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Are you 

Do ,hi, If you 'd try-

o Corloon,,,,, 

o A gi" ... ,,1 ~ajcJo 

o A ".w po,Ior "om. 

T, yonf face round or square ... long or 
oval? Do you really know? Before trying II 

different hairdo-put tracing paper over 
your photograph. then outline your face. It 
tell. you your true type, so you c.n plan 
your coiffure leto.dingly! Expert, Bay that', 
importan\. Same u it's important (on prob
lem da)'ll) 10 know you. type of .anitary 
napkin. That's ((Ur. wilh KOlex. JUSI try all 
3 siU:$ of Kalex: you'll lind the one that'a 
~ry persqnally yours. 

Who should 'ollow the hegd wgite r ? 

o Th , gi, l. 

o Th. boy. 

a On' coupl, 

When a head waiter heekon!, it'l no time to 
be Confidence ;'auch • help ... 

• 
IU tile know? 

F •• I neglected at a no-dcde party? 

o Crawl ;"'0 .. u"".t 
o Sto,' .. conv."otjOIl 

o Choo ••. th. " lIor •• ' ni, 

At II ,'rietly stag.and.doe shindig, maybe you 
haven't flnaTed II Ilarlne • . So - you're 
crushed! To banish "wallflower panic" just 
.troll up 10 that boogie man at Ihe keyboard 
... Ilarl a converUlion. It'll be a duel! 
Self·U!iurance wouldn' t forsake you if you'd 
learn to meel trying .iluations confiUenlly. 
Take trying day~, for instance. You'd be 
poised -feel secure-with Kolex and the 
e:clf(l. protection of Ihat exclusive Ill/ely 
utller. Kole'" keeps you fluster-proof! 

like heing lure that the giru should follow 
first. The eyes of patrons are upon you! 
Then', when (at certai n times) you bless 
Kotex for thoseftat pr~ ends thot roveal 
no outlines. You're JUrf: you're smooth. 
And It ease, with the comfort of your nl'W 

Kotl'll: Sanitary Belt that fil5snuj!;ly; doean', 
bind ... that', adjustable; all-elaalic! 

~Iore women choose KOTEX' 

than all other sanitary napkins 
• , . . ..... u ......... ". 

Whgl 'S the 101 •• 1 " dorm" doingl ? 

a Snock .m .. ggling 

a Plott.r 'pinning 
a Bri.ling, ... ,ion. 

E,'en "dorm" life can be beautiful! MR;n 
idea 'alo be comfortable, though, say campus 
queen •. They're the gala who know tha i 
for comfort on difficult dayslhere'. nothing 
quite like the softness of Kote",: the napkin 
made to &lay wft ""Aile you wear il, They'~ 
the ume, comfort-loving gala who are 
"briefmg" their bathrobes .. , chopping 
'em off, for more freedom, Or ~porting the 
dreamy, poetic Study Coat pictured here. 
Either way, brief', the word! 

rt'! 

3 guesses 
what girls 

forget most! 

o K .. p daIn ty .... ith cJ..,Joront. 
a P,odi •• good po.' ''''' 

a a"y Q n . ... Jo nilory b." 
O~ C?Urle you're careful abOll t 
da'tltmesa, (.ou ~ay, And you keep 
po~t" re·pe r eel, too. Bul i!Jl't Ihue 
one t hing you've ove r looked? 
Nllmely, 10 buy a new aanilary belt? 
YC'I, beca,use ,moll Firb forget, , . 
h~p puthng 11 of!" till next time," 
~o !'let aU the comfort your napkin 
gives, now', the time to buy a new 
Ko!~~ Sanitary Belt ! • 
• • IIC I is ~Ihe KOlcx Belt i8 made to 

lie fl at, without twisting Or cu rling. 
So a KOla Belt fits snugly' com, 
fortably. It'! adjustable . .' , all, 
eJa~tlc. " d~lI't bind when , •• 
bend! 

Kotex 
Sanitary 

Selt 

• • 
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An;la G(lrd(lll, of Iile Edgar Bergen 

~how, is January', Cover Girl. 

NATURALLY it's specia l- the very 
first issue of Radio Mirror for 19481 

There's brilliant, better-than-life fuJI color 
all through it: a portrait of Bob Hope to go 
with his mixture of gay and serious com
ment called Hope for IQ48; an at-home 
view of Red Skelton. with one of his own 
hobby-paintings (did you know he painted 
clowns? He has a huge collection) to illus
trate the story about the Red-head by 
Vema Felton. his radio "Namah"; Dr. 
Jim Brent. of Road of Life. in a nostalgic 
snow-scene. And. for you to frame. two 
full-color illustrations for our four-page 
story on When A Cirl Marries. in '{hich 
the beloved tale is re-told from ittheart
warming beginning . 

• • • 
Kay McNeill tells what life is like with My 
Husband. Don McNeill. The whole Klose 
family reporh on the mechanics of the 
fascinating baek-to-the-farm life. out of 
whieh their program Red Hook 31 grew
and grew-and grew. The second Bride and 
Croom love_story-of_the_month will have 
you looking toward Spring, it's that roman
tic. And all the regular features are party
minded for the holiday season, just as 
you'll be after you've read them. 

But now Fre.h bring. you. new more 
effective creamier deodorant to give you 
ca re-free underarm protection. Only 
Fre.h can give you this patented combi
nation of amazing ingredients. 
New Fre.h is the most effective cream de
odorant you have ever tried ... we think. 
you'll agree! Yet dresses are safe from rot
ting ... normal skin is safe from irritation. 

New Fr •• h is delicately perfumed, delight
ful to smooth on ... doesn't dry out. 
But don't take our word for it. T e.t Fresh 
-see if it isn't the best deodorant you've 
ever used. 

• • 
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SWEET SINGER 
FROM 

Sign ing photograph, fo r ad mire" nh er one of 

his Midweste rn Hayride progra0l5 over WLW. 

Ern ie Lee leh his Kentucky mountains 

to sing: in Chicago n ightcl ubs lind on 

the air hUI IIi, dream is of II home in 

Florida-with plenty of lime 10 fis h. 

A SINGER of tunes from folk songs to sentimental bal
lads is Ernie Lee, one of WLW's brightest new stars. 
Tall, blond and laconic, Lee has been described 

as "a combination of Burl Ives, Perry Como and Singin' 
Sam." 

Young Ernie entered radio as an innocent bystander 
back in 1940, when Red Foley, then star of the NBC 
Plantation Party, was ill one evening and the show's 
manager picked Ernie out oC the audience to fill. Fill 
he did, and thereafter Ernie had a regular spot. For 
four years he sang there, winning a popularity poll with 
14,000 requests for his photograpn. 

The bigger cities beckoned, and Ernie left his home
town of Berea, Kentucky, for Detroit. But that Berea 
background brouflht him a wide following among 
Yankees too for hiS authentic rendition s of real ballads. 
About the time Burl Ives was "discovered" by Chicago 
night-club patrons, Ernie Lee, too, was olTered an 
entertainment spot in one of the city's swankiest niteries. 

He came to WLW, however, to bring Midwesterners 
his reoertoire on his own Hi-minute pro~ram. Monday 
through Friday at 11:15 A.M., EST. Hes m.c. of the 
Midwestern Hayride tune show, aired Saturdays to an 
Ohio network at 6:30 P .M., EST. 

Ernie also stars on a new WLW-produced Mutual 
network show, broadcast over 65 Southern MBS outlets 
Sundays at 3 to 3:30 P.M., EST. 

Ernie is married to a .l;:irl from Be-"a. Thev have one 
child, six-year-old Gordon. He asserts that Pocahontas 
was his grandmother, "nine times f€moved." Which is 
no doubt the case, since Ernie's family, like many of the 
songs he sings, have roots deep in Kentucky and Virginia 
history. 

He likes radio and neople, in the same easv, friendly 
fashion that distinguish es his singing. His oft-mike in 
terests are fishing, baseball and golf. And his ambition 
is as genuin e and unaffected as Ernie himself. He'd like 
to live in Florida "with plenty of time for fishi ng." 



Sister, it can "BLITZ" you! 

Start now"with LISTERINE ANTISEPTIC 

THOSE distressing flakes and scales can put 

you in plenty wrong socially. and can raise 

hob with the health of your scalp and the looks 

of your hair. 

If you have the slightest symptom, better 

start now with Listerine Antiseptic and mas· 

sage. It's easy. It's delightful. And it treats the 

infection as infection should be treated . .. with 

quick germ~killing action. 

Kills " Bottl e Bacillus" 

Listerine Antiseptic kills millions of the "bottle 

bacillus" (Pityrosporum ovale) which many derma

tologists say is a causative agent of the trouble. 

Almost at once flakes and scales begin to 
disappear. Your scalp feels healthier and your 

hair looks heal th ier. 

Listerine Antiseptic is the same antiseptic 

that has been famous for more than 60 years 

in the field of oral hygiene. 

I n a series of tests, 76% of dandruff sufferers 

showed complete disappearance of, or marked 

improvemen t in. the symptoms of dandruff 

after 4 weeks of twice·a·day Listerine Anti

septic treatment. 

LAMBERT PHARMACAL COMPANY 

St. Louis, Missouri 

As a pre,aution ••• As a Irealmenl ••• LlSTERINE ANTISEPTIC ... MASSAGE 
• • 
, 
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10 COMMl BAlI BREATH,I RfCOMM!IlD 
COWAn: PEtIT .... CREAM! FOIt SClEtlTlFIC 
nsn PROVE TlV\T IN 7 OUT OF 10 CASES. 
COw.o.l~ INSTANTLY SlOPS fIN} BREAnI 

"'"'''''''- 1'HI<l ORIGINATES IN 1lfE MOU1lf! 
~../". 

" , " 

A GIR~ WHCI'S R£,O.UY III THE f.Hf1N 

lIAS IlO NEED FOR MlSTUTOf! 

Afworsvn 
COlGAU PIMTAL CHAM 

IT/Irv ytIV lilT/" 
ITI1ff' kTwII enty~! 

NEW RECORDS 

RECOMMENDED 
By KEN ALDEN 

DILLY ECKSTINE: 
Good intuprelatiollS of "Boulevard of Memories" and "The 
Wildest Gal in Town." (MGM.) 
JOIINNY BOND: 
Onee in a while a good hillbilly tune pops up. Here's one, 
"Smoke, Smoke, Smoke" which is hurning Ull the juke bOl<es. 
The reverse, "Wasted Tears," is wasted shellac. (Columbia.) 
NELLIE LUTCHER: 
The West CoaSI singing sensat ion uemonstrates why with two 
tongue-in-cheek tunes, "'Watch Yourself, Bub" and "My Mother's 
Eyes." (Capitol.) 
MAX INE SULLIVAN: 
A singer nOI appreciated. Columbia re·issues her classic, "Loch 
Lomond" which is paired with "I'm Coming Virginia." 
HARRY JAMES: 
Betty's bugler tooU out two fine oldies, "l'Il y Future Just Passed" 
:lIld "Too Marvelous For Words." Don't miss Ihese. (Columbia.) 
011 anolher disc, tbe J ames boy IIIay8 the theme song of Ihe 
t;.dio hit, "My Friend Irma." 
}"REDDY l\-IAItTIN: 
Smooth dance teml'OS for Al Jolson's newest, "All My LO\'e" and 
"White Roses Bloom." (Vietor.) 
CHARLES KULUIAN: 
This time of year it's advisable to have a good record of "Whif
fenpoof SOllg" and "Sweethe:lrt of Sigma Chi." This Columbia 
disc should do rhe trick. 
KATE SM ITH, 
She has IWO MGM record olTerings, an alhum of Norman Cor
win's "Between Americalls" and a single disc merging "G"d 
Ble;;~ America" and "Bles8 This Hou~e." theme of the Family 
Hour. 
DENNIS DAY: 
Radio's tenor with the sense of humor has fun with "Ya Shure, 
You Betcha" and then gets ser ious with "Christmas Dreaming." 
(V ictor .) Mr. Sinatn also preserves 'he same lune but wral'S it 
UI' with "The StHrs Will Remember." (Columbia.) For F. S. in 
an unusual role, Iry his slIiritual harmonizing with rhe Char· 
ioreers of "J esus Is A Rock In The Weary Lmld." (Columbia.) 
I'IED PIPERS: 
"The Lady From 29 Palms'"' IUfes this rhYlhm graUl' U they leam 
it with '" Have BUI One Hearl." (C:opito!') 
ELLIOT LAWRENCE: 
Scores with Ihe newest hit, "Near You" and for change of pace 
plays a wahz, "How Lucky You Are" on the back. (Columbia.) 
L:orry Green (Victor) aha grooved the fir:;t tune. 
CHARLiE SPIVAK: 
Plays his rheme tbrough. h's called "St<1rdrl'ams" and there's 
some dreamy trumpet playing by the boss. "it's Witchery" is the 
music mate. (Viclor. ) 
THEME SONGS: 
Col umbia'~ slable of luncoters from Carle to KrUll" are merged 
for 1111 album of Jance band theme ~o"gs. 
DINAH 51-lORE: 
Still top form for canaries. Listen to her sing "Red Caboose," 
and "Do A Little Business." (Columbia.) 
SPIKE JONES: 
The usual CIIIUPS with "Pop Corn Sack" and "Our Hour." (Victor.) 
DELTA RHYTHM BOYS: 
Slick lmrmoni~i"g as the group Jtlidcs through "Every So Often" 
and "Come 0111 of the Raill." (Victor.) 
ART LUND: 
MGM's holdest entry in rhe swoon sweepstakes garners more 
votes with "As Sweet As You" and "It's A Lonesome Old Town." 
BENNY GOODMAN: 
The Sel<tet rides "Bahy, Have You Got a Lillie to Spare" and 
"Hi·ya Sophia" and you' ll enjoy the trip. (Capito!.) 



~.;Keep your hands 
as kissable as your lips 

with this new, new. .. Mw 

kine! 01" hane! care 

. . . 

Woodbury 8~-B~Lotion 
ACTUAllY 2-LOTIONS-IN-l 

1. A softe nln9 'ot'onl Quickly helps 
bring YOUT hands adorable new softness. 
Woodbury Lotion is beauty.blended 
with luxury lanolin and other costlier
than-usual skin-smoothing ingredients. 

2. A protective 10,lon, too. 'This same \Vood
bury beauty-blend contains protective ingre
diems 10 help "glove" your hands against 
roughening, reddening wind and cold, the 
drying efreel of soap and waler. 

PRoneTS AS IT SOFTENS ••• 

CONTAINS LUXURY LANOLIN 

No wonder more women an: chanting to Wood
bury Lotion, every day, than to any other 
kind of hand care. So really and wond.rf .. IlJ 
diUerent. Beauty-blended 10 protect as it 
softens. Peaches-and-cream rich. Feels luscious 
on yout skin. Never sticky or greasy. At drug 
and cosmetic: counters, Hk, 25c & 5Oc, plus tax. 

6Ce:/MAll COUPON FOR PURSE·SIZE BOTTLE 

Let your own hands tell you, in one week, that 
Woodbury Lotion is really new, wonderfully 
different. 

Mail to Box 56, Cincinnati 14, Ohio 
(PMt. _ "'BB~ _.d if._ "M.l 4~17 \ 

Name .................................................................... . 

Street .............. . 

City... .. .. ... .. ..... ..... ..... Statc .................... .. 
(P ...... ..-in' ........ odd._ ..... DI •• &. ..... 11'00'._ om U JI.oI. . _I,.J 

MoI.Uf: BY nn: MoI.Kt:RS OJ' FAMOUS WOODBUHY fACIAL 50AP "-/'iD OT llt:R "-IDS TO lOV;'~'~,~,~,,~,;-..... --------.:..-------I 
• • 
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r']3.i.lUjQ. "J'a...viA le"~alional Brili~h vocalisl whose visit bere hu 

brought noallligic memories 10 m'U1Y Gh who heard her first in Enl!l~nd, 

lings for II ga llery of lIe,,'I)' arrived E"gl i ~b bride. of American sold iers. 

on his comedy pro-

lram on ABC fe~lUre9 Beryl'. 5ing in!;:. The 

young ginger'! an old hand al show Lusineu. 

lIy 
KEN ALDEN 

I T ISN,:!, often that Great. Britain exports to this country a 
beaut~ful and popular singer. That's one commodity we 
have In wholesale lots. So when one of these rarities like 

blonde, slim Beryl Davis leaves her native London for a 
career here, radio row sits up and takes careful notice. 

Beryl's advance scouts, thousands of ex-GIs who heard 
the 23-year-old singer entertain them when th~y were biv
ouacked in Britain before D-Day, predicted she would click 
in the States. Willard Alexander, an astute booking agent 
took their collective word for it and imported the London lass: 

Today Beryl is busier than a British bobby in Trafalgar 
Square. She s singing on Phil Silvers' ABC comedy show 
making numerous guest appearances, and getting a tremen": 
dous promotion campaign from Victor records where her 
discing of "Mother, Mother, Mother," is keeping the platter 
assembly line working overtime. 

I talked to the shy but friendly English girl as she rehearsed 
for an appearance with Tex McCrary and Jinx Falkenberg 
recently. 

Did she have any doubts about making the grade in the 
country where popular music was born? 

. "1 wasn't. worried about my looks," Beryl told me. "Any 
girl knows Just about what kind of impression she'll make in 
that department. 1 foUowed the fan magazines very carefully 
to learn all about the latest American hair-dos and hem
lines. But what had me reaUy worried was how my voice 
would go ovec" 

. The excitemen t o~ alCl American adventure has left Beryl a 
bit. breathless but still In command of her wonderfully British 
pOise. 

"I'm used to excitement. I was born in the dressing room 
of a Plymouth, Enrland, theater and I've been backstage all 
my life. Music hal comedians taught me my A.B.C.s." 

Beryl's father, Harry Davis, is a veteran band leader. There 
was never any question about his daughter's profession. 

"When I was three years old my career was already 
launched. Pop had a vaudeville act and in it he used to call 
for volunteer singers from the audience. On'e night, nobody 
would get up, so he shoved me out in the audience. I got up 

Ifiumphan! EurOllea l! 

lour for Ihe exei l in!;: movie and disc sinller. 

and sang the only song I knew-which was 'Constantinople.''' 
Eleven years later Beryl was already a favorite with 

British audiences, knew then that real fame could come only 
when she crossed the Atlantic. 

"I used to tlream of coming to the United States, singing 
on the radio, making records, and wearing the beautifu1 
gowns that I saw American singers wear in the movie 
magazines." 

Instead Beryl went to Sweden and Norway, t~'.:::,eil~~,~:.!~~ 
Django Reinhardt, greatest European exponent i 
jazz . 

When war came, Beryl, like every other British subject, 
.~m~ . 

"Mine was to SiDg for the troops and also do a late evening 
broadcast on the B.B.C., which was beamed to all the fighting 
fronts all over the world. The program was called Beryl 
by Candlelight . 

"And we had a theme song, an American song made famous 
by AI Jolson. The song was 'You Made Me Love You.' There 
was a peace and quietness about it. 1 used to get wonderful 
letters from British tommies and tars in slit trenches in 
France and sub-infested waters in the Atlantic." 

When the American troops arrived in England, Beryl was 
shipped to the various camps to sing for them. The GIs liked 
the British accent she gave to popular American tunes. Her 
biggest thrill was singing with the late Glenn Miller's Army 
Air Forces band. 

Beryl's good work gained attention and two years ago she 
was summoned to perform at Windsor Castle for Princess 
Elizabeth. It was a very private unofficial birthday party. 

in II Irillie-siarred new program, with 

comedian Frank ~Iorgan lultl Don Ame("he, 

Wedncsd:>y nighl! :>' 9 EST. on CBS ilal ionl. 

.,t~o5ta.ttotd who know, all there is 

10 know allolll Illming o,'er a song, coaches 

Lllana Patton for Ihe youn!;:ster', nelCl movie. 
• • 
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We're huoes to the countless women who 

use Delong Bob Pins ... They faSlen a 

medal on us every time they step up to the 

counter and ask for Delong, Ib, Bob Fill 

lOilb Ibt Slrongtr yrip ... We're grateful, too. 

That's why we spare no effort to turn 

out a better Bob Pin, one made of stronger 

steel that keeps its snap and shape longer 

and stays in your hair dutifully. 

Always remember Delong {or -

Stronger Grip 
'Won't Slip Out 

QlIlIlily :MlIIlllfll!:1wrtrs for 0,," so j'tllr-S 
8 0B PINS HAIR PINS SAF ETY PINS 
HOOKS lit EYES H OOK lit EYE TAPES 
SNAPS SANITA RY 8ELT8 

Spike Jonel (checked suit, right) Dnd bis Iroup will assault 
muaic regularly e\"ery Friday night at 10:30 EST, over CBS. 

"I expected everything would be 
very stiff and proper. Instead we all 
stayed till four in the morning, doing 
a Cockney version of The Big Apple 
and when we did The Lambeth Walk, 
the Princess joined in." 

Beryl sang at more than 500 war 
bases, said the song our troops wanted 
to hear most was "Take Me Out to the 
Ball Game." 

"And you know," she continued, "the 
first thing I wanted to do when I got 
here was to see those Giants and 
Dodgers." 

The Windsor Castle affair was a high 
point jn the young singer·s life but her 
biggest thrill came just recently when 
a group of British war brides gave a 
party in her honor here in New York. 

"It was really a switch. During the 
war I used to s ing to their husbands 
and now I was singing for their wives. 
I sang all the current Hit Parade favor 
ites and then a young girl, with tears in 
her eyes, came toward the piano and 
said, 'Miss Davis, I'm awfully homesick, 
so please do a song we knew at home.' " 

Beryl sang "A Nightingale Sang in 
Berkeley Square." 

"After I sang it I had a good cry 
myself." 

When she's not rehearsing or per
forming, Beryl is trying to learn Amer
ican slang phrases, lose her pronounced 
British accent. 

"I chew bubble I:um like mad, wear 
bobby sox, and drmk colas like mad. 
It's wonderful." 

Recently a Doubting Thomas West 
Coast columnist refused to believe that 
Beryl was an authentic British import. 

He wrote, '1f she's a London girl as 
advertisej. I'm Lina Romay of 
Brooklyn." 

"If he meant that I sound like an 
American," Beryl said, "then he couldn't 
have said anything nicer. I'm very 
grateful to him." 

• • • 
Confident that young Gordon MacRae 

has the best chance to become a big 
star, Capitol records have signed the 

ex- caddie to a long term recording con
tract complete with promotional build
up. 

• • • 
Despite the untimely death of th(!ir 

leader, Jimmy L unceford, the members 
of his band are trying to work together 
as a cooperative unit similar to the Tex 
Beneke setup of the old Glenn Miller 
band. 

• • • 
Traveling on her European tour with 

Lena Horne is well known movie or
chestrator, Lenny Hayton. 

• • • 
Abe Burrows is the high priced radio 

comedy writer who has turned singer. 
He is heard on CBS on Saturday nights 
singing and playing his burlesques ot 
popular songs like "The Girl With the 
Thre(! Blue Eyes." These stints have 
become so successful that Decca will 
make a record album and the network 
is mulling plans to expand the show 
into a half hour variety series. Burrows 
used to write the Duffy's Tavern show. 

• • • 
Now the Russians have sent us a 

ballad singer. She is blonde, beautiful 
Kyra Petrouskaya. During the war 
Kyra not only entertained Soviet troops 
but in the siege of Leningrad she was 
trained as a sniper, actually killed a 
Nazi sharpshooter. K yra is one of five 
Russian war brides permitted to enter 
the Un ited States. 

• • • 
Eddy Howard has succeeded Carmen 

Cavallaro on that pen company's Sun
day afternoon NBC broadcast. 

• • • 
Dave Rose is now conducting the or

chestra for the Red Skelton comedy 
show but he won't get many oppor
tunities to show off his brilliant ar
rangements. • • • 

Doris Day, who used to sing with Lea 
Brown's band, is going to get a build-up 
on the MGM lot as a dramatic actress . 

• • • 
Don't expect British singer Gracie 

Fields back in this country for a long 
time. She is booked for extensive ap-



pearances in England, has her own 
B.B.C. radio show. 

o 0 0 

Louis Jordan, the Negro trumpet
playing comedian, has recovered rrom a 
seriOUS stomach operation, and is now 
on a tour of southern cities. 

o 0 0 

The reason Les Brown took the Bob 
Hope musical assignment, surrendering 
lucrative one night stand bookings, is 
because the orchestra leader recently 
bought a sumptuous Beverly Hills home 
and wants to live in it. 

o 0 0 

The preponderance of radio disc 
jockeys has seriously affected phono
graph record and juke box sales. The 
average music fans know, by expert 
dial twisting, just when and where they 
can hear their singing favorites , with
out having to buy the records them
selves. 

o 0 0 

Bing Crosby is definitely signed to go 
to London next Spring to make a pic
ture for British movie mogul J. Arthur 
Rank. While there, the Groaner will 
probably do a Command Performance 
for the British monarch. 

o 0 0 

The Andrews Sisters and Milton 
Berle are reportedly feuding. When 
the trio made their debut in a New 
Jersey night club, the comic, a ringside 
guest, got up on the Hoor, uninvited, 
and tried to steal the spotlight from the 
girls. 

o o o 

Nelson Eddy and Jeanette MacDonald 
have decided to work as a radio team 
if they can find a sponsor. 

o 0 0 

Don't you think the movie companies 
shou ld tell unsuspecting audiences the 
names of singers whose voices are 
dubbed in for movie stars in musical 
pictures? Rita Hayworth, Larry Parks, 
to name just two, are st ars who have 
sound track singing substitutes, yet Co
lumbia Pictures imply that these two 
favorites really sing in "Down To 
Earth." 

o o o 

Remember Arthur Tracy, "The Street 
Sin~er" of crrstal set radio fame? Well 
he IS preparmg for a comeback. 

o 0 0 

Alec Templeton turned down a per
manent radio series in order to resume 
his concert tours. 

Wilh S I)ike J ones' new Spotlighl R e· 

vue cOllles spllrkling Ooroli,y Shuy, 

lOys VIRGINIA MAYO, co-slorring in 
Samue l Goldwyn', Teel"nicolor Comedy 

-THE SECRET LIFE OF WALTER MITTY" 

"No secret ahouta lovely-to-look-at complexion. 
Just beauty·cleanse the way I do with Wood· 
bury Cold Cream. Whisks off even the heaviest 
movie make-up." Ginny is wise to Woodbury. 
It contains rich oils, It's really deep cleansing. 
Smooth it on quickly ... skin blooms clean. 
T ry Woodbury for that "Always·Fresh" look. 

Excitement in the air-enter Virginia. She 
says, "First after work comes my date with 
Woodbury. Its rich cleansing smooths my studio 
dry skin. In a flash skin's fresh-oh,so smooth." 
Woodbury's four special softening ingredients 
smooth skin- but surely. Try it, and see I 

WOODBURY 

CREAMS 
FOR 

PROBLIM 

SKINS 

DIY SKIN. First, clean .. with WOOD8URY COLD CRElVo\. Soften 
will. WOOD8URY Sp.-:ial DRY SKIN CIEAM - rich in lanolin'. 
beautifying b.nefits.. Skin looks fre.her, younge.! 

OilY SKIN. Cleanse with WOODBURY Liquefying CLEAJ'iSING 
CREAM. It mell.-ta~u off .urfoxe alb, grime, for c!ed,er oki"l • • 
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Radio Repertory Theatre, Ine.- behind 

thlll name are Joal! Fontaine, abo,'e, Myrna 

Loy, below, and Dana And .",w! , J ohn 

Gnfi eld, Ray Milland- a new company 

with ~uer radio li . t",n in, fare il8 aim. 

By 

DALE BANKS 

• 

NBC's IJeffect Chr io tm:u present to listeners: 

Lionel UarfYIllOre as an unfo r,etlahle Scrooge. 

IF YOU want some hints as to the coming financial 
weather, take notice of what's been happening with 
sponsors in radio. The b ig money outfits are re

trenching. Nobody's so anxious to han d out large slices 
of green s.tuff for bi~ .ela~orate production s. More and 
more audience partICIpatIOn shows are on the air
because they're cheaper, even counting the prizes given 
away, than the big productions that call for regular stars 
and guest stars at thousands of dollars per. The newest 
wrinkle is to turn the big shows over to co-operative 
sponsors, that is, local companies sponsoring programs 
in each station on a network. WOR started the whole 
business last season, its main attraction, the Kate Smith 
Show, having over 300 sponsors before it went on the 
air in September. The other n etworks are follOwing 
suit, ABC leading ofT with the co-ops sponsoring Abbott 
and Costello. The roster is growing all the time, 

Maybe it's time to start thin kin g about keeping those 
pennies in the piggy bank, now that the big dollar boys 
are getting so careful and prudent. 

• • • 
Lillian Schoen, who writes the Paul Whiteman Show 

and Irene Beasley's Grand Slam and a couple of 
dramatic stints , tells us she fell in love with rural living 
last summer. She's just bought herself a farm in Bucks 
County, Pa., and hopes to be able to work out her 
schedules so she can do most of her writing out there, 
where it's quiet and telephone free. 

• • • 
When Larry Adler. the harmonica artist, was inter

viewed recently by Pops Whiteman and "J unior," the 
portable recording machine Wh iteman uses, he told the 
dean of modern American m usic a stor y t hat even White
man had never known before. 

Jay J081yn carr ies Mr. DiMriN Attorney ', a inu into real life. He accepts a 

lecture im' itallo ll f rom a )outh orllanizo tion- hi l tubj«l: J uvenile De linquency. 

"It happened way back when your pictur~, 'K ing o,~ 
J azz,' w as being shown at the New York '!lovle houses, 
Adler told Whitcman. "At one of the mOVIes, where you 
and your band were a lso makin g a personal appearance, 
I used to play the harmonica. around th~ stage door. 
playing the tunes you played m th e movie. Then on~ 
day, two gentlemen, w ho turned out to be J~e Venutt 
and Frankie Trumbar, hea rd me and took me mto your 
dressing room. 

"They told you to 'listen to this kid play. the h ar
monica" continued Adler. "And, after I fimshed, you 
turned 'to a young man sitting next to you a.nd said, 
'This kid is terrific, George, why don't you wflte some 
music for him?' Well," Adler laughed, "that young 
fellow was George Gershwin." . 

But the most interesting part of the story to WhIteman 
is that he had never kn own-until Larry told him the 
story-that the kid who had played the mouth organ 
in his dressing room way back when was Larry Adler. 
himself. 

• • • 
Paul Lavalle is doing it again. He's notified the 

National Federation of Music Clubs that he will again 
offer a national music scholarship to the winner of a 
n ational contest admin istered by the Federation. The 
scholarship will amount to $1,000 for some lucky, 
ta lented kid. 

• • • 
And maybe you think that t alent doesn't get kicked 

around some ... For fifteen years P aul S iegel of 
Brookly n, N. Y. , trudged up and down Tin Pan Alley, 
but nobody would buy his t unes. Now, as a 32-
year-old AMG Sergeant stationed in Vienna, he 
has t wenty of his t unes (Continu.ed on page 96 ) 

O n Ozzie and Harrie t : T horny. On The Li le 

of Riley: Di uer O'Dell. Real nPllIe: J ohn 

Brown, or perhaps J ohn Versalile Brown ! 

• 
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Don'l Jel her fo ol you. She 

never types her own scripta! 

ALASKAN radio stations believe they have the most 
appreciative audience in the world-people in out
lying areas who have no other means of entertain

ment or of acquiring news. At least half the listeners 
are native Indians and many of these, living in remote 
spots far from the lines of regular eommunication, use 
the radio's emergency message service for personal 
mcssages, a practice permitted in the United States only 
in the event of widespread emergency. 

KINY, Juneau, has a daily program, Totem Talk, 
which handles these messages as well as other special 
announcements. 

The bulk of the radio programs heard in Alaska are 
those of the Armed Forces Radio Service, t he cream of 
programs from the four leading networks, with com
mercial announcements removed. These are primarily 
designed for the enjoyment of U. S. military personnel. 
In addition to the standby material, each station has its 
own local programs and services, similar in format to 
many of the informal broadcasts in the States. 

Another service radio stations along the coast perform 
is the broadcasting of marine reports and forecasts from 
Coast Guard weather stations. 

At KF AR, Fairbanks, the most powerful and best 
situated station in the Territory for outlying coverage, 
a personality emerged last year, a little pure bred red 
cocker spaniel whom everyone calls "Sparky," although 
her dignified kennel name is Denali Queen-"denali" 

Sparky modeled the finUI fur coal in Alnska for her 

Sat urday morning autlience at Ihe studios of KFAR.Alaeka. 

ON THE AIR 

is the word that the Indians use for mountain. 
Sparky's radio debut was unplanned and informal. 

She was at the studio with August K. Hiebert, chief 
engineer for KF AR. Someone left a door open and the 
mtle dog's ecstatic greeting of some visitors went over 
the air. 

"This," said Mr. Hiebert, "caused so much comment 
and obvious enjoyment around town that we decided 
to put her on the Morning Clock program. She had been 
taught to bark at the drop of a hat, so she fitted in easily. 
She began barking musical dedications, happy birthday 
greetings, and the children got a great kick out of it. 
They made a habit of hearing her mornings before they 
started for school- and they aU want a dog just like her. 
There has been quite an influx of red cockers in Fair
banks." 

It's been a con tinuous triumph for the Minn eapolis_ 
born cocker who invaded the land of the Malemutes. A 
Malemute never barks. 

Sparky is temporarily off the air at present as she 
has gone with Chief Engineer and Mrs. Hiebert to 
Anchorage to assist in the construction of the Midnight 
Sun Broadcasting Company's new station, KENJ. She 
is devoting her energies to excavating. 

Early in the spring she will resume her broadcasts, 
using the same theme song. She will be featured on 
KENI during the first two weeks that the station is in 
operation and then w.il1 return to KFAR. 



Donald Dam e 

Donald Dame, tenor star of The 
American Album of Familiar Music 
heard Sunday night over NBC from 
9;30 to 10 P.M., made an early beginning 
in radio. At the age of 14 in his native 
Cleveland, Ohio he succeeded in direct
ing and producing his own radio show 
on which he also served as principal 
vocalist. It ran for more than two years 
over a leading Cleveland station. first 
as a sustaining and later on a commer
cial basis. 

While enrolled at Western Reserve 
University, to which he had won a four 
year vocal scholarship, he was able to 
support himself entirely by working 
on Cleveland's station WHK. 

After graduation from Western Re
serve, he won another scholarship to 
New York's Juilliard School. And 
shortly after his admission to Juilliard 
came his first professional appearance, 
as soloist with the Cleveland Orchestra 
under the balon of Artur Rodzinski. 
Since then, annual concert tours have 
taken him all over the United States 
and Canada, and he has appeared with 
leading orchestras as guest artist. 

Through it all, he has remained faith
ful to radio. In addition to having his 
own regular program, he is a frequent 
guest on the most popular musical 
shows on the leading networks. When 
he made his debut at the Metropolitan 
Opera, his outstanding acting ability 
as well as his fine singing stole the 
show from some of the Met's most ex
perienced troupers. 

Of medium height, well-built, and 
with a disarming smile and gray-bluc 
eyes that help make him an asset to the 
Met's romantic-tenor department, Don
ald Dame is a young man of serious 
purpose, unusual hUmility for one who 
IS so successful. 

Aside from his work, he is easy
going and has a tremendous capacity 
for enjoying life, and a loud and hearty 
laugh which he emits fairly frequently. 

He and his pretty blonde wife have 
a New York apartment and spend as 
much of the winter there as Donald's 
professional engagements permit. Sum
mers, they spend on their farm in the 
Berkshires, where Donald "gentleman
farms." He also, for fun, binds books, 
paints, cooks-and fishes. 

As a rod-and-reel enthusiast, he has 
chalked up a rather unique record. 
You know those tall tales that fisher
men tell? ... Well. Donald says: "I 
have been fishing ever since I was a 
boy of eight and I haven't caught a 
sin/tle fish .yet!" 

I ~ jljl;J,~bt (/(JIJ}V ~ 
tt~7)(P/I/!#OS ! 

