 
to say so. After a while he asked her 
to dance, and when he took her into 
his arms she felt a thrill of excitement 
-because this was the kind of man 
she had pictured in her dreams, the 
kind who would some day fall madly in 
love with her. 

Oh, he wasn't in love with her-she 
realized that. He couldn't be, so soon. 
But his eyes told her plainly that he 
was attracted, more than interested; 
and he was making plans for places 
they could go, things they could do, to
morrow and the day after tomorrow 
and the day after that. He was caU
ing her Thelma and she was calling 
him John. 

That was the beginning of an en
chanted week. Riding in John's car, 
swimming with him, going at night to 
an elaborate gambliny club where he 
gave her a handfu of chips and 
laughed when she lost them all-every 
ecstatic minute she heard a voice sin~
ing inside her, ''It's happening! ThiS 
is what I've always wanted, this is 
what I was made for!" She hardly 
thought of Jerry. 

"I get down to Los Angeles pretty 
often on business," John told her. "We 
must see each other whenever I'm 
there." 

"Oh, of course!" Thelma agreed
but at the thought of these two weeks 
coming to an end, of seeing John in 
Los Angeles, she remembered her lie, 
and went cold inside with apprehen
sion. Down there, could she keep up 
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the masquerade of being a costume 
designer? She knew she couldn't-she 
couldn't even continue to be the gay, 
exciting person she was here at the 
lake. He d expect to meet her friends, 
maybe see where she worked, and she 
would have to confess. 

"Let's not talk about Los Angeles," 
she said, trying to laugh. "Let's r,re
tend we never have to leave here. ' 

"Suits me," John agreed. They were 
on 1he beach, and he smiled into her 
eyes. "Do you know, I almost didn't 
come up here for my vacation? I al
most didn't take any vacation at a11-
didn't think I wanted one. But you've 
made it worth while." 

"I'm glad-awfully glad." For 
once, she wasn't playing the part she'd 
set for herself, the part of the worldly, 
clever young woman. She said it 
simply, honestly. 

That was the afternoon he told her 
about his marria~e. "We were both 
too young, I guess, ' he said. "Anyway, 
it didn't work out, and we split up 
for good when I went into the Army." 

She was almost afraid to ask it, but 
she did. "Do you-still love her?" 

"N 0," he said, and shook his head and 
repeated, "No. It's all over, long 

ago." 
Usually, though, he talked very 

little about himself, and Thelma was 
glad because it spared her the neces
sity of revealing anything about her 
own lif~r of lying about it, which 
would have been worse. That one 
lie was quite enough. He seemed 
satisfied to be with her, to accept her 
as a holiday companion, as if this time 
they were spending together were a 
time cut off and apart from the rest 
of their lives. 

The week went by, and it was 
Saturday night. John suggested, after 
dinner, a run over to the gambling 
club again. He felt lucky, he said, 
and although secretly Thelma was 
shocked at the idea of risking good 
money on the turn of a wheel, she 
laughed and agreed. At first, John 
was lucky. Time after time he won, 
until he had a dozen stacks of chips in 
front of him. Then his luck turned, 
until finally he shrugged and said, 
"That's enough," with perfect good 
humor. He-had lost as much as Thelma 
was paid for three weeks' work at the 
studio. And he didn't seem to care! 
That was what impressed and awed 
Thelma. 

They drove back to the Lodge slowly, 
and when John had put the car into 
the parking lot he said, "It's such a 
wonderful night, let's walk out on the 
pier." Dreamily, Thelma nodded. 
Nothing seemed quite real to her. 

T he pier was deserted. Across the 
lake, the headlights of a moving car 
winked and disappeared, came back 
again. The water lapped softly against 
the wooden piles underneath the pier. 
John put his hands on Thelma's 
shoulders and turned her to face him. 
His arms went around her and very 
slowly, he kissed her. Thelma stood 
still, her eyes closed-knowing that he 
had brought her out here for this pur
pose, because he meant to kiss her, and 
knowing, too, that she wanted him to 
kiss her again and again. 

