


CENTS BUYS 10 THE CiREATEST 
COLLECTION OF 
CROSSWORD PUZZLES EVER 
ASSEMBLED! - - AND YOU 
MAY WIN A CASH PRIZE 

The Summer Number of CROSSWORD PUZZLES 
is now on sale. And thinlc of it- 75 crosswo rd 
puzzles in one masazine for only 10c! 

What 's more, you have a chance to win cash 
prizes as you enjoy yourself doing the pu:u:les! 

Get . copy of the new edition of CROSSWORD 
PUZZLES today- at any newsstand. Never be .. 
fore have you been able to buy as much enter
tainment at that price. 
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RADIO STARS 

YOUR RADIO CORNER 

By GORDON 

STARRETT 

H 1\ VE you noticed an improvement in radio recep
tion this summer? If yOll have, it's because of the 
vast improvements beillg made in Ihe new sets. If 

you haven't, perhaps you had better be looking over the 
markets for something ncw. Depression or no depression. 
you call now find radios made to suit your purse. Low 
in price yet high in quality. hecause the Slll."ll1 and in
expensive sets often give as good reception as one that 
exceeds you r purse, 

Tonal quality and true portahility, for example. arc 
combined ill the newf..hjcstic Super-S ix portable radio, 
lll()(lcJ 4ll, manufactured by the Grisby-Grullow Com
p..1Tly, 5801 Dickens Ave .. Chic.1g0. It sells for only $29.50 
complete, and is housed in a handsome cabinet finished in 
walnut and beautifully inlaid with imported woods. \\lith 
six tubes, dynamic speaker, a sclf·containoo aerial , no 
ground COTlnectioTls and operating on either direct or al· 
lemating current, yOlt can be sure of this set. If you 
wanl to eavesdrop on police calls, it's said you can do it 
with Ihis Majestic. 

\Nhile yOIl are considering the Majestic. let us suggest 
you look al model 413. It is finished in a handsome leath· 
erette traveling case and has all the fea tures neces~ary for 
quali ty reception including a refined superheterodyne re
ceiver with six tubes, dynam ic speaker, and built-in aerial 
with no ground, That's a lot of value, it seems to me. 

(Above) The Super D Fada
lette weighs 7 Ibs, 10 01. 

(Above. left) The Atwater
Kent Model 808. This is a 
combination broadcast and 
shon·wave console. (Above. 
extreme left) The new Ma
jestic super-si. portable. 
Read about it in the story, 
(Left) The Imperiol Grand e 
of the Scott laboratories. 

Atwater-Kent Manu facturing Co., 4700 \Vis5.1hickon 
Ave., P hiladelphia, has a combin.ltion bro.1.dcast and short 
\\:avc:colI?Jle. ] t's an 8-tube advanced superheterodyne 
c.'r~Ult uSlIlg the new 2A5 and 2A6 tubes, giving sensi. 
tlvlty al every wave length between 540 and 2O,(X)) kilo
cyc!es. All eig~.t tubes ~'ork at full capacity at every 
tunmg range. I he full-SIzed Atwater-Kent speaker is 
used. The cabinet is of fig\lred walnut and makes a nice 
looking piece of furniture in any setting. It is nOt so 
!:trge as to be cumbersome. 

l AST month we lold you about Ihe Phi1co La7.y-X. 
product o f the Philadelphia Storage Dallery Co., 011-

tario and C Streets, Philadelphia. Wen. Phi lco is out 
again with another remole control radio made to sell at 
$6S. Yes. it has the famous inclined sounding bo,mi 
which, it is claimed, gives more fai thful reproduction than 
is otherwise possible since its large area and incl ined posi
tion hrings in the highest tones and the lowest notes with
Out loss or (I istortion. 

And, by the way. YOIl might be intere'sted merely 1Il 

an aerial. I f so, T'hilco has a new three-purpose antenna, 
They say it cuts <lown man-made static-noises resuitinJ,:' 
from street cars, washing machines, vacuum cleaner, etc.; 
brings in more stations from a distance: and permits from 
one to four sets to he operalt.'(\ (Colllil1 1fcd 011 PIlgC 39) 
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WATCH FOR-
If you've wondered about the man who is radio's Sherlock Holmes, don't min 
the story ca Red, . ':Sherlock Hol",!es Unmasked." Also. a tole ca lled "The 
Things They Would Like to Forget" that ought to ~nd shudders down a loll 
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new sla nt on their diets, didos. and dearies. 

And , of course, the Mystery Chefs marvelous cooking hints, 
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Doctor BRINKLEY'S 
OWN STORY 
as told to DONALD COPPER 

O UT of the booming wastes of North f..'lexico come 
the words ... wrhis is XER. the Sunshine Station 
between the nations at Villa Acuna. Coahuila. 

Mexico." 
To Dr. ]. n .. Brinkley of Milford, Kansas, these words 

are a cry of triumph. \Vhat he wellt through. what he 
suffered, and how he fOllght to put them 011 the air con
stitute a saga of one man's battle for the right of free 
speech. 

Most of us know Doctor Brinkley through his broa{i
casts. through his helpful talks to sick folks who seek 
a ~vay \0 health. "Most of us know vaguely of the struggle 
that forced him Ollt of his old station KFKH (Kansas 
first, Kansas best) and deprived him of the right to prac
tice medicine. Uu! we don't know the story behind the 
headlines and the rumors. \\le don·t know why this 
fighting J..::ansan. who was almost elected governor of his 
stale by furious farmers who took his part. was driven to 
cross the Hio Grande in order to broadcast. 

\\lell , this is that story, Doctor Brinkley's OWll story. 
\\lhether or 110t you agree, you must admit the courage of 
the mall. 

Listen: 
"I was hom some place ill western North Carolina. 

July 8, 1885. ?I'ly moth('r was a mountain girl. my father 
was an old style country doctor. My mother died when 
I was five years of age. i\·ly father died when I was tell. 
1 had 110 hrothers or sisters and was raised by an elderly 
aUllt in the most ahject povcny. 

'·\,I,,' hen my father was huried all a mountain top in 
the Smokey j'\'lot1ntams, J looked at his unfi!led grave and 
made a resolution that [ would 1.>e a doctor like him. I 
had 110 clothes . and practically nothing to cat. I had 
to walk to school three miles. often times in the wintcr 
bare-footed with nothing to eat but a piece of cold corn 
bread. \,I"lhen we got molasses to sop the bread in we 
had a feast. 

"I attended the moullla1l1 schools and received all the· 
'larnin" they had to olTer. AI the age o f 16, I carried 
the mail 011 a route through the 1ll011nWins of western 
:t\orth Carolina, getting up at three in ( he morning and 
getting off my route at six in the evening. 1 got eight 
dolla rs a week, and this was used to feed my aged aunt 
who had taken care of me. (COlltillllCd 011 pagc 46) 

The story of a man who went to amazing lengths for the rights of free speech 
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RADIO STARS 

THE REAL INSIDE 

VALLEE -W EBB 
Alice Faye. She sin91 on the 
Vonee hour. And Rudy hal been 
S88n out with h.,. So folu is 
a-lOyin' that h. is int .... .tecl in her. 

Were they temperamentally 
unsuited? Did Fay demand 
too much? Was it-because 
of his career? Read the true 
answers of these oft-asked 

questions 

RADIO STARS 

STORY OF THE 

SEPARATION 
By HELEN 

H 0 V E R 

Durin9 reheanal in 
the broodcostin9 stu· 
dio. (Abov. r i9htl 
With Fay when they 
were off on a short 
hon.ymoon at Atlan
tic City. That wo. 

July, I'BI. 

RUDY met and won Fay through his music 
--and lost h~r becauS4," of it. This is the 
final separation after two years of an 

off~again. on-again marriage. There's a problem 
behind this final splitup-a problem that every 
woman must face if she mnrries a man in the 
public eye, and one that every man, for that 
maUer, must consider before he marries a 
famous woman. 

I know that Rudy loved Fay very deeply. 
His popularity was at stake if he mar.ried. and 
he knew it. "You11 ruin your car~r." his 
friends warned him. "Your popularity is built 
on sex appeal. You're the idol of millions of 
love-struck girls, and you can't affbrd to have 
a wife." And with these words ringing in his 
ears. Rudy, for the first time in his lik was 
willing to place his caTttT b(hind him. 

A sacrifice like that can only be prompted by 
a ~incere, gelluine love. J lis popularity, I might 

add here and now, didn't wane one 
bit aftcr his marrial."t:, but that didn't 
a11eviate the risk at the time he decided 
to say, "I do." 

Rudy lIlet Fay in Hollywood when 
he was making the: picture "Vagabond 
Lover" back in 1929. He had bct!n 
practically immune to girls until then. 
Oh, he went out with them--Marv 
Brian, Sally Blanc and several othe-r 
Hollywood ingenucs, but never oftcn 
cnough to make serious gossip for the 
chatter writers. The memory of an 
ill-Cated m .. 'lrriage with Leonie McCoy, 
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RADIO STARS 
a woman older than himsel f, right after he had graduated 
from college, which ended in an _annulment, made him a 
hit wary of a se<::ond t ry. 

BUT he S'lW a 101 of Fay when he was in Cali fornia. 
Every day he wasn't working he was at the beach 

with her, and every night out stepping at the Cocoanut 
Grove. "Vagabond Lover" fini shed, he had to rush back 
10 New York. T here he burned the wires urging Fay to 
come to see him. Fay 
went for a short 
visit. When she re-
turned home Rudy 
found that he was 
terribly lonely with
out her. She visited 
him agai n- and then 
sped back to the Coast 
in what seemed to him 
a remarkably short 
time. This long-di s
tance courtship was 
making Rudy restless. 
There was only onc 
way to keep her. So 
the third time she 
came to New York he 
married the girl . 

Wide World 

that cost $7,<XX). She expected Rudy to cater to her
to take her out to theatres, to night clubs and di nners. 
Instead, she found herseH sitting home almost every 
night by herself, a radio widow. 

She stood it about as long as she could, and then one 
day that lonely homesick spi rit got the best of her, and 
she packed her bags and fled to her parents' home at the 
Coast. 

Rudy was franti c. He couldn't follow her because of 
his work, but he sent 
his friends Ed Schue
ing and Judge Hyman 
Bushel down to see 
her and try to per
suade her back to the 
family hearth. He 
phoned her at the 
W ebb Santa Monica 
home, " Why did you 
run a\\!QY? What was 
wrong ?" 

"1 was lonely. T 
didn't have you to.my
self. You've got to 
choose between your 
ambitions and me," 
was her tearful ulti
matum. 

He kept it secret 
fo r three days, but 
what a furore was 
created when he let 
the news out. The 
Great Crooner mar
ried ! Immediate ly 
everyone was predict
ing two things: his 
professional suicide, 
and an imminent di
vorce. I'll tell you a 
grand story later ~m 
about how the Vallee 
fans rattied around 
him, which repudiated 
the "professional sui
cide" scare. As for 
the " i 111111 i n en t di
vorce," that was dis
counted as the usual 
prophecy that accom-

Fay isn't pinin9 away. On this occasion she was 
being escorted by Jack Hartford, Hollywood 

broker. Thot's Pot de C iceio with them. 

And Rudy chose 
her. He gave up a 
lucrative offer to play 
in the Park Central 
Hotel, he gave up his 
personal appearances 
at the Par amo unt 
theatres, and he gave 
up many other con
tracts that would havt 
given him more money 
than most of us earn 
in a lifetime. Rudy 
and Fay were now 
going out together 
again, making up for 
all the fun they had 
missed. 

BUT they were both 
intensely jealous of 

p<mies the marriage o f a popular public fi gure. 
At that time Rudy laughed off these rumors and pro

tested , " I love Fay and Fay loves me. Nothing could 
ever separate us. I have several contracts to fill. I can't 
let down on my work, and the honeymoon will have to 
wait." The last sentence is the key to the Webb-Vallee 
splitup! 

You mnst know Rudy and Fay a little better to under
stand it. Here was Rudy. obsessed with ambition which 
shunted friends, social life and good times to the back
ground. He was filling more engagements than ever 
heforc--radio, re<:ordings, the George White "Scandals" 
or four-a-days at vaudeville houses, and a hotel spot every 
night unt il three in the morning. His days and nights 
were a continual whirl of madly tearing around to fill 
these engagements. 

O N the other hand, here was Fay, a California girl, 
really a stranger in town. She had no fr iends there. 

Fay had been a v6ry much sought-after girl, and was 
used to the attention and adulation of men. She was 
accustomed to having her sl ightest whims granted. When 
she once asked for a ring " like Norma Shearer's," Rudy 
promptly bought her an exquisite pear shaped diamond 
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each other. Rudy, who 
had "discovered " Frances Langford singing in a small 
Florida night club several years ago, was now managing 
the beautiful young blues singer. 

"You Olust turn her over to somebody else," Fay in
sisted. "I don't want you to manage her any longer." 

"Why, dear?" Rudy asked, puzzled. "She has lots of 
talent, and I'd like to see her get started on her radio 
career." But he turned his protege over to Ken Dolan, 
hi s former manager. There were no grounds for .Fay's 
jealousy, she merely acted like any apprehensive wife 
who demands that her husband fire his pretty secretary. 

This . jealousy was flamed into greater action, because 
Fay and Rudy were generally thousands o f miles apart. 
Fay is a very delicate girl, and the New York climate is 
not agreeable to her. For the sake of her health she spent 
a large part of the year in warmer climates. Rudy could 
seldom be with her because his radio work kept him 
chai ned to the East. So ' you can imagine, being in op
posite ends of the country, how their imaginat10qs worked. 
Rudy formed a mental picture of Fay, hi s beautiful young 
wife, the center of a group of admiring men at Ihe beach 
or night clubs. Fay saw her husband, the idol of the air, 
adored by a group of worshiping females. 

When they got together, a clash (Continued on page 48) 
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(Right) Mr. Taylor, the Voice of Experience. 
(Above) Some of the Voice's thirty-two aids 
at war.. Among them ore (I dodor of phi-

losophy, a physicion and (I lawyer. 

L I F E 
SAVER • 

The Voice of Experience can give advice because he himself has suffered 

By WILSON B ROW N 

Til E Voice of Exper ience took the leiter that the post
man had just left and read it through twice. At the 
second reading. his hands trcmhled a bit. 

"1 shall he sitting beside my radio with a vial of IXlison 
in my fingers," the girlish han<Jwriting s..1.id. ,,[ f you 
don't tell me what to do, [ shall kill myself. " 

The leiter bore no retl1rn address. no clue to its sender. 
It hat! come frOI11 somewhere in a great city. T he lIl a ll 

who is the Voice of Experience read it a third lime. 
Should he answer the girl? \Vauld an answer give her 
the help she needed to go on living? \Vould it S<1.Ve her 
life? 

So mall)' people have decided these last few desperate 
months that they no longer wish to live.. that their 
~trength is spen t and their resources exhausted. So many 
times has the Voice of Experience givell his counsel. And 
always. each new letter is a throbbing new problem. 

That day. this man wen! \0 hi s hroadcast with a vivid 
pict ure ill his mind of a girt alone some where in the great 
cit)' clutching a bottle of POiSOll to her hreast. Within. 
>;omet hing screamed that he should call to this girt to 
(lrop the bott le. to forget ~ lIicidc. Through the whole 

hroadcasti ng perio<l. its urgent clamoring pressed at his 
thro.'u . You or I. in thaI same spot. probably would have 
cried our warning to the fou r winds. The Voice of Ex
pericllce talked on ly of fa ith and courage and thosc quali
ties of mind and heart that cnahle the weakest of us to 
raise our standards a little higher ami valiantly carry 011 . 

A PAWl' of the time. he talked of himself-and with 
valid reason. As a hoy. he had studiL-d nlUsic~piallo 

and pipe organ-until he was cap .. 1ble of playing concert s. 
Growing up. he had chosen surgery for a career and spent 
his college rears in preparation. Theil. suddenly. the full 
life that had bc.!ell almost within the grip of his fi ngertips 
was suddenly blasted away. 

An automobile accident did it. crushing his deft hal1(l~ 
and finge rs in thirty -two horrible places. making them 
forever unfit fo r ei ther surf.:'ery or the piallo. leaving him 
like a ship without anchor. 

Picking up the scattered threads of his life. he turned 
to puhlic speilking. Here was a tield in which he had 
natural abili ty. Building carefully and slowly. he set 
anew about the business of a (COIIf;lIIwd 011 P(lgC 50) 
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IF fOU like your plain l,rroceries done lip fancy, Georgt· 
Rector is the man for you. . 

And what a mail. ROllnd of fact' and body, wIth 
a spiked lIlustache that might have come right off the 
Rue de la !'aix or Place Vcndome, he is the answer iO 

Mrs. America's prayer for a French cook who can speak 
Engli!-.h 

George Rector is a Frellch cook. li e served in Francc's 
famOliS Cafe de Paris and Cafe de Marguer)'. H e cooked 
for King O-.car of Swed en and was decorated by the 
French Government with the Cordon Bleu for dishing up 
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HE 

Harry Horlick. the leader 
of the A. & P. Gyp,ie,. 

Jolly. round, beaming -
thot', George Rector. Th. 
perfect example of the Qld 
truth thot fo' men are al-

ways goodnotured. 

By CURTIS 

MITCHELL 

a tasty ratwm called filet mignfln Hederer. Bul despite all 
that. despite the mustache and bllth ih waxed points. ~' .. 
as American a!i the CalKlls. the Lo ..... ell ... and Lodge ... 

You can'l figure it 0111. can)'llll f Well. the !'lOry Ix·gin .. 
up on the NiOigara J<i\·cr ... . 

But here i ..... vmelhillg you IlIUsl know first. For twn 
years. George Rector has heen on the :lir with hi~ "Our 
Dail)' Food" program for the A. & P More... "Our 
Daily Food" has made hml thouc;ands of friends. HIS 

recipe,., ane! hiS ~tor;e!i have lickled both America'!i p.1Ialt· 
and fUlillybone. Thi .. summer, for the firsl lillie since Iw 
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THE 

Th. original Morin. Cof' ot the 
First Chic.ogo World', Fair. 

FAMOUS 

Frank Parker. the tenor of the 
A, & p, pr09ram. 

George Rector, of the "Our Daily Food" pro fatht:r imporlt'd for the oC('"a ... i(lll . 
Hack 111 1~3. Ihe Clf~ \b.rnl(' 

.. ;1\\ h.slOn 1ll.1(\('. In it. fur the 
lir"l lilllt,,' III I'uillie, a wllman 
"11101..("(1 a cigarette. The Prill ' 
Ct· ... ~ Eulalie of Sp,1.in . :lull 
Ju!'>1 look what "he ... tarled. 

gram, has stories to tell of the old days-the , 
grand days which fascinate and intrigue. Read 

also about his appearance at the Chicago I'n' ~id Ihal Gt'orKc I.. an 
\n.erlcan II,.. grandfalher 
foundal the Frontl4.~1' IlolI"C \>11 

the Xiaj.,'<1r.l I{,ver long before 
IH.'wlv ..... ecls lJegan to \'i"lt Ihe 

World's Fair this summer 

Ilt'gan hrn,;ulca):llmg. he ; ... t.:()Ing 10 II(' •• hle tn llIt'f't :I1I.t 
.. hake h .. 1.nds with the thrm"'1.nd .. who ha\'c wrult'll ;11,,1 
Ii ... tened to 111m. , \1 the "',,rld', Fair III Chicaliu. Ihat' 
\\here·\"llu·lltind him. 111.'11 he there ...... !h Itarl'Y Ilmh!;1.. 
and hl~ "nt;;les. and Frank Parker If \'lIu'rf' I;ne IIf tm
luck)" wanderer .. \\ho "III \·i .. 1\ lhe cx" .. ~u"lIl. ~(lu'JI lintl 
tht' whule \ & P. ail' .. h,," phl'> Gl'UrKl' I{("(tnr all.1 III 
n'\"IJlh and his yarns uf Ihe KCOO old lIa) ..... 

Til (;t'orJ:c Rt'Ctol', the good Hid Ila~ .. mean 111"1 flnl,; 
lM:riod, the year .. when Rt"Ctur's was un Iirll;lciway. Tht re 
wa .. a n· .... laurant. "'ith Sherry' .. al1<"1 J)eJn .. "IKo·'I. " fl~1 
till' great and near-gn::tl Diamoud JUII Brady. 1.11110111 
i{lb'>t'II , Sarah Bernhardt, and ()'lIenr~" If )'fIU hall 
1.25. \'fill c()uld buy Ihe heM meal III the hou~. 

TilE IIrit.:1Ilal RcclOr'$ wa" 11\ (.nicaKO. 0&1. l"n'l II. 
thai (;eor~e goes II.1.ck there Illi ..... lIl11ll1t' r til anolher 

Worlc]' .. Fair like the 1111(' held HI 1893 at wh1ch h .... falher 
ran the (lnh restaurant ~ Tha.t was the: ('afe ~Iarine. 
If }Illl art' ,ild enough. 1M..'rhap" you atr Iherr. St'a f(MMI~, 
IInly. !lnw IhoS{' ~UlHanne(j ~licldlc Wl'~It'rnt'rs mar· 
""lIed al Ihl' crabs and lolhler~ :Ind uy"'lt'r!'> that Ct~)rgl"s 

tanl(IU~ fall... Iii ... J{lIhts and 
(U"tolller" were trapper .. , hunter ... Indian tracler!'>. (;·eorge·" 
Frt'l1ch lo;lt"kgn)llnd came In aC('ident Glint' 'o\hell Iht' 
hUII<lr "f 1<t."Ct(.r·, "a ... thr£':I.lellt"fl. Th.al .. tun' begu ... 
'o\lth Diamond Jim Br.:hlv. 

