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Her "Ballerina" Beach Suit held His Glance 
-but Her Smile ran away with His Heart! 

• PtP~i'lt ("""'1 Jlr;PfI 
in " ntW (~lUm Nlleh jf«}, 
with smrlwajJl top, fI.,..;ng 
"btJlkrjfliJ" skirt. 

, 
Never, never neglect four precious smile I 

Help guard its charm with Ipane and massage! 

I I' MEN beg for an imroouction, but never 
ask you for a date, it may be your smile 

that's turning love away! 
For, alluring and sman as your clothes 

may be, if you let your smile become dull 
and dingy ... if you ignore the warning of 
"pink tooth brush", .. you lose one of the 
mOSt precious charms a girt can possess! 

"Pink Tooth Brush" 0 warning signal 

If ever you see "pink" on your tooth brush 
... Itt YOII' rimlill.' It may mean nothing 
serious ... but let him decide! Very likely, 
his opinion will be that your gums need 
more exercise ... need stimulation they don't 
get from today's soft, creamy foods! Then, 
like so many dentistS these days, he may 

suggest "the healthful stimulation of lpana 
and massage!" 

For lpana Tooth Paste is specially de
signed not only to clean teeth thoroughJy 
but, with massage, to aid the gums to health. 
Every time you brush your teeth, massage 
a little exua Ipana onto your gums. Feel 
that refreshing "tang" -exciUlivewith lpana 
and massage. It telb you that circulation is 
awakening in the gum tissues, .. helping to 
make the gums firmer and healthier-more 
resistant to uouble. 

Get a rube of economical ipana Tooth 
Paste at your druggist's today. And start now 
to let Ipana and massage help you to have 
brighter, more sparkling teeth ... a lovelier, 
more charming smile! 

IPANA TOOTH PASTE 
AUGUST, 1940 1 



Lip"lick, flCW, l');Cili"g. 118 alillr-
in~ly f,'minine n" ils "ume_in 
t"'W~IOIIOI,'8 lion I 1<:",180h .. ".m lli 
10 )""r lil'$-IICwlil'8 Ih~t Iwcl..on 
me,,-lil'~ Ih"t whi~l'er <Jf I"",·. 

& "nlcd with n ':"~ lli t'r perfume 
rnf'n cun'! r.,i~ I , Chiff"n Lil'~1 ick 
i~~upcrl"lively 81110",10 ill textur"_ 

51011 nt ynur five_nnd_tcn for 
"nO' "f lhClle nllu ring new ehmlC8: 
Chlff,,,, ItO'd, ", .. dll,n., lIuKpbr .... )', T .. u,. Ih'd 

&#" Powder 101 
Does f"r your face "h(ll chif. 
fon ,loeoJ for romance-the 
fincs t long-clinging texture
sh i ne _proof - e a Ie c-rroof -
;n scven high fashion shadCIJ: 

IIr .. nO'U p. Nutu .. ,,1 

"u .. k Tu" Ih'M I'r.lul "_"" lIel!!" 

&ug,,, All-Purpose Cream 101 
\ n e .. , enli .... ly ,Iiffcrenl 

cream, Ihe m.ly creD m you 
nee,1 apply for ete,ming, 10 
hdp cl llrify lmu 80flen the 
skin. A fine foundatiun. 
You'lI he thrilled wilh the 
8i1ke" dewy tc)[lurc it lends 
to your fa e<':. 
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WHAT DO YOU 
WANT TO SAY? 

FIRST PRIZE 
IT'S AN IDEA 

TALK about draining every ounce 
of good. (rom something! Well I've 
done just that with my favorite 

radio publication. You see, every 
month 1 lose no time in getting my 
C<lpy, and the first thing I look for is 
RADIO MmROR's Preview of a Hit. The 
other day I started what I call my 
"Radio Music Scraps." It has Larry 
Clinton's "This is My Song," "Onoo In 
a Dream" by Mr. Swing and Sway 
Kaye (very singable), "So Comes The 
Rain" by Candid Camera Courtney, 
Bob Crosby's lilting "It's a Small 
World," and the Andrews Sisters' "Cut 
Off My Heels and Call Me Shorty," 
Now I'm impatiently waiting for Glenn 
Miller's new piece to put in my scrap 
book. I'm quite pleased with my book. 

Perhaps other readers have done 
something similar, so why not tell us 
about it.-Rosalind Reade, West Palm 
Beach, Florida. 

SECOND PRIZE 
THEY SAVE MONEYI 

As people of modest means who 
seldom indulge in shows and dances, 
my husband and I are representative 
of millions of young married Ameri
cans who utilize radio to the fullest. 
To us, radio is more than a mere means 
of the best in entertainment. It is the 
nucleus of OUT social life. 

We do,,,'t expect to inherit a polo' 
gold on any Tuesday night, but we do 
give a silver lining to Dr. l. Q.'s pro
gram on Monday nights by inviting in 
several other couples with whom we 
match our mental strength. 

We and the "crowd" get together on 
Saturday nights and dance to the 
music of Wayne King and other radio 
rhythm kings. As a result, we save 
money. We're not in debt. But we're 
greatly indebted to radio.- Sue Stapp, 
Tulsa, Okla. 

THIRD PRIZE 
TOO !.IUCH EXCITEMENT 

I Love a Mystery on Thursday nights 
is too highly spiced with improbable 
situations, and highly colored char

(Continued on page 80) 

THIS IS YOUR PAGE! 
YOUR LETTERS OF OPINION WIN 

--P RI ZE S -

First Prize 
Second Prize 
Five Prizes of 

$ 10.00 
$ 5.00 
$' 1.00 

Addr." yo". I.»." to tI •• Editor, 
RADIO MIRROR, 122 Ead <42nd 
Strut, N.w Yor\, N. Y .. and moil it 
not laler tha~ July 2b, 19<40. All 
.ubmillio~. b.<;ome t he prop.rty 01 
thi, m09alin •. 

AUCUST. l lUU 

More Women prefer Mum
Saves Time •• • Clothes • •• Charm! 

M um is the 6rn choice with 
nurses. Quid to ust, on duty 
or of[ Safe, $ure, dependable! 

Le.dinl &.voritt with busi· 
ness girls, gende Mum won'( 
harm fabrics or irriwe din. 

Wi'lU, girls in love, make 
Mum • a"iI, habi(, Mum 
guards du.rm-FPt.dllriI,! 

10
4 Mum Every Day Guards Against Underarm Odor I 

I 
'T"'ODA't', when there are $0 many de
~ odorants-how significant to every 

girl that mqrt womm dJooSt Mum! In 
homes, in offices, in hospitals, in schools 
. . _ Mum is used by millions of women. 
For nowadays, it isn't enough to be 
pretty and smart. A girl must be d"jllly, 
too ... nice to be around at "n, milluu 
IIf 1M day Of' ""ming! 

Don't expect your bath alone ro give 
you that lasting charm! A bath may re
move pasl perspiration, but Mum after 
your bath prevents risk of lulu" odor. 

Thousands of men, tOO, are using Mum 
.. _ it's speedy, safe, tkpmdabk! 

QUICKI Mum takes only 30 seconds
can be used before or aft" you're dressed . 

SAUl Mum has the American Institute 
of Laundering Seal as being harmless to 
any kind of fabric. S, sa/, that i( can be 
used even after underum shaving! 

SUREI If you want to be popular-make 
a daw, habit of Mum_ Get Mum at yOUt 
druggist's today. Long after your bath 
has ceased to be effective, Mum will go 
right on guarding your charm! 

• • • 
MUM FOR SANITARY NAPKlNS_ 
Mt1fl ~ 1m AI_ /t1f S"Il;/'"1 N"pbm 
'N" ""1 Dlbff dtotif1f""'. M_ is 14/', ,,,lIk ... 'lI41"a, "g"ifUl u"pklJ$alllf/lsJ. 

MUM 
TAKES TH£ ODOR OUT OF PERSPIRATION 
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INa town that seemed a thousand but was only 
a hundred miles distant his wife was visiting a 
friend of college days. Home that first night was 

a particularly lonely castle. Even the dog had 
deserted him. He prowled about the Hving room, 
deciding which of the dozen things he'd been want
ing to do for years appealed most. Absently he 
switched on the radio. It was still early, plenty of 
time to decide on the evening's entertainment later. 

The full r ich tones of the Fred Waring choir came 
from far away, then moved up closer, then filled 
the room with melody. He settled back. Might as 
well be comfortable for a few minutes. The program 
went into its closing theme song. A twist of the 
dial and-Lanny Ross. Why did the quiet friendli
ness of his voice seem to mean so much more 
tonight? And Lanny's songs held more of an in
toxicating lilt, didn't they? Then he realized what 
was happening. His loneliness was disappearing. 
He was no longer merely an over-night bachelor 
twitching about trying to find something to do. He 
was entertaining a dozen different guests of quite 
rare talent. 

The Sammy Kaye Sensations program began. 
There was sweetness of melody there, too. He found 
a sharper appreciation of the rhythm. Twilight had 
subsided into the soft darkness of a summer night. 
The glow of the illuminated dial set' a background 
of faint shadows for this mood of relaxation and 
forgetfulness. 

There, on another network were Blondie and 
Dagwood, lost in a torrential downpour, their new 
homemade trailer broken away and off U'!rough the 
woods like a frightened animal. Thfln Tune Up 
Time, with Tony Martin. And True or False, a 
rough and ready, catch-as-catch can quiz veteran. 
And Cecil B. De Mille from Hollywood. 

If he were really going any place that evening, 
now was the time to break away. But first, one last 
twist of the dial. Alec Templeton! It wouldn't hurt 
to wait a few minutes longer. If he weren't quite 
so amusing- Oh well, there's all week ahead to do 
those other things ... 

If there is any moral to this story, it's simply this: 
the next time you desert your husband for a few 
days or a few weeks, be sure, before you leave, that 
the radio is in perfect working order. And it 
wouldn't hurt as a gentle reminder, to put his pipes, 
or the cigarette box, on the table alongside the 
receiver. 

When you return, you'll find he has a new hobby. 
Listening, without talking, to his favorite program. 
I know-because I'm the man in this story I just 
told you. 

Did you ever notice: 
The strange mouthing of his words from Bill 

Hays when he begins: "Campbell Soup Presents ... 
Amos 'n' Andy"? 

How imperceptibly bl!t surely .the Rudy Vallee 
program has become more enjoyable? 

How sweetly Dick Powell and Mary Martin join 
in duets, on their very pleasant Good News 
program? 

A new program called Where Am I From?, which 
stars a college professor who listens to studio $uests 
recite a few chosen Jines and who then tells the 
speaker what section of North America he is from, 
even down to the actual city? 

I crashed the gate of one of Mrs. Franklin D. 
Roosevelt's broadcast rehearsals the other noon
hour, and came away convinced that for poise and 
good humor there's no radio star quite like the First 
Lady. With a bare twenty-five minutes to rehearse 
and time her script, Mrs. F. D. R.'s manner was as 
calm and unhurried as if she'd been to tea in the 
White House. Already, before coming to the studio, 
she'd spent the morning on a hot movie set, taking 
part in a "Hobby Lobby" short being made by Dave 
Elman; and after her broadcast she was scheduled 
to attend a luncheon and present a prize to a Broad
way actress. But she came up alone in one of the 
public NBC elevators, sat down at the microphone, 
and sailed through her script without a quiver, 
while sponsors pridefully ogled her from behind a 
plateglass window and photographers Hashed their 
light-bulbs in her face. And when the program 
diregtor in the control-room moved his hands apart 
as if he were stretching a rubber band between 
them, she nodded and spoke more slowly. She knew 
what that signal meant. 

-FRED R. SAMMIS 

RADIO AND TI:L~VlSIDN MIRRDM 



Lovely Brides Thrilled hy this Great 
New Improvement 

·' , 

• 
r 
ItrJ. J. II. Richord.wn, 
Alameda, Cal. "New 
Camar is 10 ll111azingly 
mild!" &.~Y' Mrs. Rich. 
ardoun. "My sk in is rather 
delicate- but new Camay 
i . ~o gentle 11m' it nc
tually seems to lIOolhe as 
it deanses!" 

"UGUS~. 1940 

in Beauty Soaps! 

t 
\ 

"I don', know "Imt deli illhted me mO~1 aloolliliew 
Camal-Ihnt lo,'eiy new fragranre or ita I'oonder
ful milJlle.~. Every woman who hat l\ensitive skin 
ought 10 try C:lmay!" 

Mr!. A. II. Sherin, JT .. 
ScJ.eneclflfly. N. Y. 

Camay now Milder than other 
Leading Beau.ty Soaps! 

EVERYWHERE women arc talk.ing ~ bout this \\on
derful" new Camay ... findmg In new Camay 

the beauty soap to help them in their search for 
greater loveliness! 

And no wonder-for tests against six of the best· 
seUing beauty soaps we could find proved that ne\\ 
Camay was milder than all)' of them ... gave more 
abundant lather in a short time. 

If, like many beautiful women. rou have a skin 
that seems rather sensitive try Ihis I\onderfulllcw 
Camay ... see for yourself how much its exira mild· 
ness ... its more gell tJc, thorough cleansing ... c(l n 
help you in your senrch for a lovelier skin! 

Mrs. G. Anderton Burke, Alexandrffi, Va. 
"1'0 .. omen .. ho lake exIra care wilh 
Iheir 6kill al I do il8 omazinr; mildneu i8 
a tremendous help," write8 Mrs. Burke. 
'''And th 31 enehan tin r; new fra grance is 110 
,.-onderrul,IOO." 
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• Her coiffure-like everything else in Barbaro's life-is chosen for 
its ease and quickness of arrangement, as well as for its beauty. 

BEAUTY," said Barbara Stan
wyck frankly, "is my busi
ness, just as it is every star's 

business to look her best always. 
"But here's the difficulty. Too 

often the struggle for beauty means 
devoting long hours every day to 
massage, manicure, cosmeticians, 
hairdressers. And time is as precious 
to me as it is to any woman-so I've 
had to work out ways of keeping my 
wardrobe and my face and my fig
ure up to the demands made upon 
them by the cainera without spend-' 
ing half the day on this task. , 

"If I hadn't done this, I wouldn't 
have had the time I need for the 
job of being Mrs. Robert Taylor." 

Obviously what she said is true. 
Being a star means dividing your 
time among thousands of· activities. 
Working in front of a camera is just 
a portion of it. There are public 
affairs, parties, business conferences, 
interviews. And in Barbara's case 
there is radio. She broadcasts, I be
lieve, more than any other movie 
actress who hasn't a regular pro
gram. On the CBS Lux Theatre 
alone, she's made foul' appearances 

By PAULINE SWANSON 

this past season, and over ten since 
the program began-much more 
than any other star. 

Yet isn't beauty every woman's 
business? And isn't achieving it 
with the least loss of time and money 
the goal that every woman strives 
for? 

You'll understand better how 
Barbara solves this universal prob
lem if I take you into one of the 
rooms of the house in Beverly Hills 
where she and Bob Taylor live. It's 
a room that expresses more frankly 
than any confession exactly what 
sort of woman she is. 

It is Barbara's sitting room and 
bedroom on the second floor, from 
which casement windows, draped 
wi th gay rose colored flowered 
chintz and criss-crossed with white 
organdy curtains, look out through 
a shelter of sycamore boughs into 
the quiet garden at the back of the 
house. 

It is a feminine room, but subtly 
so. In sight are no dressing tables, 
elaborate mirrors or perfume bars. 
Rather, the room has the look of a 
very comfortable living room. In
terest is centered around a white 
brick fire-place in which, if there is 
the slightest chill in the air, a bright 
fire is kept burning. Here are a 
Victorian sofa, warm and inviting, 
a man-sized wing chair. Here are 
tables with lamps not so decorative 
that they are useless for people who 
read late at night; piles of books, a 
stack of the current magazines, 
newspapers, a silver tray with the 
day's mail. Out of a small cupboard 
near the fire come all the makings 
for a quick pot of coffee-for both 
Barbara and Bob are chain coffee 
drinkers. 

The tufted flowered chintz bed 
is not so formidable that it discour
ages loungers; in fact, the lucky few 
of Barbara's friends who penetrate 
to this hospitable heart of her lovely 
house respond quickly to the quiet 
informality of the room and relax 
as it is seldom possible to relax in 

RADIO AND 'nI.CVlSlON MIRROR 

• Why take the hard way to loveliness when charming 

Barbara Stanwyck offers you the easy-to-copy rules she 

herself worked out when she became Mrs. Robert Taylor 

harassed, hurried Hollywood. 
Wordlessly, the room conjures up 

a complete picture of the woman 
who planned it-(for no decorator 
touched this room! )-a woman to 
whom the little things in life mean 
a great deal, who goes through her 
days and nights unhurried, content. 

It explains the new confidence 
with which Bob Taylor has faced 
the problems of his profession since 
Barbara became his wife. It reveals 
so much of Barbara herself-who, 
though she is already in her thirties, 
faces each day with an eagerness 
and zest almost childlike, who came 
through the most cruelly disillu
fiion ing experiences a few years ago 

with none of her fundamental love 
of living destroyed. She has suc
ceeded. without burning her own 
intimate life as a human sacrifice to 
happiness. She has remained young 
in heart and body. 

It is not easy, this thing which 
Barbara Stanwyck has done. Essen
tially it has been to live a simple 
life, accenting real values, in a 
town infinitely complex, where only 
the wise see life and love, giving 
and gelling, in their true propor
tions. 

Beauty, she has learned, is true 
happiness and happiness can be 
achieved only through simplicity 
and relaxation, the two keystones 

• She loves to sprawl on the floor, along. 
side her seven-year-old son. Dion. 
ond reod the funnies in the comic books. 

upon which she has built het' life 
and her marriage. 

The marriage itself is the first of 
her beauty essentials ... for it is 
responsible for the serenity that un
derlies her beauty and gives it point. 

This beauty business. It is not 
only in Hollywood that women 
spend hours of every day fUSSing 
with their hair, manicures and pedi
cures, facials and massage--for 
Hollywood has no corner on the urge 
of women to be beautiful. Barbara 
has no quarrel with this; but she in
sists they need not stay beautiful 
"the hard way." 

"I can remember when I had to 
have my (Continued on page 70) 
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• • Elizabeth Perry wos small'lwith soft 
sk in. brown curls and eyes of misty blue. 

A RRANGING the flowers in the Or any more than he would see 
"lustre vase, Elizabeth's hands fal- her face. 
teredo I bought these flowers, she Sometimes she wondered that he 
had thought suddenly; I bought recognized her at all. She was just 
them, walked into the florist 's and something that he expected to find 
said, "A dozen roses for Mrs. John against the background of his home. 
Perry, 146 Stedman Avenue." And Like a chair, or a table, she was 
I paid for them, out of the very there for his casual, accustomed use, 
generous hou~ekeeping allowance not for his thoughts. 
John gives me every week. Why, then, didn't he give as little 

How long was it since John had thought to Annette Rogers? If his 
brought flowers home? Months, wife was always in his home, 
more than a year. But that wasn't Annette was always in his office
important, really . The thing was no less ready to listen to him, to 
that he wouldn't see these flowers read his wishes, ready to talk when 
when he came home. He wouldn't he wanted to talk, ready to be silent 
even know they were there. He when he wanted silence. 
wouldn't see them, any more than Elizabeth shivered, and turned 
he saw the room, with its comfort
able, gaily-chintzed chairs for sum
mer, its windows framing the 
garden, its lights and tables cun
ningly arranged for convenience. 
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Fictionire d by Ethe lda Bedford from the 
radio u ria l on NBC·Blue network, dail y 
at ]:]0 P. M. , E.D.S.T., Ip0nlored by 

Freezone and Kolynol Toothpalte. 
Copyright 1940, Frallk and Anne Hummert 

away from the piano where the 
wine-red of the roses complemented 
the dark gloss of frequenily
polished ebony . . . There was no 
sense, no sense at all, in letting her 
thoughts wander in that direction. 
Resentment, fear-they wouldn't 
help. 

It was bitterly ironic when you~ 
came down to it. Aiter the Martl1a 
Curtis business, she'd thought she 
was being so clever. Poor Martha 
-Joh'n had been a sort of god to 
her. She had loved him, yes, but 
she had revered him even more. 
Her own humble beginnings in life 
had called out to John's, had helped 
them to meet on a common ground. 
And, naturally, they both thought 
nothing in the world was quite so 
important as Perry's Department 
Store. Perhaps all this had brought 
John a kind of love for Martha- a 
love that was part pity. 

But Martha had left the store, 
and John hadn't seemed to miss her 
-any more, Elizabeth reflected 
wryly, than he had missed Eliza
beth herself when she stopped being 
his secretary to devote all her time 
to making a home for him. 

"Home! That's gOing to be your 
career from now on, honey!" he'd 
said joyfully when they built their 
new house in the suburbs. "I 

RADIO AND "lIl.EVI810 ... MIRROR 

• Now you can read. in the 
form of a gripping novel, 

radio's intimate drama of a 

lonely wife whose husband 
wanted to lead two lives 

want some place I can come to at 
night, and forget all about the 
storc. Some place I can relax!" 

Well, John relaxed when he slept. 
But the amount of wide-awake re
laxing he chose to do around his 
home lately seemed negligible. 

Elizabeth straightened the maga
zines on a table into geometric 
exactness. She lifted her wrist and 
stared at the watch on it for a long 
time. Four o'clock. Just time 
enough to dress, catch the bus into 
town, and meet John a few minutes 
before the store closed. She would 
walk into his office; he would look 
'up from his desk, frowning a little 
at the intrusion, but then when he 
saw w ho it was his face would clear 
and he'd jump up and say: 

"Hello! I was just wishing you 
were in town so we could go out 
and have dinner together!" And 
his arms would go around her, hold 
her for a moment as though he 
were clasping his most precious 
possession. 

-Only that wasn't the way it 
would be. He'd try to be pleasant 
and glad to see her, but he wouldn't 
be able to hide his feeling that she 
should have left him alone. He 
might explain that he was just 
going to have a tray scnt up to the 
office--or that he'd planned on din~ 

• 
( • John Perry was big, broad-shouldered, 

with a brushing of gray at the t emples. 

ing with one of his assistants at the 
store, for a conference. And once 
again she would be made to feel . 
that she was outside of his real life, 
excluded from that important ~ife 
which was shared so fully by 
Annette Rogers. 

With firm steps Elizabeth walked 
across the room and went upstairs. 
Perhaps, if she went to his office, 
she would be rebuffed-but all the 
same, she had to go. Anything was 
better than this inactivity, this--
this lurking in thti: background. 
She dressed carefully, selecting the 
dusty-green suit with the peplum 
jacket she had bought only the 
week before. 

It was five-fifteen when she 
paused in front of Perry's plate
glass windows. Still fifteen minutes 
before the store closed. She daw
dled, looking at the window dis-

plays, glancing across the street at 
Henry Sullivan 's store, Perry's main 
competitor in this busy mid-western 
city. Inside Sullivan's, she knew, 
was an all -pervading air of luxury 
and wealth: thick carpets, show
cases empty except for a few care
fu lly arranged bits of merchand ise, 
obsequious, low-voiced clerks. For 
until recently Sullivan's had been 
the store-until J ohn had thrown 
down the challenge and set out to 
prove that he could capture at least 
some of the Sullivan's wealthy 
customers. 

T hat had really been the reason 
Elizabeth herself had suggested that 
he h ire Annette Rogers. All her life 
Annette had belonged to that 
wealthy class which rolled up to 
the doors of Sullivan'S in sleek 
limousines-all her life until her 
father had died and left her little 
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but debts. That background, to
gether with her undoubted good 
laste and ability to design startling 
clothes had seemed to make her an 
ideal employee for Perry's. 

And Elizabeth had been sorry for 
Annette in the days following her 
father's death. She had seemed so 
lost. so overwhelmed at finding her
self, all unprepared as she was, 
faced with the necessity of earning 
a living. It hadn't occurred to 
Elizabeth that Annette, once in the 
store, might find ways of making 
herself indispensable to John. Even 
if the possibility had crossed her 
mind, she'd have discounted it, 
trusting to Annette's gratitude and 
friendship. 

Gratitude! Annette didn't know 
the meaning of the word! 

Elizabeth pushed her way through 

• Elitobeth felt lost, 
confused-like a house
wife suddenly astray 
in a strange world, 

the revolving doors, and down one 
of the aisles. She stopped to ex
amine a pair of white knit gloves
and stiffened. 

The clipped, brittle voice came 
from a few feet away, Annette 
Rogers was there, standing with her 
back to Elizabeth, talking to a tall 
man Ellzabcth had never secn 
before. 

"Oh, Elizabeth's a nice little thing. 
Rather the domestic type-not at 
alt the sort you'd expect John to 
marry. But then, that was five years 
ago, long befo],e I knew him. I 
don't think she'd have a good lime, 
even if you did invite her." 

Shrinking back. Elizabeth heard 
the man laugh and say teasingly, 
"And, of course, you'd hate to have 
her come and not enjoy hcrself, 
wouldn't you? All right, Annette--

Just as you say. Bring him alone, 
by all means, if that'll make you 
happy." 

Ellzabeth slipped behind an mter
vening counter and hurried to the 
elevator mal'ked "Employees Only." 
But then, with her finger touching 
the signal button, a thought struck 
her. It was nearly closing time; she 
might find herself in the same ele
vator as Annette, and that was 
something she couldn't stand now. 
Better to walk the six flights to 
John's office. 

Her cheeks were burning with 
humiliation. How lightly, how 
surely, AnneHe had drawn in a few 
words for that unknown man the 
picture bf an Elizabeth Perry who 
was colol'less. a little dowdy, a mis· 
fit everywhere outside her own 
home! It had been done so exp~rtly 
that it was impossible not to guess 
the long practice behind il-impos
!;i ble not to wonder how many other 
times Annette had drawn the same 
picture of his wife for John! 

ON the top floor Elizabeth paused 
an instant to catch her breath 

before she went to the door which 
opened directly from John's oflice 
to the hall. There was another en
trance, through his secretary's 
office, but she chose this afternoon 
not to use it. 

She pushed open the silent
hinged door. 

Annette was there before her! 
She had taken the elevator Eliza
beth had been afraid to share with 
her. Now she sat in the chair at 
the side of John's desk. a Cigarette 
poised in her long, perfectly-mani
cured fingers. She and John both 
looked up, surprised. as Elizabeth 
entered. 

At thirty-five, John Perry's brown 
hair was brushed with gray at the 
temples. It lent to his appearance 
a worldliness which was useful in 
business, but deceptive. As Eliza
beth knew very well, John was not 
a worldly man. He was frequently 
too innocent for his own good. As 
always, Elizabeth's heart responded 
to the sight of him. 

"Elizabeth"-he began, then see
ing her flushed cheeks, he added 
quickly, " Is anything wrong?" 

All the poise she had planned on 
having deserted Elizabeth. "Oh
no. I was just in town shopping 
and-and I thought we might have 
dinner together-" She saw his 
brows tighten, and added hastily, 
"That is-if you haven't any other 
plans-" 

"Well ... the only thing is, I'd 
just promised Annette " 

Annette was leaning back in her 
chair, a faint, amused half-smile on 
her perfectly molded red lips. 



Annette wasn't beautiful, but she 
had the faculty of making other 
women feel bumpy and awkward 
and hastily put-together. Her strong 
features and her lithe body were 
always under perfect control; just 
now, though, she didn't speak, she 
seemed to be saying plainly to 
Elizabeth, "Aren't you rather mak
ing a fool of yourself, darling?" 

JOHN went on, "Annette wanted 
me to go with her out to Robbin 

Pennington's country place for din
ner. He's just returned from 
Europe-and since he's our largest 
stockholder, I guess Annette's right 
when she says I ought to know him 
socially." 

"I didn't have a chance to tell 
you the really important thing, 
though," Annette drawl~d, the 
smoke from her cigarette dancing 
in slow spirals. "Mortimer Prince 
is going to be there too, John." 

"Prince?" John's brow wrinkled. 
"Oh, you know-the millionaire

practically owns two big New Yor k 
department stores. I've known him 
for years, and his daughter Carlie 
is one of my d-earest friends. If yOll 
just could interest him, John, he 
might put some money into our 
store." . 

John tapped his teeth thought
fully with the end of a pencil. 

"I hear he's anxious to invest 
here," Annette pursued. "After all, 
this is his old home town." 

John chuckled suddenly. "Ann
ette," he said, "you're marvelous. 
If there's a chance anywhere, your 
eye spots it. 1 wouldn't dare think 
of trying to get Mortimer Prince to 
put money into my store when our 
competition is Henry Sullivan, one 
of his best friends, but you calmly 
take for granted that it can be 
done." 

"Henry and Mortimer aren't such 
good friends any more," Annette 
said crisply. "You don't keep up 
on your gossip, John. Henry was 
going to marry Carlie Prince-but 
he decided a few days ago that he 
didn't want such a problem child on 
his hands, not even for all that 
money . . I'm afraid that rather hurt 
Mortimer's feelings." 

Elizabeth looked from John to 
Annette, feeling miserably that they 
were talking over her head, ob
livious of her presence. Robbin 
Pennington-Mortimer Prince
Car lie-Henry Sullivan-she knew 
none of these people! Once she 
would have known-would have 
made it her business to know. Once, 
as John's secretary, she had known 
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• "1-1 hope you'll be terribly happy." Surprise ond 
relief made Elitabeth unaware of what she was saying. 

more of his affairs than she knew 
now as his wife. 

Annette crushed out her cigarette. 
"So you won't mind, Elizabeth," she 
said brightly, "if I steal John-just 
for tonight? It really is rather im
pOl·tant, you see." 

"Why-I-" Elizabeth began, her 
eyes seeking John's, unable to go on. 

"Here," John said, and abruptly 
pushed the telephone toward 
Annette. "Can't you call Penning
ton and ask if Mr. and Mrs. Perry 
can't both come along with you 
tonight?" 

"Don't be stodgy, John!" Annette 
pushed the telephone back with an 
irritated little laugh. "Of course 
Elizabeth can go if she likes. As a 
matter of fact, Robbin told me to 
invite you both. I just thought 
Elizabeth would be bored." 

Relief and happiness warmed 
Elizabeth's heart. Forcing Annette 

to accept her company wasn't such 
a great triumph-but what really 
mattered was that instinctively 
John had come to her rescue, had 
included her in the party because 
he wanted her along. And though 
she dreaded this evening that was 
to come, nothing in the world would 
have kept her from gOing with 
them. 

As they drove into the country in 
John's car, Annette took charge of 
the conversation and delivered a 
monologue on her favorite subject 
-herself. It was terribly hard, she 
announced, to economize and live 
on her salary; it was a good thing 
she was able to pick up a little 
something extra now and then in 
the stock market. . .. 

"Annette's extremely clever in 
her choice of investments," John 
remarked, real admiration in his 
voice. (Continued on page 66) 
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• Betty Lou'i beit known roles have been in Grand Hotel, os Connie in 
Arnold Grimm's Dau9hter, and as Ju lia, the leadin9 role in Midstream. 

SEVERAL years ago, a young 
Southe~n girl stood in a Chicago 
studio waiting for her first au

dition. She kept clearing her throat 
and nervously rattling the pages of 
her script. 

In the control room, a tall young 
-director watched her with quiet, 
amused eyes. "She's a pretty kid, 
isn't she?" he said to one of the en
gineers. The young director then 
looked more closely at her as she 
turned anxious eyes toward the con
trol room. She had an eagerness in 
her finely modelled, angular face. 
Her eyes were large and dark, her 
hair deep black and shining. 
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"She looks a lot like Hepburn," 
the young director said. 

The engineer grinned. "Working 
up a case?" 

The young director grinned back. 
"Don't be silly," he said. Then, 
leaning into the microphone, he 
said, "All right, Miss Gerson, go 
ahead." She smiled weakly. "Don't 
be nervous," he told her. 

The girl read. First nervously 
and hurriedly, then she seemed to 
catch hold of herself and read with 
proper pacing and finesse. The tall, 
young director's eyes widened. 
"She's an actress," he ~aid excitedly 
to the engineer. When she had 

• Dividends of happiness 

have come from their invest

ment' in an ultra-modern 

marriage-meet Betty Lou 

Gerson, who stars in many 

radio shows, and her hus

band, who directs them 

finished he came into the studio. "I 
think we can use you," he said. 

A sort of choked up "Thanks" 
was all the young actress could 
manage. 

Her name was Betty Lou Gerso!;). 
She didn't know it then, but she was 
thanking a young man who would 
someday ask her to marry him. 
And the young director , Joe Ainley, 
could hardly foresee that the ner
vous young girl he was hiring for a s
bit part would someday become the 
star of numerous radio shows and, ' 
not so incidentally, his wife! 