- , h H' d, Honey and 
ther-instantly Wit 1fl. ia1 

Y ur hands feel softer, smoo . h d vith lanolin and oluer spec 
o Cream Ennc e ~ 

Almond F ragrance d.' to, it soothes and 
ff ' 't" ingre len , h "skin-a illl Y hands wit 

. satilliZCs your 
~~~rgl~:-~:til1~ ioveHness. Is not sticky. 
W d' tryNew h ds men a mire, 
If you want an . handsome larger 

. d d Y - now In H m s to a" iying you an average 
"Beauty Bottle .. , . fg your money, Four 
of 1/3 more lotion or 
economical sizes, 10¢ to $1.00, 

SOOTHING! lANOllN~ENIlICHEDI 
FASTEIl! • • 
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weN'S 
Bennett 

Helping young lo lenl ga in p footho ld on radio's perilous 

ladder is part of Lee'. joh PB m.e. of Stars of Tomorrow. 

• Susan Lee hasn' t hud her dadd y'. yenTs of experience 

uu t she eMI 81cnl II scene. Mother was Ju,l)' Randall. 
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lie lUng his way into radio. Now be', 

announcing at Mutua]'$ Chi cago stat ion. 

IT l SN'T very often that an announcer can sing into 
a mike as weB as he talks into it, but Lee Bennett, 
WGN announcer, is one fellow who does both with 

the ease and finish that make him a fine announcer and 
a competent musician. His career led him in and out 
of radiO and music until he combined the two in his 
present dual role as singer- announcer on WGN. A 
former vocalist for Jan Garber when that band toured 
the country. Lee knows his music as well as he knows 
his way around in radio-he can ad lib an exciting 
description of a train wreck or a fire as smoothly as he 
sings the latest tune. From his early days in radio 
when he wrote continuity to his experience before the 
movie cameras and on the stage, Lee has played a role 
in nearly every an¥ie of show business. 

It all started in hIS family back in Lincoln, Nebraska, 
where his father taught radio in high school and caused 
quite a furore by owning the first crystal set in town. 
Since his father was a former actor, Lee caught the 
acting bug, and decided to become an entertainer. He 
began studying dramatics and voice, and by the time he 
entered the Universi ty of Nebraska in 1927 he was able 
to earn his way through school by singing for fraterni ty 
house parties and campus affairs. A part in a university 
production started him on a stage career when a director 
of a stock company saw him and offered him a contract. 
Combining radio with his studies, Lee returned to school 
the next fall and joined the staff of a Lincoln radio 
station as a member of a singing trio, becoming a writer 
and announcer right after graduation. 

Chicago radio looked inviting, so Lee left Nebraska 
in 1935 to take a sin¥ing part on a daytime program over 
WGN. His versatiilty as an actor and singer brought 
him to the attention of Jan Garber, who then had a 
radio show of his own, and before long Lee had signed 
a contract with the Garber band as vocalist. For the 
next seven years he traveled with the Barber band all 
over the country, making stage and radio appearances 
a nd acting in movie short subjects. It didn't take him 
all that time to win over the band's petite blonde song
stress, however-after one year with the orchestra, he 
married attractive Judy Randall. 

Seven years of the nomadic life were about all Lee 
and Judy wanted. Chicago turned out to be the last 
stop on the road in 1942 when they decided to settle 
down to radio. Lee has been a WGN staff announcer 
ever since, sometimes departin~ from a straight an
nouncer's duties to take over a smging job on programs 
such as Say It With Music in which he san~ with the 
Brandt Sisters, and Charm School of the AIr. Mutual 
network listeners have heard his voice as narrator on 
Chicago Theater of the Air many times. As the genial 
m.C. of WGN's amateur show, Stars of Tomorrow, Lee 
helps many talented youngsters who hope to find success 
at the microphone just as he has. 

In private life, Lee is a home-loving man. After 
living out of a suit case for so long, he's perfectly content 
to never budl$e from the old homestead . His vacations 
are quiet affal rs spent at home or at his Michigan place, 
"Station Brake", where he relaxes from a strenuous 
radio schedule with his wife and their one-year-old 
daughter, Susan L ee. 
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Here's What I Think -

THERE are times when I wish I might 
have been Sarah Bernhardt instead 
of Gracie Allen. People don't seem 

to mind if even' the greatest of trage
diennes breaks into a smile now and then, 
but if you're a comedienne to start with, 
you're expected to be funny all the time. 

The mailman, the department store 
clerks, the beauty operator, everyone I 
meet in the course of a day, all keep look
ing at me with their faces all arranged to 
break into a tremendous laugh the mo
ment I say something screamingly funny. 
And when I don't, they are aU rather 
downcast as though I had somehow done 
them a bad turn. 

And believe me, there's plenty to be 
serious about in OUf household. We have 
a daughter, Sandra, who's just at that 
Well- really -mother-I'm - old-enough-to
wear-lipstick-now stage. And a son, 
Ronnie, who's old enough to turn his first 
jalopy into a "not rod." 

However , the children have been the 
great stabilizing factors in the lives of 
George and myseU. After all , we two 
were vaudevillians, restless, changeable, 
moving from town to town, traveling all 
over the world, changing from stage to 
radio to movies, and back to stage, again, 
never in the same apartment or house for 
more than a month or so at a time. 

Then the children arrived. Whereupon 
Burns and Allen bought a small quiet 
house in Beverly Hills and lived happily 
ever after. That was eleven years ago, 
and we still live in the same house, have 

the same cook, gardener, eat roast beef on 
Tuesdays and Thursdays, and in general, 
have become so settled in our ways, that 
the neighbors can peek out the window 
now and say '"Goodness ... it must be 
nine-thirty-two ... there goes Mrs. Bums 
on her way to market." 

My own philosophy of life is, I imagine, 
essentiaUy a rather simple one. I believe 
in being as busy as possible. For the 
greater part of my life, I've found myseU 
variously engaged as a dancer, a comedi
enne, a writer, a newspaper columnist, a 
housewife, even a political candidate, and 
as just plain cook for a lot of hungry ac
tors. As a result, I've never really had a 
chance to sit down and say to myself, "Am 
I happy?" I was, but thank goodness, I 
didn't have time to think about it. 

I believe that when a woman has enough 
leisure to stal't asking herself, "Am I 
truly happy---ol' not?" and then starts 
going to psychiatrists to see if she's sup
posed to be happy, then troubles and 
difficulty are well on their way toward 
getting a foothold. 

Anyway, that's my philosophy. I'm 
happy but it's also part of my philosophy 
not to try and advise anyone else what to 
do. 

So if you should marry a dancer by the 
name of George Burns and go into radio 
and vaudeville, and movies, and have two 
cute chiJdren named Ronnie and Sandra, 
and you're still not happy, don't blame me. 
What works for one woman may not work 
for another. 

Llo'"n '0 Gr.d", ,\1/"" ..... G""r!f<' Ou .... , Thuroday nl .. hu at a,JO I'.M. EST, 0" NBC. 
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Behind Helen ,uid ,\1 , the ir Bride and Groom gifts. Before 

I hem-h~ppiness. Be~ ide them, sympathel ic M.e. John Neh'on. 

EACH day, five days a week, a couple appears on 
the program Bride and G room, a couple chosen 
from among hundreds of others because they are 

living a love story so walm and appealing that the 
Bride and Groom jl!dges believe others will be made 
happy by hearing about it. Such a story is that of 
Helen Gary and Albert Baietti of Oak Ridge, Tenn. 

"Oak Ridge"- the name should give you some clue 
as to why we of the Bride and Groom sh ow decided 
that Helen and Albert were among those we wanted 
to marry on the air. (Not that a Bride and Groom 
wedding actually takes place on the air; the couple 
is interviewed before the ceremony, and introduced 
to the radio and studio audience; then they retire to 
the adjoining Chapman Park Chapel, for a service 
performed in private by a minister of their own 
choice. After the ceremony, they come back to our 
studio, and again go on the air to ]'eceive their gifts 
from Bride and Groom and the happy good wishes 
of all of us.) But back to Oak Ridge. What could be 
more sUl'ely a wartime romance than one born in 
the very cradle of the war's Top-Secret secret- the 
atom bomb? 

That's why we wanted the love story of Helen and 
Albert to reach the widest possible audience. It 
seemed to us to reaffinn the strength of love, to prove 
again that even in one of the grimmest places, at 
one of the grimmest hours our world has known, 
the lovely, exciting pattern of boy-meets-girl re
tained its insidious magic. 

In short, Helen and Albert fell in love. . bu t not 
as quickly as all that. The odds, a fter all, we re heavy 
against them. There was no place for romance in 
the endless round of work an d tension and pressure 
that was Oak R idge in the summer of 1945, AI's 
second year on the atomic energy project. To the 

Love couldn ' t he locked ont , 

By 
JOH N NELSO N 

major ity of the seventy lliousand people in the town, 
the work was a complete mystery; but AI, research 
physicist and engineer, was one of the handful who 
had definite ideas about what was going on. So, to 
him, life was work, work was a race against time; and 
the rest of living was rain, mud, cheerless dormitory 
life, an occasional movie ... a very occasional dance 
sponsored by the R ecreation and Welfare Association. 

No matter how dedicated, no twenty-three- year
old- which is all Al was-could spend his days and 
nights living intimately with so tremendous a secret 
without wishing that he might, a t least for a few 
hours here and there, put it into the back of his 
mind. That's what Al was wishing, one summer 
night . and then th e evening breeze brought h im 
faint strains of distant dance music. The music wa~s 
coming from the tennis courts-the cement floors of 
which served as a dance floor for the occasional 
Association dances. Al hesitated. then turned his 
steps in that direction. 

He had no trouble finding partners. Tall (six feet 
nine inches!) with dark unruly hair, Al was a hand
some and popular member of the government com
munity. But unfortunately the girls inevitably turned 
their conversation to the subject Al was trying to 
forget. It was no use, and he prepared to leave. 
Then he saw Helen. 

His first glance told him she was one of the most 
beautiful girls in Oak Ridge. Her waves of blonde 
hair framed a lovely face in w hich blue eyes smiled 
a q u ick friendliness to all the world. Her dark blu e 
frock accentuated her grace as she danced with 
her partner. 

Al turned to one of his friends, trying to sound 
casual as he asked: ''That blond e girl in the blue 
dress-I suppose she's married?" (Cont'd on page 91) 

Thi.,. t " ~ fi .. t in Iladio Mir.-or·. n e .. ""d .... o r lov., . to .. i"' ...... f •• " e-nlou t ". """. ' .... din g .-om a n ee<l 
.... M"h ....... ., h "a ... l ... igi n a Uyon t h e prog • • m "rid .. and ( ; ..,.,,,, . Th"y Mre told ror ... b y )oh .. Nel .. "" 
\I .e. of lI .. id .. .... d C .......... "' h id' you ea n ', elOr d .. il y . , 2,30 I'.M. EST o n A lie nef"'O" ~ ola ' ;ono. 

even from the site where wartime's grimmest Top Secret was taking shape 

Afte r Ihe eeremony. Ibe Baieuis gtllft ha<:k low~nl Ill .. adjo ining sludio, 10 ~hed Iheir uewlywetl r~d;"uee Ott ~H 

well.wishen iu lh,~ audif' uce. Wi th t he ... are Al'e brother Norman, ~!I(I h is g;sle r Vaul ine Gary, who ~s loQtI lip." 21 
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O
NE of these days I'm going to l'~-decorate that dining room. I've 
been saying that now for two years-but still I'm sure that one of 
these days Al and I will unpack our suitcases, shut off the telephone, 

hide all the travel folders, and settle down in our Mulholland Drive 
home long enough for me to have those walls paneled. 

I'm afraid it's just an idea I have. Being married to Al Jolson isn't a 
homebody's life. When he isn't in front of the microphone for his Music 
Hall radio show or working on the sequel to "The Jotson Story," my 
husbBnd likes to be on the go--he's restless. No sooner do we unlock 
our front door and walk inside OUf barely-familiar walls, than I see that 
dreamy look come into AI's eyes and I know he's thinking about a day 
or two in Palm Springs, or Arrowhead, or the races at Del Mar, or a 
winter in florida. 

It's not that he likes to follow The Crowd. As a matter of fact, we're 
more apt to be out of season in these places than not. With AI, it's just 
for the sun and the change and the feel of moving somewhere-some
where where there's color and life and people. Never for fashion or for 
the sight of our. names in the news columns, or because it's The Thing 
to Do, or The Place to Go. 

Even when we are at home, at our hillside home just north of Holly
wood, we don't go in for nightclubbing or big parties or being seen in 
the smart, right places. The only newspaper pages AI cares about are 
the theatrical; the editorial or the stock market news-the gossip columns 
or the society pages we can leave. alone. 

But the theatrical page-that's something else. 
No matter where we are Al is like a busman on a holiday-he can't 

get away from what's going on in the world of entertainment. It's his 
world. He lives in it, breathes in it, would be miserable without it. 
Wherever we go he has his eye out for talent and we've spent many 
an uncomfortable hour in some small amateur theater group or in a 
crowded engineer's booth watching a radio show because someone whis
pered to AI that there might be an up-and-coming young actor there 
who showed promise. Al goes out of his way to help newcomers. He's 
never too busy to keep an eye out, or lend a helping hand to someone 
he thinks needs a boost up the theatrical ladder. 

And always in his mind, as we sit reading in the evenings, Qr swim
ming in the pool or riding off to Palm Springs with our suitcases piled 
in back- always he's thinking of his work. 

I know, now, the signs when he's getting ready for a new radio show, 
or a new Broadway revue, or a new motion picture. 

The restlessness increases. That pacing-tiger walk gets more pro
nounced. He's upset when the telephone rings every five minutes-and 
upset if it aoesn't. He's like a dynamo being charged, slowly gathering 
force and momentum and the kind of creative electricity that will soon 
change into sparks-sparks that will infuse a show with his own special 
kind of humour and pathos. Each new show he treats as if it were the 
first he had ever done ... and every performance is as important as the 
opening night. He never takes an audience for granted or permits him
self to coast along on his popularity. 

Of course I think he's wor1derful. I thought so (Continued on page 85) 

lieu A' Jol_" .~ t"" 01." 01,,,,, tot .... le H. 1l P""I!"'''' ... ye..,. 

·n m .... I.,. ni ~ .. t ., II ~:s·r, 0" .1. ,1 ... ". of t l, .. Nile ".,h.·o.k. 
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I wa! Ilad (If lillie NallCl ', help when Ihe lifls 

Slarted I,ililll up. Allnouncer Le. Lear and M.C. 

Tommy 8arliett read off a lil;l thai had me laSll inl. 

Dinner at Chicalo'. exolir Shan,ri.La. A friend 

came o ... ~ r for a few words wilh Mr. Lear ail Lin 

(ri,lul ami I fried 10 l ui,le Nanq and Bobby. 

A trailcr-tr:1\ cler's report on 

how the ()rogram ' Welcome Travelers 

operates to Clirn its name 

By LILLIAN MASON 

WHEN the four of us- my husband, Lin, our daugh
ter, Nancy, and our son, Larry, and I-----started out 
to see America, each of us had our own special, 

separat~ objective aside h'om that of the long-dreamed
of trip itself. 

Larry, who is not quite five, wanted to see Indians
real ones. Seven-year-old Nancy, an ardent patron of 
the Saturday afternoon Western movies here in our 
native Springfield, Ohio, had her heart set upon seeing 
real, live cowboys, close-up. My husband wanted to 
show me the country he'd flown over and the cities he'd 
visited so often on business trips. He'd talked about so 
many things he'd seen, trying to share them with me
and now, finally, we were to enjoy them together. 

As for me-it was a radio program I had my eye on. 
A very special one. As soon as the dates on our itin
erary werc definite, I wrote to the Welcome Travelers 
program in Chicago, asking for tickets. You sec, I've 
been a radio fan for years, and with good reason. Lin's 
business has always been some phase of radio. He 
began in college, when hc paid his tuition by working 
at a local station. When we were married, nearly ten 
years ago, he was known as "The Singing Announcer" 
at station WKRC in Cincinnati. At the time of our trip 
he was associated with a company that handled radio 
transcriptions. Radio was our living; we knew small 
and not-so-small stations intimately- but it wasn' t the 
same as being on the inside of a big-time program! • 

That's why the thought of being present at a netwol'k 
broadcast meant something special to me. From the 
day in June when we set out on the great westward 
loop that was to take us to the Coast and back to our 
native Ohio, 1 had my hopes pinned on the two cities 
on our itinerary from which national broadcasts orig
inated- Hollywood and Chicago. 

We went by trailer- Lin's idea, and one I'd objected 
to vigorously at first. 

"No traile r," I said firmly . "If you think I'm going 
to cram the four of us into one of those beetle-shaped 
boxes . .. and they're not safe. I've seen them, Iwnbering 
and weaving down the highway. I'd rather fly. And be
sides," I finished triumphantly, "we haven't got a tJ"ailer." 

W .. I .... m .. 1' . ..... 1 .... , ... ith Tommy 1J.o,.,I.,u .. M.e., 

ll~ 11113 around Ch iu@;o--'md we' ll neVer fOfl!:et Ihe 8i1very Buckin@;hllm Founlain in Gnnt Park. (Fourlh rrom lefl ie u ~.1 

Lin ran his hands through his hair. 
" But you can't see anything from a plane! And that's 

the whole point of the trip--we want to see the country. 
Anyway, we'll get a trailer, somehow." 

We did fmd one, finally. AIter advertising, after 
combing Dayton and Cincinnati, after Lin, in despera
tion, ran spot advertisements on the air, we found a 
woman who wa~ willing to rent us her trailer for the 
season. In the meantime, a series of plane crashes had 
changed my opinions about the relative safety of the air. 

The trailer was twenty-one feet loog. Fitting the four 
of us into it was like working a Chinese block puule, 
from which you have to remove one piece before you 
insert another. We put the children to sleep on the 
double bed until Lin and I were ready to go to bed at 
night, and then Nancy was shifted to the couch, Larry 
to a mattress on the floor. When everything was in 
place, it was possible to move around-if we were care
ful. But move as much as a chair, raise the drop-leaf 

of the table, and we were trapped in our own home. 
II was our home for three months. There were dis

advantages. Tires went flat under us--four of them-=
and each time meant the purchase of a new tire, since 
the weight of the trailer ruins the flal A rough spot 
in the road jarred the cupboard doors open, breaking 
everything breakable, spreading glasses of jelly and a 
can of coffee all over the floor. Sometimes. with trailer 
camps full, we'd have to stop beside a filling s tation for 
the night, w ithout water and lights-and just go to bed, 
dirt and all. 

On the other hand, we were always sure of a bed 
and a place to stay; we had with us many more of our 
belongings than we could have taken on an ordinary 
trip, and we didn't have to pack and unpack suitcases. 

We traveled to California by way of S1. Louis, Kansas 
City, Rocky Mountain National Park, Albuquerque and 
Phoenix. There's no way to tell you what it meant to 
us-except to say that the (Continued on page 93) 
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Breakfast ..... ith hi~ Belle has alway~ been the eheerful 
prelude to Loren~o', day bUI now the postm~n is making 
unwelc;ome eonlribmions to his mailbox, Sleight-or_hand 
lakes praclice nnd Belle move, around so fau a mall 
never know! 011 whirh side of Ihe I~ble she will he next. 

LEARNS THAT SILENCE IS NOT ALWAYS GOLDEN 

2. When newly·wed Anlut and Margaret illv.de tbe Jone. 
!ivins room, babbling about tbe plln for Anso. 10 10 in 
IlIliineM witb Clarence K. Mu,gins. the manufacturer, 
Lorenso h., hopes that, throush AngD," MUISin. may 
be penuasied to con8ider produciDA Il 10DelI invention. 

LORENZO JONES, mechaniC! by 
trade and inventor by passionate 
preference. lives so completely in 

his gadget-ridden dreams that the 
real world is full of pitfalls for him. 
Fortunately his practical wife, BeUe, 
is there to get between him and 
lrouble---exeept that occasionally, as 
in . this RADIO MIRROR picture
story, she doesn't get there quite in 
time. 

Seen here in the parts they play 
on the air are: Karl Swenson as 
Lorenzo; Lucille WaU as Belle; Ker
mit Murdock as Muggins; Anne Shep
herd as Margaret; Art Carney as 
Angus; Frank Behrens as Jim. 

t-_ J-. _eoeh ....... d 

.,....tuooool loy . · ........ nd ....... . 
H .. __ • I. ........t M ..... ,. 

th_1<h Frida,. _t . .. " .M. 
EST. _ 1'1;8C "rl~ .t.u.." •. 

3. Nelli day LoN9l10 bas • big·brotherly 
chat with the girl neIl door, Linda Trumbull. 
She', uohappy because .be h .. no boyfriend 
to bout ,ooul 10 the other girl! in her diU 
when tbey talk about letlinl nOI~ and dalell. 



LEARNS TIIAT S ILENCE 

IS NOT 

ALWA YS GOLDEN 
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.... Down at the corner drUI! ~ IOre Lorenzo hOi .. loda with Clurence K. Muggin5. He i . 
brin! ;n!! the ronvenalion around 10 hi l inv p.nt;on when Jim Bllrker wAnders in. Jim hil i had II 
quarrel with his wife. Seems be did not tell her when he I:ot a letter from I I!irl he'd known 
back home. Irma admiued tbe I",uer wu hprn,less, hut she'd found ;t in his p~ckel. He should 
I,ave told her al once when he!o! it.Cl3r",nce and Lorenao IIlIree--"alwaYI lel.1 them finl." 

7. But he doel tell Mun;"'. They dOlride Jim Barker 
must be wril;,,!! the leu",r~. lIadn't he Buid he'll 
bet fifty dollar8 Ihe)" would,,'t ilhow a letler from 
anolher WO"ulll 10 th-eir wives? Only, Jillt can 
pro'-e h"'1 hcen 011\ of town, eouldn't hnve wrinen. 

I 
"'-

8. Angus I!e" I letler. Ri, wife, Marl!aret, rUBhes 
over to Belle ', houle. BeUe calls up MI"8. MUI!' 
ginll, who tells her thut Lorenzo ha. been !ettinl! 
leuen too. Belle i. furiou s. Imagine.. MrI!. Mug· 
gins knowing more ohoul Lorenzo Ihan she doesl 

.'S. Next moruill l!. Lorenzo re .. ", iv"$ a 1"lIer ill Ibe 
",ail himself. Nothinl! like Ihi . "ver hapl'·ened to bim 
hefore! He un'l believe il. He realb it apin. 
Well , hi, ("on,eiellce i8 dear. He'll cerlainly lell 
8 t He. So he sluffs the l e ll e r in hi . Ilo e k e l . 

n. Helle hn5 "I ways thoullht she mi !:ht make a (!ood 
detertive. She 5pen,1;; a day in the 11051 om .. e 
and i~ rewarded. Linda Trumhull com,,~ in and 
O,I<:n8 Ihe I,ost box named in the r"y8Ieriou~ 

It.'lIer~. The lonely ehild just .... anted ~O""l muil. 

8. When another letter comt:~, even wormer than Ihe 
fint, Lorenzo has delilroyed the ea rlier one. Now 
be ca,,'t 6how thi$ one 10 8 elle. It askll, " Why 
don't you ever an, wer lI.e,? Hue you forll;ollen 
Ih", hox numher ? Whatever h •• h.ppened to you?" 

• \ 

18. Lorenzo ha5 10 "I!ree with Belle. lIe'li been ver) 
(oolish. ~If you 'd had any 'eme you wonld h\lv.· 
recognized :' ch ild'8 handwrilinjo':. If you'd I.·t 
me see them I would have known :,1 onc ...... Lorento 
, .. omi~eli, "No mOre becreu"- t"·('11 nhaut invenlion. ! 
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RADIO MIRROR AWARllS 
HOW do you spend your time as a radio listener? 

Where, from Monday through Sunday, is your 
dial set; what programs do you eagerly an

ticipate, which do you impatiently tune out? Which 
offerings fill your entertainment requirements so 
well that season after season you wanl them hack 
on the air? 

This year, for the first time, these questions are 
being asked on a nationwide scale of the most 
important people in the radio business: the listen
ers themselves. Of course there have been other 
polls, many others: polls of radio editors, column
ists, critics, in which these professional interpreters 
of the radio scene register their reactions to what 
the networks are offering. The results of such 
polls have their undeniable value. But-please 
note that word projessiomd. It explains why these 
people cannot speak for you, the radio audience-
for you whose sole interest in radio is in the 
amount and kind of entert"ainment it serves you. 

The editors of Radio Mirror have long felt that 
there should be some device set up by which to 
gauge the feeling of our readers-average radio 

• 

listeners-with regard to what they are hearing 
on the air. We have known, from your letters, 
that you have definite ideas about what you do 
and do not care to listen to. But not all of you 
take the trouble to write. We feel that yours are 
the very opinions which can and should be one of 
the most creative forces in radio. To you, after 
all, are directed. the combined efforts of perform
ers, networks, sponsors. As an example of the fact 
that this force does exist, check back in your No
vember Radio Mirror to the editorial, CBS Is 
There. In this, the editors called. attention to an 
excellent CBS program of that name, explained 
that it had been taken off the air to make room for 
new-season programs, and pointed out that if the 
network were made aware of the amount of pub
lic acclaim this program had won, they would 
perhaps reinstate it Result: listener- opinion was 
so unmistakably expressed in the CBS mailbag 
that CBS Is There went baek on the air in late 
October. For you are the final judges, the critics 
whose approval radio must gain if it is not to fail 
in its purpose. 

Therefore, with the November issue of Radio 
Mirror, the Radio Mirror Awards for 1947 were 
launched. This month appears the second, and 
final, ballot in this year's Awards Poll. Here is 
your chance to vote for your favorite programs. 

On the ballot below, next to each type of radio 
show, write the name of the program which, 
in your opinion, is the best in its field. Vote 
only for the p rograms you hear on networks, 
because this is a nationwide poll-local favorites 
cannot be considered. Send 'your ballot to Radio 
Mirror Awards, 205 East 42nd Street, New York 
17, N. Y. You need not sign your name. Votes 
will ~ counted by impartial judges, and the re
sults will be announced in the April, 1948, issue 
of Radio Mirror. At that time., too, they'll be 
announced on the programs which have won the 
approval of the majority of our readers. 

There is still time to get last month's ballot in, if 
you haven't already done so----fill it out with the 
names of your favorite perjC»'"fJUtf'S, and send it 
along with the ballot below, on which you will 
vote for your fa.oorite p1"ogTa.7n$ only . 

VOTE FOR YOUR FAVORITE PROGRAMS 

( Write in Lhl Dame of your' on", favor-he pro".am oppoeite eaeh of the' d a"ifiealione bcelo w) 

COMEDY 

DA ITIME SERIAL . . . . . . • .. .. 

DRAMA 

MYSTERY 

Q UIZ . 

AUDI ENCE PARTICI PATION 
( n oD-qu;") 

BEST PROGRAM 
ON THE AIR . . 

FOR CHILDREN 

MUSICAL 

EOUCATIONAL 

RELIGIOUS 

BEST NEW PROGRAM 
THIS YEAR 

WORST PROGRAM 
ON nIE AIR 
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Science waits, trembling, 

as Jane's friend Irma, armed with 

pen and book, goes down into 

the Unl)Jumbed depths of her own mind 

SHARING an apartment with my friend Inna- I 
was about to say living with Irma, but how can 
you call it living when you are holding your 

breath twenty-four hours a day!-is certainly never 
dull. I never know what will happen next. Richard 
sometimes wonders why I don't find anoiller room
mate, but I just couldn't. I love that girl. Bless her 
-where could you find anyone else with a heart as 
big as hers? And who would look after Irma if I 
didn't? Not counting AI, of course. That's Irma's 
boy friend AI. No, you couldn't possibly count on him. 

Take, for instance, the other afternoon. 
I was $itting in the oversize closet we call the liv

ing roomj j ust sitting there, dropping stitches in my 
knitting and thinking of Richal-d. It's tough being 
in love with your boss-all day long, in the office, 
it's "Jane" or "Hey, you!", and then in the evenings 
it's "honey" and gardenias. I get so mixed up. 

Suddenly the door burst open and Irma rushed in, 
letting the door bang to behind her. 

"Jane, I've just had the most exciting afternoon! 
I met a man!" 

"Well, that's interesting. I meet men every day
but I can understand, after your boy friend AI, that 
any other man would be exciting." 

She shook her head, violently. Standing there in 
the middle of the room, she was an unforgettable 
picture of confusion and excitement. The cold air 
outside had pinked her cheeks and the tip of her cute 
little nose. Her blonde curls were in a topknot on 
her head, and her little lace Dutch hat perched there 
by some law of gravity known only to Irma. One 

Richard sometimes &ays., "Jane, why nol find anOlher 

roommale?" Dul how could I r;ive up My Friend Irma? 

hand firmly clutched a fat leather-bound book. 
"You don't understand, Jane. He wasn't that kind 

of a man. He was a doctor or a professor or some
thing-anyway, he had a long white beard. I was 
out feeding the pigeons in the park and we began to 
talk-" 

"I'll bet those birds had some nice pieces of 
gossip." 

"Oh, no, Jane. It was this man- with the beard
on the park bench with me. He was worried because 
he said I couldn't concentrate." 

"You mean he just sat down beside you and right 
away he knew you couldn't concentrate?" 

"Well- I was thinking about Al and worrying about 
when we were ever going to get married and if he 
could ever get a job, and I guess I was confused 
because this professor said I was eating the birdseed 
and giving my ham sandwich to the pigeons. So he 
said I wasn't concentrating." 

''That was brilliant deduction on his part." 
"Oh , yes." 
With one hand she was trying to remove her coat, 

wiggling it off her shoulders. For some reason
though when did Irma ever go by reason!-she 
refused to put down that book she was carrying, and 
kept it clutched in her arm. It was quite a feat, this 
undressing, and Irma was pretty well tangled up in 
book and overcoat and gloves and hat, but she went 
right on talking. "He said he would like to try an 
experiment. He told me to close my eyes and see if 
I could concentrate on something. It sounded like 
a nice game so I told him (Continued on page 82) 

On .h .. op_"" " .",e, . u ....... undl .. " lr.nM (plaTed loy ~hd., WUoon), • ..., h"r .......... m .. " J a n .. (VI.,y.,.1 loy 
(:a.h,. Lew'.)' who • .,11. tI.l ••• ory • .,.,d.Uy r .... R.,d ". /lotI ....... , I·...,r_r KropOtkl" (Hana Con...,ldj, 

Hk h . rd (Lodf t:r;.,k_nh.M ... 0 ' 1-1.,1117 (G lo ri . eo .. lon). M7 ~'rI.,nd I ..... .. I. on e ftS , M on., 10 P.M. EST. 
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Kitchen Fire 
llaello MImor'. Prb:. r-

Ow kItctIeft rang. It Ilk. _ IIf. her., baMd 
Of> ond ... , ,t.odfa., """"'"I our .... 1IIs ore braced 
1M ....oN for Oft)' ItonM *"at _ 1'0 ........ 

Itt glowing _toney. When foil winch blow 
The 00" 100. _ 10 cakfl tM fIeetInt lights 
Of void and ICCItMt Iota .... ihol ~ Nghh 
Of frott and roln hcrH hMlbl.d on tM hills. 

Mel then " flood of "_ cmd o;dor ... 
The _. 10 join with frogranc .. that pour 
In .. ..,Iirto ri9P* "-1M _ ...... 
Or tanloliJ:. froM kett* on !he kip 
w.... opplfl bvbble aM agnberrift pG9. 

And It" Hr_,..tIM wInt.,' • ....ty ........ 
HOI fourtd 1/1 out, to brir'Ig ~ bb>d to It. 
With _-c.rtoiI\IiQ. And what ~ dr_ 
Hcrt8 Icouoh-d and IYetI .... d "'8 Mr_ III its gleo.d 
AncIIobIn. laMIgh. a--r, ~d--florb 
Of proud, I~ goy, ~ ai-tI 
Ho ... IwoSllJMflI 1ft 10 charm the nighh with lolas 
Of plgri ..... .-.n. ~ "'..., forftl troils. 
AM Chrhtnom. .... Ith Ih holy ~ finds 
A Iontwn In rile wIrMtow ond !he blinds 
l'uled high 10 Jhow Q w .... 1Ioht. and IMno 
Is IoIrIoIfto cedar frClorcance on tM air • • • 
And _ wait, """"-d, for one" ~ obove, 
And .peak low ..... d ... _ch of huMan 1 ..... 1 

~y GItheno DrMbodl 

Again thr Star Rrturns 
Aqo:1n the IfCIr rerum. to blaae the -'

AgoiD Iba LWlputkm aodh·meD .tara 
A troubled _I. aWlaJIJ,. a_a 

Tbot blood-bought brotharboocl =ot bo-.. 
From (Ieah·blown froqn>allb.pot ()D JxrttIa. 

Baldi.. 
A ~ Hitoe.hl.maI but p1'oclaim 

The bI~ oJ 0 .W. hIogh flame; 
A tbouICIDd 1Jdk:a'. red bar .... t·JialdI. 

lDtalllli!,. acid! 1Itar.bamzr,'. baaliDg roy. 
o WIGlJ' Diqhl·worki, JUt JOW' tecu· 

cbolDed .,. .. 
Towcud the Ec:utl Hlda JOUr purple .oc:ri. ..,. 

Of honor c1Mp wilhlrl aorth·. mx:I.aDt 
dar. 
~ J'"OIl twa bock the pcII}I. to waDCiaf .... 

Aud _k, wilb w-. MaD, the llObulliDg 
.torl 

\Ieasuring CUp 
She n.uured 80m in •• ilvet cup, 
Holdinc it • moment in • band 
That .book • little, .. a cU.tant wind 
Of r..:oUllCtion rippl_ quiet land.. 

Rouah finpn tnced tM pattern of the cup 
TMn l_tIy .at it 011 tM pantry ab.If
Linkin( Mr empty Il!'Im with thinp Jon&: ..... 
Her.,.m-~ _ nmembenld MIl. 

With that bn.f touch Ibe IDMIWlId aU tM -Of all tbto quiet y.an . part buD him 
WhoM a~. once laucbed above the ";Ivet 

<UP 
With "Baby" canoad upon ita b.tter'ad rim. 

-OTpba Colcord 

Question 
ShiJDmedns, lin, dled Chriaba .. tree, 
Sinee roar burtt of eetUt ,., 
I wonder it you'd ",mer be 
Growln, DOW, th.n Ihimmery} 

-Edith Baauaond 

Ki!chen Chant 
Roln on 1M toOt with 0 -...d .... ~ 

And how. III ... ~ 10 ~ fIiQo 
'o~ wilt! flow and ,.,.. and,..w... 
~c1 wilt! MOgOl', fro .. _ with .,.;c •. 

LItIh boy'_ ~ ay-. Ita,. at .. ""'" 
litIM clot'. toll goat --. Oft .... Aaor, 

litIM boy'. hoM goat tug at)'OW OJ'I'O'II 
It'l hours tIIlwidto pt ...... iwt __ aI 

Crill> oncI w_ willi Q fr ... _ota.--.,. 
0- a. 0 IrIoaort oncI _ .. 0 dol' ••• 

loin Oft ... roof wIIh 0 IOUIMI .. ~ 
.Moth« II ....... coo6ry;ow. 

' .... he ........ ...... 

[arly Shppu 
T'Itb yeu I did my Christmas shopping early; 

Tbeto were no crowds; no one was in a hun)'. 
I did not have 10 edge throusb _ruth·hung 

aisles; 
I miMed the hustle-bustle and the Burry. 

My cilia are wrapped with ahiDing tinsel ribbon 
And IJtarry Iilicket'1 ; e.lcb has • men'f card 

And I ahould sit and gloat upon my Deigbbor, 
And for my foresight reap a rich reward. 

But all. the , ,,.,, of • woman', heart: 
I mi. tho festiye crowds, the carollin& 

dlime ; 
I enVJ all the hW'ried, equ f.ces ; 

I'll DoeYer .hop again .head of time! 
- Mae Winkler Goodm.n 

14tlS II Cte. Ind Evil 
To_o-W.o ....... of ....... 

ANI 0 ___ In 0 wid ~, 

HoW WWty '" ......... of your hond, 
And etamIty In _ hour. 

-W __ lIob 

By nD MALONE 
Be .ure 10 lisle. to Ted 
Malone'. 1Q~ prvcnm. 
Monda,.. tbrOQch Frida,.. 
at 11:45 EST, o .. er ABC. 

After Christ.as Carol 
(A.y WIfe', Saeogl 

fot a fItoppy 6cry r. gratefvI 
And -*10 ... fir( coop, 
.... who' tab 1Iow. ... 0IrId.a. he 
And ........ _appln,p vpf , ........ "')'G'f "aft --w W'ha .. paJ' ... ~ __ 

And .... lit. Ncftat bad: In Iha~ 
AS ., DtDN'T ICNOWI 

-Bb:abath 81 .... I.ootg 

RADIO MIRROR WILL PAY $50 
for the ori&"inu poan. seat in by a reader, 
selected by Ted Malooe as the bat of chat 
_lb'. poems aabmimd by readers. Fi .. e 
dollan will be pUd lot e.cb other oriain&l 
pomI .ubmitced aocl prinad ora the a.-o. 
the .Bookeacb ..... in Radio Mim:w. Address 
J'CRU' pooruy to Ted Malooe, Radio Minor, 20S 
Easr "2nd SUe«. New York 17, N. Y. Poeay 
Jtlbmitttd sbouJd be limited to thirt)' lioeI. 
Wbm JI'OIb&e is eadoaed nery don: 'Will be 
made to return Wlus.ed muucripu. nu. is 
DOC • coote«, but an O«u to pucb.ue: BoJ:d! 
for Radin Mirror's Between the 

Sentiments 01 the Season· a memory 01 Christmas Past, a hope lor Christmas Future 
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n(lIlU~, the tabin rrui~er, is :I 32·(001 

e~ l en. iotl of ,h .. Mox ... ell tiyin~ room . III A 
BY 

KNASTER 

"HJee~d witlt de 'I1ta:twel14: an att-~. 

att-~. att-~t ~ 01 ~ 