Ihan .. >!}.1 Jml~ The ......... 01 .. a man. 11(' ..... 're Illanlft!ltb 
f(of hat !.utton". cutT link ...... u~pender buttvn ... Vht but 
,un .. , Ull the tip (If hi .. lead pCllcil, and Ull hi'" garters. I II .. 
I'hilu,ol'h\" wa .. this : "Them a." has ·em. ",car .. ·('m." 

lit: h\t~1 10 eat and I(l\'ed to be .. urrulIndt'(1 hy hmutlful 
"1>IIlt'l1 and t:nlertallllllg men. Each lII~ht. he urdered 
w\"er" b.I'. for eight. If gue ... to; came, ht W2~ har'l'Y. If 
Ihe~' didn·,. he ate all el~ht dlllllt'ni. l)urlllK a meal. he 
alwa~'" ('(1!1.,unlal a box of candy and drank 3. pilcher uf 
orange JUIce. There wa" a sight for ~Irangt·r,., I(l ..... ritt' 
hume ahout. Diamond Jim 3.1111(1 hi .. viclual<;,. 3. napklll 
tuckeel 11110 hi .. coilaI'. .\Iosl pohte f"lk wore Iheir nap
kin .... on their laps. Imt nflt ~Ir. Brad\' t • . \ napklll on 
hi .. lap," Rector remember ... "wuuld ha,\e I~n as made
cluale as a dUlly under 3. lJa .. s drum." 

Onl~' olle tty mal'fL'l:i the OIlIlment (If Diamond JIIII'" 
pleasure. 1)1Irnlg olle of hi .. tripS ahmacl. ht' had tasted a 
French .... 1.lIet' named ~larKuery (Continul'd on payd4) 

" 
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GOODBYE, LOVE 

By JOHN 

SKINNER 

W.lcome thought love WOl 0 

beautiful thing, But sh. found it 
o h.1I of torture and luffering
torture and suffering b ecause 
.... man dl. loved-ond who 
lov.d h.r-waJ hopelenly , et.r-

nally jealous, 

RADIO STARS 

"I' ll never get married again. I think only of my 

Cold blooded, selfish? what Welcome Lewis says. 

came by this philosophy 

" career. That' s 

But Welcome 

only 

W OMEN whose "acrifices III married hfe have held 
in check the urge which CQuld drive them onward 
to success ami fame. will find something tlUutter' 

ably tragiC, yet completely understandable ill \Vekoll1c 
Lewis when she s,1.ys, "I'll never get married agam. [ 
thmk only of my career." 

Yet those women, wise in the ways of life bt.'cau-.e Ihey 
know there are swet'l compensations for the bitter 
draughts of marriage. might ask the radio slngcr. "Why 
do you '.ay thai? Wh .. ,,1 is it that has put you beyond l~ 
pale of love and tenderness of a home and family? Can 
It be eVldena: thai you think moTe of your car~r and 
yourself than of love and its sacrifiC('s?" 

\Vclcomc would not answer this question. She doesn't 
respond that way. She is one of the pets of the studios, 
~et many feel that a certain hardness lies behind the 
taugiller of her eyes and lips. Bul no mattcr wh .. ·l1 they 
-.ay or think .... he won't talk about it. That's Ihe kind of 
glTl ... he IS. 

But there are three families III the Un ited Stales which, 
were ,they aware of such Implications, would n5e fiercely 
to delend thiS determined lillie singer. "You're wrong." 
thev'd ~y. .. ~II of you are wrong. You have no righl 
In ~y such things about her. You don't know the Irue 
Welcome Lewis." 

These three families must go unnamed. You Will undcr
~land why when f tell you what impels them to champion 
her when accusers rise to <i:ly that .. he has Ihru!.! aSide 
love III her drorts for a great career. 

W E might steal quietly llIto hcr beautiful home III a 
Westchester suburb of ~ew York City ami watch 

her as she si ts at her desk. She has forgotten for the 
momt:nt, the pen in her hand. \Vhat causes the scnom, 
rather .... "td. look on the countenance of this diminutive 
creature- Ihis girl who has so much? 

She has "Cl m;my things 
which should make her 
happy, she thinks. Iler 
house! is chamllng, filled 
wllh beautiful Ihin!;.'5, ar
rangt.'d with qUIet ta .. te. 
There is a lawn and a gar-

after years of bitter heartbreak 

deu. The touch of country is (llIIet and . ..:stful after the 
hard days and nights in the st udio. It i!i a cool and r~
rreshin~ retreat from the glitter and glamor of RadIO 
Row. What. then, is there lackin~? 

It iso·t money. She has worked hard and with her suc
ce~s has come fmaneial recompense III great l1lea~ure. She 
has countless friends about the studios. There are the 
parties which are the life of any raelio star, so that she 
does not lack social distraction. There seems to be 
everything. 

But wait. \Vhat of that great essential in a home
someone to love, SOllleone whose misfortunes and suc
ce-.-.es you share as he shares yours? 

Perhaps that is it. But ~he can never marry agalll. 
She mUSt think only of her career. Never again can 
~he expose herself to such an experience as !the once had. 
.\ bitter attitude perhaps. A hard point of view. And 
yet, what is success but hollowness if yuu could 1I0t share 
It With someone? 

To the world. she is a gay. hardworkin/.:' artist. who 
deserves her stardom. To herself. she I!o a lillie pathetic 
when she thinks of her incapability of manifesting the 
love she feels has been killed within her. 

lIer mind goes back a few years. alld sees a woman 
hardly more than a girl, wandering along the path of a 
Iiollywood park. 

THE tears in the eyes of the ~irl picked blurred colors 
from the moonbeams which st roked her gently as she 

walked unsceingly along the pathway. It 5eemed to her 
Ihal she had been walking for hours. Exhausted. the 
pretty, diminutive creature dropped wearily to a bench 
by a fir)wer bed, looking for all Ihe world like olle of thc 
blossoms be~ide her. crushed by a rude and ... dfi!.h foot. 

Love had captured her when she was sixteen and mar
nage had caught her up in its toils. Now she was twenly
one. hroken and disillusioned. Why could no one have 
warned the innocent. trusting girl ~he had been? Why 
had no one told her that her heauty and attractlvcnc!» 
would make her the victim of that dragon which rtlCOI
I~sly destroys so many unions-unhridled jealousy? 

.\1 fin.! it had given her a f~hl1g of JttUrity when her 
husband had s~ltered hcr so closely from the outer 
world. To her uninitiated mind, it had seemed the 111-

~tlllct to protect women. natural in finer men. 
But soon it became a little I)f'wlldtring to walk along 

the ... treet, to glance at a pas<;ing man, and at that moment 
fttl the grip of her husband's hand on her arms, and his 
fierce whisper in her ('''''r, "You're flirting." 

"l3ut I'm not," ' she would prottlol. "You know that I 
love you. I can't help looking if a man has a funny walk 
or a crazy suit or a friendly smile." 

"Yes, that's it. That's it. c..11 it a frjcndly SOllie. J 
know the kind of friendly snllie you provoke from men." 

"Oh, but you're unfair." 
lie had never seemed to Ihink so. Ile'd nevcr admit 

it. Iler life became a torture of uncertainty. She never 
knew when his words of jealous repro."tch would lash 
down 011 her. As a motiOn (Conlimud on puye 50) 
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Hubby George O lsen and 
hi. bond meeting wifie Ethel 
Shutta ot Grand C entrol. 
She'd been vacationing. The 
boys wore their false whiskers 
awry and played Chermon 

tunes off key. 

LET I S GOSSIP ABOUT 
YOUR FAVORITES 

W ILL ROGERS has done a 101 to hrighten up Ollr 

5ullda) night hroadcasts. I l i~ nine o'clock chats 
frOIll \\'ashington, r\cw York, and Hollywood 

have kepI more people at home than ~lorris chairs alld 
hedroom slippers. As this i.., written, he is scheduled to 
leave the air in a few weeks. I'os;.ihly. he may consent 
to talk on through the ,>ummer. Certainly, all America 
hopes so. 

In \\"il],~ own words, this i.., the story of how he hap
pelletl to go 011 the air. 

"Ilere is how this rOllg-h and tumhle hroadcastin' thing 
rollle ahou\. The Gulf Oil Company kept w:lntill' me to 
litter up the microphone with some Oklahoma grammar, 
Xow Amos 'n° Andy, Jack Pearl. \\'yUIl, \'allee or 
Cantor havc never had any cau!-e to he jealolls of me 
111 their mduslry, bUl , did want to make a contribution to 

14 

a couple of good caw>cs that had done '>lIch fine w(lrk 
durin' our earlhquake amI I didn't have the dUligh IU 
do it with. so Mrs, Roger .. figgCfl'd it out. as she 110( .... 

most of the other thing~, She so,y .... 'You gOt tht, wlllel 
to do it,' so she figgered out hl)w I clluld clo it with JU"I 
talk. which I would he doin' for Iwlllln' anyhow tn an} 
Ixxly I could hem up and milkc li ... ten tn me. '-4:) I :un to 
preach for seven Sundays, and the (;ulf Comp .. 'IlY 1'00 to 
lake all the money and send half of it It) the Red ern, ... 
and the other half to the SlIh'atu}II .\nny. hoth hi 1M:' 
used for Unemploymell t Rc-lief, Sf) I g'(Jt !luthin' 10 

lose in the transaction but my voicc and 1 never 10M II 
yet" The only Ol1e I see eilll lo!>t, i ... the Gulf COllll',·\lI\. 
that is if they don't sdl el111ul-:h /.!:" ... tu polY for tIll' ~ra~ 
they hought frolll l11e. Sn "11(111 3" I /.!:et thruuJ:h thc\' 
will mail the checks. DOl1't thank l11e, thank the (;II'-f 

• 
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Company or beuer still, thank the h!>tel1crs. The)" will 
be the !;Uffereh." 

,\11 of Will'!; pav check!;. f!l ca~ "1m haven't heard. 
haw: gone to charilY. ""hieh nOUlllla'te ... hUll. doesn't u. 
35 Radio'!; Grandes, Gu)"? 

R L"BI SOFF IS one hunc!rt'tl dollar" richer, Before 
Eddie Can tor wenl otT the air, he bet Ruuinoff $100 ,hat 
he (RubinofT) wouldn't have the ner\"e 10 lalk over the 
3ir. Kot long ago, RubinufT walt Ifl Raleigh. J\. C 
Happel11ng 1I1to a radio station, he was Invited to t3lk. 
When the mike was adjusted 10 the right height. his fir~1 

Charle. Carlile, CBS tenor, did 
the proper thing on Mother', 
Day, Yel, that', hi, ma
Mrs, Lily Carlile, on from Cen· 
trol FolIl, R, I., to lee her 

famous young 'un. 

Gracie Allen returned from Holly .... ood in the 
baggage cor, disguised 01 0 trunk. Wore a 
huge baggage cheek, she did, so George 

BUrn, .... ould be able to identify her . 

words were, ",\re you li~tcnill/.!:. Etldie';. If you are, 
you owe me one hundred bucks, ,. 

C .\H'\"ETH \\"EI.LS. tilt, cxplurt'r who reache ... )"UU \"13 

the XBC web, scnd ... u ... a In-W ~ltJf\" from AfnC""d \ !.olt! 
and ft-arles., hi/.!: game hunter \\eill inttl the hu ... h afwr 
a kill, .\fter a long and IIre"l)l11C stalk, he thcJUght ho:' 
~w a fine pair of horns ri"illK uut of the ..... ai,l·hi/.:11 
grass .. \lming carefull~'. he pulled the triJ:J::'er and tla~ht'cl 
forward with a cry of triumph. \\' hen he reacht'l] tIll 
gra~s, h(' di'>CO\'ered hi ... own lIlotorcyc1t'11. . \\ ith a hl1~t" 
hole' hlowl1 through Ihe ga"olim' tallk 

S TI'I)IU '\ntics: Jal1le~ ~lt'lton hold ... his ear when hI." 
bw .. ,dca"ts .. Scrappy Lambert puts on hi, new gla., ... ('s 

. Jack Parker's upper lip per"'l,in'.. ., Jessica Drag,," 
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LET'S GOSSIP ABOUT YOUR FAVORITES 

Al Mitchell, who plays for Ever. 
ett Marsholl's tenOf"ing among 
other things, was visited recently 
at the dudio by Sen lyon and 
Bebe Daniel, of Hollywood fame. 

This is 5"00"ey. Know Snooney1 
She's the goofey damsel of the 
Five Star Theatre program and 
the Kickers' Club. The lady's 

real nome is Barbara Blair. 

This is Ted Bergman, who oets 
so dumb cnd is so smort. He is 
tlte 10ny who makes you laugh 
on the Best Foods Musical ·Gro-

ctte looks straight into the mike as if she would hypno· 
. tize it. Gus Haenschcn puts his tie in his belt like a 
sash. 

C RACE MOORE'S is the rich vOice }ou've been 
hearing on the summer Chesterfield program. It 's her 
first big radio job. All her life. though. she has been 
s inging. In the Tennessee hill s, at first . Then at the 
Black Cat restaurant, one of Greenwich Village's atmos· 
pheric spots. In Shubert shows. And the i\.'Ietropolitan 
Opera House. Probably. if you're a picture fan. Y6,u ' 
~aw her OPIXIsite Lawrence Tibbetl in "The New Moon." 

A NN is telling-tile wOlld he's not engaged to be mar· 
ried. Hu t not a soul believes her. Ann, you don't know, 
is one of the Neil Sisters who do their soft and syrupy 
singing from Chicago with Phi l Baker. 

Some time ago, Lucille, oldest of the sisters, was doing 
a lot of denying. When she had said some sixty times 
that she was not engaged . she married the guy- E.arl 
l.awrence. arranger and accompanist for the trio. Next . 
Gwyneth declared the sound o f wedding bells ..... ere all 
sour to her. But within a week or so, she married Dick 
Tec!a. NBC staff announcer. 

And now, Ann complains because no one believes her. 

T OM HOWARD. chief grocery thrower of the Musical 
Grocery Store. has a home in Rumson, N. J., that some· 
times causes neighoorly complaints. Tom owns six radios 
and is so afraid he'll miss something, he keeps them all 
going at once. 

G liNE and Glenn, you'll be glad to know. have re· 
lIcwed with WLW. That's the team that gives you Jake 
and Lena. those watery voiced comics. 

eery Store program •. 

T 1-1 IS tamale tenor called Senor Ortiz Tirado you've 
heard via NBC, it turns out, is one of this continent's 
most famous physicians. Ortiz T irado is a Mexican doc· ' 
tor with a huge practice in the southern republic. Part 
o f his work consists of conducting clinics for the poor. 
,.11 is takes money. Which is why Senor Tirado sin~~ 
now for the NBC. He is earning money to conduct hiS 
free dinics back in Mexico City. 

T HE Columbia Broadcasting System is doing what it 
can, our scouts report, to corral the heavyweight market. 
Not long ago, they started that new program called Jack 
Dempsey's Gymnasium. Then they re·signed Kate Smith 
and Aunt Jemima, both 2(X) IXiunders, and added Mil · 
dred Hai ley, another styli sh stout. 

T HEY'RE telling this on Arthur Tracy, thc Street 
Si nger. Tracy spent several days last spring visiting 
the training camp o.r J\'lax Schmeling. One afternoon. 
Der Maxie invited Art to put on the gloves with him . 
Art agreed, tied the mittens about hi s wrists, and got in 
the ring. Maxie took ont: swing and missed, but the 
hrccze from it stirred someth ing in Arthur. With a wild 
cry. he spun aoout, vaulted the ropes. and van ished in a 
cloud of dust. Hereafter, Art avows, he'll stick to street 
Slllg l1l", . 

B EN BERN IE has gone into the construction business. 
He's erected a jernt on the shore of Lake' Mich igan where 
he and all the lads will weave their Illusical net this summer 
for unwary visitors to Chicago and its World's Fair. 
The place's official name is the Blue Riboon Casino but 
Hen's friends are calling it ;'The House that Ben Built." 

B. A. Rolfe is a man who likes hi s ll' t1sic fast. In a 
test the other night , he led his forty·pitte orchestra 

Tom Howard makes the nights awful at his country home town 
16 



RADIO STARS 

• 

THE LOVE STORY OF 
MARY AND JACK BENNY 

By 

Mary ot about sill 
years of age. 
It wasn't so long 
after this that she 
hod her fi rst en
counter with Jack. 
That encou nt e r 
which he later re
membe re d with 
some embarolS 

ONCE UPON A TIME, JACK BENNY 

GOT UP AND WALKED RIGHT OUT OF 

THE HOUSE WHERE HE WAS VISITING 

-BECAUSE THE PEOPLE THERE BORED 

HIMI LlTILE DID HE KNOW-

ment. 

THEIR meeting was one of the strangest in all radio 
history- the meeting of Jack Benny and i\'lary Liv-
1I1gston . r f they had never helieved in fate hefore 

the curiOlls chain of circumstances that led up ,to that 
fo rgotten encoun ter, it should convince them of the weird 
workings of dest iny. 

Here is what happened: 
Jack was playing the Orphcum Circui t ill Vancouver. 

British Col umbia. with the ,\I au Brothers. Zeppo i\lan; 
had friends in the city and. one night. asked Jack to ac
company him to their house. 

"Not interested." Jack s"id. "Just ordinary IlCQple IXlre 
me. I like folks who talk my language. What do these 
pt:<lple know about the theatre?" 

Hilt Zeppo insisted . Jack had noth ing else to do and 
pre~clltly he discovered himself in an average househol(1. 
among people who talked of average, commonplace things 
and knew nothing of the theatrical world. Just the host 
:Lnd hostess wouldn't have heen so !Jad. They were nice 
enough- but those kids! Jack couldn't stand those kids. 
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KATHERINE ALBERT 

And this is. Mr. 
Be nny at th e 
doddering ag8 
of seven whole 
years. Romance 
in those doys 
meant little in. 
deed to Mr . 
Benny. As 0 

motter of fact, 
hi. chief inter
est in life was 
probably mar· 
bles ond ic e 

cream. 



The little daughters sat at his feet and gazed up at him. 
"How {loes it feci to he an ·actor. i\'1r. Benny?" they 

asked. "Are you ever scared on the stage before all 
tho~e people? How long docs it take you to learn your 
speec11cs." Etc., etc. 'Nell, you know how girls like 
that go on. 

Answering in monosyi1ahles did not quell their enthusi
asm for digging deep into an actor's sou\. And finally 
Jack could stand it no longer. He jumped up from the 
chair and said to Zeppo, "I told you not to bring me to 
this place !" And before the startled family could open 
their mouths he had gone. 

It was an incident that Jack soon forgot. To him his 
action was justifiable. He didn't want to go in the first 
place. the little girls had driven him crazy with their 
incessant questions and the talk had bored him. So there 
was nothing left for him to do but 10 take a walk-out 
powder. 

A 11(1 then one day. years later, his wife, i\bry Livll1g
stall (whose voice you know so we!! on those Chevrolet 

programs in which she works with Jack) told him that 
she was one of the curious little girls who had ques
tioned him in Vancouver so much to his annoyance. 

W H EN she first told him about it Jack was stunned 
and incredulous and then he laughed and Mary 

laughed and she gave an imitation of him that night. 
stalking Ollt of the house, and he gave an imitation of 
her asking him dumb questions. And that is why their 
marriage has been so successful and why O. O. Mcintyre 
once called them "the perfect couple." They know how 
to laugh, 

Those twO, who are so crazy about each other, have an 
unfailing system to stop quarrels. They po~sess a magic 
key that puts the padlock on bickerings. The' key is 
laughter. Jack and Mar} have found that you can't laugh 
and quarrel at the same time. And I'll sholl' you, by 
telling you of a couple of scenes that actnally happened 
in the Benny household jllst how this system works. 

Once Mary was reading a (Continued OJ! page 36) 
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MICROPHONE 
Peggy loved Pat utterly, And when she saw the daughter of the 

wealthy manufacturer taking an interest in Pat, she almost wished-

B y PET E R D x 0 N 

PEGGY and Pat decided to crash the radio field in 
New York. And why not? Back home they'd been 
prctly big time. It seemed so easy to repeat the 

performance in t\ew York. 
They came. Just the two of them. They were in love. 

Yet couldn't afford to marry yet. So they came together 
to the big city. Each one could lru.',! the other. .\nd 
their love was just as pure and decent as if they were 
surrounded by eagle-eyt.-d chaperons. 

;\1 the Kational Broadcastjn~ Studios they {oum] it 
wasn't awfully easy to gel an audition. There seemed to be 
a 101 of waiting to be done. But there was no help for it. 