Today, the Ainleys are one of the 
most successful and happily mar
ried couples in Chicago radio circles. 
Their careers and their married life 
are inseparable, for Joe Ainley di
rects programs and his wife, Betty 
Lou Gerson, acts in them. Betty 
plays the leading roles in two NBC 
serials. She's Connie in Arnold 
Grimm's Daughter, and Julia Mere
deth in Midstream. And in the 
winter, when Grand Hotel is on the 
air, Joe is its director and Betty Lou 
its star. 

They own a beautiful apartment 
house in the suburbs of Chicago. 
They live in one of the apartments 
in the house. It's modern, large, 
filled with luxurious furniture, deep, 
cozy fireplaces, fine books, good 
pa intings, and more than most 
young couples these days could 
dream of having. 

When they are not working at the 

By JACK SHER 

studios, they are with each other in 
their home, sometimes quietly en
joying an evening alone, other times 
entertaining the gay, young radio 
crowd that pals around together in 
Chicago. 

They a re a living proof that mar
riage and a career can walk hand in 
hand, that two young people in love 
can be with each other constantly
and happily. 

But it didn't all happen at once. 
Romances that last as long as Joe's 
and Betty Lou's take time in build
ing. There were quite a few heart
aches and separations before they 
became Mr. and Mrs. Ainley. Their 
marriage might not ha've taken 
place at all, if Betty Lou hadn't sac
rificed the opportunity of a lifetime 
to marry Joe Ainley. 

BUT let's go back to the beginning 
and I'll tell you the story as 

Betty Lou Gerson told it to me. 
She was born and raised in Bir

mingham, Alabama. Her father 
was an inRuential executive, presi
dent of the Southern Steel and Rol
ler Mills Company. As a child, 
Betty made up her mind to become 
an actress. 

Like most wealthy young South
ern girls, she was sent to a girl's 
seminary. There, she performed in 
school plays and read all the mag
azines she could get on the theater, 
on Hollywood and the radio. 

"I used to lislen to radio script 
shows by the hour," she smiled. 
"My favorite program was First 
Nighter, and Don Ameche was a 
hero of mine. I never dreamed that 
some day I'd be playing on the same 
program I used to love to listen to
and opposite my favorite actOL" 

When Betty Lou graduated, she 
made. up her mind to study dra
matics. She talked her parents into 
letting her go to Chicago, where she 
enrolled in the Goodman Dramatic 
School. She hadn't been in school 
very long before she got an afTer to 
go into a stock company. 

She played with the stock com
pany for three months durin/! the 
summer. (Continued on page 72) 
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" • Setty Lou and Joe own a beoutiful apartment 
house in the suburbs of Chica90 and live in one 
of the apartments. Once a week is chess ni9ht at 
the Ainleys, Selow, some friends drop in to watch. 



AN OPEN LETTER FROM 

__ -'<r,c.... ,.o."'-~ nJ d~ 
-------- '-----------ABo U T F R lEN OS HIP 

TO WH OM IT MAY CONCERN: 
Many of you reading this letter I have never met; some of you have never even seen me; 

still I know that a great many of you are real friends of mine. Every call the Postman makes 
brings me evidence of your friendship; in letters, cards and gifts of every description. Every 
time I give a concert you greet me with a tide of affection that tells me more plainly than any 
words could that I am among friends. 

In a very important way, you who have never met me yet write me }I:'!tters which begin 
"Dear Jessica," are the truest friends I could have. Yuur devotion is a kind of friendship that is 
unique. It has stimulated me to consider the subject of friendship in a way that I had never 
thought of before. 

So I'm glad to write this open letter and have it published where so many will read it
for I would like to pass on to others the most precious lesson in the art of friendship which 
you have taught me, in the hope that it will bring to many the increased happiness it has 
given me. 

You have made me realize that most of us don't really appreciate our friends. We expect 
and even demand too much of tbem. When they seem to fail us-we think it is their fault 
and are hurt. If that has everl'happened to you- and I feel it has to all of us-the chances 
are very strong that we are at fault and not our friends! 

I wouldn't be qualified to talk this way if it were not for the experience gained through 
your friendship. 

When I stopped broadcasting on a regular weekly series of programs which had ex
tended for a period of many years, to give concerts all over this beautiful country of ours- I, 
with my head in the clouds and my heart warmed by thoughts of experiences to bring you more 
interesting future broadcasts- never felt that I had left you at all. But actually I had been 
away for quite a number of months and personal friends and business acquaintances began to 
.tell me that radio audiences forget all too quickly, that I would be obliged to build up 
a following of listeners anew- make air-friends all over again. I thought, how can this be 
with friends! 

A few weeks ago I did return to radio on a regular series. Despite my preoccupation and 
excitement with planning and welding together the countless details necessary to making 
an interesting and artistic broadcast, I found the 'joy in the thought of broadcasting again for 
the audience whose warm messages in the past had · been my inspiration was tinged with the 
fear of the unhappy warnings I hal refused to heed. Perhaps I was expecting too much. My 
listeners owed me nothing-lowed them everything. I wanted to prove it and here was my 
opportunity. 

I called on the Spirit of Music to help me and suddenly I felt (Continued on page 75) 



--

• A debonair rose of a debonair gentleman, singing host of NBC's 
Good News 0 1940, and co-star with his wife, Joan Blondell. in 
Paramount's "I Wont a Divorce." A better title would have been 
"Second Honeymoon," because it's their first picture together 
since "Golddi9gers of 1937," which culminated in their marriage. 
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i\L RIGHT, darling. Go ahead 
and be stubborn. Tomorrow's 
another day-and I'l1 call 

again. And I'll keep on calling until 
you give in .. ," 

Michael Deemer replaced the re
ceiver, smiled a little at the silent 
instrument before him, and then 
walked to the window. From the 
offices of the Mercury Advertising 
Company on the 18th Hoor of a sky
scraper he looked out across the 
city. Over· the rooftops and past the 
city's towers his eyes singled out 
the Bentley Molors Building. 

He looked long and wistfully at 
that vertical pile of gray masonry. 
Somewhere in its myriad cubicles 
there was a girl named Linda Gale. 
And the music of her name and the 
music of her voice were melodies 
that reached out across the thrum
ming city, from that distant build
ing to th is one, like an invisible 
aerial, and caressed Michael Dee
mer and made him dream tender 
dreams! 
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Three months ago Mercury had 
al!quired the Bentley Motors ac
count. The job involved a certain 
amount of publicity and he was as
signed to it. Just past twenty-four, 
Michael was two years out of col
lege with vague journalistic and 
li terary ambitions. Tall and lean, 
hair"that wouldn't yield to a comb, 
long a rms that dangled at his sides, 
an indination to be absent-minded, 
these characterized him. And when 
someone at Mercury discovered that 
young Deemer was working on a 
novel, he was immediately dubbed 
a "queer duck." 

Then three months ago this Linda 
Gale affair, in all its strange facets, 
had its beginning, and Michael, in 
the opinion of his fellow-workers, 
graduated from "queer duck" to 
downright "screwy." 

Now, as Michael Deemer stood at 
the window and watched the cur
tain of dusk descend upon the city, 
he recalled the day when first he 
called Bentley. She had answered 
the phone, and when he gave her 
his name she had repeated it, and it 
seemed to him that Michael Deemer 
was a name that had never pre
viously been uttered. 

He was presently connected with 
Bentley but the voice of Linda Gale 

echoed and re-echoed in his ears. 
Clear and gentle it was, like a whis
per in the woods. And Bentley had 
no sooner hung up than Michael 
found some feeble pretext to call 
her back. 

In days to come he had legitimate 
reason for calling and soon he 
learned her name. The souna of it 
coursed through him and thrilled 
him. Linda Gale. She would have 
a name like that. Like Linda Gale. 

Weeks went by and his calls in
creased. Then one day he talked to 
her longer than usual. "You dOR"t 
know what these talks do for ~e, 
Linda," he had said. " I live on them. 
But there are so many things I want 
to tell you about. So many things
but 1 want to look at you when 1 
tell you." And Linda Gale would 
evade his hint of a meeting. 

Late one day, when both of them 
were alone in their offices, he told 
her about himself and his work, 
about the things he hoped to do. 
He told her about the novel he was 
working on, even discussed the cur
rent chapter. Her reactions were 
intelligent and sympathetic, and all 
through it he dung to the phone 
hungrily, conjuring a vision of the 
Linda Gale at the other end of the 
line. 

"You know, I'm really not a 
monster," he had said. 

"I know it," she laughed, and 
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see It er 
when he wanted to know how she 
knew it she again slipped out of a 
direct commitment. 

"I'm twenty-four. How old are 
you, Linda?" 

"Twenty," she replied, simply. 
"I knew it!" he triumphed. "I 

knew it! It's in your voice-you'll 
always be twenty!" 

And quickly he had added: "Will 
you go to a movie with me, Linda?" 

Then her tone changed imper
ceptibly. " I can't. I'm sorry. I 
wish I could explain." 

A note of hopelessness tinged her 
reply. She wouldn't meet him and 
she wouldn't tell him why. She 
was sorry. She had to go now. And 
then, she hung up. 

BUT the next time he called, 
Michael was not to be put off so 

easily. "Don't stop me from talk
ing, Linda." Something imperative 
in his tone startled the girl at the 
other end. 

"But,Michael,-1 have work to 
do ... " 

"No excuses, Linda. Nothing's go
ing to stop me today. You've got to 
listen to me. I first fell in love witbl 
yQ.Ur voice-and now I've fallen in 
love with you. I can't get you out 
of my mind." 

"Please, Michael," she broke in, 
tremulously. 

"Do I sound silly, Linda?" 

HENRY STEELE 
Smltll '. CIS Frldoy nlgllt ./Iow, sponsore d 
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"No. You're not silly. But this 
can't go on. You've got to stop 
calling." 

"Listen, darling." Michael Dee
mer would not be stopped today. 
"I worked on my book last night. 
And.. you were beside me-whis
pertng. When I got stuck for a line, 
yOlJ gave it to me. Want to hear 
it?" 

"Yes ... yes. Let me hear it." 
Linda's heart was pounding violent
ly. 

... 'The sweet sighing of Konrad's 
violin entered the room like a mes
sage from God.''' He read the line 
almost caressingly. 

"Beautiful! Michael. it's beauti
ful!-and I know where it goes. 
During the operation on the sol
dier ... " 

"I knew you'd remember! Why, 
half the book is yours, Linda. I've 
done more real writing since I've 
known you ... " • 

"But you don't know me," said 
Linda, Michael never dreaming that 
he was torturing her. 

"You mean I haven't met you. 
Over the telephone I've learned all 
I need know about you. And, be
sides, we're going to fix all that 
this afternoon. It's Saturday and-" 

A sudden terror hit Linda. 

l11udrotion by 
S .ymOllr Ball 

"Michael! Michael!-l must hang 
up now!" 

"No. Wait a minute! Listen to 
me. You've got to listen. Look out 
the window, Linda. Look at those 
clouds hanging up in the sky. Are 
you looking?" 

"Yes, Michael. I'm looking," she 
said, barely audible. 

"Did you ever see such blue 
skies? It's Spring, Linda. Life's 
waiting for us, Linda. It isn't polite 
to keep life waiting. The whole 
afternoon is ours ... " 

"I can't! 1 can't!" 
"Why can't you? Give me one 

good reason why you can't meet 
me." Michael gripped the phone so 
tightly his hands were in a sweat. 

"I simply can't. You must be
lieve me." 

"I believe only what 1 know, and 
I know only that I've got to see 
you. " And then an unexpected 
fear struck him: "Say! You're not 
married, are you?" 

17 



"No , , , no, I'm not married." 
"Engaged?" 
"No," It was like a hushed 

whisper. 
"Holy mackeral! You had me 

wonied for a minute. Then what's 
all the fuss about?" 

"I'm sorry, MiChael. I wish 1 
could explain. 1 wish I had the 
courage .... " 

"All right! All right!" Michael 
shouted into the phone. "That 
settles it. You quit work at one 
o'clock, that much I know. Well, 
Miss Stubborn, I'll be parked right 
outside your office door .... " 

'"No, Michael-you wouldn't do 
that!" she cried, panic-stricken. 

"Wouldn't I? I'm fed up with 
your unreasonable reasons, When 
you come out of your office you're 
going to fall right over Michael 
Deemer." 

"Very well, Michael." Complete 
resignation in her voice. '"Please 
don't come to the office. I couldn't 
stand-I mean-there are so many 
people here. I'll meet you at the 
corner of the King Building at 
quarter after one .... " 

Michael almost gloated. "That's 
the girl! Now you're making sense. 
Now listen-so you'll know me, I'm 
driving a green coupe---I painted it 
myself. The front right fender is 
missing, and it makes a noise like 
two cylinders. It's the only one in 
captivity-you couldn't possibly 
miss it." 

"I'll remember, Michael. I-I'm 
wearing a ... " 

He wouldn't let her finish it. 
"Don't tell me," he said. "I already 
know how you look. All 1 have to 
do is pick out the most beautiful 
gid in sight. See you later. " 
And he hung up. 

Two receivers were replaced and 
the telephone wires resumed other 
strange and assorted cargoes. Back 
in her office Linda Gale sat staring 
3t her phone. Only her will kept 
the wells in her eyes from bursting. 
Like a wild film the memories of 
the past three months flashed 
through her mind. Her heart had 
told her what manner of man this 
Deeme.r was. And she knew she 
loved him. And that was that. 

Linda Gale got up and faced an 
oblong mirror. She looked long 
and hard and steadily into that 
min'or. Her heart thumped viciously 
as she stared at the face that be
longed to the bell-like voice. 

The noon-day sun stroked her 
hair and it shone like new copper. 
Her eyes were round and liquid 
brown, her lips (ull and generous. 
Her skin was like ivory-colored 
velvet-that is-that part of her 
cheek that wasn't smeared with a 
purple patch. Raw and livid-this 
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was the CI'OSS that Linda bore. 
This was Linda Gale of the 

haunting voice. Linda, the woman. 
Unable longer to contain her 

pent-up emotions she went baek to 
the desk, buried her head in her 
arms and sobbed bitterly. 

The hour of her rendezvous ap
pl"Oached rapidly, when suddenly 
she was interrupted by the breezy 
entrance of her friend, Helen Wade. 

"Time to quit, young lady," said 
Helen. And then she saw the tears. 
"Hey! What's the matter with you?" 

"Nothing ,nothing," sniffed 
Linda. 

"Yeah, looks like nothin'. js it 
that goof that fell in love with your 
voice?" 

'"He WQuldn't take no for an an-

Another preview 

of a brand new popular 

tune for Radio Mirror 

readers--a 50ng intro

duced by Fred Waring

in the September issue 

swcr today," said Linda. 
"Helen looked incredulous. "You 

Inean you finally made a date with 
him? You know what happened 
before?" 

"Yes, I know," Linda nodded her 
head in tragic resignation. "I know 
too well. They never wanted to see 
me again. Every time 1 look in the 
mirror and see half my cheek 
covered with this horrible birth
mark-this ugly pw'ple splotch-I 
know it. Every time 1 walk in the 
street and see how quickly men 
turn their eyes from me, I know it. 
Oh, Helen, j've hated the day I was 
born-the day 1 eame into the world 
with this vile smear on my face. , -" 

"You're still the. swellest girl 1 
know," Helen tried to placate her. 
But Linda gave vent to all her bit
terness: 

"That's not half enough. 1 don't 
want to be the swellest anything. I 
only want a man to want to caress 
me-to put his cheek against mine 
-to love m~to love me! But that's 
not for me." 

Helen threw her arms around 
Linda and h(>ld her tightly, but 
Linda went on: 

"The only way men fall in love 
with me is over the telephone. They 
fall in love with what they imagine 
-and when they see me .... " She 
broke into a violent fit of crying. 

"This one's serious, huh?" said 
Helen. 

"Very, He wanted to come here 
but I couldn't stand the thought of 
the other girls watching his expres
sion when he first saw me. And, be
sides, I wanted to make. it easy for 
him to pass me up, It'll hurt less." 

"Enough of that," Helen said. 
"Pull yourself together, now." She 
adjusted Linda's collar. "You look 
awfully smart in your new black 
dress." 

An odd expression came over 
Linda's face. "That's funny," she 
said. "So we'd know eaeh other he 
told me what kind of car he was 
driving, and when I was to tell him 
how 1 was dressed, he said, 'No, 
don't tell me. All 1 have to do is 
pick out the most beautiful girl in 
sight.' " 

Helen gave her an affectionate 
hug and watched her as she dis
appeared down the corridor. 

In the maze of a Saturday's noon
day traffic a hand-painted green 
coupe wended its way. Its occupant 
was indubitably the happiest man 
in the world at the moment. 

Michael Deemer gave the dash
board a friendly pat and addressing 
his jalopy, said: "Lizzie, old girl, 
after today we'll have to get you a 
fender, new spark plugs and new 
brake linings. Won't you be proud?" 

AT the corner of the King Build
!-\. ing stood Linda Gale. Doubt 
and fear and apprehension perme
ated her being. She had a date with 
Fate and knew it. Her eyes scanned 
the stream of traffic and sought out 
an old green coupe. 

Michael Deemer's eyes were 
glued on that corner. and as he sped 
through the entangled traffic he 
narrowly missed smashing into 
several cars. Then suddenly he saw 
Linda Gale-the girl in the new 
black dress. That must be her! 
That must be Linda! 

Several drivers shouted words of 
warning at him as he spied another 
girl-dressed in white. Slim and 
smart and--dressed in w'~ite, He 
was SU1'e that was Linda! 

Then Fate or Chance or Some
thing took hold of things. 

There was a splintering crash. 
Brakes scree<:hed, cars skidded and 
tires slithered. Women screamed. 
The green coupe collapsed in a 
horrible mass before the impact of 
a big truck. (Continued on page 53) 

RADIO .. NO n:LlN1810N MIJIlIOM 



BUT VI TORIOUS 
• Behind the daffy. fluttery comedienne 

of Sunday ni9hts Is Barbara Jo Allen. 

beautiful, glamorous and IiCJht .. hearted 

• There's very little left of the 
beautjfu l Barbaro J o Allen (obove) 
in the slight ly befuddled , gushy 
woman you listen to as Vera Vogue. 

THERE are several stories, all good, but only 
one of them true, about the birth and creation 
of Vera Vague, the fluttery bi-monthly guest of 

Messrs. Bergen, McCarthy and Snerd of the "coffee 
show," and a regular Sunday distraction on the 
Pacific Slope's Signal Carnival, both over National 
Broadcasting Company air lanes. 

The truth is that five years ago Barbara Jo Allen, 
for that's La Vague's real name, was asked to think 
up an amusing character to bring to an afternoon 
radio show called Woman's Magazine of the Air, 
and Miss Allen-fresh from a Parent-Teachers' 
meeting {she has a young daughter so her presence 
there was orthodox)-was so impressed by a flut
tery, vaporish member that she sat down immedi
ately and knocked out an imitative first piece about 
a diffuse-minded dame who was later to win fame 
as Vera Vague. 

The best story, though, and the one that Barbara 
Jo Allen told us, is that Vera Vague came about 
as the result of an inhibition. The actress always 
wanted to do comedy and no one would let her. 
It seems that for some years prior to the birth of 
La Vague, Miss AJlen had been a dramatic actress, 
and she was slightly fed up with it. She had been 
in a stock show of "Boomerang" at Hollywo.od's 
EI Capitan Theatre, and Henry Duffy, the pro
ducer, had cast her in "The Trial of Mary Dugan" 
and "The Shanghai Gesture." 

"After that I screamed my way through the 
leads in several mystery (Continued on page 60) 

By DOROTHY SPENSLEY 
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• left. leading off the apartment's two
story living room is a staircase which 
winds up to a balcony. Right. 3b yards 
of material are in those window drapes. 

o 

• Below. the dining room has been converted into on 
office for lanny where he answers his fan moil. files 
his music and listens to records of his program. 

• The chinn·covered sofa is soft and comfortable, but 
hardy enough for lonny to tussle about with his Irish 
Setter. Sande. given to him by the Jockev. Earl Sande. 

• Leading a double life is 
fun for Lanny Ross-in his 
modest. white farm house in 
the country or in his lux .. 
urious apartment in the city 

By JERRY MASON 

YOU'D never believe it to look at 
them, but the Lanny Rosses live 
double lives. From Monday to 

Friday, they're smart, sophisticated 
New Yorkers whose home is a sleek, 
luxurious duplex apartment in one· 
of those Manhattan bwldings sand
wiched between tall, gray canyons. 
But from Friday to Monday, Lanny 
and Olive toss ofT the Big City gloss, 
the well-tailored suits and fault
lessly designed dresses, and settle 
down to being a young, happily 
married couple in a little white 
four-room farmhouse. 

If they had their way, all their 
days would be like those of the 
care-lifting week-ends. Lanny, 
though. is very busy singing for a 
living. His ten CBS programs a 
week for Franco-American Spa
ghetti (an Eastern and Western 
broadcast every night except Sat
w;day and Sunday), demand that 
he live in the city. as close as pos
sible to radio's center of things. As 
a result, he has a New York apart
ment which is an interior deco
rator's dream. The minute you step 
off the elevator into the bookshelf
lined foyer you see why. Stretch
ing before you is one of the largest 
rooms ever put together for private 
use. It's not quite as big as Grand 
Central (Continued on page 76) 
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• Below, the portable home the 
Rosses hie to weekend:o-just a 
living room. two bedrooms. two 
bathl, kitchen, oil furnoce ond 
a beautiful fireplace. Above, 
Lo"ny and Olive in their farm liv_ 
ing room. Note three of lonnl" 
collection of antique cloc s. 
Right, he admires the rare Colo
nial Ruby glassware and copper 
pots in the kitchen corner. 

CBS P"",os 
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Somebody To Love 
• Under summer skies you'll be humming this romontic 

bollod composed by radio's own popular tenor, Lanny 

Ross, and featured by him on his nightly CBS program 

Words and Music by 
LANNY ROSS 

+ ' "'-"' ---- - ,-.' - . 
Some - bod - Y to lo\'c; Some - bod - Y to love me __ 
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MD'O AN" nl,.F.VISION :MI~ROR 

~ 

• 
f , 

., 
· 

r 

.; 

\ . 
( · 

~ 

.. 

\ . ' 
I · · 

.. 

\ .. 
I · 

. ~ 
+' "'-

. ------sweet Lie-light of your anns placed in mine Some - boll - Y to !O\'C --

. 
1 ~Df l' ~r ~ qf f 1 ~t - ~r#r r -

... 

_ ... - + ' "'-"' - - -
Some- bod - y to cher - ish; Some - bod - Y to care And un-der-

f- -- ~~ ~ I '"'F- r"" - ~#q~~Fr ~' ~ff ' 
..... 8 8 8 8 

, 
'/ 

, , ., , 
~ 

stand 1m think- ingof on-Iy you ~o-bod - y else will 
, 

" 
, , 

" 
, 

, l-'-r 
'" r 

11' • '. 'T I" ~ l' l' H-r 

~ 
I; 8 8 8 

9 .. 'i 

, 
· - , "' - ---- -

do;Sorne - bod - Y to care Some - bod - Y to love. , 
~ J 1 · r - I I I I - --r 1---":: l--

I I b~ J 
. · 

· 
Tillie ill Lonny'. pr09ram, Monday throll9h Friday 
Oil CIS. TII'II to page 4l for broadcast times. 

... UCUST, ]940 

12 
/ 



g~ Man Who Wonted To Be 

TUESDAY 

To Ellery Queen there was a 
nightmarish quality about the 
situation. It didn't seem pos

sible that a man could deliberately 
tempt three of his relatives, as well 
as his doctor, to murder him. Yet 
that was what Arnold Arnold was 
doing. 

Crazy? ... wondered Ellery. But 
somehow he knew that this white
haired, red-faced old man, sitting 
there in the massive luxury of his 
bedroom at the exclusive Markheim 
Apartments, enthroned in his wheel
chair, laughing, enjoying himself 
hugely, talking of death as if it 
were a horse-race---somehow, he 
knew this man was perfectly sane. 
There was a diabolically cool and 
calculating mind behind that fan
tastic proposition he had just made. 

"And so," he had said, "since my 
good Dr. Howell assures me I have 
only seven days before I must die, 
I'm going to have some fun, at least. 
I'm going to make the biggest pos
sible bet- my entire fortune!" 

Ellery glanced around at the 
other occupants of the room. Nikki 
Porter, his own personal secretary, 
was sitting on the edge of her chair, 
her shorthand notebook forgotten 
on her knee, fascinated by the 
exuberance of this strange relic of 
a lusty, vanished age. 

For Arnold,-"Big Time" Arnold 
-was just that. He had lived in 
the grani tradition of professional 
gamblerll. His very name evoked 
memories of gas-lights and hansom 
cabs, of champagne suppers and 
girls danCing the can-can, of Lillian 
Russell and Maxine Elliot - and 
most of ali, of fortunes wagered on 
the flip of a coin or on chances even 
more triviaL There was nothing on 
which Arnold wouldn't bet, they'd 
said-and today he was proving it, 
by betting on his own death. 

The others in the room had 
accepted Arnold's astounding sug
gestion according to their own per
sonalities. Max Fisher, his attorney, 
at whose request Ellery and Nikki 
had come to this conference, looked 
exasperated but respectfuL Dr. 
Howell's thin, scholarly face was 
aU grave solicitude. 

Waldo Arnold, the gambler's 
brother, had not changed the sour 
expression on his face. Perhaps, 
Ellery thought, Waldo had his cross 
to bear, in the form of feeding, 
clothing and bathing Big Time 

Arnold since his paralytic stroke 
two years before---but there was 
no reason why he should have let 
it permanently sour his disposition. 

Arnold's niece, Cora Moore, was a 
buxom young woman with blonde 
hair, whose easy tears had begun 
Howing the minute she heard Dr. 
Howell's statement that Arnold was 
suffering from a heart condition 
that would cause his death in an
other week. 

An·lOld was the only person who 
was really enjoying himself. In his 
hands was a crystal ball about the 
size of a grapefruit. As he talked, 
he played with it, rolling it care
lessly from one hand to the other, 
caressing its smooth surface. 

"I've arranged a little sporting 
proposition for all of you," he 
chuckled. "I'm betting you all that 
I don't die when Dr. Howell says I 
will. In my strong-box at the bank 
are gilt-edge bonds worth one mil
lion six hundred and twenty-five 
thousand dollars-my entire estate. 
If I die before the next seven days 
-but only if I die in that time--
Fisher here, is empowered to open 
that box and distribute the money. 
A million dollars to you, Waldo,"':"" 
since you're my brother, my near
est and dearest. Two hundred and 
fifty thousand apiece to my niece 
Cora and nephew Anthony Ross
incidentally," he broke off, "where 
is my loving nephew?" ~ 

HE called to say he couldn't 
come," Waldo said. "Too busy 

working out a new kind of poison 
gas." 

"Well, it doesn't matter. The bet 
stands anyway. Cora, all you have 
to do to win that money is to live 
here with me for the next week. 
Do you acsept?" 
. "I don't Know anything about this 
betting nonsense, Uncle," Cora said 
firmly, "but I certainly am going 
to live here with you! You need a 
nurse and a dietician, and I'm 
both!" 

"Good! As to Anthony, he can 
live here or not, I don't care." He 
gave them all a benevolent look, 
and turned to Dr. Howell. 

"Can't leave you out, eh, DoctOr? 
If you're right, and I die when you 
say I will, Fisher turns over to you 
one hundred thousand dollars. If 
you're wrong and I'm still alive a 
week from today, you get exactly 

( 

Craxy1 wondered Ellery. But somehow he knew that this white-haired, red·faced 
old man laughing, enjoying himself hugely, talking of death, was perfectly sane. 

nothing. What do you say to that?" 
Dr. Howell's voice was disapprov

ing. "It's your money, Mr. Arnold. 
or course, I sincerely hope I am 
wrong." 

"Those contracts you've drawn up 
to give 'everyone, outlining the bet, 
are legal, Fisher?" Arnold was sud
denly stern. "No loopholes?" 

AUCUft. 1940 

"Oh, they're legal enough," Max 
Fisher sighed. "Perfectly. If you 
die before the end of the week your 
bequests will all be carried out. If 
you don't, all bets are off and the 
money will be turned over to 
charity." 

"Fine! ... Now get out-all of 
you. No, not you, Queen. You and 

your pretty secretary stay." 
But this wasn't really a bet, 

Ellery thought as the others filed 
out of the room. As an old gambler, 
Arnold must know that a bet re
quired stakes to be put up by both 
sides. If Arnold died, the other 
parties to the "bet" would win 
enormous (Continued on page 63) 
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• "No, you don't," said Dick Powell to Rudy Vallee, as Vallee 
snapped his picture. Now you see what happened. And what's 
more, right on Powell's own premises too-by the garden wall. 

--------
• In sunbonnet and gingham-the lovely Alice Faye as Vallee's 
camero saw her before leaving New York for Hollywood movie 
fame. Right, Andy Devine, taking it all in while Rudy gets him in. 
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• "So you want to be a success in 
radio 7" says Benny-and here he is. 

PHOTOS 

• No star in radio tokes 
his photography hobby 
more seriously than 
Rudy Vallee. You sel
dom find him without 
his Coma. camero with 
which he gael about 
snapping odd loses of 
his friends on fellow
workers. often taking 
them unawares. Vallee's 
always spending money 
for new equipment. This 
il his latest acquisi
tion, a trigger camera. 
The lenses are so heavy 
that they have to be 
mounted on a gun stock. 
Rudy's heard Thumlay 
nights at 9:30 E.D.S.T.. 
over the NBC network 
sponsored by Sealtest. 

by 

• Rudy sneaked up on Tyrane Power wha was waiting for his 
cue at a broadcast. Right, Vallee captures the famous Rob
inson grin in Hollywood's Brown Derby one day at lunch. 

AUCUST. 1940 
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DID YOU HAVE 

• look what happens when the 
hostess doesn't pion entertain
ment in advance-hored ore 
Rodney Bell, James Blakely, 
Pat Von Cleve, Chuck Shuey, 
Jeanne Strasser and unprepar
ed hosts Blondie and Dogwood. 

A GCDD TIME? 

• Was that last party a 

lop? There's probably a 

good reason why, which 

can be avoided the next 

time. Here Blondle and 

Dagwood show you how 

, , 

• Don't be the ped who insists upon tuning In 

your favorite program when all the red would 
prefer to talk or listen to another broadcast. 

• Invite guests of corresponding tostes---don't milt 
highbrows and people who like low-down fun. Now 
here's Pot who'd much rather donce thon tolk. 

28 RA010 Alfl> TELJ:Vl810N MIIII>OIt 

• Getting the gang together in the kitchen for 
the latest story is bod manners on the Fort of any 
host. It's bound to make the women fee neglected. 

• "Oh, my," screams Blondie, "there's the doorbell! 
ond my hair's not even combed." That's bad timing. 
Below, accidents are liable to happen, so don't use 
your best glassware if breaka ge will upset you. 

• If you wont to ploy bridge, play bridge-dan't 
talk to your friends while you are the dummy. 
Note the look Blondie is throwing at Dagwood . 

• Nothing makes a hostess more unhappy than to have 
a guest leave before she's served that special lat. 
supper. Below, uncomfortable, Rodney? A small table, 
conveniently placed, would have solved t his problem. 

RA Dh,O'S 
PH OTO
M1~o,R 
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try and see how it works out." 
Mother O'Neill laid her ' rough, 

work-worn hand on his. "If you 
think it's the right thing to do, Dan
ny-why, then go ahead." 

But Eileen Turner's reaction was 
different. He called on her the eve
ning of the day his first "piece" 
about Peggy appeared in the paper, 
and found her with her eyes bright 
green, the way they always got 
when she was angry. 

"I should think it was bad 
enough, Danny O'Neill, having your 
sister accused of murder, without 
boasting about it in the newspa
pers!" she burst out as soon as he 
was in the room. 

"But, Eileen, I'm not boasting! 
I thought maybe, by writing these 
articles, I could help her." 

"Help her! For Heaven's sake, 
Danny, don't you realize you're just 
as likely to hurt her?" She took a 

• Janice Gilbert and Jim
my Donnelly, who play the 
Collins twins, Janice and 
Eddie, have grown up with 
the Q'Neilis show since 
it started on the air. 
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deep breath, tried to speak more 
calmly. "Of course you don't think 
Peggy is guilty-but I hear things 
around town that you don't. And a 
lot of people-have their own no
tions. Seeing her brother leaping 
into print isn't going to change 
those notions any, because that's 
exactly the sort of thing people 
don't like. I don't like it myself!" 

