


Introdicing a wonderful new kind of lip Make-Up

... for the first time Max Factor Hollywood

incorporates these three amazing features

in one sensational new lipstick.

DY GARLAND
in Metro-Goldwyn-Mayer's

"TILL THE CLOUDS ROLL B

In a modem-
design metal

case... $ i. oo

3 Shades for You... Clear Red, Blue Red, Rose Red

...correct for your type... correct for fashion

I,

i* -^BPr
is ^m/r was

CLEAR RED BLUE RED ROSE RED

BLONDES CLEAR RED No. 1 BLUE RED No. 1 ROSE RED No. 1

BRUNETTES .... CLEAR RED No.3 BLUE RED No. 3 ROSE RED No. 3

BROWNETTES . . CLEAR RED No. 2 BLUE RED No. 2 ROSE RED No. 2

RE DHEADS .... clear red no. i blue red no. i rose red no. i

These new exclusive reds are based on an exclusive

formula discovered and developed by

Max Factor Hollywood. Note the chart above. See

for yourself the shades recommended for your type

. . . then try this new Max Factor Hollywood

Lipstick today. See and feel the thrilling difference.

CARPENTER



GIRL: Why sure, Pint Size -why, sure! And how about

handing me the moon, a million dollars and a sparkling smile,

while you're in the mood?

CUPID: Are you kidding?

GIRL: Aren't you? .

CUPID: Listen, Pie, put a little sparkle in that smile of yours

and you'll find the moon and a million and a man aren't so

hard to get.

GIRL: He says! . . .look, Cupid, I brush my teeth like anything,

but some teeth just won't sparkle. Mine for instance.

CUPID: Maybe, Baby, maybe. Ever see "pink" on your tooth

brush?

GIRL: That's from gums, not teeth. And it's my teeth I'm after!

CUPID: Know more than a dentist, huh? Don't you know

that "pink" is a warning to see your dentist? Let him decide

what's what. He may say it's just another case of

soft foods robbing your gums of exercise. If so,

he'll probably suggest "the helpful stimulation

of Ipana and massage."

GIRL: Massage. Gums again. I said it was my
teeth. Teeth, Cupid. Teeth!

CUPID: Ah, yes. But sparkling smiles call for

sound teeth. And sound teeth for healthy

gums. And Ipana's designed not only to

clean teeth but, with gentle massage, to help

gums. If your dentist suggests massage with

Ipana when you brush your teeth . . . goto it,

Angel. And you'll be on your way to a smile

with more sparkle than six Christmas trees!

never

jootb brush"

Product of Bristol-Myers
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From Lexington, Kentucky, comes a
romantic tid-bit . . .

+
The whole town's in love with a horse!

So are Detroit and Toledo, Pittsburgh
and Wheeling, Buffalo and Bingham-
ton. So are more than 30 other cities

that she's visited in her palatial trailer.

They're all in love with "Bess," the
gleaming chestnut steed that won
Hollywood's heart and is now making
countless friends across the country.

They call her "The Horse With The
Human Mind."

No wonder they give her the keys to

the city (which she accepts personally),

clamor for her autograph (she never
says nay), and wine and dine her at

hunt clubs!

Of course, "Bess" can't visit every town
in the land, but you can see her in

M-G-M's thrilling adventure story,

"Gallant Bess," soon to be screened at

your local theatre.

You'll see "Bess" as she really is, for

Harry Rapf has produced "Gallant

Bess" in glowing natural color by the

Cinecolor process.

There's a crisp, authentic flavor to

Jeanne Bartlett's story. She got its

true-to-life feeling from an incident

narrated by Lt. Marvin Park. USNR.

Keep your eye
on Marshall
Thompson, who
is best friend to

"Bess", in the
picture.Asastar,
he's mounting.
You can see he
loved his role;

gave it power,
conviction.

With him, you'll see George Tobias and
Clem Bevans—stalwart, two-fisted pals

who thrive on rough going.

*
Altogether, the picture is a credit to
Andrew Marton's expert direction.

So here's our Stranger-Than-Fiction
Fact For Fall :You 're going to fall in love

with a horse,

when you see

M-G-M's
"Gallant
Bess'' in
action color.

—£ea
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THANKSGIVING FOR JEANNE (Jeanne Crain)

THE HOUSE THEY LIVE IN (Ronald Reagan-Jane Wyman)
I LOVE GRETA GARBO by Billy Rose

MODERN SCREEN GOES TO CATALINA (Bob Mitchum)

PIPE DREAM RANCH (Alan Ladd)

NO GREATER LOVE . . . (Bette Davis)

STATE FAIR (Roy Rogers)

LIFE OF THE PARTY (Hatfield-Andrews-Korvin-Fontaine)

MORE THAN YOU KNOW . . . (Olivia de Havilland)

WATCH BEVERLY TYLER! by Hedda Hopper

"TILL THE CLOUDS ROLL BY" (Bob Walker-Judy Garland-Van Johnson)

HAPPINESS—TAYLOR MADE (Barbara Stanwyck-Robert Taylor)

i CORNEL WILDE LIFE STORY (concluded)

THE SECRET LIFE OF DANNY KAYE

color pages
JEANNE CRAIN in 20th-Fox's "Margie"

JANE WYMAN in M-G-M's "The Yearling"

RONALD REAGAN in Warners' "Stallion Road"

BOB MITCHUM in RKO's "The Locket"

ALAN LADD in Paramount's "The Big Haircut"

BEVERLY TYLER in M-G-M's "My Brother Talks to Horses".

ROBERT TAYLOR in M-G-M's "Undercurrent"

VIVIAN BLAINE in 20th-Fox's "Three Little Girls in Blue"

features

PICTURE OF THE MONTH: "The Jolson Story" selected by Dorothy Kilgallen .
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...AND IT'S WORTH WAITING FOR!

love conquers a wilderness!

A feud flares into violence!

THE YEARLING
starring

GREGORY PECK • JANE WYMAN
A CLARENCE BROWN PRODUCTION

CLAUDE JARMAN, JR. as "Jody" . Clem Beva"ns • Margaret Wycherly . Forrest

Tucker • Screen Play by Paul Osborn • Based on the Pulitzer Prize Novel by Marjorie

Kinnan Rawlings • Directed by Clarence Brown • Produced by SIDNEY FRANKLIN

A METRO-GOLDWYN-MAYER PICTURE

FREE!
A beautiful 8" x 10" four-color reproduction

of the painting by Douglass Crockwell shown
above.lt portrays Claude Jarman, Jr. as "Jody"
in M-G-M's Technicolor production "The

Yearling" and comes autographed, suitable tor framing.

"THE YEARLING", c/o Box E, 333 East 44th St., New York 17, N.Y.

Please send me, free, the full-color reproduction as advertised. I

enclose V>i to cover cost of postage and handling.

NAME.

Pack's finest performance! It's kill the bear. . or starve! A great book comes to life!

ADDRESS.

CITY .
ZONE. .STATE.



DOROTHY KILGALLEN
SELECTS "THE JOLSON STORY"

To a few score of friends on Broadway,

several hundred acquaintances in New
York, Miami and Hollywood, and a handful

of newspaper readers with retentive mem-

ories, Al Jolson is a suatanned multi-

millionaire, multi-married theatrical per-

former with a passion for racehorses and

pugilists, female beauty, and good food, and

a predilection for lawsuits involving large

sums of money.

But in making the lavish and dazzlingly

scored musical film "The Jolson Story,"

Columbia Pictures has, quite properly,

ignored this small portion of the population

which might be familiar with the facts and

concocted a scenario for the entertainment

of those millions to whom Al Jolson is a

name vaguely associated with white cotton

gloves, a watermelon mouth and a seem-

ingly indestructible left knee. The result is a

diverting if historically omissive biography

in which the comedian is portrayed as a

young man with an uncanny resemblance

to Fred Waring, (Continued on page 8)
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• Remember when yon were going to

prepare for the period of post-war op-

portunities? This is it! New industries

are coming into being, established indus-

tries are expanding . . . there are open-

ings for trained men in all lines.

• If yon failed to get ready for them, it

still isn't too late. The International

Correspondence Schools can help you
to catch np with the procession.

• But don't delay! Mail the coupon
today for full information on I. C. S.

training in the field of your interests.

Thousands of leaders in business and
industry started just that way. It can be
the beginning df your climb to higher

pay and a more responsible position.

Special tuition rates to members ol the Armed Forces. Enroll-

ment under G.I. Bill ol Rights approved lor War II Veterans.

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS

BOX 4778-B, SCRANTON 9, PENNA.

Explain fully about your course marked X:
Business and Academic Electrical Courses
Courses Eleotrical Drafting
Accounting Advertising Electrical Engineering
Arithmetic O Bookkeeping Electric Light <fc Power

O Business Management O Practical Electrician
Certified Public Aooounting Power House Electrio

Coat Accounting Ship Electrician

Federal Tax Q Foremaoship Internal Combustion
Frenoh Good English Engines Courses

O High Sohool Q Illustrating Automobile
Postal Service Aviation Diesel-Eleotrio
Salesmanship d Secretarial Diesel Engines
Spanish Stenography Mechanical Courses

P Traffio Management O Aeronautical Engineering
Air Conditioning and Aircraft Drafting
Plumbing Courses Foundry Work

O Air Conditioning Heat Treatment of Metals

O Heating Plumbing Industrial Engineering

O Kefrigera'n Steam Fitting Industrial Metallurgy
Chemistry Courses Machine Shop
Chemical Engineering Mechanical Drafting

P Chemistry, Analytical Q Mechanical Engineering

P Chemistry, Industrial Mold-Loft Work
P Petroleum Ref'e O Plastics Patternmaking

P Pulp and Paper Making Reading Shop Blueprints
Civil Engineering, Sheet-Metal Drafting
Architectural and Sheet-Metal Worker
Mining Courses Ship Draft'g Toolmak'g
Architectural Drafting Welding—Gas & Electric

P Architecture Railroad Courses
P Civil Engin'g Coal Min'g D Air Brake Car Inspector

Contracting and Building Diesel Locomotive
Highway Engineering Locomotive Engineer

P Reading Structural P Locomotive Fireman
Blueprints Steam Engineering

P Structural Drafting Courses
P Structural Engineering P Marine Engineering

P Surveying and Mapping Steam Electric

Communications Steam Engines
Courses Textile Courses

P Electronics Cotton Manufacturing
Practical Telephony Rayon Weaving
Radio, Gen'l Radio Oper'g Textile Designing

P Radio Servioing P Woolen Manufacturing

Name

Home Address-

€Up
Present
Position-

-Aae-

whose sole fault (aside from a tendency
to sing too many encores) is a yen to

ply his trade over the unfathomable ob-
jections of his disagreeable little wife.

One example should be sufficient to in-
dicate the whimsicality of the authors in
handling the characterization of Jolson.

There is a scene backstage at a burlesque
house in which the dapper young blade is

greeted with definite warmth by a covey of

leggy daisies. His partner suggests that
Al might do well to make a date with a
girl some time.

"Girls?" scoffs Al. "I haven't got time
for girls!"—a statement guaranteed to

send the regulars at Lindy's into peals of

apoplectic glee, but presumably having no
effect on those members of the Jolson
public who have forgotten that he found
time to be married to Henrietta Keller,

Alma Osborne, Ruby Keeler and Erie
Garbraith during the periods when he was
not being romantically charmed by Eunice
Healy, Adele Jergens, Jinx Falkenburg
and Gloria Cooke, to name only those who
leap instantly to mind.
However, the vagaries of the screen

writers can be dismissed as amusing but
unimportant, since this is not their picture.

"The Jolson Story" belongs to the music
department from start to finish. These
talented workers—M. W. Stoloff, Saul
Chaplin and Martin Fried—have created a
triumphant sound track, fast and bright
and suitable from the vocal under the
title of the orchestral crescendo accom-
panying the fadeout, and every yard of it

deserves applause. The picture contains
a staggering number of songs, and despite
an attempt on the part of the scenarists

to give the impression that Mr. Jolson
discovered jazz, the stark truth is that his

taste in songs was consistently banal.
"I'd walk a mill-yun miles for one of your

smi-hiles, my little mammy" is scarcely
a Dorothy Parker lyric, and the tune that
goes with it is depressingly compatible, but
the master craftsman who had charge of

arranging the notes and playing the music
succeeded in lifting even "Ma-ham-my"
into the realm of high excitement
The sound track is further enhanced by

the fact that the 01 Massa himself does all

the singing, and no doubt about it, when
he takes a tune he nails it down and makes
it a Jolson song forever and nobody else

ever sings it quite that way or quite
that well.

Visually there are two Jolsons—Scotty
Beckett, who gives a touching, enchanting
and to all indications, accurate performance
as the boy Jolson, and Larry Parks, who
essays the more trying task of imperson-
ating the full-grown mammy singer. Mr.
Parks is good-looking, charming, a con-
scientious mimic of the familiar Jolson
mannerisms, and a pleasant actor, and the.

fact that he is nothing at all like Jolson
as a performer or an individual is no
reflection on his talent. Nobody is like

Jolson.
The large cast assembled for this Techni-

color venture is on the whole excellent,

with fine work contributed by Ludwig
Donath as Cantor Yoelson, the comedian's

father, and Tamara Shayne as his mother.
Evelyn Keyes is the one wife in the film,

and although she is called "Julie Benson,"

no attempt is made to conceal the fact

that Julie Benson is pronounced Ruby
Keeler. Miss Keyes' acting in "The Jolson

Story" is about two notches above Ruby
Keeler's in "Flirtation Walk"; her dancing

is several notches below.

Al Jolson may be surprised at what he
sees when he views his screen biography,

but if he is any kind of a movie fan he
will have a good time at it

Working
-Hours

Length of Service In World War ll_

FREE SUBSCRIPTIONS!
How long is it since you've had a present from us? Oh-oh. That'll never do. We're

fust dying to send you the January, February and March issues of MODERN SCREEN
ABSOLUTELY FREE! But you'll have to help Just a leetle bit. Simply fill out the

Questionnaire below very carefully and mail it to us IMMEDIATELY. We'll select

500 at random to be the lucky recipents of these THREE MONTHS' gift issues.

QUESTIONNAIRE
What stories and features did you enjoy most in our December issue? WRITE THE

NUMBERS i, 2 and 3 AT THE RIGHT OF YOUR 1st, 2nd AND 3rd CHOICES—
AND THAT'S ALL!

Thanksgiving For Jeanne
(Jeanne Crain)

The House They Live In (Ronald
Reagan-Jane Wyman)

I Love Greta Garbo, by Billy Rose .

Modern Screen Goes To Catalina

(Bob Mitchum)

Pipe Dream Ranch (Alan Ladd) . .

No Greater Love . . . (Bette Davis)

State Fair (Roy Rogers)

Life of the Party (Hatfield-

Andrews-Korvin-Fontaine)

More Than You Know . . . (Olivia

de Havilland)

Watch Beverly Tyler! by Hedda
Hopper D

"Till the Clouds Roll By"
(Production Story) .'

Happiness—Taylor Made (Robert
Taylor-Barbara Stanwyck)

Cornel Wilde Life Story
(Concluded) D

Good News by Hedda Hopper

The Secret Life of Danny Kaye . .

Good News by Louella Parsons . .

Which of the above did you like LEAST? :

What 3 MALE stars would you like to read about in future issues? List them, I, 2, 3,

in order of preference

What 3 FEMALE stars would you like to read about in future issues? List them, I, 2,

3, in order of preference

My name is ••

My address is City. Zone.... State

I am years old.

ADDRESS THIS TO: POLL DEPT., MODERN SCREEN

149 MADISON AVENUE, NEW YORK 16, N. Y.



Bing Crosby
Fred Astaire

Joan Caulfield
in

Irving Berlin's

BLUESSUES
in Technicolor

BillyDe Wolfe • Olga San Juan
>duced by Sol C. Siegel Directed by Stuart Heisler

Screen Play by Arthur Sheekman • Adaptation by Allan Scott /

32 SONGS
OLD and NEW

by IRVING BERLIN

including

BLUE SKIES

A PRETTY GIRL IS

LIKE A MELODY
WHITE CHRISTMAS

HEAT WAVE
PUTTIN' ON THE RITZ

RUSSIAN LULLABY

THIS IS THE ARMY,
MR. JONES

HOW DEEP IS

THE OCEAN
ALL BY MYSELF

I'VE GOT MY CAPTAIN
WORKING FOR ME NOW
I'll SEE YOU IN CUBA

EVERYBODY STEP

SOME SUNNY DAY

YOU'D BE SURPRISED-.

A COUPLE OF SONG
AND DANCE MEN

YOU KEEP COMING
BACK LIKE A SONG (new)

GETilNGNOWHERE(new)

A SERENADE TO AN
OLD-FASHIONED GIRL

(new)



After cleansing face and neck,

on foundation cream or lotion.

Smooth in, using upward and out-

ward strokes. ( Don't forget back of

neck. ) Remove excess cream or lo-

tion with absorbent Sitroux Tissue.

{
Apply cream rouge in three small

'
, , dots, one inch below eye. Blend

W"J out and up, clear to hairline

—

f /I going no lower than the tip of

/ nose. Keep rouge one inch away
from nose. If you apply too much, U--^

tone down with & Sitroux Tissue.

With cotton pad, firmly press

powder on face and neck. Reverse

ff pad— brush off with downward
strokes. Saturate clean pad with
mild astringent

—

pat entire face.

When almost dry, apply second

coat of powder, lightly—brush off.

Use quarter of a Sitroux Tissue*

to remove excess around eyes, f

10

* Tissue tToaeS ond prod-*

*Hh ^erial ShCr

Tt veare doing

f,on
diff.cult.es . • • wUh as

our level best *> SuPpW Y ^
many SHroux T.ssues « P

hefinest

r.WeollotWers,vveoe- under

quality tissues
poss'b

ding and

\

»naUU»».FWl^r^i|QBdtha„ta »

—\ r^ience-ouroPP"*
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SITROUX
• TISSUiS

Sty ^foginta fytil

MOVIE REVIEW

There's a curious and exciting pattern to this few picture starring Kath

Hepburn, Robert Taylor and Robert Mitchum. It's a closely-woven sto

a girl from a quiet New England town who is swept suddenly by a siy

undercurrent into dangerous waters.

Ann Hamilton (Katharine Hepburn) is the daughter of a college prof

Alan Garroway ( Robert Taylor I comes to see her father on a scientifi

ter, and his appraising, experienced eyes see great possibilities in

charming simplicity. He sweeps her into a whirlwind marriage and c

her away to Washington to meet his important, sophisticated friends

soon makes her over into a strikingly beautiful and stunningly gowned w
but not before he has let everyone see her as a dowdy country girl. Ann
understand this, but she soon finds there are many things about Alan

she can't understand.

He has a consuming hatred of his brother, SMichael (Robert Mitcl|

who has, he explains to Ann, stolen money from him, as well as ruined

personal relationship that has meant anything to him. He hasn't hea

Michael in some time now, and hopes bitterly that he is dead. Alan

Ann to the impressive Garroway estate in Virginia, and she would have

very happy there if it weren't for the strange incidents which kept occu

She overhears a mystifying conversation about a black horse and th

who tries to master it. Then there's Alan's rage when she plays a c

piece on the piano. And the discovery of a book of Michael s which

faint uneasiness in her heart.

They go to San Francisco where Alan's factory is located, and there

Sylvia Burton ( Jayne Meadows) who bears an almo.st uncanny resemblai

Ann as she looks since her marriage. She tells Ann a weirdly strangi

frightening story. Events spin along with growing speed in the sires

unexpressed hatred which has come to flood tide through the years, anc

is caught in the undercurrent.

—

M-G-M. {Continued on pag

u

c

Alan Garroway ( R. Taylor) sweeps Ann Hamilton ( K. Hepburn) off her feet—into
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\ LUCILE WATSON • S.Z. SAKALL- PATTI BRADY tucker

% "!> DIRECTED BY JAMES V. KERN • PRODUCED BY WILLIAM JACOBS
^)VGf^ Screen Play by I. A. L. DIAMOND and JAMES V. KERN • Original Story by Ben and Norma Barzman • Adaptation by Lewis R. Foster



He'll Sag

His Sweetest
" ON THE

fESTEu TMLW

For the joy and brightness he
brings to your home, a canary

needs but little care. Keep him
healthy and happy, and he'll re-

ward you with his cheeriest sing-

ing. Always feed him French's

Bird Seed and Biscuit—a carefully

measured, thoroughly tested
blend of twelve proven aids to

health and song. Millions of ring-

ing canaries have made French's

"Tested Twelve" the most pop-

ular bird diet In America !

•TESTED TWELVE INGREDIENTS—
PROPORTIONED WITH A PURPOSE !

Canary Seed
Red Millet Seed
Yellow Millet Seed
Rape Seed
Soy Bean Grits
Yeast

Sesame Seed
Poppy Seed
Corn Syrup
Cuttlebone
Charcoal
Wheat Germ

12
IN ONE E CON M I C A.l Xi K A G E

P. s.
Katharine Hepburn rehearsed in her fa-

miliar slacks, then switched into stunning
Irene designed gowns when sequences
were ready to be filmed. For the shooting

of short scenes, she changed attire as many
as four times in an hour with record speed

of two minutes. . . . Kate's famous working
garb, however, has seen its last days, if

cast and crew of the film have their way.
Their farewell gift to the star, upon com-
pletion of her last scene, was a dress. . . .

During production, Bob Taylor acquired a

most unusual good luck charm—the bald

head of prop man Solly Martino. Before
going into each scene, Bob conferred with
Solly and gravely rubbed the shining pate

three times. He announced that he has
complete faith in the charm, but fears the

prop man on his next pic may not be bald.

. . . Marjorie Main, searching in vain for

a housekeeper, had to become one, both

at home and studio. She was in the midst

of cleaning her own house and trying to

prepare meals when Metro informed her

that she was "hired" to perform the same
chores for Kate and Cecil Kellaway.

NOCTURNE
To quote Gilbert and Sullivan, "a police-

man's life is not a happy one." Detective

Joe Warne (George Raft) couldn't agree

more. Here he is with ten murder sus-

pects and they're all beautiful brunettes

and all called Dolores. Furthermore, he
isn't supposed to be conducting a murder
investigation at all. The official police ver-

dict in the case of Keith Vincent, a suc-

cessful Hollywood composer, is suicide.

But Warne is sure it's murder and goes

off on his own to prove it.

His first job is to identify the ten girls

whose smiling pictures adorn the walls

of Vincent's den. Susan (Myrna Dell),

Vincent's pert housemaid, says he called

them all Dolores. But Susan has a police

record and maybe her word isn't good for

much. Warne traces several of the beau-
ties, who come up with an assortment of

alibis, good, bad, and indifferent. Then
he makes a startling discovery. One pic-

ture is missing from the collection. His

search for the missing link takes him to

a glamor photographer, to a cheap cafe,

and finally to the set of a motion picture

studio and lovely actress Frances Ransom
(Lynn Bari). Frances is the logical sus-

pect since she offers an obviously phony
alibi and admits she was at Vincent's

house the night of the shooting. But
Warne finds himself curiously reluctant to

believe she did it.

He is relieved when evidence turns up
which involves a burly hoodlum, Torp
(Bernard Hoffman). Unfortunately that

trail leads straight back to Frances, her

young sister, Carol (Virginia Huston) and
a pianist called Fingers (Joseph Peyney).
Warne is now so close on the trail that

the murderer gets panicky, and kills the

photographer who took all the pictures.

Susan, the housemaid, tries a spot of

blackmail, with unfortunate consequences.

The chase goes on and death lurks again

in the shadows.
"Nocturne" has plenty of suspense, and

you'll like the authentic Hollywood back-
ground.

—

RKO.

P. S.
A major love scene was completely

ruined for George Raft and Lynn Bari

from the most unexpected source—a

sharp-eyed critic—who insisted on voicing

his opinion. The sequence was going

along smoothly; the director was grinning

happily. Then suddenly from the rafters

a shrill voice screamed: "Terrible! Ter-

rible!" The entire company went into

action trying to find the intruder. The
culprit, they discovered was a parrot

who'd escaped from its cage on another

stage and had flown over to personal!
give Raft the bird!

THE 3IAN I EOVE
I want you to meet Petey Braun (Id

Lupino). If there were more girls lik

Petey around, the world would be
pleasanter place. She's warm and hone;
and gay, and if she had just two nicke!

to her name, she'd give you both of then
Petey is a New York night club singe

who has come to California to spen
Christmas with her family. The famil
consists of her sister Sally (Andrea King
who has a job as waitress while her hus
band is in a Veterans' Hospital; anothe
sister, Virginia (Martha Vickers), wh
takes care of Sally's young son, Budd;
and a brother, Joe (Warren Douglas) wb
is headed for trouble as a petty racketee
Petey finds that Sally is terribly worrie
about her husband. It seems he has a

aggravated form of battle fatigue, and h;

been quite violent on her last two visi

to the hospital. Sally has another prot

lem—Nick Toresca (Robert Alda), the lc

cal night club owner, is making a pis

for her. Sally doesn't know how to bar
die him. "I'll take care of Mr. Toresca
Petey promises. "I've been exposed
guys like that for years, and I know a

the answers."

Virginia has a problem, too, although
takes Petey a while to realize it. Aero
the hall live a young couple named Johni
and Gloria O'Connor. Johnny (Don Mi
Guire) is a nice lad, devoted to his wi
and baby. Gloria (Dolores Moran) , a

most as beautiful as she is stupid, neglec
Johnny and the baby in favor of nig

life. Virginia is secretly in love wi
Johnny, and it's torture to her to see tl

way Gloria treats him.

Petey goes to work as a singer at Nicl

night club, sidetracking his attention fro

Sally. Then she meets a big Strang
named Sam Thomas (Bruce Bennetl
once a famous jazz pianist, and forge

Nick and everything else in the world b
love. She has both happiness and unha;
piness with Sam, but he's her guy a)

nothing will ever change that. In t

meantime, she manages to straighten o

the tangled lives of those around her.

Ida Lupino is wonderful as . Petey, ai

"The Man I Love" is a picture you
remember.

—

War.

MAGNIFICENT DOLE
(

That noise you hear is James Madis<
fourth President of the United Stat

spinning in his grave. This unaccustorr
activity is occasioned by a picture bas

on his wife's life which is about as hi

torically accurate as "The Wizard of O
In spite of the liberties taken with histoi

"Magnificent Doll" is thoroughly ente

taining. Ginger Rogers, Burgess Meredj
and David Niven play the leading roles

Dolly Payne (Ginger Rogers) is one
the prettiest girls in Virginia. Like
pretty girls, she loves parties and is vas

unhappy when her father sells their hu
plantation and carts the family off to

quiet Quaker life in Philadelphia. He i
J

sists on Dolly marrying the son of
j

Quaker friend there. John Todd (Hon
McNally) is a fine man, but Dolly resei

not having been allowed to choose her o'
I

husband. She keeps their marriage a c< I

and formal affair until John is strict

!

with the plague. Then—too late—

J

realizes that she loved him.

After John's death and that of Doll
1

father, she and her mother open a -v(

de luxe lodging house. Their first "pa

ing guest" is the dashing Senator, Aal

Burr (David Niven). He immediate

begins a siege of Dolly's heart, and foi

time she is responsive. Then she me
the quiet little Congressman, James Me

i



/

When a girl who never

gambles meets a man who
always wins-WHO GIVES IN ?

See the amazing, amusing

answers in this grand romantic

comedy, set in that famous city

of gaiety — Las Vegas.

R K O
RADIO

If

BARBARA HALE - FRANK MORGAN

^^^^^

JAMES GLEASON • DON RICE • HARRY DAVENPORT
Executive Producer ROBERT FELLOWS . Produced by WARREN DUFF

Directed by EDWIN L MARIN • Screen Floy br LYNN SfOOT end FRANK FENTON



Starring in

Hei Sister's S*cte»"

A PRC Production

"I Keep that Dewy
Fresh Look with these

Rich Lander Creams

containing OLIVE OIL"

Your young skin has enemies like

wintry wind, indoor heat and dirt

that dry it out, steal its bloom!

That's why even very young
Hollywood stars use and recommend
Lander's Cold Cream with Olive Oil.

It's a super-rich special formula for

dry, sensitive skin. This fluffy, white

cream softens, smooths, cleans exqui-

sitely! You look radiantly alluring!

And for lovelier hands, use Lander's

Hand Cream with Olive Oil. It's so

rich and soothing! Get both these

luxury creams at your 10*1 store today.
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ison (Burgess Meredith) . On the face of

it, he isn't a man who could offer Burr
much romantic competition, but Dolly has
acquired a sound sense of values. She
sees that Madison has as brilliant a mind
as Burr, and is considerably more stable

in his political opinions. She marries
Madison, to Burr's anger and disbelief.

When Thomas Jefferson is elected Presi-
dent, Madison becomes his Secretary of

State, and Dolly is official White House
hostess. Burr, reaching always for power,
organizes a revolt he believes will end in

his being declared Emperor of America,
instead it ends in jail, with Dolly saving
him from a lynching by an angry mob.
It's quite a picture.

—

Univ.

NO TRESPASSING
It's good to have Lon McCallister back

on the screen, especially in as enthralling

a picture as "No Trespassing." The con-
trast between the homely, farm back-
ground and the weird events that take
place there is particularly effective.

Young Nath Storm (Lon McCallister),
High School senior, takes an after-school

job as hired hand at the Morgan farm.
Morgan (Edward G. Robinson) is a mid-
dle-aged man with a wooden leg and a
fanatical devotion to his adopted daughter,

Meg (Allene Roberts). He lives a great

deal of the time in a mysterious world of

his own involved with "a red house" and
"screams that you hear the rest of your
life." No one but his sister Ellen (Judith

Anderson) knows what he's talking about
when he gets one of these spells, and she
has kept the secret for seventeen years.

The first night on the new job, Nath
thinks he'll take a short-cut home through
the woods. That's when he first hears
Morgan tell of the "screams in the night."

Nath has a stubborn courage which makes
him take the short-cut in spite of Mor-
gan's insistent warning. He is attacked
by a mysterious figure in the woods, and
badly beaten. A few days later he and
Meg, who worships him shyly, do some
exploring, but find nothing. However, the

following Sunday, Meg goes alone to the

woods and stumbles on a trail which leads

to the Red House. She is shot at, and
falls over a cliff, breaking her leg.