Tu('kerrnall von 

wal(he~ ~r;lvdy :t~ 

~MW hu"linll( in Afrir". 

l,rf'lml't IIIC "llOo lin ~ ;rnl1., 

L 

.. 

~MAXWELLS 
• 

• 
Commi'$ ion·hy·lhe-Se~I, Ihe M"l<well solution fo r Ihe prohlem 'hlu haunl5 ndio people: how 10 avoid SIOlnllch ulrer ~. 

PERHAPS, some midnight, a little leprechaun will 
leap onto your bedpost and whisper beguilingly, 
"How would you like to spend the Perfect Week

end at that Perfeet Place known as Shangri-la?" 
If you should ever be on the receiving end of such 

an invitation, just shoo the little fellow away. Tell 
him you'd much rather wait for an invitation to that 
Perfect Place out on Long Island owned by Bob and 
Jessica MaxwelL 

Bob's Little Aere puts Shangri-la to shame. By 
'rights, the place should'be named Joie de Vivre
because the joy of living is truly experienced whcn 
you're out there. Instead, the Maxwells have an
other name for it-they've dubbed it Commission-by
the-Sea. Reason? Back in 1943 Robert Maxwell, 
who is one of radio's busiest producers, happened to 
do a particular bang-up job on a series of important 
assignments and was rewarded with a particularly 
fat commission, said sum being immediately spent on 
the deed for that Perfect Place. 

So wonderful is their waterside home that every 
weekend, fifty-two weekends each year, the Max-

wells renounce Radio Rowand traipse the hundred
odd miles out there just as fast as their umpteen
cylinder Buick convertible can get them-all of which 
adds up to roughly ten thousand, four hundred: 
miles of traipsing each year. 

In town, Bob and Jessica approach their complex 
radio chores much in the manner of two expert 
marksmen in a shooting gallery" Monday through 
Friday theil" gunsights al"e fixed on an endless pro
cession of fast-mOving clay pigeons;-the directing, 
by Jessica, of Adventure Parade and Hop Harrigan. 
and the production, by Bob, of Adventure Parade, 
Hop Harrigan, House of Mystery and Supennan, with 
other programs in preparation. 

All four shows are heard over the Mutual Network 
and all are aimed at juvenile ears. What's more, all 
are regarded as top-quality listening, not only by the 
younger set but by many imr>ortant educational 
groups. The House of Mystery series, for instance. 
is a program that debunks the supernatural and has 
been awarded First Prize by the Institute FOI" Edu
ca tion By Radio of Ohio State University as the best 
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Bob eagle-eyed bis wife'! "docking lechnique: 

LLS 

A liule seaf01'ld is added to the family llird~r. Either Bob or Jeseiea will CGok it: they married each olher for their cookin" they claim. 

children's program on the air. And, just 
as you might expect, Superman has earned 
a total of twenty-six awards from parent
teacher, religious, veteran aod educa
tional organizations, among them awards 
from the Child Study Association of 
America and The National Conference of 
Christians and Jews. 

Bob Maxwell, who is the acknowledged 
leader in the field of juvenile radio pro
duction, has pioneered for years on be
half of honesty and integrity in the prep
aration of broadcast material for young 
folks. "Children are also people," Bob 
says. "The day of writing down to young
sters is over and done with. Radio has 
given them an intellectual awareness. 
They deserve to be 'considered as ciiizens 
of the world." 

Jessica's sympathy with this viewpoint 
is expressed not only in hel' expert direc
tion of prog"ams like Hop Harrigan and 
Adventure Parade--she is also the author 
of a best-seller children's book, Printer 
Primer, designed, as she explains it, "to 
teach moppets a painless method of 
spelling and printing." 

Skill, stamina, steady nerves, a strong 
sense of humor and a little thing called 
Talent go into the successful completion 
of their radio chores and, come Friday 

evening, when the week's quota of clay pigeons has 
been effectively dealt with, Bob and Jessica climb 
into their convertible and head east-for Commis
sion-by-the- Sea. 

Long Island is a vaguely fish-shaped body of land 
that juts north-eastward, some hundred-odd miles, 
into the Atlantic Ocean. Its eastern extremity re
sembles the fish's open jaws between which lie such 
bodies of water as Gardiner's Bay, Noyack Bay, 
Great Peconic Bay and Little Peconic Bay. 

The Maxwell cottage, ten minutes' drive beyond 
the village of Cutchogue, faces on a tranquil, tree
bordered inlet named Broadwaters Cove and only 
a causeway separates the Cove from Little Peconic 
Bay. Solemn statement-seldom luis Nature 
achieved a more pleasing-to-the-eye combination of 
land, water and sky. 

Now it isn't because Bob and Jessica lack eagerness 
to reach this most desirable destination that they halt 
their swift ride briefly in the village of Cutchogue. 
It's only because they must halt there in order to 
check on things at their turkey- farm and also pick 
up another passenger-Tuckerman von Schlitz. 

Of Herr von Schlitz, more presently. , 
The Robert Maxwell Turkey Fann, Inc. is located 

in Cutchogue. An enterprise started only a few years 
ago, the gobbler ranch now raises and markets five 
hundred birds annually, its output being restricted 
only by the present prohibitive price' of feed. A 
former Southold Township policeman, Antone 
Chituk, manages the farm for Bob, ably assisted by 

Mrs. Chituk, their 'teen-age daughter Joan and three 
boys who resemble characters straight out of Huckle
berry Finn: Jon, Eugene and Antone Jr. 

Also grown on the farm is every imaginable vege
table, thus providing the cream of the crop for 
Jessica's table. In addition, Antone raises a few 
guinea-hen and a big flock of chickens, which takes 
care of the ·fresh egg problem. In the fowl depart
ment Bob's favorite is a bantam rooster named Ticka
Ticka-Taw. Bob holds the bantam in his hands, 
mUrmurs something, then tosses him high in the air 
whereupon Ticka- TIcka-Taw flutters gracefully to 
the top of a nearby barn roof, assumes a posture like 
a weather vane and crows a lusty cock-a-doodle- doo. 
The bantam seems to love this routine almost as much 
as radio producer Robert Maxwell does. 

Bob and Jessica drop in 'at the farm in order to talk 
turkey with Antone. It's the Chituks, incidentally, 
who also look after things at .Commission- by- the-Sea 
while the Maxwells are whipping up radio fare in 
Manhattan and, while Bob and Jessica are thus 
engaged, Tuckerman von Schlitz is a boarder at the 
turkey-farm. 

Tuckerman von Schlitz is a character. More spe
cifically, he is a magnificent Belgian Shepherd with 
a mile-long pedigree. Smart? Tuckerman under
stands anything said in the English language, even 
though he hails from Switzerland via darkest Africa. 

Big- hearted Bob, who constantly gets himself in
volved in bizarre situations, acquired the beautiful 
canine late last year-and (Continued on page 79) 39 
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It's hard for a Cover Girl 

. I ,I : I L i , \ • J 
to be just one of the crowd. 

But .Tan Ford keeps trying 

By 

PAULI NE 
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THE size four foot of our pretty cover girl, Jan Ford, 
already is well over the threshold of a glamorous three
way can:!er in radio, modeling and motion pictures. 

She plays Holly on the Frances Langford program, she is 
BUmps on The Smiths of Hollywood, Barbara Wynsocket 
in Date With J udy. 

With her impressive lis t of assets-a unique ingenue 
voice, perfect cover-girl features, her quick charm and 
delicious figu re, to say nothing of professional experience 
which began when she was eleven-Jan could choose her 
medium with excellent chances of stardom, or go merrily 
a long doing very well in all three professions. 

"What she Teally wants to d()---{)f course," her mother 
says, "is to go to college." 

Jan d~.:n' t want to be different from other girls her 
age-which might, with some logic, be added to her list 
of professional assets. 

Her family- her father, who is a specialist on business 
reports with the Retail Merchants Credit Association ; her 
young, pretty mother ; and her all-boy brother. Wally, who 
loves Jan enough to be her most honest critic--still live 
in the pleasant little house in suburban Glendale, which 
was their home before Jan attracted the attention of the 
talent scouts. (Continufd on page 89) 

No figure-trouble he re. When Jan ""a"l ~ a double 

ma iled m ilk ",ilb 1"'0 HOOPS, <he emu ont: up. 

. Jan's eye-cauhing wardrobe is large ly the 

work of he r prett y motber. who a l.o !natick 



TilE REST CnRISTft.IAS EVER 
H_d io Mir..-'. R-t ..... t<:r _ •• h .. · M.m'h 

Dear Papa David: 
Life in our community had never been very 

happy for our family because of a lot of things. 
One thing is that we were the only family of 
Belgian descent and a lot of people there were 
German. Then sins::e my mother was dead there 
was no chance for the neighbor women to make 
friends. Pop had worked on the railroad in 
Idaho up near the Canadian border in an out
of-the-way place and it had made us all shy. 

We had moved to Montana and had lived there 
several years and we had gotten along with the 
children well enough at school. But the inevit
able word had sneaked out that my unmarried 
sister was going to have a baby and the rose
clouded world disappeared; life became unbear
ably difficult with all the taunts <tnd insults that 
were thrown at us. 

Every day I saw my sisler becoming heavier 
with a child and often I wished she had never 
been born to bring disgrace on our family a nd 
to make us all suffer so. My father became older 
and more haggard and my brother no longer 
played with the other boys, but wc were p~oud 
and we told each other it didn't matter. 

Jean's baby was born the 19th of December, 
a (ew days before vacation. Talk was increasing 
and I knew that people had already branded 
our family and this young child as bad. 

The last day of school we had a party and we 

'. ~~~':.:~.,~ch ildren were to teU stories about 
When my smaller brother, George, 

who was a second grader, got up 10 give his 
story I was fiercely glad that he was so young 
and didn't understand a lot of things. 1 was sur
prised at this story he told: 

''We've always been a poor family and having 
a big family is kind of hard around Chrisbnas 
time, and not having a mother is pretty awful 
sometimes. I've never gotten much for Christ
mas and neither have any of the others. When 
we do get something we share it. We're used 
to sharing and we don't mind at all. 

"My sister had a baby this year for Christ
mas," he said , his small pale face and clark eyes 
lighting up and his childish voice quivering with 
delight, "and we're going to share him for a 
Christmas present. loo. I think God must have 
known how poor we are and sent this real live 
baby to us so we can share him, and love him, 
not just for a day or a year but for always, and 
as he grows, we can love him more every single 
day. Don't you think that 'Mikie' is giving us 
the best Christmas ever, because he is the pres
cnt for it?" 

The room was silent with a n awe and I too was 
silent, but only because I was thanking God for 
letting me know how very beautiful life can be. 

Mrs. M. C. 
Followin. II.r e Ih i~ mOlllh 'lI 1 15 Ir ll rre 

B UNDtES OF KINDNESS 
Dear Papa David: 

On my trip to visit an old schoolmate's {ather 
in a state insane asylum, I didn't notice that al
most aU the passengers getting off at the scrubby 
way station with me carried bundles. Next time, 

however, I , too, had' one--compounded of kind
ne~. A clerk in a music store didn't have the 
song old Mr. K. had mentioned, but she had it 
at home. She mailed it to me. Another clerk 
picked over dozens of men's socks to find three 
pair by a famous maker, "so they'U feel good 
on the poor gentleman's feel" Our old seam
stress, hearing inmates of the senile ward went 
around in stocking feet, conbibuted a pair of 
her dead husband's lamb's wool slippers. And 
when I boldly went into a beauty shop, seeking 
to buy some sprays of forsythia forCi:d into un
seasonal bloom, because the K .'s yard was al
ways bright w ith that flowering shrub in April, 
the owner refused to sell any- "Take them all 
and welcome," she offered. 

So, thinking that those outside an asylum are 
moved to compassion for one inside, I made my 
second visit. Then it was that I saw proof that 
the inmates themselves ean show compassion 
to one another. I had to wait in a somber ante
room of the medical ward before ''my patient" 
was brought out to me. As I sat gazing through 
the barred windows at the campus-like grounds 
of the institution, a fuUy dressed man, looking 
like anothe r visitor, and a far cry from the bath
robe-wearing patients I had met so far, wandered 
into the room. He was polite and friendly, and we 
talked about the weather, the appearance of the 
grounds and like subjects. I felt he was trying 
to be cheerful in spite of a great sadness. Pres
ently, he infonned me that he had been in the 
asylum eleven years-suicidal mania. 

While we chatted, we could hear anguished 

wails (rom the room beside the one where we sat. 
They were the wails of a grieving child. They 
sounded aU the louder because the glass and wire 
peephole to t he locked door behind which the 
IjtUe imbecile wept had been removed. When 
my friend's father shuffled in, the strange man 
moved. into the long corridor with its double 
row of doors shOwing a small square of light 
through their glass peepholes. Soon the wailing 
of the child grew less and as "my patient" was in 
a mood to be stubbornly silent, I could hear some
one close by talking in low tones in a comforting 
sort of way just outside the imbecile's room. 

Going to get Mr. K. a paper cup of water, I 
found the potential suicide standing in the corri
dor, his face against the aperture in the heavy 
door. He was doing his (Continued on page72) 

RADIO MIRROR OFFERS ISO EACH MONTII 
FOR YOUR LETTERS 

Son.ewhrre in everyone', life i. hidden a k ey to haP"' 
p inu._ II may be a half· for.otteD f riend, a period 
o f lIuffr rlnli, a n UDimporta nl incident, which t ad
drnly illuminated the who lr mean in. of lur , Jf 
rou a re treMlurin. eueh • mro,,>ry, woo'l you 
write 10 Pa p a David about il ? For the letter b e 
«ln~ide" belli raeh "lOnlh, R adio Mirror will p ay 
fi rly do lla ... ; (or rar.h of the olhert that we have 
room rnou.h 10 p rint, filteen dolla.... No leu_ 
t'a n ~ r f"tu m ed. Addreq your Life CaD Be Beau 
tilul leller 10 Pa p a David, Ra dio Mirror M' pUoe, 
205 Eatl 42 Sir_ I, New Yo rk 17, New York. 
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Fully dOllied and ill Ihe ir ri&ht millds-I.his is the way 
Aline Thomas and Lew Parku rea lly look, while your 
mind'i eye leel Annie at her Iwilchboard, Lew in bed. 

Who doei n'! like 10 get UI) 10 
rnusic? Tom Glllzer providf!15 il. 

Or, better still, five 

minutes of eye-opening fun 

with morning Shave Time 

Crj~p-voiced Tom Hudson telb you 
bow ":0 keep I)re~enlable longer." 

IT lasts only five minutes-but, apart from your 
morning shower, Mennen Shave Time is as ef
fective a rise-uJ)" tocsin as you're likely to find, 

of a morning. No alarm clock could be as welcome 
to a just-awakened ear as the voice of Anne 
Thomas, playing a switchboard operator, trying to 
rouse lA.lw Parker, a guest in the hotel where Anne, 
for program purposes, works. You'll have to check 
your local stations for this, because it's heard at 
different times on different stations all over the 
country; and when you've located it, make a note 
of it. Getting up is .easier when you're doing it 
to turn on Shave Time--and Shave Time will 
keep you up once it's on. (For a list of local 
stations on which Lew Parker and Anne Thomas 
are heard in Shave Tim@, turn to page 92.) 

e--

1. "s.y. Mr. Parker," say. Annie, "you\'e 
been IIclini peculiar the 111$1 few day_ 
alwllYI fUllnin l or skippinl. How come?" 

J. "Oh, and Mr. Parku. Thai blonde in 
Ihe lobby last nighl. I laW her S1~rting 10 
leave. Whal followed ?" .. , did ," aays Lew. 

2. "Doctor', ordera. Annie," aayl Lew. "lle 
lold me to lake my pilla for Ihree day, 
runninl, and then 10 dt ip Ihree day .... 

l. "Annie," say. Lew, " if I had D date wilh 
you ' . wouldn't get fr~h'" '"Then what 
do you wanl to dille me for?" IIIy5 Annie. / 

4S 
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"p EACE ON EARTH-Good Will to Men" ... 
these arc swell words. We hear them once a 
year, at Christmastime, and they give us that 

old feeling that, maybe-for a few days-all the 
fighting and the trouble in the world might stop 
and everybody could be friends. Just "good will to 
men." All men. Is that too much to ask? 

My friend, Mr. Jellico, didn't think so. 
Of course, that isn't his real name. But it's 

lucky for aU of us that there are guys like him. 
Sometimes people who know I've visited high 
schools all over the country talking about toler
ance-sometimes they ask me what about this 
"good will" racket ... does it payoff? I can tell 
you it does. It's paid off for me. And it did for my 
friend, the man I'm calling Mr. Jellico. 

It was a July morning, several years ago, that I 
first noticed MI', Jellico's candy shop, on that 
neighborhood corner in New York City. The kind 
of neighborhood you'd call "tough"-the stores a 
litOe run-down, fly-specked windows-brown
stone-front apartment houses jammed togethel', 
with tired men and women sitting on the stoops. 

I was just strolling by, on my way to the broad
cast studios, when that candy window caught my 
eye. The neat gold-lettering "Jellico's Home
Made Candies"-the dolls in that window with 
peppermint sticks in their rigid arms, the toy 
trains loaded down with gumdrops and licorice 
jawbreakers and wrapped candy kisses-but es
'pecially the trays of fancy stuff which looked as 
though someone had had a lot of fun making them. 

There was a tray made to look like a whole 
circus-downs and elephants and a girl on a 
trapeze-all of what looked like red and white 
gwndrops, spun sugar, cinnamon sticks and 
marshmallows. 

Impulsively, I went in. My daughter's birthday 
was the next week and I wanted a gift for hel'. 

It was clean inside-but disorderly. And my 
first impression was of kids-boys, mostly
perched all over the place on boxes and window 

By 

FRANK SINATRA 

There's no mystery about the 

good way, the right way, to live. 

Everyone's In on that secret-

even the toughest kids in town 

ledges; dirty kids, clean kids, all kinds-kids with 
their noses flattened against the glass of the candy 
counters; kids reading comic books, their backs 
against the window frames; kids behind the cash 
register, earnestly talking to a little, dried-up 
gnome of a man. 

This was Mr. Jellico. 
"What can I do for you, sil'?" his voice was 

almost a whisper, yet it had a penetrating quality. 
I explained I was looking for a birthday gift 

fol' a little girl and the shopkeeper unerringly 
picked out just what my daughter would have 
wanted most- a big marshmallow teddy bear with 
a funny black licorice nose and two beady lozenge
shaped eyes. 

While he was slipping it gently into a box, the 
door opened, slammed shut with a bang. Everyone 
looked up. (Continued on page 67) 

Tbi. IIOry .... eapecilily .... incn for Radio Mirror by F,lnk Sillltra • 
... h nl" ill til. Hil P ... d" Stot.trdlY "i,hI •• 1 9. EST, u NBC .toItioll •. 
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P I RAJN rushed th au Whitema rough th As OUR T 
Guard Assemb sat talking to m e Spring night 

successful cross ly program had . e. HlS National 
person" b -country to Just concluded 

roadc'-f ucWh a 
network as f as... rom key e ad made " 
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enough about n. t been hard w ua tum of fate 
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h .. bcought '~~u tru'';j humbly ;~~fe~';ng , ,welled 

;:;~tht:~1 h~:d h!.d :'oc~h;:u ce~~y:::g ~h:~;;I~t i~,~: 
pllSh before ork you didn't 1m uster, to make up 

501'1 ' ow how to I alwa ' accom-

sure. I'm m~c~remember what he . 
than I will a h less likely to ha said, you can be 
ment at the ead constanUy wh l ~e a swelled hcad 

'M7idc;;;e ;;.~a;,;:I'::::d~":e~o:&:t.::'~ ;::,~d:y-
ey, Joan (C rs as Bing C b ontinued ros y, on page 76) 

II.,., Mind y C. .-.0" , wit h 1' . .. 1 ""h it -..... . n'. O • .,h ~.tr. "".,.\ • " "",d .y I h n. t. d ' 30 t:S1' , o n t h .. ABC ""two. It, 

·'N ow don't "e 
von,,' IBid P ner
co ul d tell OpB. 8uI he 

m y kn .. 
were mad f ~JO,"1 8 

eo India rubber!" 

By 
MINDY 

CARSON 

t--J, 
,'/:' \ 

<1 Y,..J"' "I had \0 
quite a wI '1 argue fQr 

" e "do " «ave' re .. Qther 
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\Iong paths ;;:hapcd iJ) dc,..tin) _ Tod:!)\; Childri'!\ pursue happillt'''''' in this NBC stor~ 

CARLorrA LAGDRI{O ARMOUR, beautiful, warm-hearted young wife of composer Keith Armour, is a 
talented and experienced homemaker, It w ... she "'ho, .fter her mother's death, beeame the foeal point 
or family lire for her father, two' sisters and two brothers in thei r small apartment on Chicago's 
Hester Stred. But brillillnt, mercurilll Keitb cannot re<ligll himself to the quiet lempo of the life 
Culotta would like 10 build around him. Their marriage so far has refl«led their incompatibilities 
rather than the deel', /l:enu;ne mutual 10\'e that broul:bt the ..... tOil-ether. (Played by Marjorie Da,-ies) 

ITALO LAGORRO. with daughter Car. 
101la's help, successfully guided his some. 
times turbulent family through many a 
crisi~, After Carlolta's mllrri'ge, THERESE 
took o\'e. Ihe running of the house., but her 
Ca ther's opinions will alway. be her final 
ya rdstick. This is true 100 of MARY, the 
)'oungesl YgorTO; no problem arises in 
her world that does not come in for dis
CWlSion either at home or in halo's shoe, 
repair shop, (halo is .'.tilton Herman; 
Therese, Betty Moran: Mary, Loi~ Kenison) 



KEITH ARMOUR is a pianist·composer, temperamental, touched "ith jI;~nill" 
The inlensely creat;"e work 10 which he has dedicated him.seU f'ul~ constant 
,;.trai n on Keith's ~Inolional nature, strain which is mirrored in his marriajl;e to 
Carlotta in spite of the profound lo'-e that brought them togelher. Unabl~ 

to adjust to tI'e routine 01 a home, Keith irritably seeks in~P;rDlion and 
sti mulation away from Carlotta, who is beginning 10 aeeept Iho fllct that shc 
may hne to build a life for herself ",hich will be independenl of Keilh and 
the insecurity that his temperament creates. (Played by Wilms Ilerhert) 

NAOMI DANIELS, social 
service worker who heads 
tho Hester Slr«;t foundation, 
is a dose and understand. 
ing Iriend to the Lagorros. 
WALTER DRAKE, who em. 
ploys David, al!lll has a high 
regard for the allraCI;"e 
Naomi. A wealthy im'cstment 
broker, Drake can easily 
afford his frequent , ample 
contributions to the found. 
ation. (Naomi is Jo Gilbert ; 
Walter Drake is Joe forte I 
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CANIJICE DHAKE, >i.ill, 
headstrong daughter of broker 
Walter Drake, has !lined tern, 
pestuously with young DAVID 
LAGORRO, her father'. 
chauffeur, David, always tho 
"problem child" of hi, lalllil,., 
shares Candy's undisciplined 
desire· lor a lifo full of acite
ment. TOj!:ether, thC!<e thrill_ 
seeking )'oungstellllllay stir UII 

more excitement than they can 
cope with. (Played by Jeanne 
IIlIIes, Jack ~:dward8 Jr.) 
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Half the fun of Chri.tllllli i, 

the fra , ral1t food that come. 

with ii, and the ,ood old tra· 

dilion of drening up your 

favorite .e~80nal tidhiu for 

vi5iling friellds lI"d family. 

HALF of the fun of Christmas is plan
ning for it. For no other hohday 
in the year do people work as they 

do for this one great day; most of us, 
fr om the time the first Santa Claus ap
pears on street corner and in store 
window, are busily making gifts and 
goodies, compiling lists of things to buy 
and give, of friends to see and write to 
- a." !'wing every crowded minute of 
it. It almost seems as if we are trying 
unconsciously, to prove the truth of 
some of the maxims we were brought 
up on- the one, for instance, that says 
we never appreciate anything unless 
we work for it, a nother one which tells 
us that it is better to give than to re
ceive, and the quotation which most of 
us memorized in school: "The gift 
without the giver is bare." 

Another thing that sets this day 
apart from the rest of the year is the 
host of memories it evokes. Even at our 
busiest we find ourselves recalling past 
Chl"istmases-the hours we spent past
ing chains of bright-colored paper links 
or stringing cranberries and popcorn 
to decorate a tree, the greens we 
brought from the woods to make 
wreaths and garlands and the thrill of 
making, or receiving, a brand-new 
wardrobe for a favorite doll. Best of 
all were the good things to eat, the 
cakes and puddings and cookies made 
not only for our owa family's pleasure 
but to give to favored friends; such 
making and sharing seems to me to em_ 
body the whole wann tradition of 
Christmas, so, as my Yuletide present 
to you, here are recipes to help you 
carry it on. 

Sleamed Fig Pudding 

% cup raisins 
% cup finely cut citron 
¥; cup finely cut figs 

11,2 cups $ifted enriched flour, divided 
1,2 teaspoon soda 
1 teaspoon salt 

II~ teaspoon ginger 

V. teaspoon nutmeg 
¥; teaspoon cinnamon 
¥; teaspoon cloves 
% cup molasses 
¥; cup milk * cup ground suet 

Mix fruits with 1,2 cup of the flour. 
Mix and sift together remaining flour 
and other dry ingredients. Combine 
molasses, milk and suet, add to flour 
mixture and stir enough to make a 
smooth batter. Add fruits and mix 
weD. Pour into I-quart mold which has 
b~n oiled, then cover tightly. Place 
on rack in kettle containing at least 
2 inches of boiling water, cover kettle 
lightly and steam for 21,2 hours. Check 
occasionally to make sure that water 
does not boil away; if it does, add more 
boiling water. Turn pudding out of 
mold onto plate and serve hot. Makes 
8 servings. 

White Fruit Cake 

~ cup chopped citron 
lh cup white raisins 
% cup chopped almonds 

l if.J cups sifted enriched ftow" , divided 
111 teaspoon salt 
6 tablespoons butter or mfrgarine 
I cup sugar 
4 eggs, unbeaten 
1 tablespoon milk 

Y.!; teaspoon vanilla 

(Continued on page 88) 

By 

KATE SmTII 
RADIO MIRROR 
."000 COUNSELOn 

Listen Monday throu« h Friday at nOO" 
when Kate Smith S peak!!, on elat;On& 
or the JUutual Broadcas tin« System • • 
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~t:)'e appeal,'" IinY' John Keed King, " that'. what kid~ IIeed in the ir IOYi." 

WH AT with Torme Time, over NBC, Give and Take on CBS. Tran
scription .. ror a local broadcast and frequent television appear

ances, John Reed King is so busy a radio personality that he mj~ht 
be forgiven for sidestepping an extra assignment. But when It'S 
Christmas gift shopping for his two small daughters, it's a "must" as
signment with John. Either Princeton psychology degree, or his 
fatherly fondness for the youngsters-but choosing their playthina:s 
has always been a most important job to him. And his experience IS 
vast! 

Toys for a small baby, he says, should have eye appeal. Red, a high
visibility color, is a popular one in infant-class toys. Then come the 
"feelable" cradle toys: rings, balls, and the newer educational devices 
the stores are offering in increasing number. Any loy that "does some~ 
thing" wins out over a static toy: animals that nod, wind~up boats and 
trains; and, as the child advances in years, building arrangements of all 
kinds help channel creative urges. At any age-all the way up, John 
suspects, to Grandma-a girl will welcome homemaking toys. And 
always a Christmas presentation should include one fat, mad, beauti
ful stuffed animal. 

Among the "educational" toys, J ohn suggests, one might fit in the 
step toward good table manners which you see on the right. Neatly 
grooved and colorful, it's the sort of thing a child will love at sight . 
Which is equivalent to saying that the lesson it teaches will be pain
less-and unforgettable. 

RAmo MIRROR 



CHRlmlAS 
By Mary Jail!} I'lIltoll 

For holiday excite· 
ment. dreu the gihs 
you give:u carefully as 
you've selected them. 
It', llarl of Ihe fun. 

• 

• • 

Glumorou~ siuger Hollace Shaw and her husbund ..... ork together 
on the gift 1i5t, makin g each package an arti.tic: triuDlllh. 

HOLLACE SHAW, attractive blonde singing star of CBS's 
Saturday Night Serenade, and her handsome aviation
executive husband, C. Turner Foster, are more in love 

than w hen they first met, six years ago. Theirs was a war
time romance. 

"Holly," as she's fondly called, was Vivian on the Hour of 
Charm program. Turner, a colonel in the AAF, while on 
leave was taken to a broadcast by Dick Joy, radio an 
nouncer. It was love at first sight with Holly and Turner. 
But as he was sent to North Africa not long afterwards, 
they waited until he returned to the United States to be 
married. 

Turner never misses one of her broadcasts. Holly is just 
as interested in his work. They especially look fo rward 
to holidays together, like the Christmas season just ahead. 
First on their list of gifts to each other will be cosmetics. 

He's getting her something special-a lovely make-up 
kit, a manicure kit, a big bottle of perfume, and a match
ing scent in eau de cologne. Because she has admired 
those beautiful crystal-clear comb and brush sets, which 
come in such luscious, jewel-like colors, he thinks he may 
also surprise her with one of these-maybe get her a com
plete dresser set. 

For him, Holly plans to get a shaving set, mustache scis
sors, comb and brush set. and a pocket-sized man's mani
cure set. Turner is ultra-conservative, and doesn't go in 
for fancy stuff. But he likes the new shaving sets for men. 
They have such a nice, outdoorsy scent. And because 
they're also packaged so tastefully, he's proud to display 
them on the bathroom shelf. 

Included in her gifts from him will be something with a 
holly design on it. For Holly has a hobby of collecting china 
and other objects decorated with the leaf and berry. 

They'll either dine alone tn their small duplex apart
ment on New York's West 57th Street, or have such guests 
as Robert Shaw, Holly's brother (the director of the 
widely acclaimed. Collegiate Chorale) , his wife, and the:r 
two young sons. However they celebrate the day, it's sure 
to be a happy one. So, wish them a Merry Christmas
for that's what they're wishing you! 

• 
• 
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A.M. 

8:30 
8:45 

8:00 
9;1 5 
9,lO 
9:.5 

10:00 
10:15 
10:30 
10:45 

11:00 
11:15 
11:30 
11:45 

12:00 
12:15 
12:311 
12:45 

':00 
1:15 
1:3(1 
1:45 

2:00 
2:1~ 
2:3(1 
2:45 

3:00 
3:15 
3:3(1 
3:45 

4:00 
4:15 
4:30 
4:45 

5:00 
5:15 
5:3(1 
5:45 

6:00 
6:15 
6:30 

6 :45 

7:00 
7:15 
7:30 
7,45 

8:00 
a,15 
8:30 
8:45 

' :00 
9:15 
':30 
9:45 

10:00 
10:1! 
10:30 

INS IDE RA D I 0 
All TI ... .,.&I" ... A..., EAST}:RN STANDARD TIMESI 

For Co"""" CENTRAL STAN[) ,\II0 TIM!!:. Sub' . a,,' On~ Hour 

SUNDAY 

'" M" '" '" Earl Wild Caroli na Calling 

Peopl.', Chura. While RIobb<llin, ,~. 

StD<)' to Oro ... Renfro Valley Folk. 
W",ds and Mulie Ton" Tap6$ltles 

JoII...on Family 

Sibl . Highlights Radio lIible Cia .. M ..... g. of Ism.1 Cllurdl of Ih' Air 

Circle ...... ow Show Voie<! of Pr""hety South .. ",,; .... Church 01 the Air . 
VoIo;esOownlh, Wi"" Arthur V~n Horn Fine Ans Quar'letle Wings Over Jordan 

Oi.i. FO<I' Quanti 
Ntw1HI~II~ Re,iowing SlIna HO<l' of faith Sall .... k. Tabernacl9 
,Solitai. . im. 

AFTERNOON PROGRAMS 

Wo.'d Ftont News Pilgrim Hour Guoal s" .. ker 'nvilation \0 l ... ,ning 

Eternal lighl Luth eran Hwr As Oth .... See U. 
World Security 

Am ... ican Unltocl eecit Brown Sam Pelle0\9ill Peopl.' , Platfotm 
Raymond Swing 

Chl ... 1111 Round Tabl. For You. Aj)p'O)YIII Sammy Kay. Doorway 10 Life 

-
Rober! Merril1 Family Doctor L .. Sw • • l1aO>d Robttl 'i Lewil. 

Litlle I>ow 
James Melton Bill Cunningham Sundl. II ........ Boll Reid SilP,S 
F'1\nk Black 1I00 .... n'. lnforlllll1on "H ... ·• To ou" 

Etldy Howard RllInlon l..auIe D.ama N. Y. Philharmonic 

Ono Mu'. Family Ju • ..,il. Jury 
Johnny nOnlfl lOO 
Thi' We.k Atound 

Th. World 

The Quit Kid. HOUle of MY810ty AI. Th e .. Our 
Child.en 

MIItI",.M Tru. DelOtti., Old New YOII< Hour 01 Cha.m 

Ford Si>ow The Shadow .\d'entu.", of 8ill 
Lan .. 

The Fomily Hour 

Quick As A Flash David Harding Jean Slblon 
JOMIlh Co HarlCh 

EVENING PROGRAMS 

The Catholic Hou. 

Hollywood Star 
Preview 

Jack Benny 

Band Wagon 

8 ... g.,...McCar\hy .... 
F.ed All en 

Manhattan Me.ry· 
Oo-Round 

American Album 

Tak. It or Lea •• It 

Th. BIG B . ... k. 
Eddi . Dowling 

11 

Thole W~en D<ew Pu.rson Ouie and Ha.ri ot 
Don Ga.diner 

Nick Carl. G.eatMl StO<y Ever , .. Percy F.ith 

Sh ... lod< Holm", Re>; M'Upln Ge", Aulfy 

O>.brl61 H ... ller Sh ..... Erploring the U ..... 

.~" 
810ndi. 

A. L AI_nder Oet.oit Sympl>ony Sam Spad, 

~-" Jim::v Fidler C.ime Ooolor 
Twin iew. of New. 

Walt. Wlnoherl MHI Cerli u koher 
Louella Parao", 

Jim 8 .cku. Show Th ... t .. Guild Tony Martin Show 

1101 .. 01 String. Chri81""'", Well. 

TIl. Edmund Hod<· Jimmi. Fidl .. Strike It Rlth 
ridge SI>ow 

- thh yelll',." 1. 81. on NBC. a.lJd 
Walon, ... th~ IJnp.-t"dktahLt a.by 
AIi«. SJ.e . ho pla)'4ld in the 
mov~. "II'. a Wonderfq} LillO." 

-----~-

<M. 
8:30 
8:45 

--
9:00 
9:15 
9:30 
9:45 
--
10:00 
10:15 
10;30 

10:45 

11:00 
11 :15 
11:30 
11:45 

1 :00 
12:15 
12:30 
12:45 

1:00 
1:15 
1:30 
1:45 

2:00 
2:U 
2:30 

2:45 

3:00 
3:15 
3:30 
3:45 

4:00 
4:15 
4:30 
4:45 

5:00 
5:15 
5:30 
5:45 

6:00 
6:15 
S:3O 
S:45 

7:00 
7:15 
7:30 
7:45 

- -
8:00 
8:15 
8:30 
8:45 

- -
9:00 
9:15 
11:30 
':45 
--
10:00 
10:15 
10: 

M 0 N D A Y 
'" M" ." I '" 

Do You Remember The T.umpet .... 
Three St"". to 

Rhythm 

Honeymoon in N_ Editor' . Oiary B . .. kfasl Club C8S Morning N_. 

'"'" Slu.dJ' VaUey Folk. Okl:tlloma Roundup 
Cle".landai . ... 
Nel son Olmst.d 

F •• d Wa.in~ CftOil BrGwn My Tru o ~tory Look YG .. 8M1 
Fail ~ In 0 ... Time 

Road oIlif. Say It With MIItI~ Betty Crock ... Mag- E •• lyn Wintm 

JO))'", Jordan 
a.ine 01 the Ai. 

Lill .... ing Poot Oavid H .... m 

Ont. !Juon Our Time Emily Poot Qui. Tom B, eneman Arthu. Godfrey 
Kat.'. Daughter TeU You. Ne,ghbor 
Jack Borth H .. rt·o D .. i •• Galen Drak e G.and SI.m 
Lora LalYlon r od Malon" ~'""" 

AFTERNOON PROGRAMS 

VI~~~ ~r~I~I~~.' ,. ... om. • • •• Ien • !~J~ a ... n Ecllo .. FtOm TlOpi co Aunt &00)' 
Word •• nd Muoio U. S. S ..... ito Ba"". H .len Tr.nt 

Our G.I Sunday 

U. S. Navy Band Cedric FG8'er Baukha8e N_ Big Sill ... 
Red Hoot< , 31 Nanoy •• ig Ma PfO'kin. 

Robert MtCormlck Quak ... CitY Stro- You";! Dr. Malon. Robert Ripley ~"' Tho uiding li ght 

TodaYI Chllflren Queen For A Day M.U91 MoNtili. Second M ... Botton 
Womon in Whit. P .. ry MallOn 
Th. Slory 01 Holly Martin Block SIIow B,id. and Groom 

Sloan 
Light 01 the World ROO. of My 0._ 

Lil. Can S. 8 ... utiful 
M. Pmin. 

Ladl .. Se Sealed Doubl . or Nothing 

P6PII" Young 
Righi to H"""ln_ 

Sor>g of th. Strang ... Pal>! Whiteman Cillb House PaJ1y 

Back,tago Wife Enkine John"'n Hint Hunt 
Stella DaU ... John",n Family 
Lor ..... o Jon .. Two Ton 8ak .. Eddy Ouohln Wlnn. Tl ke All 
Young Wldd .. B.own M •• G.lffln Oielc T'1\O'j' , 
When A GI. I MarTie. Hop H ... lgan T.nn_ Jed AmeritIOn Scllool of 
Portia F .... lIle Sup ...... n TItf)' a"" Pi .. t ... Th. Air 
Just Plain Bill CaIItaln Midnight Jack A.rnattOng T.enu., BlndOllnd 
F.ont PI~' Farrell Tom Mi. lum 'n' Abner 

EVENING PROGRAMS 

Jolon Ma cVane 1 Eric Soyo.oId 
Ser .... ade to AmeritlO Local PrOgrl m. Local Pregtamo In M, Oslinlon 

Red a rb .. , Sport, 
SunOtO New, L"",eU Thoma. 

Ch6tterlleld Club Fulton l .... IL J., Hadl;n. Editi .... Ml'3t.,. of tho WMic 
New. ot the Wortd O.nc. O.ohMl'1\ Elmer Dlvl. Jack Smith 
Manor HOUle Party Henry J. Tayl ... 
H. II. IO.ltMborn tnaidl of Sportl 

Th. l one Rang .. Bob Crotby Sh .... 
Edward R. Murrow 

ClY.lo:.odt of Ameriu. Scotland Yard Paul Whll ..... n Inn .. Sanotum 

Voloe 01 Fi.ooton. Chartl. Chan 
Bobby Doyle Sh"", 
Phil Sil ••• T. I .... t S<:OUII 

TeI""hone Hour Gabriel Hean. 
Real Stori .. 

Candid MIUOPi>ont lUJI Radio Theat ... 

Or. J. Q. Old Julii .. Triumph Sammy Kay. 

Contented Progn.m FIt/llnQ and Hunting 