"Well, we've got the audition at last." Pat said al din
ner that evening. 

"Hut Pat ... not lIntil twO weeks from now. And !>up
pO!>C'-jUS! suppose--we aren't any good. Our money will 
lk' almost gone by that time and then what will we do?" 

Pat looked long at the sweet-fated girl across the table. 
Her face was "ery serious and there was a tiny frown on 
her forehead-but even so Pegb'Y was altogether adorable. 

"Peggy." he said. "if we get married we can cut our 
eXIX'nses considerably." 

I 'eggy shook her head. 
"1\0." she said. "Not until we actually make good. 

\\'e'\'(~ talked that over so many times." Seeing that Pat 
was ready to argue the question, she hastily changed the 
~ubject. "Look. Isn't that Xorman Brokenshire just 

2\l 

comi ng in ?" she asked, to divert Pat. 
Pat looked across the small restaurant. 11 was the tall. 

slightly plump Brokenshire, grinning and fl()(WinK 10 

aCCjuaintances. 
The boy and girl h.;ld selCi:ted this restaurant on the 

ground Roor of the Columhia Broadcasting System bUIld
ing just 10 get a little closer to big time radio. Hue, 
somoone had told them, one could Stt mallV of the im-
portant Columbia stars. -

"\\'e might even meet some of them," Pal told Peg-feY. 
So far they hadn't Illet any of the radio folks hut they 
had recognized many of them. They hadn't been sure of 
Fred Allen who came in with his lovely wife, Portland 
liotTa, until they heard him speak. It was the same nas..'ll 
drawl they had heard so 1l1.'lny Sunday nights. Ilarry 
\'on 2ell, one of the CBS crack announce!rs. looked eH!n 
younger than hi s pictures and the! diction-me(bll-winning 
David Hoss of the romantic valet' was surprisingly <,mall. 

There were four men at a table in a corner, apparently 
telling stories. for there was much laughter. Olle of the 
lIlell had been looking at them occasionally, Peggy no
ticed, as if he had met the!111 somewhere. Ilis faC(" WII!. 

familiar. 
Finally he walked over to thdr table. 
"Aren't you people from Oklahoma ?" he a!>,ked. 
Pat looked up. 
"Yes," he .. aid. "From Tulsa. Didn't we Illl,.."et "IlU -" 

The man grinned. A I11ce, friendly grin. 

• 

• 

MAC I C 
Even though Peggy wal leaving with the 
famous Budd of Stoopnogle and Budd, 
she wos horribly conseiOUI of the way in 
which that rich girl wal loo.ing ot Pot. 

Illustrated by Jack Welch 

I 
• 

"1 thought so," he 5ai<l. " I'm Budd Hulick. We met 
at a p.arh· :u Glenn Condon's place in Tl1l~'l when wt· 
were out there a year ago." 

Peggy remembered the OCCa~i(1I1 in",anllv. Budd of 
Colonel 5toopnagle and Budd! They had bttn guest~ of 
hrmor at th.'lt pany. There had I)e(n scores of people 
there and she and Pat had barely .. poken to Hulick Yet 
he remembcrt'fl thel11. Thai was a good sign. 

"\\ hat lIfC you doing in Xcw York ~ On the air hert.';''' 
Hudd asked. 

Pat hriefly explained. 1 Ie :.ddcd that he and I.>egg), 
hoped to get an audition at Columbia a~ wdl as :-.J Be. 
Budd looked .. erious for 3 moment 

"I don't belie,·c they art: giving many auditions 111)

..tairs." he ..aid. "\\'j.,h I could help you_ Say ... wait 
3 minute. \\,h)' dOIl't )'ou .. how up at the Xut Cluh 
IOmght ?" 

p EGGY'S face a<)ked for an explanation of the Xut Club. 
"It's a crazy night club down III Greenwich \'illage," 

liudd ..aid. "Thi~ is Thursday night and there are u.:.uall\' 
a lot of radiO people down there. It 's a good place to 
meet people. I'll probably be there and J'II introduce )Otl 
tf) any folk!> who tan help you," lie started to lea,·c. 
"Excuse me. lIave 10 11131('h th(' Colonel for our dinner. 
But I'll S('e you there, won't I) \her cleven o'clock?" 
;\ nd he nodded a goodbye. 

.\s far a<; Pat was ('ollccrned (COlltilllll'd on />fJ9t 38) 
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BACKSTAGE WIT H 
Come along ! 
Fred Waring. 

We' re gOing to visit the Old Cold program. 
And Mandy Lou. To hear some grand music. 

To meet 
All set ? 

FUEl) \VAIH~G'S PENNSYI.\'ANIA~S! 
Thefe'.., a name that ~h()()t~ streaks of color through 

your mind. Pictures of lean young men leaping from 
their scat!>, fo rming dcsigm. marchillg lip and dUWIl 
stage. hlowing their blOOlllin' heads olT 01\1 the while. 
Somehody once called them America's gn~atcsl JUlIlping 
Jack h'Uld. And they are-when they're on the stagc. 

Ulll today. they're in a studio. And we're \'i~itjng them. 
If YOU'\'c cOllle expecting to "et' their stal!c shenanigans 
repealed. put it out of your mincl. lIigh school hi-jinks 
don't go over the air. Sot without tclc\';siol1. And this IS 

a broadcast Old Cold\ hro.,'u!ca .. t, " in your honor," a ... 
David I<os .. solelllllly assures U't each \Voonesda)' eventide. 
Over eighty ~tation" of the Columhia net ..... ork. it gOC!i. The 
The higge:.t hook-up yet for a rq.:ular weeki), pr~ram 

Louk around. \\'e're within minutes of going on the 
air. Thi.,. i ... Colulllhia',; bigge .. t Xew York studio. The 
Penm~'h-aniall'" take up half the room and lean' the rest 
for us. But tQllight they're not in their u ... ual compact 
arrangement-ma~ ... ed under the baton of their leader. 
Tonight the) 're spread u la ;,tudio stylc-trumpet ... and 
trombones hackecl up against the ~3nnost ..... all to keep 
their hras~y throats frOnl u,'crwhehninJ.:" the ... ofter saxe~ 

and "'lrinK'" EnKlII{·('r .. han' III.·c lI wHrklllJ,.: with thellJ. 
1110\';111{ them here al1(l there, until 111('),\'(' got a b.1.1311Ce 
Ihat h sweet and lo\'cl)'. 

I.ookt Ilere comes I)avid I~o .. s. gold-nll'clal all1lOUnCI.T 
and poetry reader. EX4l1ew~hoy and agricultur:tl ~llIdent. 
I ~('\ turned ill\o America's slHoothes t -s lx:akin~ ... nothsa)·er. 
Shorter than a\erage, wcarml-: ~pal~. III~ hair l,ri,lling
hackwards off hi" high fnrehellcl. he's a mall til look at 
twice. 

J CST now, he /{Ial\cc~ at the clock. at tht· hand that 
creeps toward the 10:00 p. m. mark. I'n .. 1 \\'aring 

steps on the little hox before his orchc .. tra that wurd-wi .. e 
gu,·~ call a podium. ..\ man in a tuxecl" Clink'S through 
a door, 3swp-watch in hi .. hand. and 3n anxi"u ... l·xl'n .... -
sion on 111'0 face. I{II,", mO\f'" tCl ..... ard a mike. 

Aud what a l11ik~. It'" Ihe little hOi\\.1\ I"I~ let (1,)"" CIII 

a wire from the ceilillJr-
brown hox ahout the si1e 
of 3 Hat can of shcl(' 
polish. It'~ a lIew type, 
sensitive as an expusM 
ner\"(~, and ;,0 ';l11all Ihat 
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F RED WARING 
, 

S 

PENNSYLVANIAN 
, 

S 

;1\ a very tllllid performer wh() let ... it g-lve him "mike 
·fright." 

Head .. up! That IOlld-... peaker SWtlllf.: ahoH" the control 
mom wllulow IS rattling into life. The 11(11.,1' ,,(·ttle .. mtn 
words. 

"But (~ra.cic, that Isu't possi ble. 
"Oll, George. Thl're )'ou go again." 
George Burn.!; and (;rac.ie Allt'n an' cOllcl u<1mg their 

program in I iollywilod. The ~tU(Ii(l ... u<ldellly becomes 
ten!'>e. electric, YOII (';'In Ix:ar your own heart heat. I~ os'l 
,tands half·crouchlng, a ~heaf of papers in his upmi-.e<1 
rif.:ht hand. \Variug I~ Oil his IKIX, arm.!> tlut .. trctched. 

The loudspclIker hooll1s the network cue that pemlits 
t"'ery indi,idual .. tlltion to 31l1l(>unct: ils call letter .... Twenty 
... econds later. the ('llJrIllt'er beY(lnd that wmtiow (Jou 
can ju .. t '>« his e)·e--. al)Q"e the top of hi:' in~trume.nt 
hoard, dn"~ a little ... witch. 

On the appolif. pag., Fred directing the orchestra. 
(Below) David Rau, Bob Mtdia and Mandy lou. (Below, 
riqht) Maestro Waring an the piano, Babs Ryan, Tom 
Waring, ROMmory ond PriIC110 lone ond Poley McOintocl 

who is known as the froq-voiced bay, 

\11d wc're 011 the 'I1r. Even before DaVid 1<0.'1:. says a 
word. yOIl cml f~1 the difference. ),Iuscles ease and nerves 
~Iacke ll , We hreathe deeply to Ross' words: 

"We ..... elcome you on behalf o f Old Gold." 
\·wl m hows struke downward. ~xes bllbble and en', 

.he hras.!;cs hammer thc aIr WHit the progl'am's thcn~ 
"'Ollg. ,\ 111()1Ill.:1lt later. Russ talk~ again into that little 
hrown call. We can't hear him. for the st udio is full of 
lI1usic, hut we catLahno .. t ..enS(' the words a .. he stands. 
hi~ left hand at his car the. better to hear his uwn ,·oice. 

.. S1Ill.loth ,oothing music, 1\"1>1 f ~'ing America's 
\1II00Ihc ... 1 cl ..... lfelle light a "nll.")oth ()Id Gold and let 
the mello ....... muke, the IIl1rth, and the llIelud ie. ... smooth 
awa) the cares of the doW," 
Th~ music 8ar('3 lip anll fades '<Oftly ((I Silence. RO"S 

-.ay , "I ..... dies and gentlemen. the makers IIf Old Ge,id 
CIJ..<arelle ... p~nt Fred \\'aring 311(1 IIi ... Pl'1lnsyh"aniall~" 

A :o\O the ooy .. of the hand ~o to tOWIl. Hear them. Hc)" 
hey! Listen tr) the t:llHap of fttl :Ill around you. 

Studi.) vlsiwf"'Ii arc hUnlan, the~·\·e gotta pat their feet 
v. hen thc~ PC1ln~,·I"am3n .. unleash theIr musIC. 

Wanng',; Penn;,hal11an! (COIIIIIINCd ell ragc 49) 



RADIO STARS 

H E WAS 
R A D I 0 

, 
S 

SPOILED 
BOY 

I. 

James Melton and Mariorie McClure, his wife. 
He met her at Q party where he hod been asked 

to sin<J. They fell in love at once, but--

It's wonderful to be confident. But when 
one becomes too confident, overconfi
dent-well, read about James Melton 

By B LAN D MULHOLLAND 

J 1i\ll\\Y r."ELTOl..: was the kiml of boy you couldn't 
help liking. Asi{lc from the faCI that he was tall , 
bro:ld-shouldercd and handsome, he was as exul)Cran\ 

as a pup, a:. infectiously happy as a healthy b.1.hy. And 
when he poured liquid notes inlo a microphone mil1ion~ 
of heart s wept and laughed with the sadness and joy of 
hi s song. 

I f you likt'd Jimmy. you'd han! fallen in lo\'c with 
l\larjoric l\IcClurc. As a matter of fact that's prccisel~ 
what Jimmy did-fell in love with her strong. comel) 
fcalurc~, her gold-braw ll hai r, her clear bright eyes, her 
grace of carriage and charm o f manner. 

Now whether Marjorie kncw , when she married \h ~' 
success ful young tenor, that black days were ahead. I 
don· t know. hut 1'm sure it wouldn't have mad!.! the slight 
est d ifference. 

I f she had heard the old troupers of the swdios say. 
"Success has gone to hi s head . I-Ie·ll fall so hard he'll 
Ilever get up," she gave no sign. I doubt that she heard 
it, for if she had known that he wa~ too successf ul, Ihal 
adulation IKHI \urne(1 hinl into Ihe s1'oile<1 hoy of radio, 
she migh t have realized that trouble was ahead. 

But it's more important for yOll to know solllethillj; 
few people do: that when the crisis ditl come, shc plap:d 
her part like the flile woman and wife she \\"a~ . 

)illl ha(1 always had to fight fOf a career. l1is faliler, 
himself a :.illger, knew the he:\rtaches and wearying path, 
of a profcssiullal sillJ.!er's life. ~lelton seniof would t')( 

pose no son of hi:. to :.uch (Col/lil/w'd 011 page 42) 



ALL AROUND 
THE D I A L 

I. Comic. Ed Wynn helps olong (I charity orgon ilotion by buying (I cute pup pay (Wid. Worldl. 
2. Armida. the cute Latin·American lou who hOi been in both vaud.vitl. ond the movies, now 
con be heard over the air ey.ry Sunday at 2.45 p.m.-Columbia network. 3. Meet Mrs. Jack 
Osterman, of "The Sunday Motine. of the Air." Yes, U,II ploys his wife in their sketches, too. 
4. Priscilla and Rosemary lone, who, by letting loose of their lovely voices, holp put over Fred 
Waring and his orch.stra . 5. "Giggling Gertie." In private life sne is EI ... io Allmon. NBC 
network, 700, Mon., Wed . and Sat. b. Irene Franklin, .... hol. fame in voudevill. \IIfos tremendous, 
comes to you over NBC WedneKloy and Friday evening. 7. The Siders of the Skillet rll"olt 
ogoinlt Marlene Dietrich'. adoption of trouser. ond decide that ba.eboll should be played in 
these fetchin9 outfih. Isn't the headgear attroctive? 8. Jene Crawford autograph. a record 
for 0 fan .... hile in london (Wide World}. q. Joe lugar, .... hose talophone antics ate heard over 
WlW. 10. Bing Crosby orriving in Hofly .... ood, where he'll moke ano#1er pidure (Wide World). 

'" 



RA DI O STA RS 

W H' AT R A D I 0 DID 

Here is the only man who ever went from radio into 

the Metropolitan opera. And there's a fascinating story 

B y C L Y D E R 

TilE tid~ has tllrTU'U. \\"jlh the ~igmng of \'ino :\Iar
tim by the :"!ctTupnlilan Opera ('ump:my for its lead· 
Ill/{ tcnor rule .. eluring the 193.1-34 <;eason. that yam

!lwring swaddlinf{-c1fltht'd bahe called J<nelio grew lip. 
WhCn Nino lI.lartini came to this CCluntry frolll the soft 

warmth of hi", 01111 Italy he had 110 intention of becoming' 
a Illite-post markll1K the pr.Qgre'-S of hro:ulcasting. IIi .. 
"Illv concern "a~ his own voice and a place ~mewher(' 
Hear the top of the heap. 

But. today. Hadio l'i filling Ihe :lif with huzzas :\11(1 
hurrahs. Figuritlvcly. there j" (lancing in the streets alit! 
Tt'r! lire lif.!hting Ihe murkiness of I{adio How. \11 he
'">lU",C a ... we've .. aid, the ":\1el" has.jll"! signed up H.adio's 
IIWI] :\i110 :\lanini. 

It came about tllLls: 
Remember hack a hal f dQzen yt:ar~. I call recalJ news· 

paper 1>turies that told how this or It);lt famous mva or 
harilonc would never ~ing over the air. Those wcre proud 
folk. those "llvcr·throated favorites of Ihe opera. Til 
them. rallio was a :--tcp-child. SOUlNhing cheap. Would 
they ,.,end thdr g'ol(lcn voices throltl{h the lil!le black hox. 
.'\0' \ thousalJ(l "No's'" 

BIIt flllC hy nne, the) did. R'l.Ilto and it" wealth lurl'(l 
thnll 11110 hru.:ulca .. tIlIK studios _. and discl)vued that 

CHARDSON 

thelT "OIce~ 111 gcm:ral madc ouh- IIIIJiITcrent mch .. fare_ 
.\nd thoS(! who wcrc the lC"dSt .. uccc ..... iul on the air pro
claimed in the loudest tones that a re:11 artist could never 
sing fOT the hroadcaster!;. 

,\11(1 nC)w we cOllle 10 Nino ;\ Iartini. 

~ a child. Xmo ;,ant{ .. oprano \l"rI~ III churches of 
Verona III his niltln~ Italy. The Campo Ficra. which 

houses the legendary lomb of RinneI') and Juliet. was 
his playground; aJ1d he spent mally an e"enm/.:' there. 
j{uitar in h:u1{1. sinj:,rinl{ before !l1I' moonlit hier of Shake
~peare's traKic lovers, When still in his teens, ).Iartini 
was heanl hy Giovanni Zenatello and his wife, :\Iaria 
Gay. hoth outstandinj{ operat ic Mar .. of their day. and the 
pair lhat discovered Lily Pons. So impressed were they 
lVith young' ;.\illo·<; voice that they lIIvited him to live with 
Ihem in the combined relationship of stm and apprentice. 

It was Ihell th •• l ;\;ino learncd that the life of a -.erious 
vocalist w .. ~:t life of CUIiSlallt trajnil1~. not much different 
from that of a crack athlete. He was placed limier the mosl 
careful ;;,upervi!;loll. arbing at 6 o'clock in the mOr1llllg to 
exercise "nd vocali;.oe. First. the ~irl1plcr folk melodies and 
IXJpular songs of Italy wcre taught him. and hi ... voice was 
carefully develnpcd until it wa. .. I1ml and resnn..nt. 

FOR 

, 

RADIO STAR S 

N I NO MARTINI 

(Above) As he appeared ih ,.In early talkie he 
made. (left) As th e Duke in ."Rigoletto." It was 
th is role which made him famous. (Further left, on 
opposite page) As he looks today. He is still under 
thirty. (Extreme left) As a gondolier in the talkie, 

"Moonlight Romance." 

,\Iway ... , tile goal hehl ahead of him lI'a ... the opera. 
In Italy. nothing- CUll1parc~ with it. It's Ill'rocs are na
tional heroes; it's heroines are beautiful l>cyond compare_ 
To thi .... :-.Jino aspired with <111 the hunger and C<lrnestncs:-
uf youth. In his mind burned two words ... Some day 

soml' <la \' .... 
I li~ diN \vas similar to that of a champion pugilist's. 

Everything which might imp •• ir the purity IIf his vOIce 
wa" lahllu· ·no tobaCCQ. no liquor. no spicy or Irritating 
food~-not even ice cold rlrinks. Sp.ocia! che:--t anrl throat 
excrciS6 wt:re prescribed. and he \\"I~ takcn 10 hear the 
greatest Italian artist.~. r\t eight o'clock in the evening. 
he wa~ ill bed. 

II I:; firM opera performance was as the Duke in 
letto."· imag:inc him. an ahno:;t beardless huy. pld. 
the Duke_ lie managed it so successfully that a rival im 
presario signecl him to star in "1 Puritani." 

PROH.\BLY you dOll't know about "I PlI[itani." \\"hen 
:\Jarllni was signed for it, it had not been produced in 

Italy for seventy yt'ar~. ',>Vhy? For the very guod reason 
lhat Italy had no singe!' who could sing it. In hI Puri· 
tani'· there is a song that soars aloft to the highest note 
evcr written for a tenor. (Cou,inl/cd ou pilar -18) 
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RADIO STARS 

INTIMATE 
(Below) Colonel Stoopnogle and henchman Budd 
show the proper manner in which "Shumin' Off to 
Buffalo" should be stepped. Such grace! (Right) 
"Do you think you could bid this hand better?" asks 
liHle Jane Ace of the carved laughing Buddha in the 
Chinese Lorna Temple, at the ChicClgo E~position. 

•• -. 

('"Iver !';eTvic~ 

--. 

S HOT S 

(Left) After all, it tokes two really serious performers 
like Jock Pearl and Fannie Brice to portray romance 
with all the artistry and poetry it really needi. Yes, 
quite. (Above) Ann, lucille, and Gwyneth with Phil 
Boker cantering through Coney Island. That mon 

imitating Q nog is "Bottle." 

Stoopnagle and Budd; Janey Ace; Jack Pearl and others In informal moments 

J{) 

-

... 

RADIO STARS 

OF YO U R 

(Above) Now who on earth can this smiling c.hap 
be? It must be Ed Wynn the Fire Chief. Or maybe 
Eddie Cantor. Whatl? It isn't either of those? 
Well, then, who is it? (Right) Kate Smith is demon. 
strating those famous Virginia coves. Or, c.ome to 

think of it, maybe she', singing. 