Nath blames himself, because he has
been out with Tibby (Julie London), a
sexy little number who doesn't really

compare with Meg's sweetness. By now
Morgan has forbidden him to come near
the house, and Nath worries about Meg
constantly. Tibby, angry at his preoccupa-
tion, starts going around with Teller (Rory
Calhoun), the big woodsman whom Mor-
gan pays to keep trespassers off his

property. Morgan becomes queerer and
queerer until it's obvious that he is insane.

One murder results, and Meg's own death
seems sure unless Nath can save her.—U.A.

SECRET OF THE WHISTLER
The Whistler—like The Shadow—

KNOWS! In this case, the Whistler knows
what goes on in the mind of Ralph Har-
rison (Richard Dix), and an unsavory
mess it is, too. Ralph, an artist, is mar-
ried to Edith (Mary Currier) who is rich

enough to support him in the luxury he
likes. - He married her for her money and
she married him for love, which Ralph
considers a fair exchange. He is kind
enough to her to salve his conscience

—

until Kay Morrell (Leslie Brooks) enters

the picture.

Edith has serious heart trouble, and
knows quite well that she won't live much
longer. She even orders her own tomb-
stone—a proceeding which is to have far

reaching developments later. The thing

that keeps her going is her confidence in

her husband's love. One night Ralph gives

a party at his studio. Of course Edith
can't be there, as her heart trouble keeps
her almost an invalid. One of the artists

who attends brings his model—Kay. She's
a voluptuous redhead with a mercenary
mind and a heart like a concrete mixer.
When she finds out that Ralph's wealthy
wife will soon make him a widower, she
goes to work on him. She manages it clev-
erly. She makes him think she loves him,
but tells him that since he's married noth-
ing can come of it. Their romance, how-
ever, continues.
Ralph doesn't know that his wife, un-

der the care of a new doctor, has been
improving. One day she is allowed to go
out, and she stops in at his studio to sur-
prise him. She is just in time to overhear
him telling Kay that he's sure Edith won't
live much longer, and then he will im-
mediately make her the second Mrs. Har-
rison. Naturally the first Mrs. Harrison
finds this a considerable shock. She man-
ages to get back home, and when Ralph
arrives that evening, she informs him that
he is to move out immediately and she is

going to change her will. This is an in-
vitation to murder, but it doesn't work out
quite the way you would think.—Col.

SMASH-UP
Drink is never a solution to anything.

"Smash-Up" is the story of Angie Evans
(Susan Hayward) who finds this out al-

most too late. Angie is lucky, in the be-
ginning. She's beautiful, she has a good
voice, she's in love with Ken Conway (Lee
Bowman) who's crazy about her. Life
looks as gay as a birthday cake.
Then things start to happen. Ken is

arrested for an automobile accident and
sent to jail. When he comes out, Angie
is so happy to have him back that she
gives up her singing career and marries
him immediately. She was to do an audi-
tion for radio executive Roger Elliott

(Carleton Young), but she persuades him
to listen to Ken instead. He is only mildly
enthusiastic. Still he admits that Ken has
something, and gives him and his guitar
playing pal, Steve (Eddie Albert) a fif-

teen-minute spot at six o'clock. "Six
o'clock!" cries Angie, delighted. "That's a
wonderful time!" "Not this six o'clock,"

Ken says gloomily. "This one's in the
morning."
However, he and Steve gradually win

popularity, even at that early hour. The
day Angie's baby is born, Ken sings a song
he has written especially for her. It's so

good that it gets him a spot on an evening
program. Before long he's a top radio

star, with his own secretary, Martha
(Marsha Hunt) and every minute filled

with bustling activity. That's when things

get rough for Angie. Martha seems to

have taken over Ken's life. She picks

their apartment, has it decorated, gets a
nurse for the baby. She advises Ken
about everything. There's nothing left for

Angie to do but go to cocktail parties or

sit at home and lap up brandy by herself,

which she does with increasing frequency.

Soon she becomes a problem to Ken who
tries to get her to stop drinking, but
doesn't realize the true cause of it.

When the baby gets pneumonia, Angie
lays off liquor completely, long enough to

nurse her over it. Then after a quarrel

with Ken she goes back to the same old

routine. If Dr. Lorenz (Carl Esmond)
hadn't happened along, the dramatic
smash-up of her whole life which ensues
would have been irreparable.

—

Univ.

THE NOTORIOUS
GENTLEMAN

By Webster's definition, a gentleman is

"a well-bred man of fine feelings, good
education and social position." By Rex
Harrison's interpretation, his "Notorious



Which plaid should "chubby" pick?

A kingsize design

A pefife pa/fern

Neither

Even if you're a plumpish pigeon, you, too,

can wear plaids. But whether jumbo or tiny

patterns intrigueyou-pick neither:A medium-
size plaid is your best bet. And speaking of

sizes, here's a thought for certain times:

Only Kotex has 3 sizes, for different women,
different days -Regular, Junior, Super Kotex.

So you can choose the size that's best for

you. What's more, every Kotex napkin con-

tains a deodorant— to help you stay dainty.

For lip-appeal plus, should you—
Wear a sultry shade

Use a lip brush

Revise the shape of your mouth

If you'd have lush-looking lips—know your

pucker-paint technique. Choose a true red:

on you it looks better than sultry, tiger-

woman shades. And don't try to re-shape

your mouth! Carefully following its contour

with a lip brush can give you lip-appeal

plus; added self-assurance. Extra poise on
problem days means— Kotex. Because, for

extra protection, Kotex has an exclusive

safety center to keep you super- confident!

Should you agree to meet your "squire"?

If it's more practical

To show you're not stuffy

Nay, nay, never!

That squire's a square who doesn't call for

his gal! Unless there's a good reason. For

instance, on a theatre date— if you live miles

out and he works late, it's more practical to

meet For meeting "your public" on trying

days, it's practical to choose Kotex. Because

the flat tapered ends of Kotex free you from

tell-tale outline cares. You get that high

octane kind of confidence with Kotex!

When a blind date's disappointing,

would you—
Bock out gracefully

Q Make like a martyr

Grin and bear it

Your blind date's gruesome? Grin and bear

it! Even stupor-man has feelings. Besides,

he probably has friends . . . dream -beam

material you'll get to know, in time. So

stay in the picture; whether it's dancing,

bowling or whatever. And on calendar days

let Kotex keep you comfortable, with out-

of-this-world softness that lasts because

Kotex is made to' stay soft while you wear

it. Yes, with Kotex you can keep smiling!

More ivon?en c/?oose SCOTEX

Mas? a//oMer sanitary na/?6/hs

A DEODORANT in every Kotex* napkin at no extra cost *T. M. Reg. U. S. Pat. Off.



INFORMATION DESK
by Beverly Linet

BURT LANCAS-
TER of "The Kill-
ers," was born in
New York City, on
Nov. 2, 1913. He is

6'2" tall, weighs 185
lbs., and has blue
eyes and blond hair.

He's still single. You
can write to him at

Hal Wallis Studios,
Paramount, Holly-
wood, California, where his next pic-

ture is "Desert Town." He has no fan
club.

VAL VALENTI-
NOFF just signed a
new film contract
and is being hailed
as one of the great-
est dancers of our
time. He, too, comes
from New York,
where he was born
on Mar. 23, 1919. Is

6'2" tall, and has
hazel eyes and black
hair. Unmarried. Just took time out to

appear on Broadway in "Gypsy Lady,"
but you can address your mail to

RKO for a picture and further info

on him.

DICK DICKERSON
was the blond sailor

on the train in
"Without Reserva-
tions," and he hails

from Virginia. Was
born Aug. 25, 1922,

is romantically un-
attached, and is just

out of the Navy.
Real name is Claude
Wyatt Dickerson,
he's 6' tall, and weighs 175 lbs. Is now
concentrating on a film career, and if

you'd like to help it along, send lots of
letters to him at RKO, Hollywood.
His next pic is "I'll Be Yours."

B. Kent, Seattle: The Conrad Janis Fan
Club is headed by Patti Wohl, 975
Walton Avenue, Bronx, New York.
Rosemarie Marino, 1751 W. Chaffee PI.,

Denver, Colorado, has Glenn Ford's,

Louise Ritchie, 5748-25th N.E., Seattle,

Wash., has Bill Williams', and Nancy
Imbush, 3117 West Juneau Avenue,
Milwaukee, Wis., has Glenn Langan's.

Margaret Olsen, Bronx: Stewart Gran-
ger was born in London, May 6, 1913.
He's 6' tall, with brown eyes and hair

and is married and has one child. Write
to him at Gainsborough Films, 142-150
Wardour Street, London. Same address
for James Mason. Rudy Wissler was
Rudy in "Boy's Ranch." He was born
in Los Angeles, June 21, 1928, is 5' 5",

and has brown eyes and black hair and
can be reached at M-G-M. Darryl Hick-
man was Hank in that pic, and he was
born July 28, 1932, has brown eyes and
hair, and can be reached at 20th Cen-
tury-Fox.

Julia Freid, Brooklyn: No, Stephen
Bekassy who was Liszt in "Song to Re-
member," didn't disappear. He'll be
seen with Bergman in "Arch of
Triumph," and can be reached at En-
terprise Productions, Universal, Uni-
versal City, Calif. And Tito Reynaldo
was the young Prince in "Anna and the
King of Siam." He's at Fox. "If You
Could Care" was the name of the song
that John Lund sang in "To Each His
Own." The "Stolen Life" music is un-
titled.

Gentleman" is a frustrated, confused and
lovably worthless wastrel.
Vivian Kenway (Rex Harrison) has al-

ways had too much animal spirit for his

own good. Thrown out of Oxford for his
wild shenanigans, his sympathetic titled

father pulls wires to have him employed
at the South American coffee plantation
of an old friend. But there again, Vivian
refuses to realize that discretion is the
better part of valor and is spectacularly
fired. On the town again, he goes on a
rootin", tootin' spree which ends up with
his landing in the clink and having to be
hauled out by Sandy Duncan (Griffith

Jones), an old classmate now grown to

repulsively respectable stature. Sandy in-
vites Vivian home with him when lo and
behold, Viv discovers that Sandy's cher-
ished wife, Jill, is none other than the
campus widow whom he—and practically

the rest of the Oxford undergraduate body
—had romanced during his university
days.

With Viv, the wish is father to the
thought, and with one tilt of his eyebrow,
he makes Jill succumb again and flit off

with him to a cozy hotel room. Sandy
accidentally comes upon them, and true to

type, plays the outraged husband to the
extent of wiping the floor up with his old

pal and suing his wife for divorce, naming
Vivian as co-respondent.

Still at loose ends, he becomes a midget
auto racer and is currently risking his fool

neck in Vienna when a charming but ter-

rified young Austrian girl not only pays
his long overdue hotel bill, but begs him
to marry her, in return for which she
will pay off all his old debts and divorce
him as soon as they reach England.
She is half Jewish, she explains, and can
escape Vienna only by assuming British
nationality.

His ready sympathies touched, Vivian
agrees to the bargain, never realizing that

he had overestimated his wife's fortune
and that, even more' tragically, Rikki (Lilli

Palmer) is falling in love with him.
Desperate, he takes her to his father's

place in Somerset where Rikki, shocked
by his affair with Col. Kenway 's secre-
tary, Jennifer (Margaret Johnston), tries

to drown herself.

Tragedy gains momentum for Vivian
from that point on. Driving while blind
drunk, his car crashes and his father is

killed. In an agony of conscience, Vivian
drops out of sight and is found, months
later, working as a gigolo in a cheap dance
palace. Jennifer, sincerely in love, tries

to "rescue" him, but Vivian is a lost soul.

The war breaks out, and soon, headlines
announce the heroic death of Vivian Ken-
way, England's most notorious gentleman.—Univ.

MY DARLING
CLEMENTINE

This has everything a really top flight

Western needs. Gun fighting, fist fighting,

a dazzling dance hall queen, and a less

dazzling, but still lovely, heroine. It starts

with the four Earp brothers who are on
their way to California with a herd of

cattle. Near Tombstone, Arizona, the
cattle are stolen and the youngest brother
killed while he's on guard. Wyatt (Henry.
Fonda), the oldest, decides they're going
to stay around Tombstone till they get the
killers. He's well-known throughout the
West, for he used to be Marshal of Dodge
City. He now becomes Marshal of the
wide open town of Tombstone, and little

by little starts closing it. His brothers
who have been made deputy marshals,
help.
Drunks who start shooting up the Crys-

tal Saloon or Miss Kate's "Boarding House
for Young Ladies," find themselves unex-
pectedly sobering up in the jug. Crooked

gamblers learn that Tombstone is a good
town to stay away from. And gradually
Wyatt begins to have a fairly clear idea
that Old Man Clanton (Walter Brennan)
and his desperado sons were resporisibk
for the killing of his brother.

"Doc" Holliday (Victor Mature) is one
of Tombstone's wildest characters. Doc is

not only a handy man with a gun, but he
has brains and he admires Wyatt's intel-

ligence and courage. To everyone's as-
tonishment, he starts siding with law and
order. This sentiment is not shared by
his girl, Chihuahua (Linda Darnell)

.

Chihuahua, Doc explains, is a lying, cheat-
ing little two-timer. "Why go around
with her then?" Wyatt inquires. Doc's
answer is ready—and sardonic. "Because
she'll make such a beautiful mourner at
my funeral." And Wyatt learns for the
first time that Doc is near death from
tuberculosis.

One day the stage from Tucson brings
a new visitor to Tombstone. She is Clem-
entine Carter (Cathy Downs) and she was
engaged to Doc back in Boston. Now
there is Doc's illness, which he is deter-
mined to protect her from. He uses Chi-
huahua as an excuse, but Wyatt tells

Clementine he thinks she should stick

around awhile. Maybe things will change
They do—but not the way anyone expects,
—20th-Fox.

MARGIE
High school in 1928 was much the same

as high school today. Oh sure, it was
Rudy Vallee the kids swooned over in-
stead of Frankie, but a swoon's a swoon,
isn't it? "Margie" is a Technicolor flash-

back to the era of coon coats, rolled
stockings and "My Time Is Your Time."
You'll love it.

Margie (Jeanne Crain) is a Senior at

Central High. She's a sweet girl, but no-
body's idea of hot stuff. She's President
of the debating team and she'd gladly
exchange that any day for the privilege
of having Johnny Green (Conrad Janis)
drive her home from school in his road-
ster. Johnny, however, concentrates on
blonde Marybelle (Barbara Lawrence),
who can't debate at all but does a wicked
Charleston. Margie's only boy friend is

Roy Hornsdale (Alan Young) . Roy has
a chronic cold in the head and reads
poetry—aloud. Definitely not a dream-
boat.

The Senior Class, or at least its fem-
inine half, is agog over the new French
teacher, Mr. Fontayne (Glenn Langan)
Here, they feel, is a man of the world.
To be sure, Miss Palmer (Lynn Bari), the
school librarian, seems to have him pretty
well hooked, but a girl can dream, can't

she? Even Marybelle admits that Mr
Fontayne is the smoothest thing around.
Margie's first encounter with him is hardly
a romantic one. She is losing her bloom-
ers and rushes into the seclusion of the
library to fix them. Along comes Fon-
tayne, but being a man of the world, he
pretends not to notice, thereby making
her his slave.

Margie lives with her Grandma (Esthei
Dale), an outspoken old lady who likes

Mr. Fontayne but has no use for Johnny.
Margie's mother is dead, and her father
(Hobart Cavanaugh) is terrified of his
young daughter. But she does persuade
him to come to hear her debate. He sur-
prises them both by suddenly developing
into a proud parent. There's a skating
party after the debate, and joy of joys!
Johnny asks Margie to skate. So what
happens? She loses her bloomers again.
Only Mr. Fontayne's presence ef mind
saves the situation.

There's more—lots more—with a tender
little love story woven through the fun.

—

20th-Fox.



IF A MAN CAN'T HAVE ALL OF A WOMAN'S LOVE,

HE MIGHT AS WELL HAVE NONE!

Screen Play by .

Borden Chase

Adapted from his

American Magazine
Story ' cCon certo'

*

Piano Recordings by
Artur Rubinstein.

World's Greatest

Pianist

Can a woman give her lips to one

man and her longing to another?

This was the question that tor-

mented her soul...A stirring emo-

tional experience enriched by the

magic of music and Technicolor.

FRANK BORZAGE'S
PRODUCTION" OF

WEB YOl
A Distinguished Notion Picture

in Romantic

TECHNICOLOR
PHILIP CATHERINE

DORN • McLEOD
WILLIAM

CARTER
MME. MARIA OUSPENSKAYA

Felix Bressart • Fritz Feld

Elizabeth Patterson • Vanessa Brown

Lewis Howard

Directed by

FRANK BORZAGE



radio award . .

.

"Wait, Mary, until I show you the silly

things that Bob brought back irom overseas,"

said Dolores Hope, getting up from the table

to fish through a chest of drawers. She came

out with a tablecloth: "It was a bargain,"

said Bob Hope, stubbornly. "The guy who
sold it to me told me it was a very rare and

ancient tablecloth." The three gals at the

table let out shrieks of laughter.

"I don't see anything funny about it," ob-

jected Jack Benny. "It looks very nice to me."

Hope nodded his thanks to his supporter.

"Sure you think it's nice. Jack," whooped

Mary. "You brought one back just like it!"

"That," said Benny glumly to Bob Hope,

"is what husbands get for being thoughtful."

Later we went upstairs and Bob showed

us other things he'd brought back; a mag-

nificent piece of tapestry, a gold swastika

embossed on blood-red silk; some personal

stationery, engraved "Adolf Hitler"; all sorts

of guns, a regular arsenal of them, along

with swords and daggers; Japanese beaded

bags, grenades, a scorched bit of fabric from a

Jap Zero that had been shot out over Okinawa,

Japanese currency, some more guns. "Now
don't play with those guns," warned Dolores

Hope. "It's perfectly safe," insisted Bob.

Mrs. Hope turned to us: "Perfectly safe!

Look what happened one night when he was

showing his guns and playing cops-and-rob-

by ED SULLIVAN
bers." She pointed to a lower drawer. A
bullet had smashed through the heavy wood
and when she opened the drawer, you could

trace the path of the bullet as it finally had
come to rest. "He just missed hitting one of

his radio sponsors," announced Mrs. Hope.

That night, in Bob Hope's house, I made
up my mind that we had to give him some-

thing that wouldn't explode, kill a radio spon-

sor or arouse femme visitors to screams of

laughter. So this month, I'm presenting Bob

Hope with the Modern ScREEN-Ed Sullivan

gold plague of radio excellence, the identical

plague which we awarded Jack Benny last

season before he went off the air for a sum-

mer vacation.

I have a hunch where Bob will hang this

Modern Screen plague, in the playroom on

the ground floor, off to the left of the com-

fortable living room. We spent a lot of time

in that room. Movie actors and radio actors

generally are not very good pool players,

but there are exceptions to the rule: If the

movie star or radio star is a former vaudeville

performer, then make up your mind that he

can play pool. Between vaudeville shows,

in the old days, vaude performers utilized the

intervening hours in small towns and cities

in the pool rooms. Benny played a lot of

vaudeville, so did Bob Hope. What they did

to your correspondent (Continued on page 22~)

and radio gossip ... by BEN GROSS

Stories They Tell On Radio Row . . . "You've

got to be careful when you make a gag,"

Eddy Duchin.. the famous', pianist-orchestra

leader, remarked the otfier day. "Sometimes,

what you say in fun may prove to be real

and not a joke at all." As proof, he cited this

incident: Some time ago, on NBC's "Music Hall"

show, he commented jibingly on the commer-

cial possibilities of the word, "atomic." "Why,

before you know it, some one will be putting

on the market a lipstick named 'atomic'."

Well, just a few days later, Eddy received

by mail a complimentary box of lipstick. And,

sure enough, on the fancy label were the

words, "Atomic Red." With it came a note

from the manufacturer reading, "Dear Eddy:

Thanks for the plug!"

Autograph hunters are forever going in for

new wrinkles. By now, having a radio

celebrity inscribe his or her name on your

shirt, your blouse or even on the palm of

your hand has become outmoded. However,

a member of the studio audience of NBC's

"Honeymoon in N. Y." really came up with

something different. She insisted that emcee

Durward Kirby autograph her marriage

license!

Some musical numbers are given their titles

in curious ways. For example, long after a

certain midnight, David Rose was working

feverishly in his studio, completing an original

tune for his CBS show, "Holiday With Music."

His nerves were taut, for the composition, al-

though as yet unfinished, was scheduled for

performance on the following evening's broad-

cast. It had to be copied, rehearsed and

ready to go on the air within a few hours.

"Can't wait a minute longer," said the copy-

ist, who stood beside Rose's desk. "Let's

have it!" Suddenly, David realized that he

had no title for his work. "Hurry, hurry!"

the copyist insisted. Rose looked at his watch.

It was exactly 4:20. So he merely wrote on

the top of the sheet, "4:20 A.M." And that

is how this popular number got its name!
* * * -

The Program Book . . . The Radio Santa is

here again. His cherry-red cheeks glowing,

and with a paunch that food shortages have

not reduced, St. Nick's spacious bag bulges

with Yuletide programs. As he climbs down

the aerials into the loudspeakers of the land,

he brings his gifts of carols, fantasies and
festivities from all over the world. And even
though you may not suspect it after reading

the newspaper headlines, his message is still

"A peaceful and joyous Christmas time!"

With the season of big shows now in full

swing, every star of the airwaves plans a

special program during the holiday week.

And in addition, as usual, there will be gala

pickups from every section of the globe,

including services from strife-torn Palestine,

London, Paris, Rome and far away Tokyo.

Among the radio folks celebrating the

season, the Quiz Kids have exceptional cause

for rejoicing. To these marvelous mental

moppets, the Santa of the Airlanes has been
more than kind. Since they went on the

radio, six years ago, these youngsters have
accumulated tidy bankrolls. Laying aside the

$100 Government bond each Quiz Kid receives

per broadcast, Richard Williams, for example,

found on his graduation from the show last

Christmas that he had collected a total of

$21,000. Ruthie Duskin, 12, has already

earned herself a (Continued on page 20)
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nest egg of $9,400. But, the chances are

that the biggest money maker of them
all will be six-year-old Richard Weixler.
He has already received $1,900 in bonds
and he still has ten years to go on the
program.

Another radio personality, although
hardly a Kid, who has reason to be grate-
ful this Yuletide is Ted Husing. As you
know, he recently resigned his staff job
with CBS to become a free lance sports

announcer and a disc jockey for WHN, an
independent New York station owned
by Metro-Goldwyn-Mayer. To some it

might seem to be a come-down for a celeb-

rity such as Ted to leave a network merely
to turn platters on an independent outlet.

But there's financial method in Husing's
seeming madness. It is estimated that dur-
ing the next five years on WHN he will

earn for himself at least $1,600,000. Any-
way, he has been guaranteed a minimum
salary of $260,000 a year! No wonder so
many youngsters these days would rather
be a mike-man than President.

And while on this topic, how many boys
and girls are there in this country who
have their eyes-and ears—on radio? No
one really knows, but you may make a
guess, after reading what goes on in New
York City alone. There, Bessie Mack, who
is in charge of auditions for the Arthur
Godfrey "Talent Scouts" show on CBS, re-
ceives more than 3,000 telephone calls a
week from would-be-performers. And
these, it must be pointed out, are not from
amateurs, but from those who already
lave had some professional experience.

* * *

The Lux Radio Theater, which you hear
m Monday nights over CBS, rehearses

JANUARY ISSUE

So you think you know Sinatra?

Well, wait'll you see our January
issue (on the stands December
13) with a story by his manager,
an article by Billy Rose, AND a

cover—all devoted to the fabu-

lous Frankie!

Kirkwood: Yes
ke«p me awake.

so the coffee won't

anywhere from 16 to 20 hours to give you
less than 60 minutes of weekly entertain-
ment. Helen Hayes, however, once ap-
peared on the program with only one hour
of rehearsal. That was the time she was
brought in as a last-minute sub for Mar-
garet Sullivan, who was taken suddenly
ill.

Just to give you an idea of the tremen-
dous amount of work that goes into such
a show . . . one that is heard once and
then no more . . . here is the weekly sched-
ule of this feature: On the Thursday be-
fore the broadcast, the stars meet with the
producer in Hollywood for a preliminary
reading of the script. On Friday, the entire

cast assembles in the studio before a mi-
crophone, with orchestra and sound effects.

Another practice session follows on Satur-
day. Then, there is a full-dress rehearsal
on Sunday afternoon and also one on
Monday, just before the program goes on
the air.

Gags of the Month . . . (But remember,
please, I don't write them. I merely print
em)

:

Jack Kirkwood: No sugar in my coffee,

thank you. I'll just drop these sleeping
pills into it.

Lillian Leigh: Sleeping pills?

Durward Kirby: Remember the good old
days when we spoke of having two cars
in every garage?
Herb Sheldon: Those were the days!
Kirby: Yes, and now it is two families

in every garage.
* *"

Tom Howard: Know what a girdle is?

Harry McNaughton: No.
Howard: A girdle is a device used to

keep an unfortunate condition from
spreading.

* * *

Ish: If you had three Andrews Sisters
and divided them by two, how many would
you have?

Art: You'd have one-and-a-half An-
drews Sisters.

Ish: Kind of scares you, don't it?

* * *

Helen Forrest of the Dick Haymes show
ove-heard this one in a Beverly Hills
restaurant:

First Middle aged Lady: I just can't trust
my husband anywhere. He's such a flirt

Second Middle aged Lady: I wouldn't
worry. He's probably only reverting to
type.

First Lady: No. He's reverting to typists.
* * *

Tommy Dorsey: In making one of the
scenes in our picture, the director told my
brother, Jimmy, and me to act like a
couple of struggling musicians.
Ann: How did it go?
Tommy: Jimmy took the first two out of

three falls.
* * *

Eve Arden: I have a new bathing suit.

It's skimpy and daring. It's here in my
purse. How do you like it?

ADVERTISEMENT
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Jack Haley: Gee! . . . that bathing suit

.as five legs.

Eve: Silly . . . that's my glove!
* * *

Personality Paragraph: She was born
a a taxi that was speeding toward a De-
roit maternity hospital, in February, 1920.

Lttending the Cass Tech High School in

hat city, she made her first "professional

ppearance" singing at an alumni dance,

'he pay: Three dollars. Later, sang in

Sight clubs and on Chicago radio shows,
"hen, on to New York, where she became
ae first "Chiquita Banana" girl of the sing-

zg commercial. Her voice, as she advised

.steners never, never to put bananas into

refrigerator, won raves but she herself

emained anonymous. Finally, she audi-

ioned via a record for the new Arthur
rodfrey show on CBS. Result: An engage-
ment. While on the program, she fell in

Dve with its director. Ace Ochs, and mar-
ied him. Shortly thereafter, the network
:arred her on her own period: "Waitin'

or Clayton." Now she is also a guest on
uch big timers as ''Texaco Star Theater"
nd "We, the People." Her name? Oh, yes

. . it's Parti Clayton.

Xames Make Radio . . . Walking through
he lush corridors of Radio City the other

lay, I saw a good-looking Spanish girl

jnbling gracefully into an ABC studio.

Nothing unusual about that, as the place

bounds in fetching female pedestrians.

3ut what drew my eyes to this Senorita
i"as that her shoes did not match. One
i-as a smart leather "wedgie" and the
ther, a practical flat-heeled brown num-
»er. 'How come?"' I asked. The answer is

hat the gal, Rosa Rio, is a staff organist

dio has to be available at any moment to

;o on the air as a "fill-in." So she must,
i'hile on duty, wear at least one flat-heeled

hoe, in order to play the bass notes of the
rgan. For it seems that narrow high heels
asily slip off the long, narrow wooden
edals that produce those rich low
ounds.

* * *

If you never want to worry about the
i"olf at the door—and who worries about
he other kind?—all you have to do is to

."rite a smash play and radio series, such
s "Abie's Irish Rose." Maggi McNellis,
he NBC commentator, recently revealed
hat Anne Nichols, author of the comedy,
.as earned ten million dollars in ro3'alties

•ut of her work. . . . And speaking of

I SAW IT HAPPEN

The guest star

at the Milton Berle
radio show was
Alan Ladd, so I

got there early to

get a seat down
front, since Alan
is one of my fa-
vorites. Then Mil-
ton Berle intro-

duced his famous
guest. I was sit-

ting next to a very nice lady, and
near the end of the act, I turned to

her and sighed and said, "Isn't he
wonderful?" "I think so," she an-
swered. Then Milton Berle called for

Mrs. Alan Ladd (Sue Carol) , who was
in the audience, to step up onstage.

To my amazement, the lovely lady

next to me got up and was escorted

to the stage by her famous husband.
As they walked of} together, she
turned and looked at my gaping jaw,

and winked down at me.
Gilda Gentile

Brooklyn, New York

'-But a honey color

won't keep you winter-sweet i

YOU'RE RIGHT on the sun beam, Pet. A
radiant winter tan can help keep the

beaux buzzing 'round.

That is, Sugar— it can help if you stay nice

to be mar.

True, your bath washes away past perspira-

tion, but — winter or summer — you still

Product of Bristol-Mytrs

need a safe deodorant like Mum to guard

against risk of future underarm odor. So

why take chances with your charm, ever—

when you can trust Mum!

r> better because its Sofa
1. Safe for skin. No irritating crystals.

Snow-white Mum is gentle, harmless to

skin.

2. Safe for clothes. No harsh ingredients

in Mum to rot or discolor fine fabrics.

3. Safe for charm. Mum gives sure pro-

tection against underarm odor all day or

evening.

Mum is economical, too. Doesn't dry out

in the jar — stays smooth and creamy.

Quick, easy to use — even after you're

dressed. Get Mum today!
• • •

For Sanitary Napkins—Mum is gentle, safe,

dependable . . . ideal for this use, too.
21
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quick cur/s?

EYES light on lovely hair and linger there

when it shines in all its natural beauty.

Your hair will besoft, sparkling, andlustrous

when you do it at home with new different

Wildroot Hair Set that re-

places old-fashioned thick

gummy wave sets. Does
all they do and more! Light

bodied, faster drying. It

contains processed LANO-
LIN, leaves your hair soft,

natural, and at its lovely

best. Style your own dis-

tinctive hair-do quickly,

without fuss or disappoint-
|

ment! Watch those admir-

ing glances! Ask for New
Wildroot Hair Set at your

toilet goods counter today !