Something about Eileen's tone 
had struck into Danny's brain like 
a knife. "Of course you don't think 
Peggy is guilty!" He had hardly 
heard anything she said after that 

"Do you think she's guilty, Ei
leen?" 

The sudden question startled her. 
"Why, 1-" Her angry gaze fal

tered, slid away from his eyes. "Of 
course not," she said, almost sul
lenly. 

The lack of conviction in her 
words was more revealing than her 
hesitancy. 

"I see," he said slowly. He got 
to his feet and stood looking down 
at her. "I think I'll go on home 
now, Eileen," he said. 

"It doesn't matter what I think, 
anyway," she said petulantly. "Be
cause there's something else I've got 
to tell you, Danny. You know for 
a long time I've wanted to go to 
New York and study dramatics. 
Well-next week I'm going. I won't 
even be here when the trial starts." 

He knew, then, that Eileen had 
not really been so angry about his 
newspaper venture. She had seized 
upofl. it eagerly, as an excuse for a 

quarrel, to give her announcement 
that she was going away the point 
and drama her actress's soul hun
gered for. 

"Did you ever really love me?" he 
asked bitterly. She turned in 
simulated anger. "No, don't lie to 
me," he interrupted. "You didn't
or if you did, it wasn't the kind of 
love a man could build his life on. 
... All right, Eileen. I hope you 
have lots of luck in New York." 

"Danny ... " 
Her voice was pleading, timid; 

but he was already leaving the 
room, and he did not go back. 

Walking home, he was amazed to 
find that he felt nothing-no real 
sorrow, no anger. This wasn't like 
the last big quarrel he and Eileen 
had had. Then he had been crushed, 
una.ble to think of anything but the 
hope that she might return to him. 
Now .. why, now he didn't even 
care! 

THE trial began. Three days of 
wrangling between the attorneys 

as the jury was picked. And after 
that, endless hours of testifying, 
questioning, cross-questioning. 
Chris Momanos, owner of the Glass 
Slipper, his head waiter, his chef
all testified that they had seen Peggy 
at the road house that night, had 
heard her quarreling with Gloria 
Gilbert, had seen her leave, just be
fore Gloria's body was discovered 
in her dressing room. She had left 
the motor of the car running, they 
said, in order to make a quick get
away. Even Monte's brilliant cross
examination was not able to break 
down their testimony. 

The prosecution brought into 
court the pistol that Danny always 
carried in the side-pocket of his 
car~a pistol with one bullet fired 
from the chamber. Experts testi
fied that Gloria Gilbert had died of 
a bullet fired from that gun. 

As if all this were not bad enough, 
the District Attorney called to the 
stand friends and neighbors of Peg
gy's--Trudie Bailey, Morris Levy, 
little Janice Collins. Yes, they were 
forced to admit, they had heard 
Peggy threaten Gloria's life-but 
only as the rash remark anyone 
might make in the heat of anger. 

Even Monte was called to the 
stand and forced by adroit and 
merciless questioning to tell the 
whole story of his estrangement 
from his wife, and of Peggy's 
jealousy. 

It was a sad O'Neill family that 
gathered around the supper table 
the night after Monte's testimony. 
Try as they WOUld, they could not 
overcome the feeling of despair that 
hung over the whole house. When 
the front (Continued on page 54) 
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HAZEL 

BARBOUR 

• Presenting. in this series of unusual biographies, Father 
Barbour's favorite daughter, who holds fast to the hope of 
happiness though faced with the *mockery of her marriage 

I\
YONE who meets Hazel Bar
bour for the first time, or even 
a second time, is apt to gain 

the impression nothing ever hap
pens in her life. 

But make no mistake about it, her 
life has not flowed along unevent
fully. She has moved, instead, in a 
cycle of infinite happiness and de
spair, the latter predominating. 

She is Father Barbour's favorite 
daughter, and, likewise, he is her 
favorite person. Those who know 
the Barbour family well need no ex
planation of the father-daughter re
lationship. which represents a com
plete coalescence of understanding. 

Now in the final years of her 
young womanhood, she has no more 
than a memory of an intermezzo in 
Honolulu; three children, but no 
promises of security for them, and 
friends few enough to count on her 
fingers. But her faith is strong. 

• 
( 

Hazel completed her schooling at 
the University of California a few 
years ahead of Claudia, but Claudia 
was first to marry. 

Claudia's elopement suddenly 
dramatized Hazel's plight. For sev
eral years, she had been of mar
riageable age, but there were no 
suitors. 

She became vitriolic and restless. 
One day she told the family she 

felt the need of getting away from 
the family and Father Barbour, un
derstanding the workings of her 
temperament, offered her a trip 
anywhere she cared to go. 

She decided on Honolulu. 
Paul, an able counsellor of any 

Barbour who is in distress, told her 
he wanted-to have a talk with her 
before she left. On the voyage, Paul 
told her. she could hold herself aloof 
from fellow voyagers and new ex
periences, ending up by gaining 

lU ustrotion by 
8. Rieger 

nothing and being just as lonely as 
when she started. Or, he said. she 
could enter into the spirit of her 
new adventure, accept what came, 
enjoy any new emotional experience 
available, in which case she would 
probably come home a new person. 

She pI'omised Paul she would 
have the time of her life. Only 
Hazel and an itinerant portrait 
painter, Danny Frank, know the full 
story of Hazel's visit to Honolulu. 

Danny Frank was a devilishly
handsome nomad who visited the 
fashionable watel'ing places about 
the globe to paint portraits of the 
wealthy vacationers. Meanwhile. he 
kept an eye out for youth and ro
mance which might be wandering 
on the beach beyond his easel. 

The most beautiful girl in from 
the mainland during his Honolulu 
stay was Hazel, who fell madly in 
love with (Continued on page 71) 
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• If you're a jitterbug. you won't 
miss Michael Todd's Dancing Cam. 
pus at the New Yor~ Wor ld's Fair. 

IF you're coming to New York this 
summer for the second edition of 
the World's Fair, bring your 

dancing shoes. 
Out in the carnival - keyed amuse

ment area, hard by Billy Rose's 
Aquacadc, a young Chicago pro
moter named Michael Todd has con
structed a block-long rendezvous 
called "Dancing Campus." Admission 
is only a quarter and 4,000 couples 
can let loose shags, congas, rumbas 
and plain, old-fashioned waltzes, 
without even rubbing elbows. 

Johnny Green, Van Alexander, 
and Clyde Lucas go t the Campus off 
to a fast pace and mOfe bands of 
that calibre are promised. 
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• The Fiesta Ooncete ria in New York 
is the latest in dance spots--o com
bination of cafeteria and ball room. 

The night I was there. even a 
sudden rainstorm failed to halt the 
capers of Jhe joyful jitterbugs. 
"Dancing Gampus" is out in the 
open but Lhey are constructing a 
huge awning to use when the 
weather gets nasty. 

Another da nce spot you won't 
want to miss when in New York is 
the unique Fiesta Danceteria, right 
on Times Square. This enormous, 
popular-priced swing sanctum com 
bines the cafeteria with the ball 
room. Adm ission, wh ich includes a 
full course dinner, is only 65 cents 
($1 on Saturdays and holidays.) 
28,000 square feet on two huge 
floors take care of the dancing 
needs. Jimmy Lunceford's great 
band held forth at Fiesta in June 
and more top flight dance band,;; are 
due. The capacity is 3,000 . 

• • • 
Judy Starr, four foot. 9 inch 

singer is back with Hal Kemp for 
his vaudeville tour. Janet Blair 
also remains with the band. 

• • • 
Bob Chester is now playing from 

New York's Essex House, his first 

By KEN ALDEN 

real hotel break. Kay Kyser is at 
Fort Worth's Casa Manana. 

• • • 
Will Osborne now reaches you 

over NBC from Chicago's Edge
water Beach Hotel. ... Lou Breese 
has left the Windy City's Chez 
Paree for the road .... Henry Busse 
is now in Frisco's Palace Hotel. It 
was in this city that the trumpeter 
started his career .... Ray Noble 
opens July 4th in Chicago's Palmer 
House with a Mutual w ire. 

• • • 
Glenn Miller won the Billboard 

magazine's poll of college students. 
Kay Kyser and Tommy Dorsey 

followed him. Vocalist winners 
were Ray Eberle, Miller's singer, 
and Kyser's pretty Ginny Sims. 

• • • 
T wo bands I suggest you mark 

down in your future book: Harry 
James and Charlie Spivak. Both 
are comers. 

• • • 
Bobby Byrne's new theme song, 

reaching you from Glen Island 
Casino in Westchester via NBC. is 
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"Meditation at Moonlight," written 
especially for Bob by Peter de Rose 
and Mitchell Parish. This pair of 
songwriters wrote "Deep Purple." 

• • • 
Jimmy Dorsey's new 

"Julia," is named fOr his 
year-old daughter. 

record, 
seven-

LOWDOWN RHYTHM IN A TOP HAT 

FROM the sun-flecked cabanas of 
Bermuda to the lofty Rainbow 

Room, society's skyscraper citadel, 
the name of Al Donahue had been 
synonymous with soft, soothing 
dance music. But Mr, and Mrs. 
Radio Listener rarely tuned him 
into their loudspeaker. 

The tall, thin Irish maestro was 
ever welcomed when lavish Long 
Island estates tossed their week
long parties. Yet he couldn't fill a 
ballroom in Shamokin, Pa. 

Though social secretaries held his 
name high on the list when planning 
swank functions, AI's phonograph 
records collected dust in music 
stores, as the customers scrambled 
for the more democratic disks of 
Miller and Duchin. 

To most of us, Al Donahue's music 
was farther away than an invitation 
to sit in the Met's diamond horse
shoe with the Astors. 

Then late last year, the 3B-year
old bandsman turned his broad 
back on the so-called smart set, 
after receiving their polite plaudits 
ever since he left his home in 
Dorchester, Mass., more than a 
decade ago. 

• left, a top. hot maestro who ploys 
low-down rhythm-AI Donohue. Right, 
his pretty singer, Margie Stuart. 

AI quietly announced his decision 
to his lovely. blonde wife, the 
former Frederika Gallatin, of the 
SQ.cially prominent banking family. 

"I'm fed up with this society 
music," he said determinedly. 
"Hereafter I'm going to please the 
masses instead of the classes." 

Frederika interrupted breath
lessly. "When are you going to 
chanle, AI?" 

"As soon as I finish my present 
engagement at the Rainbow Room." 
He hesitated a moment as if to pre
pare his wife for another shock. 
Then he continued, "As a matter of 
fact if you come to Manhattan 
Beach tomorrow you can heal' my 
new band-and honey, it's hot!" 

Frederika went to the sprawling 
seaside spot in Brooklyn. All around 
her were bathers rocking back and 
fOI·th to the solid swing. Like a 
rhythmic Dr. Jekyll, AI returned, a 
bit sheepishly, that night to the 
Rainbow Room for one of his last 
appearances as a society maestro. 

Today the band has j}.lst returned 
from a successful tour of one night 
stands. Plans were being set for a 
lengthy stay in New York where 
there would be an abundancy of 
network wires. 

I asked Al to define "society 
music" and why he decided to 
change musical oars in midstream. 

"A society band is strictly for 

society people. They rarely use ar
rangements. The band is chiefly 
concel'l1ed with rhythm and melody 
and not at all intel'ested in such ex
citing things as color, va dation, and 
style that a real musician likes to 
bring out. Do you know that a 
society band can play for more than 
thirty minutes without once using 
a special orchestration?,' 

With that type of set-up Al em
ployed a small brass section and 
three violins. Now the violins have 
been diminated, including his own, 
and there are four saxes. three 
trumpets, and three tmmbones in 
addition to the rhythm section. 

A L'S shrewd business acumen also 
J-'\. was instrumental in his making 
the change. He knew that as a 
society bandleader, engagements in 
ballrooms and theaters were denied 
him. Then, too, his lucrative side 
practise of booking bands on cruise 
boats, was brutally hit by the war. 

With his new band, Al gets $1,500 
for a college date. His recOI'd sales 
for Vocalion have increased almost 
100 per cent. 

It wasn't by choice that the 
brown-haired creator of "Low 
Down Rhythm in a Top Hat," was 
labeled a society maestro. To put 
himself through Boston University 
law school, Al played violin in a 
flock of Boston bands. One night a 
hooker spotted the handsome young 
fiddler. 

"Listen, kid, why don't you whip 
your own (Continued on page 76) 
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By KATE SMITH 
RADIO MIRROR'S FOOD COUNSELLOR 

• Kote Smith. in the General Foods 
Kitchen, where t he wonderful recipes 
received in the contest were tested. 

THE great day has arrived! In 
other wOl'ds, the RADIO MIRROR 
Cooking Corner Recipe Contest 

has ended; the entries have all been 
checked and tabulated and we are 
happy to bring to you the names of 
the winners. together with the 
recipes which won the first, second 
and third awards. 

It has been a task, although a 
most delightful one, to decide on 
the winners from among the many 
hundreds of recipes submitted
recipes for entrees and for desserts, 
for soups, salads and vegetables. 
However, this difficult business of 
judging has been facilitated for 

your editors by the splendid co
operation of the General Foods 
Corporation, which generously of
fered us the help and advice of its 
trained dietitians in making our 
selections, and turned over to us its 
beautiful up-to-date experimental 
kitchens for testing each recipe 
selected. 

Throughout the contest one im
portant truth has stood out. That is 
that you all, everyone of you, are 
cooking not only with your hands 
but with your minds and hearts as 
well, using your ingenuity to create 
new and appetizing dishes, cherish
ing with pride recipes which have 
been handed down for generations 
from mother to daughter. 

Yes. the contest has been a great 
success, and now. with our thanks 
to those of you who particip2ted in 
this success, and our felicitations to 
the winners, we present the recipes 
which merited our first, second and 
third awards. 

I am sorry that we have space 
here for only these three recipes, 
but during the coming months we 
shall bring you other winning 
recipes,t Just think of it-some day 
you n)ay sit down to a soup from 
Maini, an entree from Dixie and a 
dessert from California-and all 
because of the interest you have 
shown in our Cooking Cornel' 
Contest! 

$50 FIRST PRIZE 
{Won by Carmel ita Paredes from 

Joe-han. Calif.) 

Cocka Leekie Soup 
1 doz. leeks 
2 stalks celery 
1 carrot 
1 oz. butter 

l'"h qts. chicken broth 
1 cup cooked chicken, diced 

Salt and pepper to taste 
1 egg yolk 

Wash and trim the leeks and cut 
them into half- inch pieces, dis
carding roots and tops. Chop celery 
and carrot fine, then fry slowly, 
being careful to avoid burning. with 
the leeks, in the butter. When 
brown, add chicken broth and diced 
chicken and simmer, covered, for 
two hours. Beat the egg yolk, 
blend with a little of the hot broth 
and add egg mixture, with salt and 
pepper to taste, to soup. Serve im
mediately. Makes six to eight good 
portions. 

$25 SECOND PRIZE 
{Won by M". W. McKe nna of Milton, Mosl.) 

Orange Chiffon Dessert 
3 eggs 

1h cup sugar 
Pinch salt 

'"h cup orange juice 

LIsten to Kate SmUll's day-time tolb Mondor t"rol/gll FrIday at 

• Cocko leekie Soup-it's a meal in itself
with plenty of diced chicken and sweet leeks. 

• Orange Chiffon Dessert will delight every
one and toke core of the left-over sponge coke. 
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• Mrs. Eleanor Roosevelt as she chats 
informally every Tuesday and Thursday 
at I: 15 P.M., over the NBC·Red network . 

• Right, Mr. and Mrs. Don Ameche dine 
at Giro's. It may be their lost night out 
until the expected new Ameche arrives. 

;t?" Ot:Jlt:ldt By DAN SENSENEY 

A whole month ahead of the baby's 
arrival they moved into a new and 
larger apartment; Bill must be 
figuring on giving his first - born 
plenty of room for vocalizing in 
preparation for a possible radio 
future. 

• • • 
Deanna Durbin's movie bosses, 

Universal Pictures, are denying 
vigorously the rumor that Deanna 
has signed a contract with the 
Metropolitan Opera Company, as 
printed here last month. 

• • • 
CHARLOTTE, N. C.-A voice and 

an appearance that go together like 
corn beef goes with cabbage make 
up the personality of Bill Bivens, 
ace WBT announcer. The voice is a 
rich baritone, the appearance is 
husky, handsome and cheerful, and 
together they bring pleasure to 
many a WBT listener, Besides his 
air duties, Bill is in frequent de
mand for personal appearances. 

It's only 25 years since Bill was 
born in Wadesboro, North Carolina, 
but out of those 25 years more than 
a dozen have been spent in radio, 
When he was only thirteen he 
owned and operated his own radio 
station W4BCW, and he wasn't 
much older when he landed a job as 
actor on WRBU, in the nearby town 
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of Gastonia. Before coming to WBT 
i1"\ 1937 he worked for WFBC in 
Greenville, South Carolina, and for 
WJSV in Washington (where, in
cidentally, he was called "Baby 
Bill," a name certainly inspired by 
his youth rather than his size, since 
he's s.ix feet tall and broad-shoUl
dered). 

A( WBT he announces many spe
cial events, and also is master of 
ceremonies on his own sponsored 
farm program. In his spare time he's 
a true outdoorsman. An excellent 
shot, he likes to hunt, and knows 
so much about firearms that his 
friends have turned him into an 
amateur gunsmith. Fishing, camp
ing, and all sorts of outdoor life 
appeal to him. He even has a dog 
that's a college graduate-a setter 
that he sent as a puppy to a dog 
training college in Georgia. The 
training course took eight months, 
but then the dog was given a real 
diploma, with ribbons, tp prove that 
he's one of the best-trained hunting 
dogs in Carolina. 

Bill isn't superstitious, which he 
proves by putting on a special 
broadcast whenever Friday the 
thirteenth rolls around, In front of 
the microphone he breaks mirrors, 
walks under ladders, lets black cats 
cross his path, steps on sidewalk 

• Irene Rich. dar of Glorious 
One, mokes friends with a colt on 
the famous W, K. Kellogg Ranch. 

cracks-and gets big heaps of fan 
mail. 

His popularity on the air keeps 
him busy filling personal appear
ance en- (Continued on page 74) 
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By GEORGE 
Llsh n to FlsJl'er Monday. We dnesday 
Gild Frldoy afternoon as w ell II'S 011 
Soturdoy 1119111 ov. r 'li e Mutual ".twor •. 

DICK POWELL, at this late 
stage, is just beginning to 
tnke piano lessons. " I 've faked 

playing a piano so many times in 
pictures," he told me, "that I de
cided to try to learn how to play 
one." Dick's return to the air, I am 
happy to say. has given him a new 
lease on his screen life. He's just 
completed "I Want a Divorce," and 
goes right into "New Yorker." 

o 0 0 

The real reason Rudy Vallee is 
promoting that new Pirate's Den 
Night Club in Hollywood is to pay a 
debt of gratitude to Don Dickerman, 
who will manage it. As owner of 
the famous Heigh Ho Club in New 
York, Dickerman gave Vallee his 
start ten years ago. It was there 
Rudy climbed to fame as a band 
leader and crooner. It was at the 
Heigh Ho Club that Rudy originated 
the famous salutation "Heigh-ho 
everybody." So you can see that it's 
true that Rudy never forge ts a 
friend. Dickerman had been play
ing extra par'ts in motion pictures, 
when Rudy aCcidentally ran into 
him at a night club. Rudy personally 
solicited such stars as Bing Crosby, 
Fred MacMurray, Errol Flynn, Bob 
Hope, Johnny Weismuller and 
others to lend their financial sup
port by going into the club as 
partners with him. The kitty holds 
a nifty $75.000 to make certain it 
will be a success. 

o 0 0 

Does rad io develop new stars? 
Bob Hope answered that question 
on his recent personal appearance 
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• There's a story behind Rudy Vallee's inte rest in the Pirate's Den 
Night Club in Hollywood, Above, with some of his helpmates in cos
tume, Rudy, Bob Hope, Ken Murray, Tony Martin, Jimmie Fidler on floor. 

tour. Last season, he took only 
Jerry Colonna of his radio show 
with him on personal appearances. 
This season he also took along an
nouncer Bill Goodwin and Brenda 
and Cobina, The popularity of the 
girls and of the announcer-turned
comic had shown such a sensational 
rise with radio fans from coast to 
coast that Hope decided to capital
ize on it. He did-Hope broke box 
office re£Ords from coast to coast. 

o 0 0 

Mar l Martin, who pulled that 
surprise marriage to Dick Halliday 
without telling a soul, except her 
mother, is a bride with three wed
ding rings. The first one was a 
friendship ring with two clasped 
hands. The Hallidays didn't like it 
well enough, so they went out and 
bought a big, elaborate one, It was 
too heavy for Ma l'y to weal'. The 
only answer was dng number three, 
which Mary does like. The fIrst to 
wire her felicitations was the 
original daddy of the New York 
show that made her famous. Eddie 
Robbins. "I thought." wailed the 
daddy her heart belonged to, "that 
you were going to wait for me," 

o 0 0 

Irene Rich, who is definitely 
through with "ingenue" parts both 
on her broadcasts and in motion 
pictUres, did more good £01' herself 
than even she expected. The 
Crossley rating of her show zoomed 
to a new h igh. Her fIlm role of an 

Aryan mothe r of two in the Nazi 
picture, "Morta l Storm" for Metro
Goldwyn- Mayer won the applause 
of no less a personage than Louis 
B. Mayer, "After aU," says Irene, 
"why shouldn't I be able to play 
mother roles? Didn't I raise two 
kids myself?" Irene's two "kids" are 
Frances, an expert sculptress, and 
J ane, happily married. 

o 0 0 

Some whisper columns ago we 
told you to expect to hear Shirley 
Temple on the radio following her 
sudden departure from pictures. 
This prediction was scoffed at by 
Shirley's mother, who flatly reCused 
to admit Shirley's exit from 20th 
Century-Fox and her eventual ap
pearance in radio. But, as pre
dicted, Shirley will be on the a ir 
and most likely the moppet will be 
heard along with your regular radio 
diet come Michaelmas. Shirley's in
vasion of the ethel' waves is a little 
late. Foul' pictures ago (1 938) 
Shirley could have received as high 
as $25,000 for a single broadcast. 
Now she will pl'Obably s ign for 26 
radio appearances for the same sum. 
Shirley's broadcasts undoubtedly 
will have a bearing upon her future 
film box-office draw. But whatever 
her film future, you can depend on 
Santa Claus to bring Shirley to 
your house on Christmas eve, and 
not through the ch imney. 

o 0 0 

The portable radio has fina lly 
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MONDAY'S HIGHLIGHTS 

• Paul Sullivan, newscaster-he's On CBS lonighl. 

Tune-In Bulle tin fo r Jul)' " 8, 15 and 22 1 

July I: 60b Hope', ocheduled to 
The Empire Race Track open, 
e.ci tement_ 

be lanight's 
todoy, ond 

guast .tar on the C8S lux Theatre . . .. 
NBC ond M BS bolh will broodcost the 

July 8: Say goad-bye tonighl to the LUl Theatre-it bows out for the summer. 
July IS: The Oemocratic Convenlion really gel$ into its stride todoy. with all the 

speaker. lodeying around to do their .Iuff at night, when more people will be 
listening.. ,For a relief from orotory. hare's a suggestion: The Telephone Hour, 
with Jam" Mellon and Francio While, on NBC-Red at 8:00. 

July 22: Two networks----CBS and Mutual-are bringing you 0 de.cription of the Public 
Links Chompion.hip Golf ploy today. 

ON THE AIR TONIGHT: Paul Sullivan, 
newscasler, in three broadcasts-b:30 P.M . 
E.O.S.T., 5: 15, C .S.T., and 9:00, P.S.T. The 
Mountain Time slate. loke the losl brood_ 
co.I . Paul', sponsored by Raleigh Cigo· 
reftes . 

There's a differance of opinion obout 
the excellence of Pou!'s broadcosh-a dif_ 
ference that he ought to know aboul. Too 
many people obled ~iolently to his man
nered, rather affected way of talking. He 
phrases his .entences carefully, .nding 
each phrase with on upword lift of the 
~aice-as if he were uncomforlobly can
Icious tho! million. of people ora lislening 
to every word he speaks. Maybe this 
doesn't bother you. Moybe it shouldn't 

• bolher onyone, since t he ne .... he bring. 
you i. al ... ays COne i.e and complete, ond 
that'. the main thing in a newscaster. 

Paul's tag-line, "Good night and_lhir_ 
Iy," has pra~oked plenty of comment 
among Ii.teners too. Most people do,,'t 
kfto ...... hat it meon., ond il irritates them. 
He has received letters a.king him ... hat 
he meant by "Cerly." .. Curtoin .... "Cer_ 
toin," "Oirty," "Gerty," and "10:30." The 
truth is that "Thirty" i. simply the new._ 
papermon's woy of ... r iling "the end." It 
originated with telegraph operators, who 
u.e the symbol to indicate t he end of a 
di.patch. 

Poul work. d up to net ... ark rodio entirely 
through local broodca.ting. When he ... 0. 
an undergraduate ot the Benton College 
of Low in St. Louis, in No~ember, 1931. 

he quit fo r financiol reaSon. and applied 
at KMOX for a job as on annoUncer. He 
passed hi. audition but did n't get the job 
becouse they hod all the a nnouncers they 
needed at the .Iotion . Before that, Paul 
had been a bank clerk, timekeeper a nd 
cha uffeur, in jabs that neve r 10.led more 
than t hree months. 

l .... o ... . eks afte r hi. audition at KMOX 
Ihey hired him, and from there he .... enl 
to stolion. in Springfield, II linoi., Cincin_ 
nati and Laui.ville. In the latter city he 
gained .uch fame as a ne .... co.ter thot 
hi. 'ponsor. put him on the network. 

Just after he'd signed the controe! for 
his network programs, 10.1 fan, Po ul de· 
cided Ihat he ... anted to go 10 Europe. 
It made no diffe rence that thou.ands of 
Americans in Europe Iud then were .lroin· 
ing every ner~e to get home. With Mrs. 
Sullivan, he boarded the Clipper and 
landed in Ireland on the day England 
declored ... or On Germany. 

Flying is Poul '. principol hobby. He gal 
hi, biggest flying Ihrill ... hen, piloting a 
plane alone, h. thought he wos going to 
foint . He didn't know ... hol to do about 
it, and tried getting hi. head between 
hi, knee. to re.tare circulation, but the 
quort . rs were too cramped for that. While 
he "'0. doing th is the plone ju.t flew ihelf. 
Finally he reolized he ... asn'l reony going 
to faint, and fie ... slraight for a field about 
five mile. a ... ay, londing ... hile.foced but 
intact. Th. e.perience didn't .core him off 
flying, though, and he ha, ten solo hours. 

SAY HELLO TO 
BARBARA FULL.ER-one of radio's most odroit "quick
change art ists," w ho skips from the role of Peg Foirchild 
in Stepmother to thot of Yerno in ROlld of Life, and then 
to Bllrbllra Calkins in Scatter900d Boine s, 011 in line do)'. 
It's ellS), for Bllrbllra, becouse she' , been workin9 in front 
of the microphone s ince she Will eleven. She studie, sing" 
in9, loves liv ing in 0 cit)', ond her nicilnllme il "SlIrdy." 
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TUESDAY'S HIGHLIGHTS, 

.Julio SOnd. IIOn ond Fronk Crumil-righl-ond two contedonts, 

Tun.·ln Bull.tln fa!' July 2, 9, 16 and 231 

July 2: Two new prog,om.lor you to listen 10 thi •• ~.ning-Mered"h Will.on'. oreh .. "o, 
Kay St. G .. moin and Roy H.nd'iekl in 0 ~ori.t¥ show, taking o~.r Fibber McGee'. 
IPOt on NBC·Red 01 ':30 ... and Tomm¥ DOII'y'. orchedro pinch.hitting 01 10:00 
o~er the lome netwo,k whae Bob Hop. 10k" 0 lummer r .. t .... NBC brood cos" 
tonight', fight belw .. " Tony Golenlo and Mo. Bo.r 01 J .... y City. 

July': Big .~.nh in IPOrt. ond mu.ic. Th. AU·Sto' Bo .. boll Gom. COmU I'om St. 
louis on 011 netwo.k., and l orry Clinlon and hi. orchtllro open tonight 01 M.odow. 
b,ook, broodcoding O~'r NBC and MBS. 

July 16: Ho .... you notic.d thai By Kolhl .. n Norri. (th. CUff.nt .. rial dory;, "My.lery 
Hou .. ") hOi mo~ed 10 NBC.R.d at 10:45 A.M.? 
July 23: Mol HolI.H ond hi, orch"t.o op.n at K.nnywood POlk, Pitt,burgh, o"d 

you can h.or Ih.m on NBC. 

ON THE AIR TONIGHT: Botti. of the 
Se,", .Iorring Fronk ClUmil and Julio 
Sondeflon, ,pon.ored by 1<04011. 5ho~ing 
Cream, and h.ord on NBC·R.d 01 ':00. 
with a rebroodcod 10 Ihe Pocific Cood 
at B:30, P.S.T. 

Don'l b. d.eei~.d by Ih. till •. Th"e', 
no boHle h.re, olthough t.om, 01 m.n 
ond wom.n line up 10 .. e ... hich ,e' kno ... , 
the 0". ...... to th, mo.t quulionl. Actuolly 
it's a qui. ,haw in which Julio and Fronk 
do th,ir but 10 h.lp .och .id •. And if 
there i. 0 bottle, it'. olmo.t 0 draw. In 
the 87 broodco.ts ,inee Ihe Ihow first went 
on the oir S.plember 20, l'l8, the m.n 

... ho~. won 45 ond the wom.n 42. On poinh 
" the men hov. onother .moll l.od, 11,478 

10 11.415. Maybe the reO'On iI' •• 0 clOI. 
i. that Julio and Fronk are both .0 good· 
natured. 1/ they think a quulion i. too 
hard Ih.y·1I hinl and hint until the cOn. 
le.tonl gueu .. il. And th.y·re olwoYI 
coreful not to olk ony penonol queslion. 
Or qu .. lionl wl·tich mighl llir lip troubl. 
in Ih. hom. and eou .. 0 reol bottl. 01 
the '''". 

Fronk ond Julio ore on. of Ih. IIag.', 
mo.t hoppily marri.d coupl". Thol they'" 
On the oir .~ery Tuesday i. a lurp.i" to 
Ihem both, becouse bock in 1928 they 
bought a house near Springfi.ld, 10.10 .... 
optimi.'icolly coiled it "Olln.ovin." and 
d.cid.d to reti" Irom theot.ical lif •. Julio 
woo to k.ep hou ... ond Fronk wo' fo 10k. 
thing, eOIY ond b. a bond lole'mon on 
the .id •. just to giv. him .om.thing to 

do. Julio d',co .... red that ,h. didn't milch 
like to cook. and Fronk fOllnd out h. 
cOllldn't .. II U. S. Treo.ury bond. to S.c. 
retory Morg.nthou-not that h. ever tried, 
bllt h. kn.w h. couldn·t. Th.y go~. up 
th.i. ideo of r.tiring and .... nt on the air. 

Th.y .til! live at "Dllnro ... in," comin9 to 
New York ..... ry week for th. progrom. 
U.uolly Ih.y arrive on 1<o40ndoy, to ho~. a 
night in town for a .how or oth ... nter_ 
toinm.nt. Early Tuesday ..... ning they COm. 
to the stlldio and go over the one long 
api'ce which th.y ling on the .how, but 
tho!". 011 Ih. "h,orsing Ih.y do, unl.n 
YOll cOllnl 0 porty Solurdoy ni9ht at ... hich 
th.y trv out quellion, from the coming 
week', .cript on th ,ir gUilts. ill" to .ee 
how eo.y Or hord Ih,y ore. 

If yOIl were 0 cont .. lant on Ih, Bottle 
01 the S .... VOII'd g.t lip on 0 1109' and 
ho~e 0 plocord with VOllr nOm. print.d 
on it hung around your n.d. Thil i, ,0 
Fronk and Julio won 'l 9.1 110m .. mi .. d 
lip. Contesting leom. are oft.n chosen 
from group, which ore .uppo .. d to hov. 
o nolurol rivotry--rnoid. and bult"I, 
bo .... ond .. cretorie., men and wom'n 
.mploy ... 01 th •• om. compony. coUe9' 
boy> ond COIl'9' 9i.I •. ond '0 On. Molh ... 
and IOn. wer. 011 the .how onc., and 
Fronk and Julio thought the contest wOllld 
b. t.rrific, but it turned out to b. a flop. 
Th.y war. giving owoy walch .. for priz .. 
and the molh .. , were 011 '0 on.iou. to 
ha~. Ih.;r ,on .... in that they delib .. ately 
gov. the wrong on,w" •. 