FAVORITES 
fBelow) Nick Dowson. the leading mon of "The Mogic 
Voice" cast, gives Elsie Hit.r: a welcome handshake 05 

she is wheeled into the studio for the first time after 
leaving the hospital. She hod a bod case of Karle' 
fever, you know. (Left) Ted Husing in the cockpit of 

the plane in which he', learning to fly. 

phil Baker and his company have fun. Elsie Hitz's triumphant return to the studio 
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MUSIC ON PARADE 

He played his way 

out of prison I 
• • • • 

B y H A L R 0 C E R S 

During his darkest hours, his violin came 
miraculously to the rescue of Victor Young 

Vietor hot forgotten - luckily 
- those owful days in Runia 
when the insid e of a prison was 
as familiar to him as the inside 

TW ICE Victor You ng has been a prisoner of war. 
Twice he has played his way out with his violi n. 
Here is a mall y Oll should know. You should meet 

him and experience the energy in his short, spare body 
and hear the restless tumult of his words as he tells the 
story of his amazing c.1. reer in War-time R ussia and 
Poland. Di ngy prisons ... labor battalions .. black 
bread and coffee . . . panic-stricken refugees and night 
hor izons turned blood- red by the explosions of German 
Big Berthas. Victor has lived through all that. His 
memor ies oUI-flame the most lurid novels. It's a pity thai 
radio doesn't bring you his words as well as hi s orchestra"s 
magic melodies. . 

Of course, you've heard him. Just now he directs hi s 
own program on Friday nights for Pond's and accom
panies James Melton several times a week. Preyiously, 
he had played with the Mill s Brothers and such old-time 
favorites as the Studebaker Champions, Atwater-Kent, 
and Goodyear hours, 

Yes, Victor Young has li\'ed and is living, High, wide, 
and handsome in the tempo of the mad music thai he 
plays, Never in bed be fore three o'clock in the morning, 
wi th offices in a trio o f office buildi ngs, he thrives on 
the deal life is giving him. Once, though, it was far, 
far different, 

Go back with him a dozen and five years. To Russia 
where he was studying music. In the safety of far-away 

J2 

of his apartment is today. 

Chicago, hi s birthplace, people little knew that war-torn 
Russia was seethi ng with spies and secret agents and hid
den_ nervous unrest. 

Victor knew it. It had been told him all too forcibly 
by a departi ng American consul . "Get out of the coun
try or the Un ited States cannot guarantee your sa fety." 

Victor said, " I'll think about it." 

HE thought about it. and decided to stay. Here, he was 
learning and earning a li ttle money as a member of a 

stri ng trio. Back home. he could learn nothing new. So. 
he stayed-and was clapped into prison before you could 
say thank-you-ma'am. 

Victor call s it a misunderstandi ng. One of those 
things that you can jest about after it has slipped into 
memory's background. But then. well. Russians have 
a reputation for savage. ru thless aCIS. Consideration of 
prisoncrs-oi-war is no pari of their make-up. The Rus
sian government had ordered Victor to join its troops at 
the front and he, standing on his r ights as an American 
cit izen , had refused. So into the dungeons ee went wh ile 
weary officers began what they called an "investigation." 

YOli can imagine what happened. Papers passed from 
officc to office, got lost , were forgotten. What cared the 
Russians who were fighting with their backs to the wall 
that a spunky young American with a fiddle under his 
arlll had been thrust wrongfully ( Conlilllu:d 011 page 41) 



MUSIC ON PARADE 

T H E B A 
By DANNY TOW N E 

DICK MA NS FIELD, whose music hits the ai r via 
CBS 's kilocycles, is reputed to he the only leader 
who conducts with a guitar. One of his ~sts is 

that he has the best looking band in New York. Dick 
himself . 23 years old, six feet ta ll , with auburn hair and 
brown eyes, is his own best reason fo r making the claim. 

In case you are feeling frolicsome, don't make the mis
take of causing trouble on Happy Felton's dance floor. 
Happy was a gridiron star for Georgia Tech and was 
chosen AIl -Americ:Ul tackle in 1925 by Walter Camp. H e 
handles pigsk ins, violins, or unruly visitors with the 

' same expert touch. Don't say we did n't warn yOli . 

Have you heard "Smoke Rings"? Victor Young, 
whose picture and story are on the opposite page, pre
dict s for it. a fame equal to "Stormy Weather." Better 
buy that copy. 

Phonograph records are sell ing again. And all on 
account of beer. The recording companies te ll us that 

(Right) Ha l Kemp, the 
lad whose orchestra 's 
rhythm is one of the best 
for dancing. He's hea rd, 
of course. over the C BS. 

(Left) Oui e N e ls o n. 
Hand50me7 (Right) Abe 
Lyman and Eddie Ouchin 
get together with their 
orchestra s for a baseball 
game. Eddie's side won. 

the working man 's lager in spires a yen for dreamy 
waltzy rhythms, and in consequence any number of res
taurants are installing the automatic record playi ng ma
chines thaI' operate on the jitney-in-a-slot principle. We 
thought you'd like to know. 

Make a list of your six favo rite spring songs. Then 
cheek them agai nst the li st reccllI ly publishcd by 
" Variety." In Chicago, the favorites rank in this order: 
"Jllst an Echo in the Valley," '''Shuffle Off 10 Buffalo," 
"T n the Valley of the Moon," "42nd Street," " Farewell 

N D B o x 
All the latest news and gossip 
about those bright boys who 
lead the fascinating dance 

orchestras on the air 

to ' Arms," and " Darkness on the Delta." 
New York likes "Shuffle Off to Buffalo," 

"Just an Echo," " Farewell to Arms," " Have 
You Ever Been Lonely," "Try a Little Tender
ness," and " In the Valley of the Moon." 

Los Angeles is goi ng for "Shuffle Off to 
Buffalo," "Just an Echo." "Farewell to Arms," 
''I' ll Take an Opt ion on You," " Remember Me," 
and "42nd Street." 

News-news-news ! Guy Lombardo and His 
Royal Canadians are back on a Ihree-a-weck 
schedule of sustaining broadcasts over the Co
lumbia Droa.dc.'lSling System. Tha,! means 
sweet and low music just thrice as o ften as we 

have been able to get it before. This summer, if you 
wish to hear them in person . drive over to New York 
some weekend . They are at the Pavilion Royale just 
out of town. 

• Have you heard thc Casa Lorna record of "Blue Pre-
lude"? It reccntly won an orchid from Walter Winchell 
who calls this the pashiest, weirdest, and dreamiest tune 
since "Mood Indigo." 

Just in case you fee l p.ash. weird and dreamy. 
Another good one is "Gypsy (CmlfimfCd 011 page -18) 
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RADI O STARS 

There's always a 

lucky fan a't Irvin 

Cobb's talks 

W HEN YOIl listen 
to Irvin S. Cobh 
(and th e: "S" 

"Iands for Shrewsbury) 
011 his Gul f Refining 
Compauy series \\'cd ncs
days and Fridays over 
the Columbia network, 
you can be Slife that 
sollle lucky fan who has 
been admitted into the 
stndio to witness the 
hroadcast is the persoll 
to whom Cobb is rcally 
talking. 

J-Ie's f llnny that way. 
He doesn't read his li nes. 
but talks ad 1 ib. as they 
~1.y . For thai reason he 
wanl S someone visible to 
talk to; .~o whell he stcp~ 
to the luike. he looks around IIntil his eye sIX/Is a nice 
looking- and interested listener aud then talks to her. If 
his chats sound UlllIsually real to YU II, that's the rcason. 
He's talking to millions through QUC. 

Cooh has always been a comic- most of the time with
alit a visible audiellce. \\'hell he wrotc a joke. it spread 
far and wide in newspapers ami magazines but not OllCI.' 

did the re.,(\er·s laugh ever come back to Irvin's cars. 
Hadio has changed that. Now he in ~ists on an audience. 
insists on talking to one per:,oll in it so he can get the 
k"Cl of hi s humor as it hits Ihe funnyhones of his listeners. 

Cobh has led an exciting life. Starting in P aducah. 
KClltucky. in 1876. the sun of a tobacco warehOllseman, 
he wenl to school jusl IUllg' clloug-h to dislike al/{ebra and 
firs t year L:l\in, Driving' an icc wagon and delivering 
IIcwspapers got hi ll1 money for expen;,es. 

Uy his seven teenth birl hday. his fricllds and neighbors 
were calling him, "Cobb, that funny kid." And papers 

J< 

wcre printing his slories and magazines were inquiriug 
about him. Inevitabl y he $CI his eyes on New York ami 
took a train Eas\. 

'Within a year he h:l.(l made the grade. O ne of Man 
hattan's greatest nClI'sp"pers hired him as ils humor (.'tli 
lor. When the \Vorld War came, he rushed abroad :m(1 
represen ted the Sallm/(I), Evenillg Post at the front. 
After the Armistice. America wanted to know about till' 
war, so he began to lecture up and down the country until 
he had appeared in pract ically every state in the Union. 

Cobb is one of those men you have to see to believe. 
Carrying most of his considerable weight amid ship. wear
ing horn- rimmed glasses and sllluking a long black stogie, 
he is one of the sights of the city. Once in a whil e, 10 
escape the relentless strain of being a public personage. 
he flees to a hideaway rUIl by an old friend. There. in 
magnificent solitude, he smokes and thi nks and eats chili 
con carne. The hideaway is a chili joint, you see. 



RADIO STARS 

N INETEEN-YEAR-OLD Gertrude Niesen first saw 
the light of day on the Atlantic Ocean. She was 
born on shipboard while her parents were returning 

to this country after a European visit. Having an ocean 
voyage for a first birthday gift is most unusual, but Miss 
Niesen is an unusual girl. Her climb has been steady. 
A nation now listens when this young singer and imper
sonator steps to a Columbia mi$=rophone three times a 
week on her own individual program. 

This girl with the bangs has gone over like a bang. 
'yVhi le a student in Brooklyn Heights Seminary, she went 
to New York City to see a show featuring Lyda Roberti. 
Gertrude when home, imitated Miss Roberti, and amazed 
her family. She went to a party, did more imitations and 
amazed more people. T hen, without the knowledge of 
her parents, she looked up a booking agent, sang for him, 
and got a vaudeville job with Joe Taylor at $100 per 
week. " I Surrender, Dear" was one of her fi rst songs. 

Gertrude Niesen 

was born aboard 

a steamer 

Later she appeared in 
various theatres, working 
with Roger Wolfe Kahn's 
band and in the Passing 
Show. Then came her big 
moment. She succeeded 
her ideal, Miss Roberti. 
with Holtz when the 
former went west to ap
peaT in the movies. (Miss 
Roberti, by the way, was 
Eddie Cantor's lead ing 
lady in "The Kid From 
Spain." his newest pic
ture ). This was the mak
ing of the youthful and 
attractive Brooklyn girl. 
Good looks. good. talents, 
and good. luck were hers. 

Her fi r st microphone 
appearance was made over 

a local New York station a year ago, while her first broad
cast over a network recently was with Rudy Vallee's 
program. 

Singing at a supper club opening brought Gert rude 
her initial recognit ion of real radio importance. Columbia 
Artists' Bureau officials were present at the club opening 
and a contract for the "future star " was the result. And 
Gertrude went on the air. 

Sometimes Gertrude is called the 1933 "torch" sin~er. 
You\'e prObabl y hea rd her at 6:30 on T nursday aDd 10:45 
011 Salllf(lay evenings. Incidentally, If you are Interested, 
this little lass who until a few brief weeks back was a no
body, is si nging over fify-nine stations in ~hirty states. 
Compared to her, Cinderella was a Hop. 

Does it take a touch of pathos to give a voice that cer
tain feeling ? If so, Gertrude would ment ion her child
hood shock when Laddie, her poodle playmate, passed to 
his beyond. She still feels sad when she- thinks of it. 

'S 
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Love Story of Mary and Jack Benny' 

book and Jack wanted to talk. But 
Mary was absorbed and wouldn't put 
the book down and that made Jack sore, 
for he thought that certainly she should 
fall in with his moods. Finally he 
grabbed the offending volume and losstd 
it into the fire. Mary burst out laugh
ing. It was a book that Jack had 
bought which he pri zed highly. And 
because he loves her so much Mary'S 
laughter a lways flows 10 him. Pres
ently he was laughing, 100. 

Another one: It was three years ago 
in Kansas City when both attended a 
New Year's party. This time it was 
Jack who was having a good time and 
Marv who wasn't. H e knew all the 
poop"le and there was much back slap

. ping and revelry. But Mary was tired 
and wanted 10 go pome. Vou know 
how those things a re. Jack stayed on. 
Mary waited. tapping foot the while. 
and when they at last drove home the 
iltmosphere in the taxi was as cold as 
an Eskimo pie. 

The quarrel continued far, far into 
the night and well into the next dav. 
Cutting words whizzed back and forth 
and then suddenly J ack ran for a pen
cil and paper and began making nota
tions. The idea had just occurred to 
him that what they were saying to each 
ether would make swell dialogue for a 
vaudeville skit. 

"\Vhat are you doing?" 'Mary asked 
accusinglv. And then she saw and. hon
estly, it just isn't possible to keep up a 
quarrel when one of the quarrelers is 
recording the others barbs for posterity. 
So they both stood there and laughed 
like fools until the tears ran down their 
cheeks. 

Every married couple can learn a 
marvelous lesson from lack and Mary. 
Those twu havc laughed their way 
through l ife. 

T HEIRS is an odd romance, a ro-
mance which was certai nly marked 

by the hand ' of destiny. After that 
early meeting which Jack forgot, thev 
met a.e-ain in California and saw each 
other just once. on a party. But dur
ing the second that their eyes met, Jack 
knew and Mary knew that the attrac
tion was mutual and deep. It was so 
deep. in fact, that just the olle meeting 
brought about an ardent correspondence 
while Jack was playing in vaudeville 
all over the country and Mary was still 
ill California. 

It was wme months later when Jack 
wa~ nlavinR' in Chicago that Mary 
visited there and they were married. 

Actuallv they knew each other almost 
not at all. They knew that they were 
in love and that was enouJ!'h. lack 
didn't know. for instance. that hlary 
I)layed the violi n, until six months after 
fhey were married. He didn 't know 
she sang. either. But he did put her 

(Continlled fronl pagt 19) 

in the act with him. 
He did thi s only because he wanted 

her with him all the time and because 
he thought it might bore her to troupe 
across the country with him, going to 
towns in which she knew nobody, sit
ting restlessly in a hotel room wh ile he 
was at the theatre. So he introduced 
her as an amateur-as she was--only 
to discover that ill a couple of weeks 
she was getting as many laughs .as he. 
She's been ill his act and. latcr, with 
him on the radio ever si nce. 

When he fir st introduced her to 
vaudeville audiences the act was billed 
merely as Jack Benny, the comedian. 
Mary wasn't billed at all and although 
she had a large following, nobody ever 
bothered to mention her name in con
tracts until once in New Rochelle when 
Mary wasllt' feelinl: well and Jack went 
on alone. Suddenly the manager carne 
rushing to Jack to ask where the girl 
was. 

"What difference does it make?" 
Jack asked. 

"It makes a lot of difference," the 
manager shouted. "That girl has a big 
following !" 

And Jack could hardlv wait to get 
home to tell Mary that she was a suc
cess. 

After that all contracts were made 
jointly. 

T HE. fam ily life of these troupers is 
amazing. Jack can wisecrack about 

mothers-in-law with a clean conscience, 
for he is cralY about his (and she has 
Quite forgiven him for his rudeness the 
first t ime they met. As a matter of 
fact. they laull:h about it now). Mary's 
sister. Babe. lives with Jack and Mary 
and every night a fter the broadcast 
they call Mary's parents in Seattle to 
sec how they l iked the program. 

Jack sends his own father to Florid:! 
every winter (the mother is dead) but 
this summer Jack is going to buy a big 
country house and both families are 
going to spend their vacations together. 
That will thrill Jack for he gets as 
"nmesick for Marv's -folks as she does. 
T hat's one for Ripley because it's true. 

Jack and Mary don't do much enter
tai ning. They're quite content with 
their own societv and they love to 
lunch and dine t~te- a-tete. They like 
the theatre and the movies. Jack is 
crazy about golf, but Mary's health 
won't allow her to indulge in such 
strenuous exercise, Their closest friends 
are Burns and Al1en who live in the 
apartment in the Essex House just 
above them-and these four play bridge 
tQgether often. Wouldn't you love to 
listen in and hear the gags they pull? 
But the odd part is that Jack is a 
rather serious lad. l ('s Mary who got 
him that way. You see. when she met 
him he was just another good comedian. 

doing wcll. but not being spectacular. 
It was Mary's ambition for him and 
his love fo r her that made hi m achieve 
the heights he has achieved. 

Jack hates staying up late at night 
and he would si ncerely love the atmos
phere of a small town-you know, a 
home with a garden and a big lawn, 
all quiet and clean. When he's with 
his friends--most of whom are come
dians, Jack Pearl, Jack Haley; F...ddie 
Cantor and George Jessel, he's a better 
audience than a funster. When some
une pulls a gag that strikes him funny 
he'll fall right down in the middle of 
Ihe floor flat on his back and laugh 
himself into hysterics. 

hl . the last six years Mary has 
learned the show business thoroughly. 
She knows the good from the bad and 
she can write script and create gags 
like a professional. Mary and Jack 
always pick a skit to pie<:es and analyze 
it and when Jl.Iary laughs at a gag Jack 
can depend upon ils being right. 

M ARY has made Jack take his career 
seriously; made him go out after 

better jobs; made him demand more 
money; made him really ]?romote him
self, wnil now he is one of the best 
and most famous comedians on the 
radio. Jack is the first to give all the 
credit to ·Mary. 

Just one incident 10 show how Mary 
works : When he was told they wanted 
him al . the Palace Thcatre for an en
gagement he expected to get about $700 
a week. Mary told him to demand 
$2,000. Jack said he wasn't worth it 
llud even if he were he couldn't get it. 
JUSt then the 'pholle rang. 

"If that's the mana~er." Mary s."tid. 
"Tell him you'll take $2,000." 

Tremulously J ack mentioned the 
enormous salary. And instantly there 
was a click ' in his ear-the manager 
had hUllg up on him. 

Jack turned to Marv. "See. I told 
vou," he sa id. "Now I won' t even l;"el 
the engagement. Thev're sore. If thev 
call b.1ck T'll say $1500 and take $1200." 

But Mar), wouldn' t listen to him. 
$2.000 or nothing," she persisted. 

Finally the manager called back. 
"What's the lowest you'll take to play 
at the Palace?" he asked. 

Mary gave Jilck a piercing look :md 
Jack heard hi mself saying, "$2,000." 

"Not hing less?" 
"Nothing less." 
There was a pause and then the man

ager said. "Okay, then." 
Jack's eyes were shining as he hung 

up the 'phone. "Gee, Mary. ." He 
couldn't sa)' any more. But she knows. 
T heirs is a real understanding. They 
know that for six vears they have 
worked side b)' ~ide. hand in hand, in 
perfcct accord for . heir careers and 
their hapl)iness. 

THERE'LL BE MORE OF THESE 
ALiTIES. 

ACTUAL LOVE STORIES OF FAMOUS 
WATCH RADIO STARS FOR THEM ! 

RADIO PERSON· 
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ARE yo u an old 
frie nd whose home 
I visit each -r.uesday 

and Thursday over some 
of the stations of the 
National Broadcasting 
Company, or a reader 
whose home I have en
tered for' the fi rst lime 
- this time th rough the 
medium of this interest
ing magazine ? 

It is my custom, every 
morning that I speak 
over the microphone, to 
thank those who have 
tuned me in for the 

RADIO STARS 

THE MYSTERY 

CHEF SPEAKS 

FOR HIMSELF 
The man who, by way of the ether 
waves, has taught thousands how 
simple good cooking can be, 
has something to say to you all 

-
BAKED SLICED HAM AND APPLE 

Thi. is one of my favorit e re(:ipes. 'Why don't you try it? 

To .erve lour persons: 

2 large thin slice. of row hom 
I /~ to 1/3 in. thid 

I teo'peon dry or prepared 

mus tard 

I tablespoon vinegar 
I cool:ing apple 

112 cup brown ,ugor 
Sutter 

1/4 cup water 

Remove bone from the hom. Mi. together the muslard and vinegar. 
Spread mustard mixture thinly on the hom. (If prepared muslard i, used, 
spreod thider.1 Slice apple very thin. ond ,pread on the ham in row, 
lengthwi.e. Sprin~le weI! ... ith brown suqor. Roll the hom the long ... ay, 
storlina' from the lot side ond rollina the 101 into the center. Hold Ia· 
aelher with 2 <lid.. Ploce in bo~ina pon ond put a few dabs of butter 
on "ad hom roll. Add 1/ .. cup of woler. 8ol:e in hot oven (400 degree, 
Fohrenhe itl lor oboul )0 minutes. Baste 2 or ) lime. while baking. 

prepared every meal in 
my home during the 
twenty-four years of my 
married life. My darling 
wi fe and I have been in
separable pals and have 
never been away from 
each other even for din
ner. 