NEW WILDROOT HAIR SET

THE PIN WITH

THE LASTING GRIP

SMOOTH FINISH

INSIDE AND OUT

...0** ABSORBINE Jr.

Maggi, she and Jinx Falkenbuxg, are the
true fashion plates of Radio City these
days. The girls around New York's broad-
casting center, performers and office work-
ers alike, are always commenting on the
clothes and the hairdos of these two re-
cently married mike celebs. Their getups
are the joy of fashion and beauty photog-
raphers and the despair of imitators.
Do you recall Agnes Moorehead's thrill-

ing performance in that chilling radio
drama, "Sorry, Wrong Number?" The
chances are you do, as this play has been
broadcast no less than four times in the
"Suspense" series. Now Agnes is recording
it for a commercial recording company
and you will soon have a chance to hear
her in this prize exhibit of an actress' art
on your own phonograph.
John Plummer, of the NBC music

library, was telling Paul Lavalle, the Cities
Service maestro, that while overseas in the
Army, he had indulged in a "bull session"
with several other soldier musicians. One
fellow remarked, "I remember a clarinet
player named Joseph Usifer. He seems to

have disappeared . . . but, boy, was he
great!" . . . "Well, I dunno," said Plummer,
"did you ever hear Paul Lavalle toot that
licorice stick before he went in for orches-
tra leading?" . . . "Lavalle!" the man
replied contemptuously, "why he couldn't
hold a candle to Usifer!" Paul laughed
heartily on hearing this—for years ago he

had been a clarinet soloist on the radio
under the name of Joseph Usifer!
At last, the "great unheard" of the

broadcasting world are coming into their
own. These are the thousands of studio
workers behind the scenes. Out in Holly-
wood, they are winning fame with a dra-
matic program, although neither you nor
anyone else has ever heard it on the air.

It is known as "The NBC Workshop" and
is the combined effort of the network's
non-professional employees. They write,
produce, direct and act each show. Their
productions have been recorded and, ac-
cording to those who have heard these
transcriptions, it is a certainty that many
members of "The Workshop" will soon
land within the regular—and highly paid

—

acting and writing ranks of the air.

* * *

Radio Remarks: "In Hollywood, the
people you've just met call you 'darling';

casual acquaintances call you 'honey'; only
your close friends know you well enough
to use your name"—Eve Arden.

* * *

Letter of the Month . . . "Why are radio
programs so unaccommodating to their

listeners? I have often written to some
of our big shows and asked them to sing
or play certain numbers and not once did
any of them grant my request."—Paula
Fields, Chicago.

ED SULLIVAN RADIO AWARD
(Continued from page 18)

at the pool table in Hope's playroom
shouldn't happen to Winchell, if you'll for-
give the phrase.
From now on, I'll stick to golf against

Robert.
Certainly there's never" been a better-

natured companion than Bob Hope. His
gaiety is natural and unforced. There was
the afternoon when he and professional
Ed Dudley played our course, the West-
chester Country Club, at Rye, N. Y. Hope
was off his stick badly, and he was
nettled, as any golfer would be, but cer-
tainly the gallery never got any reflection

of his inward "burn." As we came up to

the 9th green, near the clubhouse, a gallery

of two hundred or three hundred members
ringed the green and the adjacent 10th
tee. "How do you like our course, Mr.
Hope?" a pretty girl called out to Para-
mount's leading hacker. "It must have
been designed by Boris Karloff," ad libbed
Bob.
There are many factors which enter into

Hope's faculty for comedy, and his per-
sistent good nature. The most important, I

think, is the fellow's fine health. I've never
heard him complain of a toothache or
headache, an upset stomach or an aching
back. He is physically strong, he has a
good appetite and an apparently inde-
structible stomach. That kind of a physical
makeup is tremendously important to any-
one, particularly to a comedian. You can't

be funny, or feel funny, if you're sick.

His physical capacity for work was il-

lustrated in his USO-Camp Show tours
all over the world, making all kinds of

airline hops in all sorts of weather and
then playing shows in rain, snow or heat.

He was a glutton for work and after the
shows were over, he'd think nothing of

meeting and talking with hundreds of

G.I.s and their officers. Like Eddie Cantor,
each person he meets spurs him to a gag
or a joke. "It's the 'ham' in me," he grins.

"I'm always onstage."
But there was one night in Paris when

Bob did want to relax. The Army fliers who
had flown his troupe around the E.T.O.

had been very swell, so Bob suggested that
when they reached Paris, they'd all sneak
away and have a real, honest-to-goodness
champagne evening. "Boy, it will be a
relief to me, and to you, too," said Hope,
"not to hear any gags from Hope."
They found a spot, a small Parisian night

club. Champagne corks popped and they
sat there, luxuriating in the knowledge that
this was the kind of a holiday they'd
earned. "This," sighed Hope, "is the life.

No jokes, no bits of stage business, no
nothin'." And just as he said it, there
was a pre-emptory roll of drums from the
little French band. "No," groaned Hope.
"NO, NO, NO!!"

The French master of ceremonies walked
eagerly to the "mike." He looked proudly
at the table where Hope cringed behind the
fliers: "Messieurs et mesdames," gurgled
the mc. "Attendez!" Then, to the chagrin
of Hope, he went on in English: "Tonight
we have a very celebrated American
cinema star in our midst. You and I know
him intimately from the moving pictures
he has created out of his own superb
talent." By this time, the fervor of the
introduction had mellowed Hope. It was
impossible not to like the master-of-cere-
monies, who evidently was a connoisseur
of talent.

"Ladies and gentlemen," exulted the
m.c, almost knocking himself out in his

pleasure, "may I present you, my friend,

your friend, the friend of the world—the

Eiffel Tower of Entertainment, Bob Haipe!"

"How do you like that—Bob Haipe,"
groaned Hope as he told me the story. "The
guy not only didn't even know my name,
he confided later to the Army fliers that

he thought the cinema was a particularly

low and degrading form of the drama, and
he said that he was reluctant to believe

that I was an actor, because my eyes did

not reflect the soul of an artist."

This month's Modern Screen Award goes
to Bob Hope because, in the face of ab-
normal popularity and earning power, he
has remained completely normal.
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THE FOXES OF HARROW
by Frank Yerby

FROM disgrace and
the gutters Ste-

1 phen Fox rose to
conquer the "wick-
edest city in the
world"—the bawdy
New Orleans of 1825.
ForStephenFoxloved
danger and intrigue

—and women loved Stephen Fox.
There was Desiree, the exotic
quadroon who bore him a son;
Odalie, the wife who prayed to

see him dead; and Aurore, whose
love he threw away—then braved
disgrace and ruin to get it back!
A gripping 740,000-copy best-

seller—soon to be a spectacular
movie. "Here are love and lusts

and greeds, quadroon balls, voo-
doo, pistols at dawn. Fresh and
fascinating."

—

St. Louis Globe-
Demscrat.

torture

THE BLACK ROSE
by Thomas B. Costain

'"THE thrill-
A ing nis-
t o r i c a 1

romance of
a lovely ha-
rem girl and
the - outcast
adventurer
who risked
death by

her freedom-give
then found himself a slave to her
beauty. An excitingly vivid pic-
ture of a man and a girl, alone
against many enemies, with love
and the treasure of the Orient
at stake! No wonder the New
York Times calls this two million-
copy best-seller "romantic, color-
ful, exotic—a grand historical
novel that swashbuckles with the
best!"

BEFORE THE SUN GOES
DOWN

by Elizabeth
Metzger Howard
HE knew the

whole town's
secrets—yet hid a
burning secret of
his own ! Doctor
Dan Field knew
everything that went on in Wil-
lowspring—the scandals and the
love affairs, the hopes and re-

grets. He served the town's roy-
alty as well as the people across
the tracks—and he knew that
their offspring had a way of get-

ting together to learn the facts

of life first-hand. But no one
knew that in Dan's lonely house
—in the bedroom where no woman
had ever slept—he kept a huge
white bride's bed, reserved for

the wife of another mar)! The
year's $145,000 prize-winning
novpl.

THE STRANGE WOMAN
by Ben Ames Williams

THE astounding
story of a "Maine

Cleopatra' '—as she
was known to her
husbands, her sons,

her lovers. This is

a novel that will
hold you breathless
through more than
500 gripping pages.
You will find swift
adventure, excite -

ment, terror in the
dramatic career of S^seducUve and

Jenny Hager — an
amazing woman who
seemed a saint to motion*"-' picture
the world at large version of the
but combined the sensational best-

mystery and fasci- g£
ne^7he *tr

|r"?A
nation of Scarlett gg^J;*
O'Hara and Lucre- ISStont^rodSS
zia Borgia m her Dy jack chertok
ruthless destruction and released
of the men who gave through United
her devotion. Artists.

HEDY LAM ARE

lovely film star
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Dollar Book Club selections are from the best
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important new titles submitted by leading pub-

lishers. Outstanding new best-sellers by such popu-

lar authors as Mary Roberts Rinehart, Louis

Bromfield, W. Somerset Maugham and Kenneth
Roberts have been received by members at $1.00

each, while the public was paying from $2.50 to

$3.00 for the publisher's edition at retail. A mem-
bership of more than 600,000 enables the Club to

offer book values unequaled by any other method
of book buying.

Start Enjoying Membership at Once

Upon receipt of the attached coupon you will

be sent FREE your choice of any book described
above. You may also, if you wish, choose one of
these books as your first selection for $1.00.

Every other month you will receive the descrip-
tive folder called The Bulletin, which is sent
exclusively to members of the Club. The Bulletin
describes the forthcoming two months' book selec-

tions and reviews ten or more titles (in the
original publishers' editions selling at retail for
$2.50 or more) available to members at only $1.00
each. If, after reading The Bulletin, you do not
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selections for $1.00 each, you may notify the
Club any time within two weeks, so that the books
will not be sent you. In any case, you may
purchase any of the other titles offered for $1.00
each. There are no dues or fees at any time.
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When you see your FREE book and your first

selection for $1.00 and consider that these are
typical of the values you receive for only $1.00,
you will realize the great advantages of member-
ship in this popular Club. Don't miss this won-
derful offer. Mail the coupon now!
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straight

By LEONARD FEATHER

Since I'm just back from California, where the

oranges are big as your head, we'll dispense with the

column's usual format this month, and I'll tell you

about my gay, mad life.

This was the first time I'd been to the coast since

my original column in the May, 1945 Modern Screen,

and I went mainly to make some records, and to talk

to Woody Herman and Duke Ellington about some
jazz concerts I was helping to plan.

When I got there, the cupboard wasn't

bare—it had three people living in it. Holly-

wood is even more impossible than New York,

when it comes to finding a place to live.

Once I found a home, I went on over to

Billy Berg's. Billy Berg's, on Vine, near Sun-

set, is about the only remaining hangout for

real swing fans in Hollywood. That is, it's

the only place that still hires small jazz combi-

nations. I was in there every other night all

the time I was in California.

Billy Berg's is also the place where Slim

Gaillard's "Ce-ment Mixer" started, but don't

hold that against it.

And it's the only place I've ever been to

that had three openings on three

nights.

Opening nights in Hollywood are complete

with klieg lights in front of the door, so people

in the street can say, "Ha, there's an opening."

Well, Billy Berg's had been closed for two

weeks, and was supposed to re-open with

Eddie Heywood's band. The big klieg light

was lugged out into the street, and the thing

was flashing around in the sky outside, and

the stage was all set. No Eddie. He was in

San Francisco, and couldn't make it.

So Art Tatum opened, with the Vivien

Garry trio, and Slim Gaillard, who apologized

for Eddie's absence. The next night, they

hauled the klieg light out all over again. In

the middle of the evening, Eddie showed, all by himself.

The rest of the band had missed the train from San Fran-

cisco. Eddie played a few piano solos, and he apologized.

The night after that, the klieg was on view again, 'and

the band finally opened. Then Tatum's contract ran out,

and so he closed and Errol Garner opened. Ever since

then, no matter what's going on, at some point in the con-

versation, Slim Gaillard will say, "Tonight is opening

night at Billy Berg's." {Continued on page 86)

At rehearsal for the new Meredith Wilson show, the Vivien Garry Trio

takes time out for a breather. From I. to r.: Annette Warren, L. Feather.

Vivien Garry, Ben Gage, Wini Beatty, Arv Garrison and M. Wilson.

At hl'wood's Palladium, L. Feather talks over Tex Beneke's plan to
drop the line, "Glenn Miller's Band" when he tours with that crew this

season. A fine showman, Tex has revived many of Glenn's numbers.
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IN THE SUN
^Jk-IM THE THRILLS OF THE FiLM IN M/US/cT ,

,
IN WORDS. ..

IN PICTURES , . . WITH TUIS NEW RCA VICTOR. RE£ORDRAMA J

Sbu SET FOUR 10" RECORDS OF 6LORiOU$ MUSIC

FROM 'DUEL IN THE SUN*.'

<^nd you read the story in q pases of pictures

AND WORDS ...SOUND RlCHT IN THE ALBUM /

V [Jl3 PLAYED SyTHE FAMOUS

S05T0N 'P0P5' ORCHESTRA/
Arthur Fiedler conducts the Boston "Pops" Or-

chestra to bring you musical moods from David O.

Selznick's "Duel in the Sun". . . a magnificent re-

cording of Dimitri Tiomkin's moving score. The story

of the music is bound right into the album. Ask for

Alburn M/DM-1083, $4.00. '

..AND DONTMBS
TOMMY DORSEVS &REAT 'DUEL' HIT 1

.

Gotta Get Me Somebody fo Love, from "Duel in the Sun"

is one of Tommy Dorsey's best and newest records. It's

backed by That's My Home. Don't miss it! Ask for RCA
Victor Record 20-1958. 60e.

"IN THE GROOVE" magazine brings you news and pic-

tures of bands and singers . . . lists the new records. Get

yours free every month from your RCA Victor dealer,

and keep up to date with the world of popular music!

Prices shown ore suggested list prices exclusive of taxes. Listen to

the RCA Victor Show, Sundays, 2 p.m., E.S.T., over NBC. Radio

Corporation of America, RCA Victor Division, Camden, New Jersey.

THE WORLD'S GREATEST ARTISTS ARE ON

RCAVICTOR RECORDS
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CHARTS
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COUPON
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SPECIAL THREE-IN-ONE OFFER. Save postage!

The following charts are all FREE, and come
under our special THREE-IN-ONE offer. That

means you can send one LARGE (4'/2" x 9"),

self-addressed envelope (bearing 6c in post-

age) for your choice of any THREE in this

group. Enclose additional self-addressed en-

velopes (6c in stamps on each) for additional

choices of three, OR send ONE 9" x 12" self-

addressed envelope (plus 24c postage) FOR
THE ENTIRE SERIES OF 14!

WHAT ABOUT NECKING?—by Jean Kinkead—

First offered Aug. '46. So you think you know

all the answers to this controversial question?

Well, here are some angles we'll bet you never

considered before! D

SKIN CARE FOR THE TEENS—Start being good
to your skin while you're young and it'll never

become a "problem." Here's a simple, healthful

routine for your complexion that'll keep it fresh

and glowing Q
HAIR DO'S AND DON'TS FOR TEEN-AGERS—
The long and short of hair glamor. It's got

everything — hair-grooming directions, latest

hair styles, charts for facial types Q

YOU CAN BE CHARMING—says Jean Kinkead—

It isn't always the gal with the smoothest

chassis and prettiest foce who's perfect date-

bait. It's a warm, friendly spirit and that glow

from within that really count. Here's how to

de-vel-op your per-son-al-i-ty!

HOW TO BE POPULAR WITH BOYS—by Jean

Kinkead—The secret of making the right kind

of impression on the nice boys you know. Hold-

your-man tactics that really WORK! Q
BE A BETTER DANCER—by Arthur Murray, world's

foremost dancing instructor—Easy - to - follow, il-

lustrated directions that'll make you a smoothie
on the dance floor. Plus dance etiquette

—

what to wear, how to snag the stags!

PLEASE BEHAVE!— First offered July '46. Rusty

manners can sometimes make you long for the

ground to open up and swallow you whole.

Here are simple practical rules of etiquette

that'll make you sure of yourself—always... L"D

GUIDE FOR BRIDES— Complete guide to wed-

ding etiquette. Covers invitations, announce-

ments, showers, trousseau, reception, flowers,

music, expenses for formal and informal af-

fairs

ACCESSORIES FOR TALL, SHORT. STOUT AND
THIN GIRLS— It's accessories that make your

outfit! How to glamor up your clothes with

fhose little touches that mean everything. ..

DESSERTS FRANKIE LOVES—by Nancy Sinatra-

Seeing isn't believing! Frankie loves to eat,

and here are some of his favorite dessert

recipes—especially prepared by the little wom-

an in the Sinatra kitchen Q
MAKE YOUR HOME MORE ATTRACTIVE—House-
beautifying tricks to transform a drab corner

or a whole room into a heavenly setting for

you and yours. And it's both fun and money-

saving to do it yourself!

HOW TO PICK THE RIGHT JOB—Career Chart

No. 1—Don't grab at the first job that comes

along because you honestly don't know what

kind of work you'd enjoy. Select the job that's

"made" for you, from our special list

JOBS AND HOW TO GET THEM—Career Chart

No. 2—Once you decide which job is for you,

here's how to go about getting it. A survey

of scores of career jobs. Also, the job inter-

view, salary information—even your chances

of marrying the boss! D

The following group of five charts are

also FREE—but over-sized, so that they

can't be included in our special Three-ln-

One offer. Send a stamped (3c), self-ad-

dressed 4V2" x 9" envelope for each of

these.

GLAMOR FOR THE TEENS—by Jean Kinkead—

First offered June '46. The new teen-ager's

beauty bible, revised and enlarged to give you

the very latest advice on complexion, makeup,

hair care, diet, exercise, grooming—everything

to make you o glamorous teen!

HOW TO BE BEAUTIFUL— First offered Sept. '46.

A thorough glamorizing course, especially for

gals over 18. Last word on skin care, home

facials, hair styling, makeup, manicuring, ex-

ercises, grooming, etc., for the more sophisti-

cated miss

HOW TO JOIN A FAN CLUB— First offered Nov.

'46. Brand new, re-edited chart, listing over

100 of the best clubs for Frankie, Van, Allyson,

Lawford, Ladd, etc. Learn about the MODERN
SCREEN Fan Club Assn. Also, how to write

good fan letters

WHO'S WHO IN THE CAST—First offered Nov.
'46. Complete cast sheets of over 100 movies

that you'll be seeing from now to next spring..

It's the perfect guide for every movie-goer who's

asked "Who was the guy who played . .
.?"

Simply look up the title of the film—and there's

the answer, right before your eyes!

HOW TO THROW A PARTY— Does everybody
love to congregate at your house, whether it's

corn popping in the kitchen or a formal dance?
Solid hints for good hostessing, refreshments,

novel party ideas, etc

The following six super-duper specials
are yours for a few pennies.

HOW TO BUDGET YOUR CLOTHES MONEY (10c)—
First offered Dec. '46. A year-round plan for

budgeting your fashion money that'll keep you
well-dressed ALL THE TIME—not Just on "oc-

casions." 3 complete budgets! Illustrated

clothes you can buy right now! Send 10c and
a stamped (3c), self-addressed 4 '/j " x

envelope CD

SUPER-STAR INFORMATION CHART — 1946-'47

(10e)— First offered July '46. A new, better-

than-ever edition of the chart that's a 32-page

pocket encyclopedia of exclusive, fascinating

data on the private lives, wives, hobbies, used-

to-be jobs, latest pix of all your favorite stars.

100 additional names never before listed! Send

10c and a stamped (3c), self-addressed 472"

x 9" envelope O
HOW TO LOSE WEIGHT (5c)—by Dr. Edwin
P. Jordan, famous syndicated health columnist and
assoc. editor, Journal of the Am. Medical Assn.—

First offered Aug. '46. Eat your way to a lovely

figure! A recognized physician has prepared

—

especially for us—a scientific reducing routine

rhat you'll enjoy following. Send 5c and a

stamped (3c), self-addressed 4 l/2" x 9" en-

velope Q
FASHIONS FOR TEENS (5c)— First offered Nov.
'46. Never before have you teen-agers been

so clothes-conscious, and because you take

such pride in your togs we've whipped up a

smart-looking, fashion-wise winter wardrobe of

fine-quality, inexpensive clothes that you can
buy at your local stores. Send 5c and a stamped
(3c), self-addressed 4'/2 x 9" envelope .... O
HOW TO USE MAKEUP (10c)— First offered June
'46. Too much makeup is worse than none at
all. Here's a 12-page booklet, crammed with

easy-to-follow directions and diagrams for put-

ting your face on properly. How to blend your
cosmetics; camouflage your defects. Send 10c

and a stamped (3c), self-addressed V/2" x

9" envelope :

HOW TO BE DATE BAIT (5c)—by Jean Kinkead—
First offered Oct. '46. How to make the fellers

know you're alive—and very much in circula-

tion! How to meet boys, what to say to 'em,
how to make them like you and—most important
—get 'em to ask you for a date! Send 5c and
a stamped (3c), self-addressed 4^2 " x 9" en-
velope Q
THE FOLLOWING ARE NOT CHARTS:

INFORMATION DESK— Answers to every question
that pops into your mind about Hollywood,
the stars and movies. If you're hankering to
know about casting, musical scores, or who
socked the heroine with a tomato in last night's

movie, see column on page 16 for details.

EXCLUSIVE CANDID SNAPS! These beautiful 4"

x 5" glossy snapshots of your favorite stars
were taken by MODERN SCREEN'S own crack
photographers, Gus Gale and Bob Beerman.
NO POSTAGE REQUIRED! They're 10c each; 3
for 25c; 6 for 50c; 12 for $1.00, or the entire set
of 20 for only $1.50.

I enclase $ for the snaps checked
below.

My name

Street address

City Zor State.

Entire

Van Johnson

Guy Madison
Ingrid Bergman

Q June Allyson

Mark Stevens

Bing Crosby
Clark Gable
Jeanne Crain

Gene Kelly

Lana Turner

Set of 20

O Frank Sinatra

Cornel Wilde
Gregory Peck
Alan Ladd

O Peter Lawford
Lon McCallister

Glenn Ford
Betty Grable

Q Dana Andrews

O Danny Kaye



'O. THAT ' NATURAL" IOOK M8 '*
«">K PO. .. .^

Men go for the gal with that "natural" look . . . So . . o . . o

smart gals go for Seventeen . . . those styled-for-youth cosmetics

that give you a dreamy peaches-'n'-creamy complexion . .

.

..
.

but naturally ! Basic beauty musts: "Seventeen"

Powder $1 . . . Lipstick $1 . . . Powder Pac 75C

(plus tax)

COSMETICS





Editors and writers are natural enemies. Even the kindest of editors thinks nothing of kicking a writer in

the ankle. Henry Malmgreen diapers babies and talks to horses. But he's absolutely death on writers. I'm no

better. As we see it, the trouble with writers is that they can't take writing or leave it alone. It starts with

maybe a mild adjective after dinner—and pretty soon they're using double metaphors before breakfast. Bluntly,

we tell our writers that you readers want facts—not literature. You don't want a sonnet on Bob Taylor's

profile. You want to know what happened that day in New Orleans when the cop lugged Taylor's frau down

to the courthouse (p. 58). We sum it up like this: "Don't write. Just say something!" . . . That was a

grand rule until Billy Rose (p. 36) came along. Billy breezed into my life shortly after the atomic bomb. To

wean myself .from the bomb, I started
*

reading his brilliant Diamond Horseshoe

ads in the New York Daily News. Pretty

soon, I was turning to Rose ahead of

Dick Tracy. Then I knew I had it bad!

The way I felt about Billy's stuff, I didn't

want to just read it. I wanted to play it

on my piano . . . Writers hated Billy Rose.

Grudgingly they admitted his column was

good. But they predicted flatly that he

could never keep up the pace. There was

a rumor around town that one of the

Horseshoe waiters was secretly writing

Billy's stuff for him on the back of a

menu . . . The day I met Billy Rose,

all my doubts were resolved. He talked the way he wrote, and he wasn't reading off a menu. After he'd

agreed to write for Modern Screen, he dropped me a short note: "Any rules?" he asked. I wrote back,

"Dear Mr. Rose—only this—please don't say anything. Just write!" And then and there Henry and I took a

pledge never to kick Billy Rose in the ankle.
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The toughest

lesson Jeanne had to learn was

that happiness is

where you find it, even if it

doesn't always come

the way you'd expected.

By IDA ZEITLIN

jeanne

"Over the river and through the woods,

To Grandfather's house we go

—

The horse knows the way to carry the sleigh

Through the white and drifted snow—"

Humming softly, Jeanne pushed the door open and

smiled at the chrysanthemums that lay like a burst of sun-

light in the pantry sink, crisp and golden as if they'd just

been cut. That's sweet of you, she thought, not to be the

least bit wilted, I appreciate that—and went on out into the

morning freshness of the garden

—

Jeanne chuckled. Under her feet the grass grew green,

and there was a riot of flowers along the hedge. The old

song didn't make much sense in California—no snow, no

sleigh, no wind to sting the toes and bite the nose and, as

far as the Crains were concerned, no river or woods be-

cause Grandfather's house was right next door. But she

loved it anyway. It had the feel of Thanksgiving, and the



feel of Thanksgiving was the same all over . . .

For a minute she stood at the garden gate, resisting

temptation. It was only seven. Though her own house

was still asleep, Mom was sure to be up. Mom was her

grandmother. In babyhood the Crain girls had imitated

their mother in calling their grandparents Mom and Dad,

and the names had persisted. Their own parents were

Mother and Father ...

For years Jeanne and Rita had been trying to get up

early enough to see the turkey into the oven. They'd never
made it—Mom and the turkey always beat them to it. But
they'd never been up at seven. If she ran over now. Jeanne
felt that she stood a chance. Only she knew she wouldn't
run over. Not without Rita. It wouldn't be fair, nor as

much fun, either.

Besides, she'd come out for a little quiet hour to herself

between excitements. As she dropped into the swing, a
hummingbird flew low and stopped right in front of her,



Jeanne (here autographing on the "Margie" set) has been reported ( I ) an expectant mama, (2) owne' of a lion cub.

This isn't just play-acting for the niteclub photogs: Jeanne and Paul are

still the ecstatic newlyweds. Forswearing that remarkable resemblance

to Errol Flynn, Paul's abandoned acting dreams, will manufacture radios.

for jeanne

Jeanne, who gets her first top-star billing in "Margie,'

was almost torn apart by frenzied fans when she made o

"Centennial Summer" personal appearance in Philly

32



poised for a moment as if on some invisible wire, before

soaring away. Her eyes followed and outdistanced him,

coming to rest on the fathomless blue of the sky. It was

going to be a lovely Thanksgiving, maybe the loveliest

yet. That was the wonder of it. Because if you'd told her

so three months ago, she wouldn't have believed it.

Three months ago it had seemed to Jeanne that she'd

never be really happy again . . .

To the Crain girls, St. Mary's was like a second beloved

home. They'd been attending the school for seven years.

It so happened, however, that their father taught Romance

languages at Inglewood High and from the time they

were very small, he'd looked forward to having his girls

at his own high school. . .

Jeanne was supposed to transfer for her freshman year.

All through the seventh and eighth grades, the prospect

hung over her like a cloud. It was during those years that

Sister Mary Miles did so much to help her. Jolly and gay

herself, still Sister Mary Miles understood Jeanne's painful

shyness. She knew that Jeanne wasn't aloof, just scared

as a rabbit—a girl who couldn't make small talk, who
longed to be friends with the others and only hung back

through fear of being rebuffed. Deftly, Sister Mary Miles

led her out of the maze of her own inhibitions. Among
other things, she encouraged her to try out for the class

play. Jeanne got the lead and, (Continued on page 96)





Dn a clear day, the Reagans can see Catalina from the attic, wnile the house

>vas being built, they stored all the flooring, planking, etc., in the basement of

p restaurant to avoid their being swiped by roving souvenir hunting kids.

AFTER A WHILE, A

HOUSE GETS A HEART,

CRADLING YOUR MEMORIES AND

HOLDING YOUR HOPES. THAT'S

HOW THE REAGANS FELT, THAT'S

WHY THEY COULDN'T LEAVE..,

by Jane Wilkie

he house they live in

• They stood before the front door, Ronnie fumbling with his keys and Jane

standing behind him, idly inspecting the porch design.

"You know," she said, "I wonder why we ever put a New Orleans porch on

a house that's supposed to be English something or other."

Ronnie grinned as he opened the door.

"As I remember it," he said, "we decided that the architecture would be

merely Comfortable Reagan."

They headed simultaneously for the icebox and hauled out two pepsis. Ronnie

removed the bottle caps and poured the contents into two glasses.

"Now, about the new house," he said. "Do we want it modern—or don't we?
We won't build for about two years, but we may as well start working on

plans now."

From behind her glass, Janie's eyes looked at him a little sadly, and sud-

denly grew misty. She brushed one hand across her face.

"Ronnie—I sort of hate the thought of leaving this house."

"Well, we are terribly crowded, but maybe we won't build for three or four

years."

"Skoal!" said Janie. "I feel better already."

It is small wonder that they hate the thought of leaving it, as the happiest

part of their lives is woven into it.

There were the days of planning during the first year of their marriage, when

they lived in a tiny apartment. While Ronnie pored over floor plans, Jane

turned her energy toward furnishings. Her urge to {Continued on page 122)
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TO THE REST OF THE WORLD, SHE'S GARBO,

MYSTERIOUS. ALOOF, A PRINCESS IN AN IVORY TOWER. BUT TO BILLY

ROSE SHE'S GEE-GEE—HIS ALL-TIME GLAMOR GIRL.

My barber is going to marry Ingrid Bergman. He

tells me it's all decided. One or two little things have

to be cleared up first, (a) He has to dispose of her present

husband, (b) He has to meet Bergman. As soon as this

is taken care of they will leave on a long honeymoon.

I know a shoe-shine boy who is in love with Margaret

Sullavan. He loves her so much he has forgiven her

three children by another man. I tell him he ought

to forget her, she's happy with this other joker, he's foolish

to waste away his youth on her. The shoe-shine boy

says he is proud to waste away his youth on a girl such as

Margaret Sullavan. He says he is willing to wait.