Club 

Dod .... T.lk It 0 .... My Fri ... d trma 
Earl Godwin 

" W.i D. Set"n Oulld PI.y .... 

TUESDAY 
'M. '" M" ." '" 8:30 Do You Remember Th e T.ump.toen 
8:45 Ne"'1 Th . .. StlllllU. 

""". 
9:00 Honeymoon In N. ,. EdltOt·. Diary Breakl:lli Club CBS Morning NfW$ 
':IS Sh.dy lIalier Folh Okl""oma R""ndup 
':30 Ct •• eland.o.l ... 
&:.5 Nel_ Olrnlll<1 

10:00 Fred Waring CedI BtOwn My T .... StONY Look You. Boot 
10:15 Flith In Our Time 
10:30 Roa~ 01 Life Say It With Mu". BeityCrotk .... Mall- E.elrn Wlni ... 

. .,n. 0/ the Air 
10:45 JOyo. Jordan Club Tim. David H.""" 

11:00 O/OO.lh>oo Our Timelrmi~ Po. t Qui. Tom O .. n ....... Arthu. Godk.,. 
11 ,15 kat . '. D.ught.. Tell our Ne,ghbor 
11:30 Jack Berth H eart'. Del l .. Galen O •• k. Gra"" Slam 
11:45 Lora lawton Ted Malon. ....... 0 

AFTERNOON PROGRAMS 

12:00 Kat e Smith S!o ... ks Wtlcome Tra ...... w.:;"J'W ...... 
12:15 Ech ... From TfOI)l., IIltior H, linocll.ht Aunt "'0)' 
12:30 Word. """ M .... c Servi .. Band. H ...... T'&n! 
t2:45 Our 0>.1 Sunday 
--

1:00 Art lIan Damm. Cedrio FOIl ... Bauklu.g. Big Sioler 
1:15 Quartet Red Hook. 31 N~ney Cnlg MaPfO'kl .. 
1:30 Rollert McCormltlo Quaker City S •• o- Youn& 0 •. Malon, 
1:45 Robert RilJley NO. The ulding light 

- -
2:00 Today·. Child .. n Quo.., For A Oay Maggi MoNelli' Second Mro. Burton 
2:15 W_nIn Whlre peny Millon 
2:30 StONY 0/ Holly Sloan Martin Blad< Show Brid. and Groom 
2:45 light ot the World R_ot My D .... m. --
3:00 L11. Can B. BlaUtitU} ltdl .. S, S ... ted Double or NOIhlng 
3:15 MI Pertln. 
J:3O PIIPc! .. Young Song ot Ooe Slranger Paul Whiteman Club House Patty 
3:45 Right to H"""ln .... -- IEnklne JoIIn .. n 4;00 IlIck.lag. WII. Hint Hunt 
4:15 Stella Oall .. JoIInllOn Family 
4:30 lorenzo Jones Two Ton Bolo ... Toby R.ed Storl •• Wlnn. Tl k. All 
4 :45 You ng Widd .. BtOWtI MervGriffln Dick Tr.cy 

5:00 Wh.n A Girl MarT!., HO!l H .... lgu Tenn _ Jed Am .. ! ... n SoIIooI of 
5:15 Portia F .... lifo Superman T...,. and Pint .. Th. Ai. 
5:30 Just Plain 8ill Capt. Midnight J.ck Arm.trong Tr ..... ry Bandotand 
5:45 F~ni Pa~o Farrell Tom Mi. Lum 'n' Abn .. 

EVENING PROGRAMS 

S:OO John Ma.Van. Eric s..v.""d 
6:15 S .. enade to America In Ml. Op!nlon 
6:30 Local Prograllll ,~ -
6:45 Sun.oco N.w. L"",.II TIIomaa 

7;00 Chu lerlleld Club Fulton Lewi .. J •. H eadlln. Edition Ml'Slery of the Week 
7:15 N.wl 01 the W ... ld Dance Om, Elmer Da.i. Jack Smith 
7: 30 Mano. Hou," Party G •• • n Hornet Otama Bob Crooby SMW 
7:45 H. II. Kaltenborn Inel <le of Sport. Edwa.d R. Murrow 

8:00 Millon B .. le Myolerlou. Tra.eI .. Y""th Asks the 
G". .. nm~nt 

Big Town 

8:15 E .... in D. C~nham 
8:1(1 A Oato With Judy Ol1lda l Detectlv. AmNio:.o· . Town M'.",M ... 'm" 8:4l 

9;00 A""" 'n' Andy Gobrl.1 Heatt ... We. TIle People 
8:1~ Real Stories Bo81on SymphoO)' 
1:30 Fi)b .. McGee and lane G.ey Show Studio One 
11:45 Molly 

10:00 lBob HO!l' Am"'CIOn Forum 
10:n 
10:30 Red Skolton California M.I""I .. L.bor U. S. A. C8S I. Ther. 

WEDNESDAY 
.M '"' '" --
8:30 00 You R.member The Trump"' .... 
8:45 TIl ... Stop. To 

Rhythm 
--

9:00 Honeymoon in N. Y. Edit ... •• DIIIf)' 8.",U.st Club C8S Morning New. 
9:1S Sholly lIa l!ey Folk. Oklalloma Round", 
9:30 CI ••• landai ... 
':45 N.I ..... Olmsted --

10,00 F.ed Wa.lnll Cecil B.own My TIU' Story l ook You. 8M1 
10:15 Faith In Our Time 
10:30 Road oIlifo Soy It With Muoi. Belty CreekN, Mag-

U'''' 01 The AI. 
Evelyn Winte .. 

10:45 Joy .. Jordan Ust ... ;'~ Post David Harum -- -
11:00 Once Upon Our Time Emily Poot Qui. Tom B .. n ..... n Arthu. Godl.., 
11: 1 ~ KMI.'I Daughl .. T.II You. Ne'ghbor 
11:30 Jack 80f(;h Heart' . 0 . .... G.len Drake G .. nd Slam 
11:45 l ora Lawton Ted Malone Rosema!1 

AFTERNOON PROGRAMS 

12:M Kate Smith S,eak. W.lcome T'1\vv"" w"""J W ...... 
12:t5 E.h .... F.om T"'IIitlO Vidor H . Lil>dl:tlu Aunt ~nny 
12 :3~ Word' and Mu"o S ... i .. Band. Hoi.., T.ent 
12:45 Ou. G31 Sund.o.y 
--

1:00 NBC Concert 0 .011. Ced" c Fool .. Baukhage 8ig Si81 .. 
1:15 Red HOO«. 31 Nan.,. Crall! Ma Perkl", 
1:30 Robert MeCormick Quaker City Sw. Youn& 0 •. MII_ 
1:45 Rob.rt Ripley uo. The uiding lloM 

2:00 TodaYI Child .. n Queen For A Dar Maggi McNenil Seoond Mro. Boar\(In 
2:15 Woman In White P...., Mllon 
2:30 Story ot Holty Th' Martin 81od< Bride and Groom 

Sloan "'~ 2:45 Light 01 tho World Rose of My Orea .... 

3:00 LIIe Ca. S. B ... utiful Ladl" 8 e Seat ed Doubl. O. Nothing 
3:15 Ma POIkln. 
3:30 PIIPI>'" Young 
3:45 Right to H"""inen 

Song 0/ the Stranger Paul Whitema n Club HOUle Party 

--
4:00 ~ lclo"aq. Wil. Erskin. JOhn,"" Hint Hunt 
4:15 Sttlla 0,11 .. Th . J ohnllOn F'mily 
.:30 l oren>o Joneo Two Ton lIaker WI"" .. rak. All 
.:.5 Young Widd .. 8rown M ... GriHin Dick Tracy 

5:00 When A Gi.t Ma .. i ... HOI> Harri91n Tenne_ Jod Am ..... n Sohool 01 
5:15 Porti. Fat .. L1f. s... .. ""'n T...., and Pirat .. th. Ai. 
5,30 Just 1'I.ln Bill C..,loin Midnight Jack AnMitOng T ... ....,. 8ondstond 
5:.~ F.om Pa~e F .... II Tom MI. lum 'n' Abner 

EVENING PROGRAMS 

8:00 rolon MuVan. [rit S .... erd 
6:15 S._d.toAmeriea Tal%. 
6:30 Lotal Program. Red Blrber 
6:45 SunOCG N ..... lowoll Thomal --
7:00 ChMl.rlIeld Club Fulton Lew l .. J., Headline Edit ion Myrl.,. of the Week 
7:15 News 01 the ... ·orld O~e O",hflllra Elm .. Oa"i. Jack Smith 
7:30 Manor Hous. Party l nd Stowe lon. Rlllller 8011 C.osby Sh ..... 
7:45 H. II. IO.ltenb ... n IMid. 01 Sport. Edwa.d R. Mu .. ow 

8:00 
8:15 

O .... ni. Day Crlrna Club May ... of Th. To .. n American Melody 
H~, 

b;:!O Th.G .... t 
Oildorol" •• 

Qu;tI PIeaM YOlO POll Dr. a..iellan 

8:45 

9:00 Duffy·. T .... n O>.brlol H ... tter Abbott a"'" COIl.1l0 Morgan. A ........ and 
9:15 ReaISt ... I., Langlord Show 
t::l(I M •. Distri .. AU_ l ei', Go To Tho Jack Pur 
9:45 Movies 

10:00 Th. BIll Story Rack.t Buston BI"1I Crotby The Whlstl .. 
10:15 
10:30 J immr O\nnt. Latin Ametio:.on 

s.reMd. 
H ... ry M ... p n ,-

• • 

" 
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12;15 
12:30 
12:45 , .. 
1:15 
1:30 
1:45 , .. 
2:15 
2:30 

2:U 

J:OO 
1:11 
3:30 
I:U ... 
4:15 
4:30 
4:45 

5:30 
5:15 
6:30 
5:45 

:;: 
':30 
I:U , .. 
7,15 
7:30 
7:45 

':00 
':15 
8:30 
8:45 ... 
':15 
':110 
':45 

10:(10 
10:15 ,,:lit 

THURSDAY 
M" ." 

V .... BNt 

AFTERNOON PROGRAMS 

EdooIt 'nIIII T~a 
.. . • •• n ~ . 

VIdor H. UftCIIa/It ",,~j~ny 
W ...... and Millie H ..... Trent 

Our Gal Sundl,r 

Art Va" o.mm, C...rric r ... t"" . Iuklu.l' Big 5111 ... 
Qlllrttl Red Hook, 31 Nl ney ral. M a P .... ln. 

Roll,," McCormick Quakor City s. .. Youna Dr. Malon. 
Robert RI~IIJ .,," The pldl"ll LI~hl 

Toct.fl eMil"" 
WOIIIIn In Whit. 

Q_forA o. y Magill McNeill. s-.cI Mra. Boo ... 
PIr1Y Muon 

SICIlY tI HoiI)' ..... M:utin BlodE SIIow 8rid •• !>11 0,-" 

UI/III 0/111, World Role of My 0rUInI 

lil. Can It Beautiful LMlI .. 8. s...ted DautII. or Hothhll 
MIl P1or\<lnI 
,"-Villi'" Song 01 tIM 51 ....... PI ... W~it_ Chili 

H __ 

I\IgIIt to HItiIIII_ 

B.el--.. Wil, EnklnaJaIt_ HinIHIJIl' 
Stella Dalla. Jot.""", f amily 
lor.nzo Jo_ TobV RfMI Storl_ Winner Tlke All 
YOUnt Wldd. Bnown M ..... Oriflln Diet Tr..:y 

Wh ... A Olrl MurI_ Hop HaMil" T","_ .. Jill Amoti can School 01 
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HAVE YOU HEARD? 

NAN lUERRli\lAN 
Nan Merriman's full rich, mezzo-soprano voice has 

long been familiar to iisteners who are interested in 
serious music. Under a five year contract with NBC, 
she has appeared as guest star on most of that net
work's leading programs. 

Miss Merriman was born in Pittsburgh, Pa., where 
she lived and was educated until she was fifteen. 
Then her family moved to Los Angeles. In that 
glamor capitol, Nan finished high shool and, on 
graduatin$, worked as a secretary by day, studying 
and vocalizing in the evenings and early mornings 
before going to the office, Whenever a competition 
was announced for a scholarship, Nan was in there, 
singing and winning. She studied with Mme. Alexia 
Bassian in Los Angeles later, on a scholarship at the 
Cincinnati College of Music with Mme. Lotte Leonard. 

The climax to years of study came when NBC 
signed Miss Merriman and Arturo Toscanini heard 
her sing. 

The famous maestro's standards are so high that 
only the most absolutely sure of themselves ever 
tackle him for auditions. In Nan's case Signor Tos
canini heard her sing by accident, traced her throu~h 
the studio and requested her to audition for him 
privately. As a result, she has done several broad
casts with Toscanini and she will be heard in two 
more this December. 

The Toscanini stamp of approval has led to a full 
working life fOr Nan. In the 1946-'47 concert season, 
she made a coast to coast tour of 60 recitals. She's 
appeared with such symphony orchestras as the above 
mentioned Cincinnati Symphony, the Pittsburgh, 
Philadelphia, Boston (Pop). New York Philharmonic 
orchestras and was chosen as soloist with the New 
Friends of Music group. 

Attractive, with her dark red hair and blue e,Yes, 
Nan has an electric personality and the erect carriage 
that goes with seU assurance and pride in achieve
ment. And why not? In a remarkabl{' short time, as 
careers go, she has carved herself a mce niche . 

• • • 
ED BEGLEY 

Just for the purposes of identification a nd intro
duction, Ed Begley is currently playing the title role 
in Charlie Chan, the Mutual series heard Wednesdays 
at 8: 30 PM, EST. But you've heard him in any dra
matic show that 's run during the last six years
Bulldog Drummond, The Fat Man, Radio Reader's 
Digest, Just Plain Bill, Valiant Lady, David Harum. 
to name only a very few-and Ed Begley's appeared 
in their casts regularly. 

To New Yorkers and theater-going visitors, Ed was 
known last season as the outstanding dramatic actor 
of the year, because of his exciting portrayal of Joe 
Keller, the airflane parts manufacturer in the Critics 
Prize play "AI My Sons." To movie fans, he's known 
for his fine job in the part of Paul HarriS, the banker 
in the 20th Century-Fox film, "Boomerang," 

In a way, the "Paul Harris" part was type casting. 
Not that Ed Begley is, or ever has been, that mealy
mouthed politico type he portrayed. But "Boom
erang" was the story of certain events that actually 
took place in a Connecticut town. And Ed Begley is 
a Connecticut man-born in Hartford and educated 
there. He started in show business by doing a comedy 
bit in vaudeville for a short time and then giving 
that up to join the Hartford Players, a popular local 
theater group. Later, on station WONS in Hartford, 
Ed did quiz shows, man on the street broadcasts, a 
stint called "Begley's Express" and any other little 
chores that was dreamed up for him. It was while 
he was working on WONS that Ed met Amanda Huff, 
a radio actress, and they set out together in double 
harness coming to New York in 1942. 

Since his superb job in "All My Sons," the movie 
companies have becn hounding him with ofTen. His 
only movie work previous to his click in "Boom
erang," was as an Irish policeman in "Bit of Blarney," 
a Universal short which he made in 1946. 

• 
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Will Carl Ide make it? He 

has three minutes to go. 

Sometimes he dre~ms this. 

Four Ilair of hands al 6:45. 

Coffee at 6:50, served with 

a phone (011 on the .ide. 

WHO LISTENS to the radio at 5: 45 in the morning? Carlton Ide, who 
is disc jockey on KDKA's Variety Club, has letters from mailmen, 
watchmen, taxi drivers, millworkers, farmers, restaurant workers, 

housewives, trolley car operators, incline employes, newspaper boys, rail
road employees, night clerks and folks sufferintl: with insomnia. 

This IS learned in an examination of the mall Ide receives from 15 states, 
mail which says: 

"Please make the program longer"; "It's so nice to be able to start the day 
with a laugh"; "Please play the old hymns;" "We love the old-time recordings 
you play, please keep them coming." 

One listener wrote: "I am in school and my father insists on listening 
to the Variety Club at 5: 45 A.M. Every morning he turns the radio on full 
blast so that I can hear it too, but I need my sleep. Can't you help me out?" 

Ide, one of Pittsburgh's best known special events men, began his radio 
career in 1940 at WGAN in Portland, Me. When he left New York University 
he entered the brokerage business, but that didn't last long. A singer and 
band leader during his school days, he placed in the finals of Fred Allen's 
amateur contest at WICC and made up his mind to get into radio. 

From WGAN, Ide went to WKNE, Keene, New Hampshire, where he was 
chief announcer and assistant program manager. In 1942 he joined the staff 
of WBZ, the Westinghouse station at Boston. There he handled news com
mentary and special events. 

Ide was in the Army between the latter part of 1942 and 1945, and after 
completing his service returned to WBZ. He joined Westinghouse Station 
KDKA in April, 1945. 

A native New Englander, he graduated from Portland High School, 
Portland, Me. He studied busin ess admin istration at N.Y.U. and languages 
at Emerson College, Boston. While at WGAN, he met his wife, Ruth Bishop 
Ide, who was a student at Westbrook Junior College. They have a son 
Geoffrey. In addition to his Variety Club, Ide handles news programs, 
special events, musical transcribed shows and various commercial broadcasts. 

J\hil and doughnuu and Jive minutes 10 10. Time now 10 yawn. 



(And which had he r permanent at a beauty shop ~ No one could teU the Ring twins' 
permanents apart-can you? See the answer belowll 

See how easy it is to give yourself 

a lovely TONI Home Permanent for your date tonight 

Soft, smooth , natural-looking Cll rlS and 
waves. Yes a Toui is truly lovely. But, 
before you try TONI, you will want to 
Io.:now-

Will TONI work on my hgoir? 
Yes, Toni waves any kind of hair that will 
take a permanent, ineluding gray, dyed, 
bleached or baby·fine hair. 

I. it egosy tgo dgo? 
Easy as rolling your hair lip on Cllrlers. 
That's why e\'ery hour of the day another 
thousand women use Toni. 

Will TONI sgove me time? 
Definitely. The actual waving timc is only 

2 to 3 hours. And during that time you 
are free to do whatever you want. 

How long will my TONI wave las'? 
Your Toni wave is guaranteed to last just 
as long as a S IS beauty shop permanent 
- or your money back. 

Why is TONI a creme 1 
Because Toni Creme Waving Lotion waves 
the hair gently -leaves it soft as silk 
with 110 frizziness, no dr ied-out britt le· 
ness even on the first day. 

How much will I save with TONI 1 
The Toni Home Permanent Kit with re
usable plastic curlers costs only 52 ... 

~. 
HOME PERMANENT 

THE CREME COLD WAVE 

with handy fibe r curlers only $1.25. The 
Toni Refill Kit complete except for curlers 
is just $1. (All prices plus tax. Prices 
sligh tly higher in Canada.) 

Which is the TONI Twin 1 
Kathleene, a t the right, has the TONI. 
Ask for Toni today. On sale at all lead· 
ing drug, notions or cosmetic counters. 

• • 
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Since ]aill January ABC SI,orl$ Direclor 
"arry Wismer hll8 been AMi ~ lant 10 lhe 
Preddenl8 of WJ R, WGAR :lIId KMPC. 

The Pirnte. loeDI Ihe Tigers 011 w 

golf COllfile in Detroit when owner 
Cro.hy triUDlI,hcd o\er owner Briggl. 

:Jhe 
FABULOUS 

HERE is a tale of an athletic star who 
became physically handicapped and 
was forced to stop all competitive 

athletics-and then rose to the top of 
his highly competitive profession III a 
remarkably short time. On January 1st, 
1947, when he was named assistant to 
the president of three powerful stations. 
... But first our athletic story. 

Back in 1934, Michigan State College 
buzzed with speculation on how the new 
coach, Charley Bachman, and a fresh
man quarterback he was bringing with 
him would affect Spartan grid prospects. 

The fraternity boys said, "He must 
be good; he's the only one Bachman took 
with him." 

One of the athletes remarked: "I re
member Wismer at St. Johns. He's 
plenty hot. He made all-prep school 
quarterback and starred in varsity 
basketball, baseball, and tennis." 

However, at fall practice, Harry Wis
mer, the coach's highly touted fre!:h
man star, started having trouble. Un
dercurrent whisperings said he was a 
great grid general and could pass like a 
dream, but he was allergic to bodf 
contact. Even a backfield coach 
taunted: "That block may have been 
great stuff at St. Johns, but it will never 
help us beat Michi~an." 

One day after scrimmage, a fraternity 
brother, Lou Zarza, found him holding 
his leg and wincing with pain. Harry 
finally confided that a leg injury had 
bvthered him ever since the start of fall 
practice. At first, he thought it was 
only temporary, but it had stayed with 
him right along. Lou urged him to 
see a doctor-and that's when the bot
tom dropped out of his athletic world. 

The "little" leg trouble turned out to 
be a malicious growth on the femur 
that became inRamed upon the slightest 
contact, results of. an mjury sustained 
playing for Florida Gator freshmen 

Congratulation! from WJR Presidem 
" Ditk" Richards who gave Harry hi ~ 

fir,t ti mall spot in big.time radio. 

against Georgia. To remove the growth 
required a dangerous operation that 
might cripple him for life. The doctor 
urged that he stop athletics at once. 

This created a problem . . . Harry 
was in school on an athletic scholarship 
and augmenting his income by being 
Bachman's secretary. He had to be 
worth his salt to the athletic department 
and decided to take up sports writing 
on the college paper. If he couldn't 
play football or baseball, at least he 
would write about it. He became sports 
editor of the college paper and when 
the college radio station decided to 
broadcast sports, Harry got the assign
ment. He was a natural-he understood 
all angles of sports and was gifted with 
confidence and a fine radio voice. 

He liked radio and decided to leave 
school to seek the glamor and fortune of 
biJi(-time announcing. He applied tor 
his first job with Detroit's largest sta
tion, WJR, and was turned down 
because of inexperience. However, un
dismayed, he returned the next day and 
insisted on an intervie,w with the presi
dent. He told President "Dick" Richards 
that all he needed to become the na
tion's leading sportscaster was a chance 
and that in two years he would be 
another Graham McNamee. Richards 
liked his nerve and gave him his first 
big-time start on a small-time scale. 

On his first assignment, he was the 
first announcer on in the morning and 
the last to sign off at night. But this 
didn't last long. Soon he was announc
ing the Detroit Lions' games as the Cub 
Reporter. Then another good break 
came when he landed the Inside of 
Sports and Meet the MissuSlrogt·ams. 
He worked day and night an attended 
all important sports events. He con
tinued to meet many important person
alities of the sports world. Each day 
his star kept rising. 

WHIZZ 

Today Harry at 34 is known in many 
circles as "The Fabulous Whizz." He is 
assistant to the i?resident of three large 
stations, sports director of ABC, winning 
thlt; Sportmg News award for four con
secutive years as the nation's No. 1 
sportscaster, and he is a silent partner 
in a thriving radio package agency. 

Harry Wismer's most cherished honor 
came this past winter when the U. S. 
Junior Chamber of Commerce named 
him as one of the "Ten Outstanding 
Young Men of the Year," along with 
such well known and capable "young
sters" as cartoonist Bill Mauldm, Joe 
Louis, and Pulitzer Prize winning 
author, Arthur Schlesinger, Jr. 

Other awards honoring this young 
man include the 1945 and 1946 Wash
mgton Touchdown Club presentation 
and the 1946 Atlanta, Ga., Touchdown 
Club's award naming Harry Wismer as 
the sportscaster who has done the most 
for Southern athletics. And Wismer is 
a Yankee! 

In February, 1945, Wismer won the 
Esquire Magazine Award for the "Out
standing Sportscaster for 1944." 

Wismer is also noted for his sports
writing which his accurate and thought
ful articles in Sport Magazine will 
attest. His other writings include a 
weekly report on the football season 
which appears in Variety. 

He has to catch his home life on the 
run between broadcasts, board meet
ings, and speaking engagements. His 
600,000 miles of traveling a year takes 
him away too often from a lovely wife, 
Betty Bryant Wismer, and his two 
chi ldren Henry Richards (6) and 
Wendy (3). The Wismer home is a 
large, modern estate on the outskirts of 
Detroit. 
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Thick and last come the questions; here nre som e a nswers 

FOR YOUR INFORMATlON_ll there'! something YOU want 
to know about radio, WTlte to Inlonnatlon Booth, Radio 
Mirror, 21)5 E. 42nd St .. N. Y. We'll answer If we can, either 

In Inlormation Booth or by mail_but be !lUre to .dgn full name 
and addre!lll, and attach tht. box to your letter. 

(;OnJOIOlioll, here', a 

Dear Editor: 

AUSENT f lU END 

Dear Editor: 
Kindly let me know what has happened 

to Lesle)· Woods. Her acting was always 
so ru l and she put e\"(~rything she had in 
the part she played. We miSll her so much. 
Trust )·ou ,,·ilI be able to lei me hear 
h om you. 

Mrs. H. S. M. 
Granlwood, N, J. 

You'll be inlerelted 10 know that lot·ely 
Lesley Woods is IIOW ;11 Europe. lIer hus· 
band, all orchilect, /$ studyinS there. As 

picture of Lesley Woods. 

DOUBLE D UTY 

One of my fa" orite programs is Stella 
Dallas. I have listened to it for many 
yeartl, yet ha,'e never seen a piclUre of her 
or her daughter Laurel. 11 01'0' allQut a 
picture of either of them? I also enjoy the 
n adia Mirror. I read it e'-ery momh, 

Mrs. R. R. C. 
Waco, Te;<as 

In our Alorc/r ;$JI,e, u:e had a picture 
Ilory on StellD Dallas ,ho .. :inS Ihe members 
of Ihe Call. Included were Lil:inK POrlruiu 
of Annc Eillne' oS Slel/o, mId Vidon SmolclI (U Laurel. B,u here 
i, Vivian (lSo;n. 1/ you. haven't guessed o/relll/y, you'll be ;nter· 
elled to know Ihal Ihe also plays Ihe title role i/I Our Gal Sunday, 
helHd on CBS 12;45 J>.M. EST. 

TilE GOOKS 

Dear Editor: 
Will ,·ou please tell me ... hat has -hap' 

pened to Vic and Sade? The program wu 
heard Ol'er CBS-a daytime program. It 
WIlS my ,·ery specilll fll\'orite-so true to 
life, and down to earth, plain every dllY 
livi llg-humorous enough to be a bright 
spot in an)·one·s day. Is there a chance of 
e'en hearinj!. transcril)\ion~ of it? J>leMe 
let's ha'e them back and &QOn, and I'm 
upr~ing the ' wishes of man). many other 
liSlenel'$. Mrs. E. E. T. 
Tulsa, Oklahoma 

We're lorry 10 have to lell ,'ou Iho.t Ih/$ prosram lull been oD 
thc (lir lor quite some lillie. Apparenlly Ihe spell Ihol ric and 
SlIde cosl lor OI'e, a decode has nOI dimin/$hed, as we'l'e received 
many, many inquiries concernins this hiShly amu.sing prosram 01 
Ihe people "'ho lIVe "hall u:oy up un Ihe nerl block." There are 
no prelenl pWns lor relumins Ihe program, and il is /Wt po$Jible 
10 hear tronscriplions either. HUI, here'l 0. picture of Art Yon 
J/or~t)' who played Vic Goak. 

IN DEl'tlAND 

Dear Editor: 
While I was looking through the Radio Mirror yesterday I found 

your address. One of my favorite radio artists is James Mehan. 

I'm sorry to say that, u J [j'·e in Canada 
1 canllOt get this l)rOj!.ram which f'omes on 
at 2:30 Sunday afternoons Ol'er NBC sla· 
tions. We cannot gel American s ta tion! 
through Canada on our radio in the after· 
noon. We can only gel them It nighl.$. 1 
often hear ~Ir. Melton's recordings on the 
radio, Would you kindly print a ~mall 
piclUre of Mr. Melton in your next iSl!ue? 

Miss C. D. 
The Pas, Manitoha 

/fIe'll lIot otll,. pri'lt a piclure of lI""c, 
Melton, bal we'l/ also tell you svnrelhinS 

ooout him. I/e's married 10 Mariorie McClure, Ihe wriler. I/il 
fowrire recreations are boatins and cookins-likel foalbo.fl , which 
he played 01 college, obol"l~ all other lportS. He has On immense 
collection 01 ancient oUlomobiles for which he is notionally 
famous. li e ulso col/ecll sio$Jwore and ~wte'. Jimmy is II great 
cook and speciali:es in midnisht suppen for his many friends. 
And here's II picture 01 Ihe Metropolilon Opera tenor. 

UP·TO·DATE 

Dear Editor : 
I would like to know if there hu been 

a change of .players on the program Road 
of Life, NBC Is the same man playing 
Dr. Jim Brent or has someone else taken 
Ihe part? Your ans ... er ",ill settle a friendly 
discussion allQut thi~ program, 

Hamiltoll, Ohio 
~ I rs. R. L. T, 

Mollh ew Crowley lormerly played Dr. 
Jim 8rerl l. The pre~enl Dr. Jim i, Don 
McLoushiin, who can also be heard in 

Julie S l"'·~ '" 

Counterspy and Tennessee Jed. The other c/ronse in this prO$rom 
.. ·us Ihe entrance 0/ git'morous Julie StevenJ who /$ prot-iding Ihe 
new heorl.tUlisl to Ihis serial. Aad here she /$! 

I'RI VAn: l.IVES 

Dear Editor: 
Can ),0 11 please tell me the ",herellbouts 

of Alan nunce who used to play in YounJ( 
Dr. \Ialone? All my friends and I used 
to rate this prOllrlltn "tops" until the role 
was chanJ.l:ed, Can we ha,"e a $mall pictu re 
of Alan Bunce? 

Mrs. B, D. D. 
Den'er, Col, 

Alan Bllnce is now Albert 0/ The Priwie 
All ... U"nc.. Lh·es of Ethel and Albert heorll over ABC 

doily. No doubl YOIl sow'ou, Oc/a/Jer issIle 
oj /ladio Mirror /11 which we leatu'ed a slO'), with piclures of 
Ethel and Albert. II ,·ou missed iI, here's urlother picture of 
Alan Hunce. 

LIGHT OF TilE WonLD 
Dear Editor: 

I ha,·e listened to the program Light of the World for a lon8 
time now lind enjoy it "er)' much. Would you please tell me 
something ahout Joseph? 

Miss M. J, C. 
Brook"me, Pa, 

Barry Dais is the actor who ploys JOleph. lie seems 10 hot! 
connected, in one ,,·u), or onolher, wilh churches ond church pr~ 
srams moll of his life. lie l'/$ited churche~ ond synogoRues .. ·ili 
hi, falher, who hrods a lorge temple--and-c.hurch.bu;lding fi,., 
and I.l.!ed fo 'ake Barry along wilh him on urious iobs to lellli 
OOOUI conltruction. Barry Ipent four of hi, childhood years ill I 
con~enl school o.ltended by 12 boys lind 3QO sirls! Loter, he MIll! 

a leadillB bo)' suprorw soloist with the Puulisl choir in New York 
11 /$ first aelinS iob WlII oj Jilpheth in Lisht of Ihe Wo,14 



The Heart Sings A Song 
(Continued frcmi page 47) 

The intruder was a boy of about ten, 
large and blond-and truculent. He 
marched over to one of the youngsters 
who was sitting on the Roo]" and nudged 
him with his [oat, as a preliminary to 
speaking. 

"You Mitch Evans?" Without waiting 
for the other boy to answer he went on. 
"They told me you're president of the 
Rangers. They said I was to come and 
see you about joining up." He didn't 
explain who 'they' was. Nor did the 
other boys bother about such a foolish, 
technical Question. 

The boy Mitch got to his feet and 
stood looking at the newcomer-a look 
which had neither friendliness nor dis
Jike in it, but simply consideration. 

"What's your name?" 
"Andrew Warren. I just moved here 

last week." 
"Okay. But you goUa be inter

viewed. Lessee-who's the interview
ing committc(' this month-?" he looked 
quickly at Mr. JeIlico, as if for help. I 
was to come to recognize that look-to 
see it often. It was as though the boys 
turned instinctively to their older 
friend. not so much for the real an 
swer, but more in just the sure knowl
edge that he was there-to jog their 
memories or I'emind them of a rule 
or help them through some difficulty. 
Yet seldom did Mr. Jellico speak ... 
and he didn't. now. He was just there. 

Mitch turned back. "Oh, yeah
Butch and David and Jim. Okay, guysl" 

rrui REE boys clambered down from 
1 boxes and stools and lin ed up, 
squarely, in front of the newcomer. . 

His mouth fell open. He turned, 
angrily, to Mitch. 

"Whaddya mean-interview! By 
them-" 

He never finished. Mitch had taken 
one step forward and his hand had 
grabbed for the other's jacket collar. 
There was a general movement of boys, 
edging forward in a circle about the five 
in the center. Mr. Jellico had my candy 
box ready, but both of us let it lie on 
the counter. too absorbed to notice. 

"Yeah," Mitch was saying, but not 
defiantly. Reasonably, "We got rules. 
You wanta join the 'Rangers' you jj:otta 
understand the rules. Isn't that nght. 
Mr. Jellico?" 

"That's right. Mitch." 
Strengthened, the Rangers' president 

resumed his patient tone. "You don't 
like the idea of being interviewed 'cause 
you think you don't like David 'cause 
he's a Jew and Butch because he's 
Italian and Jim because he's a Negro. 
Howdya know you don't like 'em? 
Howdya know they're going to like 
you?" The words came so easily to 
Mitch and with such sureness that I 
felt this was an old story to him, and 
to 'the other boys. I had the feeling 
that someone-Mr. Jellico?-had first 
made these statements to the boys and 
that they had worked out the truths 
for themselves. 

"Yeah, but-" 
"Yeah but nothing! You get into the 

Rangers
l 

it'll be 'cause you're not a dope. 
We're a I Cor one. and one for all. We 
don't allow no--" he hesitated a mo
ment before using the adult words
"race prejudice, here. See? Anytime 
you wanta behave and get interviewed, 
okay with us." He released his hold 
on the other's collar and slid, non 
chal:lnt ly, his back against the wall, to 
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Are you trying 
to tell me 

All tissues areIit 

KLEENEX? 

Homer, how (an a mind lik. your. 
get so confused? -chided my wife. I've 
o/It'ay$ told you Kleenex and ordinary 
tissues aren't the same! Why, even the 
Kleenex box is different. It 3ert'Cl up 
ti3sues - saves lime and trouble. I 
want Kleenex-there's 110 other like it! 

Brain Boy, you',. slipping! my siSler 
admonished me. I'm a teacher, too, but 
in my book - Kleenex means just one 
brand of tissues. Nice. JOfltissues - to 
remove my face cream gently! But do 
you remember to ask for Kleenex? No. 
You mumble "tissues." As if my skin. 
wouldn·t know the difference! 

PreCISELY! echoed Dean Doolittle. My 
dear colleague, Kleenex is one specie3 of 
lisalle - not a term for tissues as a 
group! Indeed, I lind Kleenex most 
sootfling for that (ahem 1) sniming 
coudition which accompanies a cold. 
In short, there is ollly QIUJ Kleenex! 

Why be a guesser, Prohouo.? said my 
nephew. Just hold this Kleenex tissue 
to a light. See any lumps, or weak spots? 
Ixnayl You see Kleenex quality srnilin' 
throu!,3h - always Ihe wille -so you·re 
sure Kleenex muM. be a softie, but laugh 
enough for any Joe Bil)w! Your eyes tell 
you there's only one Kleenex! 

Lucky I learned .. . There is onlY olle KlEENEX 
AMERICA's FAVORITE TISSUE 

................. ""'.0.,. 

his former Sitting position on the ftoor. 
He picked up the comic book. 

Andrew Warren was walkin~ out the 
door when Mr. Jellico called hIm back. 

"Welcome to the neighborhood, An
drew," he whispered, smiling. "And 
here's a present lor you-" holding out 
a candy bar. 

For a second you could have heard a 
pin drop, so quiet it became. All of the 
boys were watching-watching with a 
tense, waiting judgment in their eyes. 
Even I, the stranger, got it ... if An
drew scorned the gift and the friend
liness, it might be a bad mark against 
him. 

But he didn't. "Thanks:' he said, 
gruffly, after that second of inward 
struggle. And he even managed the 
beginnings of a smile. 

GOing out, he bumped into four more 
boys, comin~ in. 

As if theIr cntrance were a signal, 
all the boys whooped, got up, stretched 
-and made in a clamoring mob, for 
the door at the back of the shop. Even 
after that door was closed I could hear 
the murmur of their voices. 

I looked inquiringly at Mr. Jellico. 
"Meeting time," he explained. "The 

Rangers meet here, officially ever;.: 
Saturday morning. Not that they aren t 
here most of the time, anyway. But 
this is when they do their planning." 

"Planning for what?" 

"OH-they get up hikes for the week-
end and swimming parties at the 

YMCA and then they have their tourna
ments." He chuckled, softly. "Always 
tournaments for something-boxing or 
racing. And they discuss their problems, 
too. Like how often is it fair their 
mothers should ask them to be baby
sitters for the younger children in the 
family!" 

"More important problems, too, I 
think." I was prodding him. 

"Yes." Mr. Jellico looked at me 
thoughtfully. "You're Frank Sinatra, 
aren't you? I know some of the boys 
recognized you when you came in. 
They've got good. manners. They 
wouldn't/ester you. But Johnnl Bell 
whispere to mc, while the rest a them 
were going into the meeting, that they'd 
like it if you would go in and speak 
to them. They know you've talked to 
a lot of people about racial and religi
ous tolerance." 

"Well-" I felt a little uncomfortable 
-"tell me more about them." 

"Oh, they don't take it all solemnly. 
We did at first-that was two years ago 
-the boys and I had to do a lot of 
talking. More than just talking, too. 
That's how I got to know them-learn
ing to step in fast when some kid called 
another a dirty name. 

"It was the Irish and the Italian and 
the Jewish and the English kids ftght
ing each other in little gangs-and all 
of them jumping the Negro boys. And 
they· weren't having any fun! That's 
what I kept telling them. They couldn't 
even have a decent baseball game, be-· 
cause somebody was always starting 
trouble like that. 

"So, gradUally, they began to get to
gether. This was as good a meeting 
place as any and the boys just seemed 
to naturally come here. And they drew 
up rules and bec .. me the Rangers." 

I had the feeling there was a lot more 
Mr. Jellico could" tell me of his own 
part as peacemaker-but I knew I 
would have to get it from the boys, not 
from him . 

I was to get to know these boys 
better, in the months to come, and to 
make a friend of Mr. Jellico. It be
came a habit of mine to drop in there 



every week or so. I was as proud as 
Mr. Jellico was the day that Andrew 
Warren came to ask, humbly, for his 
interview-and as a special honor I was 
allowed to be present at his initiation 
cer emony. 

It was inevitable that I should also 
get to know the neighborhood better
from buying cigarettes at the corner 
drugstore or a milk shake for Mitch 
or some of the other boys, at the malt 
shop. And it wasn't difficult to get 
people started talking about the Rang
ers. 

Everyone agreed. the club was a fine 
thing, a very fine thing-but they all 
said it in a dazed, surprised way. As 
if it were still a miracle to them. The 
shopkeepers told me of the petty thefts 
that used to go on, regularly, in the 
neighborhood-and were no more. The 
policeman on that beat said that his 
juvenile delinquency problem was only 
among the older teen-age boys and girls 
-those who had got started wrong, 
without a Mr. J ellico. Always it came 
back to Mr. J ellico. Schoolteachers and 
churchmen spoke of him enthusiastic
ally. 

It was an honor to belong to the 
Rangers. They weren't the sissies of 
the neighborhood-they were the 
toughest, the leaders. And to be 
drol?ped from its membership-well, 
a kid might just as well move away. 
He was a pariah, an outcast. 

My friendship with these boys and 
with the kindly candymaker was a 
pleasant one for me. I saw them 
through the opening of school, their 
first paper salvage drive, the first fall 
scrub-game of football in the nearby 
park. And it taul'l"ht me a lot, being 
around them and listening to Mr. J el
lico--who never seemed to preach, only 
to suggest, in that odd, gentle whisper 
of his. 

THEN I moved. away to California. 
And even when I returned, on theater 

engagements and business trips, there 
never seemed to be any time left to 
pick up the friendship again. 

But you couldn't forget a man like 
Mr. J ellico, and so, a few months ago 
when I had finished "The Miracle of the 
Bells" on the RKO lot, I decided on a 
quick trip to New York. J could just 
make it-and in between broadcasts. 
There was a lot I had to do while I was 
there, a benefit performance. for one 
thing, but this time I was determined 
nothing could keep me from droppin.e: in 
and buying a box of candy from Mr. 
Jellico. 

As I walked down the street that day, 
past the drugstore, past the malt shop 
and the grocery store, the neighbor
hood corner looked just the same
and so did the candy display in the 
window. Dh, this time it wasn't a 
circus-it was a group of Pilgrim 
Fathers setting out to catch their 
Thanksgiving turkey all done in the 