For twenty years, I 
have had a message of 
happiness for every 
home. I knew that mil
lions were seeking the 
very in formation that I 
could give. But to have 
the information that is 

honor they confer upon me by inviting me into their 
homes. This magazine reaches homes in many cities that 
I am unable to reach by radio at present, although I hope 
that some day soon I will be invited into every home in 
the land to talk about the great art of excellent cooking. 
And to prove to all that anyone can prepare really mar
velous meals the fi rst time they try, even those who have 
had no previous cooking experience. 

being sought is one thing, and to find a way to give that 
information to those who wanted it was' quite another 
thing. . 

I count myself as the most fortunate of aU broadcasters 
in that r found a company to sponsor my cooking talks 
and to ,pay the great cost of time on the air, and also to 
pay for the printing and publishing of my cook book 
and send it to every radio listener who would take the 
trouble to write and ask for it. For over twenty years I have made a hobby of excel

lent cooking, and although engaged in business, I have T do not know of any other (Cmltinued on page 15) 
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B~bby Brown. director of the Myrt and Morg e series, discusses 
with Marge the best way to keep Myrt out of 'the script while she 
recuperates from her occident. Hope we hear Myrt again soon. 

Microphone Magic 
(Contil1ued from page 21) 

it was all settled. Peggy wasn't so sure. 
"Pat. Aren't night d ubs awfully ex

pensive?" she asked. 
"This is an investment, sweethea"rt," 

Pat dedarcd. " We can't afford not to 
go." 

Peggy was doubtful but finally 
agreed. They were idling over their 
coffee when Peggy suddenly remem
bered the two tickets Miss Campbell 
had given them as they were leaving. 
She took them out of her purse and 
looked at them. 

"Pat," she cried excitedly. "What 
time is it?" . 

Pat glanced at his watch . 
"When you hear the musical note it 

will be exactly sevCl11een minutes be
fore eight o'clock, Eastern Standard 
Time. Bc;mg 1" Pat orated, 

"Gel the check, (luick. Vve've got to 
go!" Peggy hurriedly powdered her 
nose as Pat paid the check and asked 
for explanat ions. Peggy shoved the 
tickets ae him. T hey were admissions 
to Rudy Vallee's Thursday night pro-' 
gram at the NBC T imes Square studio. 

T hese tickets, of which only about 
five hundred are available every week. 
are precious bits of pasteboard in New 
York. If Peggy had known there were 
certain shady ticket speculators willing 
to pay two dollars each for the paste
boards she might have swiftly caleulaterl 
how many meals two dollars would buy 
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but it is likely tha t she would have kept 
the tickets. A chance to see Rudy. Val
lee in action doesn't happen every day 
and meals do, as a rule. . 

It took about twelve minutes to walk 
across town to the T imes Square studio. 
A moment after they had found seats 
in the cozy little roof theatre, curtains 
parted revealing Vallee and his orches
tra on the stage. Applause rippled 
through the audience; then a huge glass 
curtain descended slowly in front of thc 
orchestra and the music became audible 
from large horns su~pcmled from the 
proscenium, 

T HEY spent a happy hour watching 
the program. T here was a scene 

from a current Broadway play, done at 
microphones behind the glass curtain, 
Peggy noticed thc actors were terribly 
ne rvous and that their manuscripts 
shook ill their hands. Somcone later 
told her that actors with ycars of ex
perience, invariably get bad cases of 

. stage fright when playing on the stage 
of the Times Square studio fOI' the first 
time. 

The glass curtain went up and down 
every four or five minutes. Bert Lahr 
was on the program and seemed to di
rect his jokes and funny stories at the 
small visible audience in the stud io 
ralher than to the microphone. L1hr, 
Peggy had heard, was only nervous 

without an audience. Vallee sang bllt 
so soft was his voice that it could only 
be heard when the amplifiers were used 
and the curtain was down. The hour 
ended too soon. 

It was five minutes after eleven when 
the two young people wandered into the 
Nut Club. It was a weird place. At a 
tiny table, their backs against the wall, 
they looked around. Amusing and 
slightly r isque murals decorated the 
walls. Pat chuckled at some of the slo
gans printed on the wall but when Peggy 
asked fo r explanations he wouldn't give 
thelll. . 

"You wouldn't understand," he said, 
grinning at her. 

1'he club, already slightly hazy from 
cigarette smoke, was not half full whell 
they came in but people were arriving 
rapidly, Some of them Peggy recognized 
from their pictures in RADIO STARS. 
Everyone seemed to know everyone else. 
Kelv in Keech, whose hair was startling
ly si lver and whose face was amazingly 
young. came ill with M rs . Keech, a 
lovely blonde Russian. T hey paused at 
a table near Pat and Peggy and Peggy 
heard l\lrs. Keech speak in charming 
hroken English. Jimmy Wallington. the 
announcer they had watched a few hours 
before with Rudy Vallee appeared with 
a charming girl who proved to be Mrs . 
WaninglOn. 

Stoopnagle and Budd arrived with 
their party and true to his promise 
Budd Hulick came over to see them. 

"Don't leave too early," he said. 
"You'll see a lot of radio performers in 
action if yOll stick around." He left. 
promising to return la ter. 

TH E floor show was entertaining and 
Pat and Peggy roare<l over the an

tics of a stubby littlc comedian named 
Jerry Bergen. Jerry depende<l on pan
tomime for his laughs and Peggy 
thought it unusual that in a radio 
rendezvous the most popular entertainer 
was a pantomime eomique. 

Ted Husing, the announcer, had just 
a r rived and without much urging, ap
pointed himself master of ceremonics. 

George Olsen and the lovely Ethel 
Shutta were there. Miss Shutta, who is 
Mrs. George Olsen and the mother of 
Iwo youngsters, received so much ap
plause that she finally answered it with 
a song. And, of course, it was "The 
Little German Band." A few minUles 
later , Peggy was amused to see Olsen 
and Ethel holding hands around the 
corner of their tahle. 

"Baron" Jack Pearl was there but 
only bowed to the storm of applausc. 
Then Husing introduced a man cal!ed 
Harry Frankel. Pat and P eggy didn't 
recognize the name but they recognized 
the voice when he sang. It was Singin' 
Sam. 

The Giersdorf Sisters, newcomers to 
radio, did tlleir hilarious burlesque of 
the Mills Brothers and Tommy Mc
Laughl in, Morton Downey's protege, 
sang a ballad. M, T_1ughlin looked 
enough like Downey 1.0 be his brother, 
Peggy thought. 

Budd Hulick came back to the table. 
"There's a man over here I want you 

to meet," lIe said to Pat. " He's the 
head of the radio de{l<lrtmcnt of o lle of 



the big advertising agencies. He can't 
get away from his table qf I'd bring 
him over." 

Peggy intuitively realized that for 
sOllie reason this introduction was for 
Pat alone. This thought didn't occur 
to Pat. 

"Come on, Peg," he said. "Maybe 
he's looking for a real harmony team." 

Peggy shook her head. 
"You go meet him," she said. " I 

wallt to stay here and watch." 
She watched Pat and Budd go to the 

other table. A chair was drawn up for 
Pat and he sat down hetwf,:en a chunky 
gray-haired man and a rather pretty 
brunette. Hulick then came back and 
sat down with Peggy. 

"You'd be surpri sed," Hul ick said, "at 
the opportunities that turn up at this 
sort of place. That man is looking for 
a banjo player for a commercial pro
gl'alll he is going to put on the air-and 
if your boy friend has any luck, he'll 
get a chancc at the job." 

Peggy glanced more often than she 
realized at the table where Pat was 
siuing. It seemed that Pat was talk
ing more often to the pretty brunette 
than to the advertis ing man. 

"That girl sitting next to Pat is 
worth knowing, too," Hulick said. 
"She's Miss Alice Moore, the daughter 
of the president of Wyandotte Ginger 
Ale. And this program is for Wyan
dou e Ginger Ale." 

After thirty minutes Peggy wondered 
when Pat was coming back. I n the 
meantime a number of radio st.u s, 
friellds of Hulick, had stopped at the 
table and had heen introduced 10 P eggy. 
It was fun ... but she wished Pat was 
sitting next to her instead of next to the 
brunette. 

Finally Pat arose and came back to 
the table. He seemed a bit embarrassed. 

"Peggy," he said, "something has 
come up. I mean I've got a good chance 
at a big commercial program. . but 
... well, I think I'd better stay with 
that p.1rty. They want me to go up to 
Harlcm after we leave here." 

"Oh," said Peggy. "That will he 
grand 1" • 

" Well ," and Pat stumbled over his 
words, " they didn't say anything about 
you. . and well , of course, you'll 
come with us but ... " 

P eggy interrupted him. 
"No," she said. " I've got a l1ead

ache. I think I'll go back to the hote\." 
Pat, didn't know just what to say. 
" It's all right, Pat," she continued. 

" f understand. And the most important 
thing is to get on the air. You go 
ahead." 

She smiled bravc\y and Pat was will
in lf. to be deceived by that smile. 

' Listen," Hulick said, "you go ahead, 
Pal. l 'm driving uptown. I'll drop 1\1iss 
T olson off at her hotel. You go ahead 
with these folks. Chances like th is don't 
come very often." 

Peggy held her chin high as she 
walked out of the Nut Club with Budd 
Huli ck. H ad she g\;LIlced around, she 
mi ght have noticed Pat again in deep 
conversation with the "'rclly brunelle. 

But Peggy wondered whether the 
qucst for fame was worth it. 

( To bl! C onli'lIIl'd) 
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Those cute Pickens sisters-Jane, Patti and Helen--become effi
cient and, wit~ the a id of a new machinele" permanent wave 
gadget, practice while having their hair waved, Try it some time. 

Your Radio Corner 
(Continlled from fIOge 3) 

from the selfsame antenna. 
It might he worth your wh ile to write 

to the Lincoln Radio Corporation, 329 
SOUlh Wood Street, Chicago, for liter
ature concerning its achievement s in 
radio chassis and consoles. All chassis 
are equipped with connections for 
"honograph pick-up. uti lizing the oul· 
\lil t o f the twin-grid detector and two 
stages of push-pull audio, giving a full 
register of all musical frequencie s. 

Not a portable set .. but st ill a small 
one suitable for table use-the Emer
son model 3S manufactured by Emer
son Radio and Phonograph Co.mpany, 
641-649 6th Avenue, New York City. 
It re tai ls for $32.50 and is a six-tuber 
superheterodyne with dynamic speaker 
and three gang condenser. Look at the 
picture. Isn't it good looking? 

H ERE'S something that sounds likc 
something . E. H. Scott of the 

Scott Radio Laboratories, 4450 Ravens
wood Avenue, Chicago, says that the 
Scott Allwave Deluxe will bring yOll 
the broadcast statiolls of the world. 
"You actually can, right in your OWIl 
!iving room. li stcn to Rome, London. 
Paris, Berlin, Madrid- direct," writes 
Mr. Scott. And he guarantees such re> 
ception. Pointing to an example, Mr. 
Scott says that for one solid year, every 
day they were on the air, he listened 
from his home in Ch icago to a station 

ill Australia, 10,000 miles away. Now 
that is something. 

For the automobile owners - the 
Sparton auto radio made by the Sparks
Withington Company of J a c k so n: 
~Iichigan. It 's called Model "33" and 
the chassis is an entirely self-contained 
all-electric unit, with no "B" balleries. 
The entire battery current is obtained 
from the automobile storage bauer,)'. 
T he control unit is conveniently mount
ed on the steering column. T he com
pact, rugged steel chassis may be 
mounted in the limited space under. the 
instrument panel or in the motor ' r om> 
pa rtment of the car. The size is 9~ b)' 
7~ by 5r,i inches. The price is $59.50, 
tax ineluded. 

As you might suspect. every radio 
star has a radio. Some of them have 
several. I've even visited one sur who 
ha~ a radio in three separate rOOIl1S: 

Not to be outdone. and also to get 
the full enjoyment of a ll programs on 
the air. I have a large set in my living 
room, a small portable by my bed, and 
a table set in the office of RADIO 
STA RS. And yet the combined cost of 
the three sets was well ... nder $100. 

One more warning to all radio fans. 
This fall and wintcr will see the best 
year in broadcasting. The National 
Broadcasting Company and the Colum
bia Broadcasting' System have some 
marvelous plans up their sleeves. 
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Arthur Tracy-who used to be known to radio fons as "The Street Singer" 
_ecently hod the t ime of his life when he visited Men Schmeling's 

tra ining camp at Ringling Park, New J ersey. 

The Mistakes They Make 
( COII/i lil/ed from pagc ZS) 

incidentally, once received a letter ad
dressed to "A Large Umbrella," re
cently slipped up and spoke of a mule's 
"flashing fleet" when he meant "feet." 
Hundreds o f thousands have heard 
President Hoover introduced as " Ho
bart Harver." And many OIhcrs en
juyed a good laugh at the expense of a 
certain anlJouncer whose tongue twisted 
when he tried to mention a certai n 
hotel's "marine roof." 

Announcer Milton). Cross stil1 re
members his sad experience while an
nouncing for a soloist famous fo r her 
lovely eyes. During a selection. he 
wllispered to a studio companion, "She 
sure has swell lamps.)' A mOTllent later 
he went to the microphone to announce 
her next select ion, "When I Look Into 
Your Eyes:' He said, " Miss Horton 
will now sing, 'When I Look Into 
Your Lamps.'" 

:'\'Iuch more pardonable was a contri-
11111 ion by Bob Emory during the broad
casting of a sketcb that reproduced the 
Battle of Manila Bay. A number of 
hoxes had been piled on the studio floor . 
and on top of them, just to make sure 
of a real crash when the script called 
for the blowing-up of a b.1llleship. were 
placed a couple of chairs. 

The big moment a rrived. At the sig
nal a property mttn yanked out the key 
hox, and with a terr ific crash the pile 
collapsed - upon Announcer Emory 1 
Buried beneath an avalanche of boxes 
and spo r ting a chair for a hat, he let 
out an agonized yell, "Hey, get me out 
o i this!" 

Si nce advertis ing has played an in
creasingly large part in radio programs, 
the various networks have been careful 
to avoid mention of COmlH!ting pro-., 

grams. But recently NBC slipped up. 
Gracie Al1cn and George Burns appear 
in the Robert Burns program on 
WABC. and as you know, there has 
been much to-do lately about Gracie's 
missing brother. 

Rudy Vallee, who puts on the rle isch
mann Yeast program over WEAr. 
thought it would be fun to have Gracie 
appear as a guest art ist, and make in
fl ui ries ahout her brother, and a script 
was written to include just thaI. T hen 
the order came through that Gracie 
could appear, but that she must not 
mention her brother, as that would be 
advertis ing the Robert Burns program. 
The night of the broadcast, Rudy was 
handed the old script by error, and rnt!n
tioned the missing brother in introduc
ing Gra(ie. T here was a great Rurry 
around the studio, ·and Vallee was cut 
ofT the air fo r a qual'ter of a minute 
while the new script was substituted. 

J OHN YOUNG. the announ(cr, re-
cently did some fast thinking in a 

somewhat s imilar situation. Jane Pick
ens was at the mike and announced that 
Ray Gold would play the piano solo, 
"Lover, Come Back to .Me." As Gold 
began the number, Young dashed out 
of the control room and whispered in 
Gold's ear. Immediately Gold dropped 
the song and began to improvise. 

"Janey P ickens is always kidding," 
explai ned Young to the mike. "Ray 
had no intent ion of playing that piece." 

You see, "Lover, Come Back to Me" 
is a res t ricted number, aud N BC has to ' 
pay its publishers a fee every t ime it is 
played on the ai r. 

But why should I pick on the an
nouncers ~ The highest radio officials 

then.lsclves h<l:ve been guilty oi ooners; 
for Instance, Just because his s~ms the 
most amusing, William S. Paley, presi
dent of C BS. 

When J\Ir. Paley spoke over his own 
network one night, he forgot a hard
and-fast rule that he himself had made. 
During his address he referred to the 
Columbia Broadcasting System in those 
exact words, and instantly he was cut 
otr the air by his own employees. He 
had used the one phrase which . is the 
cue, at all times, for the engineers' of 
the different stat ions of the network to 
cut a program out and cut their own 
announcers in for station announce
ment. The word "System," used in 
conjunction with "Columbia Broadcast
ing," was the cue. If Mr. Paley had 
said "Columbia Broadcast ing COM
PANY," a ll would have been well. 

S OUND effects are operated by hu-
man hands, so they too can figure 

in amusing boners. A certain elaborate 
script called for a waterfall as a musi
cal background. The sound effects man 
hitched up a hose to a faucet in the 
studio, and let the water splash into a 
tub placed ncar one of the mikes. The 
device worked perfectly-in rehearsal. 

Came evening, and the waterfall bit. 
Again the sound effect was all that 
could be desired. Rut because the city 
water pressure picked that exact mo
ment to rise. the tub over Rowed long 
before the music stopped. The musi
cillllS played with their feet on the rungs 
ot thei r chairs, but the s ingers and the 
studio staff s tood ankle-d~p in water. 

Bllt of all radio boners I like best 
an old one that oc(urred during' the 
broadcast of the maiden visit of the 
liner Ellropa. 

One announcer was to describe the 
ship's progress lip New York Bay, an
other was to give a word picture of the 
Ci ty Hall reception. a third was to con
duct an interlude of sti rr ing music. 

Somehow it happened that the stu
dio's music library was not notified. and 
when the time came for the studio band 
to play, there were no music sheets. A 
hurry call was sent to the library, which 
Jlromised to do its best. , 

"For the luvva Pete:' the announcer 
asked the bandmaster, "doesn't your 
band know any march pieces by heart?" 

It was a brand new band, just or
gani zed the day before, and a hasty 
survey revealed that the only selection 
known to all the musicians was "The 
S tars and Stripes Forever ." 

Breathing a s igh of relief, the an
nouncer told the band to play the piece 
unt il' the sheets arrived. For nine min
utes the same march was played over 
and o'C>er again ; then came the messen
ger with the music. 

"Great guns 1" wh~zed the b.lndmas
ter. "These are orchestra sheets!" 

Wild-cyed, the messenger tore back 
to the library. The band resullled the 
all-too-familiar air. Another nine min
utes passed: then the rJlght music ar
rived. The band stopped, the announcer 
Ilellt to the mike. 

"Ladies and gentlemen," he said 
heavi ly, "you have JUSt heard the band 
play 'The Stars and Stripes' "-his 
voice broke-" 'FOREVER !'" 
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He Played His Way Out of Prison 

and bruta[~ into a PTlSO:l cell? 
Prisoners were made to work, of 

course. Victor's task was to play his 
violi n for the other prisoners in the 
mess hall. He resented it with all the 
bitterness of a boy who has had his 
own way in life. Unti l one day, he saw 
an officer listening to his music, listen
ing with the tilted head and sensitive 
att itude of one who loves music. 

Slowly. cautiously, ihey became 
friends. The officer was a musician, 
too, and sometimes, he brought Victor 

. extra food from the officers' mess. One 
day, Victor told him his story. A few 
nights laler, the officer came to hi s 
cell. 

" I can help you get out of here," he 
said. 

"How?" 
"\Ve're shipping a cattle train up to 

Warsaw. I can smuggle you aboard." 
Warsaw! In Warsaw, V ictor had 

a grandfather, friends. \Vith the taste 
of freedom stinging his tongue. he said. 
'; 1'11 go." 

So he started for Warsaw. Bitter 
winds whirled across the Russian 
plains and bit throug:h thl;! fli msy sides 
of the cattle cars. H iding in a corner 

. Victor t r ied to keep himself warm be
tween the hai ry sides of shivering cat
tle. That trip etched a miserable mem
ory across his brai n. More dead than 
alive, he finally tumbled off the train 
at his destination. 

A FTER a whi le. he saw men march-
ing in the distance. l\Iarching 

in a column of squads, their coal-scuttle 
helmets sitt ing like masks atop their 
heads. Some insti nct told him to flee. 
but it was too late. They surrou nded 
him. jabbering a language that he 
recol;nized as German. 

HI s arrival, disastrously, had coi n
cided with the German occupation of 
the c ity. T hese )Yere Hindenberg's 
troopers. Once again, he was a pris
oner-of-war. 

Miraculously, he still carried his vio' 
li n. The gods of chance which had be
trayed him into German hands permit
ted him to keeP it. In prison, he be
gan again to play. Soon, he was en
tertaining other pr isoners, and even the 
officers in charge. O ne day, one of 
the latter callt."(\ him to his palace. V ic
tor went, wondering what this unex
pected summons could mean. The 
officer was Count Hugo von Lerchen
lidd, an intimate of the Kaiser's. And 
<I" accomplished pianist. 

In a war-rumpled land, good music 
is rare. To this German nobleman it 
was relaxation from his more somber 
duties. Again and again, he summoned 
Victor. P resently he gave him a card 
which permitted him the freedom of 
the city. And again this A merican boy 
found himself free, or almost free, al
though his country was at war with his 
keepers. 

W ith the Armistice, the Germans re
t reated. In the midst of disorder and 

(CoII/il1ued Irolll pagl' 32) 

confus ion, Victor got a passport to 
leave the country and retu rned 10 
America. 