Well, I think they have both picked out fine girls, and

I wish them every happiness. But get this straight, I'm

not envious. I admit I'm attracted by Ingrid, fond of

Margaret—but I happen to be in love with Greta Garbo.

Gee-Gee—that's what I've always called her—came into

my life years ago, when I saw her in "Anna Christie."

She played a jezebel in that picture, a woman of the streets.

"It doesn't matter what your past has been," I said to her.

"My love is strong enough to purify us both." It was a

deeply emotional moment. I think we might have reached

an understanding then and there, except that an usher

came and led me out of the theater.

Ever since, I've carried a small picture of her next to

my heart. I treasure the inscription. "I always drink

Moxie. Greta Garbo."

I'll never forget the night I saw her as "Queen Chris-

tina." I sat there in the theater and wept. Her regal

remoteness stabbed me to the heart. How could a queen

ever care for a commoner like me?

Imagine my joy a few years later when I saw her as a



Communist in "Ninotchka." I felt my humble origins

would now make me splendid in her eyes. I envisioned

the day when I would clasp her in my arms and whisper,

"Nas drovya, Tovarich!"

Ah, those rare and lovely days when Dark Glasses would

creep into New York between pictures! I would skip over

the pavements with winged feet, knowing my dearest was

within a twenty-mile radius. The Swedish flag flew from

my office window, and I haunted the smorgasbord shacks

hoping to catch a glimpse of her.

When an uncouth comedian in one of my shows dared

to suggest she had big feet, 1 cancelled his contract and

personally threw his trunk into the alley. When Dr.

Hauser put her on a vegetable juice diet, he didn't know it,

but he put me on one, too.

It has been four years since my goddess appeared in a

film, and more since she appeared in a good one. The
Bijou Theater has tempted me with Lamour, Lamarr,

Grable and Jane Russell. But not a kopeck of my money
has the cashier counted. If the manager wonders who
draws mustaches on the pretty posters of those upstarts,

I could tell him. What do these Jenny-Come-Latelies

know about glamor? They may overflow their bathing

suits, but Gee-Gee is mystery and music—the princess

in the tower. Why don't the Hollywood Big Brains use

her? Are they worried about box office? I personally

would go 30 times.

You may wonder why I married Eleanor, when my
heart belongs to Greta. Well, before we went down to

City Hall, I told the little woman about this fatal passion.

She understands. When there's" a Garbo movie in town,

she goes and stays with her mother.



i* Recipe for a gay time: Sparkling

water, bright sand and sun, spear fishing, dancing

barefoot—and those four marvelous Mitchums!



Dot-He and Bob had to keep the kids in the stern of the boat to keep them out of mischief—but the fumes got
•hern so sick that they had all they could do to guzzle their milk rations. First moment out on the boat, Mitch
it a cigarette, cracked, "This is the first time in five years I haven't' tried to quit smoking in the morning!"

MORE PICK



MODERN SCREEN GOES TO CATALINA

Ou+ on -the fishing pier, Josh and Chris were fascinated by the rods and reels

Both of them wandered away to watch the harbor activities, and Bob was kept

busy steering them clear of dangling fish hooks. Even so, J. had a close cal

The water was freezing, and both kids yelped—but stuck it out. Little

Chris was called "Jeb" during the trip so's he'd get used to his screen name.

He'll play Bob's son (a natural for him!) in Bob's latest, "Pursued.'

%40

The boat moored at the Isthmus, "the prettiest part of

the island," Bob said. He changed into trunks and then

wrapped Chris' loin cloth bathing suit round 'n' round.



Beautiful Avalon Harbor enchanted all the Mitchums, especially Bob,

whose first vacation this was since being discharged from the Army. He d

wakened with a fever, but insisted on going, although Dot protested.

um

ft

.b had tried his hand at spear fishing from the boat, but no At the hotel dining room, the pianist played requests for the dancers, who removed

ck. "I'm an actor," he growled, "not a fisherman." But Josh their shoes, parked them on the floor, and danced in bare feet! Dot and Mitch

/ed the day; he found a string of fish caught under the dock! requested "To Each His Own" and waltzed around just like in their courtin' days.

II



PIPE DREAM

The big California moon rolled up over

Hidden Valley and sprinkled silver spangles

through the pepper tree leaves on Alan and Sue

Ladd. Night birds chattered in the acacias,

crickets chirped in the grass, cows lowed softly

in the distance. It was lazy, it was romantic,

it was swell.

Alan reached for Sue's hand. "A-h-h-h-h,"

he sighed. "This is the life. Honey, let's take

a moonlight ride."

"But darling, the dishes
—

"

"Nuts to the dishes," said Alan. "On a night

like this! I'll saddle up. We'll have a ride we'll

never forget."

He led Jonesy out of the barn for Sue and

Lucky for himself. He put one halter on So Sad,

the mare Sue had given him for Father's Day,

and the other on Marijuana, the mare he'd

given her on Mother's Day. They were thor-

oughbred mares, wearing horse halos, expecting

colts. It would be swell to take them along for

exercise. He tied them to their bridles. Then

the Ladds trotted down the long lane of pepper

trees and out on the valley road.

This ivas the life, Alan reflected. Here on the

ranch, riding in the moonlight with the girl he

loved, his favorite saddle horse clopping

rhythmically along under him, his prize mares

trotting patiently beside. Laddie lazily stretched

in the saddle and sighed again, "How peace-

ful can you get?" {Continued on page 66)

BEING A MOVIE STAR'S JUST FINE-WHILE IT LASTS. BUT WHEN IT COMES TO REAL. SUBSTANTIAL

LIVING ALAN LADD S GOT HIS WIFE, HIS KIDS, AND HIS CROPS. BY GEORGE BENJAMIN

V



(right) needed some rest after planting geraniums all over the Ladds' estate. So" far Ranching isn't done movie style; Alan (now in

ling's grown, but Alan doesn't mind; at least the ground gets plowed! Wayne, after four "The Big Hoircut") really works. Luxury touch is

s as a Navy flyer, loves to loaf around the lalce and specialize in "just doin' nuthin'." the porch radio, which Sue turns on loud for him.
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no 6reater love...
«9

Two pictures, snapped nine years

apart, are pasted side by side in the

Davis scrapbook. Both are of Bette

and her mother. In one they look be-

wildered and naive, in the other they

look elegant . . .

The first was taken during Bette's first

grim year as a little stock actress with

Universal. She'd finally landed a crumb

of a part in "Seed," and, as a member of

the cast, they'd given her a pass to the

Carthay Circle premiere. A preem at the

Carthay means flash. You walk up a long

walk on a red carpet between fan-packed

bleachers. Cameras click, and mikes are

shoved under the noses of hot-shots. Not

being even a lukewarm shot, Bette felt

good when a photographer snapped her

and her mother. But the picture came out

hideous. They buried it under a pile of

stuff and made believe it hadn't hap-

pened.

Nine years later a movie called "All

This and Heaven, Too" was premiered at

the Carthay. By now Bette was allergic

to her own premieres. They made her

jittery. She preferred to do her nail-

chewing at home. But for reasons that

have slipped her mind and don't mat-

ter anyway, she went to this one. Again

with her mother—just the two of them . . .

The same theater, the same red-car-

peted walk and fan-packed bleachers, the

same two women. Only this time, as

they stepped from the car, the crowd

rose up at them and roared their ac-

claim. For a second, the eyes of mother

and daughter met. This was it, the

moment of glory, visible evidence that

what they'd fought and bled for together

had been won. (Continued on page 105)

Studio reports on "Deception," Bette's latest, claim the possibility of a

battle with Joan Crawford's "Possessed" for Academy Award honors. Added

fame for B.: She's just been named most popular actress in Switzerland,

44



Here's Mom "Ruthie" and daughter Bette when they arrived
in Hollywood in 1930. Now Morn's rejoicing at the pros-
pect of becoming.a grandmother when B gives birth in May.

Ruth Davis gave her

daughter more than life or

tears. She gave her

courage and a bright faith

in the future. And

Bette will always be grateful.

By CYNTHIA MILLER

s third marriage—to William Grant Sherry—has been a happy one to Bette has reason to brag about her N. Y. fan club: It scraped up money
The bridal party here includes (I. to r.) Bill's mother, Mrs. Marion to send ten underprivileged children on a vacation through the
,

Bill, Bette and Ruthie. Artist Bill's an ex-sailor, ex-pro boxer. Greenwich House camp fund. ( Her card-playing partner's Glenn Ford.)
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At the\ Springfield State Fair, lucky 4-H Clubber Donnah Larson was ap-

pointed official greeter to honor guest Roy Rogers by Dwight H. Green,

governor of Illinois. This fair is the biggest show of its kind in the world.
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Anticipating an epidemic of skinned knees and bloody noses, fair officials

erected a children's first-aid hospital on the grounds. Here, I I -year-old

Sunny Rumble nabbed Roy for an autograph on his own masterpiece.

Luckily for them, the merry-go-round did not break down

those two grown-up kids, but instead kept whirling about

fast, Donnah got dizzy and had to be practically ladled



They all came

out— flying flags and tooting

horns, a gay swirl

month before the fair opened, station WLS started announcing Roy's arrival,

came the big day, mobs of kids flocked over with their parents, some from
Jistance of 300 miles. (Here, examining an entry before the judging started.)

of confetti and laughter—

they all came

out for Roy Rogers'

visit to the

Springfield fair.

(

Tiing haired Shirley Ann Grider lassoed Roy into visiting her exhibit

—

bassel of
.
prize pigs. Shirley and her brothers, Gary and Larry, raised

porkers themselves, had a sign indicating prizes they'd won in past.
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Frantic parents haunted Roy (here, using a fan's head as a desk), so as to

keep their kids in sight! Gov. Green gave him 2 white jeeps to cover the

fair's 366 acres, but R. was too scared to use 'em—kids might be underfoot!

Roy and Donnah poked their heads into the hospital, found Wayne

McReynolds, 9, nursing a sprained ankle. So to cheer him up, Roy

gave the boy a cowboy outfit—and promptly got "held up



Roy had been judgin' and speechin' and rehearsin' for the 5-bour

National Barn Dance show so, his throat felt like a prairie graveyard

—but Donnah's cool grin (and a slug of orangeade) soon fixed that.

The prize pig exhibit hod a special fascination for Roy, as it hadn't

been so long ago that he'd been a member of a 4-H Club and won a

prize for his hog. Harry Roberston here, was a proud pig exhibitor.

"Along the Navajo Trail" was one of the favorites Roy and the Prairie

Ramblers sang. Later, Roy joined a square dance, showed quick thinking

when he ducked just as his partner sprawled to the floor in a tumble.

Exhausted, poor Roy had to pop into the infirmary for some foot first

aid. No sooner had Nurse Hart whipped out the band-aids than Roy

discovered a gallery of fans clustered outside to offer moral support.
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by Princs Michael Romanoff

CROWN PRINCE MIKE ROMAN-

OFF, HOLLYWOOD'S MOST ENGAGING HOST.

RECALLS SOME PARTIES THAT RESULTED

N IN FAUX PAS INSTEAD OF FUN
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Olivia de Havilland stood at the window of her room in the

Lawrence Langners' Connecticut home and looked down at the

bustle of preparation taking place in the gardens below. They

were beautiful gardens at this time of year, with the rich green

of ivy on the stone walls, and the dark cedars, and the maples

just beginning to turn. Indian summer, Olivia thought, but spring

for me. The beginning of everything ...

She watched a line of florists cross the lawn and walk across the

bridge to the little island, set, like a small but exquisite gem.

within the larger jewel of the pool. They began festooning the

Japanese willows with enormous blooms, and lining the edge of

the pool with white hydrangeas and gladioli.

A small delivery truck drove across the lawn and a couple of

workmen, directed by an anxious woman in chiffon and a starched

lace hat, unloaded a great gold harp, carted it across the bridge

and disappeared into the summer house with it. Mrs. Langner had

managed it after all, then—an hour before the wedding. She

must be in a stitch, Olivia thought, grinning.

The knock at the door was the butler, holding a jack-phone.

"Your Hollywood call, Miss de Havilland," I Continued onpage 117)



Though frantic to make an 8:30 curtain at the West-

port Playhouse, Liv posed with hostess Mrs. L. Lang-

ner, Mark, and best man George Seaton (right

Their feud forgotten, Liv and sis Joan Fontaine are planning to

make a picture together—playing sisters! Joan and her brand new
hubby, Bill Dozier, are now forming their own production company.

SHE WAS OLIVIA DE HAVILLAND, HOLLY-

WOOD'S MOST FAMOUS BACHELOR

GIRL. AND THEN SHE MET THE MAN OF

HER HEART—AND KNEW WHY SHE'D WAITED.

wanted everything traditional at this, her first wed-
There was the triple-tiered cake, a double ring cere-

ond a near-nervous breakdown for bride and groom.

By Sidney Yudain
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BEVERLY

^;|P TYLER!

Bev's a hundred-pound tomboy with

ilue eyes, a delicate air,

and a secret passion for plumbing!

twist of the wrist, and Hedda Hopper fastened on the

uen watch which Beverly Tyler won as the most promising

of the month. Bev's in "My Brother Talks To Horses."

»y HEDDA HOPPER

Their Westwood home is so pleasant that Beverly spends most
of her time there. Bev thinks that her parents spoiled her,

but they deny it emphatically, say she was "easy to raise."

I've heard the greatest singers of my day, and

have, in fact, shredded a tonsil or two myself, but the

first time I heard Beverly Tyler sing, I knew she had

a Voice.

It happened one day when I was ambling around

the M-G-M lot and minding my own business pretty

well—for me. I was passing one of the bungalows along

what they call music row, when through an open

window billowed a high, clear note. It sounded like

one of St. Mary's bells, or (Continued on page 84)

In spite of Mom's coffee, Bev grew an inch after making "The

Green Years." Her parents are "the kind that rarely happens,"

says Bev, because "they never interfered with my stage ambitions."
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Jerome Kern followed a song to the ends of the

earth—and found fame there, and a girl to love

STORY It was a brownstone house, like a dozen

others in the block. Tall, with harrow windows, and

a bent rail by the steep front steps. But the windows

sparkled clean and bright in the spring sunshine, and

by the bent rail was a sign that said "James Hessler,

Music Arranger." This was the place.

Jerry Kern took a deep (Continued on page 69)

PRODUCTION Judy Garland consented to dye her

hair blonde in order to play the role of Marilyn Miller,

but had it changed back to its natural dark brown

the day after shooting finished. "After all," she said,

"I'm a mother now." . . . June Allyson took off a

weekend during shooting to appear at a San Francisco

airport. She was chosen by the National Skyway

Freight Company, an or- (Continued on page 100)

2. After a while, Jerry gets to feel like one of the family, so when

the Hesslers move to England, he follows; partly to be with them,

partly because England is now the music center of the world.
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1. Young Jerome Kern (Robert Walker), is a discouraged- young

song writer when he calls on music arranger James Hessler (Van

Heflin). Hessler's daughter, Sally, pleads, "Let's feed the poor man!"

3. Frantic to find a. piano on which to complete a tune that's hum-

ming through his head, Jerry pops into a strange home to borrow

one, there meets and falls in love with Eva Leale (Dorothy Patrick)k)



4. Ten years pass, and Jerry has had his name on Broadway many
times. Sally Hessler (Lucille Bremer), his old friend's daughter, is

grown now and thrilled over her big song number in Kern's "Sunny."

7. Always troubled by a weak heart, the shock of Sally's disappear-

ance^ too much for the aging Hessler, and dying, he makes his old

friend promise to find his daughter and take care of her—always.

5. During rehearsals, however, lyricist Oscar Hammerstein (Paul Lang- 8. Heartsick over the death of his beloved crony, Jerry goes to pieces,

ton) decides that star Marilyn Miller (Judy Garland), should da that Unable to five with himself or compose, he mourns until word comes

number. Jerry hates to disappoint Sally, but "the show must go on." that Sally is dancing in a cafe with the band leader (V. .Johnson).

i. But disappointed wasn't the word for Sally. Furious, she accused 9. After seeing her perform, Jerry reassures her, "You don't need me,

Marilyn cf deliberately stealing her routine and rushes out of the Sally. You're already started on your career." And later, a new star

beater, muttering, "I'll show them!" M. becomes the toast of B'way. is born in Kern's Hollywood version of "Showboat"—Sally Hessler.





happiness^%mX %

In Navy lingo, Bob

Taylor's "a 4.0 gent." Which

Barb Stanwyck translates into

'the swellest husband ever."

By HOWARD SHARPE

3ara took special piano lessons from Alex Steinert for her part in

:h of Triumph." Her newest: "California." Bob, a solid team-mate of
Sjatie Hepburn's in "Undercurrent,'.' will co-star with K. again for Metro.

pecial treat and last pre-school fling for handsome son
Skip, 14, Barbara lunched him at The Club in Beverly Hills,

ordered her favorite rare steak, his favorite spaghetti.

Lt. Commander Paul Short, U.S.N.R., of the

Navy Air Corps, and his room-mate, Lt. Robert

Taylor, U.S.N.R., were falling all over each other

in their New Orleans hotel room, trying to dress.

Lt. Taylor's wife, one Barbara Stanwyck, had

wired that her train would be late in reaching

New Orleans, and close on the heels of this an-

nouncement had come a message from Admiral

0. B. Hardison, U.S.N.

Having heard that Mrs. Taylor, whom he had

always admired, was to be in town that evening,

the Admiral had decided to give a party. There

would be dinner at Antoine's first, and after

that a special showing of "Waterloo Bridge," the

Admiral's favorite picture, which "just coin-

cidentally" starred Lt. Taylor.

"I had a clean shirt," Paul said, standing in

the middle of the room (Continued on page 101)
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cornel aiilde life story

When Cornel Wilde scuttled his bril-

liant M. D. prospects at Columbia Uni-

versity to take a gigolo bit part in a fly-

by-night play, he was asking for trouble.

He knew it and he didn't care.

His parents not only were shocked,

but disappointed. His father exploded,

"You must have lost your senses!" On

the evidence, Cornel had to admit, they

were dead right. But he couldn't help

doing what he had done or feeling

thrilled to be back in grease paint again

—even when the flimsy play blew sky

high, after one week's tryout in Sauger-

ties, New York, and left him stranded on

Broadway again—and broke again.

Cory Wilde had an ace in the hole to

keep him independent in the face of his

family's wrath, when his frantic job

hunts fizzled down to "Sorry, nothing

for you." He knew he was bucking the

Broadway season too early and he

wasn't discouraged. But meanwhile he

had to live. He called up his friend, the

basketball coach at the College of the

City of New York. The coach ran a

summer boys' camp. Cornel was the

perennial counsellor. More than once a

camp job had solved his vacation prob-

lem and given him a stake to start school.

The coach had offered that spring

when school ended, "Come up and help

me run the camp."

"Sorry, no," Cornel explained.

"Thanks just the same, but I've got a

new plan and I've got to make it work."

His dark brows knit seriously.

"What's the big plan?" his friend

wanted to know.

"I'm going to be an actor." Cornel

looked defiant.

His coach pal grinned. "Well," he

said, "more power to you, but if what

I think will happen, happens—then get

in touch with (Continued on page 88)

"Something's bound to break,"

Cornel prayed. And then his agent phoned

"Your option's dropped. Merry Xmas!" (Part II)

By KIRTLEY BASKETTE

Cornel doesn't know whether to be flattered or annoyed because both Selz-

nick and M-G-M want his screen play about Lord Byron—but neither wants him

to play the lead in it. However, he's holding out, and won't sell otherwise.



rs. Cornel Wilde (Patricia Knight) gets a boost around the pool

her husband, as well as a boost for her career. Cornel wants to

jke a picture with her; later they intend doing a play on B'way.



At a Screen Guild broadcast, Bing Crosby consoles Ingrid Berg-

man, whose husband (Dr. Peter Lindstrom) was then in Sweden.

The couple will meet in N. Y. when she goes east for her play.

Walter Pidgeon had Jane Powell giggling at "Holiday in Mexico" preem when

he told her about his visit to a bull fight. Seems they let a small bull into

the arena who ignored the matador, walked over and licked W.'s hand instead!

Postwar plan of Glenn Ford and Eleanor Powell (at "Gallant

Journey" premiere) is a trip to Canada, so their son can be

christened in the little church Glenn attended as a child.

good news

At the Schwab party held in honor of Sidney Skolsky, Evelyn Ke.yes toasted

him over the microphone while Laraine Day cheered from the sidelines. Evelyn
;

recently eloped with Walter Huston's son, John, after a three weeks courtship.

I've never been so sentimental or more

proud over any scoop I have ever had than

over breaking this story that Bette Davis

is expecting a baby next May.

Believe me, there's a story behind this story.

Last year, in fact, at the time Bette married

William Grant Sherry, we had a misunder-

standing. We are both pretty independent

gals, I admit, and I'm sure Bette would.

For many months we were not good friends.

But during my long five months of illness, I

had a chance to think over many things and

one of them was that there isn't room in life

for feuds or bad blood between any old

friends.

When I first received the whisper that Bette

and her husband were going to have a baby,

my first inclination was to "break" it without

letting Bette know I had the story.

Then I changed my mind. I picked up the

telephone and called her private number.

Evidently, she was not in a mood to speak

to me, either—at first, because when I gave

my name she said, "not in."

"Listen, Bette," I said, "I happen to know

that you are expecting a baby. I know how

wonderfully happy you must be. I want to

break this story—but even more than that I

want your friendship again. We've been

friends for too long and I've liked you too

much for any silly misunderstanding to stand

between us."

And right then and there, she proved her-

self the "big" person I've always known her

to be. She could have fibbed about the

baby. Other players, far more friendly to

me, have done so from time to time.

But not this person who is one of the most

honest persons I have ever met. "It's true,

Louella," she said, "and I, too, am happy

that we are friends again."

How much this baby will mean to her

can never be expressed in print. She has

been such a wonderful "mother" to her little

niece whom she adores. This rich happiness

could not happen to a finer woman.

.c

The race horse bought by Sue Carol and
file
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)ther guests at Ciro's stared at Bill Powell's bright red hair

hile wife Diana laughed. It's for his "Life With Father
1 '

D|e. Diana says Bill really admires himself as a carrot-top.

'avier Cugat helped Lana Turner duck the crowds at a preem.
[ana's shed fifteen pounds since this picture was taken, and

letting her hair go back to its natural color, light brown.

party postscripts
There's been every kind of a party in Hollywood this month

from a Luau through a formally gowned "game contest" to the

sparkling, bejeweled, be-champagned affairs, straight up to a
wonderful wing-ding at Schwab's drug store.

I've never seen such a variety of fiestas with costumes ranging

from bathing suits to brilliant studded evening gowns, and refresh-

ments from salads set in ice boats and illuminated by colored

lights to vanilla ice cream sodas at the good old corner drug store

soda fountain.

Seldom has there been such a fun party as the one Elsa Maxwell
gave at the palatial lack Warner home. When Elsa does things,

she does them up brown.

For instance, the "prizes" she gave ranged from ruby brooches
to gold cuff links. Each was a valuable piece of jewelry—and
here is how our glamorous girls had to earn them:

Twelve beauties were selected to be "models" and twelve male
guests invited to drape gowns and hats on the fair figures. The
results were lovely, ludicrous, silly—and some were even darn
good.

Irene Dunne, winner of the first prize, was simply delightful

done up as an Amazon with silver breastplate made of tin foil

—

Vincente Minnelli, who designs all the gowns worn by his wife,

Judy Garland, was Irene's "designer."

Rosalind Russell furnished the laugh of the evening when she

and Director Eddie Goulding changed clothes. Roz was done up
in Eddie's dinner jacket while he donned her black lace evening
gown and added to it a big black hat. I've never heard such

howls. He looked so much like one of our actresses that the place

was in hysterics.

Lana Turner, whose own gown made her look like a plump
ballet dancer—I didn't like it at all—was much prettier after Oleg
Cassini, Gene Tierney's husband, draped her in black cheesecloth.

Oleg is a top designer and Lana would do well to employ him
permanently.

Edgar Bergen did Claudette Colbert up as sort of a D'Artagnan
with black mustachios, a big hat and hip boots. Millicent Rogers,

the Standard Oil heiress, who has (Continued on page 120)

lan Ladd has been named "Allsuladd," a
imbination of their names Alan, Sue and

Sjidd. Their baby is named Alana—which

j/en the Esquimos know is Alan with an "a"
icked on it.

Even the fans have Caught on that the

idds like to combine their names for every-

ing. They are getting much fan mail

ith other appropriate combinations. Any
eas?

\ * *
~*

Well, did I get my head taken off going

to the Crillon for dinner the other night?

There was I, all sassy and dressed up

—

id there, parked right in my path were five

the cutest 'teen (Continued on page 1 09)

Tony Martin's still carrying the torch

for Rita Hayworth; the Alan Ladds scramble names;

George Raft likes to go to the dentist's

—

to watch!; and Van J.'s found a Cinderella!

by louella parsons
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All right, so I'm not an Eagle Scout... I still know how to find the cookies Sylvia tricles . .

And I can telephone and juggle ot the same time!

the secret life

of DANNY KAYE

He's the kind of

a guy who goes to a

night club or a

show, shushes the audience,

and applauds like

mad for a newcomer

BY JACK WADE

One day, when Danny Kaye was making

"The Kid From Brooklyn," he spied an old

pal on the set, dancing in a musical number.

Danny hadn't seen him since they'd toured

together in the Marcus Show, a road revue

ten years before. But Kaye has a memory

like a herd of elephants. He not only re-

membered the old show mate but all about

him.

Danny dragged him home for dinner and

they plunged into a memory bull session.

"Where's Betty?" asked Danny the first

thing. "Ever see or hear from her?"

"Gee, no—I haven't the faintest idea

where she is."

That disturbed Danny Kaye. Because

what he remembered was a young love

match he'd helped boost along 'way back

when. The girl was the show boss's rela-

tive and he'd forbade this dancer to see her.

But Danny's nimble wit had found ways

and means to get boy and girl together.

Instinctively, he came up with a bright

idea again.

"Let's get her on the phone—right now!"

"But I don't know where she is. Honest,

Dan, I haven't seen her for ten long years."

"I'll bet she's still in Boston at the same

address." His old (Continued on page 113)
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AN EPOCHAL EVENT IN SCREEN HISTORY.

ry^l^^^^ drama,

in c

mi

Br er Bear V r Rabbit

the first time \\ alt Disney creates a romantic live-action picture

heart-warming musical drama of the Old South. You'll

Foi

a wonderfulh

Meet new stars-Bobby Driscoll. Luana Patten. James Baskett and others! You"
hear 10 new song hits! And you'll roar with laughter at Brer Rabbit.

Brer Fox and Br'er Bear- in the famous Uncle Remus tales diat are

delightfully woven into the real-life story. It's a picture vou"Il

want to see again and again. Watch for "Song of the South" at vour

Favorite theatre. Released through RKO Radio Pictures.



PIPE DREAM RANCH
(Continued jrom page 43)

A jackrabbit bounded across the road

and Marijuana reared. The halter snapped

and the mare shot off like a thunderbolt.

The other horses danced and skittered.

"Whoa!" yelled Alan. "Steady! Hey, Sue,

she can't run like that! She's gonna have a

colt. Get Joe with the truck!"

Joe's the young ranch hand at Alsulana

Acres. Sue did a Paul Revere back to the

ranch and Alan jumped off to tie his mare
to a fence. Then—wham! So Sad kicked

the fence in, snapped her bridle and away
she went, too.

Alan dug his heels in and pounded
away. It was a ride he'll never forget.

the wild mares . . .

He was in the saddle three hours, gallop-

ing all over Hidden Valley, up hills and

across alfalfa fields. In and out of ranch

neighbors' gates, getting the mares cornered

and then having them plunge and run,

neighing and snorting.

Every greenhorn rancher has moments
like that and Alan and Sue Ladd are no
exceptions. Since they set up home head-

quarters at Alsulana Acres they've had

headaches designed for a couple of aspirin

factories—and they've had moments
strictly from heaven, too. Sometimes,

they'd have sold out for a nickel; other

times all the Rockefeller millions couldn't

have bought a square foot of the ranch.

To. get to Alsulana Acres you drive out

of Hollywood and bowl north through San
Fernando Valley. Alan and Sue skipped it.

They went farther out. You're practically

in Santa Barbara before you turn off the

highway, along oak dotted hills and wavy
grain fields. You come to a cluster of

mailboxes where a wooden gun swings

from a signpost "Alsulana Acres—Ladd," it

says, and below the warning, "This Gun
Not For Hire." The studio carpenter gang

made that for Alan when he went
ranchero. The pistol points down the lane

to his ranch, a dreamy slice of good earth

hugging the foot of a curving hill, and

perching on a shelf, spying over the whole

stretch of Hidden Valley, prettiest ,
farm

spot in Southern California, is where you
find a tiny white ranch cottage, a big

white barn and—the Ladds. Alan, Sue,

Alana, Jezebel the dog, thirteen other

mutts, seven horses, four cats, eight chick-

ens, two rabbits, and twelve rattlesnakes—

(all dead by now!).
Alan's as brown as an old army boot and

about as tough. He's lost eight pounds

sweating with the muscles. His hands are

horny, his hair's streaked by the sun. He
was in sneakers and muddy shorts hoisting

water pipe stacked and strewn all over the

ground in crooks, angles, and valve joints.

You never saw so much pipe. Alan looked

over and grinned.

"It's a big, beautiful, wonderful pipe

dream," he laughed. "Owning a ranch,

that is!"

"Pipe dream—it scares you? Or pipe

dream—you like it?"

"Both," sighed Alan. "But I'm really not

kidding. I dream of pipe. Pipe for the

pool. Pipe for the well, the tank, the irri-

gating system, the fields, the hills, the barn,

the house. There's never enough pipe—and

you can't get pipe!"

Alan had a birthday coming up after

he turned rancher. Sue worried about

what to get him. She had in mind maybe
a hand tooled leather saddle, a new Stet-

son sombrero, some silver Ghihuahua spurs.

But she couldn't make up her mind, so

she came right out and asked, "What do

66 you want for your birthday, Laddie?"

"Pipe," came back Alan pronto. "All the

pipe you can find!"

Sue climbed in the pick-up truck and
roamed all over three counties, chasing

pipe. She finally collected a load, wrapped
a big red ribbon about it, wrote "Happy
Birthday, Dear" and clanked it off by the

table, beside Alan's cake. He couldn't

have been happier.