SAY HELLO TO 
• KAY ST. GERMAIN-who . ingl tonight 0" Meredith WII. 

10"" variety mulco! I how, which is toki"g the ploc. of 
Fibb.r McGe. and Molly for the lummer. Kay began h.r 
car.er with A ... on W .. kI, after IIIcceedi"g in on aud'lio" 
which ' he took only because h.r fri e nd. at the Unive"ity 
of California saId sh.'d ".II.r dar •. Kay was bor" in North 
Dakota I" 1915, and 'rove l,d extensively in South America 
and Europe wllh her pare"h when .he woo a child. Eve" 
Ih.n ,he liked to ling. 5h. hos beautiful dark brow" hair 
and green eY'I, w.lgh, 128 poundl, and once wal !'umored 
e"gog.d ta Edgar Berg,n-bllt that seems all aver "ow. 

IM"'O .... 0 TEl.KV1SI0:< MIRROR 



You're a very Different Girl-lIltt!er tbe Stlll1111er Still 

-and you need a different Shade of Powder! 
r -AND WHEN YOU'RE CHOOSING IT } 
t BE VERY CERTAIN THAT IT CONTAINS NO GRIT ,/--'--::-:5::::;;:::" 

1. O ilY by day, the summer sun is 
ch:mgi ng the tones of your skin! 
Arc you still using the face powder 
that went with last winter's c\"c
fling gownl Then , says Lady 
Esther, you are innocently wast
ing your lo\'e1iness! It's importa nt 
to ch:mge to a summer slude that 
will harmonize with you r skin (IS it 
is today-and to select a powder 
that contains no Kril. 

2. Many It romanC .. rushes in a dose-up and 
many a girl can justly blame her face powder. 
Get the right shade (I'll help you) but be sure 
that the powder won't givt you a "powdery" 
look. Be sure tha t it is free from grit. 

\ 

3. Mak .. my "Bite T u t" I Put a 
pinch of your present powder between 
your tuth. M:ake lure your teeth :are 
ev~n, then grind slowly. If your powder 
contains grit, your teeth instantly de
tect it. But how easily Lady Esther 
Powder pas!ts this same Ilsl! Your teeth 
will find IW gril! 

Are you using the WRONG SHADE for Summer? 

Thousands of women unknowingly 
wea r the wrong shade of face powder in 
the summer~a powder shade that was 
all right for March, perhaps, but is all 
wrong for J uly! 

For in summer, the sun haschanged your 
skin tones-and you need a new shade 
that will glorify your skin as it is Uxi.ay. 

So lady Esther says : Mail me the cou
pon and I will send you ten glorious 

LADY ESTHER 

shades of my grit-free powder. Try them 
all !-c\'ery one. T hat is the way-and the 
only way to discover which is most glam
orous for you this summer! Perhaps it 
will be Champagne Rachel, perha ps 
Peach Rachel, perhaps Rose Brunette. 

So find the right shade of my grit-free 
powder-the lucky shade for you, out of 
this glorious collection of ten, and you 
will look younger, lovelier-you will be 
really in tune with life. 

FACE POWDER 

4. Lady Esther Face Powder is smooth 
why, it dings for four full houl'$. Put it on :after 
dinner, !ay at eight, and at midnight it will still 
be flattering your skin. No harsh, "powderyH 
look will spoil your moments of magic. 

* 10 shades free! * 
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WEDNESDAY'S HIGHLIGHTS 

• Helen WO'en, Eri~ Rolf and Porker Fennelly of Prairie Folks 

Tlln.· ln Blille tin for June 26, July J, 10, 17 and 241 

June 2b: If. goodbye for the summer to two top progrom. tonight: Fred Allen ond 
C~o.le. Boyer on NBC·Red. 

July]: Lou Abbott ond Bud Costello, comedions, tol:e over Fred Allen's time tonight 
-NBC·Red a t 9:00. AI.o on the pcogrom is Benoy Venuto, one of the better song' 
.tresse... Goil Poge ond Jim Ameche a" the .to," of the Hollywood Ployhou .. , 
NBC·Red ot B:oo, beginning tonight . 

July to, CBS has on inleresting .u.loining program on at -4:00 Ihi. afternoon. It'. 
coiled Lectu.e HolI, ond pruenh upe,ls talking on va.iou •• ubjects, 

July 17: Not a fight fan in the country will miss Ii.tening to NBC ond Bill Siern tonigh l, 
for logeth .. they're broadcasting Ihe meeting of LOll Jenkills, li ghtweight chomp, 
and Henry Armllrong, welterweight chomp, 

July 2-4: For fifteen minute. of the be.t kind of vocal mu.ic, you COli" beat Lonny 
Ron, CBS 01 7:15, 

ON THE AIR TONIGHT: Proiri, Folk., 0 

new kind of serial drama, on NBC. Blue 
!ollight 01 8:00, E,D,S.T, 

Every now and then this departmellt 
likes 10 poinl out a progrom to you Ihol 
you might miss if you werell't lold obout 
it. Prairie Folh i, thai kind of a .how, II 
doesn'l get much bollyhoo, becou .. it i.n't 
sponsored ond it ha.n'l been on the oi. 
very long-but you'n-find il'. very much 
worth list,ning 10. 

11'. about leHle .. in Minnesoto in the 
1870' •. Lynne Thompson. the young Min. 
nesoto woman who write. the .criph .• oy. 
thai oN the chorocters are fictionol. but 
the .. .f,nts 01 the sto.y are baled on fact. 
AcI\.lfllly, Linden, the town of the .odio 
.e'iol. i. patterned after Miss Thompson'. 
OWn home town of Windom, Cottonwood 
Counly. Minnesolo; ond Willow Loke Form. 
01, 0 mentioned in the .cripl. i. reolly on 
old 'orm ot Fi.h Lake. neOr Windom, Thi, 
curious midure 01 foct and fiction ke.p. 
the p. ople 01 the reol Cottonwood Counly 
Ii.lening ond arguing. trying 10 thinl what 
real p .. "on. Min Thompson hod in mind 
when .he created her cho,oct .... , 

The cost 01 P'ai,ie Fall:. i, one Of rodio's 
best. Erik Rolf, who ploys the leading role 
of Torwold Niel.on, head of t he Danish 
family which seilies ill li nden, i. a Mill' 
ne.olon himself. He ', not Doni.h, though, 
bul Norwegion. and his real nOm .. is Rolf 
Mogel ... n Ylvi.o~ .. r. You cOn see why h. 
~honged it 'or .odia. The distingyished 

slog. ,lor, Morri. Cornovs~y, ploys Adorn 
Bossell. Ihe banker whos. hobby" op.n. 
ing up new trocls of land in the W .. st, 
You've seen him in the movin, in "Th. 
l ife of Emit, Zolo" ond other fil m •. 

O ne of radio', b .. " diol .. ct uperh is in 
Proiri, Folks-Por~ er Fenn.lly. who ploy. 
Smiley. You know Porker best o. One of 
Ihe "down.Eost .... " in t he Snow Villo g. 
Sketch ... Hi, specialty is rll rol dialect , 
Helen Woren, who i. Mrs , Niel.on. won 
this leading port in competit ion with mo ny 
01 radio', .. tobli. h.d ocf'.lIes. It'. ~.r 
very first rodia iob. olld g.h her cOreer 
off to 0 flying ,to.t. 

The olh .. r regulor members of the cod 
are Cliff Corpent.r as Curlis Boss,tt, 
Kingsr . y Colto ll as the Niel,on', ,on, Hon,i, 
N.II Conve .. e as Eldoro Wilkins, Joe H .. I· 
gesen [another native Minnsolo") ond 
Josephin. Fox o. Mr. and Mrs, Arne 
And.... ond P.I. r Murphy and Fronc. , 
Cheney 0, the comicol ,.ttlers, the Jock· 
.ons, 

NBC i. giving Prai rie Folk. all the good 
thing. it con in the way of production ond 
background, An Arch Oboler·trailled man, 
Jo.eph Thompson [no relation to the Oy· 
thor of the progrom), is Ih .. direelor. ond 
he', incorporoting mony of Arch'. id.os 
inlo hi, p •••• nt o .. ignm.nl. A full.,i r .. d 
orchestro ynde, the direction of Josef 
Honti ploy. bockground mu.ic tho t ho. 
been specially composed la, the progrom 
by Tom Ben Mil. 

SAY HELLO TO 
MARY JANE HIGBY-who WOI a child Itar in Hollywood 
and ploy. Jaon DO'l' b on the CBS leriol, When a Girl Mar· 
ries. Ma ry Jone wa s born in St. la"is , Mo .• b"t at the og_ 
af fi ve w a s taken to Hollywood by her fath e r, who wo. on 
odor. She ployed in the films for three ye ars before she 
dec ided . he wonte d to become a conce rt pioni". This am
bit ion 10l t e d until she WOI sideen, when I he changed 
her mind again ond we llt back to a cting. In 1937 she 
came to New York. WOJ idl e- for jUit two days, and got 0 
job on a C8S IInJponsared program, gaill9 from that to the 
le ad in today's serial Ihaw. She 's blonde and unmarried. 

MOIO ",00 'Jno:YISlo>< MIRROR 



Test your Hollywood Knowledge. • • 

She can't sit down I Movie stars rest by reclining against 
padded leaning-boards .. . to avoid wrinkled skirts. And to avoid 
"tell. tale" bulges, glamorous women of Hollywood do just what 
mQS/ American women do ... choose Kotex sanitary napkins! 
For Kotex bas fl at, form - fitti ng ends that never show ... the 
way 6tubby.end napkins do. 

It's nip and tuck to make the stars took slim ... for tbe 
camera adds pounds to their appearance! So costume designers 
use folds instead of bunchy gathers. To avoid bunchiness 
Kotex also is made in soft folds, (with more absorbent material 
where needed ... less where it isn't). This explains why Kotex 
is less bulk, than pads having loose, wadded fillers! 

Save your sympathy I That skyline is a painted backdrop 
... that parapet only thi rty inches off the studio floor I For 
safety of the stars is of major impor tance to movie makers. And 
your safety is of major importance to the makers of Kotex l 
That's why a moisture - resistant "protedion ' panel" is placed 
between the soft folds of every Kotex pad. 

In Hollywood - as elsewhere - stockings come in 3 different 
lengtlfs ... And Kotex in 3 different sizes: Junior-Regtllar
Supe.-! So you can get a size that's exactly r ight for you! (Or 
you can vary the pad to suit different days!) Get Kotex in all 
3 sizes this month . . _ and treat yourself to honest·to-goodness 
comfort! Why not? AII3 sizes self/or the same low price! 

"You scarcely know you're wearing J}g!~,KU 
• FEEL ITS NEW SOfTNE SS • • • PROV E ITS NE W SAFETY _ •. COMPARE ITS NEW flATTER ENDS 

AVCt/ST. 1940 47 



CLUB 

", .. "!'."'C .. 'ho S tO.m 

" 

" 

Sun".~ 
., E, ... St ... . 

C. n bo 8 ..... "", 
, M ... f". D. R~o .... 11 

'" 

L ... . n~. Jon •• 

You ng Wi ...... B . ... n 

Lito CO" b. B .... tllu' 

Kon. nborn 

48 

THURSDAY'S HIGHLIGHTS 

• Parl$ John.a" inter"iew. Paul Reve re" greot·greal-greot·gronddoughl". 

T"ne_l n BuUetin for June 27, July 4, 11, 1B and 251 

June 27: M"tual braodco.t. the Diamond Stoke. lace from Delawale Pork at 5:15 Ihi. 
afternoon. 

July 4: Of cOu"e you'll all be out celebrating Independ ence Doy today (and it' • 
• omelhing to ce l.brole IhonHlllly, this year) bul don·I fo. gel radio ho. its enterloin
menl to offer you too. All Ihe nelworks have .pec;ol holiday brood ca.". 

July II: Woody Hermon and hi. orche.l<a close their engagem ent at the W .. twood 
Gorden lonight. You 've been hearing them Over NBC. 

July 18: There·. not a great deal of classical mu.ic on the air in summer, so it might 
be a good id ea to colch lonighf. conce,I of the Toronlo Symphony, on NBC.Blue. 

July 25: FOl a program Ihol will keep you e.ciled and gueuing-liden to I Love a 
My.lery, on NBC·Red at 8:30. 

ON TH E AIR TONIGHT: Vox Pop, "arring 
Parks J ohn.on and Wally Butterworth. on 
CBS at 7:30, E.O.S.T. , .pOMored by Ken_ 
tudy Club Smobng Tobacco. 

Pork. and Wally don't milch like 10 have 
Vox Pop "Ierred 10 a. a '·qllil·' p.ogrom, 
and you can hardly blame Ihem, there are 
10 many quiues on the air. On Vox Pop 
it doe.n 'I mott ' r whether an interviewee 
o",we" a question correctly at nol; he 
or .he .Iill gets a ",adage 01 ",ipe to· 
bacco or cigar.ttes. A. a matte r 01 foci, 
Porh and Wally dan', know. Ihem.elves. 
Ihe on,we" to half the quesl'on. they o.k. 
For lam a time Parks ho. be. n waiting 10 
find a IIe"ograph,r who can t. lI him Ihe 
Jongesl word thai can be form ed from Ih. 

"Iette" on the top letter row 01 Ihe Iyp._ 
I writ". He i. n'l .ure. but he think, Ihe 

word i. Iypewriter Or proprietor. 
Vox Pop (it mu.I be Ih. only program 

on the air with a Latin nome: .hort for 
vox populi, "Ihe voic. of the peopls' ·) 
got it. start e long lime ogo-I932, a ' 
KTRH, HOUllon, Texo •. It got along right 
well down Iher. , and we. brought to New 
York o. a .ummer replacement show in 
1935. Parks John.on. one 01 the origino
to .. , came wilh it , and .till .hi~ . .. when 
h. remembe rs Ih. finl N,w York brood_ 
cosl. "We were jusl a couple of country 
boys," he .oys, '·ond we were $Cored of 
... hat .ome 01 Ihe ... mart N.w Yorken 
mighl lay 10 u' . So we broadcast Ih. fint 
lime Irom Columbu. Circl., kee",ing tha .it. 01 the .how a .!rict .ecret i~ advance. 
W e thowght the sole.1 b. t wa. taking 

p.opl. a. th . y come withoul drawing any 
who come reod y to slump u •. " 

They ... ere comfort.d by the way N.w 
York ... onsw". d the question, ·'Wh.re il 
Singopore 7'· It look leven weeh 10 find 
.omeon. who kn.w tha correci onlw". 

Parks and Wally log elh" dig up the 
question. they o.k. Porh get. his by read. 
ing ne .... pap." and mago.ines, and claim. 
that just Ih. ods in on. maga.ine will give 
him enough quedions 10 lost ,everal we.h. 

Occasionally they hove trouble with Ih. 
p.ople Ihey bring to the microphone. 
One. a brig hi youflg man o.k.d to go on 
the air, and Parks brought him up to Ihe 
mike. Bul ju.t a. th . int""iew began, 
.omething warned Porh, and he .hov.d the 
young man a ... ay, clopping a hand over 
Ih. microphon • . Whil. Wally took over 
with the ned inlerv;ew Ih. young man 
.Iarled to laugh. " How did you catch 
on7" he a.ked. '"I'm" Communist and I 
wa' just going to .pill a lood of it 01'1 the 
air." 

Another t ime, when Wolly fini.hed On 
inte","w and hand ed the inlervie .. ee a 
packag e of tobacco, Ihe man remarked, 
''I'm a Mormon miuionory and I don'l 
.mok. -bul I'll lake it anyway. I hear this 
kind of lobocco i. very good for .ick 
cottl.: · Wally hudled him away from Ihe 
mike in a hurry. 

Parks and Wally are bolh married, and 
liv. practically ned door to .ach other in 
Gr.ol N.ck, Long 1.land. Porh, who j. 
the eld" of the two, ho. two children, 
B, tty, 18, and 8ill , 16. 

SAY HELLO TO • 
kEN GRIFFIN-the actor YOII '\le aU been wanting to hear 
about, jlldg;ng from your letters. ken plays larry Noble 
In Back.toge Wife and Dr. Jim Brent in Rood of Life-two 
of radio's drama', fattest roles. He lon<led in Chicago a 
few years 090 withollt ony pre\liolls dramatic experience 
and with only one doUor in hi . pocket, ond secured a $15. 
o·w",ek job as on actor at the Chicago Fair. Later he took 
on audition that started hi ... on lIi1 radio career. Ken's 
one extrovogonce, IIOW that he', ° sueeen, is hh sloop, 
Revenge, aile of the finest racing bOGh all the Great Lakes. 
He's 29 years old, weigh 180 pOllnd, and is six fe e t toll. 

R~O IO M "D TELEVISION MllUIOII 



DURA-GLOSS 
Ship ahoy, mates-aye, captains tool-did you ever see such be

witchingly beautiful fingernai ls anywhere-on land or sea or in 

the air1 A striking new beauty that you've never known-your 

own flngernails can have it with Dura.Closs, the nail polish that 
has swept America because it's difffftlll. belt«1 For Dura-Gloss 
goes 011 more evenly, keeps its gem-hard, glass-smooth lustre longer, 
resists chipping 1009((/ Your fingernails-the most beautiful in the 

world! Go to any cosmetic counter today -no, irs nol a dollar, as 

you might cJIOpect,-but 10 emlsl-so buy-enjoy Dura·Closs. 

The New and Beller Nail J'olish by LO RR 
... ueun. 194(l 

Look forthe life_li ke finger_ 
nail bottle op-colored 
wi th the actua l polish! No 
gue ... work: )'Ou gel the 
.:olof ),ou want! 

Lor. Lobo"uoriu 
Palenon, N. J 

Fonnded by E. T. Reynold • 
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FRIDAY'S HIGHLIGHTS , 

• B~dd Hulick and A.I""I Francis of Whot'l M~ Nome? 

Tune.ln Bulletin for June 28, July 5, 12 and 19. 

Jun. 28: Anolh •• big pr09,gm colli it 0 •• oson tonight_Kat. Smith', Vari.ly HOII' 
on CBS at 8:00, But Kat.', continuing h., noondoy lolk. all summer. Th. 
Notional A.A.U. Trod and Field M .. t bog,,,, in Fruna, California, todoy: Dnd 
Bill St,'n broodeD'ts it for NBC .. AI.o on NBC oro the Allegheny Tenni, Chom. 
pion.hip gom,. 01 PiHlbu'gh. 

July 5: GI,nn Miller', arehed.a op ... s in the Po~ther Room of the Hotel She,mon 
in Chk.ogo, broodco.ling o~er CBS ., ond Johnny McGee, who'. bun brood
cooling over NBC, cion. 01 the World's Foir Doncing Com pus, 

J uly 12: Will Osborne', bond cloles 01 Ihe Edgewo .. r Beoch Hol.l, Chico go. 
July 19: Nolice Ihol G.ond Centrol Siotion ;, b.oodcoding on Fint Nighle's old 

t'm_9:30 lonight on CBS. 

ON THE AIR TONIGHT: Whot'. Nly 
Nome1 ",orting A.lene Frontis ond Budd 
Hulick, sponsored by O.ydol ond h.ord on 
NBC_Red lonighl 01 9:30, E.D.S.T. 

Awoy bod in Ihe lod months of 1931 
two young rodio writen nomed Joe C.o .. 
ond Ed Byron we •• Itying 10 find 0 p.o
grom Ihot would intered 0 prospeelive 
sponsor enough 10 pul on Ih . oir. They 
had th. sponsor all .ight, but they couldn't 
find the p.ogro",. They concoeled .Iobo_ 
.ot. ~o.i.ly shows full of high·priced lolenl 
and oudilioned them for th. spon.or, who 
thought they Were 011 swell but_ell, '101 
quite whot h. hod in mind. 
_Meonwhile. Ed Byron was lidening 10 

'rofe .. o. Quit and thin king whoi 0 fine, 
,entertaining radio show that wo,. One 

oHernoon h. m.t Cron. ond the Iwo of 
them shut Ihemsel .... s up in a hot.1 room, 
vowing th.y wouldn't com. out until th.y·d 
thollght up a gome progrom Ihol wo. os 
much fun a. Prol.ssor Quit. What'. My 
Nam.1 was lhe .esull. II took them all 
nighl and ma,t of th. next day 10 work 
out the idea. In ° lew mo.e day. Ihey 
had s.cured Alice F.ost and Erik Rolf 10 
do the show in an audition; and th.y .old 
il to the fin' sponsor who heard il-nol, 
incidenlally, the .ponsor Ih.y·d b •• n Irying 
to find a show for 011 along, who'd d.
cided by that time he didn't wont a radio 
prog.om oft .. oiL 

Who!'. Nly Nome1 has b •• n on the air 
since Ma.ch, 19]B, when il began on Ihe 
Nlutual network. For it. firsl b.oadcast 
Alice F.o.' ond Erik Rolf had been re_ 

plac.d by A.lene Francis ond Budd Hulid, 
who or. still ih slon. Ed By.on and Ja. 
C.ass dill OWn the idea ond lake cOre of 
pulling th. show on every w.ek. Il"s been 
o profiloble ideo for them, ond for Arlene 
ond Budd. Arlene wo, 0 .ad'o aelress, busy 
but unknown by nOme 10 Ii.ten.n, when 
she was hired for Whars Nlv Nome1 ond 
now ,he's a di.tinel .10. personality. Along 
with Budd, d.e's r .. ponsible for much of 
the prog.am', succ .... A, for Budd. Whol", 
Nly Nom.7 .nobl.d him to make a radio 
comeback after h. and Colon.1 Stoop
nogle b.oke up. 

We.k in, wuk oul, Who!'s Nlv Nome7 
has brought in a lot of moil 10 the NBC 
moil-.aom. It off", ten dollo .. for ..... rv 
biog.ophy·question u,ed on the prog.om. 
and USe, about se ... en o. eight every week. 
Conlestants f,o m the "udio oudi.nce get 
paid too. of course. They get t.n dollars 
if they gU.11 the nom. of a person from 
the first clue given, nine dollan if th.y 
need two cluel, and so on down to five 
dollars, which they get wh.lher they're 
able 10 gue" the person or nol. 

One girl who appeared On W~Ot'1 My 
Name1go1 lomelhing much more "oluobl. 
Ihan money. H.r mother's .ilte., who hod 
run away twenty y.ors before and morti.d 
° mon who lived in Cuba, hopp.ned to be 
li<len;ng ''I, and recognized the girl'l nome. 
She didn't even know he. 'lieu e,i,led, 
and hod Ihought that all the m.mbe .. of 
her family ...... e deod. A letter to the girl, 
in care of What', My Name? broughl 
about a hoppv reunion . 

SAY HELLO TO 
ARTHUR 9. BRYAN-who weighs 241 pounds without hi . 
hat ond is known to a corll ien world a s " little Mall." 
You'll hear him tonight on AI Peorce', CBS prog ram. 
Arthur 9, has b een in radio since 1924, when he weighed 
only 150 pOllnds and song on the a ir for the fun of It 
(which was about all YOIl could get out of radio In those 
days.) He earn e d hi s living by lelling insllronce. Flnolly 
his singing go. him the offer of a salary and he gove up 
insurance. In 1929 he turn e d announcer. then move d an 
to writing . producing and acting. Four years ago he went 
to Hollywood for a vocation and has b e en there slnc • . 
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FACIALS for 30 days 

H AVE YOU FOUND the right care for your 
skin? Claudette Colbert tells you how to 

take an ACTIVE-LATHER FACIAL with Lux Toilet 
Soap. Here's a gentle, thorouAh care that will give 
your skin protection it needs to stay lovely. Lux 
Toilet Soap has ACTIVE lather that removes dust, 
dirt and stale cosmetics thoroughly from the skin 
-does a perfect job. Try Hollywood's ACTIVE· 
LATHER FACIALS fOf 30 days. You'll find they 
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SATURDAY'S HIGHLIGHTS 

• Renfrew of the Mounled......and hi. craalor, laurie Y. Erskina. 

Tuna-In Bulletin for Jllne 29, Jilly 6, 13 and 20 I 

June 29: If you don't find Ihe Notional Born Oonee on iii u.uol dation lanight at 
9:00, don·t be di,couraged. It ho. ,imply moved to NBC Red, beginni,.,g lonight . 
. . . Mutual broodca.ts the Chri.liana Sla~e. at O. lowore Pork-lime, 5:30 in 
Ihe oHe,,.,oM. 

July I.: NBC dation. hove on almod unbroken lid of ple<:>s<:>nt dance mu,ic this afte rnoon 
-th<:>1 is, unle" <:> sport. event of . om e ~ind inte rfe res. 

July 13: Although the Oemocratic Convenlion h<:>.n't .I<:>rted quita yet, there will be 
plenty of politics on the air loday. For inslance, CBS has scheduled b,oadc<:>s" 
from 6 :30 to 7:00, and from 10,30 to 11:00. 

July 20: Two r<:>ce ., the Clonic Stokes at A.,lington, oV., NBC. and the Hollywood 
Oerby over NBC and Mutual a. we ll. 

ON THE AIR TONIGHT, Rufrew of the 
Mounled, on NBC.Blue 01 10:30. II i,n't 
sponsored nOW. but NBC h<:>s high hopes, 
bec<:>u.e on offer on Ihe air of a Iree 
pidure of Renfrew 10 any young.te r who 
wrol . in recently brought in an unprece. 
denied flood of moil-and sponsors are 
alway. impressed by moil response. 

Renfrew. Iho rad.jodeled Royal Cana
dian Mounted Police m<:>n, i. a fictional 
charactor, .traight out of the brai,., of 
writer Laurie York Erskine-bul all hi , el· 
ploih, as dramoti.ed on this weekly half. 
hour program. are true elperie~ces of dif· 
fer enl Royal Mounties. The name Renfrew 

_really beloMJ' to a city in Onlo,io. bul 
• th. character Renfrew was concaived in 

( Erskine". mind a long lime ago--when the 
writer was a boy, in fact . . Ha lived in 
upslate New York and u.ed to lake French 
leuon, from a lady who lived nearby. One 
of Ihe rea.on. he seldom paid much at· 
tention 10 Ihe lelson, was Ihe porlr<:>'1 of 
a tall, handsome man, clad in a ,carlet 
uniform, which hung on the wall. It was 
Ih. leocher's brolhe r. who hod once se rved 
in Ihe forc e. Finally the lady realiled 
Laurie w<:>.n'l learning much French, and 
why; .0 ,he mode a bargain wah him. 
If hi, lenon was good, he would be reo 
warded .. ith 0 slory <:>b<:>ul he, brolher'. 
,,"ploits i,., Conado. Thoi'. really when 
Renfrew of Ihe Mounled was born. 

Lourie grew up, and when he was 
e ighleen tried 10 join the Mounlies, bul 
wa, re-fused because Ihe minimum age 
was twenly·two. l<:>l., on, though, he be. 

came f, i,nds with a Mounti .. official. and 
was allowed to go along on many elpedi. 
lions. The thing. he learned on the.e Irips 
ha put down on pap", and become One 
of America', mosl popular odvenlure 
wrilers for boys. As a sideline , he sludied 
juvenile problem. and juvenile psychology, 
and eventually becoma head of hi, own 
preparatory school in New H<:>pe, Po. 

A.clor House Jam eson ploy, Renfrew on 
Ihe air-and, .ays E"kine. look. in real life 
elaclly liie Ihe oulhor'. Own conceplion 
of his hero. He's loll, blond ond wiry, 
with a clipped mustache and a precise way 
of .peo~ing. The picture of him above, in 
Renfrew .::ostume, sh<:>ws how well he fils 
the pa.l . 

Most programs de'igned for children 
are disapproved of by grownup., but 
everyone, no matter whal hi. age, seem. 
10 like Renfrew. Th<:>ugh it's elciti,.,g 
enough 10 solisfy the most red·blooded 
youngster, il teaches valuable moral Ie •. 
sons. Erskine's ability to combine good 
enlertoinment with good lesson. i. due 10 
hi, long interest in boy. <:>nd hi. sympo. 
Ihetie knowledge of how their mind. wor~. 
He inow, Ih<:>1 any boy who admire. Ren· 
frew also odmirel fair play-for nO COtl<:>· 
dian Mountie ever draws a gun until he 
ho. been fi.ed on; never arrests a p."on 
or searches a hou.e without a warrant; 
never Ihird·d egrees a pri.oner or hand· 
cuffs him in a public conveyance Or olher 
public place-for according to Ihe Mountie 
code a su.pect is always deemed i"nocent 
until proved guilty. 

SAY HELLO TO 
ALBERT WARNER-CBS's Wenhingto n 'eporter, wham 
you' ll hear thb afternoon at 6:05, and whenever thera 's 
important news from the nation ' s capital. Wa rner was 
born in Brooklyn. and was editor of his school papers both 
In high school a nd at Amherst, from whieh he graduated 
in 1924. He's beell a successful newspaperman ever s illce, 
and has eovered all presidential campaigns since 192B. 
He gave up newspaper work e arly in '939 to 10in CBS. 
By unonimaus etection, he's president of the Radio Cor
respondents Association in Washington; and he's a clol e 
frielld of mOlly important personalities in both parties. 

RADI O AN D TELEVISION MIR~OR 



Voices 

(Continued. from page 18) 

The sound of moving vehicles came 
to n dead stop and a bedlam of hu
man sounds rose above the awful col
lision . 

Above everything there was one 
scream that hit the heights of despair 
and hopelessness. Linda Gale tore her 
way through the frantic crowd, cry
ing: 

"Michael! MICHAEL!" 
The next morning came ponderous

ly and painfully. Too, it came sleep
lessly for Linda Gale who spent the 
night at the hospital, pacing a little 
room adjoining the operation cham
ber. She couldn't sleep and she 
couldn' t cry, and periodically she 
would besiege the nurse with "Why 
don't they let me in? What are they 
doing to him? Why don't they tell me 
somt:thing?" 

Then about eight o'clock the doctor 
came out. She rushed to him: "How 
is he? Let me go to him!" 

THE white-haired man of medicine 
grasped her by the arms and look

ing gravely into her face, said: "You 
must calm yourself, Miss Gale. Be 
assured we have done everything pos
sible. Now you may go to him, but 
first you m ust know the truth." 

Linda felt faint. "Yes," she said, 
as if she were far away. 

"That windshield must have crum
bled like powder-he'll never be able 
to see again " 

Linda stifled a scream and pushed 
past the doctor, through the door and 
mto the next room. She threw her
self on her knees beside Michael: 
"Michael, my darling." 

He found her hand and leaned his 
bandaged face in her direction. "Lin
da," he said, "your voice-let me hear 
your voice ... " 

"I love you, darling . I love you." 
"I'm blind, Linda. Blind forever. 

The skies will never be blue again. 
I'll never be able to write again. My 
novel will never be finished, Linda." 

"You will finish your novel, Michael. 
And there'll be other novels. " 

"But I can't see ... " 
"Yes you can, Michael. I shall be 

your eyes and I shall be your fin
gers." 

He pulled her hand to his lips and 
kissed it. And after an infinite sec
ond of silence, he said, "You aTe beau
tiful." 

She fought back the tears and then 
heard him softly say, "Linda?" 

"Yes, darling." 
"Let me feel your cheek against 

mine." 
"Yes, darling." Her heart raced like 

a turbine. She raised herself and 
rested her blemished cheek against 
his. 

"There," he said, a curious contcnt
ment coming over him. "There. Now 
I can see. I can see things I never saw 
before .... " 

THE EKo 
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The O'Neill, 
(Continued from page 32) 

door bell rang, it was like the sudden 
snapping of a too-taut violin string. 
Except to Monte, who said, as he 
went to answer, "If this is only the 
message 1 hope it is .... " 

But it was not a messa~e. For, 
through the tiny hall, a booming voice 
«"hoed, "Monte! It's good to see you 
again. I came myself. instead of just 
sending the stutT.. ." 

"This is Judge Scott," said Monte, 
leading into the dining room a tall, 
gray-haired man with beetHng black 
eycbrows and a smile so friendly 
that, even if they had not known him 
as Sally Scott's lather, they would 
have liked him at once. 

"I wired Judge Scott," said Monte, 
"to get me some special information 
about Chris Momanos in Chicago, I 
have a hunch Chris is behind all this, 
but 1 can't prove it. What did you 
find out, Judge?" 