Fortunately, his music had not suf
fered during those years abroad. His 
hands were st ill supple and his fingers 
sensi tive. \Vhen he sought work in 
Chicago, he found it readily-too read
ily, for the manager td whom he went 
signed him up for fiftee n years under 
a contract that was so grossly unfa ir 
that it made him this man's serf and 
slal'e. Victor found himself in debt, 
in court. in a dozen minor jams that 
were like slaps in his face. 

SH E was a charming Polish girl. Vic-
tor had met her in Warsaw, fallen 

in love with her, and seen her off to 
Cal ifornia to visit relatives. Now he 
wrote her, sending $150 he had man
aged to save, begging her to come to 
Chicago, where they could be mar
ried. 

But this girl. with a wisdom of her 
own. sensed that Victor was miserable 
in Chicago. So she bought a t icket 
from Chicago to California and mailed 
it to him . And that is how Victor 
Young ha~)ened to go to Los Angeles. 
and how it came about that just eleven . 
years ago he married the gir l he had 
met in Poland. And also why he got 
a job with Sid Grauman. 

Victor carried his violin to Grau
man's theatre one night, bought a 
ticket, and took a seat in the first row. 
After the presemation, he slipped down 
through the orchestra pit and got back
stage. T here was Grauman, with one 
assistant. 

"I want to play for you," Victor said. 

Something about the lad must have 
attracted the producer. " Have you 
your instrument?" he demanded. 

Victor ]Julie<! the violin from under 
his coat. In another moment, he was 
playing. Grauman walked to a chair 
and sat down. Beyond the screen, a 
movie was shimmering before a crowded 
theater. Orchestral chords, muted and 
faint, seeped backstage. Victor heard 
them, and fitted his own playing to 
them. Sweeping his bow up and down, 
he put his heart into that audition. 
\Vhile he played, a blond wearing an 
evening wrap came from a dressing 
room and stopped beside GTauman's 
chair. H e rose, gave her his arm. 
and walked away into the night. 

V JCTOR stopped his bow in mid-air. 
Numbed, crushed, ne put the violin 

hack in its case. Hard lumps hurt his 
throat. S lowly, he went to the door 
and started OUi. A man bumped into 
him, the man was Grauman's assist
ant. 

"Hey, you," he said. "Grauman liked 
you. Wants you for his Mmion Dol
lar Theater in L. A . You'll be con
cert master. Okay?" 

That was just the beginning. Since 
then, he has had many jobs and written 
many songs. Surely you remember 
"Sweet Sue." More recently, he has 
written "Can't Vole Talk It Over," "Got 
the South in my Soul," "Lord, You 
Made the Night Too ·Long," "Street of 
Dreams," and " I Don't Have a Ghost 
of A Chance With You/' 

Nowadays, with radio carrying his 
music to the ends of the earth he doesn't 
have to worry any more. 

At the opening of the Remote Control Club. Front row, left to rig11t: Nick 
Dawson, Vivian and Rosetta Duncan; Ned Wever, John Knight. Second 
row: Ann Elston, Frank McCormack, Jack Smart, Adele Ronson, Jean 
Colbert. Rear row, left to right: T. J . Miniter, Jamel Rennie, Edward 
Reese, Walter Connelly, T, Daniel Frawley, leigh lovel, Paul Dumont, 

and Richard Gordon. 
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Ph;I Saker end the 
Armour programs. 

face, he's 

Neil Sisters doing their stuff for one of the 
Just in case you're not familiar with Phil's 
the guy working on that accordion. 

He Was Radio's Spoiled Boy 
(Co l/lillued from p(lge 24) 

vicissi nllks and bitter difficulties. 
The \-011111"5 determination was boru 

in the dlapel of the University of Flor
ida during a singing contest among the 
classes. J n their turn, the students in 
the balcony were singing. As he sang 
wi th them, his mind dwelt 0 11 vague 
dreams of the future. The rows of 
~eat s below him became a theatre full 
of spellbound listeners. He sang with 
all the feeling that was in him. 

Then a sha rp voice whipped hi s 
dreams away. "Who is the young Ca
ruso up there?" It was the president 
of the university speaking. Blushi ng, 
:'of elton the fres hman, made determined 
etrorts to conceal , himself by squeezing 
his huge form dowll into his seat. 

But the president found him. He 
knew that in the young tenor were 
~reat potentiali ties. He helped Jim to 
persuade his father that to neglect such 
.1 voice would be the greatest folly. The 
father relented. 

HE had overcome parental opposition, 
but that was just the beginning. 

Day after day he studied. He com
pleted hi s univers ity training. Still he 
, tudied. snatch ing whatever musical 
work he could find. 

The day he arrived in New York, 
he fel t he was starting the last lap ,to 
~uccess. He was, but what a gruelling 
lap it was. He discovered that the city 
was kind to si ngers-when they'd be
come famous. 

Hi s footsteps led him to Roxy. As 
he stood before the door of the im
presario's office, he knew that this was 
the Jast threshold he'd have to cross 
before he'd begin to be recognized. But 
it was many a day before he ever 
crossed the threshold. Somehow. ' the 

42 

secretary in the outer office didn't seem 
to sha re the sympathy which Roxy was 
supposed to have for young singcrs of 
promise. 

Time after time he was turned away. 
Desperation began to replace determi
nation. He said to himself that he'd 
make one more try. I f that were un
successful; he would go there no more. 
Once again callle a refusal from the 
secretary. 

Then for a moment. desperation d id 
supersede determination. 

·'Listen." he said, "you won't let me 
get an audition before Roxy. All right. 
['Ill going to give il here and ['m not 
goi ng to stop until he's heard me." 

He threw back his head and began 
to sing. The molten silver of his voice 
trickled under doors, ran down corri
dors . and it reached Roxy. The im
presario came bounding from his office. 
But there was no anger on his face . 
only amused and kindly interest. Jimmy 
had won. 

From the moment he was made a 
member 01 Roxy's Gang, the young 
tenor's success was assured. Hc had 
climbed aOOanl a skyrocke t and was 
bound for the firmament of stardom. 

I f he hadn't crossed that particular 
threshold on t hat particular day, he 
might never have found the fi rst link 
of the chain of circumstances which 
led him to ~Iarjorie l\TcClure. 

He was on the way, climbing dizzily 
upward. pausing only now and then for 
a moment to view the thousands and 
hUlldreds of thousands who were lislen
ing for his every note. 

A wealthy woman caught him on one 
of 1hese pauses. and brought him into 
her home that he mil':'ht sing for a great 
group of guests. S itting in the midst 

of the turmoil of movement and color 
about her at the parly, was a beautiful 
gi rl , cool and self-possessed in the ex
citement which preceded the appearance 
of J ames Mellon. 

She heard how handsoine this young 
tenor was, how beautiful his song, but 
she was IlOt particularly excited. She 
had decided to stt..-el herself against the 
charms of men. She was interested 
neither in marriage Ilor Rirtations. 

J AMES MELTON appeared on the 
platform. He stood there, his six 

feet two carrying his nearly two hun
dred pounds of weight with graceful 
ease. Below his apple-tinted cheeks 
was his brilliant smile. He brimmed 
with the confidence which so soon was 
to bubble Ovcr and nearly sweep him 
into oblivion. 

In acknowledgment Jim began to 
bow. Then he halted. His eyes met 
the young woman·s. She straightened 
in her chair. Something caught at her 
heart and let it go, fluttering. As for 
Jimmy, for the moment he'd completely 
lost his precious voice, but he did not 
care, because from that first moment, 
they knew each loved the Olher. 

The girl was r-.larjorie McClure, 
Cleveland society girl and daughter of 
Marjorie Barkley McClure, novelist. 
The home was that of r..'f rs. Frank Sei
berling, whose husband sponsored the 
program all which Ji m was then sing
ing. 

Jimmy sang that night as he had 
never sung before. He sang "Lindy 
Lou" and "Ave Maria," and his heart 
was a drum which pounded with no re
gard for the rhythm of his music. Never 
before haUl anyone been so ravished by 
the beauty of his music as was this girl 
who sat the re, hearing nothing but his 
voice. seeing nothing but him. 

Three weeks passed. T hen they met 
again at a houseparty. The spell was 
stronger than ever before. It was tri
umphalll. Before the housepar ty was 
one evening old, they were in one an
other's a rms, engaged. 

A few days later, she listened to a 
deep-throated whistle which awoke sad 
echoes in her heart. She stood on a 
New York pier and watched the greal 
liner bei ng warped slowly out of the 
dock. On it stood her Jimmy. He was 
sailing for a year's tour with the Rev
elers. 

It would be easy for him to forget . 
she thought. The life was gay in the 
Continental capi tals, the women were 
lovely, the nights were enchanting
would he forget? She tortured herself 
with thi s ques tion. 

But not for long. First in drops like 
a shower, then like a cloudburst, then 
a Rood. came cables, letters. wireless 
telegrams. Forget her? He did noth
ing but remember her. Jt was a cham
pion long distance courtship. 

June. 1929. The g reat day for which 
they had been waiting had dawned. The 
Clevela nd church was massed with 
flowe rs, seven 'hundred ~uests watched 
the ideally mated couple made man and 
wife. Then while two hundred guests 
made the wedding recept ion merry. 
tile\" slipped away to New York. 

Once again the whistle of a liner 
awoke echoes in her heart. but this t ime 



they were not sad ones. For this time 
she was sailing for Europe with him. 
Then in those very cities where she 
had for a moment feared she might lose 
him, she found him. What a wonder
fu l two months they had. 

T HEY were glad when they returned 
to New York, Jimmy especially, for 

the intoxication of success still thrilled 
him and he longed to drink again of it, 
deeply, blindly. And drink he did. 

Again he began mounting the diuy 
heights. H ow proud Marjorie was of 
him and he of -her. T he studio habitues 
said that they were ideally matched. Yet 
they couldn't but think it was too per
fect. that he was taking too much for 
grallled, that his head was being 
turned. 

But James Melton could see naught 
but his triumphs and conquest of the 
fut ure. He saw himself as a ,great COII
cert singer. After that, opera, the glori
ous career of a Martinelli, a Carus.o. 

So he stepped from the world where 
thousands listened and loved him, to a 
New York con.;;ert stage where a few 
hundred crit ical ears might listen. 

But Fame, capricious c reature that 
she is, this time turned on one of her 
favorites. The next morning, with con
fident spiri t, he turned to the columns 
of the music c r itics. T he shock came. 
One by one the papers dropped from 
his hands. 

In the interests of getting thls story, 
r made a search of back newspaper 
files. The reviewers were harsh. They 
said it was a poor performance. They 
pointed out that he wasn·t ready, that 
it was no t ime in h is career to begin 
concert singing. So they went. 

Many a singer had had a promising 
career cut short by the biting words of 
the cr itics. Many a flare of success 
had been blotted out by ink from the 
pens of these men. The entertainment 
world is haunted by hundreds of broken 
down vocalists who once had recogni
tion a nd aspirations, who overstepped 
the mark, and who had paid for it in 
a life of hopelessness and want. 

Then, if ever, Jimmie needed help . . 
His wife did (lot fail him. With her 

sympathetic understanding and calm 
intelligence. she tried to comfort and 
encourage him. But the bottom had 
dropped completely a li t of his chest .of 
dreams and the precious contents had 
gone. 

One by one she gathered them up and 
with them healed his wounded spirit. 
She showed him that in defeat lay a 
challenge to renewed effOrt. She made 
hi m see that radio was a great future 
in itself, and that in fo rgett ing the COII 

cert stage and in going back to the fold 
of the medium which had made hi m 
famous, he would beat treacherous 
Fame at her own tricks. 

Determination suddenly gleamed in 
his eyes. He wasn't going to lie there 
and take it. He was going back and 
fight to make himset f a greater radio 
singer than ever. And at that 1Il0ment 
a new J ames Melton, a wiser and finer 
James Mel ton, was born. 

To that new J ames Melton goes all 
the glory in name. But the satisfac
tion in achievement is shared by both. 
Jimmy knows-it and Marjorie knows it. 

RADIO STAR S 

, 
EXCESS HAIR LOOKS BLACKER 
WHEN WET - MARCHAND'S 
MA.KE'S IT UNNOTlCEABLEl 

W ET your arm. ~ how the light, 
fuzzy hair seems to grow blacker. 

And leg hair when weI shows up even 
heavier and ugl ier! 
Men look at your legs and arms. How 
can they fail to see ucess hair-made 
da rker than ever when you go in bathing. 
For the sake of appearance, daintiness
keep arms and legs attractive. 
Make excess hair unnoticeable with Mar· 
chand's--quickly, easily. Then you won't 
mind how wet arms gel! 

WEARING SLEEVELESS DRESSES 
sheer stockings, or going barelegged-take 
the S3me precaution-because excess hair 

may be quite noticeable, even when dry. 

MARCHAND'S FAMOUS BEAUTY 
AID OF BLONDES 

Marchand's Golden Hair Wash has a 
nation-wide reputation for reliability. 
Thousands of attractive blonde women 
use Marchand's-to restore youthful 
color and beauty to faded hair-to make 
drab hair lustrous and lovely. I t is used 
at home, safely and successfully. 
To get the desi red results , be sure you 
get the genuine. Ask fo r " MAR
CHA..'lD 'S"--see that the label spells-

MARCHAND'S 
GOLDEN 

To Get By Mail 
fill in coupon, mail wi th 45c 
(stamp$ accepted) to - C. 
Marchand Co., 25 1 W. 19th 
St., New York City. 

H A I R 

Name . .. 

Address. 

City ... 

WASH 

• 

State ... . . 
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What was the Sinister 
Secret He Guarded 
So Jealously? 

InlO Jeanette Lowry', quiet e:o;i~ten<:e 
"lime the love of II "ood man, and Jife 
sailed an even course. But nOI lor 
hmg. n e r l a ther's ~eerel. like a dark 
doud. loome d sudde nly over the ir hap· 
uincss. threatenin" deslru<'!t;on 10 the 
fove 8he prized so hi.hly. 

What W aS that g rim ~rel? And how 
<:ould J eanene ever "urmount the ter
rific ow;tades which blocked her path 
10 hapllinel!8? 

"Faelnr,. Girl" will tell you, and t<:ll 
you in a manner tha t will « rip your 
ver y hearUtring8-beeause it'6 a true 
s iory, the real experienee of a real girl. 
It's book length, too--but only one of 
many true norieR in Ameriea's most 

re m arka ble mllJj:aitine: 

R
Modern ~ 
ODlBnCeS 

A magazine of true stories (or only 

44 

• Augu$t IUD'" 
on Sale Now 

RADIO STARS , 
He Feeds the Famous 

(C(Jlltinllcd from p(lge /1) 

which, scrved on filet of sole, made 
nectar and ambrosia taste like some
thing to be thrown to the pigs. No one 
in America knew how to make this 
Marguery sauce. Diamond Jim con
fe rred with George's father. rt is said 
he stormed and pleaded and bullied. 
Finally, unless Marguery sauce wefe 
produced by Rector's, he threatened to 
take his patronage elsewhere. The 
threat was a dire one, for George told 
me j ust the other day, "Diamond Jim 
was our twenty-five best customers." 

A T the time, though, George knew 
nothing of all this. Attending 

Cornell in his junior year, studying 
law, he little suspe.cted the blow...about 
to fall. A letter brought a sudden 
summons. He rushed to New York 
and was driven immediately to an ocean 
liner. Steaming down the bay, he 
recollected the things that had been 
told him. They werc these: . Go to 
Paris and learn the recipe for Marguery 
sauce. 

Already, he had spent two years in 
the Rector kitchens. He knew Ameri
can dishes inside and out, but Paris was 
a new adventu re. Securing a job as an 
apprentice cook. he went to work in 
the Cafe de Paris. Later, he became 
a bus boy. Still. he knew little of the 
elusive sauce. hlonths later, he got his 
chance. There was an opening at the 
Cafe de Marguery. H e got in and 
stayed for sixty days, working for fif
teen hours each day at the business of 
learning to make l\Iargm!ry sauce. 

In Paris, one must do more than 
learn to prepare a dish. One must 
pass an "exam ination" before he is per
mitted to serve it. George took his 
"exams" before seven master chefs. 
They watched him prepare it, tasted it. 
ate it. Then, they graded his work. 
The mark they gave him was "perfect." 

George sailed back to America. At 
the dock, martial mnsic swept out over 
the Hudson . It was Rector's Russian 
orchestra. Diamond Jim Brady was 
the first to grasp his hand. T hat night, 
George was guest of honor at a memor
able dinner ... he was also the cook. 
Among the guests were John Philip 
Sousa. Victor Herbert, tlIarshall Field. 
Adolphus Busch, and Diamond Jim. 
After sundry appetizers, George 
brought in his Filet de Sole with 
Sauce Marguery. Diamond Jim's prac
ticed right made a swooping movement 
toward the plate. Hi s for k scooped 
food toward his mouth. Sixt), seconds 
later. he leaned back. relaxed, happy. 
"It's so good." he beamed. "1 could eat 
it on a Turkish towel." 

T HIS sUlllmer in Chicago, George will 
entertain many celebrated visitors. 

None will be more celebrated' or eccen
tric than some of those who came to 
tile old Hector's. One such was Death 
Valley Scotty. H e was a prospector 

from the West, and he hit New York 
with his bags full of gold. When he sat 
down for his first meal he tore a fifty
dollar bill in half and gave one end to 
his waiter. " If the service is good." 
he said, "you get the other half." After 
thc meal, he gave every waiter in the 
place a goldpiece. 

Another bizarre eater was Jim Mur
ray. As he ate, he played with Illar
bles ... marbles of a dozen different 
sizes, but all of the saille pinkish-white 
color. Those marbles were pearls. 
P earls valued al 'half a ' million dollars. 
He carried them with him always and 
Ilobody ever thought of robbing him. 

Sometimes, rich men used Rector's 
.· for private dinners. One · gentleman 
with blue blood in his vei ns and his 
name in the Social Register invited the 
stiffest-necked society dames and dow
agers 10 a special dinner. T he dinner 
George served, at the host's insistence. 
was cold soup, fis h frozen so hard it 
could not be bitten, hot oysters, celery 
and olives stuffed with red pepper, and 
salad composed of banana skins and 
chopped rubber bands. Only the meal 
was edible, but when the guesls at
tempted to salt it the cellars came apart 
and Hooded it with salt. Coffee was 
delivered in rusty tin cups and napkins 
were burlap bags. Believe it or nol, 
George says the dames and dowagers 
had the times of their lives. 

Another dinner that made the town's 
headlines was a fishe rman's picnic. A 
huge tank erected in the center of the 
floor was stocked with live trout. When 
the guests arrived. they were given a 
rod and reel and invited to catch their 
supper. Among those who angled there 
were Lillian Russell . Nora Bayes, 
Thomas Lipton, Lord DeWar, and Max 
Goodwin. 

Y ES, those were the good old days. 
They went out with a rush before 

the onslaught of jan. chicken chow 
meln, and speakeasy likker. Prohibi
tion closed Rector's restaurant. dried 
it· up like a puddle in the sun, but 
nothing will ever dry up the fountain of 
Georgc Rector's memory. Too many 
things have happened, he has seen too 
much of life and its ermine-wrapped 
heroines and stiff-s hirted heroes. 
Princes and presidents have come and 
gone before him. He knows their firs t 
names and thei r last indiscretion. 

From all that and from his knowledge 
of French and American cookery, he 
tells you and you and you the short. 
sure road to a man's stomach. 

T his Slimmer, amid the Gypsies, 
Frank Parker, Tony Sarg's Marionettes 
and alt the other odds and ends of 
A. & P.'s World's Fair radio show, 
he'll meet the Mr. and /tfrs. America 
who111 he's been broadcasti ng to. 

Yes. Mrs. America, if you like plain 
groceries. done up fancy, George Rector 
is the man for you. 

BUY RADIO STARS EY,ERY MONTH! 



Mystery Chef 
(Co ntinued from page 37) 

sponsor of a radio program who has 
shown the same unselfish and broad
minded vision as has the Davis Baking 
Powder Company who sponsor my talks 
on the ai r. In the great majority of 
recipes that I gtve over the air and that 
are printed in my book of 'excellent 
recipes. baking powder is not even 
called for. I have been allowed a per
fectly free hand to talk about cooking 
in all its branches a nd I have never 
(ven been asked 10 broadcast, as often 
31 possible, recipes that call for the usc 
of Davis Baking Powder. 

The result of that unselfish policy has 
been such an overwhelmi ng response to 
Illy talks that onc home out of every 
seventeen in the terri tory covered by 
my broadcasts has wri tten an enthusi
astic letter to me or to my sponsors. 

B EFORE I went on the air, I told the 
Da vis Baking Powder Company that 

I was going to make. some very star tling 
sta tements, and r asked to be allowed to 
prove them. And so I proved to them 
that the following statements, though 
start ling, are true. r proved that cab
bage, caulifl ower, broccoli and brussels 
sprouts if cooked correctly give off no 
odor whi le cooking any more than does 
a potato and that the vegetable is im
proved at least ZOO per cent in flavor, 
color and, most important of ail, diges
tibility. r proved that fish can be cooked 
without odol," and that the result is fi sh 
that some of the greatest chef's have 
proclaimed to be far superior to any 
fi sh they have ever tasted. r proved 
that str ing beans can be cooked in ten 
minutes and be so far superior to string 
beans cooked by other methods that 
there is no comparison either ill appear
ance, color or Havor. 