Last year, cement was even harder to

find than it is today and Alan needed the

building mix to make his ranch house
livable. He did find some after extensive

sleuthing, hauled it out to the ranch,

packed it carefully away in the barn and
stationed Joe to guard it like the gold at

Fort Knox. One midnight Alan was slum-
bering peacefully away in town at the

Hollywood house when the phone rang. It

was Joe. "It's raining hard," said Joe, "the

water's come down from the hills and the

barn's flooded. The cement—" That's all he

had to say. Alan yelped, dropped the re-

ceiver, tossed a leather jacket over his pa-

jamas and raced the car out of the garage.

He croaked something at Sue about cement
and roared off. He drove the fifty miles

through the storm, like a country doc on

a life and death case. He waded around

in his pajamas helping Joe hoist the

precious cement to safety. A couple of

bags got wet and hardened, and to Alan

that was worse than losing his wallet. He
pulled in again at Paramount, red eyed

and draggy, without any sleep, and when
he said what he'd been up to, Director Irv-

ing Pichel on "OSS" said frankly, "I think

you're nuts!" But that's the way you get.

Alan caught the fever away back when
Paramount prepped him to make a rancho

picture, "California." He had to learn to

ride like a caballero for that one. He never

made the picture, but the riding at Griffith

Park made Alan hopelessly horse happy.

Sue caught the virus, too. Next day they

had to have their own horses. Alan bought

Salty for Sue and Lucky for himself. Jonesy

came next and there Alan was—with three

fine saddle horses and no place to keep

them.
Alan long had needed a hobby. He s

nervous, high strung, and he tackles every-

thing, especially his career, all-out, like

MODERN SCREEN
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"Oh, Slug, it's our song
—

'One Meatball'!"

concentrated TNT. Until he started kick-

ing his boots around the ranch his tummy
was chronically tied up in knots and only

Sue knows how hard it was to make him
eat. Before he clicked, Alan never had the

money to ride as a hobby; after he did, he
didn't have the time. He got to the point

where all his suceess was bringing him
was more work and worry. He's no country

club chappie for golf or tennis, never was.

But he took to horses like a bee to honey.

He fell so head over heels that he wanted
to raise them himself. He got to talking to

his friend, Joel McCrea, who has a big

prosperous ranch out Hidden Valley way.
Joel has made it pay him dividends in

dollars, health and happiness for over, ten

years. He's a local California boy like Alan.

He said, "What you need is a ranch. Be-
cause," said Joel wisely. "There's no better

fun than plain outdoors work."
So that's what was buzzing around under

his haircut the day Alan and Sue rode

up the Valley highway with their good
friend, Chet Root. Chefs an antique dealer

and the mission of his trip was to deliver

a desk to a rich ranch home. Alan went
along to help heft it. They rolled down
into Hidden Valley. Alan was sopping up
the fertile fields, long white fences, horse

barns—and the country scenery that swept
around him. He could sniff the hay and
hear the neighs and it really got him.

no place for a star . . .

"Is there a ranch around here for sale?"

inquired Alan.
Yep, there was one that could be bought,

he was told by the wealthy rancher. Right

across the Valley—but—well, it was just

twenty-five acres. No house—only a big

old barn, a garage, a tumble down bath

shack and a beaten up old reservoir. The
man didn't say it but what he meant was—
"No place for a movie star—like you, Bub!"

"Let's run over and take a look," Alan
suggested to Sue. They looked fifteen-

minutes. That's all it took. On the way
home, they hunted up the owner and
bought it—cash on the barrelhead.

That was last January and Alan was deep

in a picture. It's a wonder he ever finished

it. He'd bounce from a "take" into an
agricultural huddle with anyone who'd
listen to him. He pestered all the side-line

ranchers at Paramount, asking them silly

questions, as every tenderfoot rancher does.

He bought all farm magazines, horse books,

sent for every government agriculture

bulletin. He spent his noon hours in Sears-

Roebuck shopping for things he'd never
thought about before—rakes and hoes,

shovels and feed bins—levis, lanterns,

bits, bridles, traces, tools.

Alan couldn't even wait to finish the

picture. He had to move out there right

now. He hired his Man Friday, Joe Cis-

neros, to stick on the place. Joe's a capable,

loyal, Spanish-American boy who has

entered right into the Ladd ranch family

by now. But there was work for a dozen

men and every minute he wasn't there,

Alan jittered around like a hep-cat. He
decided the only cure was to move out

—

ready or not. It was not—definitely.
Sue will never forget that first week on

the ranch. It was February and the breezes

bit like a cold knife. Ice skimmed the fish

pond at night. Alan and Sue loaded the

car with cots, canned goods, a coal oil

stove, lanterns—and piled their camping
plunder in the old garage. Four drafty car

stalls it had, and a lean-to roof for fer-

tilizer and plants. No doors, no windows—
to close, that is! No lights, no plumbing.
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no heat, no furniture, no telephone.
Every minute, it seemed, there'd be a

rustling noise. Field mice, chipmunks

—

they sounded like elephants in the still

night. Tiny wings whirred around the dark
stall room and Sue imagined flocks of bats

nesting in her coiffure. A skunk strolled

by and wafted shocking perfume in the

night air. Alan and Sue lay wide eyed
till morning.
The Ladds fixed up a lot of comfort

items that week. They had no ice box, but
Alan found you could keep pepsis and milk
cold in the frosty fish pond. He promoted
a couple of portable Ohic Sales from the

studio and gasoline lanterns to light the

place at night. Sue uncovered a three-

burner kerosene stove on which she could
turn out the same kind of wonderful meals
(she's a super cook) she did back in the

big Los Feliz kitchen. They got another one
to heat up the place and some temporary
windows to keep the cold out. Then Alan
got a welcome surprise.

life saver . . .

A truck rolled up the drive the second
day they'd moved in. A telephone lineman
knocked on the door. "Say," he inquired,

"can I sell you folks a telephone?" Alan
and Sue almost swooned. That was back
when a new phone was something you just

didn't dare dream about.
The phone was a life saver. They put it

in the barn in the tack room (where it still

is) and whenever the Ladds got over-
whelmed by nature in the raw they called

up their city friends for sympathy. When
It was a dream day and they felt swell they
called them up and gloated. But best of

all, the phone paid off in peace of mind
about Alana. Alan and Sue didn't mind
being cut off from civilization but Alana's
barely three and if an emergency came
up where a doctor was needed or any-
thing—they wanted to get in touch quick.

The population of Alsulana Acres got off

to a flying start the minute the Ladds
moved in. Joe brought three sheep dogs
and two cats, who promptly obeyed the

Lord and multiplied. Came Easter and
Alana got two bunnies. They're still

—

miraculously—two bunnies, the only pair

on record, Sue insists, who've remained
just two for six months. Then' a young
actor friend of the Ladds found himself in

a spot with an expectant female dog and
a tiny Hollywood apartment. The landlord

said pups meant he could start hunting.

Alan and Sue invited the mutt out to

the ranch for her blessed event, and
now she's there with her family of iour.

I already told how Sue gave Alan "So
Sad," the mare in foal, for Father's Day
and how he came back with Marijuana,
another halo horse—so that added two more
and two more-to-be. Then Alan made the

mistake of going to a yearling sale at

Santa Anita race track. The farthest

thing from their conscious minds was
buying a race horse. Alan planned to

watch and learn and keep his mouth but-
toned up in the bidding. What he knew
about picking racehorses he could put in

his eye. And so look what happened. Rac-
ing colts from a famous French studhorse,

Firozepore, were on the auction block.

They were beauties, but so were the prices,

way up in the thousands. They led one

out, from a dam named "Cheeky Sue," and
Alan found his hand up in the early

bidding, just for a sentimental thrill. But
the prices zoomed on past him. Another
colt came out. It was fun, Alan found, to

stick up his hand and make a bid in the

early stages. He didn't run any danger

of buying a horse, because they were all

way past his purse—or so he thought. •

But this time when he made his bid

—

in the hundreds—he didn't have any com-

68 petition and the auctioneer slammed down

his hammer. "Sold," he yelled. Alan had
himself a racehorse, and nobody was more
surprised than himself and Sue. They
were twice as surprised when they saw
every other Firozepore colt sell for ten

times what they paid. Alan had a funny
feeling when he stepped up to his friend,

Joe Hernandez, the race horse expert, and
asked, "Joe, what's the matter with the

horse I bought? How come he's so cheap?"

"What's his number?" Joe asked. Alan

said, "Thirty two." Joe whistled. "Migosh,

Alan—that's the colt with the bum leg!"

Of course! There had to be some reason.

Alan groaned. "It should happen to me!"
They found all the smart horsemen at

Santa Anita in the ring gathered around

Alan's new colt, pinching and feeling him.

They were shaking their heads and swear-

ing. One said, "Can you tie this? An
auction crowded with horse experts like

us—and a damned ignorant actor gets the

steal of the sale!"

Alan barged in. "What's wrong with

him?" he asked timidly. One of the horse

fellows barked back, "Not a thing—dammit!
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"I just saw your column, Loueiha—is it true

that I'm having a baby?"

Just a scratch on his leg from a splinter

—

but it fooled all us wise guys. I'll give you

a thousand dollars more than you paid

right now."
Alan shook his head, but he didn t sleep

soundly that night. Racing horses' is ex-

pensive and Alan's far from rich. He
wondered if he hadn't bitten off an overly

ambitious hunk. Sue couldn't help him
make up his mind; but she had her doubts,

too. Next morning Alan had Sue call up

the colt's seller. "Alan's decided to sell the

horse back to you," she began.

"That makes me very happy," came back

the horseman. "He never should have been

sold. It was all a mistake
—

"

But Sue was looking at Alan's face, and

it was pretty droopy. "I'll call you back,"

she said. Then she turned to Alan. "We'll

keep 'that race horse if it busts us," she

smiled. "I can see that's what you want."

Seems like ever since Laddie has been

at the ranch he's been digging or ham-
mering, sawing, fitting pipe, laying brick

and tile—or bossing someone who is. One
day he had a cement mixer grinding, a buzz

saw ripping, dynamite exploding, a steam

shovel puffing away and the bulldozer

snorting—all at the same time. That's

the day Warner Brothers picked to shoot

location scenes for "Stallion Road" in Hid-
den Valley, across from the Ladd ranch.

It wasn't long before the director roared

across in his car.

"Say," he shouted. "What the heck's

going on here—another Boulder Dam?
Listen—I'm shooting pictures—or trying to.

You gotta stop all this racket. I
—

" then

he recognized Alan. "Oh, hello, Ladd," he
said, "so you're the heavy! Now, you're

in the business—you ought to know I've

got to have quiet to shoot. I've got fifty

men working."
Alan sighed, and they finally worked out

a flagman deal at the house so that when
the whistle blew, Alan's help stopped

busting microphone drums.
Even Alan and Sue's friends were getting

the rugged treatment whenever they ven-

tured out to see the Ladds. There's nothing

as attractive as a new ranch and Alsulana

Acres is just a handy weekend drive-out

distance—fifty miles from Hollywood. Sue
and Alan are famous for their hospitality

—

and it never flagged all the time they were

torn upside down—although some of the

dropper-inners got put to work. Like

movie grouch Bill Demarest—one of Alan's

best Paramount friends. Bill turned out to

be a handy paint man and ended up coat-

ing the whole ranch house. Another friend,

Pat Lane, turned out to be an expert

gardener. The Ladds put him to work fast.

Henry Willson, Guy Madison's pal, and
Diana Lynn's fiance, brought Diana out

one Sunday. He strolled around the swim-
ming pool inspecting Alan's handiwork
when suddenly Sue heard Diana scream.

Henry had disappeared from the face of

the earth! They found him down in the

filter hole and yanked him out. He took

another stroll and disappeared again—this

time down the drain hole. Diana hustled

Henry home before she turned into a

widow before she was a bride.

Most Ladd guests have remained hale

and hearty, though, and now that the

rough work is over and the place has

blossomed, they pile out in droves. That

suits Alan and Sue.

I sampled one of those Ladd ranch

spreads the night I visited Sue and Alan,

because of course I had to stay for dinner,

and so did Boo-Boo Howell after' he'd

brought the groceries. Joe, the ranch hand,

joined us at the big table on the flagstone

porch that makes Alan's back ache every

time he looks at it (he fitted every flag

in place). The pot roast was tender, the

potatoes brown, the gravy rich and the

salad crisp. The California moon was in

there pitching, too, and after dinner Al

lit a cigarette and tipped back his chair.

an eye to the future . . .

"What I want to do is make the ranch

self sufficient
—

" he began.

"Total produce so far," interrupted Sue,

"is one egg every three days
—

"

"What I mean," continued Alan, rising

above that, "is I'd like to build a little

future security here. Suppose I'm lucky

enough to last in pictures another ten

years. That's about all I can expect, unless

I turn into the Grand Old Man of Gower
Gulch. By then, if this farm is producing

horses, hay, vegetables, milk, well, what's

wrong with that for an ace-in-the-hole?"

I knew what Alan was thinking about in

particular. Along about next January,

there'll be a new baby brother or sister for

Alana. Laddie's a very thoughtful guy

underneath it all and he takes his responsi-

bilities seriously.

so as to the farm . . .

"I don't know," mused Alan Ladd. "May-
be that's just another pipe dream, too

—

"

But then maybe it's not. Not if you're

really working at it—like Alan Ladd.



"TILL THE CLOUDS ROLL BY"
(STORY)

(Continued from page 57)

breath that tightened his worn jacket over
his thin shoulders. He'd been to see so
many people, and none of them were in-
terested in an unknown young song writer.
New York, they told him, was for success-
ful people, not for kids from the country
with nothing to offer but the dream in
their hearts. But maybe Mr. Hessler would
be different. Jerry walked firmly up the
steps and gave the bell a determined ring.
The door opened almost immediately.

A severe featured woman, wearing an
apron, surveyed Jerry and his brief case.
"You're late," she said inexplicably. "Get

on upstairs right away. And be sure you
kill all of them. Every one."
Jerry swallowed. He said, "Uh—I don't—

"

"Of course he doesn't," said a child's
impatient voice. "He's not the exterminator,
Mrs. Muller. The exterminator smells."
Jerry grinned at the little girl with the

bright blue eyes and coppery hair. "I'm
afraid I just write songs," he admitted.
The housekeeper swelled in indignation.

"A song writer! Well, Mr. Hessler doesn't
want to see any songwriters."
"Daddy might want to see just this one,"

the little girl said meditatively. "He looks
so hungry. He looks as if he might faint."
"Faint?" Mrs. Muller was alarmed. "Here,

let's get him into the dining room. Your
father will give him some roast beef."
Jerry, feeling like a stray puppy about

to be thrown a bone by a kind-hearted
cook, found himself in the dining room. It

was a big, untidy room with musical instru-
ments and stacks of sheet music every-
where. In the midst of all this, an arty
looking gentleman in a velvet jacket and
flowing tie sat at a table, eating lunch.
His alert eyes took in Jerry's shy, hopeful
expression, his young awkwardness.

starving songwriter . .

"A song writer," he decided. "And you've
come to the greatest arranger in the world
for help. I'm sorry, my boy, but you're too
late. I will bother no more with tinsel
tunes for sequinned chorus girls to sing
off-key. I'm going to write a symphony."
"Daddy," the little girl interrupted, in

a carefully dramatic tone. "He's starving!"
"Eh? Oh. Well, sit down, young man.

Have some roast beef." Hessler piled a
plate with beef and vegetables, and passed
it to Jerry who surveyed it helplessly.

"Don't be bashful," Hessler urged.
"Thanks, it's very good of you, sir. Only-

only I just finished lunch before I came
over here. It—it was roast beef, too."
Hessler burst into a roar of laughter.

"Sally's instinct for drama runs away with
her." But behind his back, Sally winked
gravely at Jerry, who gave her a quick
smile of gratitude.
After lunch, Jerry and the seven-year-

old Sally began to play one of Jerry's
songs as a duet on the piano. Hessler
lounged over to them. "Not bad, with the
right arrangement. 'Ka-Lu-A,' eh? We
might be able to do something with that."

.So instead of starting his symphony,
Hessler began to work with Jerome Kern.
They accomplished a great deal together,
and Jerry soon felt like a member of the
family. Then Hessler and Sally went to
England, and Jerry had never been .so
lonely in his life. England was the center
of music now. Charles Frohman had made
it fashionable to import English talent.
Jerry decided to go over himself.
As soon as he got to London, he took a

train for the little village where Hessler
\

(Continued on page 73)
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(STORY)

(Continued from page 69)

and Sally were living. Sally was riding a
bicycle in the lane as he drove up, and she
threw herself off with a shout of welcome.
"Uncle Jerry! Is it really you?"
Then Hessler bustled out, and pulled

him into the cozy parlor of the English
cottage. Somehow it managed to look just

like the house back in New York, with
music and instruments all around. They
sat over a glass of beer and talked for an
hour. Sally finally persuaded them to stop
talking and take her to the fair that was
being held on the village green.

It was a gold and blue day, rare in

England, and a breeze smelled of roses.

"I want some taffy, Uncle Jerry," Sally
cried. "And some popcorn."
But Jerry was standing quite still, with a

faraway look in his eyes, watching the
swings sail with their laughing occupants
up among the green of the leaves. The
girls in their ruffled dresses laughed as
they swung, and Jerry bummed a tune in
time with the rhythm of the swings.
"The whole chorus in swings, Jim," he

said suddenly. "Cover the stage with them
—can't you see it? And everyone singing
'How'd You Like To Spoon With Me?'"
"What a number!" Jim Hessler was im-

mediately enthusiastic. "You've got - some-
thing, my boy! I'll call Edwardes tomor-
row—maybe he can use it at the Gaiety."
The Gaiety did use it, and Jerry had his

foot on the first rung of the ladder of fame.
He went to work immediately on a new
number, but somehow he couldn't seem to
get this one right. The harder he tried,

the more elusive the notes became. One
day he and Hessler went for a bicycle
ride. Jerry was absent-minded.
"Forget it," Hessler counseled "With a

song on at the Gaiety you can afford to
relax awhile."

"I can't relax while this song's half
done. It's driving me crazy." Jerry whistled
a few notes over and over, getting nowhere.
Just then there was a bang. Jerry's

wheel swerved, and he almost fell off. His
front tire had a puncture. ^

"I say, old boy, what do i do now?" he
asked.
Jim groaned. "Ill take your wheel down

to the next village and get it fixed."
Jerry grinned and stretched out on the

grass. "Damned decent of you, old chap."

my kingdom for a piano . . .

Hessler peddled off, and Jerry went back
to whistling those five notes over and over.
Suddenly he got a sixth, then a seventh.
He sat up in a hurry. He had it now! If
he only had a piano! He peered around
him, and for the first time noticed that
there was a neat white cottage back of the
hedge on the other side of the road.
Jerry vaulted the hedge and ran up to the
door. No one answered his knock, but
through the open French windows he
could see the gleam of a baby grand
piano. The temptation was too much.
For the next twenty minutes nothing

existed for him except the golden melody
unfolding beneath his swift fingers. At
last he said, "That does it!" and sat back.
He found a young woman in working
clothes standing in the doorway regarding
him curiously. She was carrying a spade
and a basket of flowers.
"Are you Mr. Timkins' man?" she

inquired.
Jerry jumped. "No. Uh—no. At least, I

don't think so. Who's Mr. Timkins?"
"The piano tuner."
Jerry got up and put on his coat. Piano
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tuner, indeed! "As a matter of
;

fact," he

said coldly, "I'm a song writer."

The young woman looked amused. If

you're not a piano tuner, you'd better get

out of here."
.

"You don't believe I'm a song writer?

"No. Should I?"

"It happens to be true. But I guess I

had better get out before your "mistress

gets back and finds me."
Just at that moment a neat maid m

black and white appeared, and said, "Miss

Leale, will you have tea now?"
Jerry stared. "My gosh! And I thought

you did the gardening. I'm sorry, honestly.

And I really am a song writer. If I send

you tickets to the Gaiety, will you come?"

Eva Leale did come, and for the next

few weeks Jerry saw her as often as he

could manage. He was, for the first time in

his life, desperately in love. This English

girl with the clear grey eyes and rose

cream skin was suddenly as much a part

of him as his music. Then one night at the

Gaiety, he met Charles Frohman, the

American producer.

"So you're Kern!" the great man said.

"I congratulate you on that number with

the swings. Magnificent. But all you Eng-

lishmen write superb music."

"Thanks, old man," Jerry said in his

best drawl, his heart thumping.

"I wonder if you could write four num-
bers for my new Broadway show?" Froil-

man asked. "Something with that real

English charm."
"Why, sure! Uh—I mean, righto!'

"That's settled, then. We'll sail day after

tomorrow. My office will take care of the

tickets." Frohman shook hands briskly.

The next forty-eight hours was a mad
bustle of excitement, packing, and general

tearing around. Hessler and Sally decided

to go back too, and there were all sorts of

arrangements to be made. Jerry had no

chance to leave London and go down to

the village where Eva lived. He called her

on the phone, but it was a frustrating, un-

satisfactory conversation.

"I—I have to go to New York, Eva,

he said. "Tomorrow. Frohman wants me
to write some songs for his new show."

"How lovely for you, Jerry." Her voice

was cordial, but remote. Why shouldn't

it be? Jerry thought. To her he was prob-

ably just another visiting American. And
he had never even told her he loved her!

Once back in New York he was too

busy with the new music to think of any-

thing. The night the show opened, Julia

Sanderson sang, and Jerry sat in the

audience hardly believing it was his music

being sung on a Broadway stage.

The plaintive melody of one of the

songs took him back to that day at the

piano in Eva's house. He was filled with a

sudden aching desire to be with her again.

Jerry knew that there was a ship leav-

ing for England the next day. Frohman
was taking it. Maybe he could take it too,

and they could talk business on the way
over. He packed as fast as he could. But

at the last minute something came up to

delay him, and when he got to the pier,

the huge liner was already at sea.

"Never mind," Jim said consolingly. "The

Lusitania isn't the only ship afloat. You
can get another in a couple of days."

By "a couple of days" they were reading

black headlines in the newspapers. The
Lusitania had been sunk by a German
U-boat and among the dead was Charles

Frohman. Jerry, impatient as he was, had

to stay in New York while new business

arrangements were made. His music was
booked into a show called "Oh, Boy!" and
it was then that, for the first time, Jerome
Kern saw his name up in lights. But it

didn't mean a thing compared with sitting

with Eva before a glowing fire and know-
74 ing a happiness beyond any in the world.

So he went back to London and lifted

the brass knocker on the front door of the

cottage, and felt his heart echo its knock.

His throat burned and his breath caught

in his chest and when she opened the door

he couldn't speak. But Eva stared at

him, her eyes getting brighter and brighter.

Then she said "Jerry!" and began to cry.

Right afterward, of course, she retreated

into her English shell of reserve and pre-

tended it hadn't happened. But by then

Jerry knew where he stood.

"You waited long enough to write to

me," he said.

"A lady never writes to a gentleman

first," Eva said firmly.

"A lady never does much of anything.

Dull, isn't it?"

"Certainly not!" Eva was very prim now.

Jerry whistled to himself. He whistled

his new tune, "Till The Clouds Roll By."

He grinned at her. "Probably if I proposed,

it wouldn't be ladylike for you to say yes.

A lady never says yes, does she?"

"Yes! I mean, no! Oh--Jerry!"

The next ten years went by in a gay, easy

fashion. Jerry found that happiness made
him compose better than ever, and soon

he was one of the top figures of the Ameri-
can musical world.
There were two things, however, that

bothered Jerry. One was the poor health

of his friend, Jim Hessler. The other was
little Sally, who was growing up into a

beautiful, but very spoiled, young lady.

Her doting father had always let her have

her own way, and the series of private

schools she had attended lately had one by

one admitted defeat.

"It's ridiculous to make me go to school,

Uncle Jerry," she wheedled, after the

latest dismissal. "I want to go on the

stage. Show business is in my blood,

just the way it was with you and daddy."

Sally was a persuasive talker. She even

won Eva over to her side. Jerry at last

agreed to see that she got a tiny part in

the new Marilyn Miller show, "Sunny,"

for which he was writing the music.

But it didn't take Jerry long to dis-

cover that Sally wasn't ready for show
business. He had written one song, which
she, as "Gwen," was to sing. It was called

"Who" and its lovely, wistful melody
haunted all who heard it. Oscar Hammer-
stein, who wrote the lyrics, came to Jerry

and Marilyn, after the first rehearsals.^

"I've been talking to Mr. Dillingham,"

he said worriedly. "He thinks 'Who' should

be a big production number, and that Mar-
ilyn should sing it."

Jerry shrugged. "He's the boss. It's going

to be tough on Sally, but she'll have to

get used to those things in show business.'^

"Maybe you'd better let me tell her,"

Marilyn suggested. "She's going to be

awfully disappointed."

However, even Marilyn wasn't pre-

pared for the scene that followed.

"It's a low-down trick!" she stormed.

"That's my song and I'm going to sing it!"

"That's not the way things work, Sally,"

Jerry said quietly. "Life isn't based on what
we want, it's what we give. I can see that

you aren't ready yet to give anything to

show business."

Sally stared unbelievingly, then burst

into choking sobs and left the theater.

That night Hessler sent for him. Sally had
disappeared, leaving a note behind her.

Hessler was terribly worried. "She's too

young to be alone like that, Jerry."

"I know. And it's my fault. I'll find her,

Jim. Don't worry."
But he couldn't find her. All the leads

he got came to nothing. Sally was gone.

And the shock was too much for Jim
Hessler's weak heart. Jerry was sent

for again, but this time there was a chance

for only a few words.
"You're a great boy, Jerry," Jim mur-

mured. "I'm glad I was around to help."

"I wouldn't have gotten anywhere with-

out you," Jerry told him. He took Hessler's

thin hand in his and held it tightly. "Jim,

I'll find Sally yet. I swear I will."

After Hessler's death, Jerry went to

pieces. He sat moodily at the piano, hour
after hour, not playing a note. He couldn't

compose any more. Even his wife couldn't

get through the depression that gripped

him. Then at last, electrifying news came.

Sally was singing at a tiny cafe in Mem-
phis. Jerry snapped out of his lassitude

in a
.

hurry. He took the first train. Oscar

Hammerstein came down to see him off,

and tossed a book in his lap.

"Read it on the way down. I have an
idea it would make a show."
The book was by Edna Ferber. "Show

Boat" was its name.
The Club Caliban in Memphis was a

small, smoke-filled cafe, tucked away on

a back street near the river. Its patrons

were a mixed crowd, but they were united

in one thing—their enthusiasm for the

girl singer, Sally.

After her act, he went backstage, but he

Vivian Blaine

. . . 20th Century-Fox Star, currently

appearing in "Three Little Girls 1 in

Blue," is a little girl in blue for us

in her party dress by Carole King. The

dress (in the kind of blue that men

love) is soft as can be, with a sweet

oval neck line, and a gently gathered

dirndl skirt. There is a soft sash that

buckles at the waist, and a delicate

tracery of white embroidery on the

skirt. It's a real dressed-up dress, like

a little girl's "best," and deserves your

prettiest pearls, your most fragile high-

heeled sandals.

To find out where to buy Vivian's dress,

as well as the other fashions in this

month's MODERN SCREEN, please

turn to page 83.

didn't have much to say. Just, "You don't

need me, Sally. I can see that you're

started on your career. But let me know
if I can ever help."

Jerry went back to New York with a

light heart. He could still hear the song of

the giant Mississippi as it swept past

Memphis, and it inspired him to write the

greatest score of his career for the musical

"Showboat." He knew it was great, and
Eva knew it, long before the enthusiasm

of the first-night audience ran riot.

Even there, the story doesn't end. For

later Jerry was called to Hollywood.

"Showboat" was being made into a picture.

Its cast glittered with starry names, but

there was one song that was to be sung

by a comparative unknown.
"A kid from New York," the producer

told Jerry and Eva, the first day. "New but

good. She's going to rehearse now."
As a tall, copper-haired girl walked

gracefully on the set, Jerry and Eva looked

at each other with delighted smiles. "Yes,"

Jerry said quietly, "I think we'll like her

fine. I used to know her father well, and
she's a lot like him."

CAST
Jerome Kern Robert Walker
Marilyn Miller Judy Garland
Sally Lucille Bremer
Sally, as a girl Joan Wells

James I. Hessler Van Heflin

Oscar Hammerstein Paul Langton
Mrs. Jerome Kern Dorothy Patrick





Wondering what that little picture above

means? No, it's not a mother and daugh-

ter outfit—it's the end result after wash-

ing two dresses, each one a size 13, one

having been treated with the Lanaset proc-

ess, and one made of the old-fashioned

kind of untreated wool. That's our story for

this issue kiddies, new, gorgeous clothes,

made of American Cyanamid's Lanaset

treated wool, wearable, washable, practical!

For the first time, you juniors can invest in

one of these luscious winter white wool

dresses, secure in the knowledge that when

it soils or stains, you can whisk it in the

washtub and have it come up looking the

way it did the day you bought it! The four

dresses on these pages are Eddie Ruben-

stein originals by Crestlee, Inc. They come

in junior sizes, winter white only, and are

priced at about $23.00 each. The swank

gold jewelry that dresses them up so glam-

orously is by R. M. Jordan, and costs about

$4.00. For very dress up occasions, we'd

love to see these winter white lovelies,

teamed up with gold kid ballet slippers.





CLOTHES IN-UPS

These beautifully tailored wool jersey sport clothes by Korday are also treated

with the Lanaset process and are washable. Our soda-sipping friend at the

right wears a soft collarless wool jersey blouse, about $9.00, and a dirndl skirt,

about $8.00. Her friend's tailored shirt is $11.00, and skirt, about $8.00.
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andarin coat and slacks

set . . . for beauty that knows no bounds

whether indoors or outdoors. Sandora

interprets the Chinese influence

in fine woven seersucker!

In limehouse blue, earth brown,

blossom pink, lotus yellow or sea aqua.

Frog fastener and piping in contrasting

colors. Sizes 12-20, about $18.

At fine stores everywhere.