spun sugar and jelly beans-but the 
idea was the same. And I grinned. to 
myself, at the artistry of Mr. Jellico. 

At flrst I thought the room was emp
ty. But then I saw him. 

A little more dried-up, a little thin
ner and more stooped-but the gentle
ness was still there. The same friendly 
expression in the eyes he turned on me. 

"Heilo, Mr. Jellico. Remember me?" 
He peered. And then he rushed 

around the end of the counter. 
"Mr. Sinatra! I'm glad to have you 

back! The boys and I-we always talk 
about you. It was a long time before 
David and Mitch got out of the habit of 
saying 'Gee-I gotta teU Mr. Sinatra 

about this or that'-whatever it was!" 
"Where are the boys?" I asked. 
He nodded to the door at the back of 

the shop. And now I could hear it
that well- remembered hum of voices 
from behind that door. 

"Meeting, huh?" We smiled together. 
"And how are you feeling, Mr. Jellico?" 

"Just fine! Just fine!" 
But he wasn't. It came as a shock to 

me that he was not just the same as he 
had been. There was something new 
in the back of his eyes and I could orily 
describe it as fear. Fear!-in Mr. Jel
lico who had had the courage to step 
in between angry boys with sticks and 
stones in their hands. Fear, and a new 
deep wrinkle in his forehead which had 
always been so serene! 

"What's the trouble?" I said it before 
I could stop to think. "What's bother
in,!!; you, Mr. Jellico?" 

He sighed. "Yes, there's trouble. 
Do I show it so plainly, then? But you 
mustn't be worried about me-not on 
your visit here. Not when we've all 
looked forward to having you back." 

IT WAS at the end of the meeting, 
when I had been admitted as an 

"honorary" member, that the boys told 
me of Mr. Jellico's fear. Not all the 
same boys were there-some, like 
Johnny Bell and Mitch had moved 
away. David was president this year. 

"It's because he's always doing fav
ors . for people," Andrew explained. 
"You know how he is, Mr. Sinatra. My 
dad s.ays he's a poor businessman-he 
won't say 'no' to anybody. We found 
out he signed a note for a man who 
lived here last year-for three hundred 
dollars! And the man skipped out and 
nobody knows where he went and the 
bank says Mr. Jellico's gotta pay it up." 
"And he hasn't got three hundred dol
lars," piped up a voice (rom the back. 

"We organized a committee and we 
went down to the bank. The man there 
was nice, but he said the bank had ex
tended time over and over and now Mr. 
JeUico would just have to come through 
with the dough." 

"He's going to lose the shop." 
"We won't have no clubhouse any 

more." 
"A man said he'd loan him the money, 

but Mr. Jellico said it would just be 
the same thing again. He never could 
raise that much money. He never 
could pay it back." 

DaVid took charge, as the meeting 
began to get out of hand, with all the 
boys talking at once. 

"Look, Mr. Sinatra-we figured out 
we could raise fifty dollars if all of us 
got jobs after school and pooled our 
money. But that isn't enough." 

No, it certainly wasn't. 
They all looked at me, silent. I 

racked my brains for an idea but none 
came. For what seemed to me was a 
long time we just sat and looked at each 
other, brooding and hopeless. 

We couldn't let this happen to as nice 
a man as Mr. Jellico. We couldn't let 
him lose his shop. But three hundred. 
dollars! FinaJly, sliU without any idea 
or solution, it was time for me to leave. 

"I'll be back tomorrow," I promised. 
"And we'll go into this thing from all 
the angles. We'll find a way. But right 
now I've got to run-I'm due for a ben
efit performance for the Cancer Re
search Fund." 

I had barely finished speaking when 
a boy was tugging at one arm; another 
was holding on to my coat. They all 
seemed to get the idea at the same time 
-they came to life in a surge of move
ment around me. 
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"That's it!" Andrew finally made him
self heard. ''That's it! We'll give a 
benefit for Mr. Jellico!" 

"How do we do it?" David was ask
in~. 

'Geet-a benefit!" 
For just a second I was doubtful. The 

benefits where I had appeared had 
taken money and many professional 
people to produce them and advertising, 

Y
Ublicity-big organization. But when 
looked at their faces, I knew it could 

be. done. 
"Okay," I told them. "And we can 

say it is a benefit for the Rangers
not for Mr. Jellico. We can say it is be
cause you boys want to preserve your 
clubhouse-not to save his shop. That 
way he won't be hurt, thinking it's 
charity." 

"He wouldn't be hurt." It was a 
gentle voice from the doorway. "Do 
you think I would call it charity when 
the Rangers want to help me? Aren't 
I a Ranger, too?" Mr. Jellico's eyes held 
a gentle reproach for me. "Aren't we 
all for one and one for all? It isn't 
fair for me to do things for the boys
and then not let them do something for 
me when they want to." 

Altain I had learned a lesson from Mr. 
Jellico. 

In the weeks that followed I didn't 
have any time to help the boys. There 
were my weekly Hit Parade broad
casts every Saturday night at 9: 00 P.M. 
and the rehearsals that must f,0 on dur
ing the week. I flew back rom Cali
fornia the week before Christmas on a 
Wednesday-just in time to make the 
benefit that night. 

I grabbed a taxi, but even that 
seemed too slow. And as we drove 
along I blamed myself for not helping 
the boys more-for not arranging with 
some of my friends in New York to look 
in on the boys and give them some pro
fessional advice-maybe show them 
how to put on a perfonnance and line 
up some talent for them. The Rang
ers were counting so much on this ben
efit to clear Mr. Jellico. 

The first thing that hit me as the 
taxi turned into the street was the sign. 
The bunting that stretched clear across 
the street. up high-"eome One-The 
Rangers' Benefit-Come AlL" And the 
lampposts decorated in red and white 

streamers! It looked as if the boys had 
done some advertising, and not on any 
junior-size scale! 

But the candy store was dark. Not 
even from the back room-the meet
ing room-was there a glimmer of light. 
I paid off the taxi and turned slowly 
towards the store entrance, feeling sud
denly sick at heart. Had the benefit 
been called off? Had the boys become 
discouraged and quit? The candy shop 
was always open this time of night
did this mean that Mr. Jellico's business 
already had been foreclosed? 

Then I heard the panting behind me 
and the sound of running feet. 

"Mr. Sinatra! We've been looking 
for you!" 

Three of the l'tangers surrounded me 
and started pulling at my arm. With
out knowing why, I found myself run
nin,li( up the street with them. 

"Where we going?" I managed to 
yell. 

''To the big school auditorium!" they 
shouted back. "The benefit's already 
started. We were afraid you'd never 
get here in time-and you're to sing 
the last song!" 

This I had known. But for the next 
two hours I could say that it was the 
only thing that wasn't a surprise to me. 

First, there was that crowd. That 
swell, big crowd that jammed the enor
mous recreation hall to the rafters. 
That gay crowd that clapped at every 
act-that laughed at every joke, funny 
or not-that cheered itself hoarse when 
Mr. Jellico was presented on the stage. 
I saw some of the neighbors I had 
come to know, thcre~the Jeans from 
the malt shop and the clerk from the 
drugstore. I was introduced to so many 
mothers and fathers and uncles and 
aunts of the Rangers that I couldn't 
begin to remember their names. And it 
lOOKed as if the whole school, and all 
the congregations from every church 
in the neighborhood. were there. 

The ushers and the ticket-takers
could these be the same sloppy-looking 
guys in torn corduroys and blue jeans I 
used to see in the club meeting room? 
Now they were all slicked up and 
standing stiff, moving about the hall 
and down the aisles like well-scrubbed 
automatons . . . their eyes straight 
ahead-the only signs of the boys as I 



had always known them. m ight be a 
wad of gum suddenly shifted from one 
cheek to an other. 

I took a scat down front. 
"Isn't it lovely?" the woman next 

to me leaned over during an intermis
sion. She meant the stage. "The women 
'of my church made the curtain-fixed 
those Christmas stars all over it. And 
the ladies of the Methodist Church fixed 
the flowers, and the food table in the 
back of the hall is in charge of the 
Parent-Teachers--" 

I interrupted. "You're doing all this 
for the Rangers?" 

"For Mr. Jellico," she corrected me. 
"For what he's done for all QUI' boys. 
My son-I thought he'd be in the re
form school by this time, with that 
mean crowd he was running around 
with. But Mr. Jellico straightened him 
out. There's my son!" and she indi
cated a twelve-year-old who was at 
the end of a line of sweat-shirted tum
blers now running onto the stage. 

It was amateur, that show. Strictly 
corn. But homegrown corn-and we 
all went for it as jf it had been the 
slickest show on Broadway. To the 
audience, those were t heir own kids 
up on the stage-to me, they were my 
good friends. Even some adults took 
part in the show and theil' attempts at 
a barber-shop quartet and with a few 
blackout skits were greeted with good
natured, hearty applause from all of us. 
The school dramatic teacher had given 
what little direction had been needed 
-enthusiasm had done the rest. 

IN BETWEEN the acts, I learned how 
it had all happened. The Rangers had 

started out on their own-planning 
just a little affair in their clubroom. 
But it had shortly grown to be a whole 
community project. No one around was 
going to be left out-not when it came 
to payin~ back some of the affection 
and gratitude they felt [or Mr. Jellico. 

I tried to "count the house" but it 
was impossible. J was only sure there 
would be much more than three hun
dred dollars to give-and I was right. 

When Mr. Jellico appeared on the 
s tage. David and the other officers of 
the Rangers came with him, holding a 
box in their trembling hands as if it 
were some sacred chalice. 

They tried to present the box to him 
- w ith the money in it-by making a 
speech. But the carefully-rehearsed 
words would not come; nor would they 
have been heard for the cheering and 
the stamoing of feet in that hall. Peo
ple yelled themselves hoarse as Mr. Jel
lico took t he box. shyly, and just as 
shyly bobbed his li ttle gnome-like head 
at his f riends. What could words have 
said that we didn't all feel. already? 

Then it was my turn to sing. 
I sang "The House I Live In" because 

I think it expresses so well the way we 
all want to live-decently and honestly 
with our neighbors-the friendly greet
ings-the handshake-the warm. good 
feeling. Ali races and religions. And 
I was proud that I had a song to sing 
that night, a song I could sing straight 
from my heart to the hearts of those 
good people. 

"That was good." It was Mr. Jellico's 
whisper at the back of my neck as I 
('arne off into the wings of the stage. 
"That 's the way it should bc. Mr. 
Sinatra. Look at them clappinJt! Aren't 
you proud of our Rangers tonight. Mr. 
Sinatra?" 

We're proud of you, Mr. Jellico. And 
of all the Mr. and Mrs. Jellicos all over 
the world-who do so much to bring 
t:'eace on earth-good will to men. 
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Life Can Be Beautiful 
(Continued from page 43) 

best to comfort the weeping child. 
"Don't cry, little onCI don't cryl" he 

urged. For two hours ne stood outside 
the door, sometimes singing a snatch of 
sona:, sometimes talking in low, com
forting tones. Several times, when the 
wails ceased for a second, he started 
to tiptoe ofT. Then, as the child's cry
ing began again, he returned to his 
place. I left him there, cajoling and 
comforting his fellow inmate. Outside 
the beauty of a lovely day lay on the 
s~acious ftrounds. And in the forbid
ding hospital corridor, there was beauty, 
too. A man in dire straits was forget
ting himself to help a child in the only 
way he knew, by showing it the 
warmth of human sympathy. 

K. C. L. 

A. UnOTHER'S CI IT 
Dear Papa David: 

I am a widow and my life has been a 
struggle, so, financially, I have never 
been able to do what I wanted to do for 
others. 

r have a boy, who, at the time this 
took place, was thirteen years of age. 
It had been his greatest desire to have 
a bicycle. As it drew near Christmas, 
conditions were very bad. He asked me 
if he could ~et the bicycle, but I told 
him it was Impossible. 

Well, he realized how things were 
and he said, like a brave soldier, "Don't 
worry, mother. I don't want it." Shortly 
before Christmas my oldest boy ob
tained work and unknown to me, he 
decided to get his younger brother the 
bicycle. He purchased it, had it in the 
house for about two weeks and I did 
not know it. 

On Christmas Eve, when it came time 
for the children .to come down, he 
brought the bicycle upstairs. I could 
not talk, I was so overjoyed. But when 
the children came into the room to see 
their toys, my boy's eyes wandered 
over the room. He did not say anything, 
but you cou ld see the disappointed look 
on his face. My oldest boy had put the 
bicycle in the kitchen. I asked him to 
go into the kitchen and get me a drink 
of water, which he did. He did not see 
the bicycle at first. He filled the glass 
with water and as he turned around 
to come to me with the water he let 
out one scream and down went the 
glass of water, and he could hardly 
stand on his feet from the shock. Then 
he read on the card who it was from, 
and as big as he was he went over to 
his brother and he hugged and kissed 
and he would not let go. He had us all 
crying from joy and he sure has made 
much use of that bicycle traveling back 
and forth to school and going on 
errands for me. 

. 'AMILY BY ADQI"'.'IQN 
Dear Papa David: 

A. S. 

Years ago I accepted a Civil Service 
position which took me away from the 
comfortable scenes of my home town, 
a little, neighborly place. I was trans
planted to a bustling metropolis and 
circumstances relegated me to various 
rooming houses in the passing of time. 

Perhaps to those who have that ~osh
awful homesick feeling the minute 
they're away from home, a rooming 
house represents empty, meaningless 
stairs, walls and rooms. But al
though I love my family deeply and go 
home weekends. I have found sharing 
with others anywhere brings happiness. 

And it's easy to find those others. 
In the course of time I have learned 

the wants and tastes of the other 
roomers in the house. There is a 
woman of some sixty years who dotes 
on symphonic music. So we share her 
record player and whatever clippings 
I can bring to her attention concerning 
the time and place of current concerts: 
as well as jottings concerning recora 
albums and composers. 

And the boy next door goes to college. 
I enjoy typing his assignments and he 
lets me share snacks and tea that he is 
allowed to prepare in his room. 

Sometimes Mother sends me home
made cookies, some of which I leave on 
the mail stand for a crossword puzzle 
enthusiast in the house, together with 
several issues of old magazines con
taining his favorite retreat. 

The landlady occasionally has a busi
ness letter for me to compose and in 
retUI'n lets me press my clothes on her 
ironing board In the kitchen. 

Yes, life can be beautiful, even in a 
rooming house, even in a supposedly 
cold-hearted city, if your heart's open 
wide. 

A. B. M. 

MAZE 0.' DARKNESS 
Dear Papa David: 

Four years ago I became afflicted with 
a disease as deadly, as devastating, as 
destroying as any known to man. I 
became an alcoholic. There is as much 
difference in the alcoholic and the 
normal drinker as there is in cancer 
and chilblains. This fact has to be 
recognized not only by the alcoholic 
himself, but by the public in general. 
The nonnal drinker can gauge his 
drinks and s top drinking at will 
whereas the alcoholic cannot. One drink 
is too much for him and a thousand arc 
not enough. 

It all began innocently enough. I was 
bored with life in genera l and began 
sipping cocktails in the evenings in 
order to add a little spice and zest to 
what I thought was a very prosaic ex
istence. All went well for a time and 
I could see no particular harm in a 
little artificial relaxation. However, the 
day came when my thirst became un
quenchable. Drink became a very 
necessary crutch to me and I could not 
do withput it. I became so quarrelsome 
and unruly that most of my friends 
dropped me in disgust. I then began 
drinking alone, whether in my room or 
while driving my car. I had three car 
wrecks in Jess than a year and narrowly 
escaped death each time, but even this 
did not deter me in my desire to drink. 

I finally reached the point that after 
drinking only a few drinks my memory 
became a complete blank. I could not 
remember anything that happened 
after a drinking bout. To wander 
around in a maze of darkness wonder
ing what I did, where I went, whom 
I saw. and what transpired is the most 
gruelling mental agony that one can 
suffer. I was bathed in cold fear every 
time the telephone rang, or every time 
a stranger walked into my office for 
fear that I had committed some crime 
about which I remembered nothing. I 
began to avoid people and dropped all 
of my social activities because in my 
mind, I could read suspicion and con
demnation on every face that I saw. 
I became so palsied that I could not 
lift a cup of coffee to my lips. My days 
were spent in a nightmare of remorse 



and guilt and my nights were sleepless 
horrors. I was jeopardizing my position, 
driving my family crazy with grief and 
anxiety, and losing every friend that 
I ever had. Life held vel"? little mean
ing for me and I was about ready to 
end it all. I didn't feel that I was to 
live in a world with decent people and 
I didn't seem able to get out of the pit 
into which I had sunken. Needless to 
say that after each debacle I repented. 
I tried Sincerely to quit and used every 
known method but all ended in failure. 

I was filled with bleak despair one 
morning when I happened to pick up a 
magazine which carried an article about 
Alcoholics Anonymous and the miracles 
ther were accomplishing with alco
holles. They were succeeding where the 
psychiatrists, churches, and religious 
groups had failed. I read the article 
with interest and immediately got in 
touch with the chapter nearest my 
home. I began attending the meetings 
and a whole new world opened up 
before me. My fears gradually left me, 
my confidence in myself was restored, 
and my faith in a Higher Power was 
revived. I was made to see myself as I 
really was. Not a monstrosity, but a 
perfectly normal human being just like 
everyone else except in one respect, 
and there were thousands of others like 
me. It was not through condemnation, 
but understanding that I was helped 
and it is through God and services to 
others that this organization draws its 
strength. 

Certainly life seems more beautiful 
to me now that I have passed through 
four years of fogs and shadows to 
emerge into the brilliant sunlight of 
day. I walk with a buoyant step with 
a clear eye and a clean conscience. 

l\-IACCIE 

Dear Papa David: 

R. B. 

Down what appears to be the end of 
the grass-grown road, but which turns 
out to be only a bend, rises the two
century-old house in which dwelt 
Maggie Hawes. There she sat in her 
wheel-chair for seventy years. Para
lyzed from the waist down, her eyesight 
almost entirely gone, she still rolled 
her chair about, cooking, washing, and 
even taking an occasional boarder. For 
years her only constant companion was 
"Rabbit Hill," with its tipping-stone 
apparently ready to roll down and set 
up house-keeping on her doorstep. 
Even the friendly aspect of the "moun
tain," as she always dubbed this neigh
bar, became menacing when forest fires 
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is a threat to your pep and popularity! 

Thousands who are tired and pale may find renewed energy_ 

restore healthy good looks_with Ironlz:ed Yeast Tablets 

D o you tire too easily? Is your color 
fading' - your face unbecomingly 

pale? Do your enthusiasm and stamina 
and charm seem to be waning? 

Very often these effects stem from 
a blood condition, and you may be the 
victim of a Borderline Anemia-due to 
a ferro-nutritional blood deficiency. 

Your red blood cells may be faded 
and shrunken, w'eakened to a point 
where they cannot transmit full energy 
to your body. Results of medical sur
veys show that up to 680/0 of the 
women examined- many men and chilo 
dren- have this Borderline Anemia. 

How Ironized Yeast Tablets 
Build Up Your Blood and Vigor 

So, if your color is fading-your energy 
failing - due to this blood deficiency, 
take Ironized Yeast Tablets. They are 
formulated to help build up faded red 
blood cells-thus to help restore vigor 
and good looks. Continuing tiredness 
and pallor may come from other condi-

tiom.- so consult your doctor regularly. 
But in a Borderline Anemia, take Iron
ized Yeast T ablets to help build up 
your blood. T ake them to start your en· 
ergy shifting back into ''high''-to help 
restore the natural color to your cheeks! 
Take them so you can enjoy life again! 
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roBed over the top toward the old 
house from which she could not escape 
alone. 

Not at all disconcerted by the sudden 
arrival of half a dozen visitors, she 
would push back her frring pan in 
which she had been trylOg for two 
hours to fry potatoes over a newspaper 
fire, and welcome the crowd with all 
the repose and grace of a queen. 

"Well, weB," she would cry in her 
young-sounding voice, pushing back 
her glasses with one hand and shaking 
hands heartily with the other. 0l'l:e 
little boy would solemnly remove hiS 
cap after a stealthy glance toward her 
eight-year-size legs, and ask, "Oh, and 
how are you, Cousin Maggie1" "I have 
no diseases at present," 1 have heard 
her say innumerable times ... 

While she talked of politiCS, town 
affairs and ro?latives from Utah to 
Annam with distinguished visitors like 
Helen Keller, or humble neighbors like 
the Russian familr haH a mile away, 
she would be sewmg on a tiny frock
coat of striped silk, destined 10 com
plete the costume of the long-tailed, 
velvet monkey lyin~ near her ~ingle
stitch sewing machme. These Jaunty 
creatures with their orange waist-coats, 
stiff white collars and cuffs, and button 
eyes bodied forth her dauntless spirit. 
The';' have delighted countless children 
of a"t least two generations, and I have 
no doubt that someone reading this 
account of her life will write you, Papa 
David that they, too, have owned or 
seen ~ne of these enchanting creatures 
made by Margaret Hawes, sitting in her 
house by the edge of t he woods, for 
all the world like a fairy-tale. 

Her nearest neighbors were a quarter 
of a mile away, and upon them she 
must depend even for her groceries. 
Not even would they permit an inter
phone between the houses, fearin~ that 
lightning would be attracted by It. At 
last after she was seventy. she wrote a 
letter to the telephone company that 
she had twenty dollars she could spare 
to have them instalJ a phone in her 
house. The manager, to his infinite 
credit was so touched by what must 
have been revealed between the lines, 
that he paid her a visit and agreed to 
put up wires over the trees from t,he 
main line a mile away. When the wir
ing was finished. the linesmen made her 
a last call to assure hel' that she could 
call anybody she wanted. now, Alas, 
they found her in bed, sick ~ith pneu
monia too weak even to lift the re
ceiver: She never used the phone: but 
don't waste time pitying her. For there 
was not one visitor who did not forget 
his own cause for wailing, and rejoice 
with her in her wonderful, and some
times tart serenity. and come away 
laughing. The children will all their 
lives have a gracious me mory when 
they recall how they used to bring in 
the wood. attend her little Sunday 
School class in her broad-boarde::i 
sitting-room, fetch blackberries and 
h iller-sweet from the old wall , Sweet 
William from the rioting garden, and 
Concord grapes from the old trees about 
her stony pastures. Long ago she had 
forgiven the boy who in furious anger 
had flung the hammer at her which 
caused her paralysis. (She was treated 
with jalap and calomel in the mistaken 
medicine of the time.) 

Maggie Hawes lived to the full what 
most of us would permit to be an empty 
life always living within the income 
of her experience. And she found that 
what would seem to be the end of the 
road was just a bend, after all. 

M. B. Y. 

UGL\, DUCKLING 
Dear Papa David: 

I was a homely, self-conscious young
ster and this was made more painful 
because my sister, who was two years 
older than I, was very pretty and very 
seli-assured. 

We were all visiting our grand par
ents one vacation and Grandpa and I. 
who were great pals, were out for a 
walk when a scrawny little pup came 
up to me and licked my hand and took 
to me right away. He followed us home 
and became my adoring shadow 
throughout the remainder of the visit, 
I may have been ashy, gawky kid, but 
to Dandy I was a ~oddess and the most 
important person 10 the world, 

When it came time to leave I wanted 
to take my new-found friend home 
with me and was very heartbroken 
when my parents tried to pacify me by 
saying we couldn't take dogs on the 
train but they would get me a better 
dog when we get home. Grandpa un
derstood and said he would take good 
care of Dandy and I could visit him 
anv time I wished. 

Dad got me a thoroughbred cocker 
but it was too beautiful. It preferred 
my sister, and I felt more self-conscious 
having a beautiful dog. But came my 
birthday, a large crate arrived with my 
name on it and in it was Dandy and 
a card saying "Happy Birthday" from 
Grandpa. 

I am grown up now and married and 
I have a little brown dog I call "Jigser" 
but I will never forget that other little 
dog who made me believe Life Can Be 
Beautiful and boosted my morale. 

MRS. A. L. F. 

HEA YEN FOR THE HOMELESS 
Dear Papa David: 

On cots in a city jail, my husband 
and our five children had our first real 
sleep in ei,\ht days. Some time pre
viously our andlord came to the small 
house we rented from him and said 
to me: " I am offering this house for 
sale at $11,000 and I'll give you first 
chance," I was .flabberf,asted. "But the 
price," I exclaimed, : IS near~r three 
times what the house IS worth. 

"Take it or leave it," he said, and 
walked away, What with high prices 
and five children to provide for, my 
janitor husband ::Ind I had only a little 
money and buying the house was out 
of the question. 

In a short time the house was bought 
by a veteran. My husband and I looked 
until we were exhausted but we could 
find no place for our family, We felt 
we could no longer keep the veteran 
and his family out of his house so we 
told them to move in. They let us 
store our furniture in the basement. 

We piled ourselves and the childrer. 
in the car and tried to make the best of 
it. Seven of us sleeping cramped up 
in the car was terrible but at least we 
were to,gether. 

One night a tapping on our car win
dow awakened us and we saw a patrol 
car alongside. An officer leaned on our 
car and said: "'Why don't you folks go 
home ?" If I hadn't been so near tears 
I would have laughed. "We have no 
home to go to, Sir," my husband told 
him The officer looked very puzzled. 
"W~ can 't let you stay coop.ed up li,ke 
this." He talked in such a klOdly vOice 
and with such genuine pity that we 
knew we had a friend. 

"Come on down to the city jail," he 
said sadly, "and we'll fix you up for 
at least one night." Never did seven 
people climb so gratefully and happily 
Into jailhouse cots. 



The next day the police officers were 
very interested in us and anxious to 
help. However, they told us they would 
be compelled to call in the County 
Health authorities and that we would 
be turned over to them. 

"Oh, no," I cried, thoroughly fright
ened. ''Those authorities will separate 
us. They will send the children to the 
Detention Home," 

"We've got to do something today to 
keep this family together," one of the 
young officers said. He sat down at a 
desk and wrote something. Then he 
took us all to the local radio station and 
our plight was dramatized on the air 
during the period called Community 
Hour. We were called on to take part 
which we did with all our hearts-we 
were pleading for our very ex istence. 

Soon after the end of the program on 
the air calls an~ gifts began to pour in. 
U I had doubted the beauty of human 
nature I was glad to doubt no more. 
Girts of all kinds poured in and many 
expressions of sympathy came from 
those who could not help us but sym
pathized so deep ly with our situa t ion. 
Offers came in to take care of one 01' 
more of the children. Since we could 
not bear separation it seemed as if we 
were not much better ofT. The excite
ment of the broadcast wore off and I 
began to be very frightened. 

It seemed as if the Health Authorities 
would have to be called. Then, almost 
at the last minute, an elderly man 
drove up to the jail and calmly p laced 
heaven m our laps. He took us to his 
comfortable farm house a few m iles 
from t he city, where he lived alone, and 
it was like comin g home. In exchange 
tor some farm work and aU the house 
work, we paid no rent-so that in the 
end we were better situated than ever 
before. 

Truly it can be said of all those who 
helped us that "an unknown spot was 
touched in their souls; a harp they had 
not susp,ected within them awoke and 
replied. ' 

FI FTV.FII-""TV 
Dear Papa David: 

E. S. 

My parents separated before I was 
born so I never knew or saw my father. 
Mother took me into a home that was 
dominated by a sex-crazy. iII-tempered 
man. He made my life miserable from 
the beginning and mother ignored 
my unhappiness completely. I was a 
sensitive child and consequently suf
fered a great deal and escaped when
ever possible. 

By the time I was grown up I had 
become so desperately unhappy that 
I tried to end my life. The attempt was 
not successful and when my childhood 
sweetheart asked me to marry him 1 
ran away from home rather than 
answer him. I was afraid of life, afraid 
of marriage, and afraid that I could 
never love a man enough to give my 
lite into his keeping. 

Then the war came along and with it 
a soldier on every corner. Some were 
looking for excitement, while others, 
like Jeff, were look ing for someone to 
come home to. J e fT had come from a 
broken home just as I had. He had 
been on his own since he ran away at 
the age of eleven to avoid being placed 
in an orphanage with his brothers and 
sister. But life was n ot ter r ifying to 
him; he took it in his stride and laughed 
at everything. He loved people, he 
loved fun, a nd he was the only one 
who could make me forget to be afraid. 

Ours was the craziest, slap-happiest 
marriage that ever took place. We 
didn't pretend to love each other and 

we knew our reasons by heart. He 
wanted. me to be there when he came 
back, to wait and pray, to be the 
"Home" he'd never known. And I
I wanted. to be a normal wife and 
mother. 

It wasn't all peaches and cream by 
any means. There were days on end 
when I never touched a newspaper be
cause Jeff's outfit was in the headlines. 
There were other days when I wished 
I'd never met Jeff and a million times 
when I wanted to try again what I had 
failed to accomplish before. 

Then suddenly the war ended and 
Jeff came home. That was when the 
test really began. We nearly separated 
a dozen times, but I was too stubborn 
and he too proud to admit to the world 
that ours was just another war mar
riage going on the rocks. I guess we 
each tried to outdo the other in chang
ing it from a flop to a huge success. For 
my share in changing it I earned the 
love of my husband and the foundation 
for a truly happy marriage. It survived 
three years of separation; it survived 
the housing shortage when we had no 
place to live; it survived several lean 
years when we couldn't buy a toothpick 
because we wanted to own our own 
home. 

We now have a beautiful home a 
business of our own and two adorable 
babies who have taught me that laugh
ter and tears are very close together, 
but it is far easier to laugh than to 
cry. When my daughter marries I have 
one thing to say to her over and over 
again-"People will tell you, dearbthat 
marriage is a 50-50 proposition. on't 
you believe them; give your fifty will 
Ingly, gladly; then ~ive fifty more. It 
will return to you In the happiness it 
brings." 

B. G. H. 

"John and I are terribly happy . He's given me just almut everything a woman could want!" 

• , 
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That's What Luck Is 
(Continued ITom page 49) 

Edwards and Morton Downey. had 
judged me, Mindy Carson, worthy to 
join that great galaxy. The great Paul 
Whiteman had signe::l me as regular 
featured singer with hls world-re
nowned orchestra 1 

It will help you to understand my 
wonderment when I explain that le$$ 
than twelve months before "Pops" en
gaged me I had never sung profession
ally. That's an understatement. Less 
than twelve months earlier I had never 
set foot on any bandstand. I had never 
been within shouting distance of a radio 
microphone. In fact, the only public 
singing I'd ever done was with the 
James Monroe High School glee club in 
New York-and only in the chorus, at 
that. An y solo work I felt the urge to 
do was strictly amateur, usually con
fined to warbling in the shower or while 
helping Mothe'r with the dinner dishes. 

RACK in that glee club period my 
audience would be Mother, Dad and 

baby brother Wayne or possibly a few 
hundred students come to hear our 
choral renditions in the James Monroe 
auditorium. Recently, I couldn't help 
contrasting that small audience with 
another one before which I sang-the 
28,000 people who packed Hollywood 
Bowl on July 12th to hear Paul White
man's concert under the stars. As for 
my invisible listeners, every Wednes
day night they can be reckoned in the 
millions. Can you appreciate my oc
casional wonderment? 

Singing has always been my happiest 
means of self-expression. Mother and 
Dad swear that when I was no more 
than three years old I could be heard 
lilting all the lyrics of "Tip Toe 
Through the Tulips." Oddly enough, it 
was not my singing but my terpsi
chorean talent that Mother encour
aged. She enrolled me at one of the 
best dancing schools in the Bronx 
where r trained rigorously in tap, ballet 
and acrobatic routines. What promise 
I showed is manifest in the half-dozen 
lovint:: cups that adorn my bedroom 
dressing table. Somehow, my interest 
in dancing shrank to the vanishing 
point after I had an appendectomy at 
the age of twelve. Maybe it's j ust as 
well. Maybe there was a kind of 
prophecy inscribed on the last of those 
loving cups. Engraved on that trophy 
(remember, it was awarded for danc
ing) was the single word-Fame. 

I'm nineteen years old now. It isn't 
for me to say that I've achieved fame. 
But without any hesitation I do say that 
I've realized the absolute fuUllIment of 
my one burning ambition: a singing 
career. I've lived with that ambition aU 
through my teen-a~e years. That I've 
realized it so quickly and on such a 
grand scale is what fills me with a sense 
of wonder. 

If this suggests that all I did during 
those years was mope around and 
dream about a singing career, let me 
hasten to correct any such impression. 
I'm not the moping type. True, I fre
quently would glue an envious, and 
often critical, ear to the loudspeaker at 
home and I would often voice my belief 
(within the family circle) that Mindy 
Carson could do as well as many sing· 
ers featured on various programs. As
sertions like that gained me nothing 
but tolerant smiles from Mother and 
Dad. Even so, I didn't brood about it. 
I was still too young to feel thwarted 
-and besides. there was so much in 

life to feel good about, look forward to. 
My school years were stimulating and 

constructive. I was right in the thick 
of athletics, playing short-stop on the 
girl's nine and forward on our basket
ball team. During one season I led the 
cheerin¥ squad-and that's when my 
acrobatIC training proved most helpful. 
All these doings won me membersh,p in 