THE Judge smiled and drew several 
typed pages from his briel case. 
'First, Monte," he began, "I found 

out that Chris and Gloria are both 
known in Chicago-as Chris Moma
nopolis and Gussie Harrie. Both of 
them have criminal records. Next, 
and better still, I located a man 
named Roberts. He's in the state 
prison, serving a sentence for a c rime 
that underworld gossip says was 
really committed by Momanos-or 
Momanopolis, whichever you want to 
call him. We'll go to the penitentiary 
and see Roberts-try to get his signed 
accusation of Momanos. That ought 
to do for a sta r t. Maybe, with it, we 
can break down Momanos' testimony, 
get at the real story back of this mur
de;. n's poSSible, you know, that 
those witnesses are being paid or ter
rorized into saying whatever Moma
nos wants them to!" 

"I'm almost SUre oC it," said Monte, 
"but I still can't prove anything! 
Maybe Roberts will help me!" 

But the new-found confidence, the 
new-fOund hope was shattered. For 
RobWts died In prison before Monte 
and :Judge Scott were able to see him. 

Again Peggy's case seemed to be 
lost, until Monte lound a new wit
ness, a woman named Elizabeth Row
land, who had been at the Glass 
Slipper the night Gloria Gilbert was 
killed. In talks with Monte she said 
that she had heard Chris and Gloria 
quarreling that night-after she had 
seen P eggy leave the place. 

But, under the prosecution's cross
examination, Mrs. Rowland seemed 
to become confused. She stammered, 
contradicted herself, and ended by 
making such a bad impression that 
the jury must have been mOre than 
ever convinced of Peggy's guilt. 

Nothing now remained but to wait 
-and hope-while Monte worked 
day and night with his law partner, 
John Barton. and with Judge Scott 
to prepare his summation. It was a 
mastcrpiece of jurisprudence-and 
devotion. The ~ury was charged and 
sent out to deCIde the late of Peggy 
O·Neili. 

Two days passed before the jury 
filed back into the courtroom. In the 
midst of a quiet as ominous as thun
der, the foreman rose. 

"We find the defendant guilty of 
murder in the first degree!" 

Peggy, hearing the words, did not 

falter or flinch. But a voice in the 
back of the room cried, "No! No! 
No!"-three sharp cries. then Mother 
O'Neill turned to bury her sobs in 
Danny's trembling arms. 

He dared not break down himself, 
so he led his mother quickly outsidc. 
A fierce rage burned in him, and he 
could feel tears against his eyelids. 
He closed his eyes for a momcnt, )ust 
as he pushed through the door lOto 
corridor. 

"Danny!" said a voice he remem
bered, and he opened his eyes again 
to see Sally Scott and hel' mother and 
young brother. 

"We had to come. We couldn't 
leave all of you alone now," she said. 
"We just arrived in time to hear the 
-the verdict. Don't try to talk now. 
We'll get your mother into a cab. 
Come-quickly .... " 

Danny was content to let her lead 
them into the street. 

Inside the courtroom, Monte Kay
den still stood, dazed and unbelieving. 
He watched them take Peggy away, 
tried to return her little, hopeless, pa
thetic smile. Then he turned to 
Judge Scott and John Barton. 

" I will never stop fighting this 
case," he said in a quiet voice from 
which all emotion but determination 
had been distilled. 

"Monte, we did everything we 
could," Judge Scott tried to comlort 
him. 

"It wasn't enough." said Monte. 
"We've got to do more-we've got to 
save Peggy's life. There's only one 
possible hope. Mrs. Rowland .... I 
can't undcrstand why she broke up 
under the cross-examination. She 
seemed so sure of her lacts! I'd like 
to talk to her again .... " 

But that was not so easy to do. 
Elizabeth Rowland had lert her job 
and moved that very morning. ncr 
landlady reported. Said somcthing 
about leaving town. No, she had not 
left a forwarding address. 

But Monte round the envelope from 
a bus ticket in her room. It might 
just be that Elizabeth Rowland was 
leaving town on a bus. If one of the 
agents at the bus station could re
member .... 

Monte was gone when they moved 
Peggy to the hospital at the Stale 
Prison-gone on what seemed at first 
an endless game of hide-and-seek. 
He had found an agent who remem
bered seiling a ticket to Chicago to a 
woman answering Elizabeth Row
land's description. and without delay 
he set out for Chicago himself. 

CHICAGO is a big place, though. 
Where, in all that sprawling mass 

of humanity. was he to find Mrs. Row
land-if. indeed

jj 
she were actuaUy 

there at all. uring the first two 
days, going over all the facts he could 
make himself remember about the 
woman, Monte sometimes cursed him
self Cor a !ool-~oing off on a wild 
goose chase, leavmg Peggy alone. 

Then, suddenly, he remembered the 
South Side bar that Judge Scott had 
discovered-a bar owned by Chris 
Momanopolis. By now, Monte had 
convinced himself that there was 
some connection between Mrs. Row
land and Chl"is, He had to believe 
that-or confess to himself that he 
was acting like a child, without rea-
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son or direction. Or hope. 
He found the bar-an ordinary sa

loon, it would have been called in 
the old days, with its dingy brass Tail 
and fly-marked mirrors. All after
noon and evening he waited. He 
dared not think that she might not 
come. But she did not-not that day, 
nor the next, nor the next. 

By this time, he was alraid of be
coming conspicuous, of looking sus
picious to the other customers. Surely 
two of the men over by the bar were 
watching him strangely. Perhaps he'd 
better go. 

BUT he could not bring himself to 
give up when he had tried so hard. 

He turned away from those two men, 
glanced toward the door. 

There she was-Elizabeth Rowland, 
walking slowly, weakly, as if she 
were not well. Her lace was drawn 
and slightly flushed as if with fever. 
He went to her quickly. 

"Mrs. Rowland ... :' 
She looked straight at him, with

out fear. "I felt sure you would find 
me, sooner or later." She smiled, 
wearily. "I've been ill, or I would 
have come before\ to wait for Chris to 
come in, as he wi I do sooner or later. 
You were very clever to find this 
place, Mr. Kayden." 

"Mrs. Rowland, this is the end of a 
desperate search for mc. My wife is 
in the State prison hospital-right 
now. 1 think you can help her. There 
isn't much time-" 

"I think there is not much time for 
me. either, Mr. Kayden. I feel that I 
am not going to live long enough. 
liter all, to pay Chris Momanopolis, 
1S 1 paid Gloria Gi.lbert!" 

Elizabeth Rowland's confession, as 

she wrote it down and signed it for 
Monte to take back home with him, 
was simple. 

"1 am Elizabeth Roberts, wife of 
that same Charles Roberts who died 
in prison a month ago, as the result 
of a charge framed by Chris Moma
nopolis and Gussie Harrie. It was 
Gussie Harrie, later known as Gloria 
Gilbert. who lured my husband away, 
managed to get his money. Then she 
and Chris MomanopoUs, with whom 
she worked, got him to steal for them 
-and die in the penitentiary for 
th(:m. 

"For this I killed her, from outside 
the window of her dz-essing room at 
the Glass Slipper, with a gun from 
Danny O'Neill's car which was 
parked outside the Glass Slipper that 
night. I had visited the road house 
many times, waiting for that oppor
tunity. 1 wanted to do the same for 
Chris before givinf myseU up, but 
now it is too late. am too tired and 
welcome the same end that overtook 
my husband. Signed, Elizabeth Rob
erts." 

T HE joy of the O'Neills when they 
read the confession was tempered 

by sorrow and sympathy for poor 
Elizabeth Roberts. 

"We must do something for her," 
said Mother O'Neill. "Perhaps the 
court would let you bring her here, 
Monte." 

But Monte shook his head. "I'm 
afraid it is already too late to do any
thing for her, Mother O'Neill." he 
said. "She died before I left Chica
go." 

"God have mercy on her soul," said 
Mother O'Neill. 

And the family echoed its "Amens." 

Having their Peggy home again 
was almost too much for the O'Neills. 
They nearly killed her with attention. 
Her mother admitted she was neglect
ing her own home for the first time 
in her life-but she had to get over 
to see Pe~gy every day, didn't she? 
Trudie Bally baked orie of her famous 
lemon pies every dad' for the Kay
dens, until Monte ha to protest that 
even lemon pies could become monot
onous! Little Janice and Eddie Col
lins became the center of attention at 
school, where everyone was talking 
about the unexpected end of the 
famous Peggy O'Neill trial. 

Danny's foray into the newspaper 
business had had an unforeseen re
sult. All during the trial he had sub
mitted a daily column of copy to the 
paper. Sometimes it was printed, 
more often it was not. But now that 
everything was over, he had printer's 
ink in his veins, and he was able to 
persuade the editor to let him con
tinue. "I can't hire you just now," 
the editor said, "but if you'd like to 
j'ustJc around town and dig up stories 
lor me, I'll pay you for anything we 
print." 

It was a haphazard arrangement. 
but Danny accepted it. He worked 
hard over his stories, writing them 
out carefully in pencil on the kitchen 
table, trying to make them say what 
he wanted them to say. 

. One night, when he was at work, he 
heard a soft, uneven footstep in the 
hall. He had been too absorbed to 
notice the doorbell, even if it had 
rung. and it was quite possible that it 
had not. For his mother had gone 
OUI and, very likely had left the door 
unlocked. 

"Who's there?" he called. 
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And Sally Scott's voice answered, 
"It's mel A fine welcome for a 
stranger in town!" 

He got up then, and went to help 
her. It came over him again how 
delicately pretty she was, how sweet 
and friendly her smile, how little, 
how helpless she seemed. 

"Sorry to seem so inhospitable," he 
said, drawing up the rocker for her. 
"I'm working. I'm a newspaper man 
now, you know." 

"I know, Danny," Sally said, smil
ing at him. "I've seen some of your 
pieces. Father brings them home." 

It was easy to talk to Sally- to tell 
her why he wanted to work on the 
paper. "Why," he heard himself 
rattling on, "there's dozens of things 
in this town to write about-things 
that ought to be written about, too! 
That guy at the factory out near the 
Oakdale Bridge, for instance. I've 
heard lots of his factory hands, Cor
eigners mostly, telling how he cheats 
them. And he even takes away their 
citizenship papers so they don't dare 
kick for fear he'll have 'em deported. 
Of course, he couldn't, but he tells 'em 
he could! And- " 

He cut himself short. 
"Listen to me!" he said sheepishly. 

"Here I am, talking away, and you 
don't have a chance to get a word in. 
Why, 1 never even asked you what 
you're doing back in town!" 

She smiled at that, her own smile 
that made sudden lights come into her 
eyes. 

"I loved hearing you talk, Danny. 
Don't apologize. As for me, hadn't 
you heard that Father's going into 
the law firm with Monte and Mr. Bar_ 
ton? We're going to live here!" 

Looking at her, Danny realized how 
lucky he was. Without doing a thing 
about it, without even going out and 
looking for it, he had found somebody 
he could talk to- about all the plans 
he had, all the ideas that were buz
zing around in his head. This was 
going to be something different f!'Om 
his feeling for Eileen. Maybe that 
had been just a preparation, getting 
him ready for a girl like Sally. 

He grinned back at her. 
"It couldn' t have been arranged 

better. ';f 1 had done it myself," he 
said. '1:f you'll help me get two stories 
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done tonight, maybe-well, then, 
maybe you'd go to the movies with 
me tomor row night." 

They went to the movies often, after 
that. It wasn't too long before they 
could go any night they liked, be
cause Danny's work for the paper was 
so successful that the paper put him 
on the staff. with a column of his own. 
Not without an argument, of course. 
Danny had to convince the editor that 
he could write a column about things 
in their town- that there were plenty 
of things to crusade for. 

N0W that Sally was there to en-
courage and help him, he felt in

vincible. She had read a great deal 
more than he had, for her lame foot 
had always made it impossible for her 
to get about much or play or work 
actively. She gladly gave Danny the 
benefit of all her knowledge. 

She was always so right, in every
thing she said about his work. In 
everything she said about anything, 
for that matter. Or- was it possible 
that he was fooling himself again? 
He hadn't meant to say anything 
about it, but one night, while his 
mother and he were doing the dishes, 
it just came out. 

"Mother," he said, "I'd like to mar
ry Sally Scott!" 

Mother O'Neill finished folding the 
dish towel she was hanging up to 
dry, then she turned. "That would 
make me very happy, son," she "aid. 
" I can't think of a girl I'd rather have 
for a daughter-in-law!" 

"That's fine," he said a little thickly, 
because he was trying to be non
chalant when he didn't feel that way. 
" J can't think of a girl I'd rather have 
for my wife!" 

He hadn't Celt awkward about ask
ing Eileen to ma rry him. But this 
was different. He never did know just 
what he said to Sally, later that night. 

He did know, however, that the 
look on Sally's face was something he 
didn't understand. Happiness? Yes. 
Love? Yes, surely. But that other 
expression? Fear? Doubt? Sorrow? 

"1- 1 almost wish you hadn't asked 
me, Danny," she said at last, her voice 
trembling. "Or no--I can't say that 
truthfully. I've been w;;lnting you to, 
(or ever so long. Really!' 
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"Well then, it's all settled." 
"Danny!" 
Yes, that was Cear. That was terror. 
"Danny, don't make it any harder 

than it is. I can't ma r ry you dear!" 

C AN'T marry me .... " She was on 
the little stool at his fcet; her face 

was turned away and he leaned for
ward, trying to see it. "Of course you 
can. Why not?" 

"Can't you guess?" she asked piti
fully. "Don't you see-I'm a cripple! 
I cou ldn't be a real wife to you, Dan
ny-I couldn't have your ... chil-
dren.. " 

Danny, uncertain whet her to laugh 
or cry, slipped down to the fl oor be
side her, took her in his arms. His 
lips close to her ear, he whispered 
little, broken phrases of comfort and 
reassurance: "That doesn't matter
not to me. it doesn't. Why-it doesn't 
make a bit of difference to your 
sweetness-your understanding-all 
the things you ate- in youTsetj. I 
mean. And besides-there are doctors 
- they can help you-" 

"Oh. no," she sobbed, "I've been to 
see a doctor-since I met you, Danny 
-and he says there's only one chance. 
A very delicate operation, that could 
just as easily be fatal as successful. 
. . But- I'd take a chance on that 
operation, Danny, for you-" 

"Sally!" He grasped her by the 
shoulders and looked straight into her 
eyes. "Sally, listen to me. I was a 
long time finding you. I'm not taking 
any chances on losing you. I want 
you the way you are, darling-j ust 
you. Nothing else matters to me. I'd 
be happy just to spend the rest of my 
life making things easiel' for you. You 
must believe me-and you must never 

,U ICo,;ST. HMO 

take any chances with your life-be
cause it's more precious to me than 
my own!" 

As she listened to himl a grave and 
overwhelming joy came mto her eyes. 

"1-1 believe you," she sighed a t 
last "J j ust don't know what I 've 
done to deserve sueh happiness. I'm 
not afraid now. And I'll marry you 
whenever you say!" 

Sometimes, when they were getting 
ready for the wedding, Sally would 
come quickly to Danny and want his 
arms around hel'. They would be 
hangi ng pictures, maybe, in the new 
cottage. Or he would be wri t ing 
and she would be stitching curtains 
in the O'Neill kitchen. 

"Danny, hold me close," she'd say. 
And he would hold her close, hard. 

He got the feeling that she was 
thinking things she did not tell him 
at these times, but he did not like 
to press her or seem suspicious. He 
told himself all girls were like that 
before they were married. Cer tainly 
Peggy had been jittery enough . 

Then there was the time they went 
to see Peggy's new baby. Sally just 
stood there, looking at it. and the 
tears came to her eyes. She cau~ht at 
Danny's hand and wouldn' t let It go. 
He felt she was stung with a sudden 
regret, thinking about the children 
they could never have. So he stooped 
and whispered in her ear, "Remem
ber. sweet, it's just you I want." 

Her quick smile made him think 
she was satisfied. 

He did not know that she locked 
herself in her room an hour before 
the wedding, rought off the tears that 
would redden her eyes and betray 
her, fought ofT her fears too, and 
p rayed for courage to do what she 
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had to do. 
But everybody said there had never 

been a lovelier b ride. and her "Some
thing borrcwed and somethin~ blue" 
came, for luck, from P eggy sown 
hand. There was nothing w rong. 
nothing at all. 

And anyway, how could Danny 
think of anything being wrong when 
he was bringing his own bride to his 
own home? He would not have be
lieved he could be so happy. that 
ni~ht as he sat in front of the Iiltle 
brick fireplace in the living room, if 
it were not actually t rue. Looking 
around, he could see all the things 
they had bought together, could 
touch the shiny new andirons. smell 
the wedding flowers in vases all over 
the place. 

UPSTAIRS, he could hear Sally's 
footsteps-the strange. soft, un

even footsteps that were so peculiarly 
Sally's. Soon he would go up.-but 
mean time, he felt a peculiar sensation 
of shyness. It was wonderful , but a 
little fri ghtening, to think that Sally 
-so sweet, so slim and defenseless
had put herself and her happiness into 
his hands, trustingly. completely. 

He was leaning forwa rd, looking 
into the fire, when she came softly 
down the stairs. He didn't hear her, 
didn't hear her open the hall door, 
inch by inch, creep out, and shut it 
gently behind her. 

When the house was silent he went 
upstairs, turning out the lights, and, a 
smile on his lips, opened the door of 
the little blue bedroom where they 
had hung the curtains only two days 
ago. But the room was empty. On 
the night table, a square white enve~ 
lope was propped against the lamp. 
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"For Danny." 
He tore open the envelope. 
"Dearest, please don 't be angry with 

me. If it weren' t for my love for you 
I would never have had the courage 
to do it. But my cowardice is not 
going to stand in the way of our hav
ing the most oomplete kind of mar
riage two people can have. I have 
gone to Chicago to be operated on. 
I'm not afraid and I don't want you 
to follow me. Your love, yes-but 
that will follow me anyway and give 
me the courage I need so badly. All 
my love, dearest, until I write you to 
come for-your new wife." 

He read the note again. Then the 
letters all blurred before his eyes. It 
couldn't be true! It was some time 
before he was able to think again, to 
make his mind begin to plan. . He 
must stop her, of course ! But how? 
He glanced at his watch. Of course! 
-ten-fifteen. She must have taken 
the ten o'clock t rain. He dashed out 
of the house. bound for her parents'. 

But the Scotts knew nothing of 
Sally's plan. The t hought of her, 
keeping this to herself, planning it to 
make his happiness complete, taking 
her life in her hands-for him!
caught at his heart. 

It was morning before Mrs. Scott 
finally unearthed an"\old letter in 
Sally's room. On the envelope was a 
doctor's address. The letter was gone. 

IT was a bare chance, but Danny 
took it. Hastily he telephoned his 

mother, then jumped into his car and 
set out for Chicago. 

The address on the envelope took 
him to an office that was plain and 
businesslike, with an air of authority 
about it. At least, he thought, this 
doctor was no quack, no charlatan. 
He walked past the waiting patients 
to the young lady in the nurse's cap 
at the desk. 

"I've got to see the doctor," he said. 
"It's about Sally Scott. She is now 
Mrs. Danny O'NeilJ-and I'm her hus
band. Where is she? She can't ~o 
through with this operation. I forbid 
it!" 

The girl's unruffled calm reassured 
him. Bu,t' her words did not. 

"The ooctor is still at the hospital," 
she said'. "He operated on Miss Scott 
this morning." 

Danny O'Neill never wanted to live 
through another time of waiting like 
that one. If only she hadn't done it! 

He tried not to think of her lying 
on the operating table, then back in 
her bed, gas!5ing for breath, perhaps, 
her p ulse slowing, needing a transfu
sion to keep her alive. Oh, no, no, no! 

The sky was deep blue velvet when 
they called him to come in. A man 
who must be the doctor pressed his 
shoulder silently in the doorway. 
Danny was afraid to go toward the 
light above the bed. 

For, under it, the face of Sally 
O'Neill was white and still. Slowly, 
her husband forced himself to move 
toward her, to touch her hand. It was 
a year's agony before she opened her 
eyes. Her "Danny!" was nardly a 
whisper, but to his ears it sounded 
like all the trumpets of heaven. 

He knelt by the bed . 
"Sally, are you all right?" 
She only smiled . but the nurse at 

the other side of the bed nodded re
assuringly. 

"She's very weak. I wouldn't stay 
if I were you. Come back in the 
morning-and we'll have a new wife 
for you!" 

H e kissed Sally gently on the fore
head. Then he stumbled ou t of t he 
room, to sob out his relief against the 
hard w hite walls of the corridor. ... 

T HEY were all grouped around the 
pian o where Sally was playing "Did 

Your Mother Come from Ireland," her 
strong new right leg pumping the 
pedal joyously. They were singing, 
too, singing as if their lives depended 
on making as much noise as possible. 
Peggy and Monte, Mother O'Neill, 
Trudie and Morris, the Collins chil
dren. the Scotts. Even the Kayden 
twins, from their p lay pen over by 
the steps, chimed in tunelessly but 
heartily. And the new Kayden baby, 
asleep in an improvised crib in the 
dining room, wakened and emitted a 
distressed yen. 

"A fine comment on our music, I 
must say," said Danny O'Neill to his 
sister. "Why don't you teach your 
young son better manners?" 

Tpey all laughed, and it was Moth
er O'Neill who said, "Get on with 
your singing. I'll take the baby up
stairs and then put on the tea kettle." 

Surely, never music sounded so 
beautiful. thought Mother O'Neill, 
tucking the baby into bed. She stood 
a moment at the top of the stairs, 
where she could see them in the Iiv
inp: room and not be seen herself. She 
was feasting her eyes and mind on 
their happy young faces-the O'Neills, 
secure and safe and happy once more. 

Times had not been easy for any of 
them, and would probably not be so 
again. Particularly for Danny and 
Sally, who had purchased their hap
piness at such a risk. Or maybe that 
would make it all the more secure. 
For, looking at Danny, with his head 
thrown back as he sang, she knew 
that he would go on with his work, 
that nothing would stop him from 
writing the truth as he saw it, in spite 
of the opposition she knew he was 
already facing. And Sally-why, the 
child was pOSitively transfigured with 
happiness. Mother O'Neill would have 
no cause to fear for her boy's future . 

And Peggy and Monte? They, too, 
had proved themselves. Now there 
would be just the same old problems 
of growing children~as there had 
once been when Peggy and Danny 
were themselves children. It would 
be like livin~ all over again, watching 
her grandchildren grow up as she had 
watched her own children. But now 
she had help. She was no longer 
alone, as she had been in the old days, 
when Patrick was taken away from 
her. 

She wished that he could see them 
tonight. His family, grown up into 
the kind of men and women he would 
have wanted them to be. 

She offered up a silent prayer of 
thankfulness. standing there on the 
stairs, that she had been able to help 
make them so. 

"Thank God I was able to do it, 
Patrick," ~he was saying in her heart. 
And feeling sure that she could hear 
his response: 

"The O'Neills are a great family, 
Margaret." 

Their voices came up the stairs, 
full of lOY and confidence. 

Yes, Patrick was right. Thc 
O'Neills were a great family. 

Tune in the further adventures of 
the O'NeWs on your radio, ot,°cr the 
NBC·Rcd Network, twice a day, Mon
day through Friday, sponsored by 
the makers of Ivory Soap. 
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WE CANADIAN LISTENERS H 0 R A 
By 

CE B RO W N 

MARRIAGE and career don't mix, 
you say? Nonsense! Consider 
the perfect blend achieved by 

Mrs. H. M. Aitken, happily married 
and with two grown daughters at
tending University of Toronto, who 
is one of Canada's best-loved and 
most widely known radio entertain
ers. Furthermore! she's the only one 
I know who prouctly uses her married 
name before the microphone. 

Every morning at 10.30 o'clock, 
EST, Mrs. Aitken's cheery voice 
comes into thousands of Canadian 
homes for fifteen minutes via CFRB, 
Toronto. Sponsored by Lyman 
Agencies' Products, who handJe Tin
tex Dyes, Glyco-Thymoline, Gibbs 
Dentifrice, Pacquins Hand Cream, 
LeBma Shampoos, etc., this vibrant, 
charming little lady is liable to hand 
out a cooking recipe one moment, a 
dissertation on the latest book or 
movie the next, and wind up with 
a dash of finely-mixed philosophy. 
Warmly human at all times, her fan 
mail is of the personal, homey kind. 
There is a fan, for instance, in Peace 
River, Alberta, thousands of lllileS 
from nowhere, who listens daily t'o 10. 
Aitken, and writes every month with' 
an order of groceries. Mrs. Aitken 
transmits this order to the Hudson 
Bay's Company Store in Edmonton, 
from whence it is conveyed by air-
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plane to the Peace River fan. 
Mrs. Aitken isn't the only star 

on the show. Horace Lapp, popular 
dance maestro of Toronto's Royal 
York Hotel, presides at the organ, 
and also engages in "ad. Jibs." with 
Mrs. Aitken that are a distinct fea
ture of the program. Announcer Ross 
Millard has a large following, and 
adds to the wit of the proceedings. 
But, when all is said and done, Mrs. 
Aitken is the "show." This was 
proven when, after six years of spon
soring by a starch company, someone 
persuaded the company to drop her 
in favor of newspaper advertise
ments. A week later, flooded by pro
tests from its customers, the starch 
company realized its mistake, and 
frantically tried to re-sil$n their con
sumers' favorite lady-friend. It was 
too late. Mrs. Aitken had already 
signed with her present sponsor s. The 
starch company moguls are still look
ing for the "someone" who suggested 
dropping her, and I just hope they 
never catch up! 

Mrs. Aitken was born at Becton, 
Ontario. At sixteen, she was II school 
teacher. Love entered the picture, 
and a school - teacher became a bride 
engaged in poultry farming with her 
husband. Her flock of white Wyan
dottes earned her two world's rec
ords, and brought her to the attention 

of the Ontario Department of Agri
culture. She was given lecture as
signments, leading to an interest in 
the advertising game. A fire in 1933 
wiped out the poultry business and 
the family fortune, and Mrs. Aitken, 
nothing daunted, proceeded to enter 
radio, as a means of helping her 
husband and her growing family. 

You'd think her daily radio pro
gram would be enough, but Mrs. A. 
seems to like nothing better than 
work, unless it is more work. She is 
now director of women's activities 
for Toronto's huge and far-famed 
annual show, the Canadian National 
Exhibition. This year she plans to 
feature a Clothes Clinic, designed io 
make every woman a "glamour girl." 
Canada's wartime effort is also get
ting her attention, and there will 
be special knitting competitions. . 
which should be a break for long
suffering soldiers' feet! 

M RS. A. is brown-eyed, black
haired, w ith just a distinguishing 

touch of gray in the hair. Five-foot
six and a little in height, she balances 
off nicely at 120 pounds. Dresses 
usually in attract ive black, set off 
by exquisite costume jewelry. The 
way I would describe her is to say: 
"She has something more than mere 
beauty; she has an infinite charm:' 
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Vague But Victorious 
(Continued from page 19) 

plays," Miss Allen tells, wrinkling her 
nose in distaste. 

In addition to the mystery-scream
ers-she would go out on lone coun
try roads to practice her screaming, 
for where, in a city, can a girl prac
tice a good eerie shriek?-Barbara 
Jo was a competent radio dramatic 
actress, whose voice came out of 
thousands of loudspeakers in Haw
thorne House, Death Valley Days, 
Winning the West, as Beth Holly in 
One Man's Family, and as Bar bara 
Whitney in a Jack Benny stint. 

"If there is a fairy godmother in 
my story, it might as well be National 
Broadcasting Company," said Miss 
Allen. "I was tired of straight dra
matic roles, and longed for something 
new. My chance came when the San 
Francisco branch had its studio party. 
They call it Talent Parade or some
thing like that, and everyone is given 
a chance to show what abilities he 
has. 

IT'S really a grand idea. Page boys 
get up and sing and stenographers 

play the fiddle. I had been to a club 
meeting and had seen this slightly be
fuddled, gushy woman in full action 
and 1 couldn't rid my mind of her. At 
home I found myself imitating her 
voice, her mannerisms. So I put her 
down in a script, read it at the studio 
party, and that's the way Vera Vague 
c~me about. 

"At first she had no name," con
tinued Barbara Jo. "She's 'very 
vague,' 1 told my husband. And from 
that description, the name Vera Vague 
naturally evolved. Once I had done 
Vera I was satisfied. That was all I 
wanted of her, but the sketch brought 
so m~ny laughs that soon the NBC 
executives talked about putting her 
on the air. 

"I said 'no,' I had had enough of 
Miss Vague, but Mr. Gilman, the com
pany's president, insisted that we 
make a series of Vera. So here I am. 
winnin~ ..attention not as the good 
dramatHfaclress that I thou~ht I was, 
nor as the fine light comedIenne like 
Ina Claire that I hoped to be, but as 
the vacuum-brained Vera." 

It's all very sad, in an ironic sort 
of way, but there are compensations. 
First, there's money in it. Not so 
much at first, of course. Five years 
ago Vera earned $9.00 a week on the 
Woman's Magazine of the Air. then 
her salary leapt to $11.25. There's 
no telling what comfortable checks 
Chase and Sanborn and Signal Oil 
give her now for her frequent dither
ings. And, importantly, the chance 
to be a film actress-that's what Vera 
Vague has brought her creator. 

For ten years the very handsome 
Miss Allen has been trying to crash 

Hollywood and films. In a small, 
lusterless way she gained recognition 
in some RKO short subjects. Last 
year, after guesting with Messrs. Ber
gen and McCarthy, Barbara Jo's film 
career gained real momentum. She 
was invited to do Vera Vague-not 
Barbara Jo Allen-for Republic Pic
tures' "Village Barn Dance" and then 
Paramount Pictures snapped her up 
on a term contract and her first film 
is "Destiny," the Basil Rathbone 
starrer. 

The irony of the situation is that 
Barbara J 0, standing on her own slim 
and shapely legs, is a fine figure of a 
woman, very handsome, and she 
should have been able to crash films 
on her beauty alone. Instead, by 
reason of a near-hysterical voice and 
a zany characterization, thousands of 
air listeners imagine her to be a flus
tered, neurotic fussbudget, and the 
films-now that she is a part of them 
-are helping the illusion. It's enough 
to wear down any good-looking wo
man's spirits. 

Pictorially, Barbara Jo is the Kay 
Francis type. Tall (five feet seven 
inches), dark-haired, with blue eyes 
that are fringed with long dark 
lashes. 

Barbara Jo's real name is Marian 
Barbara Henshall, and she was born 
·in New York City. Her father was 
an Englishman, a horse fancier, who 
died when his only child was nine. 
But he lived to instill a joy of life in 
his daughter, and to lead her through 
a pattern of gay days that influences 
her to this moment. 

"My father was twenty-two when 
he married my mother, and she was 
only filteen---one of the famous 
Campbell Clan of Scotland," Barbara 
Jo says. "Daddy was English and a 
sportsman. He bought horses. and sold 
them. He'd buy a race horse in Eng
land, run it once at an American track 
and sell it. ." she flashed a smile, 
"Isn't that what is called a 'long
shot'?" 

There were seasons at Saratoga and 
in Florida and two wonderful years 
in Cuba before Barbara Jo was left 
an orphan, for her mother preceded 
her father in death. Barbara Jo was 
sent to California to be reared by her 
aunt and uncle. conser vatives-these. 
living in Los Angeles. Her uncie is 
a banker .. "I never mention their 

. names in connection with my profes
sion," she says. 

In due time Barbara went to col
lege. Rather, to colleges-the Uni
versity of California, to California at 
Westwood, to Stanford, and lastly to 
Paris' Sorbonne. "I wanted to go to 
Stanford," she explains, "but it took 
A's to stay there and I got B-minus, 
usually. And I wanted to see Paris, 

DEEP SEA DANGER 
Working on sea bottom, salvaging cargo from the hold of a rusty 
wreck. this diver found his airline fouled . Helpless, death was 
creeping closer each second in the green gloom. You will learn 
what happened to Fred Wallace in his striking story, FATHOMS 
DOWN, GOD HEARD MY PRAYER. in the ruly issue of the non
sectarian magazine 
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too, so the Sorbonne was a good ex
cuse. I lived on the Left Bank for 
eighteen months and had the time of 
my life. I came home by way of Italy. 
Stopped off in Algiers. When I re
turned to America I went into a stock 
company." 

She may have been a B-minus girl 
in school, but she was strictly A-plus 
when it came to real life observances. 
If she were not observant, keenly 
conscious of life around her, she could 
not write and act Vera Vague . But all 
this was very much in the future. 
Barbara Jo got a job in stock in At
lanta, Georgia. 