Sandy Kin Corporation, 317 W. Adams, Chicago 6



A wool lounging wardrobe by Dorian of Macksoud, consisting of sbarply

tailored slacks with an in-or-out jacket, plus a coat that can be worn separately
CL0THE| PIN-UPS

or over the slacks. This set is ideal for a college girl's Christmas present—it's

warm and cozy, and above all, it's washable 'cause it's Lanaset processed!



HOLIDAY GLAMOUR

^Vhat a dressed-up Christmas

this is going to be! No more hen-parties,

no more dreary little get-togethers with

100 girls and a man! This is the Christ-

mas we've been waiting for, and we're

really going to do it up right!

Biggest news of all, of course,

are the new formals. Full, FULL skirts

are the ' thing, the picture look is the

look for you. Strapless, full-skirted faille

portrait gowns steal the scene, worn

with long gloves, making you look like a

fairy tale princess.

The other extreme of fashion

is the very casual two-piece formal out-

fit, consisting of a blouse and skirt of an

unexpectedly sporty fabric, like cordu-

roy. This is lush stuff in white or pastels,

with gold or silver accessories and

jewelry. Perfect. for you gals who feel

at home only in a sweater and skirt!

Another new note is in the slim

little sheath dresses, preferably in black,

but pretty nice in brown, which has a

longish lace or net skirt that ties over

the sheath dress. This has the added
advantage of being a IH tie item that

you can run up yourself. Have the skirt

coming to about the middle of your

calf, and the width about four times

the width of your skirt at the hem,

gather, sew on a ribbon with enough

yardage left to make a bow, and there

you are!

The above suggestion, by the

way, is the very thing to transform that

old formal dress hanging in your closet,

particularly if it's one with a slim skirt.

Buy matching net or lace and make a

floor length overskirt, but make it much,

much fuller than the daytime version,

about six or eight yards around.

M ore than anything, we love

the young look of the winter white

Crestlee dresses shown on our fashion

pages this month. Wear these little

dresses with flat gold kid ballet slippers,

carry little gilt evening bags. We've
seen a couple of young things who wore

their hair in gilt mesh snoods, and one

who had a flat, gold kid band around

her dark hair. Your local millinery trim-

ming shop will have these items.

^MSV X>\vfc Vfc^

Junior and sub-junior

sizes 7-15, $8.30

At leading stores, or write to

1375 Broadway, New York 18, N.



TOP INTEREST

Nothing makes your school or college wardrobe

more versatile than having lots of separates to team

up as you please ! And among your collection, there's

nothing you'll love more than these handsome Tish-

U-Knit sweaters. We show a wardrobe of them on this

page. On the left, you're all set for a fast game of

tennis in this cute cotton Jim-Jam shirt for only $3.00.

Above is our favorite—a magnificent jacquard rein-

deer sweater, like the ones Norwegian skiers wear.

This one is about $8.00. Above left is a gay twin

sweater set, dressed up enough for dates. The pull-

over in black is $3.00, the cardigan in pink is

about $8.00. Twin clips are by R. M. Jordan Co.
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modern screen fashions

BUYING GUIDE

CAROLE KING KODACHROME (page 75)

write to Forest* City Manufacturers Co.,
Washington Ave. at 17th St., St. Louis, Mo.

CRESTLEE WINTER WHITE DRESSES (pages 76 & 77)

•Baltimore, Maryland—Stewart Company
Boston, Mass.—Filene's

Dayton, Ohio—Elder Johnston
Fort Wayne—Wolf Dessauer
Hartford, Conn.—G. Fox
Memphis, Term.—J. Goldsmith
Minneapolis, Minn.—Dover Dry Goods
New Orleans—D. H. Holmes
New York—Saks' Fifth Avenue
Providence, B. I.—Gladdings
Salt Lake City—Auerbach
St. Louis, Mo.—Scuggs, Vandervoort & Barney
Washington, D. C.—Erlebackers

or white to Eddie Rubenstein Originals—
Crestlee—152 West 36th St., N. Y.

KORDAY SEPARATES (page 78)
%

New York—Saks' Fifth Avenue
Beverly Hills, Calif.-^Saks' Fifth Avenue
Brooklyn—Loesers
Hempstead, N. Y.—Carol Green
Freeport. N. Y.—Carol Green
Dayton, Ohio—Rike-Kumler
Providence, R. I.—Gladdings
Boston, Mass.—Filene's

Boston, Mass.—Jordan Marsh
New York—Bloomingdale's
Pittsburgh—Joseph Home
Milwaukee, Wise.—Schuster's
Hartford, Conn.—Worth's
Washington, D. C.—Jelleff 's

OR WRITE TO KORDAY, 991 6TH AVENUE, N. Y.

JEWELRY BY JORDAN (pages 76, 77, 78, 80 & 82)

write to R. M. Jordan, 377 5th Avenue, N. Y.

MACKSOUD LOUNGE WEAR (page 80)

Syracuse. N. Y.—The Addis Co.
Portland, Oregon—Chas. F. Berg. /

Grand Rapids, Mich.—Paul Steketee
Baltimore, Md.—Hutzler Bus
New York—Lord & Taylor
Cincinnati, Ohio.—John Shillito

Toledo, Ohio—La Salle & Koch
New Haven, Conn.—Esther Levin
Detroit, Mich—Himelhoch Bros.
Boston, Mass.—Conrad & Co.
Chicago, 111.—Chas. A. Stevens
Indianapolis, Ind.—H. P. Wasson

or write to C. N. Macksoud Co., 1 East 33 St.,
N. Y.

OLYMPIC KNITWEAR, INC. (Tish-u-knit) (page 82)

Brooklyn, N. Y.—Loeser's

New York, N. Y.—Saks' 34th St.

Philadelphia, Pa.—Lit Bros. f
Baltimore, Md.—Hochschild Kohn & Co.
Washington, D. C—Jelleff's

Indianapolis, Ind.—A. P. Wasson Co.
Pittsburgh, Pa.— Gimbels
Dayton, Ohio—Elder & Johnston
Kansas City, Mo.—Emery Bird & Thayer
Cincinnati, Ohio—Shillito's

San Francisco, Cal.—O'Conner Moffat & Co.
Los Angeles, Cal.—Bullock's

Portland, Oregon—Meier & Frank
Dallas, Texas—A. Harris Co.

or write to Olympic Knitwear,
Broadway, N. Y.

Inc., 1372

SLIPS • GOWNS • PANTIES
Luxuriously tailored underthings . . . fashioned to flatter

... in an attractive variety of styles and fabrics. Be sure

it's Blue Swan when you shop for them at your favorite

store.

BLUE SWAN MILLS
A DIVISION OF THE McKAY PRODUCTS CORP.

EMPIRE STATE BLDG. NEW YORK CITY



h Introducing a new

Nylon-covered elastic

in the finest guage knit

ever achieved in girdles!

WATCH BEVERLY TYLER!
{Continued from page 55)

an amplification of the lost chord. So I

immediately stopped minding my own
business, and opened the door to the bun-
galow. Inside sat a young girl with red

hair. She looked slightly over five feet,

around a hundred pounds. I looked around.

"I'm Hedda Hopper," I said briefly. "Who
did that?"
"Did what?" said the girl.

"Sang that note!"

"Oh," she replied. "That was me."

I stared at her, "You? You're too little."

She smiled. "All right," I said, "do it

again."

She took a deep breath and let go with a

high C that nearly blew me down.
"Can you act, too?" I asked her.

"Well, I had a part in 'The Green
Years'."

I started for the door, and then remem-
bered.
"What's your name?"
"Beverly Tyler," she said.

"Oh! Thanks, I'll be watching you."

I whipped up to the front office of the

studio and asked to see "The Green
Years." They ran it off for me and I sat

alone in the projection room watching Miss
Tyler do a charming job of portraying Ali-

son Keith.

Sherlock hopper . . .

That settled it. I wired Modern Screen:

DEAR BOYS WATCH BEVERLY TYLER
CAN ACT HAS RED HAIRED GOOD
LOOKS AND VOICE THAT COULD
SHATTER BEER STEIN AT FIFTY
PACES. SEND GRUEN WATCH PRON-
TO. SHERLOCK HOPPER.
Very proud of myself, I rushed to find

out more about my discovery. Leon Gor-
don, producer of "The Green Years," told

me that he was pleasantly surprised by
Beverly's test for the part of Alison.

"How about her voice?" I asked.

"Well," he said, "the best dope I can give

on that is the report of music critics. They
all say that she's ready for the great test

—

"

"You mean the Metropolitan Opera? At
nineteen?"
"At nineteen. She's been singing for a

long time, Hedda. She was soloist in a
church choir when she was ten."

She was born Beverly Jean Saul in

Scranton. Her father, connected with a

typewriter company, was transferred to

Brooklyn when Beverly was three.

She doesn't look it, and people won't be-
lieve it, but she loves the outdoors. In her
childhood, she summered at a Girl Scout
camp in the Pocono mountains of Pennsyl-
vania, passed the Red Cross life saving test

when eight years old, spent many hours
daily playing cops and robbers with the

neighborhood boys, and has owned only
two dolls in all her life. Just last year,

she proved her mettle to some friends of

her parents who own a cabin near Big
Bear Lake in California.

Beverly had just arrived for a visit, and
was in the process of getting out of her
city clothes and getting her hair into pig-
tails when a howl went up from her host.

"The pipes! They've done it again!"

Beverly poked her head into the living

room.
"What's the matter?"
"The water pipe has broken. But there's

nothing you can do."
Beverly hauled on her blue jeans and an

old shirt and rushed to the backyard where
everyone had congregated. It seemed that

it was necessary to dig through the ground
to the pipe in order to mend it. Beverly

grabbed a shovel and was soon up to her
knees in mud.
"Why, my dear," said the hostess, "I

had no idea you could do things like this."

Beverly paused for a moment to wipe
mud from her eye.

"Oh, for heaven's sake," she said and
went on shoveling.

Beverly's father was transferred back to
Scranton before Beverly started school,
and they moved back into the two-story
house which her grandmother had oc-
cupied during the Sauls' stay in New
York. Even before the second move took
place, her parents had begun to notice
Beverly's voice. When she was five years
old, she took to singing whole songs,
snatched verbatim from the radio.

They started her immediately with both
piano and voice lessons, and unlike the
average child, Beverly ate it up. She got
up early each morning to practice before
leaving for school, was soon singing in the
church choir and at church socials. People
soon started calling her "The Shirley
Temple of Scranton."
She studied with her minister's wife,

who headed the choir at the Scranton
church attended by the Sauls. Every three
weeks, the Reverend Tolley's wife took
Beverly to New York City, where a
famous voice coach gave pointers.

With singing always interwoven in her
life, Beverly progressed through grammar
school, through a rough and tumble tom-
boy period of tree-climbing and such plus
a heart-rending crush on a red-headed
boy named Murphy. High school brought
initiation into a sorority mysteriously in-

itialled the TYS. Then there was the boy
friend with the convertible coupe who
was something special, she tells me,
and a whirl of sorority and fraternity

dances.
In the middle of all this came Aunt Jen-

ny's True Life Stories, a radio program in

New York which dramatized the life

stories of interesting people. They chose
Beverly as a subject, and her story took a

mere three days to unfold, inasmuch as her
extreme youth didn't give the producer too

much material to work on. She finished

up the series by singing the Mad Scene
from "Lucia Di Lammermoor," no mean
feat for a girl of thirteen.

With her parents and Patty, a girl friend

from school, Beverly left the broadcasting
studio. It was a cold November day, and
they were walking briskly down the street

when Patty stopped them.
"This," she indicated with her thumb,

"is the Loew Building. I know Al Altman
—he's the test director for Loew's—and
I think you ought to be in pictures, Bev-
erly. Why don't you go up and see him?"

"That's silly," said Beverly.
"No, it isn't," insisted Patty. "Go on up."
"But I don't know any of those people."

"I would appreciate it," said Mr. Saul,

rubbing his hands together, "if you would
decide before I freeze to death."

"Go on up and see," said Patty.

Mrs. Saul took charge. "Come on," she
said. "We'll go up and see, but we'll come
down in ajhurry. Wait here."

She grabbed Beverly by the hand and
ushered her through revolving doors.

They sat down in Mr. Altman's outer office

and waited. They waited for a half hour
and nothing happened. Beverly got
nervous.

"Let's go," she urged her mother.
Mrs, Saul was beginning to agree Nvith

her when a man entered the room.
"What can we do for you?" he said.

A wonderfully soft,

pocket-size,

two way stretch girdle .. . so

freely elastic when you're in action

. . . so sure to keep your figure

a model of smartness ... And note

the exclusive Wispese stocking-knit

waistline control!

$7.50 at better stores

WISPESE,, INC.,

302 FIFTH. AVE., NEW YORK 1. N. Y.



Mrs. Saul, thoroughly disgruntled, flung
a few pieces of paper on a desk.
"Here are some clippings about my

daughter's voice," she said and turned
to go.

"Wait a minute," said the man. ''Wait
a minute. Let's see what she can do."
He ushered them into a room with a

piano, and Beverly sang the finale from
"Madame Butterfly." She was half way
through when the man started waving.

"Stop! Stop!" he yelled and dashed from
the room. In a moment he was back with
Al Airman.
The scout eyed Beverly with respect.
"Go on, please," he said.

In the meantime, Patty and Beverly's
father had long since tired of braving the
November winds. They followed Beverly's
footsteps and were thawing out in the
waiting room.
They overheard the switchboard opera-

tor arguing with someone on the phone.
"I don't care how important the call is,

There's a very important audition going
on."

The important audition, of course, was
Beverly's. The group had been joined by
Mr. Schenck, who was at the moment
watchmg Beverly critically.

"Mrs. SauL" said Mr. Schenck, "would
you accompany your daughter to Holly-
wood if we gave her a contract?"
Mother and daughter gasped.
"How soon?" said Mrs. Saul.
"Within three weeks."
They left, collecting Patty and an as-

tounded Mr. Saul from the waiting room.
Three or four days went by in utter con-
fusion, and it was finally decided that Mr.
Saul could get his firm to transfer him to
California. Beverly had her Christmas at
home and in January she and her mother
arrived in Hollywood.

Instead of being put into a film immedi-
ately, Beverly found herself studying, and
studying hard. She finished schooling at
the studio school, graduating at sixteen
with college credits, but that was the least
of her work. Hours were spent every day
with her voice, the piano, ballet lessons,
diction lessons and dramatic lessons. This
went on for more than three years.
The routine was broken by an in-

vitation to sing the lead in "The Fire-
brand," staged by Max Gordon on Broad-
way. She went back to New York and
;ang eight performances a week, includ-
ing the last performance when she
went on with a temperature and a sore
:hroat.

She had been back in Hollywood three
nonths when she tested for the role of
\lison and got it.

The cast and crew watched Beverly be-
'ore the cameras for two months before
hey heard her sing. They'd seen the
prl around the lot, and wondered, as Bev-
erly had, what she was doing there. Now
hey knew, at least, that she could act.
rhen came the day for Beverly's singing
cene. The stage was set, the extras lined
ip in the background, and Beverly walked
tear the camera. Out came the full
-iroated notes of the Messiah, and every
ast man on the stage stared at this small
;irl. She sang it through completely and a
Lushed silence followed.
I had a few fast words with Beverly's
oach ^at the studio, Gita Alpar, who
ouldn't say enough about the girl"s voice.
"Furthermore," she said, "she never

rants to leave. She sings with me every
.ay, and it is sometimes difficult to per-
uade her that she cannot stay here all
ay. In all my life, I have never seen

girl who had such a passion for
mging."
Well, maybe M-G-M found her for pic-

ires but I found her for Modern Screen
nd I'm pretty smug about it. I think
Jeverly is going places, don't you?
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One of the nights I was there, Mickey
Rooney sat in and played drums with

Slim. He plays loud and happily.

I met Andre Previn, the 17-year- old

wonder I've told you about before. He's

being featured on Frankie's Old Gold show
every week, and he's also arranging for

Frank and for M-G-M, too, which is

phenomenal. A guy can work twenty years

some times before getting an arranging job

at M-G-M. This Previn is an amazing

kid. He barely looks his age, but if you
spoke to him over the phone, you'd think

he was a mature man in his thirties—be-

cause of his speech, his poise, his musical

knowledge.
I set up a couple of Victor sides with

him and Vivien Garry (bass) and her

husband, Arv Garrison (guitar) just for

kicks. Previn hasn't done much recording,

except for an album of Ellington tunes for

Sunset.
A couple of days later, I went over to

see Woody Herman, who was starting

work at Republic in the new "Hit Parade"

picture. Woody and the band had just got

in from San Diego, and the guys were run-

ning around town like crazy, trying to

find hotel rooms.
Not Woody, though. He'd bought Hum-

phrey Bogart's home—way up in the hills

at the far end of Hollywood Boulevard.

It's a lovely place with a wonderful view,

and Woody 's supposed to have paid sev-

enty thousand dollars for it.

The only hitch in the whole deal was

the question of the washing machine. "We
take the washing machine," said the Bo-

garts. "We need the washing machine,"

said Woody. Then he decided that he

needed a house worse than he needed a

washing machine, so the Bogarts won that

argument.
I spent a couple of afternoons up there

with Woody and Charlotte, and we cele-

brated their beautiful red-headed daugh-

ter Ingrid's fifth birthday. Charlotte's

beautiful and red-headed too, and Ingrid

looks like a good movie bet. If she could

stop talking about Roy Rogers for long

enough. Woody's breaking his head trying

to arrange a meeting with Roy, because

Ingrid's driving him crazy.

I managed to get over to see Lena

Home for a little while—she lives on

Horn Avenue—and she was just leaving

on a flying trip to New York. She wanted

to see her children, and the new home
she'd bought out on Long Island. Lena's

been doing some personal appearances,

and she gave a concert in the Hollywood

Bowl, but she hasn't made a movie in

some time. She may go into "The Pirates,"

in November, though.

Said goodbye to Lena and went out to

hunt for women. Women musicians, that

is. I needed 'em for an all-girl jam session—

I was doing an all-girl album for Victor.

I got Vivien Garry, and the pianist from

her trio, Wini Beatty, and I discovered a

terrific colored girl named Ginger Smock
who plays the electric violin, and sounds

a lot like Stuff Smith.

We made records from about seven till

ten; then I went on to another record

session from eleven till two in the morn-

ing. This second session was with "The

Lamplighters" (Ted Yerxa—whom I've

mentioned before) and it was a very in-

formal setup where everybody came wan-
dering in and said, "Well, what tunes shall

we make tonight, boys?" And somebody

had brought a bottle of sparkling burgundy,

and it got spilled all over the control room.

Next day, I went out to the Hal Roach

studios. An independent producer named
Jules Levey was just starting work on a

picture called "New Orleans"—vaguely
based on the history of jazz in general, and
Louis Armstrong in particular. Louis was
signed for it, and so were Zutty Single-

ton, the drummer who worked with Louis
on his most famous records eighteen years
ago, and Barney Bigard, the great ex-
Ellington clarinetist. Billie Holiday's been
mentioned for a part, too, and she's out in

Hollywood right now.
The studio, being desperately accurate,

had sent a whole research crew to New
Orleans to dig up old recordings and his-

tory and music, and when Louis and

RECORDS OF THE MONTH
Selected by Leonard Feather

BEST POPULAR
AFTER YOU GET WHAT YOU WANT YOU
DON'T WANT IT—Dardanelle (Victor)

FLA-GA-LA-PA—Timmie Rogers (Majes-
tic), Count Basie (Columbia)

FOR SENTIMENTAL REASONS—Fran War-
ren (Cosmo), Ella Fitzgerald (Decca)

IT'S A PITY TO SAY GOODNIGHT—Claude
Thornhill (Columbia), Ella Fitzgerald
(Decca)

I'VE GOT TO PASS YOUR HOUSE TO GET
TO MY HOUSE—Billy Eckstine (Na-
tional)

PASSE—Tex Beneke (Victor), Ray Mc-
Kinley (Majestic) , Evelyn Knight
(Decca), Phil Brito (Musicraft)

MAXINE SULLIVAN ALBUM (International)
THE THINGS WE DID LAST SUMMER—Frank
Sinatra ( Columb ia ) , Hal Mclntyre
(Cosmo). Bing Crosby (Decca)

THE WHOLE WORLD IS SINGING MY SONG
—Jimmy Dorsey (Decca). Dennis Day
(Victor), Harry Cool (Signature),
Morton Downey (Majestic)

LOVE DOESN'T GROW ON TREES—Benny
* Goodman (Columbia)

BEST HOT JAZZ

GEORGIE AULD—Mo-Mo (Musicraft)
COUNT BASIE—The King (Columbia)
ROY ELDRIDGE—Hi-Ho Trailus Boot Whip

(Decca)
LIONEL HAMPTON—Flying Home #2

(Decca)
PETE JOHNSON—Housewarming Album

(National)
JOHN KIRBY—New sextet album (Disc)
RAY McKINLEY—Hangover Square (Ma-

jestic)
BOYD RAEBURN—Album (Jewel)
BOBBY SHERWOOD — Sherwood's Forest

(Capitol) _

KAY STARR— St. Louis Blues (Lamp-
lighter )

BEST FROM THE MOVIES

BREAKFAST IN HOLLYWOOD—It Is Better
To Be By Yourself: Bob Crosby
( ^)€CCcl

)

BLUE SKIES—Bing Crosby-Fred Astaire
Album (Decca). You Keep Coming
Back Like a Song: Dennis Day (Vic-
tor). Blue Skies: Count Basie (Co-
lumbia)

DUEL IN THE SUN—Gotta Get Me Some-
body To Love: Bing Crosby (Decca),
Orrin Tucker (Musicraft), George
Paxton (Majestic)

IF I'M LUCKY—Title Song: Jimmy Dor-
sev (Decca)

MAKE MINE MUSIC—The Whale Who
Wanted To Sing At The Met: Nelson
Eddv Album (Victor)

OUT CALIFORNIA WAY—Title Song: Sons
of the Pioneers (Victor)

THE SHOCKING MISS PILGRIM— Aren't
You Kind Of Glad We Did?; Changing
Mv Tune: Vaughn Monroe (Victor)

THE' TIME. THE PLACE AND THE GIRL—
Oh, But I Do: King Cole Trio (Capi-
tol)

THREE LITTLE GIRLS IN BLUE—You Make
Me Feel So Young: Dick Haymes
(Decca), Charioteers (Columbia)

TO EACH HIS OWN— Title Song. Don
Byas (Savoy)



It's the hottest trumpet this side of Jericho . . .
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Zutty and Barney showed up, they were

assigned to a rehearsal room to practice up

on all this old material. They looked it

over and listened to it and realized they

didn't have to rehearse that stuff; they d

been there when it was born, and they

could put down their horns for six months,

and pick them up and play that same

music better than the guys on those

records.
They had to stay there from nine to

six every day, anyhow, though, so they'd

finish rehearsing after about the first hour

or so, and then they'd sit around and

reminisce, and Louis'd tell stories about

things that had happened to him twenty

years ago.

I made some records with these same

men, including Red Callender, who's a

very wonderful bass player. The records

were for the Hot Club of France, now in

full swing again, after the war. Louis, of

course, is their god, since he's the biggest

jazz name in the world. Because the Hot

Club used Victor facilities, and because

Louis had a Victor contract, you'll be able

to get the records here, too, on the Victor

label, when they're released.

The biggest musical-social event that

took place while I was in Hollywood was

the Tex Beneke opening at the Palladium.

The Palladium's huge, but it's not air-

conditioned, and it was mobbed.
Everybody was so busy seeing and being

seen that practically nobody heard the

band. Including me. What little I did hear

(when I wasn't table-hopping or being

said hello to or talking to Tex in between

sets) sounded fine.

The band is still billed as "Tex Beneke

and the Glenn Miller Orchestra," but Tex

says he hopes that will be eliminated in

the next few months. It should be, too.

The band's doing fine on it's own. A few

of the billion people at the opening were

Frank Sinatra and Marilyn Maxwell and

Johnny Mercer and Woody Herman.

Before I came home, Duke Ellington

made a record date I went to. He had
thirteen sides to do to finish up his Victor

contract, and I've seldom seen him work
so hard. He usually takes a day to get

one or two sides finished, but the session

I went to he made eight sides in one day.

A funny story going around about Duke
has to do with the time he appeared as

a guest judge on "Can You Tie This?"—

a

coast show. It's a program where differ-

ent musicians judge records that are

played, and give them percents, from one

to a hundred.
Duke simply stood there and gave every-

thing ninety-nine or a hundred percent.

Everything. From Dizzy to Guy Lombar-
do. And if anyone seemed surprised, or

questioned him, he'd explain, "Weil, the

man achieved what he set out to do. In

his own sphere, the man is good."

In winding up, this month, I will just

report that the whole time I was in Holly-

wood, everybody was trying to sell me
on the idea that: a) I should move out

there and I'll live ten years longer; and,

b) the music business is moving out there

anyhow.
. It seems to be true, too. Besides the peo-

ple already mentioned, the bands around

town during my visit included: Stan

Kenton, Billy Butterfield, Les Brown, Boyd
Raeburn, Russ Morgan, Jimmy and Tommy
Dorsey (who have their own ballroom,

the Casino Gardens), Charlie Barnet,

Lionel Hampton and Harry James.

This is an amazing majority, consider-

ing the fact that there are supposed to be

name bands spread all over the country,

on the road, etc. Every couple of months,

you read about some bandleader buymg
a home on the coast, and settling down to

do most of his work there, coming east

only for a couple of months a year.

And I can't really say I blame them.

Think of it—ten years to your life, and

oranges as big as your head.

CORNEL WILDE

(Continued from page 61)
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me. The job will be open.

Cornel swallowed his pride now. He

signed on for the camp, but before he lert

he took one last crack at his street ot

dreams. That last day he pushed open the

door of the last agent's office. Hed been

there before.

This time they tossed him a script

casually. "Here's one that might make

Broadway this fall. Try reading the lead.

It's a poor New York guy working his

way through college—in love with a Park

Avenue girl." . . ,

"Leave out the Park Avenue girl and

that's me right down to the socks, laughed

Cornel. Maybe that's why he read it with

such bounce.
"We'll let you know.
"Oh, sure," said Cornel. Hed heard

that before, too.
,

One night a long distance call came to

the camp where Cory was coaching dra-

m
"Wilde 9 Can you be here Friday to

read for 'Moon Over Mulberry Street?

It's set for Broadway this fall."

Cornel stammered. "'Moon Over W-^

What?'" , ,
" 'Mulberry Street'—you re up toi the

lead. You know, the poor college guy—
the Park Avenue girl."

Cornel came to. "Oh, sure!

"Friday, then. Two o'clock. If you get

the author's okay, you're in."

It wasn't until after he'd hung up the

receiver that Cornel remembered. The

camp play, "Emperor Jones." And he was

to play the title role. The kids—he'd

worked them to a fever pitch and now—
how could he let them down?
He read for "Moon Over Mulberry

Street" in New York Friday afternoon.

He won the part. He caught a train back

to New England Saturday morning^ He
learned the complete long script of "Em-
peror Jones" on the coach riding north.

The camp play was a hit. Cornel left with

the worship from the kids he'd coached.

And he had a solid start on Broadway-
he thought.

~

But it was a lone and costly triumph for

Cornel. His parents still regarded his

career icily. And his sudden success cost

him his chance at the Olympics.

Cornel had long pointed toward the

United States Olympic fencing team. The

honor meant plenty to Cornel personally.

He was facing rehearsal for "Mulberry

Street" when he entered the eliminations.

Taking on the play break of his young

life and the stiffest saber tournament in the

nation didn't faze Cornel. But even Cory

Wilde discovered he couldn't be two places

at once. He had to withdraw from the

Olympics.
There was another sacrifice to make,

Cornel had always lived at home with his

family. But now he was coming home later,

sleeping longer into the morning. He
couldn't expect his family to understand

the strange rhythms of show business.

Cornel moved out.

He has to laugh today when he recalls

his first home away from home. It was
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a furnished room of an ancient brownstone
boarding-house in the west seventies.

The attraction to Cornel was the price

—

$2.50 a week An iron bed, an old bureau,

and a bare light bulb dangling from the

ceiling—three flights up. One thing puz-

zled him. In the window downstairs a sign

said, "Dancing School." It was always in

the window upside down and he never

heard music or saw any pupils.

One afternoon Cornel came home earner

than usual. As he climbed the stone steps

past the "Dancing School" sign, the door

swung open. Inside, through a blue haze

of smoke, he spied a strange layout. A
board hung on the wall, scribbled myste-

riously with chalked figures. A motley

crowd was passing bills back and forth

over a counter lined with telephones. A
furtive, little beady eyed man saw Cornel

and barked softly, "Wanta bet on a nag,

Pal—double ya money?"
"N—no thanks," said Cornel, hotfooting

it on upstairs. He knew the mystery now.

The "Dancing Schools" along his street

were bookie joints on the lam from the

law. He decided for the sake of respecta-

bility he'd better move. Next he checked

into a small hotel.

It was a good thing he learned to live

cheaply while the money—all $40 a week
of it—rolled in. Because "Moon Over
Mulberry Street" closed in the spring and
Cornel Wilde found himself at liberty.

_

He soon discovered that he'd been sit-

ting pretty. Flop followed flop. But even

Broadway heartbreaks looked rosy to Cor-

nel from the minute he lost his heart to

starry-eyed Patricia Knight.

Cornel's show, "Daughters of Atreus"

had opened—and closed. But he didn't

care that morning. He was used to flops.

He'd saved a few dollars from the debacle

and a lucky narration job for a commercial

movie had paid off the day before. He'd

spent part of it for a trim, new, double

breasted blue overcoat and a pearl gray

Homburg hat. The rest nested comfortably

in his pocket—eighty-six dollars. For Cory

Wilde that was prosperity and his hopes

were high. A Hollywood scout had spotted

him and arranged a Hollywood screen test.

Cornel felt loaded with luck as he stepped

out of the Columbia Pictures Building at
' 49th Street and 7th Avenue and walked to

a cab. He was standing by the open cab

door talking over arrangements for the

next day when he looked up Seventh

Avenue and saw her—a beautiful blonde

in a smart black velvet suit tripping along

right toward him. And the instant he

looked up he caught her eyes and hers

caught his. They stayed caught, Cory's

head pivoting, hypnotized until she passed.