"You belong here," he said, "in my 
arms. I'll never let you go. My 
darling-" 

Thelma felt nothing but her lips 
under his; the rest of her seemed al
together dissolved in a warm, glowing 
softness. Half-thoughts came and 
went vaguely in her mind. If only 
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the night need never give way to 
day . . . if they could stay here for
ever. Together ... with the giamor 
of the night and of the kisses wrapping 
them round. 

It was the word glamor that sud
denly gave her back the feeling of her 
feet, in their open sandals, on the damp 
rough boards, and the chill little 
breeze across the back of her neck. 
Because with it came the recollection 
that the glamor she'd created around 
herself was a fake. She wasn' t a fabu
lous Hollywood designer, whose whole 
life was an exciting background for 
these kisses. She was an ordinary. one
of-a-million stenographer. The glow
ing warmth faded; flatness came in
stead. Wouldn't it fade for John, too, 
if he knew that his arms were around 
just another girl_a girl just like the 
one he gave his letters to each office 
day, or saw crowding into any corner 
lunchroom? 

Stumblingly, but doggedly, she told 
him. She was doubly ashamed as she 
heard the humiliating words-ashamed 
for having lied, ashamed for making 
such an elaborate "confession" now. 
Maybe, if she was casual about it, he 
would have passed it over without a 
thought. If he really loved her ... 
"wanted to impress you," she finished 
almost inaudibly. 

His arms were still around her, but 
she felt them relax, and then he said 
in an odd, uncertain voice, ''To--im
press me?" 

"Yes-because being a stenographer 
is so dull and-and ordinary." 

"But how could you afford this place 
-and your clothes-on a stenographer's 
salary?" 

THE question surprised her-she ex
pected him to be angry, and he didn't 

sound angry at all. "I saved up all 
year," she confessed. "So I could have 
two wonderful weeks, at least." 

"You poor child," he said softly. "Oh 
-you poor little child." He let his 
arms drop and took a step backward, 
leaning against the railing that ran 
around the edge of the pier. 

"I know I shouldn't have pretended 
to be something I'm not," Thelma said 
miserably. "After I . got to know you 
better, I'd have told you the truth, but 
I was ashamed." 

"Why did you tell me the truth, 
then?" 

"Well-" Thelma said. "I-wanted 
it to be me you were kissing-really 
me. I wanted to be able to tell you 
all about me. I wanted us to--to 
reaHy know each other. It doesn't 
count, otherwise-does it?" 

"Oh!" he breathed, and for a minute 
there was silence. Thelma's heart 
sank. It did make a difference to him, 
then, after all. 

"I'm sorry," she said, and turned to 
go back to the hotel. 

"Wait!" He jumped away from the 
rail and stood in front of her. "Don't 
go in, Thelma. Not yet, anyway. 1_ 
You see, I've got a confession to make, 
too. I didn't realize. until just now, 
that you were so-so very much worth 
not lying to. Good Lord, I wouldn't 
care whether you were a costume de
signer or a stenographer or a waitress 
-but I did think you were the kind 
of girl that knows her way around." 

"I don't understand," Thelma said, 
but she was beginning to. 

"I thought I could make love to you 
and you'd take it the way I meant it," 
John said. "And now that I see how 
wrong I was-I'm ashamed. Thank 
goodness you told me about yourself 
before I really made a mess of things!" 
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He laughed a little ruefully. "It's true 
that my wife and I are separated, 
Thelma. But we're still marned-we 
always will be. She won't give me a 
divorce. All I CQuid offer you i5-
well, what I intended to offer you, and 
that isn't good enough for a girl who 
worries because she's lied about the 
way she makes her living." 

"You're still married?" Thelma 
couldn't believe it. He'd seemed so-
wholc-heartedly, spontaneously at
tracted; she couldn't believe he'd been 
offering as much of a lie as she. 