"I used the name of Barbara J oal
len then," she says, explaining the 
evolution of her name, "and on the 
program, the first night, the printer 
made a mistake, printing it 'Barbara 
Jo Allen.' It was a good name, even 
if it was an error, and so 1 kept it, 
professionally." 

Non-professionally, she has changed 
her name twice for she has been 
married two times. Her first mar
riage gave her a little daughter, Joan, 
now eleven years old, and on occasion 
Joan may be heard in air progr ams. 
Her second husband was Vernon Pat
terson, author, whose new book "Wise 
as a Goose" is soon to be published. 

WHEN not rattling off copy for the 
gusty Miss Vagu.e or doing Vague

like roles in the film studios, Barbara 
Jo is pretty much the careerwoman
home-body, even if she doesn't cook. 
Preparation of meals she leaves in the 
competent hands of Melanie of West
phalia, who has been with her for two 
years, and in that time has assiduously 
avoided the m aking of sauerbraten 
and leberkloesse, for Barbara is strict
ly a salad eater, eating meat only 
once or twice a week. 

At the moment Barbara Jo, who 
likes nothing better than to dress up 
in her gayest dinner d ress and dine 
out, is re-decorating her comfortable 
house in the Hollywood hills. She 
has some nice Sher aton and Chip
pendale pieces and she is adding a 
few French Provincial numbers for 
color. Spending her time in this 
pleasant fashion can be considered 
a luxury, for she is now doubly busy 
with studio and radio commitments. 
So busy, in fact, that she is consider
ing, for the first time, having some
one write her scripts for her. She 
has tried out several writers but to 
date no one has pleased her. 

The task is not easy, for Barbara 
Jo Allen's Vera Vague, with all her 
shrewd satire on a certain type of wo
man, is never cruel. It is not because 
the actress plays her with light
hearted abandon, but because funda
mentally Miss Allen has sympathy for 
the fluff-brained Miss Vague. "1 was 
that kind of girl, myself," she says, 
surprisingly. "I always looked so 
much smarter than I really was when 
I was in school and later. 

"People always took it for granted 
that I knew more things than 1 did, 
and I can recall the awful panic that 
would overcome me when 1 made a 
faux pas. For that reason I have the 
deepest sympathy for all fluttery wo
men of the Vague type. 1 know the 
horrors that t.he~ live through trying 
to 'cover up' their lack of knowledge 
and poise. They are not as funny to 
me as they are pathetic. 

"And I have always been told if 
you put comedy and pathos together 
you have true humor. That's what I 
have tried to do with Vera Vague." 
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WHAT DO YOU WANT TO KNOW? 

• She's still omoled by her 
sudden radio "break." Yvette 
is the appealing. new singer 
over NBC-Red Network. Sundays. 

IF YOU should hear a sultry kind of 
voice, limpid and somewhat intoxi. 
cating, coming over the NBC Red 

network on Sunday afternoons at five 
o'clock, it's very likely to be Yvette, 
the glamorous singing discovery who 
began her radio career just a few 
months back. 

Yvette arrived in New York City 
from· her home in New Orleans to 
spend the Christmas holidays with 
her sister, and with the hope of re
maining here to study art at the Pratt 
Institute. Fate, however, intervened. 
One afternoon, a guest at the girls' 
apartment heard Yvette sing and was 
so impreJi,sed that he decided to take 
a hand .In launching on a theatrical 
career, ,this little girl who could in
terpret' a popular ballad with such 
appeal. 

An audition was arranged for her 
with Max Gordon, who was seeking 
talent for a new musical comedy pro
duction. An NBC executive chanced 
to be present and was so immediately 
impressed that he hurried Yvette over 
to NBC for a radio audition. And 
before she could say "Where am 1"
she had a contract. 

Yvette still can't believe it's true, 
and feels pretty much as Alice must 
have, looking on the other s ide of the 
locking glass into Wonderland. She's 
wide-eyed with amazement at the size 
of New York City and its activities. 
You' ll often find her visiting the 
various departments at NBC, asking 
questions, attending broadcasts and 
querying page boys. But what sur
prises her most of all is her good luck 
which came so suddenly. (She very 
modestly says ... "I've had my voice 
for such a long time.") 

We believe it is morc than good 
luck which has brought so many ncw 
friends and so much acclaim to 
Yvette. It's a charming manner, an 
infectious personality and a silken 
voice. We're that sure you are going 
to hear a lot more about her. 

Rose Frega, Bronx, New York: The 

theme songs of the following pro
grams arc; Woman in White _ "In
terlude" by Lucas: Midstream
"Serenity"; Life Can · Be Beautiful
"Melody in C" by Becker. 

• • • 
Theresa Giraro, Montreal, Canada: 

Dick Todd, that genial baritone, was 
born in your city, Montreal, on 
August 4. 1914. He's been on the 
radio since 1933, but actually his first 
leap to fame came on a day back in 
1922 when he outsang the rest of the 
young fry in Montreal to get the lead 
role in a home talent show. The num
ber which caused the vocal furore by 
the eight-year-old Todd was Here 
Comes the Sandman. He's grown up 
now to 5' 11" and to 185 lbs. He's got 
brown eyes and is a real carrot-top. 
Dick has sung with orchestras, made 
movie shorts and an endless list of 
song recordings for Victor and Blue
bird. For a fellow whose parents 
wanted him to become an engineer, 
Dick Todd has turned into a first
class baritone. 

FAN CLUB SECTION 
Betty AUard, 2735 No. 54th St., 

Milwaukee, Wisconsin, is anxious to 
join an Orrin Tucker Fan Club. U 
there is such an organization, will the 
secretary please communicate with 
Miss Allard? 

There's a new Jessica Dragonette Fan 
Club, and for all the readers who are 
interested in joining, we suggest you 
write to Mrs. Florence Brubaker, 2009 
North St., Harrisburg, Penna. 

Mary Martinovich, San Francisco; 
You can join a very active Kenn)' 
Baker Fan Club by writing to Mr. 
Allen L. Smith, 12 Wayside Avenue, 
Lawrence, Mass. 

Miss Adelaide Downes, 19 E. 4th 
Street, Mt. Vernon, N. Y., would like 
to increase the membership in her 
recently organized Dinah Shore Fan 
Club. If you're interested, why not 
write her? 

'IADIO AND TELEVISION MIRROR 



The Man Who Wonted To Be Murdered 
(Continued from page 25) 

sums of money. But if he lived, he 
himself would win nothing---except, 
of course, and Ellery sm iled, ironi
cally-his life. 

Arnold cocked '3 shrewd old eye up 
at him. "I suppose you're wondering 
why I had Max Fisher bring you 
down here, too, Queen?" 

"Well-rather. But first tell me 
something else. What's that glass 
ball you've been playing with aU this 
time?" 

"Eh?" Arnold looked down at the 
crystal as if surprised to find it there. 
"Oh, I suppose to a stranger this 
would look funny. I'm so used to 
it . It's just my luck piece. Ever 
since I've had this, Lady Luck has 
smiled on me. If anything should 
happen to it-iI it should break, or 
get lost-my luck would change. For 
a moment the expression on his face 
was terrifying in its intensity~then 
it relaxed. "Silly, eh? . because 
after all. it's just a solid piece of 
glass, worth a dollar or so." 

HE turned and tenderly placed the 
ball on a carved wooden base 

which stood on the table. 
"Well, to get back to those bets," 

he said briskly. "As a keen-witted 
detective. you must have noticed that 
out or my $1,625.000 estate, $25,000 is 
still unaccounted for. That's where 
you come in. Queen. You see, there 
are four people who now have good 
rE'ason to hope I die within the week. 
They'll all profit handsomely if I do." 

"What a wicked thing to say, Mr. 
Arnold!" Nikki said in a shocked 
voice. 

"It's a wicked world, my dear ... 
and T am rather a wicked old man. I 
like to see people squirm. For in
stance, I intend during the next week 
to play Enrico Caruso's records over 
and over on that phonograph. I love 
Caruso's voice. and it drives Waldo 
crazy. That only makes me love it 
all the more." Laughter bubbled up 
in him, making him shake all over. 

"And is that why you're tempting 
these people to kill you?" Ellery asked 
directly. "To see them squirm?" 

"My dear Queen-I don't call it 
tempting them. I'm simply making a 
little bet with them ... and I'm 
making a bet with you, too. I'm bet
ting you twenty-five thousand dollars 
that you can't prevent my being mur
dered before the week is out!" 

"Do you think he's crazy, Max?" 
Ellery asked some thirty minutes 
later. as he and Nikki and Max Fisher 
drove towntown in a cab, bound for 
the chemical laboratory maintained 
by Arnold Arnold's nephew. Anthony 
Ross. 

"Noooo-not exactly crazy. He's 
always been eccentric, and he's 
always been a gambler. He loves ex
citEment~and he's devilish enough 
to like making other people uncom
fortable." 

"I think it's a perfectly terrible 
idea. tempting four people to murder 
him!" Nikki cried. 

"It is terrible, but it's legal," Fisher 
replied dryly, as the cab drew to the 
curb and stopped before a building 
that looked like a warehouse. As
sailed by a wide variety of smells, 
they made their way throu~h dark 
hallways and up creaking stairs until 
they reached a door marked only by 
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a thumb-tacked card "A. Ross." 
Fisher opened it without ceremony. 
They looked mto a little room where 
Bunsen burners hissed. retorts bub
bled, and gas fumes made the air 
stifling. 

A young man, black-haired, heavy
browed, dressed in a much-stained 
rubber apron, looked up, glared at 
them, and then returned to the chem
ical apparatus. 

For a few minutes they stood quiet
ly, waiting in vain for him to ac
knowledge their presence. Then 
Fisher cleared his throat. "Mr. 
Ross--" he began. 

Anthony Ross said irritably. "Wait 
a minute, can't you? I can't stop 
in the middle of this-" A moment 
later, with a muttered imprecation, 
he seized a beaker and threw it vio
lently against the wall. "Well, I hope 
you realize ;vou spoiled a day's work! 
This place IS getting to be a public 
thoroughfare!" 

Quickly, Fisher explained the terms 
of Arnold Arnold's "bet" and handed 
over to Ross a folded contract. 

Ross laughed shortly, unpleasantly. 
"Stupidest thing I ever heard of. Of 
course, I'm sorry to hear the old boy's 
cashing in hIS Chips. but I'll be glad 
to get the money.' 

"For your researches?" Ellery asked 
quickly. 

"Of course Those fools at the 
Foundation!" His voice grew bitter. 
"They said I couldn't do it-but I 
have. Just a little more time-and 
money-and hard work-" 

"What are you working on, Mr. 
Ross?" 

"Poison gas. The most potent ever 
made by man-it'll revolutionize 
mdtiern warfare." 

"What valuable work!" Nikki 
sniffed. 

R OSS ignored her. "One smell of it 
causes instant death. It's odorless, 

dissipates quickly, and leaves utterly 
no trace in the body-" He broke off, 
eyed fhem suspiciously and said. "I 
don'tt know why I'm telling you all 
this. Who are these people, Fisher?" 

"Just friends of your uncle's, Mr. 
Ross," Max F isher said evenly. "We'll 
be going now." 

Outside in the grimy, dark hall, 
Nikki shuddered. "Ugh! What a nasty 
man-making gas to kill people!" 

"Not nasty;' Ellery corrected her 
gravely. "Dangerous." 

Ellery did rlot take up residence in 
Arnold Arnold's apartment until three 
days before the end of the week. He 
conjectured, and correctly, that if any 
attempt were to be made on the life 
of Arnold, it would not take place 
until the seven days were almost up. 

When he did move in. he wished he 
hadn't; for Big Time Arnold was 
carrying out his announced intention 
of playing Enrico Caruso's records 
inc~sa~t1y. Before long . • Ellery felt 
as If hiS head were about to split in 
two, but still, from behind the closed 
door of Arnold's bcd-sitting room the 
golden voice continued to shake the 
wall. 

And n~thmg. happened. Nothing 
except thiS contll~ua[ nerve wracking 
sl:'spense. There In the room next to 
him sat a man who had wagered over 
a million dollars he would be dead in 
less ~han a week, a man who had 
practically offered four different pea-
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pic a fortune to kill him. And here, 
pacing up and down the hall outside 
- waiting-seemingly helpless to pr e
vent whatever crime t he old man was 
bent on, was Ellery Queen. 

Waldo went glumly about his busi
ness, dressing and feeding Arnold. 
Cora Moore bustled around, carrying 
with her an aura of irri tating: Bnd 
patently false cheerfulness. Ellery 
decided he liked her less than either 
Waldo or Anthony Ross. At least, 
they didn't try to hide their bad 
temper s. 

The days went crawlins: by, minutes 
stretched interminably mto interml· 
nable hours. Nor was there any sign 
that Arnold with his boomin~ laugh, 
was any closer to leaving thIS earth 
than the first afternoon Ellery had 
met him. 

Then finally it was the seventh of 
the scheduled days, the last day 
Arnold had given himself to die-in 
reality, the last day he had given his 
doctor , his cousin, his niece and his 
brother to collect over a million 
dollars. 

The morning passed in the same 
monotonous rouhne. In the afternoon 
young Ross came in to see Arnold. 
They banished Cora to her own room 
and held a long conversation, while 
Ellery listened conscientiously at the 
door. But Caruso's voice, going fuU 
blast, prevented him from hearing 
anything. 

Nikki dropped in a few minutes 
after Ross had left, during Dr. 
Howell's daily visit and Ellery was 
recounting his woes and general bore· 
dom to her when Waldo entered the 
room. 

"That man's here again," he an
nounced. "The same one that Camc 
this morning. Smith." 

"The insurance agent?" Ellery 
asked. "But Mr. Arnold said he 
wouldn't see him." 

"I know-but he won't leave." 
"Well-I' ll sec him m¥self," Ellery 

decided. "I'm rather mterested in 
this fellow Smi lh-I caught a glimpse 
oC him this morning, and he looks 
less like an insurance agent than any· 
one I ever saw." 

NIKKI~had to aJ:'f ee when Waldo 
sho(,ed the viSItor in. Mr. Smith 

was short and tubby with a red face, 
a dented nose and flashy clothes. H.is 
words, when he announced that he 
didn't believe Arnold was really sick, 
came out of the side oC his mouth 
Which was not occupied by a black 
ci~ar. 

'Did you say you sold-insurance, 
Mr. Smith?" Ellery inquired after 
Waldo had backed grumblingly out 
of the room. 

"Never mind what I sell. Do 1 see 
Arnold or don't I?" A burst of Ar· 
nold's laughter sprayed over the mu
sic from the bedroom. "Hey-that's 
Arnold ! Now T know he ain't sick! 
I'm goin' in!" 

The bedroom door swunG open. Dr. 
Howell stood there, lookmg at the 
little group inquiringly. He closed 
the door behind him. 

"Who is this man?" he asked. 
Mr. Smith spluttered in fury. 

"Never mind who 1 am! Pullin' the 
sick gag, is he? Liss(>n, that fat 
chiseler's no sicker'n I am-and you 
can tell him for me that he's gonna 
see me tomorra-or else!" 

"Mr. Arnold is seriously ill-you 
can take my wor d for that as a phy 
sician:' D r. Howell told him. "And 
I absolutely forbid you to disturb him. 
Any shock at this stage of his iIl-

ness would be fatal. Excuse me." 
He passed them, walked dow n the 

hall toward the back of the apart
ment. 

Mr. Smith's tiny, deep·set eyes 
shifted suspiciously Crom Ellery to 
Nikki and then to Arnold's door. Ob
viously, he was only half convinced. 
And f rom the room beyond the 
"Celeste Aida" aria was working up 
to its stirring climax. For a moment 
even Ellery was held by a glorious 
sustained high note. 

And then, intuitively, he knew 
something was wrong. Without think
ing, he leaped to the door, pounded 
on it lrantically. No answer. He tried 
the knob. The door was locked. 

In the throbbing pause aCter the 
high note, they heard a dull sound, as 
of a heavy body falling to the fioor. 

"Help me, Smith!" he snapped. 
"We've got to break this door down." 
Together they rammed their shoul
ders against the wood: the lock 
snapped, and they almost fell into the 
room. 

Stretched out on the floo r was the 
body or Big Time Arnold. 

W ELL," said Inspector Queen 
glumly, "anybody could have 

killed him. A tine watch dog you are, 
son." 

" I know, Dad," Ellery admitted. 
"I'm afraid I'm better at solving mur
ders than 1 am at jreventing them." 

The Inspector an his men from the 
Homicide Squad had been all over 
the apartment; the Medical Ex
aminer had come and taken all that 
was mortal of Arnold Arnold. The 
routine examination of the premises 
had been completed. And now Ellery 
and his father and Nikki with the 
assjst,:mce of Sergeant Velie were go· 
ing over the few facts they had dis· 
covered. 

"Only two doors into the room," 
Ellery munnured. "One into the hall 
-locked from the inside. The other, 
unlocked. leading into Waldo's bed
room. But there's that terrace out
side, with its open French windows. 
It runs all around the apartment. and 
it's accessible from the courtyard too, 
via the firc·escape ... so anyone could 
have come in here, from outside, 
while r was in the hall with Nikki 
and--er-Mr. Smith." 

"Mr. Smith!" Inspector Queen 
grunted. " I told you Ellery, that guy's 
name isn't Smith. He's L ouie Matt, 
professional gambler and thug, and I 
know him well. Recognized nim the 
minute I saw him." 

"Yes, Dad," Ellery murmured ab· 
sently. "1 know-but Mr. Smith is 
such a beautifully inappropriate name 
Cor him." He wandered aimlessly 
around the room. "One thing miss· 
ing." he observed. "Poor old Arnold's 
glass ball." He gestured. at the empty 
wooden base on which it had stOod. 

"Ball's broke," Sergeant Velie said 
stolidly. "See these splintC!rs of glass 
on the table?" 

"Those didn't come from Arnold's 
crystal," Ellery said. They're not 
large enough-they're pieces of a glass 
bubble, wafer-thin. And Arnold's 
ball was solid glass. I handled it my· 
self .... Funny." . 

"Say!" said Velie. "How do we 
know Arnold was murdered? Maybe 
he just died from heart failure and 
hit his head against the andirons in 
the fireplace when he fell. He wa~ 
lying flJht next to them when we 
found hIm." 

"Maybe," said Inspector Queen, 
"But-" 



Max Fisher hurried in. He had been 
summoned by telephone and he car
ried Arnold's strong-box, taken from 
the bank. But when they looked into 
it, expecting to find securities worth 
$1,625,000, they had a new surprise. 
There was nothing there but a $100,-
000 life insurance policy, naming Dr. 
Stephen Howell as beneficiary-and 
a note which read: 

"Dear WaJdo, Cora and Anthony: 
Take my advice---don't bet on sure 
things. Also, don't bet with a pro
fessional gambler. But if you have 
to bet, make the other fellow cover. 
The joke's on all of you, J'm afraid. 
To Mr. Ellery Queen I bequeath an 
interesting case. Happy hunting, 
Queen!" 

T HE double-crossing old humor
ist!" Ellery growled. 
"Velie!" shouted Inspector Queen. 

"Get Doc Prouty to rush an autopsy 
report on Arnold's body! I'm going to 
crack this joke right now!" 

The next morning Ellery was with 
his father in the latter's office at head~ 
quarters, the medical report spread 
out on the desk before them. It stated 
that Arnold Arnold had been mur· 
dered, had died from a heavy blow 
on the skull with some hard, heavy 
object-and that-

Dr. Howell came into the office. He 
looked as if he hadn't slept and his 
eyes were red·rimmed. 

"Dr. Howell," Inspector Queen said 
directly, "my son telJs me you in
sisted Arnold was about to die from 
a heart ailment. Yet the autopsy re
port here says that his heart was as 
sound as a dollar! Not a sign of heart 
disease in any form!" 

There was a long silence. Howell 

AU(;UST. 1940 

seemed to wilt. At last he said in a 
low voice, "Yes. That is true. Except 
for his partial pualysis, he was per
fectly healthy." 

"And not only that, but he left a 
brother, a niece and a nephew-yet 
his insurance policy, his entire estate, 
is made payable not to them, but to 
you-a stranger!" 

"I may as well tell you the whole 
truth," Howell said wearily. "Arnold 
Arnold was my-father. I can prove 
it, although it's been kept a secret 
from everyone, even Uncle Waldo. No 
one knew my father had ever been 
married. He kept it a secret because 
he was afraid his profession-gam
bling-would hurt my career. He 
always wanted me to be a physician. 

"Urn. That explains why he made 
you his beneficiary-but not why you 
said he had a bad heart condition." 

"He made me. He was in trouble
owed a hundred thousand dollars to 
a gambler namcd Louie Mott." 

"Oh, so that's where Louie comes 
in," Inspector Queen remarked. 

"Yes. Mott was threatening to kill 
Father for welching on the debt, and 
he had to keep out of Mott's way, so 
he asked me to help him rig up a 
serious illness." 

"But why did he make those crazy 
bets?" 

"I think I can answer that, Dad," 
Ellery put in. "Arnold was afraid 
Louie would kill him. But how would 
Louie get the money if he did? Prob
ably he knew of the insurance policy 
-remember, he was posing as an in
surance agent-nnd he intended to 
force Arnold to change his beneficiary 
-to make the policy payable to 
Louie! Consider Arnold's position
flat broke, at the sorry end of a long 
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life. All he had was his insurance, 
and it was worthless until he died. 
His only thought must have been to 
keep Louie Mott from getting that in
surance, so hiS son could collect." 

"You mean he-wanted to die?" 
"Yes, Dad. And he was too healthy 

to die naturally for many years; sui
cide was out of the question because 
the policy was less than two years old 
and the company wouldn't honor it 
if he killed himself-so he planned 
his own murder." 

"Good Lord!" murmured Howell. 
"No wonder he was so tight-mouthed 
with me! I thought it was just a crazy 
whim!" 

"And," Ellery went on, "he called 
me in because if his plan didn't work 
-if none of the three people he 
tempted did murder him-he was 
ready to kill himself in some fashion 
that would make his death look like 
murder. And he wanted me on hand 
to substantiate the fact that he'd been 
done away with." 

"Well, his plan worked all right," 
Inspector Queen growled, "and it 
looks as if the murderer was getting 
away with it." 

W HEN Howell had gone, Ellery 
murmured, "I can't figure out 

that business of the glass bail! The 
one Arnold had was solid-yet after 
his death it was gone and all we found 
were the remains of a broken glass 
bubble. Somebody substituted that 
for the solid one-and if we only 
knew who, and why, we'd have the 
murderer." 

"Anybody could have done it," In
spector Queen reminded him. "Waldo, 
Ross, Cora Moore and Howell himself 
were all in Arnold's room a few hours 
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before the murder." 
A detective came in with a paper 

which he laid on Inspector Queen's 
desk. The Inspector looked at it, and 
handed it to Ellery. "Just a list of the 
clothes Arnold was wearing." 

Ellery glanced at the paper
casually at filst, then with sudden in
tc-rest. "Only one sock! Is this right? 
Was Arnold wearing just one sock?" 

"That's what the report says." 
Ellery groaned . "And I never 

noticed it! 1 must be losing my grip. 
... Why it's aU perfectly simple, Dad! 
I know who killed Arnold! Get every
body together and I'll teli you!" 

Inspector Queen was a little piqued 
by Ellery's announcement, and for 
the rest of the day he did some heavy 
thinking. Then he called Nikki and 
Sergeant Vel ie in and talked things 
over with them. By evening they 
were sure they had the Solution. 

EVERYONE connected with the case 
was in Arnold's apartment that 

night at eight. If Ellery had not been 
so full of his own solution he might 
have noticed that his father, his sec
retary and Sergeant Velie were look
inr. uncommonly like cream-fed cats. 

Cora Moore, Anthony Ross, and 
Waldo Arnold were all taking the 
fact that Arnold had left nothing but 
the insurance with bad grace. Howell 
still looked sincerely grieved. Louie 
Mott, alias Smith, was belligerently 
relieved that his presence in the hall 
with Ellery at the time of the murder 
afforded him a cast-iron alibi. 

Ellery stepped forward to begin his 
dissertation. "I've asked my father 
to get you together tonight in order 
that I mar explain-" 

"Hold It, Ellery," said Inspector 
Queen. He was smiling. "I'm. doing 
the explaining tonij!ht." 

For a moment Ellery was flabber
gasted. Then he smiled. too. 

ThG- Inspector barked-"We know 
someone substituted a hollow glass 
ball for Arnold's solid one, sometime 
during the day of the murder. Now, 
mark this-when Ellery and Nikki 
heard Arnold {aU dead in his bed
room, there was a Caruso record play
ing in that room. Remember, Ellery, 
you toldt.~me that just before you 
sensed s9mething was wrong. Caruso's 
voice hit' a long, sustained high note?" 

Ellery nodded. 
"Well, it's an established scientific 

fact that a very hi(::h note from a 
powerful singing vOice can produce 
such strong vibrations that it will 
shatter a wine glass!" Inspector 
Queen looked about him triumphant
ly. "What happened was that Caruso's 
voice shattered the thin glass shell 
the murderer had put in place of 
Arnold's Solid luck piece. Startled, 
Arnold tried to get out of his wheel
chair, but in doing so, he slipped and 
fell, striking his head on the andirons 

in the fireplace." 
" I see," Ellery said thoughtfully, 

"And your conclusion, Dad?" 
"That that hollow, thin glass bubble 

was filled with ... poison gas! A new 
type of gas-odorless, deadly, a k ind 
at gas that was described in the pres
ence of Nikki Porter by its inventor
Anthony RoSS. 

Sergeant Velie grabbed Ross by the 
arm. That dark-visaged young man 
began to sputter angrily. 

"I'm sorry, Mr. Ross," Ellery said 
in the midst of the commotion. "I'm 
afraid my father owes you an apology. 
I know you aren't guilty-and so will 
Dad in a minute." 

There was instant quiet, while 
everyone turned toward Ellery. 

"You see," he explained ca lmly, 
"there's a flaw in Dad's reasoning. 
Since Arnold Arnold was pal'alyzed 
from the waist down. it's extl'emely 
unlikely, if not absolutely impossible 
that he could have thrown himself 
out of the chair with such force as to 
fall and strike his head a latal blow 
on the andirons ... though the real 
murderer hoped we'd reason just that 
way-that we'd figure out quite 
logically that the head wound came 
from falling after the gas had escaped 
from the glass ball shattered by the 
Caruso record. But there's still an
other clue that Dad overlooked. " 

Inspector Queen smiled. 
"The trouble is," Ellery said, "that 

you looked for a complicated, clever 
solution-and ignored the obvious 
one. The glass slivers were planted 
by the murderer jU1t to make us be
lieve Arnold was killed by a holloW 
balI filled with gas. In other words, 
to pin the crime on Anthony Ross. 
The murderer wanted you to ignore 
the obvious-because in this case, the 
guilty person is the obvious one!" 

No one moved. 
"What became of Arnold's missing 

sock'! That is the other clue that 
Dad forgot. There were two things 
missing from the room when we 
found Arnold's body-his sock, and 
the heavy glass ball. And we know 
now that Arnold was struck over the 
head with a heavy object. What was 
that weapon? Put a heavy ball into a 
man's sock, push it down as far as it 
will go, and usc the top pa rt of the 
sock lor a handle, and you have a 
deadly weapon--olle that can kill as 
swiftl\' and surely as a hammer!" 

Nikki screamed. "Oh-I know!"' 
"Yes, Nikki. Who was the person 

who stood 10 p;ain most-he thought 
-from Arnold's death? Who had 
easiest access to Arnold's room, be
cause his own room adjoined? Who 
habitually dressed and undressed Ar
nold, and so would be the only person 
able to take a sock from his foot while 
he was alive-under the pretext of ~et
ting him ready for bed? The obvIOUS 
suspect~Arnold's brother Waldo!" 

John', Other Wife 
(Continued fTom page 11) 

"Extremely lucky, you mean!" An
nette caught him up. "Robbin Penn
ington and Mortimer Prince give me 
tips on the market. Old friends of 
the family, you know. But even so, 
I never seem to have any money. I 
have to borrow it when I want to 
make an investment. And I'm lucky 
there, loo!" she ended with a mean ing 
in her tone which Elizabeth found 
vaguely troubling. 

Elizabeth was thankful when the 

car lurned up a winding shell drive 
which curled to a hil!top, and she 
knew their drive was neady over. 
Bright windows glowed in a spraw
ling white house. Se"'eral cars were 
parked in the drive and there was a 
feeling of gaiety in the air. 

Entering the oblong livin~ room, 
she was conscious of a shiftlOg blur 
of people against a backdrop of lux
ury-and then, in sick dismay, she 
was looking up into the face of the 
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samE! man she had seen AnnettE! talk
ing to that afternoon in the store. 

"This is Robbin Pennington, Eliza
beth," Annette was saying. "Robbin 
-M I·s. Perry." 

She searched his face, afraid she 
would find there some trace of recog
nition. But no, his deep-set blue eyes 
were untroubled. He did not release 
her hand immodiately. "Mrs. PeTT1I?" 
he repeated after Annette. "I had an 
entirely different picture of you." 

Yes, Elizabeth said inwardly, I 
know that. 

All the while she was forcing her
self to return the polite, indifferent 
greetings of the othC'r guests, Eliza
beth was conscious of Robbin Pen
nington's scrutiny. 

She accepted a glass of sherry and 
forgot to taste it. Somewhere over 
on thE! other side of the room were 
John and Annette; she heard John's 
dE!ep. unaffected laugh .... Perhaps 
she had been foolish; perhaps she 
should have let him and Annette come 
alone, At least, if she had. she 
wouldn't be stand in.':: here now, feel
ing out of place and faintly ridiculous. 

But Robbin Pennington offered her 
his arm when dinner was announced, 
and he seated her between himsell 
and Mortimer Prince, a white-haired, 
florid-faced old gentleman who 
seemed singularly unassuming for a 
man reputed to possess mi11ions. An
nette and John were seated at the 
other end of the table. 

IT was easy to keep a conversation 
going between Mortimer Prince 

and Robbin Pennington, and lor the 
first time Elizabeth began to feel at 
ease-until she was once more made 
acutely conscious of herself by Rob
bin's musing remark: 

"You are so much less domestic 
than rd been led to expect, Mrs. 
Perry." 
Th~re it was again-that word 

domestic! Never until today had it 
occurred to Elizabeth that it might 
be possible to insult a woman by call
ing her "domestic." 

She might have countered, but 
didn't, by telling him that he was not 
at all what she had expected, either. 
When pqtlple described Robbin Pen
nington £hey naturally used the words 
"man about town ... playboy." He 
didn't look like a playboy to her. 
More like a man she would choose 
for a friend. In his late thirties, he 
had the serious eyes, the sensitive 
features of an idealist and dreamer. 

They wandered back into the living 
room. and Robbin 53t beside her on 
the couch, where they drank coffee 
from small cups. Watching John and 
Annetle across the room, he said, 
"Do you mind having me teU you 
what a capable husband you have, 
Elizabeth? I don't think I've ever 
made a better investment than the 
stock 1 hold in the Perry store." 

Elizabeth was amazed at the case 
with which she could talk to this man. 
They had known each other scarcely 
an hour, yet already, following his 
smiling suggestion, they were using 
first n<lmes. And. a little later, she 
was neither surprised nor offended 
when he said directly: 

"You know, Elizabeth, I don't like 
Annette Rogers. At the risk of poking 
into what is none of I!ly business, I 
want to warn you agamst her." 

With anyone else she might have 
pretended to be surprised. Instead 
she! re!plied quietly, "Thank you. But 
1 think r know what you mean." 

"Yes. . of course you do. As a 
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matter of fact. I once had an experi
ence with Annette. I didn't know 
her very well then-not well enough 
to know that her God is Annette 
Rogers. I learned that, soon enough, 
and took a trip around the world to 
get over the jolt of learning it." 

"I-I'm sorry," Elizabeth said. 
"Oh, I don't need sympathy now. 

Thanks just the same. I got over 
it all rather well I only hope you 
get over her with less trouble." 

This was incredible-that she, Eliz
abeth Perry should be sitting here, 
listening to a man she had just met, 
warning her that another woman was 
about to break up her home! Yet, 
with an intense effort, she managed 
to set down her coffee cup with a 
steady enough hand. Perhaps this 
was what she had needed: to have 
J 'ohn's disloyalty and her own danger 
shown to her by another person. 

A NNETTE was telling us in the car 
that rou sometimes give her stock 

market tips," she said. 
"Meaning, that's strange behavior 

for a man who says he doesn't like 
Annette?" he asked with a smile. "U's 
sheer self-protection on my part, my 
dear. Annette is less of a nuisance 
when you give her what she wants. 
But you'll notice I don't loan her the 
money to play those tips. She has 
to raise that-somewhere else. As 
a matter of fact, I think she was able 
to borrow some today. About ten 
thousand dollars." 