Y DU a re an artist and .r can quickly 
prove it to you. No matter how 

many failures you may have had in the 
past, you will never ha\'e a fa ilure with 
any recipe I give you. O\'er 600,000 
homes are now using my cook book and 
none, that we know of, has ever had a 
failu re with any recipe I ever wrote. 
On the other hand. hund reds of thou-
5.1nds have written telling of their suc
cess with every rttipe. H usbands have 
written saying "my wife has tu rned into 
a marvelous cook overnight ; Ihis is the 
1110S1 wonderful th ing that ever happened 
in our home." 

Don' t let anyone tell you, for in
stance, that you ' can't make pastry. I 
wi ll prove 10 you that you can make 
pastry second to none in the world and 
that you can do it with complete suc
cess the first time you t ry. And I mean 
you. whether you be a man, woman, or 
child. 

Do you want to get the th rill of your 
life? Do you want to hear people PTO
clai m you .the great ar tist at the slove 
that you rea lly are? Then send in the 
coupon di rectly to the righi, and r 
promise none shall beat your pies. 

RADIO STARS 

Behind the Scenes with Jean Harlow 

and Clark Gable I 

What are they like when the camera stops grinding? 

Imagine yourself in . a Hollywood camp chair, parked 
next to the ~irector and cameraman, quietly -watching Jean 
Harlow and Cla~ Gable make love for their newest picture, 
"Hold Your Man"l What a thrill! 

But don't strain your "imaginator" 
too much, because clever Anita Loos 
will make it all very real and vivid 
for you with her fascinating article in 
the latest MODERN SCREEN I 

And when you 've had your fill of 
the Metro lot, we 'll stop over at the 
Fox studios and have an intimate 
chat with Janet Gaynor, who has 
given MODERN SCREEN her most 
revealing interview. It will amaze you . 

"No, oj COtl-rJt I'm 01 01 

AtlPPY-tU I umi U1 ~d" 

Plenty of other obsorbins features in the 
ICl test istue of th is superb screen ma$~~ine . 
includins a frank article on " WhClt's Wrong 
with Hollywood Love?", the latest beauty 
Clnd fashion hinb from the Blm stars, and MODERN SCREEN'S usuClI 
Clbundance of interesting news Clnd snapshob of Clil your screen fa vorites. 
Gel your copy todClyl 

MODERN SCREEN 
A ususl Issue on Sale Now-10c 

- ------------------------------------
MYSTERY CHEF COUPON 
Radio Stars. 100 Fifth Ave .. New York City. 

Please send me the Mystery Che f' s pastry recipes. 
addressed envelope. 

Name ... Address ..... 

enclose a stamP11. sell-

City . .. . State ...... . ..... . ••........ . 
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If you wa nt to see some real golf, ioin Herb Polsie and J eannie 
lang of the Best Foods Musical G.ocery Store. They're enioying (I 

round with golfer Tom Howord-ond what he knows about golf-I 

Dr. Brinkley's Own Story 
(Continlled from rage 5) 

at the railroad station on Illy mail route, 
I made the acquaintance of the railroad 
agent. There I had an opportunity to 
learn telegraphy." 

T HAT was Doctor Brinkley's begin-
ning. Like Thomas Edison, he was 

first a telegrapher. And like E dison, 
he decided \0 seek his fortune in New 
York City. Working his way into the 
big ci ty, he found the Western Union 
headquarters and announced 10 an as
tounded manager that he was the best 
telegrapher ill the world, Before the 
SUll set that night, he had a job, 

This, of course, was but a stepping 
stone, for· in his mind there was still 
the memory of that vow taken before 
an open mountain grave. "I will be a 
doctor like my father ," he had sworn. 
Later, in Chicago, when he heard of a 
:>osition that would permit him to work 
)art time and attend medical school, he 
:ook it, eager t'l drive ahead toward a 
;arecr. 

Unfortunately, he a lso fell in love. 
Vl'ith a wi fe and the responsibility of 
:hildren added to his work and studies, 
1(; found himself staggering under the 
oad. For months, he tried to carryon, 
Jilting his hill-bred strength against 
,Ieepless nights and toil -filled days. In 
three years, he was hopelessly in debt 
l nd broken in health. Then he and his 
wife separated. 

" I had the care of the little children." 
hc told me. "a divorce to obtain, and 
to pick up the broken threads and start 
all over again. Finally, in 1915, after 
seven years of effort, I received my 
M. D. degree and license to llraetice 
medicine." 

Then for some forgotten reason, he 
elected Kansas as the field of his labors. 
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;'1 landed with my second wife. $23.00 
and a lot of poor health-I had been in 
the hospital for some time-but with a 
lot of ambition. I opened a drug store 
on credit and built a little hospital. I 
had trained myself to be a 'surgeon as 
well as a physician, and there was a big 
territory that needed an energetic doc
tor. Believe me, they certainly got one 
. " 111 me. 

Under a smiling Kansas sun, his 
practice. spread and spread. On some 
of his patients he performed operations 
that called for the removal of the pros
t,lte gland. Perhaps you have heard 
people call Brinkley the goat gland doc
tor. Perhaps you are one of those who 
have sneered or scoffed at the idea that 
such glands could help humans to live 
longer and healthier. I'm no medical 
man, but I do know such operations 
have done just that. I know that some 
of the greatest doctors in the world now 
advocate gland substitution operations. 
Not in those early days, though. Not 
until the two titans from abroad had 
successfully done this work did most 
American doctors accept it. Reading 
of them. Doctor Brinklev learned that 
they were being praised' for the very 
thing that he had already accompl ished 
sllccessfully a half dozen different 
times. 

SLOWLY. his fame grew. He visited 
Ch icago and California, operating 

on important men. When President 
Woodrow Wilson was ill. Brinkley was 
one of the physicians consulted. 

It was in 1922 that he first got the 
idea of erecting his own radio station. 
A fri end in California had one. Brink
ley decided that he would have one, 
too. There was no plan as yet to turn 

it into a medical broadcasting clinic. 
111 1923 he went 011 the air ... Station 
KFKB. The entertainment was home 
talent. Occasionally, the doctor would 
sit down before a mike and talk to his 
friends and neighbors. Sometimes, 
during his rounds through the country, 
he met folk who had listened to ·him. 
but no one seemed to pay much atten
tion. 

After a few months, he went to Italy 
to study. At the Royal College he 
received a degree. Before he came 
home. he visited all of Europe. 

Back in Kansas. he began to talk 
again to his neighbors. These were 
frankly helpful health talks mixed with 
entertaining anecdotes of what he had 
seen and done abroad. Abruptly, mail 
began to pour into his office. Seeing 
that people were interested, he put the 
talks on a regular schedule. Telling 
me about it , he said: 

" I was getting three and four and five 
thousand letters a day from people ask
ing me what their trouble was and what 
they should do for themselves. You can 
readily understand that no living human 
being could answer three or four thou
sand letters a day. So for quite a 
while I threw all these letters in the 
wa~te basket, as they had 110 value to 
me. 

"In 1928 I began to realize that Twas 
not doing myself any good by refus
ing to answer these letters. Therefore 
I conceived this idea: why not have a 
Medical Question Box over the radio 
like Doctor Evans of the Chicago 
Triblllle did, and other people like 
Senator Copeland, and various maga
zines giving questions and answers. I 
began the Medical Question Box over 
KFKB in the last of 1928 or early 
1929, and it was an immediate suc
cess." 

That success, you must know, was to 
bri ng to him the biggest battle of his 
life. 

In the Middle Wast were thousands 
of ailing persons who were dissatisfied 
with their own doctor's treatments. 
Listening to Doctor Brinkley, they won
dered if he could help them. Wonder
ing, they wrote to him of their cases. 
Doctor Brinkley would answer over the 
air, telling them to go to a drug store 
for certain medicines. At first, drug
gists refused his radio patients, asking 
for prescriptions. So the doctor sent 
his prescr iptions to hundreds of drug 
stores so that they might have them on 
file when his listeners called for medi
cine. 

" I was not receiving one cent for 
this," he says. "The druggists were 
making a fortune and 1 was not getting 
anything." 

But on all sides, his efforts began to 
be misunderstood. Other doctors asked 
him to stop broadcasting, claiming it 
was unethicaL 

I IMMED IATELY aroused the an-
tipathy of the medical profession," 

he told me, "because tlfey were losing 
business, the antipathy of the hospital s 
bt'<:ause they were losing business. and 
the ant ipathy of the patent medicine 
people because they were losing busi
ness." 

A powerful Middle. \Vestern newspa-



per took up the battle against him. Re
porters were sent to uncover all he had 
done si nce the day he arrived in Mil
ford. Political strings began 10 jerk 
and tug. T he fight started in earnest 
when the newspaper put him in its Page 
One headlines and kept him there for 
almost s ix months. 

~-taIlY severe alld ruthless stories have 
been pr inted about Doctor Brinkley. 
Today, he is suing a newspaper fo r 
$5,000,000. H ere a re the Doctor's 
words to me : 

"111ey went down here into the grave
vard at M iUord and other towns. and 
took the names and add resses of the 
people 01T the gravestones and published 
that these had been patients in my hos
pi tal and I had killed them. Such peo
ple had never even been a patient in 
my hospital and were even unknown 
to me. 

"They went to the vita l statI stIcs 
record ill Topeka, and our hospital be
ing a general hospital, Illany physicians 
had patronized it, and many physicians 
had had patients in it and signed death 
cen ificates of the people that had died 
in our hospital during the past four
teen years and claimed that r had 
killed a ll of them. 

"Some man died in a hotel room in 
'\[anhattan, Kansas, of heart disease
a traveling man that we had never 
seen Ilo r heard of-and they claimed 
that I killed him. Some other lIIan was 
taken 01T a t rain ill St. Lou is, Mi ssouri. 
and died in a hospital, and they said 
that he was my pa tient." 

Vou see, don't you. the fight into 
which this mountain boy from Carolina 
had fallen ? T he battle split the sta te 
wide open. For the most part, the 
farmers and small townsmen were for 
him. T he c ities and most of the news
papers were against him. 

Before long, hi s enemy's heavy artil
lery began to boom ... and their shell s 
to fa ll. The fi rst was a summons be
fore the radio commi ssion in \Vashing
IOn, D. C. Two commiss ioners voted 
to keep KFKB on the air. T hree voted 
it 01T. $0 Doctor Brinkley was forced 
to sellout. 

The second assault came from a medi
cal board. Physicians a re ruled by a 
rigid code of ethics. you know. Let 
one break that code and his fellows cast 
him out. Doctor Brinkley, they al 
leged, had broken the code. They or
dered him before them for an examina
tion. 

A FTER had put forty- six cured 
and sati sfied patients on the wit

ness sta:Jd," he sai d. "and had three 
llundred L'thers in the building waiting 
to testify, and two thousand at home 
wai ting to L"Ome to testify. the Medical 
Board ruled that I had g iven enough 
testimony, but it wasn' t any good be
cause they didn' t know whether t.hey 
( the witnesses) were sick or not before 
they came to me." 

Doctor Brinkley's license to practice 
medicine was revoked on September 16, 
1930. I think it made the doctor a 
little angry, for 011 September 22, he de
clared himself a candidate for the gov
ernorship of Kansas. 

Can't you see that mountain boy with 
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his back to the wall , taking the fight to 
the enemy? The state still remembers 
that campaign. Hi s declarat ioll came 
far 100 late for his Ilame to be: printed 
on the ballots. These were al ready dis
tributed to the election officials. r f 
any citizen wished to vote for Brinkley, 
he had to carry a penci l and wri te the 
!laTlle correctly on the ballot. 

On election day. his fri ends and fol
lowers swarmed like locusts about the 
polls. When the votes were all counted. 
Doctor Brinkley had 189,000 ... plus 
about 50,000 that had to be thrown out 
because they were wrilten incorrectly. 
A total in the neighborhood of 240,000. 
But he did not become governor. A 
rival whose name had been printed on 
the ballot got 214.000 . votes. Against 
Hrinklev's 189.000. he ..... as the winner. 

For Brinkley, this technical loss was 
ol moral victory, for it showed him that 
his friends were still with him. 

Now, though , he was gagged by the 
absence of hi s radio station. The 
thought galled him. Remember. he 
holds in him the fier y independence of 
the mountaineer who fi ghts for hi s rights 
I1ntil he drops dead of exhaustion. 
Early in 1931. he took a trip into Mexi _ 
co. Conferen<:es were held and papers 
signed. Presently news fi ltered back 
across the border that he was building 
a 7S,OOO-waU station at Villa Acuna. 
Vllhen he returned to Kansas, hundreds 
of questions were hurled a t him . He 
said nothing. 

Weeks later, with the station ready to 
j::'o on the ai r. he tried to return to 
il.lex ico. and fou nd himself mysterious
ly barred from the country. 

"They believed that if they kept me 
out of .\[exico. J would be unable to 
talk over my own station." 

But the good dOClor fooled them. 
When XER went on the ai r , Brinkley's 
fa miliar voice shouted a triumphant 
greeting to his friends a ll over the vas t 
Middle West; and nothing more could 
be done by those who sought to gag 
him. fo r he was s itting in Del Rio. 
Texas, 9bey ing all the laws and tal king 
by remote control even though he was 
denied the privilege of going over and 
looking at Ihe station he had con
structed. 

T ODA Y, Doctor Brinkley appears to 
be more firmly ent renched than ever. 

.\Iexico is not at all satisfied with the 
bottom-dog part she claims she has been 
forced to play in radio by the United 
S tates. Probably she is not averse 10 
annoying her big northern nei ghbor 
with a few powerful radio transmitte rs. 
\Vhen it was announced in Cincinnati 
thal WLW's power would be raised to 
500,000 watts. her chief executives 
called Doctor Brinkley and asked him 
to increase the power o f XE R to match 
WLW's. 

By fall , Brinkley told me, XER will 
be sending his health tal ks across 
America on a half-mill ion watts. " If 
the Mexican government desires it." 
he said. ' 'I'll put on a billion if neces
sary. " 

And that is the story of a healer of 
men who fou nd that his ways of heal
ing did not meet the approval of his 
peers in his chosen profession. 
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WHAT DO THEY EAT? 

And . wh~re? Want to know 

the radio folks' eating foibles? 

Well, watch for the story in our 

next issue-dated September. 
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Inside Story of the Vallee-Webb Separation 

was inevitable. There were more' words 
and bickering. Their fr iends knew that 
all was not serene. Soon, Fay shook 
the dust from her feet once more, and 
sped, this time deliberately .to Reno. 

Rudy was distracted. He didn't want 
his marriage to be a bust-up, He 
thought of his career, too. There would 
naturally be a storm of unpleasant com
ments. He was determined to make a 
go of it. He spent desperate hours at 
the phone trying to get her to return, 
holding up alluring promises and hopes 
of a new happy li fe, together with a 
promise of a mink coat and a diamond 
~racelet. Finally, a repentant Fay came 

Rhapsody." Rudy Vallee plays it occa
sionally, and Ted Lewis has recorded 
it for Columbia phonograph. 

There's a red-hot moony-woony out
fit of tango and rhumba players now 
wowing 'em in Chicago. Carlos Molina 
is in charge--and they are at the Dells. 
You can hear them over WBBM. 

Those "different" sounds that hit the 
air when Frank LaMarr's band is on 
are accounted for by hi s fondness for 
the trombone. Frank says the good old 
days of the trumpet solos are passe. 
Henceforth, trombones are in style. He 
features a whole half dozen in his own 
celebrated outfit that you get on CBS. 

Have you noticed that Vic & Sade's 
theme song has been changed from "Oh, 
You Beautiful Doll" to "Chanson Bo-

(Continued from page 8) 

home, declaring 10 the newspapers that 
" it was all a big mistake. We're both 
madly in love with each other." 

B UT Rudy had slipped into the habit 
of working late again. He was 

again doing several one-night stands and 
perSOnal appearances. 

So, gradually, their inability to com
pletely understand one 'another resolted 
in increased flareups . Slowly but surely, 
they were becoming estranged. Once 
they planned to run away for a long 
trip together, in a valiant effort to catch 
uv the threads of their romance. Rudy 
was to broadcast from the key station 

The Bandbox 
(Continued froln page 33) 

hemiene"? Nobody seems to know why. 

If you want a pleasant hour of music 
uninterrupted by any man's sugary an
nouncements, tune in to the National 
Broadcasting Company's "The Hour 
Glass" which is aired every Monday 
evening at 10 o'clock. 

Joe Haymes, the bubbling Missouri 
maestro, has recently fathered .a ro
mance. His pianist, Paul Mitchell, was 
jigging up and down the black keys 
one day several months ago when the 
back of his neck began to burn. You 
know what that means; someone is look
ing at you. He glanced around-and 
glimpsed a familiar face. It was an old 
childhood sweetheart, an attractive 
young thing called Jean. During inter-. 
mission, Paul wasted no time in reach-

of whatever town they were in. But 
just then, Rudy was launching the new 
Fleischmann Variety hour, which neces
sitated his staying in New York for the 
purpose of scouting the town for Broad
way theatrical talent. 

Fay became unhappy .. Rudy, on the 
other hand, felt that many attractive 
offers were slipping by. They were at 
odds with each other. There was only 
one solution-and they took it. 

Fay is settled in the California home 
that Rudy built as a dream house for 
the two of them. She has that home 
and a cash settlement. A divorce is 
said to be pending. 

ing her table. Just a few days later 
they were married. 

This summer, unless you' re careful, 
you won't be able to walk in Chicago 
without stepping on a famous band 
leader. The World Fair and the hope 
of heavy-spending visitors are pulling 
in the fox-trot boys. One of the fore
most is Johnny Hemp, who has estab
lished himself on top of the La Salle 
Hotd in a place called "The Hanger." 
You can hear him nightly over WBlfrrt. 

Isham Jones has a new number called 
"Somethiflg Seems To Tell" Me Some
thing's Wrong." But it's no longer new 
for Isham to write anot.her song. His 
first was publ ished at the tender age of 
eleven and was called "r.. .. idnight 
qream." Can you imagine? 

What Radio Did for Nino Martini 

A high-F. That is, the F in the third 
octave above middle C. 

When the word went abroad that 
Nino would sing it, full-voice, at the 
Teatro del Populo of Milan, critics 
scoffed-and clamored for front row 
seats so they could hiss this pretender 
off the stage. 

That night the curtain rose before a 
sceptical audience. As Nino marched 
onto the stage, there was the beginning 
of a laugh that died swiftly before the 
attack of his voice. The opera ran on 
toward the awaited "Credea si Misera," 
the song with the lofty note. 

Martirti swept into it with all the 
poise amI confidence _hi's coaches had 
drilled into him. A hush fell over the 
house. The rich voice, rising easily on 
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(ContinTlcd from page 29) 

the tide of his excitement, soared sky
ward like a lark in Right, swelled iD 
volume and depth and then reached and 
scaled the final height of that "impos
sible" note. 

As Martini left the stage, the theatre 
rocked to thunderous Masts of applause. 

That was in 1928. When Martini 
came to the United States, it was to 
make motion pictures. Musicals were 
in style and his physique and voice 
made him a natural selection; not for 
American films, for he didn't speak the 
language, but for foreign ones. Even 
then, you see, radio had not claimed 
him as its answer to those windy old 
"Met" stars. But in 1930, when he was 
singing with . the Philadelphia Grand 
Opera Company, CBS officials heard 

him. Months later he made his debut 
on the air. 

THOSE early programs of his were, 
frankly, not especially successful. 

For the reason that he had not yet 
learned his medium. But the voice was 
there and so was the disciplined deter
mination to master this exciting thing 
called broadcasting. He could still get 
up at six a.m. to study if necessary. 
Gradually, the programs improved. 

And now, those o,era slars who 
thought the step from the diamond 
horseshoe of the Metropolitan Opera 
House to radio's modest halls a de
meaning one, have their answer. For 
the opera has had to go to the radio 
for its leading tenor. 
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Backstage with Warin g's Pennsylvanians 

Did you know that, long ago, they 
were called the Scrap Iron Quartet? 
That's when Fred was a high school 
boy along wilh his brother and his pals. 

It's odd how this bunch has stuck 
together. Ther:e were five of the them 
in the beginning. Fred and Tom War
ing, Fred Buck, banjo player, Fred 
Campbell , flutist, and Poley Mealn
lock, drummer and frog-voiced singer. 

Back in Tyrole. Pennsylvania, they 
were Ihe mainsprings of the Boy Scout 
Fife and Drum Corps. \Vhcn they were 
old enough for college, they went en 
masse to Penn State College, a school 
Ihal Fred's great-grandfather had 
iounded before the Civil War. 

Anti a funny thing happened. They 
wouldn't let Fred sing in the Glee Oub. 
Said he wasn't good enough. So Fred 
look his Scrap Iron Quartet , named it 
the Pennsylvanians, and has been do
ing very well ever since. 