the "200" Club at James Monroe High. 
Then, quite as if there weren't enough 
athletics on the agenda. 1 kcpt myself 
busy after school honrs. Public School 
77, boasting a rccreMion hall with some 
mighty good \,ing pong tables, is only 
a few minutes walk from my house. A 
sort of perpetual tournament ·was al
ways under way and in it J held the 
ping pong championshjp for four con
secutIve years. 

I'd been taking an academic course 
and found subjects like science and 
economics especially fascinating. But 
my outlook WAS not a purely academic 
one. Mother and Dad had only moder
ate means and I planned to make my
self Assistant Breadwinner. This called 
for training of a more practical sort and 
so I swapped a couple of the aesthetic 
subjects for plain. workaday ones like 
typmg and shorthand. It proved to be 
a good swap. 

Also, during my senior year I cut 
down on most of tbe physical culture 
and channeled those enerRies toward 
finding a part-time job. Energy plus 
a whopping fib (during the interview 
I added four years to the sixteen that 
were rightfully mine) won me a job 
with Rosemarie de Paris Candies. I 
had become a business girl! 

J. FTER my graduation 1 continued with 
1-1 Rosemarie de Paris on a full time 
basis and ultimately became assistant 
sales manager in the firm's wholesale 
department. Sueh progress prompted 
unqualified praise from Mother and 
Dad at home but in my boss's mind 
there were· occasionaJ moments of 
doubt. He found no fault with my work 
but every so often he did find it neces· 
sary to reprimand me for one bad, 
efficiency -destroying, demoralizing - to
the-staff habit-the tendency to burst 
suddenly into song. Whene\ler I did 
this the office decorum would be devas
tated. Clerks and typists would be 
startled silly and sundry executives 
would be amazed, amused or incensed. 
Believe me, my vocal,outbursts were 
ne\ler premeditated. This impromptu 
singing has always been a habit with 
me-a sort of unconscious release of 
my naturally happy temperament. 

In January 1946, after the strenuous 
and enervatmg Christmas rush, I took 
a short vacation-one week of glorious 
Florida sunshine at my aunt's home in 
M~ami Bcach. Maybe it was there that 
Dame Fortune, Lady Luck, Fate or 
whatever her name is, began to weave 
a bright new pattern for my way of life. 
Anyway, insofar as my singing was 
concerned, it was during this fateful 
week that I decided to accentuate the 
positive instead of the wishful · think · 
ing. 

Along with some of her friends, Aunt 
Eva took me to a small mght club-just 
a pleasant , unpretentious little n abc 
nitery with music and "atmosphere." 
In between dances a trio of troubadours 
would stroll among the tables serenad
ing the customers. When our table was 
thus honored I somehow let the music's 
mood capture me and I began to sing, 



just for the sheer pleasure of it. It 
was all in the spirit of fun and I was 
utterly unprepared for what happened 
next. Within a few minutes the club's 
manager came over and offered me a 
contract-at $125 a week. 

His offer had almost a bombshell 
effect on me-partly because of the 
money, because $125 was considerably 
more than I made at Rosemarie. But 
what excited me beyond description 
was the fact that somebody in the en
tertainment business thought well 
enough of my singing to engage me at 
any sum. It was with mixed emotions 
that I declined his generosity. 

Came the end of my holiday and once 
again I returned to myoId routine in 
New York. 

I'd lost no time telling Mother and 
Dad aU about my Big Offer. They lis
tened resllcctfully but displayed greater 
interest, It seemed, in my Florida tan. 
A week later I again brought up the 
subject and this time they must have 
seen the determined gleam in my eye. 

I believed I had talent, I argued. I'd 
believed that for quite some time
and now, someone who was qualified 
to judge these things had confirmed my 
belief. What's more, he was willing to 
back up his judgment with a very 
decent money offer. Now, why not let 
me have a try at such a career? Just 
a try. Let me make the rounds for a 
month or two. Ii I got no encQUl·age
ment then I'd call it quits and go back 
to myoid job or get a new one. I was 
young. Whatever the verdict, I could 
take it. But just let me settle this thing 
one way or another. 

Mother and Dad looked at each other, 
sighed, and granted my request, there
by starting a chain reaction almost as 
important (to my world) as the one 
brought on by nuclear fission. 

And, if the chain of events that fol
lowed happened with atomic speed 
(considering the set-backs possible in 
show business) then much credit must 
go to my cousin, Irvin Miles. It was 
to Irvin, then a song-plugger in Tin 
Pan Alley, that I first turned. He lis
tened while I recited all my reasons for 
seeking an audition and then (in spite 
of some misgivings, I'm sure) afl·anged 
for one with bandleader Herbie Fields, 
at that time an exponent of rather 
torrid music. The outcC'me of that audi
tion was an offer to join Fields' band 
which was all set for an engagement at 
Armonk, New York. Once again I 
thought it wise to decline an offer, this 
time because of the rather rugged trans
portation problem involved and also 
because Fields' style of music, although 
excellent, was a bit too jivey for me. 

Doubt began to nudge me but I de
cided to haunt Tin Pan Alley, never
theless. Through contacts made for me 
by Irvin I soon had access to the re-
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hearsal rooms at Santly-Joy music pub
lishers. There, with an occasional assist 
from some of their pianists, 1 would 
practice new tunes. Before long, Eddie 
Joy became aware of me and, to my 
everlasting joy, if I may be allowed the 
pun, decided to let me sing the vocal 
in a trade recording of "Rumors Are 
Flying" which he'd just published 
under his new Oxford Music Corpora
tion banner. 

This time 1 was destined to make 
headway. We waxed the number and 
the transcription was auditioned for 
Harry Cool, who promptly evinced a 
desire to feature not only the song but 
also my voice. A pact was signed and 
all that summer of 1946 I shared the 
bandstand with Harry Cool's Orchestra 
at the Glen Island Casino. 

JULY, August. Then, with the big 
Labor Day wind-up I said so long to 

Harry Cool and his boys. His band was 
booked for Chicago. Harry Cool asked 
me to continue with him but I took a 
dim view of placing a thousand miles 
between me and my family. Mother 
and Dad had been so swell about every
thing. But Chicago was so far away-

Broadway and 34th Street wasn't! 
Within a couple of weeks I was singing 
with Johnny Messner's Orchestra then 
opening its Fall engagement in the 
Hotel McAlpin's Marine Grill. I learned 
something while appearing with 
Johnny Messner-at least they told 
me I learned something. ''They'' were 
people who had heard me at the Glen 
Island Casino. Kiddingly, they used to 
call me "No-beat" Carson, presumably 
because of my somewhat individual of!
the-beat phrasing. Now, at the Marine 
Grill, they were saying, "Mindy, you're 
beginning to get it. You're learning 
fast." 

Johnny Messner's stay at the McAlpin 
ended after seven weeks due to a sharp 
change in the hotel's policy. I was, in 
the parlance of Broadway, at liberty. 
And Christmas was not many shopping 
days away! But I didn't have time to 
get completely disheartened. Eddie Joy 
arranged another audition-this one 
with Paul Whiteman. 

My audition before that fabulous, al
most legendary figure, whose name for 
so many years has been magic in music
dom, was slated to take place at the 
American Broadcasting Company's 
studios in Radio City. Eddie Joy, calm, 
and I, not so calm, walked down the 
third floor corridor toward the ap
pointed room. My knee- joints seemed 
made of India rubber. Thoughts raced 
through my mind with supersonic 
speed. I thought of my most cherished 
possession at home, the only item in my 
record collection that I handled as 
though it were the Hope Diamond
Paul Whiteman's original recording of 
"Rhapsody In Blue" with Gershwin at 
the piano. I had always revered White
man-and there he was that very in
stant, approaching us along the hall
way! 

I would have been breathless and 
awestruck even if he were an average
sized man. But the sight of that six
foot-one , 220-pound colossus in custom
tailored clothes walking toward us ' 
nearly caused my heart to stop beating. 
The genial giant greeted Eddie Joy, I 
whispered hello when introduced and 
as we went inside the studio Pops· ,Put 
his arm about my. shoulder, chuckhng, 
"All right, Mindy. Now, there's no need 
to be nervous. After all-" He stopped. 
then said, "Oh, shucks, Eddie, what's 
the use? She'll be scared no matter 
what I say!" We all laughed and most 

of my tension was gone. 
With piano accompaniment I sang a 

ballad and followed that with a rhythm 
number. The whole routine was over in 
a matter of minutes. Through the con
trol room's glass window I saw the 
band-leader lean over and say some
thing to Eddie J oy who nodded solemn
ly. Then Pops' Whiteman waved 
goodbye to me and left. Eddie came 
out of the control room. I asked weak
ly, "Wha-what did he say?" 

Eddie replied, "He wants you to wax 
those two numbers and send the tran
scription to him immediately. We'd 
better do that wiUiout delay." 

I couldn't follow this. "Why does he 
want transcriptions?" 

Eddie Joy shrugged. "I don't know, 
Mindy." 

"But, good heavens, didn't Mr. White
man comment on the audition?" 

Eddie nodded and said laconically, 
"Yes, he made one or two comments. 
One of them was 'Say-this gal can 
really sing!' He also said you've got a 
really terrific beat." 

I had a whole long weekend in which 
to mull over that cryptic conversation. 
We had made and delivered the re
quested transcriptions. Monday I walked 
into the SanUy-Joy offices. Eddie 
waved me to a chair, looked at me 
archly and said, '·Who do you think is 
going to be the girl vocalist on Paul 
Whiteman's broadcast this Wednesday 
night?" 

I,'EDNESDA Y night, I sang over ABC's 
coast-to-coast network. Behind my 

voice was the muted brass, the mellow 
strings and the heavenly harp obbligato 
of Paul Whiteman's great orchestra. It 
was like floating on a fleecy, soaring. 
sonorous cloud. 

After my SOflg I went into the control 
room to hear how the remainder of the 
show sounded through the loudspeaker. 
When Pops began making his closing 
remarks I noticed that he wasn't fol
lowing the script. I heard him ad Ub, 
"I'm starting on a concert tour, so next 
Wednesday night I won't be with the 
broadcast in person. But :you'll find the 
program mighty good hstening next 
week too, folks, because Mindy Carson 
will be on it. J know the show will be 
in very. good hands." 

I was astounded. There was Paul 
Whiteman telling the whole world that 
I was to be his regular featured singer 
and all this time I thought my big 
break consisted of a single guest-ap
pearance! J nearly Cainted in the sound 
engineer's arms. 

And that's the way things happened. 
It was just one year from the bon-bon 
shop to the big broadcast. Living, since 
that night, has had all the excitement, 
all the richness and brilliance of a Paul 
Whiteman orchestration. I, who had 
ventured on only one timid trip to 
Florida, have now crossed the continent 
twice. I've known the thrill of per
fOI·ming in Hollywood Bowl. I've met 
celebrities. I've been interviewed and 
screen~tested. I've known all this since 
Paul Whiteman told me, "Mindy, there's 
no need to be nervous." 

No. Pops, not nervous-nor swell
headed. I probably never will take all 
this in my stride. Always there will be 
this sense of wonderment, because I 
am so acutely aware of what wonderful 
breaks I've had. I know how tough the 
going must be for thousands of talented 
young people-youngsters who want to 
sing, to dance, to act---kids who hope 
they can overcome those million-to-one 
odds against recognition. But it can 
happen again, can't it? 



Come and Visit 
the Maxwells 

(Continued from page 39) 

thereby hangs a most fasci nating tale. 
Some men have a yen to play "an

gel" to Broadwa-y shows. Last year 
Bob found himself playing angel to 
an African explorer! (Bob will do 
these things at the drop of a pith hel
met.) His explorer's (:llan was to pene
trate the Dark Contment and obtain 
motion pictures of the gorilla in its 
native habitat. It all sounded fascinat
ing, so Bob backed the expedition to 
the tune of three thousand dollars. The 
explorer sailed from these skares, 
stoPl?ed off on the European continent 
to pick up certain supplies, picked up 
also the wonderful Belgian Shepherd 
while in Switzerland, but when he 
reached a port in Africa he was not 
permitted to take the dog ashore be
cause of regulations related to tsetse 
fly control. So t he explorer shipped his 
mascot to New York bf fr eighter. All 
Bob has to show for hiS money is the 
Belgian Shepherd but both he and 
Jessica are happy about it. They must 
be, givinfj: him a name like Tuckerman 
von Schhtz! 

When descended upon by J essica, 
Bob, Tuckerman and guests Commis
sion-by-the-Sea really comes alive. 
Nestled snugly amid green foliage, the 
Maxwell manse is first glimpsed from 
the far side of BrMdwaters Cove. After 
crossing the causeway. with its vista of 
blue Bay on your left. you lose si$ht 
of the house brieRy while drivmg 
through a serpentine road that winds 
through a delightfully wooded section. 
And then suddenly you are there. 

The sleek. svelte convertible has 
been parked outside a two-car garage, 
bumper-to-bumper with a vintage sta
tion wagon built on the chassis of a 
1928 Ford-the sort of contrast charac
teristically indulged in by J essica and 
Bob. 

Around the cottage there is neatly 
trimmed lawn, punctuated with grace
ful trees and, here and there, inviting 
rust ic benches. An old sun dial lies 
Rush with the grass. Some fifty yards 
ahead is a tiny dock a t the Cove's edge 
and. through the tall ~rass leading to 
it, Tuckerman imme<hateiy begins a 
sniffing expedition of his own. All 
about you and soothing to your senses 
is blue water, green shore and blue sky. 

Realizing how beautifully Nature has 
arranged things out-oi-doors, Robert 
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and Jessica Maxwell strove to match 
that beauty indoors. And they've 
succeeded admirably. Every room is 
a warm invitation to relax and dis
entangle your city-snagged nerves. 
Kitchen, dinin/!: room. the master bed
room and the two guest rooms-each is 
harmonious with the theme of comfort 
and infotmality. 

Piece de resistance in this happily 
planned house is the living room (and 
Living should be spelled with a capi
tal L). Not a chair or sofa that isn't 
luxuriously comfortable. Not a wall 
space that doesn't please the eye-not 
a window that doesn't fulfill its proper 
lunction: to let in not only light and 
air but ... well, look-

A huge triJille window, some six or 
seven feet Wide, gives you a breath
taking vista of Broadwaters Cove. You 
might sit in any part of the living room 
and still you would, without <!ffort, see 
a spacious sweep of distant shoreline 
in Its ever-present motif of blue and 
green. 

J. GAINST the wood- paneled wall op~ 
II posite this window IS a massive ston e 
fireplace, its contour reaching up coni
cally to the beamed ceiling's height. 
On your right is another window, 
smaller than the waterside one but 
providing a generous view of lawn and 
wooded terrain. Beneath this window 
and extending the wall's length are 
shelves bearing the delightful burden 
of recor d albums-not only the Three 
B's but seemingly everything from A to 
Z. In a corner shelf connecting those 
two walls are enough good books to 
keep you curled up contentedly for 
the rest of your life. 

Here and there are hanging shelves 
on which rest rare examples of pottery 
and glassware. Atop one bookshelf is 
arrayed Jessica's invaluable collection 
of miniature pitchers, almost three 
hundred in all. Collected from every 
corner of the globe they are really 
Lilliputian, the smallest being less than 
a quarter- inch high and tlie largest 
about an inch. They come in Chinese 
white jade, Mexican blue glass, amber, 
brass, ivory, in fac t, almost every cOQ
ceivable medium. Two of them, be~ 
lieve it or not, are left - handed pitchers. 

All this, then, is Commission~by-the
Sea. You've had tim<! to note the de
tails while sipping a frosty liquid re
freshment promptly served by Bob. 
And what details you may have failed 
to notice have been vividly called to 
your attention during the cross-fire of 
animated conversation. 

Presently your versatile host van
ishes kitchen ward to prepare the salad 
and steak. Bob has already started a 
good blaze in the stone fireplace and, 
deep in the hot embers, he has em
bedded several I.on$ Island spuds. 
Jessica, without breakmg the thread of 
conversation, is busy arranging a sort 
of buffet-hot plates, silverware, nap
kins, sauces and so forth----{)n a bridge 
table set up in the Iivin,g room where 
dinner will be eaten. 

"1 met Bob on a blind date," Jessica 
comments, "and married him pl'imarily 
because he was such a marvelous cook." 

You begin to see how right she was. 
Bob has done eye- and palate-exciting 
things to a technicolor salad that fills 
a wide wooden bowl. The steak next 
engages his full attention. Two steaks, 
really-prime cuts, ruby-red, inspiredly 
seasoned (you soon discover) and at 
least four inches thick. Bob has them 
on a long-ha ndled wire grill which he 
places, just so, on top of the red-hot 
coals. 

And soon, aromatic and sizzlingly 
succulent, they rest on a wood plank 
while Bob carves. A ripple of adjec
tives fills the room but, since they all 
seem to be inadequate, everybody just 
munches happily and asks for extra 
helpings. Maybe Bob is Jilleased with 
this reaction or maybe it s all in the 
Maxwell tradition-anyway, he brin.!!s 
forth a beverage to go with hIS 
charcoal-broiled triumph. The bever
age is champagne. 

There is talk_on any topic, includ
ing; Whither Radio? Or: A Third 
Party, Yes or No? Ideas are exchanged 
on subjects including; Psychology, Nor
mal and otherwise. There is music 
-a little Sibelius, a bit of Berlioz or 
maybe some Mozart. 

Half past midnight moves up so 
swiftly-a reminder that tomorrow is 
another day .. and tomorrow there 
is something special on the agenda. 

Next morning "something special" 
turns out to be the Maxwells' 32-foot 
cabin cruiser. Their trim craft has been 
named Bonus, a variation of the name 
applied to Commission-by - the- Sea. 

The vintage station wagon, loaded 
down with fishing-gear, humans, Tuck
erman von Schlitz and a day's proven
der, pulls up at the Schoolhouse Creek 
docks which line the narrow inlet lead
ing out to Little Peconic Bay. 

Bonus is nice. She sleeps five, is 
equipped with a compact galley and 
her well-designed supel'structure is 
new, mahogany a nd trlmly impressive 
over a praceful hull that still wears its 
coat 0 Coast Guard grey acquired 
when she was doing yeoman service 
during the war, with Bob Maxwell in 
command. 

J. FTER her engine warms up, Bob 
II casts off the tie-lines and she eases 
awaf from the dock, swinging about 
cautiously, with Jessica at the wheel. 
The inlet, only a lew feet wider than 
the craft's 32-100t len~h, calls for some 
terrificaJly adroit navigating-and Jes
sica's adroitness is a sight to see. 

"I've just got to be good," J essica 
ex plains while the boat inches out 
through the channel. "Bob is the acme 
of courtesy when he's ashore, but when 
I skipper this boat he's apt to pull a 
Captain Bligh on me. Recently, I 
docked Bonus rather badly. Even 
though ther e were a million people 
watching and listening Bob yelled blue 
murder and made me land the boat all 
over again. H e's a perfectionist and, 
frankly, 1 respect him for it." 

The good ship Bonus moves out to 
deep water and soon the tawny bluffs 
of Robins Island and Sag Harbor 100m 
in the distance. The sun is warm, the 
Bay is smooth and the fish are reluc
tant. After almost four hours at anchor 
three or four strikes are made but, 
when brought aboard, the catches turn 
out to be ugly, inedible sea-robins and 
Bob disgustedly chucks them back into 
the briny. 

Sun. sea and tangy salt-air add up to 
voracious appetites, a phenomenon pre
pared for by Jessica whose adroitness 
with the skillet is revealed now in a 
basketful of delectable eats-golden
brown broiled chicken and all the 
fixin's. How she found time to whip 
all this up during last night's gab- fest 
remai ns a mystery. The golden-brown 
chicken goes down beautifully with 
chilled beer or, if you will, soda pop. 

And so, following a leisurely al fresco 
luncheon, the Bonus' drag-hook is 
raised and a wide sweep of the bay is 
made at a lazy eight or nine knots. 
Sometime in mid-afternoon the cabin-



cruiser puts in at her dock and the 
Maxwells next propose making a wide 
sweep of Cutchogue so as to catch up 
on a bit of neighborly visitjn~. 

There's a brief return-visit to the 
turkey-farm, a short stop at soft
spoken, white-haired Ralph W. Ster
ling's seed store, a few minutes of 
pleasant chit-chat at the Grathwohls', 
whose white-frame house is a rare ex 
ample of 18th Century design from top 
gable to bottom doorstep. After this, 
a "must" visit takes the Maxwells and 
party to Doc KoUmer's drugstore 
where Bob can indulge in his not-so
secret passion-Doe's foamy chocolate 
malted milk . 

Now the relationship between Bob 
Maxwell and Doc Kollmer is one of 

the most curious and altruistic in the 
annals of contemporary American b usi
ness. Bob conducts a mythical adver
tising agency and its one and only "ac
count" is Kollmer's pharmacy. Purely 
a whimsy on Bob's part, the end result 
has been. a series of impressive insti
tutional advertisements for the drug
store appearing in the local news
papers. The text of these ads, written 
by Bob, might well make some high
priced New York ad-writers sit up and 
take notice. One of Bob's recent crea
tions reads in part: 

"MUM, MILK OF MAGNESIA 
AND MORPHINE 

Anyone can sell a jar of Mum or a 
bottle of Milk of Magnesia, but 
onJ:y a licensed physician and a 
registered pharmacist can prescribe 
and sell even a grain of Morphine. 
For Morphine, although it is an 
amazing pain-killer, is also a deadly 
drug. . . . Be wise and careful in 
your choice of a druggist. Remem
ber ... don't gamble with your life. 

CUTCHOGUE DRUG STORE 
W. H. KoHmer, Pharmacist." 

Lest you think that it's only Bob 
Maxwell who has become involved in 
Cutchogue's doings, consider carefully 
Mrs. Maxwell's recent contribution to 
the community. Jessica, bringing her 
Wellesley College training into play, 
helped edit an important and scholarly 
history of the town, "Cutchogue: 
Southold's First Colony," by Wayland 
J efferson. 

Well, 1lU!ybe all this sums up Jessica 
and Bob Maxwell, the rural-urbane 
husband and wife producer-director 
team. 

To click in radio, they say, you must 
have a gimmick, a certain something 
with a special nuance or twist. T he 
Maxwells gimmick, it seems, is to give 
radio everything they've got (which is 
plenty) from Monday to Friday and 
then for the remaining two days-to 
forget radio completely. 

For, very obviously, Jessica and Bob 
are determined to click with life, too. 
H seems that their gimmick in this re
spect is to get a fair share of graceful 
living ... a share of the sun, the sea 
and the good earth about them-all of 
which adds up to a sensible counter
balance to the stresses, strains and ten
sions generated during their work
packed week in Manhattan. 

J essica and Bob Maxwell have 
worked out their design for living. It 
isn't any fair-weather arrangement. 
For them it's a way of life that holds 
in &ummer, Autumn, Winter and 
Spring. Their gimmick out on Long 
Island is a guaranteed all-year -round 
protection against stomach ulcers, 
radio's occupational disease. 
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Irma Tries An Experiment 
(Continued from page 33) 

he had to play, too. And I beat him, 
Jane! He could only concentrate on 
one thing and I could concentrate on 
dozens at the same time-I could think 
about Al getting a job and about Rich
ard and you and about the pickles we 
wanted to get for dinner and that funny 
woman on the bus yesterday and my 
new nail polish and that green dress 
we saw in the store window and Mrs. 
O'Reilly's rent money and the pigeons 
and-" 

"Okay-" I said, hastily-"I see you 
won. And what did the Beard say to 
that? And what is the book you're 
carrying?" 

"Oh, this," Irma finally managed 
the problem of coat and book by drop
pintt them both on the floor and then 
sittmg on her coat as she retrieved the 
mysterious book. ''This ~rofessor got 
awfully excited and he saId that I was 
a case he'd never seen before. He wants 
me to start writing things down evel'y 
night-to help me remember and con
centrate. Just things that happen to 
me during the day and what I think, 
He said there was a name for this book, 
but I've forgotten what it was except 
that it had somcthing to do with milk." 

I'M GETTING used to her mental pro
cesses by now, so it only took me a 

second to figure that one out. "Not 
dairy, I rma. Diary. The Beard wants 
you to keep a diary," And I breathed 
a sigh of relief-this certainly sounded 
harmless enough. 

So that's the way it started. 
When AI, Irma's boy-friend, came 

over for dinner that evening he was 
too tired from dodging work all day 
to be very much interested. Besides
as he said-he'd never heard of anyone 
keeping a diary. though plenty of his 
race-track friends kept book. It took 
a little while to explain t/lat to I rma, 
too, so that it was long aHer dinner was 
over and the dishes had been washed 
before we came back again to the sub
ject. 

"What goes into this diary thing?" 
AI asked. 

"Oh-" vaguely-"the Professor said 
to write down anything imoortant or 
interesting that happened during the 
day. And the things I think about." 

"You mean everything about us, 
Irma?" 

Her blue eyes got rounder than usual. 
"Oh, I'm glad I didn't start this diary 
when we first met, AI. Just think-I'd 
have to write that you came over for 
dinner and then you held my hand and 
said as soon as you got a job we'd get 
married." 

"What's wrong with that?" 
"Ditto marks. I couldn't just go on, 

every day, wriling that you came over 
for dinner and held my hand and as 
soon as you got a I'ob we would-" 

AI got up hasH y and left, saying he 
had an early appointment in the morn
ing to see a man about some unemploy
ment insurance, 

After Alleft, Irma real1. got down to 
business. Pencil in han , she curled 
up on the end of the sofa and attacked 
the clean white pages of the diary. Out 
of the corner of my eye I watched her 
as she chewed the end of the pencil. 
looked out into space, frowned a little, 
nodded and then shook her head vio
lently, got up, sharpened her pencil, 
sat down and sighed. She'd start to 
write and then hesitate and stop; put 

the pencil back into her mouth and 
chew on the eraser again, 

Professor Kropotkin, our neighboring 
roomer from upstairs, stuck his head in 
the doorway to wish us a nice Valen
tine's Day. 

"But it isn't!" I rma eagerly corrected 
him. I think she was glad of the inter
ruption. "It's no holiday, today." 

"I know:' he told us, airily, "But I 
feel happy. r feel like holiday, So I 
pick one. Christmas--no, Christmas is 
too expensive. 1 don't like turkey so it 
can't be Thanksgiving. Mrs, O'Reilly 
wouldn't let us set off any firecrackers 
in this dump-I mean, this ap'artment. 
So I pick Valentine's Day. WIll you be 
my Valentine?" 

"I don't think Al would like that-" 
doubtfully. "Besides, I'm trying to 
write in my diary. You must excuse 
me, Professor Kropotkin." 

"Oh." He looked dubious, but im~ 
pressed. And he tiptoed out of the 
room. 

Once more Irma set herself to write. 
Once more the pencil started and then 
stopped, Finally she got up and turned 
on the radio, listened for a while, picked 
up a book and started to read. Sighed 
a little an d leaned back on the sofa, 

I was just about to suggest that she 
give it up as a bad job. when suddenly 
she started to write. I think she must 
have written for ten minutes without 
stopping, Then with a relieved sigh 
>:he closed the book with a bang and 
stood up. 

"There! That's done. Do you want 
me to read it to 'you, Jane?" 

"No, Irma. DIaries are supposed to 
be secret. That's why people start out 
'Dear Diary-' " 

"But I don't know anyone by that 
name. So I started it 'Dear Jane'-oh, 
I'm sleepy. I think I'll go to bed," 

IN A FEW minutes the apartment was 
quiet. When I finally finished sewing 

up a !'ent in my apron, the only sound 
was the quiet breathing of Irma from 
the bedroom, In fact, the whole house 
was Quiet. From downstairs I could 
hear Mrs. O'Reilly singin~ "Danny Boy" 
off-key to herself, but It was too far 
away to disturb me, I started to switch 
off the lights when I noticed the diary 
lying on the table. 

Should r read it? After all, Irma had 
said to-it was addressed to me-it 
wasn't like reading someone's personal 
mail-and, besides, I had to look after 
Irma-not that shewould have anything 
to write that would be news to me-

The temptation was too strong. 
I began to read .. , "Dear Jane-It 

was a beautiful day today, wasn't it. 
The sun was shining. Only it was not 
a beautiful day for me, only for those 
people who are alive, and I am dead 

dead inside-" 
I blinked my eyes rapidly, What was 

this? 
"-He says he loves me, but I know 

he doesn't. He loves her. They think I 
do not suspect what is going on but I 
know the truth. Oh, how could he be 
so faithless as to come here and pretend 
he loves me when he loves another! 
My heart is torn. He is only interested 
in me because of my money, What shall 
I do? I don't know-but I'll do some
thing! They didn't see me last night 
when they were at the Ritz-but I 
watched them." 

My mouth opened, And closed. How 



in the world could Irma write such 
things! That poor little darling-and I 
never suspected! And AI-taking a girl 
to the Ritz! 

I flew down the stairs. The phone 
was in the hall and I knew Mrs. 
O'Reilly would hear every word, but I 
didn't care. Getting Irma out of trouble 
was my daily task, but this was too big 
for me to handle, alone. 

"Richard-!" I croaked over the 
phone. My knees were wobbly. "You've 
got to come over here-right away. I 
need YOll," I wailed. 

"Jane," I could hear him groaning 
on the other end of the phone. "What 
has Irma done now?" 

"It's not what she's done-it's what 
AI's done-I mean, it's what she might 
do-oh! hurry up and come over, 
Richard." 

He was there in a very short time, 
• really, but it seemed like hours. Natu

ally Mrs. O'Reilly had heard my phone 
call, so naturally she came panting up 
the stairs to join the conference. Irma 
was still asleep. 

RICHARD'S eyes were bulging when 
he read the diary. (Even with his 

eyes bulging he's stilI the handsomest 
boss 1 ever had.) And he held my hand 
-which could almost make me wish 
that Irma would get into trouble more 
often-heaven forbid! 

"Who would have ever thought that 
of AI?" 

"I would." Mrs. O'Reillr nodded her 
head, darkly. "I can spot em a mile off 
-the ones that leave suitcases full of 
telephone books and sneak off without 
paymg their rent. But that he would 
do this to her_" Mrs. O'Reilly dabbed 
at her eyes with her apron-"that sweet, 
purty thing." Our landlady had ob
viously forgotten that she had just told 
me the other day that we would have 
to move if Irma forgot once more and 
let the bathtub overflow. 

"Oh, Richard-I'm so worried. I 
don't know what she might do. She 
sounds desperate!" I was whispering so 
as not to wake up Irma. 

He frowned. "I don't get it-what 
she says here about his being interested 
in her because of her money. She hasn't 
any money." 

"Well-she does pay their way when 
they go to the movies! And he eats 
here a lot of the time." 

Richard patted my shoulder. 1 moved 
a little closer, wishing that Mrs. O'Reil
ly wouldn't just stand there-I needed 
consoling and Richard could do a bang
up job of consoling. 

"Don' t worry, Jane. I'll tell you what 
I think. I think we shouldn't say a word 
about this to Irma- but watch her. 
Wait for her to tell you, first. And 
watch AI. I'll do that-I'll come home 
with you tomorrow for dinner and we'll 
keep them both under observation." 

I agreed. And since Mrs. O'Reilly 
showed no signs of leaving until he 
did, Richard reluctantly said goodnight 
and see-you-tomorrow and 1 was left 
alone. 

Before I let down my own Murphy 
bed in the living room, I peeked in on 
Irma, There she slept-the poor little 
darlin~-looking so peaceful in my 
very best nightgown, with my three
dollar night cream on her face and my 
ribbon in her hair-and who knows 
what terrible dreams going on in her 
mind? Her boy-friend faithless, in 
love with another woman, her heart 
breaking and desperate! 

The next morning at the office I told 
Richard-"And she was just the same 
this morning as she is every morning. 

fabulous ~98 
value! S U 

only • 

ill SIZES! 

~" 
14·20 ..... 

CIIl OftS . 
GRAT, GRUI, 
BLU E, BROWlI 

OR IUCI WITI 
CONTRASTING 

mlPES 

ORUU DIRECT 
IT Illil 

"" 

Just look at this marvelous two
piece suit-then look again 
at the astounding Broadway 
fasllions price! Only $6.98! 
"Unbelievable" you'll say--for 
that's what everyone says! 
Beautifully tailored new longer 
jacket with softly rolled collar, 
important looking pocket flaps. 
Gored skirt with zipper closing. 
Crisp spun rayon. Sizes 9-11· 
13·15·17; 14·1&-18-20; 
38-4n·42-44. Rush coupon. 
We mail immediately, 

nD JD 10nY.= 

I 'hi '* - Is-. '* AoioI l soza l 

Oothic Jarprooi' w.1dt_-r .... ..,u". 
men .nd ""om.n-priced from S33.75 
to *'.000. (lad. Fed. TIUI). Sold "" 
ulected FUDcbi ... d J_ ... _I.,. 0101J'. 
W rit. for free booklet "MW" 

'0.10"'" ... ff ..... III I ....... 

~ ----

• • 
83 



• • .. 

Don't Neglect 

CONSTIPATION 
when you have a 

CO 
'. It's important, 
when you have a 
cold. to keep your 
bowels open. So, if 
you need a laxative, 
t ake Ex·Lax! 

Ex-Lax gets results easily, com
fortably-it isn't violent or upsetting 
as some laxatives are. When you take 
Ex-Lax you hardly know you have 
used a laxative, except for the satis
fying relief you get. 

Yet, gentle as it ill, you can depend 
on Ex-Lax for a thorOl{gh bowel 
movement. It is biologically tested for 
effective action. Many doctors use 
E x-Lax in their practice. 

And remember, Ex-Lax hilS a ddi
ciOUB chocolate taste-not a bit like 
medicine. It's a real pleasure to takel 

So get Ex-Lax. It's America's most 
widely used laxative-the favorite of 
old and young alike. Still only l~. 
Economy sizc, 25¢. 

When Nature "forgets" .. . remember 

EX-LAX 
'HI CHOCOLATID LAXATIVI 

0'''.'. o:z. ........ _ 

INSTANTLY Reliend, QUICKLY Remond 
Sort Cor"" attu. only bel ...... " the ma. To 
m.u.ntly ...,Iie" •• nd .pfledily remove them ..... 
Dr. Scholl'. Zu...-pAdo in the IOfIOcio.I ';ze .1><1 
.... p" r".. SoCt eon.. (Soft Con> Size). So ...... 
to ut ror them by that name. Sold ewerywbeno • 

Of Scholls Zino-pads 

Forgetting to put water in the coffee 
pol and letting the toast burn." 

"Maybe what we haven't realized is 
that all these mistakes she makes is 
because she's thinking about something 
else." 

I looked at him doubtfully. No one 
can tell me that Irma wasn't acting 
like-well, just like Irma. Neverthe
less I called her an hour later. 

"Irma? How are you feeling, dear? 
Are you all right? Are you sure?" 

Her answers were positive, but I 
wasn't reassured. And an hour later 
I called again. 

"Irma?-are you all right?" 
"Jane-?" 
"Are you aU right-isn't there any

thing you want to tell me?" 
"Oh." There was silence from her 

end of the line. '"I don't see how you 
guessed it, Jane. I only had it on for 
a lillIe while this morning." 

"Had what on?" 
"Your new blue coat. Thou¥h how 

you knew I was wearing it-!' 

ALL DAY long this went on. I couldn't 
resist calling her to check up and 

each time she seemed to get more puz
zled than ever. I didn't want to come 
right out and ask her about AI, so I 
would just hint. And aU I succeeded in 
doing was conv incin$" Irma that some
thing was wrong With me. The poor, 
brave dear! 