Elizabeth looked at him quickly. 
He refused to meet her glance. But 
in that instant, she knew! "I have 
to borrow money .. , And I'm lucky 
there, too!" That was what Annette 
had meant in the car. John had let 
her have ten thousand dollars to put 
in the stock market! 

An unseen hand began slowly to 
constrict her throat, until she had to 
breathe deeply and hard in order to 
get enough air, For a moment the 
people, the objects in the room re
ceded until they were tiny, crystal
clear and somehow horrible to con
template; and the murmur of voices 
around her turned into a vicious hum
ming sound. 

Then /his sensation passed, leaving 
only an immense weariness and dis
gust. ~he couldn't understand, now, 
why she had forced John and An
nette to brin~ her here. 

"I'm very tired," she said abruptly. 
"I wonder if it would be too terrible 
of me to leave now?" 

"Won't you let me drive you home?" 
Robbin asked. 

At any other time she would not 
have dared to tell John that she was 
leaving, that he must stay and have 
a good time and follow when he was 
ready, But tonight she made her ex
cuses neatly, not even bothering to 
look at John's face to see if he were 
surprised. displeased, or unhappy. 

In the car, sitting silently beside 
Robbin Pennington, with the warm 
summer air rushing past them and 
the radio going softly, she realized 
that she was coldly, tensely angry. 
How dared John do this to ner?-Ioan 
money to that calculating, greedy lit
tle schemer, Annette Rogers? This 
proof that Annette had an even 
greater hold on her husband than she 
had suspected should have frightened 
her, she supposed; instead, she was 
conscious only of an overmastering 
desire to fight and beat Annette. 

When Robbin stopped the car at her 
own door she turned to him. "Will 
you give me the same market tip you 

gave Annette? And the name and 
address of a broker? I have some 
money of my own I'd like to invest." 

He stared at her, then silently took 
out a card and wrote on it. Co
operative Oil Refineries. Atchinson 
Dobbs, 3 Pine Street. 

Elizabeth read the strong, black 
handwriting in the dim light from 
the dashboard. For an instant she 
saw the situation in a new pcrspec
ti ve, one that tempted her to tear the 
card into bits. But that passed, and 
resolution hardened in her. This was 
the only way she could fight Annette 
Rogers-with Annette's own weapons. 

"It's a good stock," Robbin said, 
"and though Dobbs has a rather un
pleasant personality, he's reliable." 

"You'j'e terribly kind," Elizabeth 
said. "And I know you understand-" 

"Oh, yes. I understand perfect
ly. "There's one other thing I 
should tell you. Annette has been 
seeing a good deal lately of Henry 
Sullivan-rather too much, I'd say, 
for -an employee of Perry's." 

He saw her to the door, then turned 
and went back to his car. 

She hadn't expected to sleep at ali, 
but the stress of many emotions had 
deadened her mind, so that she did 
not even hear John come in. 

BE FORE breakfast she telephoned 
Atchinson Dobbs for an appoint

ment, and at eleven o'clock she was in 
his office. bringing with her the $20,-
000 worth of bonds which she had 
always before been satisfied to let 
John use as his own. But they be
longed to her. and were in her name. 

Atchinson Dobbs was a square
faced man with oily dark hair. His 
eyes and skin were darkish and even 
though he was well dressed and im
maculate, she had the feeling that 
his skin was oily. He seemed to know 
his business, though. He nodded ap
provingly when she named the stock 
she wished to buy. 

"A very good stock. And you wished 
to invest how much, Mrs. Perry?" 

"Twenty thousand dollars." 
Once more he nodded, and made 

figures on a pad of paper. "Of course 
you'll buy on margin?" 

"Why-no," Elizabeth said. "I'd 
thought of buying the stock outright." 

Mr. Dobbs could not entirely ap
prove of that procedure, it seemed. 
"Of course," he said, "you understand 
thet your profits won't be as great. 
And since the market is purely specu
lative--there's no use kidding our
selves, Mrs. Pen'y-why not speculate 
in a way that makes good odds." 

"Well-I don't know. " Eliza-
beth said doubtfully. 

"On margin, you'll be able to pur
chase much more stock, and your 
profit will be proportionately greater," 
he urged. 

Elizabeth felt lost, confused-very 
like a housewife suddenl)' astray 
in an alien world. And thiS feeling 
brought her to a decision. She would 
not be the sort of woman who hung 
back. pondering, letting opportunity 
slip by! She would be the sort who 
made quick, sure decisions .... 

"Very well," she said. "I'll buy it 
on margin." 

Realization of the enormity of her 
gamble was slow in coming. It wasn't 
really until she was home that she 
recognized her own reckless daring. 

Twenty thousand dollars! If she 
hadn't acted immediately, she would 
never have ~one through with it
even though It was the only way to 
hold John, to prove to him that she 
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was still worthy of all his love and 
respect. Alone in the study she sorted 
out lhc jumbled thoughts whirling in 
her mind. She had gambled, yes. But 
so had John, with money loaned to 
Annette. All her thinking kept pivot
ing back to this onc point. 

It was two weeks before she heard 
from Atchinson Dobbs again. Two 
weeks that became a duel between 
her impatience, her worry, her fear, 
and her overwhelming desire to show 
John how capable she really was. 
Unwillingly, each morning, she sought 
out the back pages of the paper, Tan 
a finger down the stock listings until 
she found Co-operative Oils. There 
was never more than a point of dif
ference in the quotations. 

Then, late one afternoon, Dobbs 
called and said cheerfully, "The mar
ket broke a bit today. Mrs. Perry
I'm going to have to ask you fOT a 
little more money." 

"More money? But I-I haven't 
any more money." 

Dobbs sounded hurl when he said, 
"But I thought you realized, Mrs. 
Perry-when you buy on margin and 
the slock goes down, you must be pre
pared to cover-" 

"How much money do I have to 
give you?" Elizabeth whispered. 

''Ten thousand dollars. Oh, it's 
nothing to worry about, Mrs. Perry; 
the market is a bit bearish just now, 
that's all." He launched into a friendly 
explanation that explained nothing 
to her bewildered mind. Only one 
thing was clear: she must raisc an
other ten thousand or lose what she 
had already invested. 

In a numb sort of panic, Elizabeth 
mortgaged. the house, the deed to 
whieh was in her name. 

She wanted desperately to tell John 
what she had done, and have at 
least the comfort of eon/ession. But 
John was not very approachable these 
days. Ever since the pa rty at Robbin 
Pennington's there had been a barrier 
between them. 

T HE day after she gave Dobbs the 
additional ten thousand doUars, 

Elilabeth saw a taxi drive up and 
slop in front of the house. Annette 
Rogers stepped out. 

When Elizabeth met her at the door. 
Annette smiled sweetly. "Elizabeth, 
darling-I was hoping you'd be in." 

"I usually am," Elizabeth said. "As 
you know, I spend most of my time 
at home." 

A tightening of Annette's face 
showed that she caught Elizabeth's 
meaning. But she said nothing more 
until they had seated themselves. 

"I came to bring you some news," 
she said. "I wanted you to be the 
first \0 know-because I'm sure you'll 
be happy. I'm going to be married 
... to Henry Sullivan." 

"To Henry Sullivan! I_I hope 
you'll be terribly happy." Amaze
ment and relief swept over Elizabeth. 
But then came suspicion. Why had 
Annette hurricd to tell her this news? 
Why, after so obviously pursuing 
John. had she suddenly decided to 
marry some one else? 

She withdrew the hand she had 
impulsively put on Annette's after 
the latter's startling announcement. 

"I don't understand," she said slow
ly. "Isn't this very sudden?" 

Annette's long lashes drooped. "I
I can't pretend to you, Elizabeth," 
she said. "Surely you know why I'm 
marrying Henry! Isn't it the best 
way out of an-an intolerable situa
tion? Believe me," she leaned for-
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ward with an air of great frankness, 
"John will get over me. Everything 
between you will be as it was before 
I came along. And I-I'll be happier 
with Henry than I would be with John 
-knowing that I had ruined a 
home .... " 

In the long silence that followed, 
the telephone rang sharply. Her eyes 
stiU on Annette, Elizabeth answered, 

"Yes?" 
Atchinson Dobbs' voice was thick 

and oily. "Mrs. Perry, I've bad news. 
Unless you can raise more money to 
cover, I'll have to sell you out." 

"I---can't. Nothing whatever," Eliza
beth said in a low voice. 

"Co-operative Oil was a great dis
appointment. You're not the only 
one, Mrs. Perry-" 

"Not the only one ... " 
She hung up the receiver. She 

whh'led on Annette. 
"For a minute you almost had me 

fooled!" she cried. "Fooled. into think
ing John loved you, wanted to divorce 
me so he could marry you! NolV I 
know you were lying! You lost money 
in Co-operative Oil too, didn't you'! 
Jolm's money! Docs he know it?" 

A NNETTE'S face had gone white. 
r'\. "I-yes, I told him," she faltered. 

"I thought so! And that was enough 
for him-he saw through you at last. 
But you weren't satisfied to leave 
things at that-you had to come here 
and try to ruin our Jives by making 
me believe he loved you-and that 
you were only marrying Henry Sulli
van to send John back to me!" Hands 
clenched into small fists, Elizabeth 
leaned forward. "I know why you're 
marrying Henry Sullivan-because 
you tried to get John, but you over
reached yourself by losing his money! 
And Sullivan's second-best!" 

Annette had risen, was backing 
away from Elizabeth's fury. She 
tried to be brazen. "Oh, stop it! I'll 
give' John his precious money back 
some day." 

"You'd better go now," Elizabeth 
said. "Quickly!" 

Elizabeth heard the taxi leave, 
heard another car drive up and stop. 
She ran to the window In time to 
sec John. getting out of his car. 

She ~ened the door. He rushed 
in, dropping his hat on the floor like 
a man in a daze. 

His hands reached out to her, 
caught her shoulders, as though in 
touching her he would be given 
couratee. His eyes were tragic. 

"Elizabeth, I need money-need it 
badly. Sullivan's has declared war. 
Thejr summer sales will put us out 
of business if r can't buy as much ad
vertising space and promotion as they 
have. The bank won't help-you'll 
have to let me have your bonds-" 

"The-the bonds?" she faltered, her 
mind racing, a mass of swirling 
thoughts. How could she tell him 
what she had done? And if she did 
-how could she ever tell him it was 
the only way she'd known to hold 
him? 

She felt his hands tighten on her 
shoulders, but all she could -hear now 
was the question in her tortured 
heart, "Have I lost him. after all?" 

What will Elizabeth Perry do now? 
What wm be tile outcome of this 
wife's courageous struggle to hold her 
husband's love. Read how she faces 
her problems in next month's instal
ment of Jolin's Other WiJe in. RADIO 
MIRROR. 
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Beauty IS Happiness 

(Continued from page 7) 

hair set every day. I was wearing 
lots of curls. Now I choose the sim
plest style possible. I have my hail' 
shampooed weekly, in a style which 
will stay! I brush it nightly, a few 
brief rounds. Bob likes it better
because it looks natural. 

"Manicures are allotted to the same 
once-a-week importance. My nails 
are done while my hair is drying. 1 
keep identical shades of polish at 
home in case of accident--ruby to 
match my jewels, and colorless. So-
Another three hours a week for fun." 

Barbura is one of the fortunate few 
whose healthy, glowing skin asks for 
no pampering beyond soap and water, 
perhaps her tendency to be natural 
has helped to keep it so. 

She doesn't rush the simple beauty 
routine she observes at home. She 
doesn't have to, after freeing herself 
from the bondage of the beauty shop. 
rn the morning, before work, a show
er will do, but she revels in warm 
tub baths. Before dinner nightly she 
pulls off her daytime clothes, jumps 
into a tub scented with gardenia oil, 
piled round with bath crystals, 
brushes and enormous towels. She 
emerges sparkling, wraps herself in a 
feminine hostess gown to go down to 
dinner fresh, fragrant and relaxed. 
Never will she go into dinner before 
this beauty bath. Her servants know 
the rule is adamant. If Barbara is 
an hour late in arriving home from 
the studio, dinner is served ut nine 
or ten or eleven. And Barbara 
and Bob Cace one another across the 
table happily removed by their lei
surely homecomin~ from Ihe hectic 
hours of the working day. 

The chore of keeping thin is daily 
drudgery for many Hollywood stars. 
Barbara can write reducing off her 
time-schedule, having lost fifteen 
pounds dul'ing her legal difficulties 
two years ago which she has never 
regained. She weighs 106 pounds. 

LIKE el'ery wise motion picture 
pJayef, she takes a certain cure in 

diet a\ld exercise for granted. No 
woman can eat starches, a quantity of 
sticky pastries and stay glamorous 
enough for the cameras. Ii such 
weakness did not show up in her 
figure, it would pop up as "nerves." 
Knowing that, Burbara avoids pota
toes, bread and desserts unprotesting
ly-as she would avoid poison-and 
though she has a small appetite, she 
forces herself to eat generous portions 
of the foods which are permissible. 
Steaks two inches thick. green vege
tables with butter, sulads, fruit, milk 
and always coffee. Gallons of coffee. 

She need never go on those strenu
ous four-day to eighteen-day diets 
which leave the reducer weak, irri
table and distinctly unglamorous. She 
knows how much oC her natural at
traction is due to a flow of healthy 
energy-she wouldn't take c!hances of 
cutting off that flow. So, for break
fast, she has stewed fruit, toast, jelly 
and coffee. For lunch, a large salad, 
or prime ribs of beef with vegetables, 
tea at four o'clock with chocolate 
cookies for the necessary last-minute 
push before her escape to the com
fortable privacy of her home. For 
dinner, an hors d'oeuvre, lean meat, 
heaps of vegetables and a dessert of 
fresh fruit or an occasional custard. 

Plenty of energy in such a menu-for 
beauty's sake-but no avoirdupois. 

As a result, Barbara has the ath · 
letic, Jean figure of a young girl-a 
figure which makes no clothes prob
lems. 

She loves Clothes. She is not as an 
unfriendly Hollywood comm~ntator 
once infelTed, either untidy or care
less about her dress. She is glad to 
let down the informality of very 
casual clothes when she is with Bob 
at the ranch, or in the country for oc
casional week-ends. In town, how
ever, she is as style-conscious as any 
clothes horse. Only she refuses to 
give her life to it. 

She likes simple, well-made 
clothl!s, good fabric and line, so shop
~lng IS easy. For the studio and day
time engagements she likes man
tailored suits. She chooses the fabrics 
herself, hard fabrics for suits, tweeds 
for topcoats. She is sure that her first 
suit from a new tailor is perfect. After 
that she can replenish her wardrobe 
by selecting new cloth. 

H ER afternoon and evening clothes 
~re a$ characteristically simple. 

Havmg found an expert designer in 
Moni.ca, she orders classic draped 
evening gowns, dinner gowns in 
prints, hostess gowns (Bob and Bar. 
bara do not dress for dinner at home 
unless there are guesls) and after
noon dresses, usually black. 

Occasionally she wilt find a dress 
which pleases her in a shop but be
fore she W(!arS it, every furb~Jow (the 
mark, she feels, of standardized fash
ion) disappears-clips, buttons, bows, 
belts. Simple and unadorned, except 
for the ruby jewelry which Bob Tay~ 
lor has chosen for her, the dress be
comes a background for its wearer. 
Too many women, Barbara believes, 
are content to accept the formula in 
the reverse. 

Two other pitfalls are common in 
Hollywood marriage. Bob and Bar. 
bara have decided. They arc an over
emphasis on work. and too much 
social life. 

"Bob and I learned through experi
ence," she told me, "that we can't 
have the sort of marriage we think 
will ~ork, and at the same time keep 
up With all thc thousands of activities 
peculiar to Hollywood and the mo
tion picture business. 

"So we simplified our routine of 
living from the start. Both of us 
made concessions. Bob gave up the 
lazy ranch life he loves. We moved 
to Beverly Hills to save the two hours 
each day of driving to rmd from the 
s.tudio. We want to spend those two 
hours together. I cut down. as 1 men
tioned before, on the time I spent in 
beauty parlors and with dressmakers. 

"We love to go out, and we love to 
entertain-but we decided that we 
could afford the lime for only a few 
dress·up 'occasions' and a few simple 
little dinner parties at home. When 
either of us is working even those few 
sprees go immediately off our calen· 
dar. 

"As a result, even when we're both 
working we have leisurely, uninter
rupted hours together every day of 
the year. So we live, and have fun!" 

The Taylors are absorbed in their 
business, each intensely interested in 
the other's career. But they refuse to 



limn. themselves to that interest 
alone. They go to pictures, their own 
included, and discuss them intelli
gently. But they don't rush off to a 
theater every night, as so many play
ers of their importance feel they 
must. Nor do they discuss movie 
making to the exclusion of all else 
across the breakfast and dinner table. 

Knowing the dallger of becoming 
one-sided, they make a point of keep
ing up with the news of a world much 
larger than Hollywood. It means 
reading many magazines and news
papers, but they have time for that. 

The temptation to "go social" is 
stronger. Barbara and Bob love 
dancing-they like to dress up and 
go out and be gay. But they curb 
their inclinations in this direction in 
favor of seeing their friends in their 
own home. 

THE house itself avoids formality
the living room is no eightcenth 

century torture chamber-so they en
tertain in the same key. Small dinners 
-never more than eight-and con
versation afterward. Not small talk 
-the races-styles-and servant 
problems-but man talk. This is a 
routine almost unheard of in Holly
wood. 

Many film colony women feci it 
necessary to sl?end many days in a 
show of active charity-bazaars, 
benefits, hospital visits. Barbara 
avoids all that. She gives in great 
generosity to institutions in which she 
has faith-and nearly all of her char
ities are those devoted to helping chil
dren. She follows a procedure which 
is designed to avoid all publicity and 
it is for this reason that she seldom 

appears personally al the institutions 
for which she docs most. 

With the strictly feminine demands 
upon her time reduced to a minimum, 
the emancipated Mrs. Taylor has a 
wealth of time to be just Mrs. Taylor 
-to play golf and tennis with her 
husband, to swim with him in their 
pool, to stay up late and read, or to 
sit by the fire and talk. No wonder 
their world seems com plete of itself! 

Time to spend together every day 
has been the secret. 

There have been other little things. 
Barbara confesses to a broad streak 
of Craig's wife. full ash trays and 
untidy bathrooms, especially, drive 
her crazy. But she has stifled the 
urge to hop about constantly, empty
ing ashtrays, straightening towels, in 
favor of her cure for every thing
relaxation. 

She will drive herself only in 
emer~encies. Last year, during one of 
her pictures, she spent five weeks on 
a rough and ready location-took 
cook-house food, cold water, uncom
fortable cots for granted. Her hair
dresser and good friend, Holly Barnes, 
reports that she took the thing in 
stride without an irritable moment. 
She hasn't forgotten her trouping 
days. 

When seven-year-old Dion, her 
blond mtle boy, took seriously ill last 
fall with a stl·ep infection of the 
throat she nursed him through the 
crisis alone-and went to the hospital 
herself as a result. 

Except for such occasions. she looks 
upon her varied roles as wiCe, mother 
and career girl with more humor 
than reverence. 

Of course that's the reason it works. 

One Man's Family 

(COIuinued from page 33) 

him. In a voice that soothed and 
lulled any qualms, he told Hazel he 
was in love with her. 

Some weeks later, she left Honolulu, 
and wondered how she could live un
til Danny Frank fulfilled his promise 
to visit the mainland. 

She arrived home completely happy, 
told the Barbours about Danny Frank, 
his mischievous laugh and his eyes; 
what he said to her on the b~ch. and 
under the cocoanut tree: and his com 
ing visit to San Francisco. 

As the weeks went by, she pretended 
it was unimportant that he had not 
written her, but the Barbours observed 
that she spent more and more time 
alone in her room. 

Soon, her old restlessness had re· 
turned. 

Then, by chance. Paul introduced 
her to one of his old war-time fiying 
comrades, Bill Herbert, but Hazel was 
no more than cordial to him. 

Paul and Bill had been throu~h 
qUite a lot together in the war. Bill 
had been shell-Shocked, but Paul. con
sidering this of no import, did not 
mention it to the family in:l~mueh as 
he now a ppeared normal again. 

Bill encountered considerable diffi 
culty in fitting himself into the post
war economic scheme. He had pur
chased a dairy ranch down the penin
sula from San Francisco, was strug
gling to get it going, and needed the 
friendship, as Paul knew, of someone 
likc Hazel. as badly as Hazel needed 
somcone like Bill. 

Eventually, she consented to marry 
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him But a few hours before the wed
ding Danny Frank sent her a flippant 
cable. "So you couldn't wait?" it said. 

Hazel came within an inch of calling 
off the wedding. But, recalling Dan· 
ny's irresp'msibility, she went through 
with it. 

It was' obvious to the Barbours that 
during the first eight months of her 
marriage she was not altogether hap
pro but no one considered the possi· 
bllity of a separation. 

A few weeks later. Danny Frank 
arrived in town, penniless. 

Nevertheless, to Hazel, his old 
charm returned and she found herself 
fiercely intrigued by his presence. She 
was aware of his short-comings, but 
she found it difficult to send him on 
his way. 

mtimately, Danny forced a show
down. Hazel must decide between 
himself and her husband. 

Assuming that Danny Frank meant 
she must decide which man she want
ed for a husband. she listened. Soon 
it became apparent that Danny's de
mands did not include marriaie. 

Disillusioned again, she decided to 
stay with her husband. 

A year later, Hazel showed no out· 
ward signs of remembering Danny 
Frank. With her diligent assistance, 
the dairy ranch was beginning to 
prosper and the indebtedness was dis
appearing. 

The Herbert twins, Hank and Pinky, 
were born. They are now seven yeal·s 
old. 

Around the time of the first birth-
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LI G HT BROWN to BLACK 
Gins a natural, youthful 
appnrance. Easy to use in the ",m ' .... / 
privacy of your home; not greasy; will not 
rub off no r interfere with curling. For 30 
years mlilioru; ha\·e used it with complete 
satufaction. $1.35 fo r sale everywhere. 
r------ fREE 

I 8ROOKl.l IIo"l: CHL'IIICAL co. 
19 Soodbu., s._>, s. .. u, ....... 

1 ~~~::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::: I g~i-ORiGiN· ... L·iiAi·R·COLO~·le .. ......... . 
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Tbe new Dr. Elll, 
N .. iI Polish m .. ke. 
nail. look sm .. rter, 
band. lovaller. 
Smoolb.llowinq, 
lon<;l·wearin<;l. Mu
t .. llic label show. 
actual colm! Alk 
lor Dr. Ellil Nail 
Polish. . 22 ....... rl 
• h .. des. 

REMOVE IT 
EASILY, SAFELY , 
Wrap COHon a round the end of an orans"wood 
sllck. Saturate ",i.h Trimal and apply i. 10 Cllli

de. Ir:'uh d~ad ",0,1, sofu ... Wipe it away ",jlh 
a .oweL You will be amazed wi th the results. 
On s.~ le a. drug, de-

, ."m'"' ""d 10. T RIM A L 
(Cnl ,"ores. 
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day of the twins, Bill seemed to be
have in a manner that Hazel could not 
understand, Adding to her perp lexity 
was the information that for several 
weeks Bill had been meeting a strange 
woman quite frequently in San Fran
cisco. 

As it turned out, Bill had not lacked 
in fidelity. Bill's old war-time trouble 
had returned, creating slight mental 
aberrations. The woman was his war 
nurse, who was, secretly, helping a 
specialist to restore his balance. Bill 
had withheld the facts from Hazel so 
that she might avoid the ordeal of 
worrying about his condition. 

He did not improve immediately 
and was forced to spend several 
months in bed at home. Hazel tire
lessly worked at keeping the ranch 
going. 

At the end ot this illness, Father 
Barbour gave Bill and Hazel a trip 
around the world. 

They were deeply in love when they 
returned. This marriage was going to 
be the most successful in the Barbour 
family, . 

Shortly afterward, their third child, 
Margaret, was born. 

Last summer Bill's old mental dis-

order returned in a more violent (orm. 
Physicians told Paul he had devcl

oped a split personality. He was ca
pable of carrying on his day-to-day 
activities, but he had lost ali memory 
of Hazel and his three childt'cn, He 
seemed to remcmber Hazel as the wife 
of a friend. 

T HE break came at the outset of the 
current European war. Psychiatrists 

attributed his menlal collapse to the 
outbreak of the new war. 

Medical science holds no hope for 
his recovery. Hazel is aware of the 
finality of the medical pronouncement 
and is preparing herself accordingly. 

Dr. Thompson and J udge Hunter, 
both bachelors and old fricnds of the 
family , spend a great deal of time 
with her. taking her to the theater or 
to dinner, to sohen the shock. 

Paul keeps a check on Bill's condi
tion through the doctors and has 
promised H azel he would let her know 
when and if there is an improvement . 

She asked Paul to keep in touch 
with Bill's physicians, indicating that 
she hasn't given up entirely. Her 
faith in her eventual triumph over an 
evil fate isn't easily shaken. 

Love Incorporated 
(Continued from page 13) 

Thcn she returned to Chicago and the 
dramatic school. She had been in 
Chicago just one year when she de
cided to audition lor NBC. "It seemed 
like a wild idea at the time," she 
laughed. " I never thought they'd 
actually put me in a show." 

The radio script for which J oe Ain
ley hired her was callcd "Talkie Pic
ture Time." She worked like a 
trouper to justify his faith in her. 
Their first meeting wasn't a case of 
love at first sight for Joe, He admired 
her talent, thought she was lovely, 
but he was a busy young dircctor bent 
on making a name (or himself. For 
quite a while very little passed be
tween them. 
"Tha~ wasn't my fauit," Betty Lou 

said. "The second time I talked to 
him IIknew I was in love with him. 
There were other gi r ls, of course," she 
smiled, "but I had made up my mind 
and persistence finally won out. Alter 
a few months, he asked me to dinner," 

But what a dinner that turned out 
to be! Joe had been invited to dinner 
by Madame Schumann Heink, an old 
friend of his whom he loved dearly, 
"Bring a girl," the famous sing<!r had 
said. So Joe brought Betty Lou. He 
had even forgotten to tell Madame 
Schumann Heink whom he was 
bringing. The place card at the din
ner table read. "Joe's girl"! 

"I got very little attention on that 
first date," Betty Lou laughed. "But 
then, I had terrific competition, Joe 
hadn't seen Madame Schumann Heink 
for quite some l ime and he spent most 
of the evcnins: ta lking to her. He 
made up fOr It though," ~he added, 
"by askmg me out again." 

For a year, J oe and Betty Lou went 
"steady." It wasn't all soft moonlight 
and romance, not by a long shot. 
Betty Lou was a fiery creature, hot 
tempered and quick to speak her 
mind. She was driving to get ahead 
in he r career and making progress, 
but here and there she was making 
enemies by fiaring up and losing her 
temper. 

J oe, on the other hand, had experi
ence in radio. He had worked at 
many more jobs than Betty Lou. He 
had been a musician, a radio director 
in Los Angeles, a production man at 
weco in Minneapolis, He had gone 
through the mill 01 show business, 
knew where the bumps were and how 
to handle the amazing things that 
came up, 

JOE was about the only person who 
refused to quarrel with me then," 

Betty Lou said, "He's always been a 
very calm person. He took my 
temper and my emotional outbursts 
in his stride, He showed me where I 
was wrong, not by arguments and 
quarrels, but by patience. The few 
Urnes we did have words, his silence 
afterwards always thoroughly chas
t ized me." 

Joe realized what Betty Lou needed. 
He knew that marriage then might 
have ended disastl·ously. He waitcd 
for her to mature. to become a well 
inte~rated, understanding person. And 
his mfluence finally did change her 
as a person. 

Things werc happening in radio in 
Chicago just then. Don Ameche was 
making a national name for himself. 
Joe Ainley was becom ing a first I'ate 
dIrector, And Betty Lou Gerson was 
given the femininc lead on First 
Nighter. Shortly after she started on 
the show, Don Ameche was beckoned 
by H ollywood. The show, it was de
cided, was to go to the West Coast. 

And just at this time, Joe Ainley 
and Betty Lou Gerson had decided to 
get married! 

"We can postpone our marriage," 
J oe said. 

"But I don't want to do that," Betty 
Lou answered. 

"Well," Joe said, "maybe you ought 
to get away-make sure you feel the 
way you think you do about me. Be
s ides," he said wisely, "these long 
distance marriages don't often work 
out." 

They talked and talked about it. 



Finally, Betty Lou decided to go to 
the Coast with the First Nightcr 
show---on Joe's advice. He wcnt to 
the train with her. She almost didn't 
get aboard. When the train pulled 
out, Joe, waving from the platform, 
wondered whether or not he had 
made the mistake of his life. And 
Belty Lou, on the trqin, was miser· 
ably unhappy. 

Hollywood is exciting. In the dizzy 
whirl of the movie capita l, a girl can 
forget what has happened in the past 
in the glamour of new things. If the 
foundation Joe and Betty Lou had 
built in two years was going to 
crumble, surely it would crumble 
here. 

But it didn't. The postman rang 
twice. Once every day at Joe Ain
ley's apartment in Chicago, once 
every day at Betty Lou Gerson's place 
in Hollywood. And in every letter 
they wrote, they talked over their 
plans lor marriage. Every letter was 
another strong link in the chain that 
would encircle them and bring them 
back together again 

A MECHE clicked. If one radio star 
M was movie material, then why 
not another? Betty Lou Gerson, for 
example. Warner's offered her a 
tempting contract. Possible stardom. 
All the things a young actress battles 
for determinedly, particularly a fiery, 
career-minded girl like Betty Lou 
Gerson. 

Two years ago, when she had first 
met Joe. she might have taken the 
ofTer without thinking. But, alone in 
Hollywood. she fought a battle with 
hersel f. Was it to be sudden fame in 
Hollywood, 01' a life in Chicago radio 
with success, perhaps, and Joe Ainley, 
for certain? 

Reading over one of Joe's letters, 
she found her answer. She not on1)' 
turned down the movie ofTer. but qUit 
her job on the First Nighter program 
and wired Joe she was coming home! 

They were married almost as soon 
as she got oft the train. They hurried 
to a small chapel, picking up their 
witnesses on the way. There were no 
friends or relatives. They wanted to 

get married simply and quickly. The 
way ,People do when they know for 
certain what they mean to each other. 

For a few short days they were 
blissfully happy. Then, Joe had to 
go to New York to direct the Edwin 
C. Hill show. It was necessity this 
time, so Joe went. For twenty-six 
weeks, he flew back to Chicago every 
Monday night. The honeymooners 
would havc Tuesday and half of 
every Wednesday together. 

They worked hard. Belty Lou 
worked on script shows. determined 
to do her share toward building her
self a career in radio again. The 
First Nighter show came back to 
Chicago, but a fine little actress, Bar
bara Luddy, had firmly intrenched 
herself in Betty Lou Gerson's starring 
mle. Joe was given the job of direct
ing the First Nighter program. 

Belly Lou hammered away until 
she won three starring roles for her
sell as:ain, in Arnold Grimm's Daugh
ler, 10 Midstream, and in Grand 
Hotel. T wo years after they were 
married, Joe and Betty got around to 
taking their honeymoon. Because 
their work was so demanding, it could 
only be for two weeks. "It was 
heavenly, though," Betty Lou said. 
"But then," she added with a smile, 
"home is pretty nice, too." 

They decorated their new apart
ment themselves. "Joe's bed is seven 
feet long," Betty Lou laughed. "All 
his life he's wanted a bed that would 
be long enough for him. You sec, he's 
six feet four inches talL" 

Betty Lou isn't domestic and she 
admits it. "I can't cook 01' sew," she 
said. "But I'm a good chess plar,er
and that's J oe's favorite game.' 

Once a week at the Ainleys is chess 
night and once a week is music night, 
when Joe, who plays the fiddle. in
vites a group of musicians in to make 
music until the wee hours of the 
ni¥,ht. 

'The landlord can't complain any 
more," Betty Lou laughs, "because, 
you sec, we're the landlords." 

And the tenants, it must be said, arc 
quite proud of the happy, celebrated, 
couple to whom they pay their rent. 