You agree, dOll't you? That music 
. .. there's a smoothness about it. Partly, 
il is the singing that helps. The singers 
are Ihe smartly tuxedoed young gents 
you S:IW doing nothing when you first 
came in. Leaning against walls, on 
pianos, gazing into space, without the 
bli nding white monkey-jackets that their 
more colorful band·mates wear, they 
a lso have their duty. Watch! They're 
ga thering into that open space between 
the brasses and the strings. Now they're 
in a half-moon formation about ten feet 
from Fred's weaving, waving finger . 
tips. His hands summon Ihem into the 
music. It's a wild-tempoed piece, lurch. 
ing and throbbing with today's smash
ing hi-de-hi-yah stuff. No 'Words, just 
sounds, using those voices as instru
ments. Only youngsters could do it , and 
these are youngsters of from eighteen to 
twenty.four. 

When it's over, a colored woman in 
nlaid 's dress walks carelessly-to a mike 
midway to the. control wi'ldow. It 's 
~Iandy Lou. When the program started, 
her name was Magnolia, if you re
member. But another Magnolia out in 
Chicago proved that she had been using 
that name for months, and Old Gold 
surrendered. This Mandy Lou is really 
Artie Bdl McGinty a southern colored 
girl whose favorite food is spaghetti. 
Once. she was the original Aunt 
Jemima. 

Listen : 
" Why, good evening, Mandy Lou. I 

was beginni ng to think you weren't 
coming up here tonight." That's Bill 
.\ Ielia, a New York announcer-about
town. now playing "straight." as the 
professionals say. 

" Ah'm sorry Ah's late, but Ah's been 
messin' around all day with lawyers." 

" Lawyers?" 
"Yes, suh. Ah jest found out that 

mah grandfather died and Ah've been 
[ryin' to prove that Ah'm an heir. You 
<ee. he didn't leave no will." 

''In other words, he died intestate." 
" He did what?" 
" 1 501Y, he died intestate." 

(Continued from page 23) 

.\'Iandy Lou's shoulders shudder and 
a chestfull of laughter gurgles straight 
into the mike. ;'No •. suh," she screams. 
"He died in Brooklyn." 

T HERE is more music. Three young-
sters get 01T front row chairs and 

ankle up to a mike. One is a gi rl , Babs 
Ryan. She stands on the left and the 
boy in the middle slides his arm around 
her waist. It's all right, though, they're 
a ll in the family. Charles and Lillie 
Ryan are her brothers. See them bob
bing, their hips weaving to a rhythm 
that sets our feet on fire. But you can't 
hear a word they're sayi ng. Suddenly, 
Waring's arm cuts out like a flail. The 
orchestra stops dead. Musicians call it 
a "break," Tbe Ryan kids croon on, 
bouncing and weaving, in the syrupiest. 
sweetest harmony you'l) hear in a dozen 
blue moons. They learned it in their 
o ld home town. Kan sas City, I hear. 

Lee Wiley presenh a meda l to 
the winner of the divin9 contest 
- Howard Brady-ot the River
side Casca de Swimmin9 Pool, 

New York City. 

T here are other specialties: Tom 
Wari ng's baritone is a high spot. Last 
year he left the orchestra for a while 
and became the Lonely Troubador on 
Station WTAM . 

. Two girls silting beside Babs wear 
identical even ing frocks. Pinkish, if I'm 
a judge. They look like sub-debs. 
charming, pretty as a picture. \Vonder 
who they are? What they do ? One has 
a neat little bandage on her chin. May
be they sing . 

A lad leaves the rear ranks of the 
orchestra and jog-trots to a mike. III a 
moment he is shivering like a shimmy 
shaker with his trumpet at his lips. 
ThaI's Johnny Davis. A voice rises 
lip behind him. "Go to town, kid. The 
wildcat's loose." 

Another song. "Si ng like the birdies 
'j ing." Surely you've heard it ? A 
hlack-haired rhymster comes a running. 

He's left his drum~ behind. It's Poley 
.\'lcCIintock, one of the former Scrap 
[ron boys. His mouth opens and emilS 
one of the sounds that makes you quiver. 
Someone once described it as "a parrot 
with laryng itis." It might be. a frog 
singing laments to the moon . You've 
heard it on the Old Gold Hour. If you 
haven't. park under your loudspeaker 
next Wednesday unt il you ·do. 

Croak, croak, croak ... The audience 
around us is giggling and looking to 
see how he does it. It's no use. Poley 
doesn't know himself. I'd call it a gift. 

There's another singer with a voice 
that scrapes the sk ies. Stewart Church
ill. The answer to a school girl's prayer. 
Trim and slim, he's good-looking 
enough to fi t into anybody's rumble seat. 
And they do say, do the Old Gold 
folk, that most of his fan mail comes 
heavy laden with c ross-mark s and the 
odor of forget-me-nots. 

AT the end, the wbole orchestra 
sweeps forward until it is almost at 

Fred's fin gertips. A big semi-circle. 
The two handsome lasses we've already 
mentioned rise and take their places 
like princesses. They're singers, we 
learn. Rosemary and Priscilla Lane, 
by name. They've a sister who's fairly 
famous. Lola Lane of Hollywood. All 
of them, Rosemary, PrisciiJa, Lola and 
another dainty one named Leota Lane 
all come from Indianola, Towa. Corn
fed g irls, the c ity boys might call them. 
But they don't look it. Chic, sophisti
cated, oh-my-gracious, but how they 
can sing. 

Listen r Fred has vanished from his 
podium. Where? There he is. See. 
through that glass window to the con
trol room. He's waving his arms, look
ing like an octopus in an aquarium 
tank. And the orchestra and chorus are 
following. The music builds higher and 
stronger. Clear young voices that thrill 
you right down to your heels. A million 
homes are tbrobbing to them. 

The hands on the clock push on. 
Dave Ross is back at his mike, c rouch
ing again, left hand at his ear. Present
ly, the movement of his head indicates 
that he is pouring Old Gold's final mes
sage into the mike. 

He finishes, throws a last look over 
his shoulder at the clock, and turns 
back to the mike. 

"This is the Columbia 'Broadcasting 
Systenl." 

The Illusic fades away and feet 
scrape against the floor. Young voices 
begin to chatter excitedly. It's one thin g 
you cannot escape, the youngness of 
these Pennsylvanians. 

"What's wrong with your chin , Rose
mary?" we hear as we., leave. 

Rosemary Lane laugPls. She's the one 
with the patch, remember. She may look 
like Mrs. Belmont's niece but she still 
laughs like a westerner. It's sweet. 
corn-fed. Iowa-ish. " I forgot to duck," 

Out the steps, down the elevator, 
homeward bound. That's the end. ,. 



career. But once again the jinx of CiT. 

cumstance overtook him. This time, 
hi s appendix burst when he was miles 
beyond the .re<l;ch of the nearest physi
cian. For eleven agonized months he 
lay abed until one third of his weight 
had vanished and he was a shrivelled 
skeleton. 

He talked of all those things that 
night, and the g irl who waited some
where with death at her elbow heard 
him. Hearing him, she knew that he, 
too, had been in difficulties, and th:!.! he 
had triumphed over them. 

Particularly, I think, she listened to 
the Voice's story of a lesson he had 
learned from his fat her. It happened in 
Louisville, Kentucky, his boyhood home. 
His mother was ill, unconscious from 
typhoid-pneumonia and brain fever. 
For weeks he had gone to her side and 
begged her to recognize him, but al · 
ways her glassy stare foretold her un· 
consciousness. One night, the doctor 
announced that she could not live unt il 
morning. T he boy sank to the floor, 
sobbing. 

" Instantly, my father reached down 
and caught me under the a~mpi lS, rais· 
ing me to my feet," the Voice said . 
"Then he gripped my shoulders to 
steady me. I tried to lean forward 

picture actor, he played his part in the 
social life of Hollywood. Naturally, 
she moved about with him, but the 
brilliallce of this world was obscured by 
the pall of hi s jealousy which was ever 
llanging about her. 

He would insist on taking her to 
dances, yet eve5Y dance with another 
man would be a nightmare to her. If 
she were a fraction of an inch too 
close, she would be accused of dancing 
indecently. If she were too far away, 
he would say she was coy. T hat was 
the blind sort of judgment to which she 
had h«n subjected. 

He was slowly stiAing her natural 
emot ional responses. She became dis
couraged, apathetic. Li fe had not 
taught her what to do, and even before 
she had blossomed into full woman
hood, she felt old and despairing. She 
felt impelled to give up completely. 

S UDDENLY a ray of hope pierced 
the gloom about her. She had ap

peared publicly in theaters. She had 
done a great deal of professional en
tertaining. She was attractive and had 
a pleasing personality. A famous movie 
director had seen this. He asked her 
to make a screen test. 

Her heart beat wildly as she blinked 
into the bright lights and heard the 
cameras whirring as they g round away 
at her. The few minutes which it took 

SO 
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Life-Sa ver! 
(C onti,,,ud fro", page 9) 

with my head dropping down on his 
chest. But father reached down under 
my chin with hi s right hand and with 
a good fi rm grip raised Illy head until 
my eyes met his. '$on,' he said, 'this 
is one of those things we men have to 
take standing up.'" 

A T the Columbia Broadcasting Stu-
dios in New York, this man-this 

life-saver-is known simply as "The 
Voice." His name, which you never 
hear on the air, is Taylor. The work 
he is doing is one of the seven wonders 
of Radio Row. In the last seven years, 
he has talked over more than fifty in
dividual stations. Now heard through 
CBS network, he contin ues to work 
on the tested and proved theory that 
a person's Inness is 1II0re often in his 
mind than in his body. 

Each week, he receives about 9,000 
letters from folk who are heavily 
weighed with distress and misfortune. 
A postman will wri te that a fa mily on 
his route is starving. "A daughter will 
write that her father and mother are 
sick and unable to pay for hospital 
au ention. A woman will write that 
her church is breaking up because the 
congregation can no longer raise money 
to pay its pastor. 

Goodbye Love 
(Continued from page 13) 

for the test seemed to her like an in
finity of time. The world seemed 
strange, unreal, but very beautifu l. 

W hen she learned that she had passed 
successfully, she proudly told her hus
band. But the expected pleasure did 
not appear on his face . He made. no 
display of pride in her achievement. As 
his face darkened at her revelations, 
she became confused and afraid. Then 
she saw. His ever -present jealousy 
which already had made a bedraggled 
wreck of her married life was going to 
kill this hope, too. 

His voice rose in anger. "Your place 
is here in my home, not among these 
people of the screen world. I know 
why they want you, just as I know why 
men smile at you when you walk on the 
street, or as they hold l OU when you're 
dancing with them. 111 do everything 
in my power to keep you from ... " 

She waited tei hear no more. Tears 
blinded her eyes and she rushed from 
the room. For hours she walked. She 
found he~lf in the park, s itting on 
the bench. Why was he so hatefully 
j ealous? She trembled as she strained 
to think rationally. Suddenly reason 
overcame emotion. She realized what 
it was. He was afraid of her. He had 
no confidence in his abil ity to hold her 
so he used this form of duress. 

Something snapped inside her. Per· 
haps it was a string of sentiment at-

For all of these, the Voice has help. 
At his command is a fund that has 
come from listeners who admire his 
work and want their contributions to 
support it. Where organized charity 
leaves off, he carries on. That matter 
of the church, for instance. No charity 
in the world would provide funds to 
keep a cong regat ion together. . ex
cept the Voice. Charity which is con
cemed with providing food and cloth
ing and shelter doesn' t buy false teeth 
for destitute women or cradles for 
babies ... but the Voice does. 

As for his advice, the questions he 
answers on the air are never subjected 
to snap judgment. Among his thir ty
two aids are a doctor of phi losophy, a 
physician and a lawyer. Questions of 
medicine are commented on by the doc
tor, those involving law by the lawyer, 
and those which are matters of ethics 
receive the attention of the doctor of 
philosophy. It is the Voice's not-easy 
task to take these comments and temper 
them with his own mellow underStand
ing of people and their problems. 

And theil , wi th words of courage 
and faith ill the ultimate good of life, 
to mould them to the desperate need 
of those whose burdens have become 
well nigh unbearable to them. 

tached to her heart. Into her face came 
a light. Chin thrust forward, mouth 
set in a hard, straig ht line, she rose 
from the bench. Her stride no longer 
falt ered. She still had her si nging. He 
could not keep her from Ihat. She 
would get a divorce. She woulrl be· 
come as ha rd and calculating as neccs
sary to cut her way upward. The Na
poleonic determination . which is the 
heritage of SO many small people, had 
come to her in full measure. 

W ELCOr-.-IE dipped the pen in the 
ink. Oh well, what was the use of 

dwelling on the past when her business 
of the present needed attention ? She 
wrote three checks, put them in en
velopes, sealed and addressed them. As 
she rose she smiled a twisted little 
smile. Yes, she was bitter and hard, 
she thought. She dismissed the matter 
from her mind. 

She did not slop to think of three 
fa mil ies who soon would be sayi ng as 
they had said many times before: 

" What a wonderful gi rl she is. There 
is no need fo r her to d~ what she docs, 
yet every month she makes great sacri
fices so that she can send us these 
checks that keep us from suffering and 
want. What a truly understanding love 
she has." 

\Velcome never thinks of it that way. 
She's not that kind of a person. 



BROADCASTING 
offers you these 

and more 

DO you, too, want to get into Broad· 
casting-t he most fascinat ing, glam. 

orOIlS, highly paying industry in the world? 
Do you "'ant to earn big money-more 
than you ever dreamed possible before? 
Do you want to have your voice brought 
into hundreds of thousands of homes all 
over the land ? If you do, you'll read 
every word of this amazing opponunity 

For no matter where you live-no matter 
how old or how roung you are-if you 
ha\'c talent- thefl here is a remarkable new 
way to real i ~e your life's ambition. 8r0.1d· 
curing nuds new talent-in fact, the de
mand far exceed~ the available suppl y, 

Greatest Opportunity in 
Broadcasting 

Because Broadcast ing is expanding so fast 
that no one can predict to what gigant ic 
~i ze it wi ll grow in the next few yeara
Broadcasting offer!! more opportuni ties for 
fame and SlICceSS than perhaps any ot her 
industry in the world today. 

Think of it! BrO.ideasting has been taking 
such rapid strides that today adl!erlisers 
alone are spending more than 7 t imes 
1I!I many millions a rear as the enti re in
dustry did only fOUf year!! al1:o. Last ye.1r, 
advert isers spefll $35,000,000, while Broad
caSt ing Stations t he rnsel ves spent 
mill ions for susta ining programs. 
Think of t he millions that will 
be spent ne"t year, and the year 
after-think of the glorious op
portunities for thous.1nds (>f tal
ented and properly trained men 
and women. 

Earn Big Money 
Quickly 

Why not g~t your share of 
these minions? For if your 
6peaking 01' ~inging voice 
Bhows promise, if you are 
~ood a t thinking up ideas, 
tf you can act, if you have 
a ny hidden talents t hat can 
be turned to profitable 
Bro."Idcasling purposes, per
ha p!lyou can qualify for a job 
before the microphone. let 
I he Floyd Gibhons cou"e 
show you how to turn your 
natura l ability into money ! 
But talent alone may riot 
being you BroadcaSI ing suc-
cess. You must have a thor-

ough and complete Imowledge of the tech· 
nique of this new industry. Man y a singer , 
actor, writer or ot her t ype of artist who had 
been successful in dilTt'rent lines or entertain
ment was a disma l failure bt'fore the micro
phone. Yet other!!, practica lly unknown a 
short t ime ago have ri sen to undreamed of 
fame and fortune. Wh y? lJecause they were 
trained in BroadcaSling technique, while 
t hose others who failed were not. 
Yel Broadcasting stations have not the time 
to train you. That is why the FJoyd Gib
bons School of Broadcasting was founded
to bring rou the tra ining that wi1l start you 

" 

on the road to Broadcasting suc
cess. ThisnewcasyCou ~er,ivCII 
rou a most complt'te and t hor
ough tra ining in Broadcasting 
technique. It shows you how to 
solve evny radio problem from 
the standpoint of the Broarlcast 
---givCll you a complele tra ining 
in e \'ery phase of actual Broad· 
casting. Now you can profit 
by Floyd Gibbons' rear!! of ex· 

,. 
'0 

perience in Broadcast ing. 
T hrough this rema rka ble 
cour~e, rou can train for 
a big paying Bro'-idcast· 
i lll( IlOsition - right in 
your home-in your sp."Ire 
time - entirely without 
giving up your "resent 
position or making a single 
Ilacrifice of any kind_nd 
a<:q uire the techniq ue thai 
makes Radio Sta~. Out 
of obscure plaCC!! are 
coming the future Am~ 
'n' Andys, Graham Mac-
Namees, Olive Palmers, 
and Floyd Gibbonse5-why 
not be among them? 

Complete Course In Radio Broadcast-
in, by FLOYD GIBBONS 

A few of the subjects covered are: The 
Studio and How It Work!!, " I icrophone 
Techniq ue. Ho'" to Control the Voice and 
i\'Iake It ExprellSivc, How 10 T rain a Sing. 
ing Voice for Broadcasl ing, The Knack of 
Describing, How to Write Radio Plays, 
Dramatic Broadcasts, How to Deve lop a 
J~adio Personality, Sports Announcing, E.d
ucationa l Broadcastmg, Radio Publicity, 
Advert ising Broadcasts, Program Manage
ment , and dozens of other subjectll. 

Send for Valuable FREE Booklet 
An imerellt injl booklet entit led "How 10 Find 
Your Place in Broadca~ting" tells you Ihe 
whole lascinallnjl( story 01 Ihe Floyd Gibbons 
School 01 Bm."!dcauinjl . Let ' IS show you how 
to qualify for a leadin!: job in Broadcasting. 
Let u s show you how to turn your undcve]oped 
talen ts into money. Here is ~'our chance to 
fill an im portant role in one 01 the most lI]amOl'
ous, powerful i ndU Sl ri~ in the ..-orld. Send for 
" How to Find Your Place in BroadcaSfing" 10-
<b.y. See for rou tllClI how complete a nd prac
tical the Floyd Gibbon. COUr!IC in BroadaUlinlt 
il. No cost or obligation. Act 110"' ___ nd 
,,"upon below today. Floyd Gibbons School of 
Broo.<icastin-'l. ~pl. l U37. U. S. Savings Bank 
Build ing. 2000 14th Street. N.W" Waahin-'lton. 
O. c. 
This Book Sent To You FREE 
rF1:y;:;~:'~;oo-;:;;r:;;a;;;;.--1 
I DePt. JH J7. U. S. Savin", Bank Buitd!nll. I 

2O(X) thh SHoe!.. N. W .. Washin.ton. D . C. I I Without obliJl:atlon send me your fr~ bookl~1 I "How t o Find Vou r I'lace in B,o;odcUtln.: I 
I and full particu la r. of yo .. hom" ttudr cour .... I 
I Nam .... ...................... AHe •••• • • • •. I 
I I I Add, ... .......................... ....... I 
I CIt y. . •.•.•...••.• . .... SIU e... I •• _________________ .1 



HE SURE 
THE ~O-EDS 

DOES TEA~H 
••• ABOUT LOVE! 

hig, th ... 11 COMPLHe Slo,l •• 
1~ SCREEN ROMA NCH! 
COllEGE HUMOR. Bi"! CrOlby. 
hr •• I .0.110 •. Jod 00 ie, Rich_ 
o.d ,0,.10 •••• THE MORNING 
GLORY. KDt~.,l". Hepbu,n anel 
DouiI'a. ~oi,bo"k •. Jr, HEROeS 
FOR SALL Richard lotlk.1m ... 
oRd lor.lt o YOU"j' .. ST RAN GE 
RHA PSODY. K"y ,onci. Qn d Nih 
A'thor •.. THE "'''YOR FROM 

r.~tnL; ~o.m.·~f~~~:' O~~H~cRdo'\~ 
5,1';0 Sid"*, ond Donald Cook 
••. THE MAN WHO DARED. 
~, •• tO" Fa.'o' .. ANN CAR· 
VU'S PROFESSION. Fay Wroy 
and C on" Roymond . SHE 
HAD TO SAY YES. lOf.tlo Young, 
ROlli. loam., and l yl. To lbot 
••• THE PUBLIC IE SOLD. Rich· 
ard Oi. and Ootl, KurD •. "nd 
O th.,,! All P,,,lu •• I, lIIull,o'odl 

• 
Here's a treat! Bing Crosby's in a movie ogain-o delight. 
ful . harum-scarum college love dory entitled "College 

Humor"-and SCREEN RO MANCES' lotest issue brings you 
the charming tole in com plete fict ion form. You simply can't 
offord to miss it. 

• Burns & Alien, those precious clowns, are also in the pic
ture. And in add it ion to the romantic story, you'll enjoy 

the many sf ill s which illustrate ii-actual sce nes from the Holly
wood production. 

• 
Of course there are the other stories of the latest and 
best motion picture productions, only moro! of them than 

usual. Think of it: between the covers of this latest issue are 
12 sfories of the ne w talkies, all generou sly illustrated. Buy your 
copy today. It will be like seeing a dOlen big movie hitsl 

. THE 12 BEST SCREEN STORIES OF THE MONTH! 
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