By the time five o'clock came I was 
practically running out ol the office, 
with Richard close by my heels. Both 
of us had a presentiment that something 
awful was going to happen. 

We panted up the apartment house 
stairs, Mrs. O'Reilly close behind us and 
Professor Kropotkin coming from his 
upstairs apartment to fall in line. I 
flung open the door. 

We halted there, in the doorway. 
And I felt weak with relief. 

"Ssh!-" I whispered. "Look at her 
-fast asleep on the couch. It's all 
right, Richard-we needn't have rushed 
so. And look! she's been writing in her 
diary again-=--" the book had lallen 
from her limp hand to the fioor, I bent 
and picked it up. The others crowded 
to look over my shoulder. 

"She's been writing again. This is 
a new pap:e {or today-Richard!-listen 
to this- ... and now it is all over. 
There is nothing left in Jife for me. I 
will find a way out; I will never stand 
in his way to happiness .. .' Richard! 
she isn't asleep--she's dead!" 

Mrs. O'Reilly threw her apron over 
her head. Professor Kropotkin's jaw 
dropped open. 

"What's going on in here-!" The 
voice came from behind us and we all 
turned-to see Al come in through the 
kitchen door with a butcher knife in 
his hand. 

"Murderer!" s9uawked Mrs. O'Reilly. 
"Stay back, Sir!" ordered Prolessor 

Kropotkin. as he squeezed himself small 
behind Richard. 

"Oh, AI-how could you? How could 
you have done it? You've killed her-" 

"Wait a minute." Richard stopped 
me. "What's that you've got in your 
other hand?" 

"A hunk of bread. I was just going 
to cut myself a sandwich-and what's 
the matter with aU you guys? You 
gone crazy? Can't a man make him
self a sandwich without-" 

"And can't a girl-" this time the 
voice carne from the couch and we aU 
wheeled around again-"can't a girl 
practice her concentrating without 
everybody coming in and making a lot 
of noise? I'm supposed to be absolutely 

quiet and flat on my back-"' 
"Irma!" I dropped on my knees by 

the couch, feeling as if I were watch
Ing a ghost sit up and talk. "Are you 
all right? You're not dead? Irma_ 
don't do it-you have got something 
left in life-you've got all your friends. 
Don't leave us!" 

Her big blue eyes went from one to 
the other of us in bewilderment. 

"I don't know what you're talking 
about. The man on the park bench said 
I was to lie flat on my back for a half
hour every day and concentrate. It's 
hard work, that concentrating. I'm 
hungry. AI, will you make me a sand
wich?" 

"Me, too." Professor Kropotkin's 
knees folded underneath him and he 
sat down, weakly. 

"But lour diary, Irma-" Richard 
persiste. "You said Al was in love 
with another woman and you wer'l! 
going to end it all. You wez'e going to 
kill yoursell because he only loved you 
for your money!" 

She sat bolt upright on the sofa and 
stared, accusingly, at AI. 

"AI! Is that true? Do you love some-
one else?" 

"Aw, no, honey!" 
"But Richard said you did I" 
"No." Richard got that baffled look 

on his face that he always does when 
he tdes to talk to Irma. "I didn't say 
it. That is-l mean-you said it. You 
wrote it in your diary." 

"Oh, that. I wasn't writing about Al 
and me." 

"You mean you're in love with some
one else?" Now it was A1's turn to 
accuse. 

SHE SHOOK her curls. "It wasn·t 
about anyone I know. 1 t ried to write 

about myself but I couldn't think of 
any thins: to say. It didn't seem very 
interestmg to just say that I got up in 
the morning and I sat on a park bench 
and fed the pigeons and then AI came 
over-my goodness! people's grandchil
dren are always reading people's 
diaries when people are dead and what 
would my grandchildren think of me? I 
didn't want them to be disappOinted so 
1 just copied down what they were say
ing on that radio program I was listen
ing to-and it sounded so much better. 
Don't you think it sounded nice, Jane? 
Don't you think it made an excit ing 
diary?" 

"Move over," I sighed, to Professor 
Kropotkin. "I've got to sit down." Mrs. 
O'Reilly faded out of the door. Al went 
back to the kitchen to finish his sand
wich. Richard opened his mouth to 
speak, but then he seemed to think 
better of it, and closed it again. I knew 
just how he felt. 

How could you ever make Irma un
derstand what a diary was for? How 
explain to her that she was supposed 
to write her own thoughts and doings 
in it, not someone else's? How could 
you scold her for scaring us so? 

There she sat, looking so pleased with 
herself-so obviously wondering what 
we were all upset about. And then she 
sighed, looking at me. 

"Jane, arc you mad at me for some
thing?" 

"No. No, ol course. I'm not-" then I 
stopped. "Yes, I am, too. You've been 
wearing my blue coat again. And my 
best nightgown and using my good 
night cream!" 

And as I went into the bedroom to 
take off my hat. I heard her say to 
Richard-"Oh. I'm so glad Jane is her
self again. She acted so funny today 
and I was worried!" 



My Husband, 
AI JoIson 

(Continued from page 22) 

even before we were married. 
It was in Little Rock, Arkansas, that 

I first saw Al Jolson----<m the screen. I 
knew him as the .first star of talking 
pictures ... "Wonder Bar" ... "The 
Jazz Singer" ... Those were my con
vent days, before I graduated into 
medical school. 

I think right now would be a good 
time to settle, once and for all, those 
rumors going around about how Al 
"discovered" me. Rumors which I more 
than suspect my' husband had a hand in 
starting. He hkes to tease me and I 
have heard him, with an absolutely 
straight face, tell our visitors how he 
found his "hillbilly" wife, who never 
wore shoes until after he married her. 

Shades of Grandmother Galbraith! To 
say nothing of my Chennau ancestors
who are probably turning over in their 
graves at such lese majeste. The last 
time I visited our home in Little Rock 
I had the feeling I should slink past 
the portrait gallery with my head 
averted, or else I was s:oing to catch 
a scolding from those prim, straitlaced, 
hoop-skirted ladies or a stern eye from 
those Civil War-uniformed, mustached 
gentlemen forebears. They were the 
De Chennau of Kentucky-my mother's 
family-and my sisters and brothers 
and myself were always supposed to 
model ourselves after their aristocratic 
behavior. Playing cards, dancing and 
going to the movies was forbidden and 
though these rules were relaxed some
what as we ~rew older, you can well 
imagine the dIsmay it brought my fam
ily when I announced I was ~oing to 
marry into t,he theater and live 10 sinful 
Hollywood! 

IIY SISTERS were sure they were 
/I going to lose me forever ... that I 
was going to some faraway place, into 
another world from theirs. 

Actually, my marriage has meant no 
separation. My sisters and their fam
ilies have been so captivated by Cali
fornia they now live in Hollywood, too, 
and we see a great deal of each other. 
My father has retired, and he and 
Mother also live near us. Al and my 
father are great sports fans and attend 
every baseball game and football game 
together. While, as for Mother-T she 
adores Al and hardly a night goes by, 
when we are at home, that he doesn't 
insist we run down and see the folks 
for an hour or so. They wage long gin
rummy battles tos:ether, and it was a 
very special occaSIOn when Al decided 
to show Mother the Hollywood night 
life and she had her first champagne 
cocktail! 

Further to disperse any notion that 
Al met me at the door of a share
cropper's cabin, let me say that our 
meeting was quite ordinary, for war
time. I was an X-ray technician, a 
civilian attached to the Army and Navy 
Hospital in Hot Springs, Arkansas, when 
Al Jotson came there to entertain the 
troops. I was standing all during the 
show, with an Army nurse, and my 
civilian dress must have been quite 
n oticeable in that crowd. 

Immediately afterwards, a friend 
brought Al over to be introduced. 

His first words were characteristic. Al 
is not a man to waste time. 

"I just wanted to see if you were as 
pretty close to, as you were from the 
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WHEN anyone In your family 
catches cold, do what more 

than 19 million mothers do-
Rub throat, chest and back 
with warming, comforting 
Vicks VapoRub. It's the best.
known home remedy you can 
use to relieve distress of colds. 

VapoRub's special Penetrat
Ing-Stimulating action (as 
shown) starts to work instantly 
and keeps on working for hours 
in the night to relieve cough
Ing spasms and ease distress, 
It's ideal for children-fine for 
adults, too. Try it! Get' the 
one and only Vicks VapoRub. 

OU GEl nilS sPEQAl. 
REMEMBER ••• ., ~~ 
2 ...... ,.'f PfJIElRAl'lIG- ~ 
STIII'IULATIIIG ~T\O" 'uAPoAUB 
GillY WtlEM YOU USE ", 

KEYED-UP? 
TENSION 

AS A TRAINED 

PRACTICAL NURSEI _00.1 ....... aN .1,...,. _ 0.1t 
r-r •• t bo_ I. ~",... .... ' ........ 
.. ""'--"»1 m • • ,...j .. Q"""'- I' ... OO ...... ", 
....--ba •• 00"''''"""", Cbi __ 0( No .... . 
I>au._~",,""~ _ .• <><10"* .... ""~eia ..... 
0... srad~." boo ell." .. 01 10-_ booopi ta.!. Nu ... 
C"'m .... of 10 ... . "'DO bor 0"' •• u ...... homo. 0"'-'. 
.... 12.60 to "'00 ........ i. ~ .... _ ..... 

YOU CAN EAII N WHIll YOU l (""N I 
Mo.. S. c.. of T . .... __ ""4.25 .~"" to.ki<>a 
.".,,_ M ... So £, P ............. b .. -. _ .h., 
h .. 7'" 1_: I. '4 "",.111. abo __ 11I1001 .... ou. 
_ ......... .-d ""' ...... 0>03<. no .. lrio ....... Wah .._ I.'" ....-.y. £quip_ •• ;....!...u.d.. I'.MY .... _ ... Trio.! %.L .alii ~_. SoouI _ ..... , 

CHICAGO SCHOOL Of NURSING 
~f:;.l:':,~'.'!!o~,~?~~ n':l:;,p~'f:,.,l ~.~!: • 

85 



• 
86 

IUf QIRtO flOM flOORY AND SAVlI 

p"""II" ,9O'/ "OO~".Y. CI".IM.~ 2, Ot.;. 
...,~ .... yo ...... 'R U 1941 C. ... I •• , 

...,. ........... l<~ ,-----:;:0;.. _ ... .. -,.'.,-_ ..... , ... .. ... ,." .,_ .... , .u. 

. . nArt ...... .. . ,, "" 

'-1~.",.",,,, .: ---...---: ..... _._ ........... .... _-
,,~-- .. - ..... : _ .. ' 4 .......... : 

stage," he explained, casual as anything. 
He asked me if I wanted to go into 

movies ... and it wasn't the usual 'line' 
because not long afterwards, although 
Al had gone on in his tour, a motion 
picture offer did come through. 

Now, I knew I'd never be an actress. 
For one thing, there's my very pro
nounced Arkansas drawl. And I haven't 
that kind of ambition. 

But who could resist the chance to 
go to Hollywood and have a screen 
test? To me, it was like a chance for a 
wonderful vacation and it was in that 
spirit I accepted it. Al had been writing 
me, off and on, and I thought it verr. 
kind of him to be interested, but I didn t 
suppose his interest to be serious. 

I didn't expect him to be waiting for 
me-at six o'clock in the morning!
when my train pulled into L os Angeles! 
Eight months later, in 1945, we drove 
to Port Site, Arizona, and were married. 

With the showing of the motion pic
ture ''The Jolson Story," I realized how 
tremendously popular AI is with people. 
I had always known that he was a 
great name in the American theater
even in Little Rock, Arkansas, we do 
hear of such stage smash hits as "Hold 
On To Your Hats!"-but it wasn't un
til the fan mail began to pour in from 
people who had seen the movie that I 
fully realized how much everyone loved 
him. 

And for the same reasons J do. For 
his warm, generous personality. For 
the way he gives-of his talents, his 
time. For the standards he sets h imself 
for his work. Because he really likes 
people, that feeling of me-and-you 
reaches out across footlights and makes 
a friend out of stage audience or radio 
listener . 

Because he is so sincere; because he 
never says what he doesn't feel, him
self-his benefit performances have had 
results that take away my breath. Once, 
he appeared in New York on behalf of 
the United Jewish Relief, to help the 
displaced persons of Europe, and in that 
one night he raised fOUT million doUaTS 
from among two hundred people in the 
room! He sang his familiar, beloved 
son$s-actually, he auctioned them off, 
sellmg them to the highest bidder, 
talking to them between songs, raising 
them to such a genuine emotional pitch 
that the much- needed money just 
poured in. 

All during the war he sang and per
formed for the soldiers. Though his 
own work there is not to be belittled, 
AI is prouder ye t of an uncle of his
an uncle who, as the Jewish Rabbi, was 
one of the four Navy Chaplains who 
stayed on deck and went down with 

their sinking ship, giving up their 
places in the life-boats that the men 
might be saved. 

The response to "The Jolson Story" 
has been so tremendous, the studio is 
reading a sequel to it-the second Jot
son story-taking up where the first 
left ott. Because Al has never stopped 
being a success; he has gone on to other 
stage h its and to guest performances in 
the radio. Now, of course, he has his 
own program-the Music Hall, over 
the National Broadcasting Company 
network, every Thursday evening at 
nine in the East and at six out here 
in the West. 

Perhaps my sisters weren't so far 
wrong in supposing that my marriage 
would mean a new world for me. The 
Galbraiths are of a leisurely tempera
ment, and I must admit that for two 
years now I've had little opportunity to 
practice that leisure. I have had to 
adj ust my tempo of living to my very 
energetic husband's. 

Al not only comes awake the mo
ment he opens his eyes in the morn
ing; he is also immediately into the day 
and the day's plans. A four -thi rty 
a.m. call from his New York brokers is 
a standard ritual with him (imagine 
being able to quote and discuss margins 
and stock market prices before break
fastl) and before he is even dressed he 
has arranged and re-arranged his work 
schedule (or the day-his song rehears
als, his studio conferences, all the rest. 

But I am a late sleeper. I come 
awake only after fighting up through 
heavy layers of sleep. 

We compromise-with the help of the 
swimming poo l. Al promises not to 
talk business to me until after break
fast, and to allow me two more hours 
after that 4:30 call, and J have learned 
to get up-still half asleep-and foUow 
him down the curving driveway an d 
into the cold, bracing waters of the 
pool. That does it. 

In other ways I think my calm tem
perament is a help to AI. . 

He has so much vitality, so much 
nervous energy, he is consumed with it . 
Through example, if nothing else, I 
think I encourage him to relax. espe
cially when he is first working out the 
shape of a new show, he needs under
standing. You can't tel! him to take it 
easy. You have to find the little ways 
and in-between times to divert his mind 
from his work and to give him rest. 
Our cooperative cook and I work out a 
simple diet for him then, and J have 
learned to reach the telephone before 
he does and so save him from answer
ing numerous u nimportant calls . 

Like all nervous, effervescent people, 
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Ai has a temper which flares up quickly 
and is over the next minute. It's for
tunate for both of us that I'm a happy
go-lucky person, taking things qUietly. 
refusing to get into arguments. 

After the swim and our breakfast, 
the day really gets going. AI is usually 
home until at least eleven-sometimes 
for lunch-but whether he's at the pool 
or going over a new song with his ar
ranger or blue-penciling a script ... 
the telephone rings. And rings! Con
tinuously. until late into the night. It 
might be a call from New York about 
his investments. Or from the studio 
about the shootinf on the Joison se
quel or a rehearsa at the broadcasting 
studio. But whatever it is, throughout 
all of this, I have learned to go placidly 
along my own way-while the air is 
sometimes electrically crackling as Al 
loses his temper over a mistake or en
thuses over a new idea. 

I have plenty to do. There are alwa1Js 
those suitcases to unpack! 

AND I am studying French and Portu
guese with a tutor. It's not only a 

question of wanting to-it's being pre
pared. Who knows when we'll be hop'
ping off for Paris or running to BraZIl? 
With Al Jolson. you never know. 

Then there's the house. Though it's 
beautifully decorated, its gray velvet 
draperies and striped-satin- Empire 
sofas are a little too formal for my 
taste. Chintz and Early American 
would suit us better-and certainly 
would get the app.oval of our dogs 
-a necessary consideration! But as any 
woman knows, re-doing a house takes 
endless hours of planning and thought 
and matching swatches and comparmg 
walJpapers-and it can't be done long
distance from Arrowhead or Palm 
Springs. So that waits-for that im
probable time when AI will stay put in 
Hollywood for a month or two. 

A chance acquaintan ce of ours once 
said to me, commiserating with me-

"I really feel sohy for you, Mrs. Jol 
son. Being the wife of an actor must be 
d ifflcult-actors have so 1 i t tie idea of real
ity. They live in such an unreal world!" 

I can't defend all actors-but I know 
one who is very much in this world of 
today. Al is as keenly interested in 
the news and politics of the worl<i as 
he is in its entertainment. He reads
he listens to the radio news broadcasts 
-he argues and debates endlessly with 
all comers on the issues of today. 

And, taking the privilege of a wife 
to brag, I'm sure that if he hadn't been 
so attracted to the theater as a boy, he 
might have developed into another Ein
stein. He has a .mind like a mathemat
ical slide rule. adding up great long 
columns of tigures at a single glance, 
making lightning calculations in trac
tions and decimal paints while the rest 
of us are still plodding with two and 
two make four. His stock brokers still 
aren't used to it. They make a game 
out of seeing if they can catch him in 
a mistake over the last night's market 
quotations-but so far it's a losing game 
for them. 

That same uncanny quickness of 
mind helps him in remembering names 
and faces. I've heard him recall an ob
scure bit player who appeared with him 
in some long-ago revue--or remember 
a chance caller at his star's dressing 
room at Warner Brothers. Though Al 
h as certainly not cultivated this mem
ory facihty deliberately, I can assure 
Mr. Dale Carnegie that he is right
this is the way to make friends. In 
fact, it can be a nuisance sometimes, 
:particularly when I have inveigled Al 
IOta shopp ing with me. I have stood 

on more sidewalks, fidgeting-thinking 
of tha t dress I want to buy-while Al 
stops to chat with some stranger who 
has buttonholed him with-"Mr. Jol
son, do you remember mc? I was in 
New York-" and so they are off. 

Al actually likes to go shopping with 
me. He claims I'm the "tweedy type," 
which has meant a good deal of revis
ing of my wardrobe ideas. Being from 
Arkansas, I have a generations-long 
tradition behind me with regard to 
clothes. A woman, in the South, is a 
female; she starts off on that path with 
her tirst steps, and she practically 
never leaves off. Which means feminine 
clothes: lace and full sleeves and soft, 
tiowing skirts. Nothin, brisk, nothing 
sharply tailored. So Al s preference for 
me in tweeds came as a bit of a shock. 
Now, however-after taking a little 
time to absorb the wrench, and revising 
my whole view of myself, I agree with 
him. (In case anyone should ask me, 
there's my answer to the question some
body is always asking somebody: Do 
women dress to please men, other 
women, or themselves?) There are 
now six tweed suits in my closet-and 
this is sunny California I 

Radio is a fascinating world to AI. As 
I said before, he likes people-he feels 
he owes it to them to do his very best 
to entertain them .. . and any actor will 
tell you that the larger audience he has. 
the better the act. That, to AI, is the 
great and wonderful challenge that 
radio offers over other mediums of en
tertainment-that vast unknowable au
dience that listens to him from home all 
over the country. Unlike the audience 
in a Broadway revue or in a motion 
pict ure house, the studio audience at 
the Music Hall is really just a very tiny 
fraction of his real audience for that 
Thursday and it is to these others whom 
he cannot see and whose applause he 
cannot hear, that Al pours out the best 
of his talents. 

To me. radio has another attraction. 
It isn't routine. It means a new and 

different show for every Music Hall 
broadcast. And routine, once a show 
gets really under way and going 
smoothly, can be deadly to an AI J olson. 

Let me illustrate. 

IVH1LE "Hold Onto Your Hats" was in 
rehearsal and during the tirst months 

of its J'crformances on Broadway, AI 
worke with an intensity that drove 
him to make each show better than the 
last, each line smoother than the night 
before. Yet--once the show became a 
smash success-AI became restless. And 
to add to his discomfort, every night as 
the footlights darken ed and he stepped 
out from the stage door onto Broadway, 
he saw that sign. That winking, lighted 
sign from the travel agency across the 
street.--"Come to Sunny Florida!" 
Every night he would pull his overcoat 
tighter up around his neck to keep out 
the biting cold New York winds and 
resolutely turn his head away from that 
sign. But-you guessed it. There came 
a night he couldn't resist-and the next 
day he was in Florida. 

It can't happen here, thank goodness. 
Not only does the program originate 
from Sunny California, but a new and 
different show every week means a 
constant new enthusiasm from AI. 

Not that. during the week, on those 
days when he isn't rehearsing, we won't 
be taking off for a fe w hours in Del 
Mar or Carmel or Palm Springs-but
I'm keeping my fingers crossed-maybe 
I will, finally. get that dining room 
paneled. 

But, as my husband would say, don't 
hold your breath until I do. 
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With All Good Wishes 
(Continued from page 55) 

mix together fruit, nuts and 'h cup 
of the flour. Sift together remaining 
flour and salt. Cream butter 01' mar
garine, add sugar gradually and beat 
until light and fluffy, Add eggs one at 
a time, beating thoroughly after each 
addition. Stir in milk and vanilla. Add 
flour and salt and beat until smooth. 
Fold in Houred fr ui ts and nuts. Pour 
into 8 by 5 by 3-inch loaf pan which 
has been lined with oiled brown paper. 
Bake in low oven (275 0 F.), 2 to 2Jh 
hours. Makes one 2-pound fruit cake. 

Old-Fashioned Fruit Cuke 

1 cup chopped dates 
Ph cups raiSiOS 
Ih cup chopped candied lemon or orange peel 
¥4 cup chopped maraschino cherries 
1 cup chopped walnuts 
1 cup sifted enriched flour, divided 

Ih teaspoon baking powder 
'I. teaspoon cinnamon 
If. teaspoon allspice 
1ft teaspoon cloves 
'I. teaspoon mace 
Y.!; cup shortening 
Ih cup sugar 
3 eggs, unbeaten 

Y. cup maraschino cherry juice 
1 to 2 tablespoons brandy 

Mix fruits and nuts with 2 table
spoons of the flour. Mix and sift to
gether remaining flour and other dry 
ingredients. Cream shortening, add 
sugar gradually and beat until light and 
fluffy. Add eggs one at a time, beating 
thoroughly after each addition. Add 
dry ingredients, alternately with cherry 
juice, mixing thoroughly after each 
addition. Stir in brandy. Fold in floured 
fruit mixture. Pour into 8 by 5 by 3-
inch loaf pan which has been lined 
with olied brown paper. Bake at low 
temperature (275 0 F.) 2 to 2lh hours. 
Makes one 2-pound loaf cake. 

511ieoo CrBnlJ.erries 

2lh cupS sugar 
lh cup water 
2 2-inch cinnamon sticks 
I teaspoon whole cloves 
2 tablespoons lemon juice 

Grated peel of 1 lemon 
4 cups cranberries 

Combine sugar, water, spices, lemon 

juice and rind in saucepan and boil for 
5 minutes. Add cranberries and cook 
slowly, without stirring, until all cran
berry skins pop open. Pour into hot 
sterilized jars and seal, or chill a nd 
serve immediately. Makes 2 pints. 

POll corn Balls 

3 quarts popped corn 
2 cups light corn syrup 
3 teaspoons vinegar 
1 teaspoon salt 
2 teaspoons vanilla 

Place the popcorn in a bowl large 
enough to allow plenty of room for 
stirring. Combine corn syrup, vinegar 
and salt in saucepan and cook, stirring 
occaSionally, to 250 0 F., or until a small 
quantity of the mixture, when dropped 
into cold water, will form a hard ball. 
Remove syrup from heat and stir in 
vanilla. P our syrup slowly over pop
corn, stirring, while pouring, with a 2-
tined fork so t hat all popcorn is coated 
with syrup. Let popcorn stand until it 
is cool enough to be handled, then form 
into balls, pressing just enough to make 
each one hold its shape. Makes 10 to 12 
3-inch balls. 

Sour Cream Cookie. 

2 cups sifted enriched flour 
1 teaspoon baking powder 

¥4 teaspoon baking soda 
'h teaspoon salt 
If.! cup butter or margarine 
1 cup sugar 

If., teaspoon vanilla 
1 egg. slightly beaten 

1h cup sour cream 
walnut halves 

Mix and sift together flour, baking 
powder, baking soda and salt. Cream 
butter or margarine, add sugar gradu
ally and beat until light and fluffy. Beat 
in vanilla and egg. Add flour mixture, 
alternately with sour cream, beating 
smooth a fter each addition. Drop by 
rounded teaspoonfuls onto a greased 
cooky sheet and press a walnut half in 
the center of each cooky. Bake in mod
erately hot oven (375° F.) until deli
cately browned, about 8 to 10 minutes. 
Makes 5 dozen cookies. 
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Just Like Jan 
(Continued from page 41) 

She was ~raduated from Glendale 
High School In February last year with 
her class, despite frequent interrup
tions for work assignments, and was 
just as proud of her high marks in 
Spanish and Journalism as of her suc
cess in the leading role in "RU.R.", the 
Senior Class play. 

There was a painful period when J an 
was in Junior High School, her mother 
re<:aUs, when Jan's young friends, 
awed by her sudden success, dropped 
her. The little girl's heart was broken. 

"We tried to convince her that it was 
not her fault," Mrs. Koford says. (Jan's 
professional name is a slight abbrevia
tion of the family name.) "Wally told 
her that the kids didn't like her less
they thought she would be too busy, 
too involved with new, famous friends 
to have time for them. 

"Jan hit the roof at th8.t. Sile hadn't 
changed. She hadn't gone Hollywood. 
She didn't rest until she was back in 
the inner circle with everyone of the 
girls and boys who had snubbed her." 

She still goes to all of their parties
they come to hers. 

RIGHT now, when many of her girl 
friends are announcing wedding 

dates, she is on a gay whirl of engage
ment parties. 

"But J an doesn't plan to be serious 
about any boy for five more years
until she is twenty-three"-her mother 
says. 

"Twenty-two," Jan corrects her, 
firmly. 

The sudden shrinkage in Jan's roman
tic deadline may have something to do 
with Bert West, the good-looking 
U.C.L.A. engineering major who has 
been giving her a terrific rush. 

Bert likes swimming and riding 
parties, which are Jan's favorite fun 
too, and his fraternity brothers have 
voted unanimous approval to his petite, 
vivacious girl friend. 

"You're just what U.C.L.A. needs," 
one of them told her after a dance at 
the fraternity house last Autumn, 
"come on out and register." 

Jan, previously content to do her 
studying-in Singing, drama, languages 
-with private teachers, applicd next 
day for entrance to the University. 
U.C.L.A., like every other big college 
in the country, is overcrowded. The 
waiting lists are enormous, and Jan 
thus far has not been accepted. If she 
should receive an affirmative answer, 
however, her parents are quite sure 
that she will sidctrack all professional 
work for as long as it takes to be "edu
cated." 

Being "educated" to Jan, like to most 
teen-a~ers, has a great deal to do with 
belonging to the crowd. 

Jan's best girl friend, Joan Winchel, 
entered the University of California ·at 
Berkeley this year, and Jan misses her 
terribly. And she feels she will be 
missing something really important 
if she has to forego campus life. 

Her parents are intelligent enough 
not to quarrel with Jan's college ambi
tions. "It is something she has to de
cide for herself," he mother says. 

Mrs. Koford, who has helped Jan 
enormously in all of her professional 
work-she is a photographer's model 
herself, currently smiling at you from 
automobile ads-is nevertheless care
ful not to turn "Hollywood mother." 

"Jan wouldn't let me," she says. 
The Kofords are permitted by their 

daughter to have one photograph of 
Jan on view In the house-in a double 
frame with one of Wally. The collec
tion of glamor portraits of Jan, which 
includes the work of every famous 
photographer on the West Coast, and 
which has landed Jan's pert face on 
the covers of a dozen national maga
zines, is kept strictly in the bottom 
drawer, along with the motion picture 
stills, publicity stories, radio transcrip
tions. 

''The kids wouldn't be interested, 
mother," Jan says, putting her tiny 
foot down hard whenever mama-who 
is understandably proud of her-begins 
looking in the direction of the scrap
book drawer. 

"Jan's right," Wally seconds the mo
tion, and the bottom drawer stays but
toned. 

"Wally is worse than Jan," his mother 
says. About as photogeniC .. s his sister, 
the fourteen-year-old boy has been 
approached more than once for model
ing assignments, and for small parts 
in motion pictures. 

All he does is yawn. 
"I'll do it," he concedes, "but just 

for the money." (Wally wants to spend 
next summer in camp and is currenUy 
of practical mind.) 

But, he adds, what he realty wants 
t~ be is a baseball player. (The camp 
is at Catalina Island. So is the training 
camp of the Chicago Cubs.) 

Wally's relationship with his big sis
ter is refreshing. Jan, who ~s five feet 
two and weighs a scant 105, is not quite 
as big as he is-and Wally's J?hysical 
edge is matched by a masculme au
thority. 

liE LISTENS to everyone of Jan's 
radio performances-and his crili· 

cism ...... which is apt to be brutal-is the 
only one Jan wants to hear when she 
gets home. She listens with respect, and 
she can take it. 

"But if Wally says I did fine, I know 
I did fine," she says, and then she 
dances in the clouds. 

WaUy is equally frank with his 
mother. When she visited his school 
recently he asked her please to comb 
her hair differently next time she came. 

Mrs. Koford has been very proud of 
her sleek, modish coiffure. 

"Too fancy," Wally decided. "I was 
awfully embarrassed." 

Too bad, the Kofords think, that all 
of Jan's professional friends don't know 
Wally. They wouldn't worry so much 
about Jan. 

"The head-shaking that goes on is 
terrific," Mrs. Koford says, laughing. 
"Nothing can stop Jan, everybody says, 
if only she s tays as sweet as she is, as 
unspoiled. But apparer..Uy they think 
the if is unsurmountable. Hollywood 
is too used to the story of the charming 
adolescent changed by success to an 
obnoxious, demanding. spoiled child." 

The Kofords themselves are not wor
ried. They've seen Jan throw off the 
temptation to go-Hollywood too often, 
and they know what Wally would do
in the second line of defense-if his 
sister ever should weaken. 

Although she's only eighteen, Jan is 
an old-timer professionally. 

She played her first movie part at 
the age of eleven after an experience 
which sounds so obviously made- up 
that no one has ever printed it. But 
the Kofords-backed up by their good 
friends, and neighbors, the Thomas 
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Walkers-insist that it is true. 
Jan was a talented, pretty youngster 

and the Walkers thought she "ought to 
be in pictures." The Kofords pooh
poohed the idea. So the Walkers, with
out tellin$ anyone, sent a photo of Jan 
to a "castmg book"-a sort of commer
cial Who's Who (or Who Wants to Be 
Who) in which aspirants to film fame 
may buy space in which to display 
their charms for _ they hope - the 
watchful eye of producers. 

In all of Hollywood history, no one 
has ever been known to have been 
"discovered" in a casting book. No 
one, that is, except Jan Ford. 

Producers at Fox Studios, looking 
for a child to play Brenda Joyce as a 
ten-year-old, spied Jan's photo in the 
book-and telephoned her father. "Do 
you have a blonde, blue-eyed, ten
year-old daughter'?" they said .. "Yes," 
he said, frightened. He thought she 
had been in an accident. 

But she was wanted for a part in a 
movie! 

This time Mr. Koford thought some
body was Ridding him, and hung up. 

The talent scout called back, con 
vinced the Kofords that the Studio's 
interest was legitimate, and they agreed 
to have Jan at the studio at nine on 
Monday. 

The date set, the family was in a 
panic. This was Saturday, the all-im
portant date was Monday, and Jan had 
braces on her teeth! 

The family dentist worked all day 
Sunday taking them off. 

Jan had her interview, then a screen
test, and got the part. 

T hen the producers called her 
mother. 

"Would you object," they wondered, 
"if we put braces on her teeth'?" They 
were needed for the part! 

Reversing the standard procedure, 
Jan went from motion pictures-and 
radio-to the magazine covers. She 
was an old hand at films and the 
microphone before the photographers 
discovered her. 

Her radio ~but smacked almost as 
much of Cinderella as her bow in pic
tures. Actually her debut was as a 
radio writer. When she was in Junior 
High School, she wrote a radio play 
which was produced on KIEV, her 
home town radio station. And Jan was 
interviewed in connection with the 
performance! A year later she won an 
amateur radio contest on Los Angeles' 
Station KMTR and soon was playing 
dramatic parts on that and other sta
tions. 

Photographer John Randolph was the 
first big-time iensman to see her possi
bilities as a cover girl, and was Joined 

soon by Paul Hesse-whose "three
dimensional" photo- portrait of Jan 
graces his New York exhibition this 
Winter, along with those of Ingrid 
Bergman, Joan Fontaine, and other 
stars. 

In the past year, Jan has "made" 
twenty magazine covers, worked con
sistently on the radio, and made a 
distinct impression in two films, "Shad
owed" at Columbia, and "Devil on 
Wheels," made by Eagle-Lion. 

And now she has come into a co
starring role opposite Glenn Ford in 
Columbia's technicolor picture "The 
Return of October." If anything were 
going to turn a girl's head, this might 
easily be it-for some of the biggest 
Hollywood names have tried out for 
this part

l 
and the search for the just 

rig:ht gir has lasted two years. But, 
being Jan, the only change to look for 
is the one that had to be made in her 
name. Two Fords in the same picture 
being one too many, she'll be "Terry 
Moore" on the Columbia lot. 

Her success has been solid enough 
for her to be quite independent finan
cially. Of this she seems amazingly 
unaware, and she trots down town to 
collect her five dollars a week spending 
allowance from Andrew Hickox, her 
business manager, without complaining 
that she's underpaid. 

As a model, she has a beautiful 
wardrobe, of course - although the 
clothes she likes best are those her 
mother makes for her with patterns on 
her own sewing machine. And her 
clothes must be more than pretty-hers 
have to be immaculately clean, and 
freshly pressed. 

"The ironing board is down at our 
house all the time," her mother says. 
"And Jan wouldn't think of gOing out 
without lresh c1othes-lrom the skin 
out-every day." 

She does her own hair-with a wiz
ard of a new shampoo she discovered 
when a sample was deposited in the 
family mailbox. She does her own 
manicures and pedicures too. She stays 
tan-lor photographic purposes, and 
spends one happy day a week at the 
beach keeping bronze-colored. 

She is immersed now in re-doing her 
bedroom at home-and it will be some
thing when it is finished. One wall will 
be papered-black paper with a design 
of pink lipsticks and perfume bottles. 
The other three walls will be done 
in an out-of-this-world pink. Jan 
wants an out-sized dressing table, 
with plenty ol Huff, and black lacquer 
tables and chests. And a white string 
rug! 

"All that-just to sleep in?" says 
Wally, unimpressed. 
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Bride and Groom 
(Continued /Tom page 21) 

"You mean Helen Gary? No, not 
even engaged. She works over at the 
Communications Department. Say, if 
you weren't leaving, this is a tag dance 
and .. ." 

But Al had already left. Not for his 
dormitory, but for that corner of the 
dance floor where Helen was. A sec
ond later and AI-usually a wonder