0" 
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MORE WINNERS OF THE KATE SMITH RECIPE CONTEST 
50 PRIZES OF GENERAL FOODS SPECIAL GIFT PACKAGES 

M,s. H,I,n ",.hl,y. Homille, Ohio 
Mrs. Fronk Bol,r, Millersburg. Ky. 
M". H. J. hmi .. , Ooklond, Col. 
Mrs. lil1ion hrleilln, Chicogo, 111. 
Mrs. A. W. Blenn .. , Spo~one, Wosh. 
M". Cloy Brod'n, Lons'ng, Mich. 
Mrs. Ido M. Bdlbin, Eost Heleno. Montono 
Mrl. Moni, Brodi" Wheeling. W. Vo. 
Mrs. Glod.,.1 BYchmo nn, Milwoyk"" Wis. 
Mrs. Rolph Buron, I""nglon, N. J. 
Min Mory E. Di Son:o, Freedom. Po. 
Mrs. Jone Eolon, Montebello. cola. 
Mrs. G. C. Evonl. GirorO. 111. 
Mrs. Luth .. O. herelf, Columbul. Georgio 
Mrs. H,len Foster, Colo SpriO'\gl, Colo. 
Mrs. G,o. G,orgokoklo. Grono Ropid., Mi<;h. 
Mrs. J. C. Gei9er, "'kron. Ohio 
Min Lillion B. Gunderson, longoon, N. Dok. 
Mrs. Mo,i, Holi. Son Fro/l<;i",o, Colif. 
Mrs. C. E. Hompl" Grond Ropids, Mich. 
Mrs. R. H. Hillhouse. EllioH, lowo 
Mrs. Ruby Ingrohom. Boltimore, Md. 
Mrs. Jok, P. Jones, Phillipsburg, Konlol 
Mrs. EliIobeth Jensen, Spokone, Wosh. 
Mfl . G,org' Kou". loncoller, Po. 
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Mrs. Mory Kiddy. Westerly, R. I. 
Alb"lo B. Klinger, Buller, Po. 
Winifred Lomberi, Und,n, N. J. 
Dorothy f . Lowson, Pontioc, R. I. 
Mrs. Chos. lenori, Plymoulh. Mo ... 
Mrs. F. J, Lend,n, Oollond, Colif. 
Mrs. Anno McGrol h, Whorton, N. J. 
Min Corrie Moore, Richmond, Vo. 
M". Richord O'Neil, Bull" Monlono 
Mr,. G. 0, Pelerlon, 51. Pou!. Minn. 
Alice B. PoII,r, Providence, R. 1. 
Mrs. Ruth Proler, Clevelond, Ohio 
Miss Yolo RigheHi, Solinos, Colif. 
Molly Doody Riley. Wesl Englewood. N, J, 
:>I4r$. H. W. Rou ... Bollimor'!.! Md. 
M". Mory Schmidt, Pormo, Ohio 
Mn. Horold Schn"der. Hinton, lowo 
June Shuster, St. loui., Mo. 
Min leolo Simon. Plotteville, Wile. 
Mrs. Blonche E. Smith, West Philodelphio. Po. 
Mrs. Cloude Tholch ... Huron, Soulll Dokoto 
Mrl. Fronk U pion, Ch"hom, N. H. 
",",fl. Horry E. Whilloker, Tounton, MOil. 
Mill Lois Wllilocre, Elyr;o, O~io 
Mfl. W. J. Wilmington, Sugor Ridge, Ohio I 
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An Open Letter From Jessica Dragonette 

(Continued from page 14) 

myself on the top of a hill made up 
of all the songs I had ever sung. ThiS 
curious composite of musical notes, 
musical instruments, composers, faces, 
audiences, microphones-was moving 
incessantly-and out of this ceaseless 
activity I heard a wonderful new song 
more glorious than any 1 had ever 
sung before: martial music to rally 
the most indifferent listener, persua
sive music to woo the distracted; 
tender music to awaken memories of 
loved ones; rollicking music to be
guile; throbbing music to comfort 
those in sorrow. 

1 sang to win my friends anew with 
every persuasion of mind and heart. 

But there you were, all of you, as 
always, waiting to pick up the golden 
thread of friendship where we left 
ofT, as your countless messages 
testified. 

I MARVEL at the quality of true 
friendship, symbolizing all of you, 

some of whom have never even seen 
me, and yet go on bein~ my friends. 
Your friendship is genume and com
pletely undemanding. You do not 
even ask that fundamental need of 
friendship-that we meet and talk. 
You understand and forgive when I 
cannot answer all your letters. We 
are friends without any thought of 
personal gain. You ask nothing more 
than that I sing to you the songs you 
love to hear. You give me every op
portunity to express myself as I will. 
It is as if you say to me_uSo you 
want to sing, Jessica-by all means, 
go right ahead and sing to your 
heart's content-and we'll be listen
ing and applauding!" 

So this amazing thing happens
your friendship which asks so little 
of me becomes the most powerful 
force in my life! Your friendship has 
kept me working, dreaming, hoping 
to be the best singer ever-for only 
the best is good enough for you. In 
a more practical way, your friendship 
has meant more to me than I can 
ever teU you. When I began broad
casting on the Ford Hour it gave 
me the feeling of coming home to 
people who know and love me. 

As I continue to meditate on this 
rare friendship, I feel that most of 
us do not realize how much we owe 
our friends. Isn't it true that we 
usually think of what they owe us! 

In one way or quother, we set 
standards and patterns for our 
friends which we ourselves could not 
match. We expect them to have in 
abundance all the good qualities 
which we, perhaps, lack. 

When 'we're depressed we want 
their cheerfulness, when we're in 
trouble we demand their sympathy. 
When we roam we expect their stead
fast loyalty. We seek their company 
when we want companionship and 
expect them to leave us alone when 
we want solitude. Unconsciously we 
pile up grievances against our friends 
fOI· imagined slights as if they had 
real obligations toward us. 

The result of these demands on 
friendship will disappoint us sooner 
or later because the pattern we have 
cut for them is not theirs but our 
own, and their personalities cannot 
be expected to fit our pictures. 

How much wiser to reverse the 
process! Demand nothing of our 
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friends, but everything of ourselves! 
We don't know exactly what hap

pens when we are first attracted to 
certain people. We only know that 
there is a spark, a feeling of sym
pathy. between us and the person 
who becomes our friend. With time, 
acquaintanceships ripen into friend
ships. Companionship reveals mu
tual interests and fine character 
traits. We feel friendly with people 
interested in the same things we are, 
who work at the same kind of job
know the same people, and sometimes 
just because we find some people 
amusing and entertaining. 

These attractive qua Ii tics. so near 
our own ideals, sometimes lead us to 
demand perfection of our friends. It 
seems a human desire to seek per
fection in what one loves. However, 
It is wise to realize that this demand 
can be a dangerous instrument, fatal 
to friendship. If we remember to 
apply these same standards to our
selves, we will not fall into this error. 
The higher standard you set for your
self, the closer you will bind your 
friends to you. To have a friend, one 
must be a friend! Don't expect your 
friends to be thoughtful for your 
sake; be thoughtful for theirs. Don't 
expect them to do anything for you: 
do things for them. 

"But what good is a friendship if 
it is all giving and no receiving?" 
The friendship I've just described 
isn't that kind by any means. Be
cause of It, you are receiving the most 
precious t!_:ng of all: human under
standing. And you receive other good 
things. You are being molded into a 
finer person. You are happy in know_ 
ing that you are loved and respected 
by those who know you. 

THIS is the happiness you, my 
friends, who listen to me on the air, 

give me. Every letter you write, every 
handClasp sent across space, tells me 
that you are with me, wishing me 
well~ spurring me on to work harder 
to become more the person you want 
to (know. May you experience the 
same beautiful friendship in all yoU!" 
daily lives. 

You have made a living reality of 
Longfellow's familiar lines which say 
so beautifully what I've tried to tell 
you about friendship: 

I shot an arrow into the air, 
It fell to earth, I know not where; 
For, so swiftly it flew, the sight 
Could not follow it in its flight. 

I breathed a song into the air, 
It fell to earth, I knew not where; 
For who has sight so keen and strong. 
That it can follow the flight of song? 

Long, long afterward, in an oak 
I found the arrow, still unbroke; 
And the song, from beginning to end, 
I found again in the heart of a friend. 

Always faithfully yours, 

It's fun to talk to mydentisr, Dad. He tells 
me stories-true stories. 

Yesterday he told me about savages that 
have extra strong, white t eeth -kept pol. 
jshed and healthy by chewing on rough, 
tough foods. He said the soft, civilized 
foods we eat don't make us chew enough 
_we need Dentyne! 

Dentyne's special chewiness, he explained, 
gives your teeth the tough workout they 
oeed. Peps up lazy .... outbs-tones up your 
gums. Starts more saliva flowing too
helps clean aDd polish your teeth. 

I started chewing DeDtyne right away. It's 
great! GraDdestflavor-spicy as Grandma's 
cinnamon cookies. I like the flat package, 
too. Slips into your pocket, neat and handy 
as you please. Dad and Mom have started 
the Dentyne habit, too. Try it yourself
get a package today! 
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EXI>ERIENCED MOlhers know that 
s umm er t eet hing mu st not be 

trineJ with-Ihnt s uulmer "I)sels .I"e 
to teething may serious ly intcrfere 
wilh Baby's progress. 

Rclieve your Baby's leelhing puiu8 
Ihi&summer h y rubbillgon Dr. Hand's 
Teething Lotion-Ihe acl uul prescrip· 
tion of a famou8 Baby spceilliist. It 
i9 effective and economical, and h us 
been used and rer.ommCI1tlcd by mil
lions of Mothers. Your drugg ist hll8 it. 

Buy Dr .lIand' sf romyour druggist today 

Just rub it on the gums 

DR.HAND'S 
TEETHINC LOTION 
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1/lVES 
-
KURB T ABUTS 
provide women 
with Teal help 

uet _ 
merit your con· 
fidence. 

This is Living 
(Continued from page 21) 

Station- but almost. Statistically, it 
is 30 by 30 feet. The distance from 
floor to ceiling measures 24 feet. 

Any housewife would automatically 
wonder how in the world to make such 
~ room seem livable. Olive, though, 
IS a very clever young woman and 
has solved that problem admirably. 
Once you're in her living room, you 
forget all about the wide-open spaces 
surrounding you. The chintz-covered 
sofa is a soft, comfortable thing, fairly 
crying for a tired body. Chairs and 
lamps and tables are scattered around 
with wonderful convenience and good 
taste. 

One huge wall is almost entirely 
covered by well-thumbed books of 
every kind. Over in one lovely cor
ner is a 200-year-old secretary which 
Lanny picked up in a Cape Cod junk
shop. There's a grand piano and a 
specially built radio-phonograph com
bination. Five aged scatter-rugs are 
placed judiciously on the wide-plank 
dark-stained floors. ' 

The walls and ceiling beams are 
painted a cool, restful blue. That 
same color motif is carried over to 
the colorful drapes framing the gi_ 
gantic 20-foot windows. Those drapes 
were one of Olive's biggest prob
lems: each of the two windows re
quired 36 yards of material! Lead
ing off the two-story living room is a 
staircase which winds up to a balcony 
and the upstairs rooms. Downstairs, 
the dining room has been converted 
into an office for Lanny, where he can 
answer his fan mail, file his music and 
scripts and keep all his business rec
ords. So the large balcony landing 
became a flower-papered dining al
cove. There, placed in an open, 
Colonial. break-front cabinet, is the 
Rosses' precious collection of early 
American china and some of their 
antique glassware. 

Lanny's own room, with its simple, 
modern furniture, is the sort or den 
that every man at some time or other 
has dreame<l,. of: it smells of pipe to
bacco; there:are furniture scars where 
shoe heels ;Nere slapped down; books 
and paperS' and Lanny's stamp collec
tion and records of his programs are 
scattered around. 

The apartment is luxurious and 
smart-but it still feels like home. 
And, if you don't believe that, ask 
Sande. Sande, an Irish Setter pup 
given to Lanny by Jockey Earle 
Sande, roams upstairs and down as 

if he owns the place. Just once did 
he have serious trouble, and that was 
when he started to bury a bone under 
the pillows of the chintz sofa. 

But all three of them have more 
fun up on the 400-acre farm, two 
hours away from New York. Lanny 
bought it because it has a stream 
which delights his trout· fisherman's 
heart; woods which make for perfect 
smaU-game hunting; fertile acres 
where Olive plants her flowers and 
trees and he tries his hand at a little 
wheat or corn planting. They tore 
down the old, battered farmhouse 
and, within three days, were Jiving in 
their new house. That happened be
cause they read a mail-order cata· 
logue and sent away for a portable 
home. Between Friday and Monday 
the house was completely equipped 
with living room, two bedrooms, two 
baths, a kitchen, oil furnace and a 
beautiful fireplace. The house itself 
could be placcd-with plenty of 
inches to spare-in the living room 
of the Ross apartment. 

They have brought nearly all their 
priceless antiques up to the country. 
Both Lanny and Ohve are collectors 
who buy nothing but products of 
Colonial times. They're proudest of 
their rare collection of ruby thumb
print glass. Yet, Olive doesn't hide 
it away in tight-locked closets. One 
of the largest collections in the coun
try, it gets every-day use. What were 
once sauce dishes are now finger
bowls. A butter dish holds fruit and 
nuts; a celery holder is a flower vase; 
cocktails fill toothpick holders. Hang
ing in the kitchen are ancient copper 
pots and pans which are put to use 
two or three times a day. Not quite 
so useful is Lanny's collection of 
clocks. Running off and on, three 
of them arc up on the mantelpiece. 

Yet time, from Friday to Monday, 
means nothing. No worries about the 
7:15 show or the 11:15 re-broadcast 
to the West Coast. But early Monday 
morning they head back for the city, 
where they play gracious host and 
hostess at least twicc a week-be
tween shows-or where, on one of 
the nights in town, they visit a play 
and Lanny stoically misses last acts in 
favor of a return trip to the studio 
and the repeat broadcast. 

It may be a double life, but the 
Rosses are one radio family who have 
discovered how to make it strike a 
perfect balance.' 

Facing the Music 
(Continued from page 35) 

band together? " the man suggested. 
"Why with your looks and that bean
town' accent, l,0u can'f miss in the 
swanky spots.' 

Al remembered these rough _words 
of wisdom when he got his law de
gree but no funds to open an office. 
Soon after he organized his band, Al 
played the fashionable Hollywood 
Beach Hotel in Florida. AI's music 
was made to order and he played 
that hotel five consecutive seasons. 

When the lad chucked his law de
gree the Donahue family did not ob
ject'too strenuously. Ever since Al 
and his younger brother Jack, now 
a member of AI's band, were kids, 

their mother saved pennies from the 
household budget to give. the boys 
and their sister Molly, musIc lessons. 

From Florida Al was engaged by 
the Bermudiana Hotel, Bennuda. 
Since the owners of this hostelry were 
the Furness shipping people, it didn't 
take the aggressive Al long to con
vince them that he could sup~ly their 
cruise ships with exact duphcates of 
his original band. 

Life was sort and easy. When 
Bermuda had its seasonal lull, Al 
would return to the states and play 
the Waldorf, the Rainbow Room, Long 
Island's snooty Sands Point Bath Club 
and private functions. 
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CASH FOR YOUR 
LETTERS ABOUT 

ADVERTISED PRODUCTS 
Undoubtedlr you use many of the products 
advertised In RADIO AND TELEVISION 
MIRROR. Look throulili all the ods in this 
issue. and pick the proouct you like or dis
like most. Then write us a letter telling 
why. You need not praise. We want frank. 
but helpful letters-letters that tell how 
you use the product, perhaps some unusual 
or new use. great eeonomy or convenience. 
Or. if you dislike the r.roduct, tell why and 
in what r('speet it fai cd to meaSUl'C up to 
your expectations. or how it could be im
provNl. Fancy composition is not impor
tant. originality and helpfulness is impor
tant. 50 words. on one side of the paper, 
is plenty. Macfadden Women's Group· will 
pay $2.00 for each Jetter accepted. Address 
your letter to 

Readers' Forum 
MACFADDEN WOMEN'S GROUP 

Dept. RF.I, 

122 East 42nd St., New York, N. Y. 

• Macfadden Women's Group consists of five 
magazines: True Romances. True Experl_ 
enc"'s. True Love &< RomanC<!, Movie Mirror. 
and Radio and T"'levision MIrror. These five 
publications are sold 10 adVertisers as a single 
advertising unit. 

RELIEF FROM 
EMBARRASSING 

PAIN 
Pile Sufferers! The M c Cleary Cl!nlc, 
C805 Elms Blvd.,Excelslor Sprlngs,Mo., 
ts put ting out an up-to-the·mlnute book 
on Piles (hemorrhoids). Fistula, and 
related aliments. You can have a copy 
of this book by asking tor it on a post
card sent to the above address. No 
charge. It may save you much sutterlng 
and money. 'Vr!'e today fora free COpy. 

• Coros are caused by ",essure 
and fric.ion . Bu. now i.', easy 10 
remove .hem. Fi, a Bluc·Jay pad 
Over Ihe coro. It relicve. paio by 
removing pres.ure. Special fnr· 
mula aces On corn_gently loo.en. 
i. '0 it Ca n be lifted rillh, ou •. By 
avoiding pressure and friedon ,b .. 
caused corn. you can prev~o. i .. 
re.urn. Gel81uc·}ay Corn Pluters 
-lS! for6. Same price io Can.da. 

BAUEHeBLUEJAV CORN BlACK - PiASTERS 

AUGI;S'T. 194{I 

The colorful little island gave Al 
more than just a fat bank-book. It 
also provided him with a wife. 

The Donahues reside in a big, ram
bling house of 15 rooms at Manhasset, 
L. 1 , with their two children, Al 
junior, six and Nancy, two. 

Since Ai's transition from society 
to swing. he has had only one set
back. Paula Kelly, his pert, black
haired. dark-eyed singer left the 
band to have a baby. She is married 
to Hal Dickinson, a member of The 
Modernaires Quartet. 

Alter many auditions, Al picked 
Margie Stuart who used to have her 
own all-girl band, and twins Mona 
and Lee Benton. Phil Brito is AI's 
male vocalist 

OFF THE RECORD 

Some like It Sweet: 
Latins Know How; It'll Come to You 

(Victor 26579) Leo R.::isman. Irving 
Bodin's latest hits from "Louisiana 
Purchase" with expert deliveries by 
Anita Boyer. 

Tonight : Fools Rush [n (Decca 3119) 
Tony Martin. The first has a rumba 
Hit and Alice Faye's ex takes able ad
vanlage of it. 

Strauss Waltzes (Columbia C·13) Al 
Goodman. The most attractive album 
of the season. Viennese as coffee cake 
and just as easy to take. 

Shake Down the S tars; Boog I t (Blue
bird 10689) Glen Miller. Chalk up this 
one fOl' dynamic :Madon Hutton. An 
equally enticing Miller disk is his "Polka 
Dots Ulld Moonbeams" on 10657. 

Believing; They Ought to Write a 
Book About You (Victor 26562) Hal 
Kemp. The old Kcmp staccato returns 
brilliantly for a standout recording, 
aided by Bob Allen's superior pipes. 

Schubert's Symphony No. 7 in C 
Major (Columbia) The Chicago Sym
phony plays this masterpiece forcefully. 
Fo~ serious music lovers, Victor has reo 
leased a number of black label records 
at reduced prices. One of the best is 
Schubert's "UnfinishM Symphony." 

Some like It Swing: 
No Name Ji ve (Decca 3089) Casa 

Loma. Two sides are devoted to Larry 
'Vagne~"'s fast-paced tune and the result 
is sizUing. 

Bacl Heat Boogie; Night S llecial 
(Columbia 35456) Harry James. A 
band that is rapidly climbing in favor. 

My! My!; Let's Seuine (Columbia 
35442) Eddie "Rochester" Anderson. 
Jack Benny's colored comic makes his 
first I·ecord. 'Nuff said. 

Ten !\lile HOII; Lady Says Yes (Victor 
26575) Larry Clinton. One of Larry's 
better productions. Not too brassy, yet 
swingy enough. 

Johnson Rag; Ho! Sa Bonnie (DeCCa 
3088) Merry Maca. Put this on when 
you're too til'ed for any more dancing. 
The results are illvigorating. 

Blue Ink; Can This Be Love (Decca 
3081) Woody Herman. Top·notch 
handling of one new tune and an old 
one. TI'y and pick out \Voody's over
sized flugel horn . 

To Ken Alden, Facin g the Music 
RADIO i\I1RRon Magazine 
122 E. 42nd Street, New York 
I would like to see a feature story 
about 
I like swing bands 
I like sweet bands 
(~; nd""e s.lf·addr •• scd, . tamped envc!op. if 
you "·"nl a direct answer.) 

, ill 
I 

ANY PHOTO ENLARGED 

WAKE UP YOUR 
LIVER BILE-

Without Calomel-And You'U Jump Out 
of Bed in the Morning Rarin' to Go 

The li ver should pour out two pints of li<.lllid 
bile into )'our bowels daily. Jf this bile ill not flow. 
ing lreel),. your food IlUl)' not dig-est. It may just 
decay in the bowel ... G"" blo&iII up Y<lur stomach. 
You get ~On"tip.a.ted. You feel $Our, sunk and \.he 
.... arid looks punk. 

It takes those good, <lId etu1er'. Little Liver PHt. 
to get these two pintll of bile !lowing freelr to 
make rou feel "up and up." Amazing ill milking 
bile Ilow f .... ely. Ask lor Carter'. LiUJe Liver pma 
by name. 10, and 2S¢ at all dtu;rsto .... ,.. Stubbo",ly 
re1use anythillll:" ebe. 

• No ... at borne. you CIIIl QuIckly and. C<LBIly tint lemAle 
Btreau 01 gray to .... tural-aPPMrlnr .lIad.,.,.....ln>n' 11Gb ...... 
blonde to d,.,.kol/t black. BrowMtone "nd " . .... )1 ~'USII 
<1""" 10-01' your mooey bock. Uoefl IO}I" 28 yes,.. by Ihou_ 
.... nd8 of women (men. tool-Brownatone I. ~"anml...a 
harml-. No oklo _ needM. !><"Uve OOlorlrllj: .~ont 110 
purely veg~13ble. C4noot .!teet ","vIRgOI hair. Lostl_ 
doe. not "'''''h out. JU$t bruall or ""mb It 10. One 'npU"", 
tlon I",par", d .... re<! color. f!lmDly retouob "" Del" gr"y 
appes",. F .... y to Drove by tlnung" teBt loot 01 yOur t>alr. 
00e "~druK or toUet OO\In1<' ... On D m<>oey·ba~k 1fU" .... "t.te. 
ReW\lo your youtllfUJ ollarm. OetUIIOW::-;A TONE tod"l'. 

77 



By DR. GRACE GREGORY 

THE hot months give the most 
searching test to personal loveli
ness. It you can be charming In 

the dog days, when the thermometer 
soars and everyone fairly wilts with 
perspiration, then you have mastered 
the secrets of daintiness. 

Genevieve Rowe is my pet example 
of a woman who is lovely under all 
circumstances. I have seen her under 
the most unprepossessing conditions 
-in all weathers-and she was just 
as entrancing as she is when she 
sings for you on the Johnny Pre
sents show on Tuesday nights over 
WEAF, or as a feature on Joe 
Howard's Gay Nineties Revue . . In
nate fastidiousness makes her atten
tive to the fundamentals of charm; 
so, hot or cold, Genevieve is herself. 

Genevieve is unsclfconscious. She 
hardly thinks of herself as pretty 
(although she is one of the most 
beautiful women I know). But the 
point is not worth arguing, because 
her personality, her gay humorous 
friendliness, her bright courage, are 
so heartwarming that you hardly 
notice the expressive brown eyes, the 
warm, well·shaped mouth. 

Genevieve Rowe brings to her 
radio audience an unusual back
ground of musical education. Her 
father was the head of the Music Dc· 
partment of a college in Ohio which 
is noted for its sound scholarship. 
From the beginning her remarkable 
musical genius and her lovely voice 
weTe under capable guidance. 

In 1929 she was the youngest so
prano to win first prize in the Atwater 
Kent National Auditions contest
$5,000 and two years of study. The 
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prize money, supposedly in safe in
vestments, vanished in the crash, and 
Genevieve made her way by singing 
in churches, in vaudeville, and 
wherever she could. In 1932 she won 
the MacDowell Music Club Contest, 
and next y~r the highest award in 
the National Federation of Music 
Clubs contest. She made her debut 
in Town Hall, and slowly but in
evitably, by sheer merit, she attained 
her present high place in radio. 

I said summer IS a trying time. It 
is necessary to health that we should 
perspire-literally, a quart or so a 
day. Frequent baths with plenty of 
good soap are necessary. But for 
complete personal daintilless at all 
times, they must be supplemented 
with a good deodorant. There are a 
number of excellent ones from which 
to choose. There are liquids, creams, 
and powders, each having its own 
special uses. 

Some deodorants actually check 
perspiration where they are applied 
locally. Many women usc them not 
only for under·arm, but also to re· 
lieve the discomfort of clammy hands 
and perspiring feet. Other deodorants 
without checking perspiration re· 
move all possibility of offense. It's 
just a matter of personal choice. 

There are little saturated pads to 
be used (In the underarm which give 
five day protection. And now there 
is even a deodorant stick made to 
carry in the purse so that you will 
never be taken by surprise. 

Fastidious women are taking full 

Genevieve Rowe who sings on 
the Johnny Presents show, is 
on example of feminine love
liness-hot weather or cold . 

ad\'antage of the amazing recent 
progress in developing effective and 
harmless deodorants for every pur· 
pose. They keep a supply of all kinds 
on hand and take no chances. 

A DDED SWIMM ING CHA RM 
A NOTHER thing to be careful about 

I-\. In summer is the problem of 
superfluous hair. Bathing suits are 
very revealing. Here again, thanks to 
recent progress in perfecting depila· 
tories, we have a varied assortment 
of excellent ones from which to 
choose. They are quite safe if used 
according to directions. There are 
creams which may be used on limbs 
and under arm and on ihe face. They 
are very satisfactory, and it has been 
my observation that they do not cause 
a noticeable coarsening in the re
growth. They are far more effective 
than a razor, leaving a smoother sur
face and a more lasting result. 

For the face. there are waxy 
preparations which you warm and 
spread on the surface to be treated. 
A quick jerk, and the wax is ofT 
bringing the hair with it. literally 
out by the roots. It is not in the least 
painful. because the jerk is so quick 
one has no time to feel it. And the 
hair does not return for a long time. 

If the hair on the limbs is a Jight 
growth, sometimes one of the good 
bleaching rinses will make it un
noticeabre. But if that is not suffi
cient. get a good depilatory and sec 
to it that you are ready to look 
charming in a bathing suit. 
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Attractive 
Summer 
Offer HANDSOME 

BONUSES FOR 

EXCEPTIONAL 

TRUE STORIES 

SUBMITTED 

THIS MONTH 

Make July your big month. This year we arc otTering hnndsome 
bonus<:s in addition 10 our liberal strai ght purchase rate for better
than-average true stories sub mitted July ht to Ju,ly 31st. Following 
our regular policy, we are discontinuing true story manuscript conlests 
during the SUlIl m er months. Under this special offer if, during July, 
1940, you send in a true story suited to our needs that is better than 
average, not only will you receive the regular strai ght rate of approxi
mately 2c per word, but in addition you wiJ] be granted a handsome 
bOil us that llIay range as high as Ie additional per word for every word 
that your story contains. And in the event that your story is outstand· 
in gly better than average, your bonus may be increased to an additional 2c 
per word, or about doublc our regular st rai ght purchase r ate. 

Each story submittcd under this offer will h e considered strictly on 
it s own merits and, if it contains a certain degree of excellence. its bonus 
will be determined by tIle editors and paid regardless of the quality of 
any othcr stories submittcd. 

Under thi s offer the Editorial Staff of True $tory Group are the sole 
judges as to the quality of storics submittcd. Bill rest assured that if you 
send in a story of extra quality you will receive 8 correspondingly liberal 
bonus with our congratulations. 

This is an exceptional opportunity, of which we si ncerely hope you 
will take full advantage. So start today the story of an episod e in your 
lifc or the life of a friClld OJ:: acquaintance that you fcel has the necessary 
h eart interest to waTT"-l! the extraordinarily high special ratcs we are 
offering. Scnd it in when finished, ahd if it really has the extra quality 
we seck the extra sized check will b e forthcoming. Bf' sure your manu
script is post marked not later than midni ght, July 31st, 1940. 

Mac:fadden Publicatians, Inc. 
P. o. Box 477, Grand C.ntral Station, N.w York. N. Y. 

Submit .tories ,l irect. Do 
IMPORTANT not .'le~l ,hT<>Ilgb int e r· 

me,l.ar,el. 

If you do nol .lready bave one, .end for a 
(Opy of free booklet en . itled "Faeu You Sho.,ld 
Know Abo"t T ruo S,ory." Ule the ro.,pou pro· 
vided for that purllo.e. 

In oendin! True .torie •• be .ure. in eoeh c~se. 
'0 elido.., firu·eta!" relll r n po,uge in the IIIme 
container with man ... oti!'t. We ~hdly re'urn 
ma"u~erillts when postage is • .,pplied, bitt we 
cannot do 10 other ... ·ioe. Failure to enclo,e reo 
t urn fout.cla ... 1I0 .. age mea". that aher a renon· 
ahle time the m~"u.eript if not aooepted for 
pllbliution will be rleslrored. 
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MACfADDEN PUBL1CATIONS. INC.. MM·. 

P. O. BOl 477. GrDft" C . fttr .. 1 Sloti ..... 
New Y .. r~, N. Y. 

Plea ... send me my free (Opy of you r book· 
let entitled ··F .... YOIl Should Know Abou. 
True Story." 

N~m" ........ . 

Slrltel ••.••••• 

To,.·" . •••.••...•.•• ••...••••• Siote .•• . •••. 
,~,;"t ."'.'y. G'" ... no, ....... in ,.," 

What Do You Want+o Say? 
(Continued from page 3) 

acters to appeal to those who don't re
quire so much excitement. 

Let Carleton E. Morse write mys
teries, but let him make the situations 
more matter of fact. The stuff will be 
just as dramatic, if Mr. Morse writes 
it without jungle settings and dying 
religious fanatics.-J. A. Roberts, 
Hartford, Conn. 

FOURTH PRIZE 
A TRUE AMERICAN 

The feature that I enjoy most of all 
on the radio is the fifteen minute Kate 
Smith chat. Her encouraging words 
and her honest, wholesome outlook on 
life convey an uplifting, happy thought 
that stays with one throughout the 
entire day. Her loyalty to America 
makes us all glad that we, too, are 
Americans.-Mrs. Ethel Aylor, Los 
Angeles, Calif. 

FIFTH PRIZE 
FOOD FOR THE SOUL 

I'd like to take this opportunity to 
thank the General Mills, makers of 
Gold Medal Flour, for their most in
teresting program, "Light of the 
World." It portrays man's faith in 
God. At this point. it is very interest
ing-Noah and his sons building the 
ArK for his family's safety, when the 
earth and everything in it shall be 
destroyed by water. 

I suggest for those who do not have 
time to read the Bible, to listen in 
e\'ery day, Monday through Friday 
at 2 P. M .. for a program I know you 
will enjoy.-Mrs. Nora Schaller, 
Hamilton, Ohio. 

SIXTH PRIZE 
A DISGRUNTlED CANADIAN 

Information Please must be in such 
high feather after receiving that ap
proving pat from the "Saturday Re
view of Literature" and that big hand 
from the Hoboes as to be able to stand 
a disapproving croak from a dis
gruntled Canadian. 

Here it is. The sponsor's product 
proudly flaunts t.he name of the 
Dominion, but the country of its origin 
does not figure so prominently in In
formation Please. The mention of a 
Canadian city or town in conjunction 
with the name of the sender of a ques
tion in this program is so rare as to 
bring the feet off the fire-guard with 
a bang. So my question for the Board 
of Experts is "What 'famous beverage 
pleases Canadians although its In 
formation Please doesn't?" No prizes! 
Incidentally, will U. S. A. readers 
please refrain from rushing off a letter 
that there was a question from Toronto 
recently. It was that one that brought 
my feet off the fireguard and put a pen 
in my hand.-S. B. McClean, Montreal, 
Canada. 

SEVENTH PRIZE 
OH. THAT MUSICI 

Fibber McGee is good. Molly is a 
darling. The little girl that appears 
on the program is Molly "I betcha." 
She is a scream; but I can not under
stand with all the wonderful music in 
the world why they can not have a 
better theme introduction to announce 
them instead of one sounding like a 
tin pan serenade.-Mrs. L. B. Mayes, 
Crystal, Michigan. 

RADIO AND TV.~VISION MI~ROI 
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