STOP.

curict

I # N° ha,

90

TRIMAL
C UTICLE REMOVE R

TRIMM ""ORATORIES. LOS ANGELES 36 CALIFORNIA TRIMAL DISTRIBUTING COMPANY. HAMILTON. ONTARIO. CANADA

He didn't know what had hit him, but

it was wonderful. His mouth turned dry

and he could barely get his breath. He
forgot about the Columbia executive he
was talking to. He just slammed the cab

door, squeaked, "See you tomorrow," and
turned after the vision, brushing wildly

through the crowds, afraid he'd lose her.

Cornel followed the girl in the black

suit for three blocks. She went in a drug
store and sat down for a coke. Cory fol-

lowed, beating his confused brain. "What
do I do? How can I approach her?" He
went into a phone booth to figure it out.

He came out with no answer. He looked

around and his pounding pulse almost

stopped dead. She was gone!

During the next two days, Cornel Wilde

merely went through the motions, showing

up at Columbia for his test (maybe that's

why it was so bad) then roaming up and
down the fatal neighborhood. On the sec-

ond day he saw her again. She was going

into a building, crowded with theatrical

agents' offices. His heart leaped again. She
was an actress, for sure. He followed.

distressing dialogue . . .

Cornel plunged into fast talk, anything

to hold her. He tried gay dialogue, but it

wasn't so gay as he'd imagined it would
be. She listened him out and then turned

on her heels. '"I'm sorry," said Patricia

Knight, "I have a date—good-bye."

But even in swarming Manhattan, Cupid
has a sure-fire lonely hearts club working
night and day. Cory got his third chance,

and like third chances are supposed to be,

it was the charm. Two days after that he
saw the beautiful blonde "queening down
Broadway" flanked by two young actors.

"Please don't think this is anything per-

sonal," lied Cornel, "but you must be an
actress and I've just made a test at Colum-
bia and I know they're looking for new
people and if you'd care to interview my
agent it might be a good idea," he ended,

out of breath.
The escorts were not amused, but Cor-

nel's pretty husky. Patricia smiled, "That
might be nice," she said. So Cory made an
appointment to introduce her to his agent

that evening. Cornel saw Patricia every

night for ten months after that. It wasn't a

very glamorous or swanky courtship. Then
one night at her hotel he walked by three

good looking, obviously affluent young
men sitting in the lobby. He strode to the

desk and told the clerk, "Miss Knight,

please."
"Suggest you have a seat, sir. Three

' other gentlemen are waiting for Miss
Knight." Cory whirled and stared angrily.

He didn't like it. Patricia was his and be-

fore he knew it he was running up the

steps and pounding on the door of her

room. He burst in.

"What are those three guys waiting

down there for?" he demanded.
"They're friends of mine," began Pat

icily. "And they are acting like gentlemen.

They aren't breaking into my room un-
announced. If you think

—

"

Cornel did the only sensible thing. He
took Patricia in his arms and kissed her.

"Patricia," he pleaded, "will you marry me
some day?"
"Cornel," answered Patricia, with the

answer she'd had ready for weeks and
weeks if the dope had only known it, "I'll

marry you any day."

They ducked down the back stairs and
her three beaus may be sitting there yet

' for all Patricia and Cornel know.
They agreed to be sensible and wait a

year.
But right away came what looked like

a good break for Cornel and Patricia,

too. Both grabbed on to a lucky tip and
both got parts in Tallulah Bankhead's new
play, "Antony and Cleopatra." It looked
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Was A Lady" for $35 a week when the

big Wilde break came. Cornel had a hunch

she shouldn't be. It wasn't too long after

her operation, but Patricia pooh-poohed

that. If she knew better she never let on.

Cornel kept plugging on Broadway, and

he got his chance by doing a good deed,

just like in the Boy Scout books.

Everyone on Broadway knew of course

about Laurence Olivier and Vivien Leigh's

production of Shakespeare's "Romeo and

Juliet." It was a main event of the theater

season, Cornel heard all the parts were

cast, so he didn't bother to join the line-up.

But one day a friend of his buttonholed

him on the street.
[(

"Say, I'm in a jam," he announced. "Im
up for the part of Paris in 'Romeo and

Juliet' and I've got to know how to fence.

Will you teach me?"
Cornel stifled his impulse to say 'What

about me for that part?" Instead he smiled,

"Sure." He took him over to the gym and

showed him how to handle a sword. When
the lessons were over the friend offered to

pay. "Forget it," said Cornel.

"Look," came back his friend, "they

haven't cast 'Tybalt' yet. Why don't you
try? Gosh, you'd be perfect."

That was a tip and Cornel didn't waste a

second hurrying over to where the play

was being cast. Olivier and Leigh were

out in Hollywood. He found every young
actor in New York hopefully lined up to

see Bob Ross, the co-director who was
casting the production.

He read the part. "We'll let you know."

He came back and read it again. "Wait."

It went on for agonizing days. "Come
back tomorrow, for sure," Bob Ross told

him at last. "I'm calling Olivier tonight

in Hollywood for an okay on you, and I'm

going to get it!" The next afternoon when
he walked in, a smile met him. "Sold!"

Cory Wilde could hardly believe it. He
rushed over to the "DuBarry" show to tell

Patricia. The stage manager met him at

the door. "Patricia's just collapsed on the

stage," he said. The thirty weeks in the

chorus had been too much. But Cornel's

news revived her. She left the show then

and snared the part of "Rosalind" in

"Romeo and Juliet" the next week. That

made it a family affair.

Laurence Olivier had no idea Cornel

Wilde could fence when he hired him by
telephone from Hollywood. But Cory
didn't hesitate to let him know it the first

time they met at rehearsals. More than

once his expert swordsmanship had paid

off. He was no longei backward about it.

"If you need any fencing taught, I can

do it," said Cornel.

"Good—you can start on me," smiled

Olivier. That added $25 a week to the

Wilde family paycheck, and they could

use it.

All through the run of "Romeo" a War-
ner scout pestered Cornel. As soon as the

show closed and Olivier sailed for England,

Cory began to listen attentively. Finally

he signed.
Cornel didn't know he was being typed

and filed when he made the tests—and -

that what they tagged him with was the

I

last thing in the world he wanted. I

In his first picture, he played the rolt

of a Mexican heavy.
Cornel was puzzled but he thought, after

all, you have to start. So he played "Men-
doza," the Mexican menace, and to this

day, Raoul Walsh, who directed the picture

calls him "The great Mendoza" whenever
he sees Cory. It didn't seem exactly the

way to start rivalling Errol Flynn's career,

but Cornel didn't catch on that he was
being groomed for a stock bit player until

his next job, "The Lady With Red Hair."

His "part" turned out to be three lines. He
had no dressing room. He didn't have a

stand-in, which was okay, but he found

out, definitely, where he stood by a little

incident that happened the first day.
]

During a lull in the shooting, hot coffee

was trundled onto the set and the actors

all gathered around for a cup. Cornel wan-
dered up for his.

"Not you," said the assistant^ director.

"What do you mean, 'not me' ?" I

"This coffee's just for the principals,"

explained the set boss. "Not bit players—!

sorry." 1

Cornel's face turned crimson. That night

he called Hallam Cooley, who was then his

agent. "What sort of a runaround am
|j

getting, anyway?" he demanded.
"Take it easy," his agent advised rimy

"Just be a good boy and do what they tell

you. You'll get ahead."

Christmas Eve, that year, came ten days

before option time. The spirit of the holi-

days filled Cory and Patricia Wilde. They

forgot the disappointments temporarily.

They were home drinking a toast to a new
season, a new future. "Something good's

bound to break," Cornel was telling him-?

self. The telephone rang about then. It

was his agent, Hal Cooley.

"Hi, Cornel," he said. "Say—can you

take it?"

"Sure," said Cornel, feeling a chunk of

ice suddenly sitting over his heart,

"What?"
"Warner's have dropped your option. But

we'll try elsewhere. Well—Merry Christ-
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"Thanks," said Cornel. "Same to you."
Cornel

r
had made one good friend at

Warners. Jerry Asher, a big hearted pub-
licity man who has helped lots of young
players over rough spots, told the Gold-
stone agency about Cornel. He took Cornel
around for an interview and Nat and
Charles Goldstone agreed that Cornel
Wilde was star stuff. But their keen eyes
caught more than talent—they saw the
anxious lines and shadows on Cornel's
face.

"What's eating you?" asked Nat. "Come
on, let's have it."

, "I'm broke," confessed Cornel. "I'll have
to get a job fast."

"You'll never get it by worrying," the
agent said. "In fact, if you worry, you'll
fluff your chances. You're on salary here—$50 a week, until you land a job—how's
that?"

It was swell with Cornel—and of course
by now the Goldstones have got their
gamble back and plenty more too; they're
still Cornel's agents. But it was six months,
to the day, before he landed that job.
In those six months, the Goldstones pro-
moted screentests with every studio in
town, and today, looking back at Cornel
Wilde's record, some of the reports are
pretty funny.
At Universal, for instance, he got

—
"Nice

looking—but too much personality." (Cor-
nel's still trying to figure that one out!)
At RKO: "His head's too small for his

body." (Cory cracked right back, "A few
good parts can fix that!") Columbia, where
he later became the hottest leading man
they'd had in years, judged him: "Good
for occasional bits and spot casting—but
he'll never play leads!" At M-G-M, "Might
be okay for heavies" (the Warner influ-
ence). The best wrong guess of all was
at Paramount, where thumbs went down
because, "he's too dark for Technicolor."
Cornel has never done anything but color
pictures since "A Song to Remember!"

last laugh . . .

Outside of his agents, only two people
reacted to the Wilde personality in all
that time, which shows you how sure-fire
the Hollywood experts are. One. Director
George Sidney, begged M-G-M to grab
Cory. Another director, Charles Vidor, had
fenced with Cornel a few times at the
Hollywood Athletic Club. He knew what
Cory had, but Columbia, Vidor's studio,
couldn't see him then for the dust. Later
Vidor had the satisfaction of "I told you
so" by directing the same Cornel Wilde in
"A Song to Remember" at Columbia. But
that's Hollywood.
When Cornel's break did come, at Twen-

tieth Century-Fox, it was surprisingly
smooth and simple—although Cornel did
everything he could to make certain it

would click. His agents lined up the test
and Cornel got an okay on his interview
with Darryl Zanuck. But they let him
choose what he wanted to read. Cornel's
mind reeled back to the day he met Pa-
tricia on the street in New York. Now it

was funny, in retrospect, romantic, cute.
He sat down at his typewriter and rat-

tled out the skit like lightning. It started
just as his romance with Patricia had
started, with the same awkward words
that were right off the cob. . . .

"Pardon me, but haven't I met you
somewhere before?"
"You certainly haven't!" Cory got lost in

his memories, took it from there and bMted
out a laugh a minute. He made the test.
That, he found out later, was what won
him his contract. Darryl Zanuck wanted
to find a new actor who was romantic,
dashing, and could handle light comedy to
boot. Cornel fitted that description like a
kid glove. When John Shelton fell ill on
the eve of "The Perfect Snob," Darryl
Zanuck ordered his new actor right into
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the lead. But trouble was ahead.

Cornel doesn't like to focus his memory
on those long months at Twentieth, before

they discovered what a star they had. It s

too painful, for various reasons. Patricia was

ill practically all of the time. She'd never

recovered from her exhaustion in New
York, and there were now other health

complications. Much of the time she was

expecting her baby daughter, Wendy, and

not having an easy time of it. Cornel raced

home anxiously at the lunch hour fixed

food, gobbled some himself and raced back.

When the set closed at six, he'd have to

market and whip up dinner.

The brightest ray in all those gray days

for Cory Wilde broke through one Wash-
ington's Birthday. That's when he got a

phone call on the set of "Wintertime,^

stuttered, "Excuse m—me—gotta go, now
and shot out the door, picture or no pic-

ture, part or no part. He called back in a

few minutes from the hospital, where he d

raced in the car with Patricia, explaining

his exit. That's the day Wendy was born.

She was more than the daughter they d

wanted and tried for years to have. Wendy
turned out to be the lucky charm of Daddy
Wilde's Hollywood career.

lucky charm . . .

Cornel and Patricia and Wendy were up

at Santa Barbara on vacation when the

long distance call came. For Patricia the

vacation was a rest-up.

"Get in your car," said Nat Goldstone,

"and hurry down here as fast as you can.

You've got a test tomorrow to play

'Chopin' in 'A Song to Remember.'

"

Cory was in his shorts, the water was

swell at the Santa Barbara Biltmore, he

was beginning to feel human again, Patricia

was perking up and Wendy, too. He had

an impulse to say "nuts" to the idea.

"Listen," he said. "Tell them if they want

to test me they can wait till I get back.

I'm tired of tests anyway." Cornel knew

that every actor in town had tested for

"Chopin," far bigger names than his.

Tested and refused. They would run him

through like a shirt through a washing

machine, say "No," and there went a swell

holiday. No thanks.

"You didn't let me finish, said Mat.

"Charles Vidor's doing the picture and

he'll shoot your test."

Cornel's heart bounced. "Thats differ-

ent'" Charles Vidor was an old fencmg

opponent at the Athletic Club. He had

always boosted Cornel's stock. Now he

did it again. At first, Columbia didn t even

want to interview Cornel Wilde for

"Chopin." "Oh yeah, we know him, they

told Vidor. "Too big and husky to be a

sick pianist." But Vidor wouldn't take no.

Whenever another star possibility flunked,

he'd suggest, "Let's test Wilde." After

the first test, Sidney Buchman, the

producer, was on Cory's side, too. It took

three more tests to cinch the verdict with

the Columbia bosses. When they did agree,

it was certainly no chore to make ar-

rangements with Darryl Zanuck for Cor-

nel He wanted Alexander Knox, a Colum-

bia star for his pet picture, "Wilson.-

Twentieth traded Cornel for Song to

Remember" and five more pictures.

no costume! . . .

He won the final "Okay" two days before

the picture started. Time was so short he

couldn't have a wardrobe made. He started

work in a rented suit from Western Cos-

tume. On opening day he had to play

a concert piece. Cornel's piano work in

the picture remains one of the greatest

achievements of manual acting in screen

history. It was "faking," but expert faking.

Jose Itui-bi actually played the melodies,

but Cornel's fingers hit the right keys at

the right time, in the right way. There



were no deceptive "cuts," no shots over
his back, no switch to "double" hands on.

In fact, Cornel was so close to his part
for so long that he had no idea what to
expect the night he drove with Patricia to
Pomona for the first sneak preview. He
was nervous as a racehorse and to make
matters worse, they got off to a late start,
so he had to drive like the wind all the
way. By the time they covered the fifty
miles from Hollywood, the theater was
crammed. Cornel and Patricia climbed up
to the second balcony, in the last row. They
craned their necks and looked down just
as the title sheet flashed on the screen,
"Starring CORNEL WILDE." It actually
said it, in large white letters. Cory gripped
Pat's hand. He didn't let go all through
the picture.
And of all the tributes that poured in to

convince Cornel Wilde that he was a star
at last, 'the one he treasures most came
from his critical father. "I'm proud of
you," it read. "For the first time in a pic-
ture I have no fault to find with my son."
But an even bigger thrill to make Cory

Wilde's happiness complete came the day
Darryl Zanuck saw Pat with Cornel in
Ciro's and told her, "You can test for a
contract whenever you want." For a while
Pat felt that Wendy was too young but
now things are different. And with Darryl
Zanuck hunting a story to co-star them

—

well, how happy can you get?
The other night Cornel came home loaded

with gaudy travel folders. "It's all ar-
ranged," he told Pat, plopping them down
on the coffee table. "S-h-h-h," he shushed,
when she started to speak. "No back talk.
Here's the ticket on the Matson Line and
here are the hotel reservations at the
Royal Hawaiian. Here's a check for a new
tropical outfit, and here," he unloaded the
other arm, "are two dozen American beau-
ties for my beautiful bride. We leave in
-the spring when it's fit and proper to take
a second honeymoon."
Pat sighed. "It all sounds too perfect,"

she said. "But I know you. Wha't if an-
other picture comes up along about then?"
"Then they'll just have to make it in

Hawaii," said Cornel. "Nothing's going to
stop our honeymoon. After all you've been
through you deserve it!"

"So do you," said Pat softly. "After what
you've been through."

I think anyone who knows Cornel Wilde
would agree with that, and as his wife,
Pat says—she knows him, best of all.
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THANKSGIVING FOR JEANNE

(Continued from page 33)

with it, a little more self-confidence. By
the end of the year she had her own group

•of intimates, and the thought of leaving

them and the school and Sister Mary Miles

struck terror to her heart. Especially to

go to a huge impersonal place like Ingle-

wood High, with 2,500 students and half

of them boys.

Mother was torn between wanting them

to stay at St. Mary's, and being fair to

Father. He was proud of his girls, and it

seemed his just due to have them at Ingle-

wood. There was also the question of fees

at St. Mary's. -

"But if I win a scholarship, Father,

Jeanne pleaded. •

He didn't say yes and he didn't say no.

It was sort of left hanging. But even a

slim hope was enough for Jeanne. Her

grades had always been good. Now she

flung herself into her work with a passion.

This was a crisis in her life. She had to

stay at St. Mary's.
And stay she did. Whether it was the

scholarship (which of course she won) or

the intensity of her feeling, didn't much
matter. It was probably a combination of

the two that made Father yield—at least

for the time being. Jeanne was a fresh-

man, a soph and a junior at St. Mary's.

Then the blow fell. Not as a surprise, of

course. She'd seen it coming, yet hoped

against hope that something might happen

to keep it from coming. She argued, but

all the arguments had been used up long

ago. She wept—not as a persuasive meas-

ure but because she couldn't help it. She

prayed her young heart out, she and Rita

both. Poor Rita would have to give up

three years at St. Mary's. It wasn't that

they couldn't see Father's side—they could

—and this should have lessened the an-

guish, but somehow it didn't

Mother finally said: "I thought perhaps

your father could be won over, but he

can't be
—

"

Sister Mary Miles said: "Your parents

are your instructors, Jeanne. You're bound

to take what they give you with a good

heart—" ,

Father said: "It's only one year out oi

all your school years
—

" n
"But the most important one, Father—
The year to which all the others had

led. A misty faraway goal at first—because

when you were little, seniors were crea-

tures so shining and splendid, it didn't

seem possible you could ever be one. As

you grew older, the radiance changed

Without dimming. And now that it lay

within your grasp, to see it go glimmering!

—the senior play and the senior prom and

graduating with your class among people

you knew and loved. ...

When school closed that year, her chums

didn't know that Jeanne wasn't coming

back. She couldn't bear to tell them. Be-

sides, the summer was long. And even

though she knew there was no more hope,

hope continued to flicker—faint, forlorn

and illogical—somewhere down m the

depths of her desolation

—

Till the day Mother said: "Well, wed
better start shopping for your school

clothes, girls
—

"

no more uniforms . . .

They looked at her, at each other, and

burst into tears. Red-eyed, they accom-

panied her to the shops. Blue skirts and

white blouses, sweaters and scarlet jackets

and bobbysocks. Mother tried to inject

some life into the proceedings—

"Do you like the color, dear?"

"Yes, it's all right—"



Its child! play. .

.

"Maybe you'd rather try something
else
—

"

"No, it doesn't matter
—

"

Nothing mattered. They have given all

the colors in the rainbow for the dear
black uniform and stiff white collar of St.

Mary's . . .

Just before school started, Jeanne went
to see Sister Mary Miles. How strange
it felt, walking through the gate in sweater
and skirt and bobbysocks. But Sister didn't

seem to find it strange at all. "That looks
like a very nice outfit for school," she said.

Jeanne felt the tears rising again, and bit

them back. She'd cried enough. What good
did it do to cry—

?

life's gifts . . .

Sister Mary Miles was smiling at her.

"You'll find compensation, Jeanne. When
they come, don't fight them. Take thank-
fully whatever gifts life brings you—

"

The first day at Inglewood was as awful
as she'd thought it would be. People
swarming around, noise beating on your
ears. Everyone seemed to know everyone
else but Jeanne. If she was shy at St.

Mary's, she was paralyzed here. To cap the
climax, a dreadful thing happened

—

When the bell rang at St. Mary's, it

meant prayers. At Inglewood, it just

meant that you changed classes. But the

habit of seven years was strong on Jeanne,
and at the sound of the bell she slipped

to her knees. It took her only a second
to realize her blunder, and nobody indi-

cated by so much as a look or sign that

they'd noticed. But she went through the

rest of the day, shaken and heartsick.

Day followed day. She took each as it

came and tried not to think ahead, not to

draw contrasts or keep dreaming of how
it would have been at St. Mary's. Just
when the darkness began to lift she
couldn't have said. But one day she found
herself laughing with another girl, and one
evening she found herself at a football

game. The school had a fine team that

year. At first she'd been inclined to feel

that nothing they hadn't done at St. Mary's
could be fun, but she had to admit in all

candor that the game was fun.

shy boy meets shy girl . . .

One of the girls came up with a boy and
introduced him. He was on the tean> and
he was also in her geometry class but
they'd never talked. Now he sat down

—

"I've been noticing you for a long time,"

he said.

"Have you—?" In the matter of small
talk, Jeanne hadn't improved much.
He blushed. That was funny. -Maybe he

was shy too, a thought which made her
feel suddenly less so. "I—I think your
hair's so pretty. You don't wear it like

most of the girls
—

"

"No, I wear it longer. It's not very
stylish—"

"Then I guess I like it unstylish
—

" They
both smiled. ''Look, would you—I mean,
I'd like to take you to the next game—

"

She had no brothers, and boys had never
been part of her everyday life. Those she'd

met at dances had been very polite. Com-
pared with them, the average high school

boy had struck her as pretty rough-and-
ready. Now she got to know him. She
found he was more casual than those she'd

been used to, but awfully nice.

Then another nice thing happened.
Every year the boys chose their composite
ideal girl who was glorified in the school
paper. She'd have this one's eyes and the
other one's complexion and somebody
else's mouth. That year she had Jeanne
Grain's hair and Jeanne Crain's practice

of using no make-up. Jeanne was the only
girl in her class who didn't use it and,

strangely enough, the boys approved . . .

But what really took her breath away
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Unlimited tests made through

wartime research have made
possible the discovery of the

new, amazing "Nail Grow."

Designed to make and keep

AU types of nails beautiful,

"Nail Grow" is a favorite

among Hollywood stars. It is

on easy-to-apply liquid that

will make your nails long,

pliable and strong. Just take

60 seconds to apply around

the nail base nightly. Does
not affect polish.

NAIL GROW
$1.20 (includes tox and postage)

Moil orders promptly lilled.

Q-T-KAL COMPANY, INC
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MOVIE STAR PHOTOS
Large Size (5x7)

ONLY 10c EACH
All the latest Stars & Poses

Direct from Hollywood

SPECIAL OFFER

15 for $1.00
FREE—List decorated with

MOVIE STARS mailed with

each order—FREE
HOLLYWOOD SCREEN

EXCHANGE
Box 1 150. Dept. 1-2

Hollywood 28. Calif- U.S.A.
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PERSONALIZED
PURSE ACCESSORIES

GLAMOURIZE your
purse with these

matched accessories;
Genuine Leather. Hand-
stitched. All with zippers.

Colorful Cosmetic Bag,
$2.35; Wallet with safety

fastener, holds 8 photos,

$3.35; Cigarette Case (or

Change Purse) at $1.35.

Colors: Black with red

trim ;redwith black; navy
with red ; black with gold

;

beige with green or brown
with green. Your first

name or initials appliqued
in contrasting color.

Zipper change purse may be substituted for cigarette case.

Mention colors and first name or initials.

3-piece set $6.95. We pay fed. fax & postage
Mail orders fi/Jed. Send cheek or money order.

CROWN CRAFT PRODUCTS
246 Fifth Ave. (Dept. 2812) New York 1. N. Y.

was being put up as one of the forty candi-

dates for Grid Queen. If you've gone to a

co-ed highschool, you know what being

Grid Queen means. So far that year, Ingle-

wood High was unbeaten, which made the

prospect even more alluring. When the

names were called at a student body as-

sembly and Jeanne heard her own, she

just didn't believe it. Each of the forty had
to get up and walk across the stage, which
would have been pretty embarrassing nor-

mally, only Jeanne was too numb with
amazement even to quake. All she could

think was, how nice of them when they

hardly knew her—

!

Next thing, she was having her picture

taken. It went up with thirty-nine others

on the bulletin board, and parties swung
into action

—

"I don't have a chance," said Jeanne,

"I'm not the type
—

" And it wasn't false

modesty. She truly didn't think she fitted

the pattern of the ideal sweetheart of the

football team

—

"Time will tell," said Rita, who'd sud-
denly grown very mysterious and seemed
to know a lot about what went on behind

campaigning . . .

Anyway, of the eight or ten names that

promptly pulled into the lead, Jeanne's

was one, and for two weeks everybody
lost their minds. Rita and Ray, Jeanne's

beau on the team, managed the campaign
for her and electioneered like mad

—

organized get-out-the-vote squads and
tried to find out what their rivals had
up their sleeves—had cards printed with

JEANNE CRAIN FOR GRID QUEEN and
went around snapping them on people's

lapels—sent up Jeanne Crain balloons and
hung Jeanne Crain posters from the bal-

conies at noon. Five times a day Rita can-

vassed the school, and night after night

had her cohorts up at the house to report

—

"Now," moaned Mother, "I know what
the Roosevelts go through

—

"

In the end it boiled down to a race be-

tween Jeanne and one other. All hands
on both sides redoubled their efforts.

Though in a sense the battle raged around
her, Jeanne was thankful that she herself

could stay in the background. It wasn't

like the scholarship, or like trying out for

a play. That depended on your own efforts

and. capability. This depended on other

people. All you could do was sit back and
wait . . ;

Evenings, when the crowd came up for

their pep sessions, Jeanne would slip over

next door to help Auntie Bee with the

holiday decorations. They painted place-

cards with pumpkins, and made little

fluted paper cups to hold sugar walnuts.

They worked on the scene for the buffet.

It was "Over the River and Through the

Woods" this year—cotton batting snow
sparkling with mica, and the crowded
sleigh gliding over it, and off in the dis-

tance a lighted house, with Grandmother
in her cap standing at the open doorway
and Grandfather looking over her shoul-

der. Once that was finished, they'd start

on the table centerpiece of autumn leaves

and a cornucopia spilling 'out goodies like

turkeys whose bodies were made of sugar

doughnuts, with toothpicks for legs and a

pair of gumdrops for shoes . . .

In this atmosphere of peace and good
cheer, Jeanne relaxed. When she'd taken

care of the cookies and cokes at home,
Mother'd come over and they'd all talk

about everything but Grid Week—about

how many they'd have at table this year

—

' about Uncle Hugh and his family who
were coming from the east. About whether
to have a goose for a change, or a big ham.
The discussion went forward just as vigor-

ously as if they didn't all know how it

was going to end

—

With Mom saying: "Thanksgiving means



turkey. Let's get the biggest gobbler we
can find

—
" And somehow they always did.

Every year's turkey was always bigger
than last year's.

Maybe just before they left, Dad—who'd
been born in Ireland and dearly loved to

tease—would look up at his granddaughter
over the top of his paper. "When's this

off-year election I've been hearing rumors
about?"
And Mom would come back at him: "As

if you didn't know it was Friday, and you
on worse tenterhooks than anyone else

—

"

And Jeanne would laugh softly and kiss

them both goodnight.

will power . . .

On Friday she couldn't shake the dust
of school from her feet fast enough. Rita
and Ray were going to wait for the returns.

The very thought of waiting with them
gave Jeanne the shudders. Win or lose,

she couldn't face the ordeal.

Hurrying home, she kept telling herself:

"It's not really important. If you'd stayed
at St. Mary's, none of this would have hap-
pened, and it wouldn't have made any
difference to you who was elected Grid
Queen at Inglewood High—" But of course
she wanted to win. Any girl would

—

In her room she picked up a book. "I

won't look at the clock till I've read this

much—that'll take half an hour—" Next
time she looked at the clock, it was five

minutes later. Mother stuck her head in

once or twice, but didn't say much— "What
time did they think they'd be back?"
"Around five, they thought, but you

never can tell
—

"

It was 5:30 when she heard them come
up the drive, and met them halfway in the
living room. One look at their faces, and
she knew. They were two of the longest
faces she'd ever seen. "Well, it's too bad—

"

murmured Ray. Rita didn't say a word.
Jeanne's head went up. She'd be gallant

or die in the attempt. "Don't mind so
much. It's not the end of the world. Some-
body had to lose

—
" The speech sounded

all right, but her voice didn't. If only Ray
would go—then she could cry first and be
gallant later

—

Suddenly Rita's arms went around her.
"I think we're horrible, Ray, and I can't
stand it. Darling, you won—!"

"Well, which is it?" asked Mother, who'd
had about all she could take

—

flat joke . . .

She'd won. The gag had seemed a good
idea on the way home, but after the first

minute it began to look sick. . . . The rest
of the evening was a gay but confusing
patchwork of phone calls and congratula-
tions and kids dropping in to celebrate and
general excitement, with the family sort
of beaming around in the background. One
of the girls, who'd been a princess last

year, was describing the big event.
"—Then the football captain hands you
this enormous bouquet—

"

Auntie Bee pricked up her ears. "There's
an idea. What say we skip the cornucopia
and use the bouquet for a Thanksgiving
centerpiece? With Her Majesty's permis-
sion, that is

—

"

"Oh, that would be wonderful—" Then
Her Majesty's jaw dropped. "But suppose
they don't give me any—!"

But of course they did. A little smile
touched Jeanne's lips as she lay in the
swing, dreaming the whole thing over
again. The football field at night, and the
first half over. You in your ivory gown
and long-trained robe of gold, waiting for
the signal. The hush that fell over the
crowd as you stepped out, and started
slowly down the field toward the throne.
The prayer that your pounding heart
wouldn't suffocate you before you got
there. The mist in front of your eyes that
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Distress of his cold is

relieved as he sleeps

Let this picture remind you that

i tonight you can relieve distress

of your little one's cold

even while he sleeps!. .

.

with nothing to swallow

...and nothing to upset

his delicate stomach.

What you do is rub warming
Vicks VapoRub on throat, chest and

back at bedtime. Even as you rub it

Used by 88 out of 100 Mothers

in Rochester

In a special door-to-door survey in Roches-

ter, N.Y—a typical American city—88 out

of every 100 mothers called on said they

use Vicks VapoRub whenever their chil-

dren catch cold. So benefit from their ex-

perience . . . and when anyone in your

family catches cold, rub on Vicks
VapoRub. When you see what grand re-

lief it brings you'll understand why most

mothers always use Vicks VapoRub!

on, VapoRub starts right to work to

relieve distress.