ful dancer-was stumbling over his 
feet just as he stumbled over the words 
of his self-introduction. 

Helen was friendly. She thoroughly 
approved of this tall good-looking man. 
But she was noncommittal, shaking her 
head and changing the subject when Al 
asked, "Did you come by yourself?" 

Just then one of a group of girls at 
the end of the tennis court called, 
"HeJen, we're ready to.leave-are you 
going home with us?" 

Ah-h, then she'd come with giTls! 
Al quickly maneuvered Helen across 
the room to where a dignified gray
haired man was standing. "You're the 
responsible head of the department," 
Al pleaded, "so please convince this 
young ladr. I should be allowed to take 
her home,' 

IT WORKED. Maybe because the de
partment head assured her of AI's 

utter dependability or maybe because 
the laughing Helen shared a small part 
of the excitement that had ~ripped Al 
since the first moment of theIr meeting. 

After a midnight snack they walked 
slowly home through the moonlight. 
Not once did they talk about the proj 
ect-instead they talked of the years 
before, of their homes and childhood
as though both of them sensed that this 
was to be no casual and b rief lriend
ship. 

Helen's home was Tuscaloosa, Ala
bama, where her father was a retired 
railroad engineer. She was one of 
eleven children. 

Al was from the north. His father 
was a music supervisor in Sharon, 
Pennsylvania-and he had attended 
the Case Institute of Technology, leav
ing there in 1943 to enter his present 
work. 

All too soon they were at the door of 
Helen's boarding house. Both seemed 
reluctant to have the evening end. "It's 
been such fun," Helen said. "The 
dance, and talking about home." 

AI nodded. "Yes, I'd almost forgot
ten there were such human thinl!:s as 
families and school memories, and. . 
walking home in the moonlight." 

Helen stood on the top step, smiling 
down at him. "One mustn't forget 
that. ,ever," she said softly. As she 
might have known-in fact, as she now 
admits she did know-that was all the 
encouragement Al needed. 

"When may 1 see you again-tomor_ 
row night?" 

In the weeks that followed, Helen and 
Al becamc a familiar twosome at the 
dances, and at the little movie theaters 
in Oak Ridge. Then Al took a two
week trip to Cambridge, Ohio. 

"It was sort of a wasted vacation," Al 
admits now. "I thought I'd get Oak 
Ridge completely off my mind and just 
relax-but I kept remembering that 
town ... or rather, a certain girl in 
that town." 

There was another outdoor dance the 
n ight he returned, and a ll of happiness 
seemed to surround Helen and Al as 
they waltzed beneat h a canopy of stars. 
When the stra ins of " Home, Sweet 

Home" had faded into silence, they 
walked down the boardwalk, both of 
them stranlfely quiet. "I've missed 
you, Helen,' Al said finally, "more 
than I've ever missed anyone in my 
life." 

Helen turned to look at h im, then 
stumbled as her heel caught in a crack. 
AI's arms caught her before she ~II. 
For a long moment thcy looked into 
each other's eyes, then their lips met in 
one of the most magic moments of 
young love-the first kiss. 

Finally Helen freed herself. "Please, 
AI," she said quietly. "let's keep on be
ing just friends. This isn't a normal 
place . . . we're not leading normal 
lives ... how we can possibly tell 
whether this is real or not?" She hesi 
tated a moment, then added softly, 
"And all my life I've said I'd wait un
til I knew it was real." And so AI 
had to be content to wait. , 

It was about this time that Al bought 
his car. "And what a car!" Helen says, 
laughing at the remembrance. "A 
Ford coupe, of 1934 vintage, old and 
dilapidated, painted a sort of patch
work of robin's-egg blue." 

Al is even more rueful when he dis
cusses the car. "Without a doubt," he 
says, "that car resulted in Helen saying 
'No' to at least one hundred of my pro
posals of marriage." 

That happened because of two things 
-the weather at Oak Ridge during cer
tain months, and the condition of the 
ancient coupe. The first time it hap
pened, Al and Helen were driving home 
from an evening ride. It started to rain 
-it was always starting to rain those 
days. B ut somehow it seemed only to 
add to the privacy of their talk as the 
little car valiantly splashed along the 
highway. Oh, there were some draw
backs-for one thing, the car smoked 
so badly that the windshield had to be 
kept open a trifle. But, as Al argued 
to himself, what does that matter when 
you're young and in love? 

JT THE thought, he stopped the car 
II and t urned to take Helen in his arms. 
"Darling," he murmured, "you said to 
wait until we were sure this was some
thing real .. . something that would 
last for always. Surely we know that 
it is real. Helen, I want you to marry 
me." 

Helen's voice trembled strangely as 
she said, "I'm not sure, AI. And I have 
to be! Neither of us want a war-time 
marriage. based on excitement and un
reality, N-no, AI, I c-ean't marry you." 

"But you sound alraid." he said puz
zledly. "Your voice shaking .. " 

"It isn't fearl" she interrupted him 
s till shivering. ,·It's cold and we~ 
I've been Sitting in a puddle of water 
from that open windshield !" 

And that was only one proposal. Fate 
seemed determined to stage the same 
scene over and over. Each time when 
the time seemed right, and Al would 
phrase again the Cjuestion that was al
ways on his lips, It would turn out to 
be a time when they were seated in the 
little car-and it was raining! 

"For months I shivered my way 
through a hundred proposals," laughs 
Helen. "I really was serious about 
wanting to be sure that we really loved 
each other-and how can you be sure 
ol anything with icy water running 
down your neck?" 

Then came the event that was 
so important to AI as a physicist, and 
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as recognition of his work: on the 
atomic energy project-he was assigned 
to participate in the atom bomb test at 
Bikini. 

He proposed again that night and 
again Helen hesitated, saying, .JAI, I 
can't say 'yes'-I can't be sure. We 
waited during the war; but how do we 
know this isn't just the same sort of 
thing-making a dedsion because of a 
dramatic happening, a decision that 
might determine either happin ess or 
unhappiness for all our lives?" 

Al started to protest, but from Helen's 
side of the little car came the familiar 
sound of chattering teeth. Yes, it was 
raining again. And, as always, the car 
was leaking. 

Helen tells of the weeks that AI was 
thousands of miles away at the Bikini 
tests. "I was lonely. yes," she says. 
"In fact, lonelier than 1 had ever be
fore been in my life. But it gave me a 
chance to think about Al and me ... 
a chance to decide whether it was to be 
only the most pleasant friendship a 
young couple ever had, or a marriage 
that could be the 'forever after' story 
of happiness that everyone wants." 

The day of the first bomb-dropping 
at Bikini came, and Helen sat with 
other girls at the Oak Ridge project, 
listening to the broadcast of the dra
matic event. "When I heard the roar 
of the static, emphasizing the thousands 
of miles between us," she explains, "and 
when 1 heard the ominous sound of the 
metronome ticking off the fateful sec
onds before the first bomb was dropped, 
all 1 could think of was AI. The way 
he had looked that first night at the 
dance-so tall and straight and hand
some. The way his teeth flashed when 
he smiled, and the tender sweetness of 
that first kiss the night I stumbled. Yes, 
even the way he had to told his long 
length into awkward angles to squeeze 
himself into his tiny car. Why, 1 even 
felt sentimental about the car itself, 
despite the hundreds of times I had 
thought of it as 'The Floating Ice-Box'." 

Because of having worked so long at 
Oak Ridge, Helen was not subject to all 
the fearful rumors that some people 
had tried to build up about the Bikini 
tests. But she couldn't be sure. What 
if something went wrong-what if all 
that unleashed fury, that power almost 
beyond measurement, were to turn the 
Bikini tests into a frightful and ma
cabre horrol' ot death for all the watch
ing personnel? She was conscious of 
her lips forming the silent plea, "Let 
them be all right. Please-send AI back 
to me, I know now. I know 1 love him." 

Al did come back. " I 'll alwars re
member that wonderful night,' says 
Helen. "I couldn't keep my eyes off 
him-and for once I wanted the dance 
to end quickly-this time 1 would have 
my answer ready when he proposed 
... the a nswer that I'd really had in my 
heart all the time my lips were saying 
'No.''' 

Finally the dance was over, and AI 
led the way to the little car. But, driv
ing slowly along the highway, he 

seemed to be almost avoiding the sub
ject of their love. Instead, he talked of 
plans, "I have a chance to go to the 
University of Illinois-as a sort of as
sistant in the Department of Physics," 
he said thoughtfu!!y. "Part of my time 
wi!! be spent as a student, and part as 
an instructor. I want to get my final 
degree as a physicist. A tomie energy is 
my field, I've known that sin ce high 
school days-and I've been promised 
that a job will be waiting for me here 
at Oak Ridge." 

The moon overhead went behind a 
sudden cloud. Helen waited. Perhaps Al 
had also been thinking during his time 
at the Bikini test. And perhaps his 
thoughts had brought about a different 
answer than hers-suddenly the years 
ahead loomed as possibly lonely and 
empty years ... years without AI, with
out the man she loved, 

But, just as suddenly, everything 
changed-and the years ahead were 
shining years of promised happiness. 
For Al was holding her in his arms, and 
saying, "I love you, Helen, And you 
love me. We know that. darling-we 
know it's real. Please say that you'!! 
marry me," 

OUR acquaintance with Helen and Al 
starts right about here. After what

ever words Helen used to say her "yes." 
After the usual lovers' look backward 
and the "Why did you do--or say
this, or that? What were you thinking, 
that time ... " 

For they started trying to plan their 
wedding, and right away struck a snag: 
families. Helen's parents live in Ala
bama; Albert's in Ohio. Many of the 
people they'd worked with at Oak 
Ridge had become their very dear 
friends. No matter where they were 
married, there would be disappointed. 
friends in two other parts of the coun
try. That's when they looked at each 
other and said ('Bride and Groom! We'll 
write them-if we were married on the 
air, everybod1l would be there-sort of." 

"Oh, AI," H elen added, "wouldn't it 
be a wonderful beginning, if they chose 
our letter? Do you suppose there's a 
chance?" 

Some weeks later an excited young 
pair collected Norman Baietti, who'd 
come on from Cambridge, Ohio, to stand 
up with his brother and Vauline Gary, 
his sister from Birmingham, Alabama, 
and drove up to the beautiful Chapman 
Park Chapel fol' their wedding-the 
ceremony that was preceded and fol
lowed by their appearance on Bride 
and Groom. 

You know, there was another reason 
why we wanted Helen and Albert to be 
our first Radio Mirror love story-of
the-month. Look at their pictures, and 
you'll see it: Helen is almost six feet 
tall. Al is six-feet-nine. Way above 
average heights. If you're very tall 
yourself, or very small, you know that 
either way there's a problem. We 
thought you'd like to know about these 
two, who solved it so delightfully for 
each other. 
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They Made Us Welcome 
(Continued from page 25) 

children and I had never been very far 
from our own fOUf acres outside 
Springfield, and each day turned up 
new wonders. There were those we 
discovered for ourselves like t.he 
stretch of road in Indiana where Wild 
honeysuckle crowded close on both 
sides of the highway, miles of rC,d,and 
white and yellow blossoms, CXqulslt~ly 
beautiful and unbearably sweet. Wdd 
honeysuckle-and I'd been so proud of 
the one small carefully tended plant I 
had at home! And there were the things 
we'd heard about and fcad about and 
had seen pictured, which now became 
living, colorful reality. 

At Denver the childrcm saw the snow
capped peaks and demanded to be 
taken up to them. We left s,;!mmer be
low us and stood knee-deep In snow on 
Lookout Mountain. A blizzard caught 
us on Pike's Peak in thin hot-weather 
clothes; we tore up an old blanket to 
keep us warm until we deseende~ to 
the summertime of Colorado Sprmgs. 

THE SANTA FE trail took us across 
New Mexico and Arizona. Nancy, 

thanks to her western movies, had some 
feeling for the spirit of it, and both 
children sang "The Atchison, Topeka 
and the Santa Fe," lustily and tirelessly. 
Lin remarked that he rather preferred 
Crosby, and although I sympathized 
with him, 1 couldn't mind too much. 
The children weren't reading history 
and geography out of textbooks; they 
were riding through it. 

Larry saw his Indians, too, and their 
adobe houses. Unhappily, the Indian in 
fuU regalia, hung With pounds of silver 
and turquoise, was stationed, not before 
an adobe hut, but, incongruously, out
side a very modern hotel in town! 

Then California, and the minor 
miracle-for Ohioans-of picking 
oranges off the trees, and the perfect 
forest of oil derricks, and the state
owned trailer camp at Laguna Beach, 
where we were permitted to stay two 
whole weeks instead of the night or two 
that other camps allowed.. 

Hollywood, for all the graceful palms 
on Beverly Drive, held a bitter disap
pointment for me. I hadn't been able 
to get tickets for the radio programs 
ahead of time, and I found now that it 
was impossible to get them at the last 
minute. All of my long list of shows 
were already full to the doors, not only 
the daytime broadcasts, but at night, as 
well. I settled' for lunch at the Brown 
Derby-but it wasn't the same. It 
wasn't radio. 

Sma II wonder, then, that I was ex
cited when we drove into Chicago, some 
weeks and several hundred miles later! 
Welcome Travelers tickets-the pro
gram that of all others, I'd most wanted 
to see-were safe in my bag-but 
even then, I had a last-minute scare. 
There are laws against driving a 
trailer through city traffic, and for 
a while we couldn't find a place 
to leave the trailer. One camp after 
another on the west side waved us on, 
until we finally found one with a 
vacancy. Lin, who was off to visit a 
business associate, generously took 
Larry with him. I dressed Nancy and 
myself, and at ten that morning we 
walked into the College Inn of the 
Hotel Sherman. By that time I'd 
achieved the stat~ of dead calm that 
follows too much tension. It had taken 
a long time and a good many miles, and 

w~'d made it just under the wire-but 
we'd made it, my first big-time broad
cast! 

I wasn't allowed to be calm for long. 
We'd no sooner sat down than Carl 
Marx the College Inn clown, walked 
through the tables, paging me. It was 
Lin on the telephone, I thought, and 
apprehensively found my way to the 
Welcome Travelers office. But it wasn't 
Lin. An interviewer for the program 
was waiting for me. a blank question-
naire form before him. . 

I'd better explain now that this pro
cedure was a little different from the 
one usually followed. Ordinarily-as 
Tommy Bartlett, conductor of the pro
gram, explained to us afterward
college boys board trains abo.ut 200 
miles out of Chicago, and while the 
trains move toward the city, the boys 
teU the passengers about the program 
and distribute ca~ds inviting them ~o 
it. At the same lime, they keep theIr 
eyes open for any celebrities. Chartered 
busses take the travelers directly from 
the railroad stations to the College Inn. 
Each ~uest fills out a two-page .qu~s
tionnalre, and then comes the bIg lob 
of selecting the half-dozen or so people 
who will be on .the air. The question
naires that contain the most interesting 
information are rushed to four writers 
who make up the questions that are 
used on the air. The writers' office looks 
like a miniature library. They have 
guide books to all the states and many 
big cities, reference works on geog
raphy, a biographical encyclopedia, and 
a large collection of books on Amer
icana. They work out questions about 
places and local customs that should be 
familiar to the traveler, and the Ques
tions are relayed to Tommy Bartlett a 
few minutes before air time. 

BUT I hadn't come by train. and I'd 
had nt) chance to fill out a question

naire thoughtfully and at leisure. In
stead, I was being interviewed by a 
young man who was trying not to look 
too hurried. I sat there, trying desper
ately to pick the right, concise answer 
out of the dozens that crowded into my 
mind. 

The purpose of our trip? That was an 
easy one. 

Points of interest along the way? 
My head swam as I tried to think back 
over the whole crowded summer. What 
would the intel"Viewer consider a point 
of interest worthy of the program? The 
mountains, each range incredibly dif
ferent, incredibly more beautiful than 
the other? The salt shining white on 
the Idaho desert? The tunnels carved 
out of solid rock, through which we 
drove along the Shoshone River? The 
unforgettable reds and yellows and 
purples of the Yellowstone River Grand 
Canyon? The stern dignity of the Rush
more Memorial in the Black Hills? 

Any unusual incidents? Again my 
mind went blank. Didn't he realize that 
every day had been crammed with the 
unusual for us? How about driving into 
Reno through a land still black and 
smoking from the ravages of forest fire, 
past the charred skeletons of Army 
trucks that had been called out to com
bat the disaster? How about the brush 
fire in Idaho, when the flames had come 
licking up around the car? Or how 
about the rodeo at Twin Falls, and the 
hotel in Jordan Valley where Nancy 
had finally seen and actually talked 
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with her cherished, dreamed-of cow
boys? And we'd parked the trailer al
most under the very plume of Old 
Faithful geyser, and had gone swim
ming in mineral water that rose bath 
temperature out of the ground. 

I couldn't have answered coherently. 
The interviewer smiled and said that 
he thought he had enough information 
-but he didn't say that I might be 
called on the program. 

The warm-up period was in progress. 
Nancy frowned when I would have 
spoken to her, and sternly directed my 
attention to the stage, where two of the 
guests, a man and a woman, were racing 
to dress over their regular clothing
women's garments for the man, trousers 
for the woman. I began to relax and 
enjoy myself. It would have been Im
possible not to. There was so much 
laughter, so much going on, such a 
spirit of informality and friendliness 
and fun. 

Tommy had a nineteen-year-old 
Army private before the microphone, 
Clyde Bailey from Pennsylvania. He 
was on his way to Hamilton Field, he 
told Tommy, and then to Japan, he 
hoped as a radar mechanic. 

"Did you leave a girl back home?" 
Tommy asked. 

"Yes, I did," said Clyde. 
"How long have you known her?" 

Tommy went on. 
Clyde hesitated. "I met her on my 

last leave." 
Tommy's eyes twinkled. "And when 

was your last leave?" 
"Why," Clyde answered innocently, 

"I'm just coming off it!" 
He was given a pen and pencil set 

for himself, and a suit from a smart 
Michigan Avenue shop for that brand
new girl of his back home. 

Near us sat a Mrs. AUreda Dzier
zanowski and her thirteen-year-old 
son, .Joe. Under Tommy's questioning 
they explained that they'd come in by 
train from Buffalo, and that Joe was on 
his way to St. Bonaventure's school 
near Sturtevant, Wisconsin, to s tart his 
study for the priesthood. • 

"What city in the United States," 
Tommy asked Joel "has a pictUre of its 
namesake on a com?" 

"Buffalo," said Joe-and for that he 
received a wrist watch, and his mother 
was given a hand bag. 

I was so interested in the other 
travelers that I'd forgoUen myself, 
when suddenly Jim Ameche was stand
ing before Nancy and me-and then we 
were riSing, following him up to 
Tommy. "Tommy," Jim said into the 
microphone, "I'd like you to meet Mrs. 
Mason and her daughter, Nancy, from 
Springfield, Ohio." 

Nancy's eyes went wide, and her 
mouth made a round O-and I must 
have looked just as she did. I was on 
the air! Desperately I tried to remind 
myself that it wasn't the first time, 
that a friend of Lin's, Ruth Lyons, who 
has a morning woman's program over 
WLW in Cincinnati, had interviewed 
me a couple of times on my pet house
hold ideas. (In fact-when Ruth was 
working at WKRC with Lin, she'd 
dedicated a special program to Nancy 
the morning she was born, and Lin had 
sung ''Little Girl of Mine." Why, I was 
practically a veteran-and so, in a way, 
was Nancy!) 

None of the "pep talk" helped. Have 
you ever felt so self-conscious that you 
hear every word as you utter it, that 
a little silence seems to follow your 
every sentence, a silence in which you 
hear how flat and idiotic you sound? 

That's the way I felt those few min-

utes I was on the air. Tommy helped, 
enough to get me through it. It's easy 
to realize when you meet him why he's 
so popular, both on Welcome Travelers 
and on his morning Wake Up and Smile 
program. He's blond, built like an 
Army football player, with a warmth 
of voice and manner that just auto
matically raises your spirits and in
spires confidence. He talked to Nancy. 
asked me how we were travelinfl', sug
gested that I tell of some amusmg in
cident that had happened in our travels. 

" I don't know how amusing it is," 
I replied, "but when we stopped at 
Santa Barbara, California, we noticed 
that ants were very thick on the dry 
ground. The next morning we found 
that we'd been invaded! We had ants 
all over the trailer, all over the walls 
and ceiling." 

"No uncles-just ants?" Tommy 
asked. 

"Just ants," I laughed, "plenty of 
them! The trailer camp owner came 
to our rescue with ant poison, and we 
moved into the city for the day while 
the poison took effect." 

The audience laughed, but in the 
little private, critical silence that echoed 
my words, I wondered why. The ant 
story didn't seem really funny after all. 

"What was one of the most frighten
ing experiences you had?" Tommy 
asked. 

I was prepared for that question-l 
thought. "We were drivin~ through the 
sase brush outside of BOise, Idaho," I 
Said, "when we came to a brush fire 
near the highway. and workin~ closer. 
We were well into it when It came 
right up to the highway. We rolled up 
the windows, stepped on the gas, and 
made a run for it. The heat was terrific, 
but we made it!" 

Tommy turned to Nancy. "What were 
you doinS- all this time?" 

"Watchmg the fire," she answered 
calmly. 

I felt that Nancy had come off rather 
better than I. It had been really ter
rifyin~, driving through smoke and 
flame m that isolated country. But now, 
like the experience with the ants, it 
seemed to have gone a little flat. 

I felt more sure of myself when he 
asked about Lin's work. 1 said that he 
was in radio, too, and added, "Is it alI 
ri~ht if I give him a plug?" 

Tommy laughed, and said to Jim 
Cunningham, the producer, "Take her 
name and address-we'll send her a 
billing!" Then he let me talk about 
Lin and his work, and his ambition to 
own his own radio station someday. 

After that came the prizes-presents, 
really, because I didn't feel that I de
served any prize. There was a toy truck 
lully two feet long for us to take to 
Larry, and roller skates for Nancy, and 
for me an automatic broiler and a ~uicer, 
and a whole host of other kitchen 
dresser-uppers. Then Nancy and 1 re
turned to our table; our part of the 
broadcast was over. 

I WAS depressed, sure that I'd hardly 
covered myself with glory, but I 

made up my mind that I was going to 
forget it, and enjoy the Test of the day. 
You see, Welcome Travelers lives up to 
its name; it really welcomes people to 
Chicago. The broadcast is only the be
ginning. As soon as we were off the 
air, those of us who'd taken part in the 
program listened, along with Tommy 
and the producer and the director, to a 
play-back of a recording of the broad
cast, while Tommy checked up on his 
own perrormance. I listened nervously; 
I was afraid to check up on mine! 



Tommy took us to lunch at the 
Sweden House, where he told us the 
behind the scenes story of Welcome 
Travelers and how the program came to 
life. "Chictlgo is the transportation 
center of the country," he explained, 
"with 50,000 travelers passing through 
each day. The idea of the show is to 
reflect the thousands of human interest 
stories behind the mass movement-to 
let the people themselves tell why they 
are traveling, whether their reasons are 
sad, silly or startling. People are in
terested in people." 

After luncheon we went back to the 
Sherman, where Hank Kovalch!n, one 
of the young Welcome Travelers stafT, 
met us at the travel desk. By pre
arrangement, Lin was also there with 
Larry, whom he turned over to me 
before hurrying off to keep another 
business apPOintment. I was glad that 
we hadn't a chance to talk. In anything 
that has to do with radio, Lin is a 
severe critic; I didn't want to heal' what 
he'd have to say-or, worse, what he 
would kindly refrain from saying
about my performance on the air. 

Hank made the children utterly happy 
by leading us out to a sightseeing bus 
which was to take us on a tour of 
Chicago. 

We moved down State Street, through 
the great aisle of famous department 
stores, swung over to Buckingham 
Fountain in Grant Park. The buge 
fountain was shooting great feathery 
streams of water; we watched en
tranced while the leaping columns 
reached for the sun, fell baCK in shim
mering, iridescent clouds. 

I looked away from the fountain: and 
wished for Lin. Here was the Chicago 
waterfront, the Planetarium, the Shedd 
Aquarium, the Museum or Natural His
tory, the things he'd said we'd see to
gether some day. I was seeing them 
now, and I couldn't help wishing that 
he were with me. 

"Look!" Larry shouted, and then 
went speechless as a slivery sea-plane 
began its take-off run north of the 
Aquarium. Larry's current ambition 
was to run an airport-and he'd never 
seen a plane take oft from water before. 
It was the biggest single event of the 
trip for him. 

It was after six when we arrived back 
at the Sherman-and I was supposed to 
meet Les Lear, business manager and 
announcer on Welcome Ttavelers, at 
six o'clock at the Shangri-La restaul'ant. 
Happily, friends of ours from Spring-
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field were staying at a near-by hotel. 
Lin was with them, and 1 took the 
children up to their hotel, gave them a 
quick sponge bath in preparation for 
the evening. 

I HARDLY dared look at Lin. I was 
still embarrassed at the thought of 

how I'd let him down on the broadcast. 
He did give me a smile or two which I 
took to be consoling, but for a while we 
were too busy being parents to discuss 
the program. The children, once clean, 
promptly opened a window to gaze out 
upon Chicago, and came away soot to 
the elbows. Clean again, and down on 
the street, they set up a clamor to go 
to the restaurant on the subway. 

"Later," Lin promised-foolishly, I 
thought. "We'll take the subway later. 
Or at least," he amended, catching my 
eye, "we'll walk through it." 

Dinner was as Oriental as luncheon 
had been Scandinavian. Under brilliant 
tropical flowers an? [aim. trees w~ ate 
Mandarin beef, frle shnmp, Chmese 
pea pods, water chestnuts and Casaba 
melon. 

The children's heads were nodding 
and their eyes were heavy as we left 
the Shangri-La. Lin and I had some 
hopes that they would have forgotten 
their walk through the subway, but 
they came awake just long enough to 
remind him of their rights. "Daddy, 
don't forget that we want to walk 
through the subway!"-and being a 
dutiful father, Lin walked them 
through the subway on his way to pick 
up our car in the parking lot. 

Two minutes after we were all in 
the car and had set out fol' the parked 
trailer, the children were asleep. I was 
tired, too, but not at all sleepy. Too 
much had happened that day; it had 
been a perfect climax for our summer
long wandering. No-not quite perfect. 
Remembering ~he broadcas~, I glan~ed 
sidewise at Lin, found him looking 
at me. 

"What's on your mind?" he asked. 
"I was just thinking," I answered 

evasively, "-we started out to see 
America, and we saw it-Mount Rush
more and the Grand Canyon, the wheat 
and the mountains and the orange 
groves and the oil wells. But do you 
know I think that the broadcast today 
was just about the most American thing 
of all? I've been thinking of the fun 
and friendliness on the program, and 
the different people there-us, and Pri
vate Clyde Bailey, who'd met his girl 
on his recent leave, and young Joe 
Dzierzanowski, who's starting to study 
for the priesthood. AU of us so different, 
and all of us having such a good time 
together. And where else but in this 
crazy, wonderful coun~ry. would you 
get expensive presents like gold watches 
and electric broilers and fine leather 
handbags just for answering questions 

.that aren1t intended to mean anything 
but fun and nonsense? Oh, I can't ex
plain it! 1 mean-" 

He reached over and patted my hand. 
"I know what you mean. It's a wonder
ful country. I'm proud of it. I'm proud 
of you, too. You did a really terrific job 
on the broadcast this morning." 

I sat up as if stung, and gaped at 
him. But he meant it. He was driving 
with his eyes on the road. sweetly, 
serenely unconscious of my reaction. 
He wasn't teasing me, nor was he trying 
to make me feel better. He really meant 
that I'd done a terrific job. 

I relaxed against the seat, utterly con
tent. My memories of the Welcome 
Travelers program were going to be 
perfect, after all. 

Chest Cold Misery 
Relieved by 

Moist Heat of 
ANTIPHLOCISTINE 

POULTICE 
SIMPlE The moid hcat of an 
CiiIff'COlO ANTIP H LOC ISTINE p o ul-
SORE THROAT ti ce re li evee couc h, 
BRONCHIAl tic htnen of ch Clt mUll-
IRRIlATtoJI cIe sore n e .. due to c h e.t 
SIMPlI cold. b ronchia l irr ita tion 
lPJUJJI, BRUISE end .imple .ar e t h r oat . 
SORE MUSCl!S Ap ply ANT1PHLOCISTINE 
BOILS poultice ju. t h o t e n o u l'h 
t o be comforta ble- then fee l the ,"oil t 
hcat go ri , ht t o wor k o n tha t cou gh , 
tightne.. o f ch e.t muscle .are n e ... 
Doe. good. feel. good for sever e l h o u rs. 
The m ol., A. d o f a n ANTIPHLOCISTINE 
po ... ltl.,. . 1 ... ;:;a ... cu owo llln .. o nd ... 11 ..... pa in 
d .... t o a boll. oh n pl. opr . ln , b . ... IN, 0 •• Imil • • 
Inj .. ..,. Or con dI t ion a n d Ihnb.ro u p otl"'l .chln .. 
m .. ocl ••• C.t ANTIPH LOCISTINEMED CATED 
P'OULTICE-DR ESSINC In t .. b. Or U n at , .... r 
d ........ to .. NOW. 

MEDICATED POUlTICE-DRESSING 

fo, ~., "0""0' Ol~.' d.· 
/« ... aodl1 .ho"," ~o ... 
cOn be c"" .. lod I ••• hrt 
11m ... lIh ... 1 dlo<o .. l .. rt. 
fo, lhe pO,l I .... " 10 .. ," 
Ihl. woll ..... " _~. 

i'Before & After" 
""h ••• b, "" .. pe,I •• cod 

otKI 10010.. 'lo,Uc S~,."". ~o, hoI"," Iho ..... d, 
01 _pl. Ilk. ,o~. It lOll. "II Obo"l 'h. 101 •• , «1 •• · 
.Iftc .... hod. f", Iho co,. 
fOci;"" "I bodl, .hoped 
"".... p ... lt~dl.Q 00", 
thick lip ••• ,I.kl •• ,,"" 
. Ig", 01 ..... AI ... doh 
pololo, Ho,.·llp, •• 0' 
ond ~ .. d •• d"".lopod 
b'OO, I1, otc •• I,hly ill",· 
ua,.,!. 12' po •••• 1'1 
co1ft " • • la .. P'. w,,",O".' 
'""". ,1.1 o. bo,. wm. 
",", 

GLENNVILLE PUBLISHERS 
60 I, U .... ' t., Dopt, DW. Naw Y .... 17, N, T. 

• 
• 

95 



• • 
96 

WHAfS NEW from COAST to COAST 
(Continued fTom page 13) 

topping the popularity listings through
out Europe. Back in August, over a 
special Mutual broadcast, the Chicago 
Philharmonic Orchestra presented the 
American premiere of the soldier-com
poser's "Symphonic Diary." Not long 
after that SIegel was informed that 
Broadcast Music, Inc. had heard his now 
famous "Diary" and now wants the 
soldier to mail all his unpublished com
positions to BMI for possible U. S. 
publication. 

• • • 
Patti Clayton is always coming up 

with some original idea. Her latest has 
to do with her fans. The Club 15 
songstress has a Club 15 of her own. 
Each week she lunches a group of fif
teen-year-olds from the various settle
ment houses in Los Angeles. At these 
luncheons discussions are held on poise, 
personality and vocational possibilities. 
Thus Patti's fan clubs are put to prac
tical and helpful use. 

• • • 
Took time out today to accept an in

vitation from Ted Price, one of RCA's 
top television engineers and technicians. 
We went to the Waldorf-Astoria to 
watch one of the most exciting telecasts 
we've ever seen. We saw an operation 
performed on a man's hand and heard 
the operating surgeon describe each 
step of the job. The thing that was ex
citing was the idea back of this telecast. 
It was being picked up from the oper
ating theater In the New York Hospital, 
two miles (rom the Waldorf, and being 
beamed directly to the hotel room in 
which we sat along with about sixty 
doctors. The College of Surgeons, 
backed by the Johnson and Johnson Re
search Foundation, is experimenting 
with television, in the hope that it will 
prove to be an incomparable aid to the 
teaching of surgical techniques. There 
is talk of installing television equip
ment in major hospitals, so that stu
dents, internes, surgeons and operating 
nurses may watch operations and learn 
new techniques while the actual oper
ations are being performed, instead of 
by methods now In use, such as movies 
of interesting new techniques and the 
usual operating clinics, where doctors 
and internes and students are usually 

Norm~n Corwin, Gregory Peck and 

a discussion of The Time Is Now, 

a Corwin radio drama 51arring Peck. 

out of the line of direct vision and miss 
most of what's going on. To date, color 
movies with running commentaries 
have been a boon to student surgeons. 
But, it was pointed out that so far, such 
movies have tended to be static, with 
dull, prepared lectures to accompany 
them on the sound track. In these on
the-spot telecasts, each viewer sees 
every detail recorded by the camera 
suspended directly over the operating 
surgeon's head and the commentary is 
alive and interesting because it is not 
from a prepared script, but spon
taneous description and explanation of 
things and techniques as the surgeon 
discovers them. 

The average television set owner, of 
course, will never be able to pick up 
these telecasts. They are intended only 
for very specific groups of students and 
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surgeons and will operate on special 
wave lengths that cannot be picked up 
by the average set. However, they will 
be a tremendous factor in speeding up 
the education of doctors and in the 
teaching of new techniques as they 
appear to suq:l:eons already established 
in their practices. 

• • • 
Five of Hollywood's top acting names 

have banded together to form a radio 
corporation called Radio Repertory 
Theatre, Inc. The group is headed by 
Dana Andrews, Joan Fontaine, Myrna 
Loy, John Garfield and Ray Milland. 
The stars will act in their own produc
tions and plans call for the manufacture 
of transcriptions, buying scripts and, 
perhaps, buying radio stations. That's 
one way to answer the big shot spon
sors who've put the lid on hiring big 
stars at big dough for guest shots on 
major shows. 

• • • 
The predictions are coming in. Seems 

that last summer musical programs re
placing winter season major shows 
made such a bad showing in Hool?er 
ratings that sponsors are already nixlIIg 
ideas being presented for next summer. 
Chances are that more and more who
dunits can be looked for to cool off next 
year's hot nights. If they can find 
en·ough writers to write more! 

• • • 
Has the "Hootananny" craze hit your 

town, yet? It's going hot all over the 
country and the one most responsible 
for this healthy and entertaining ac
tivity is Burl Ives, the nation's No.1 
folk song singer. A "Hootananny" is a 
song fest evening where everyone gets 
together and sings folk songs and bal
lads. Incidentally, material and songs 
used by Ives on his program are for
warded to Tulane University for use 
in preparing for its courses in American 
and English ballads. Burl uses many 
son."gs that have never been published, 
songs which he has picked up in his 
years of wandering. 
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