In the starlight, she saw him nod. 
"You shouldn't do such a $'ood job 

of acting smart and sophIsticated, 
Thelma," he said gently. "It fools 
people-and it might get you into 
trouble." He lifted a hand toward her 
and let it fa ll again. "I'm sorry." 

In the coolness of the n ight, Thelma's 
face was burning. What a naive little 
idiot she had been! Of course she 
wasn't the kind of girl who would have 
anything to do with a married man
no matter how attractive he was, or 
how attentive and gen erous. Every 
instinct in her revolted against the 
idea. Yet there she'd been, posturing 
and pretending, doing her very best to 
attract hirg, and succeeding in giving 
him the wrong impression of her. 

She couldn't speak to him . With a 
sob, she whirled and ran back over the 
weathered p lanks, back to the hotel. 

The next morning, early, before 
John was up, she packed her smart 
new clothes and paid her bill . There 
was no taxi available at the hotel, 
and the bus didn't leave until time to 
connect with the t rain, but the thought 
of seeing J ohn again made her des
perate to get away. "Isn't there any 
way I can get to the station sooner?" 
she begged the desk clerk. Mystified, 
he told her there' was a small truck 
going in for supplies, an d she could 
ride in it. She had a two-hour wait 
at the station, but it was better- any
thing was better-than having to face 
J ohn in the cruel day light. 

All the way back to H ollywood 
Thelma huddled against the worn up
holstery of her seat in the day-coach, 
staring out of the window and hearing 
over and over again J ohn's gentle, 
ironic voice saying, "You shouldn' t do 
such a good job of acting smart and 
sophisticated. It Iools people . . . " 

h er. She realized that now. She was 
just a little stenographer, after all, who 
had thought that life ought to be like 
a technicolor ed movie-bright and 
handsome and gay, with all the ugliness 
left out. Well, it wasn't. Life was 
never like that, neither her kind of 
life nor J ohn's. 

It was late Sunday afternoon when 
she got back to her aunt's house, hot 
and tired from the train and bus. 
The door was locked- her aunt had 
probably gone visiting, she supposed
but she had a key in her purse and she 
went on inside, up to her own room. 
There she threw the windows open 
and lay down on the bed . She still 
had a week of vacation coming to her, 
and a moderate amount of money. It 
had been silly, probably, to come back 
to the city-she could have found 
another hotel to ~o to, if she'd tried. 

But--but she dldn't want to go to 
another hotel. Looking around her 
familiar room, the same room that had 
seemed so uninteresting only a week 
ago, she knew that she couldn't have 
gone to another hotel. She got off the 
bed and went out into the hall, down 
the stairs to the te lephone. Lifting 
the receiver, she dialed Jerry's num
ber. Oh, he mightn't be home; very 
likely he was out driving somewhere ... 

<'Hello?" It was J erry's voice. 
"Hello, J erry." 
"Thelma! What are you doing back 

in town?" He didn' t sound especially 
pleased, she thought-just sur prised. 

"Oh-I got bored, so I came back. 
1-" She had star ted to speak lightlX, 
casually, but all at once she couldn t. 
All at once she was starting to cry. 
All at once she was saying, "No, Jerry 
- that isn't true. I mean, it's true, 
maybe, but-- I came back to spend the 
rest of my vacation with you!' 

Thelma is still a stenographer for 
International, but she's Mrs. Jerry 
H eath now, and she an d J erry w ill 
take their vacation together this year. 
They're going to drive up to tpe moun
ta ins in J erry's car, and stay at a 
place called K err's Kamp, which isn't 
a t all fashionable but is quite inexpen 
sive. I think they'll have a good time. 
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Because she wasn't smart, she wasn't 
_ sophisticated, she wasn't made for the 
• kind of life J ohn could have offered 

You see, they will be taking the right 
kind of a vacation. T hey will be leav
ing their workaday lives and sur
round ings behind-as they should, as 
everyon e should. But they won't be 
trying, as T helma used to try , to es~ 
cape frem themselves. J erry is too 
wise for that, and so is Thelma-now. 
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