IT PENETRATES to upper bronchial

tubes with special medicinal v apors.

IT STIMULATES chest and back sur-

faces like a nice warming poultice.

And . . . VapoRub keeps up this

special penetrating-stimulating ac-

tion for hours to bring relief while

the child sleeps. Often by morning

most distress of the cold is gone.

Remember. . . only VapoRub gives

this special penetrating-stimulating

action. So be sure you get the one

and only Vicks VapoRub.

Best-Known Home Remedy You Can Use

to Relieve Distress of Colds.

100

suddenly cleared when you thought of

your family watching, a thought that sent

your head a little higher . . .

The princesses grouped round the

throne. The crownbearer with the crown
on its satin cushion. The student body
president lifting it and placing it on your
head—"I crown thee Grid Queen—" The
roar that went up. The truly enormous
sheaf of golden flowers laid in your arm,
and the captain of the team leading you
to the throne. The girls—just like ladies-

in-waiting in a storybook—arranging your
train as you sat down. Six football huskies
lifting the throne with you on it, and the
dizzying sensation as they carried you to

the fifty-yard line, and the sense of relief

when they set you down.
It was funny when you came to think

of it—Jeanne the timid, Jeanne the

scaredycat, sharing the spotlight with In-

glewood's unbeaten team. And liking it!

Being dazzled and exhilarated by it— ! A
thought shot through her head—the same
thought she'd had on the way home last

Friday, but now it came barbed with pain.

If she'd stayed at St. Mary's, none of this

would have happened, and here she was
being glad it had happened. Did that make
her disloyal? Suppose she'd known in

advance—how would she have chosen—

?

Then she heard the voice of Sister Mary
Miles. "You'll find compensations. Don't
fight them. Take thankfully whatever
happy gifts life brings you

—

"

Her heart lightened. There were no
questions to answer. The choice had been
made for her. She'd always known that

Sister Mary Miles must be right. But now
she'd learned the lesson for herself.

"TILL THE CLOUDS ROLL BY"
(PRODUCTION)

(Continued on page 57)

ganization made up of former Flying

Tigers who now have an express service

which drops items by parachute, to be

on the receiving end of their first cargo

to be dropped at San Francisco. As a re-

ward, they also dropped for her a com-
plete set of sterling silver. June lived in

terror that their aim would be so accurate

that the sterling silver would hit her

directly in the face. . . . After the picture

was finished, Bob Walker and Dorothy
Patrick were called back for a re-take on

a love scene. The original version had
been too torrid to pass censorship. . . . One
of the love scenes between Bob and Doro-
thy took place on location at Talloc Knolls,

near the Santa Anita race track, and was
continually spoiled by interruptions from

Joe Hernandez, announcing the races from

over the hill. "I love you, darling," Bob
would say, and then Joe's voice came
floating over and onto the sound track:

"It's Honeymoon in front by three lengths,

Please Me on the rail—and here comes

Bold Impulse". . . . For one of her dance

scenes, June Allyson was given her choice

of dainty toe rubbers or galoshes, and
naturally chose the more flattering toe

rubbers. When she found that she had to

dance in a downpour, for which five

thousand gallons of water were used, she

hastily changed her mind. . . . The deluge

promptly turned June's hair into doll-like

curls-, and the solution for keeping her

hair in place was finally found in the light

chemical spray used by Esther Williams

in swimming scenes. . . . Kathryn Grayson

had personal problems during the shooting

of the film when Throckmorton, her St.

Bernard dog, wandered onto a golf course

and proceeded to swallow a few golf balls.

He landed in a dog hospital where the

golf balls were finally recovered.



HAPPINESS -TAYLOR MADE
(Continued from page 59)

with his suspenders hanging and his hands
full of cuff links and collar buttons. "I

distinctly remember—

"

"Had is right," Bob muttered, from the
dresser. "I've got it on."

'"Hey listen. ."

"With one clean shirt between us," said
Bob solemnly, "I would remind you whose
wife is arriving tonight. You can darned
well keep your blouse on."

"If you weren't my best friend ..."
"There you have it," said Bob equably.

"What are best friends for?"
"Imagine the Old Man splurgin' like

this. Good Lord, the food at Antoine's

—

and me with ulcers. You're sure you told
the Queen all she ought to know about
Navy protocol? I'd hate to have anything
go wrong."
"Nothing will go wrong. Remember your

ulcers and stop worrying. And for Pete's
sake, let's get going!"
They got going. They made the station

just as the train pulled in. They made
Antoine's just as Admiral Hardison ar-
rived. Bob had a cocktail before dinner

—

one—Barbara had water, and Paul had
milk, as prescribed by his physician. Then,
in Paul's car, the three of them set out
for the theater where they would meet the
rest of the party for the screening.

Or, anyway, that was the idea. On Canal
Street, Paul, who was driving, stopped at a
red light. When it turned green he dis-
covered the motor had died. He tromped
hard on the starter and accelerator.
"Mmpf," said the motor.
Horns, in a typical New Orleans temper,

sounded behind them. Two red lights
came and went, and now the horns were a
swelling cacophony, and a burly police-
man was trotting in their direction from
the intersection. Just as he reached the car
the motor coughed and began purring; the
green signal flashed on; Paul nervously
shifted into low.

Get that heap out of heah," bellowed
the cop, "or Ah'll run you in!"
This was too much. Paul, his ulcers

shrieking and his face aglow with right-
eous fury, said, "Listen, you—" and pro-
ceeded, in succinct sentences, to tell the
fellow off. That did it.

"You," said the cop, "are under arrest."
And blew his whistle. A reinforcement
cop responded. Recognizing the insignia
of the lt-commander and the lieutenant,
he directed the arresting officer to take
his arrestees to the Shore Patrol. He did.

TERESA WRIGHT, STARRING IN THE SAMUEL GOLDWYN PRODUCTION,
"THE BEST YEARS OF OUR LIVES"

SAW IT HAPPEN
As Gene Kelly

stepped out of a
theater in New
York, fans rushed
to mob him. A few
minutes later, a
policeman came
over and tried to
extricate Gene
from the throng of
boys and girls
surrounding him.
One young miss,

who looked like a typical bobbysoxer,
persisted in hanging onto Gene's arm'.
''Now see here, miss," yelled the po-
liceman, "get along now and leave
Mr. Kelly alone!" "You leave her
alone!" cried Gene indignantly. "Thafs
my wife!"

Barbara Bernstein
Lawrence, N. Y.

herHands are Little Loves
DELICIOUS-SOFT HANDS for you, too, with
Teresa Wright's hand care—Jergens Lotion.

Stars in Hollywood use Jergens Lotion, 7 to I

MORE EFFECTIVE THAN EVER, NOW. Using wartime
discoveries in skin-care, Jergens scientists
now make your Jergens Lotion even finer.

Women say—

"

Makes hands even smoother .

softer;" "Protects longer ."

Naturally—this postwar Jergens Lotion brings
you the 2 special ingredients many doctors use
for effective skin-smoothing help. Still
10£ to |1.00 (plus tax). None of that
oiliness ; no annoying stickiness.

For the Softest, Adorable Hands, use

JERGENS LOTION
Mail coupon now (paste on penny postcard, if you wish)

oTree: GENEROUS SAMPLE of this even-more-effective Jergens Lotion.

Box 27, Cincinnati 14, Ohio. Please send free sample of even-finer Jergens Lotion.

( Print name, address plainly . . . Sorry, offer good in U. S. A. only.

)

Name Address .

City State
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Swish on this glamourizing lotion

make-up base and see the film

of camera-clear loveliness it

forms, glorifying your complex-

ion. Dab it on your neck and

shoulders, too . . . NOW, look

into your mirror . . . you'll pass

the examination with an A plus!

FORMULA 301
Powder Base and Complexion Beautiiier

Conceals tiny lines and minor blemishes effectively

ANTISEPTIC • ASTRINGENT • PROTECTIVE

ol^lZi 39c • $1.00 • $1.50
At all Ten Cent Stores — Trial Sizes 10c and 20c

If unavailable in your locality, order from us.

10c . 20c 39c $1.00 $1.50
(Add 20% tax) 4
Name ."

Address

City * State
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BEAUTIFUL
FINGERNAILS

Don't be embarrassed by
short, broken, thin nails. It's

so easy to cover unsightly
nails with NU-NAILS. Applied
in a jiffy, they bring you long,
lovely nails that everyone ad-
mires.Can beworn any length
and polished any shad e. Help you
overcome nail biting habit. Set of
10 only 20c at all 5c- 10c stores.

Nil NAII Q ARTIFICIAL
llU-RlHILOFINGERNAILS

5251 West Harrison Street

Dept. 15-S Chicago 44, Illinois
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5Qg Artistic pins, rings and emblems.
Finest quality. Reasonable prices

Jrom 30c up. Write today. Dept. Z,

Metal Arts Co., Rochester, N. Y.

BUNIONS
Enlarged or Tender Joints,

Get Doctor's Quick Relief

Stop suffering! Protect your painful or tender

Dr. Scholl's Zino-
pads. You'll marvel

how instantly they
lift pressure on the
sensitive spot. Get a
box today and en-

joy real relief. Cost
but a trifle. J
D-
rSchollsZino-pads

"Bob," said Paul unhappily, "you and
Barbara go on. Get a cab or something.

The Admiral would never understand—

"

Barbara had her hands on her hips, and
was standing with her feet a little distance

apart. A wisp of hair had slipped over one
eye, and through it she was peering

at the cop. "Bob goes on alone," she said.

"I have work to do here."

The picture of misery, Lt. Taylor strode

out. At the theater he said to the Admiral,
"Flat tire, sir. They'll be along in a few
minutes. I came ahead so you wouldn't
hold up the screening."
"These things will happen, my boy,"

said the Old Man.

a new cosmetic . . .

Barbara and Paul reached the theater

and started down the aisle just as "The
End" flashed on the screen. Doing an
about-face, they joined the Admiral and
his party in the lobby. "We only missed
a few minutes of it, Admiral," she told

him, in her blandest voice; she had a very
high color, he noticed, and a glitter in her
eye which he had not noticed at dinner.

Very becoming.
Later, at a further party which the Ad-

miral had decided was in order, Bob, Bar-
bara and Paul managed a moment alone

in a hallway. "Okay, let's have it," Bob
said, and Paul began to laugh.

"What a woman!" he said. "The Queen
was wonderful, and I'm cured of at least

one of my ulcers. Barbara talked to those

guys in their own language, and when she
got through we had official apologies from
the inspector and even the Chief of Police.

They wanted to know if we would prefer
charges against the cop for false arrest

—

he'd booked us for drunken driving and
disturbing the peace—but Barbara got
soft-hearted."

"Well, good heavens," Barbara said,

"he's already had several serious com-
plaints against him. This would have
ruined his career on the police force." She
yawned. "It's after two. The train was ex-
hausting, and I can't say this has been a
restful evening. Let's go. I'll just say good-
night to the Admiral . .

."

"Come back here!" shouted Bob and
Paul, with one voice. "You can't leave 'til

the Admiral does. None of us can. It's

Navy etiquette."

"But he's so full of pep," Barbara pro-
tested. "He may decide to stay up all

night."

"Then we stay up all night."

They got home at 5:30.

"Bob," said Barbara to Paul the next
day, while waiting for Bob at dinner, "has
written me so many reams of letters men-
tioning your name that I should know all

about you. But you know how men write
letters—all I really found out was that you
are the swellest guy in the world, that you
were the top man in picture exhibition

circles before you went in the Navy in

1942, that you've promised Bob to come to

Hollywood and have a shot at the game
when the war's over, and that you and he
are room-mates. We've got about half an
hour before he gets here. Why don't you
shed a little light, Commander?"
Paul gave the menu a despairing glance,

noting particularly such items as bouilla-

baise and frogs' legs Creole, then reached
for his glass of milk. "It started in 1943,"

he said. "I'd heard Bob was joining up
and knew at once he'd be perfect for a job
I had in mind, so I put in a request for

him.
"They told me he'd have to finish his

flight training first, so I had to wait. I

don't suppose he ever told you this, but he
was graduated third in a class of 157 men."

"No," Barbara said, "he never told me."
"Well, when he was finally sent to me

at the Navy's Plight Instructors School, he
was assigned three collateral jobs, all going

at once: Making flight training pictures!

broadcasting on a radio show; and on top
of that, flight instructor. He lectures mag-
nificently. He has patience—and he knows
people."
"When does he have time for flying?"

"The Navy takes care of that, ma'am."
Paul paused for a moment.

"It's sweet to be talking to you, Queen.
It was a big disappointment when you
were sick and couldn't make it down for

the Lieutenant's graduation. That's the

only time I ever saw him really excited.

He hardly ever gripes otherwise. Except
when he wanted overseas duty and the
Navy felt he was more valuable as an
instructor. He's one of the finest, you
know. Sure, he's a swell flyer, but plenty
of swell flyers don't make good as in-

structors. Bob's a perfectionist. And calm.
His students love him."
"You know him pretty well now, PauL

don't you?" Barbara asked.
"Honey, we've worked, played, griped

and laughed together. You know a guy
then—or never. Bob's worst fault is that
he underestimates himself."

"I know," admitted Barbara. "The Tay-
lor modesty is solid. I'm afraid Bob's
always going to be the quiet, solid citizen

type—and what's wrong with that?"
"Not a thing," said Paul. "Why do I go

on talking? I haven't told you anything
about Bob you don't already know—

"

"Except what a friend he's made—

"

"Who? Me?"
"That's the Short of it, sir!" grinned

Barbara.
It was late summer, 1946, and the Robert

Taylors were fairly well settled—albeit

grudgingly—in the small Beverly Hills

house Barbara and her son, Anthony
(Skip) Stanwyck, and Uncle Buck, her
godfather, had occupied during Bob's ab-
sence. Only the day before, the real estate

broker who was supposed to have dis-

covered a house of decent size and condi-
tion for them had relayed its asking price:

Just double what it could conceivably be
worth.
Which took care of that.

This was breakfast. It was early, eight

in the morning, because of the intermin-
able list of activities scheduled for the

weekend. Barbara, Bob, Skip and Uncle
Buck sat (somewhat glumly, except for

Skip, who at 14 is perpetually ebullient)

waiting for the coffee to perk.

both feet on the ground . . .

"I thought Paul was coming to break-
fast," Bob said. "He told me last night

—

"

"Breakfast for Paul means ten, on week-
ends," Barbara said. "Particularly now
that he's well again."
"You busy today?"
Cautiously: "Why?"
"I'm going to do some flying. Thought

you might like to come along. I know air-

planes scare you to death, but it's a beau-
tiful day and I'll take it easy, and we can
fly over the city."

"But I went flying with you once."

"Ah!" said Mr. Taylor.

"And besides, the town will look just

the same. I'm going to spend the morning,
if possible, catching up on my reading.

Why don't you take "The Lowells and
Their Seven Worlds,' which I know darned
well you haven't read yet, and join me?"
Two small horns sprouted readily from

either side of Bob's forehead. "I've read
a book," he announced. "What would it be
but pages with a lot of printing?"

"Mother," said Skip, "you've upset your
coffee."

"Skip," Barbara said suddenly, "have
you finished your packing? And what
about the laundry tags on your linens?"

There was a prolonged silence.

"I thought so," said Barbara. "Well, that

settles that. I pack Skip for school, and



fasten on laundry tags. You go flying."
'"No;" Bob said, "if you're really stuck

for the day I'll go to Lancaster and bag
some doves. I don't like that plane too
much anyway—especially for flying alone.
Just wait till I get my new Beechcraft!"
Barbara shuddered, "Man. in my firm

belief, is not yet ready to fly." She picked
up the "Hollywood Reporter" and held it

pointedly before her face. A moment later
she gave a little exclamation. "Have you
seen this, about Dickie Moore?"

"He's a young man now, isn't he? What'd
he do, get married?"

remember dickie moore? . . .

"He's in the Sawtelle Veterans Hospital
with paralysis, from some obscure bug he
picked up in Saipan. That sweet kid. I've

loved him ever since he played my son in
'So Big.' Twenty years old and paralyzed."
"Aw, that's rotten."
"I can go to see him this afternoon. And

send some stuff over "

An hour later, after Bob had gone and
Uncle Buck had left to walk down to the
drug store for cigarettes and Barbara and
Skip were deep in a pile of underclothes
in his room, the maid came to announce
Mr. Paul Short's arrival. Leaving Skip
looking vague among his open suitcases,

Barbara trotted downstairs.
"It's been ages," she said reproachfully.

"Where've you been?"
"I was over here for dinner night before

last," he reminded her. The maid brought
him his breakfast on a tray, and he lifted

a piece of toast, holding it suspended half-
way to his mouth while he listened. "What
in heaven's name is that?"

"It's Dinky, that French poodle Bob gave
me when he came back. Dinky has very
definite ideas about people. He decided
to tolerate me, but he gave his heart to
Uncle Buck—and now whenever Uncle
Buck leaves the house. Dinky sits down
and shrieks with anguish until he comes
back. The neighbors tell me it's getting
to be more than they can bear."

"I should think it would be. You never
told me much about Uncle Buck. Is he
really your uncle? He's such a sprightly
and dapper fellow—always reminds me of
half a dancing team."

''And you're so right. He used to be.'

Buck Mack, remember? He's actually my
godfather, but he's dearer to us than most
relatives could possibly be. He's 'show
folks,' with a heart bigger than he is, and
he saw me through that whole bad time
while Bob was gone."

"It was for him you built that suite
onto the garage, then?"
"Yes—when it began to look as if we

couldn't get a house for love nor money.
My hat, we could almost have built one
for what that room cost—the silly little

crackerbox was $4,500!"

"The maid said Bob had gone dove hunt-
ing, and you were going out to Sawtelle."
Barbara's eyes clouded. "Will you drive

me out?"
"If you'll have roast beef for dinner."
Barbara put her head back and hooted

with laughter. It was the perfect family
joke: The Taylors have almost never had
any other meat except roast beef—unless
it was unavailable—for dinner in their
entire married life.

By seven that evening, with the prime
ribs tucked away and the perpetual gag
quart of ice cream delivered to Paul for
dessert, in reminder of the ulcers he once
had, the Taylors and their favorite guest
were on their way to Metro for a private
preview. Again, this was routine. When
neither Bob nor Barbara had to get up
early in the morning, the evening was pre-
scribed: A movie, either at his studio or
hers.

Now, driving to Culver City, all three
were silent, for a change. Bob was relaxed

\ (SUIVEZ-MOI)
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from his day in the sun and wind; Paul
knew that Barbara had something on her
mind, and was respectfully silent.

She had been with Dickie Moore that

afternoon. She had sent candy and a note
to him first, explaining that she wanted to

drop by; and later she had walked into the

forbidding hospital cheerfully, rehearsing

a gay greeting.

Then she'd seen Dickie, very hand-
some, with the most fantastic eyes she

could remember seeing in years. And he
had very carefully advanced to meet her,

saying, "I can walk, Miss Stanwyck."
There had been the moment when, after

a photographer came up and asked if she

would pose with him, she had put on her

best movie-star smile; and the photog-
rapher had said, "Smile too, will you
Dick?"
And he had tried, and it hadn't worked.
"I'm sorry," Dickie had said

—

"Did you have a nice afternoon with

Dickie Moore?" Bob asked now, his eyes

on the road ahead.
After a moment Barbara said, "I'll tell

you about it some time."

Charles Trenet was opening at Ciro's,

and one had to hear Trenet. So on this par-

ticular Sunday night the Taylors, Paul
Short and Helen Ferguson, another family

friend, went to Ciro's, and for the occasion

Barbara had dressed.

She had chosen a sleek, deliberately se-

ductive Schiaparelli original, with jewels

and furs, and an up-swept hairdo that

banked sharply over one ear and went
capricious over the other.

There was something about her. . . .

Helen Ferguson, who is an enormously
sensitive woman, waited until both Bob
and Paul had excused themselves and gone
to talk for a moment at a table where sat

an old friend from the Navy. Then she

said, "Skip left today, didn't he?"
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"I drove him out to Pomona. It's that

famous Webb school, you know—very

rugged, and so on, but wonderful scholas-

tically. And they turn out real men."
The lights went out except for a pale

blue spot, which wavered onto the floor,

caught M. Trenet, and made his somewhat
bulging eyes appear to swim with senti-

ment. He began to sing.

"Pomona isn't far," said Helen.

Five neighboring voices said, "Shhh!"
"But the rule is that new students have

no visitors for seven weeks," Barbara ex-

plained. "Matter of adjustment.''

"Shhhh!"
Barbara lowered her voice to a whisper.

"I've been thinking of the other evening,

when he decided to beau us both to the

Beverly Hills Club. Remember how we
kept calling him 'Mr. Stanwyck,' and he
kept saying, 'Gosh, no celebrities?' And

how big-eyed he got when Joan Bennett
and Ginger Rogers came in?"

"Did you ever get copies of those photos
the boys took as we were getting out of

the car?"
"Dozens. Skip gave them to all his

friends. I had just stuck my foot down
over the running board, you remember,
and if I ever saw cheesecake— So what
does my adoring child say to everyone?
'Get a load of Mom's gams,' he says."

"Who was the man who asked you if you
really wanted to be photographed with a
son who looked like Van Johnson and was
taller than you?"

"I don't remember, but I said a couple
of words to him."

"I can imagine."
M. Trenet finished his final encore, and

went away, and the lights came up. Helen
looked at Barbara, and looked quickly
away again. "Don't cry here, in front of

everybody," she said.

"I'm not. But—today at the school, in

his room, while I was unpacking his bags
and hanging things up, he looked so little.

Until suddenly I wished that instead of

fixing him for his first year away at board-
ing school, I were pinning a diaper on him.

"And if you laugh," she added furiously,

"I won't answer for the consequences."
Bob "and Paul, at that moment, slid into

their chairs. "Sorry," Bob said, "the floor-

show caught us over there. How do you
like him?"
Barbara looked up with eyes that still

glistened, and were very far away. "He's

wonderful, of course. . .
."

And suddenly, being Bob Taylor and
knowing his girl, he understood. "Of
course," he agreed. "Only I meant Trenet.

How about another cup of coffee?"

She smiled at him gratefully. "Thanks,
darling," she said. "That's just what I

want. A cup of coffee."

Clean, Fresh, Pure...

€> 1946 Philip Morris & Co.. Ltd.

AND THE FLAVOR'S ALL YOURS
because PHILIP MORRIS tobaccos are

PASTEURIZED!
Here's double assurance of Philip Morris quality!

1. Phiijp Morris tobaccos are pasteurized for

your protection . . . purified and mellowed by radiant

heat for a clean, fresh, pure smoke!

2. Philip Morris tobaccos are Thermo-vized . . .

yes, the flavor s ALL yours because it's sealed right into

the blend! Thermo-vize forces the juices of choice,

ripe tobaccos to intermingle . . . retains the natural

flavor of tobacco, just as pressure-cooking retains the

natural flavor of food.

Remember this . . . next time you buy cigarettes.

y ALWAYS BETTER
BETTER ALL WAYS

CALL FOR

P asteurized for Your Protection . . . Thermo-vized for Better Taste



"NO GREATER LOVE . . .

"

(Continued from page 45)

Wordlessly they saluted the moment to-
gether, then turned, and smiled for the
birdie.

A few days later they dug out the old

still and pasted it next to the new one
for dramatic contrast.

"We can afford to remember it now"
said Mrs. D.
Bette looked up with something in her

face that her mother couldn't quite figure

out. "I can't afford not to. It reminds me
of another picture

—

"

In a movie they'd have shown you what
she meant by fading out the still and
fading in a closeup of Ruthie (that's

what she calls her mother, so well do
the same) . Ruthie would be bending over
a desk in the window of a second-floor
shop, making tiny scratches on a photo-
graphic plate, pausing briefly to press her
palms against strain-reddened lids. From
a one-arm lunchroom across the street,

Bette would be watching—Bette at 19,

slight, tense, miserable, fists clenched in
an agony of helpless protest, crying to
herself with the passionate extravagance
of youth that she'd go stark mad if she
wouldn't do something for her mother.
Time was when Bette had accepted

Ruthie's labors as part of the natural
Drder of things. She was eight and her

i sister six, when their parents were di-

,'orced. The money allowed Mrs. Davis
.vould have covered an average sort of

education, but average wasn't good enough
or Ruthie, who'd conceived a notion that
ler girls were entitied to the best. In order
d send them to good New England schools,

he studied photography, and when her
;arnings still didn't reach, she'd fill in
vith a job as house-mother at some school
»r sorority.

tuation normal . . .

At 18, Bette was about to be graduated
rom Cushing Academy. Ruthie'd made
i.er graduation dress—as filmy a dream as
ny of the girls had—and another beauty
or the senior dance. Cushing was attended
>y daughters of wealth, yet Bette had
.ever felt anything but well-dressed
mong them. Her mother was an accom-
lished needlewoman. It was nothing for
Sette to come home at night and find
nother new number, whipped up heaven
Jiew when, and it never entered her head
d inquire. The Davis girls were neither
sensitive nor thoughtless. Like all chil-
ren, they accepted as normal the situa-
on with which they'd grown up. If they
jok for granted all that their mother
id that was because she took it for
ranted, too. There was nothing self-sacri-
cial in the atmosphere. If you'd asked
er, Ruthie'd have told you she was doing

;

xactly what she wanted to do. Tne word
nselfish, as applied to her own activities,

ould have irked her. "What you do for
our children," she'd have said, "you
3 for yourself—"
So Bette was being graduated from
ushing. Only one detail remained to be

'• ken care of—payment of the final in-
alment on the year's tuition. Until it was
aid, you didn't get your diploma. Bette'd
aited on table to earn part of it, but the
dance was still due. She wasn't worried
jout it. She knew that when the day
ime she'd be up on the platform, ^getting
n diploma in style with the rest of the
ceet girl grads. Ruthie'd see to that. . .

'I've arranged to take the graduation
cture," Ruthie told her. "Which should
st about cover the bill

—

"

"But you'll have to wait till all the girls
get their dresses. That won't leave you
much time

—

"

"Time enough—

"

It was a fantastic deal. Fifty girls in the
class. Fifty copies of the photograph to
be printed, developed, retouched and
mounted. Ruthie couldn't afford any tech-
nical assistance. From beginning to end she
did the whole job herself. Working fran-
tically, she finished it, then raced around
town, delivering fifty prints and collecting
the dough. On the morning of graduation
day, she appeared in the office and paid her
bill.

Through the mists of her own excite-
ment Bette was aware of all this, thought
as always that Ruthie was a brick, and
let it go at that. Revelation came later

—

as she stood on the platform in her beau-
tiful dress, waiting with the others for
her beautiful diploma. .

*.

borrowed glory . . .

The instinctive need to share this high
moment with Ruthie sent her glance into
the auditorium. And all of a sudden the
blinders of habit dropped away, and for
the first time she really saw her mother.
It was a picture shell never forget—

a

woman weighing about ninety pounds,
in an old dress and a funny little hat
stuck on at a funny little angle. No makeup.
Face and hands temporarily scarred by
chemical poisoning. . .

Pain slashed through her like a knife.
"I can't stand it," she thought wildly.
"I can't stand having her look that way!"
What made it worse was Ruthie's expres-
sion—proud as a peacock and pleased as
Punchinello, as if she were thinking: "She's
getting

_
that diploma today. I made it

—

"

Bette's tears rose in her throat, stung
at her lids and overflowed—and she didn't
ev
nobody else was there,
arms were outstretched, though you
couldn't see them. "Some day you'll have
a good life," she was crying inside, "if it's

the last thing I do—

"

More important than dresses or .even
the best of schools—in fact, more price-
less than rubies—was another gift Ruth
Davis handed her child. Bette was by
nature a pessimist. Tnough the yearning to
act burned with a dedicatory flame, faith
in herself was an uncertain quantity, easily
depressed. But Ruthie believed in her,
wholly, serenely and without the shadow
of a doubt. Anyway, she created that
illusion. . . .

star dust . , .

Bette's bug about being an actress, said
the New England relatives, was pure
nonsense. Ruthie hadn't asked them, but
they told her anyway. "Send the child to
a good secretarial school

—
" they told her.

Instead, Ruthie sent for folders from
dramatic schools, and pored over them
with the girls. Fascinating literature, all,

but the fees soared 'way out of reach.
Bette'd shake her head hopelessly. . . .

"Now wait a minute, there must be
other places," Ruthie would say, and send
for more folders.

Eventually they got hold of Eva Le
Gallienne's prospectus

—

"Look!" cried Bette. "You hardly have
to pay a thing

—

"

Ruthie peered over her shoulder. "That
settles it. We're going to New York—

"

"Mo-ther! — But suppose she doesn't
like me—-"

ren care. Nothing mattered but Ruthie,
Her daughter's
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"She'll like you. If not, someone else

will—

"

Barbara—called Bobby—was about to

go off to a Madison, Wisconsin school. So
it was just the two of them who landed
in the big city. An appointment was made
with the great lady who headed her own
experimental theater. Between the time
that appointment was set and the time it

was kept, Bette neither ate nor slept. On
their way to the theater, her thumping
heart threatened to suffocate her. If the

lady said yes, she'd be too excited to live.

If the lady said no, she might just as well

die and be done with it. . . .

The lady said no. Until it was pulled

out from under her, Bette didn't realize

how hard she'd been leaning on this

lonely hope. The eyes fixed on Miss Le G.

were those of a doe who's just felt the

arrow at" her heart. Terribly-sorry, Miss
Le G. was murmuring, and you-under-
stand-we-have-to-limit-ourselves and per-
haps-another-year. and all those futile

things people might better save their

breath on at such times as these. Ruthie
was prepared to give her an argument till

she took a look at her daughter's stricken

face, and decided that first things came
first, .and the first thing was certainly to

get young Bette out of here before she
collapsed.

Back in their room, Ruthie said: "What
does she know?"
Bette smiled, but wanly. Miss Le Gal-

lienne knew a lot

—

Ruthie realized too that she'd taken the

wrong tack. "Even the best of us blunders,

including Eva. One of these days she'll be
sorry, but we won't be able to do a thing

for her then
—

"

This brought a damp snicker, more to

please her mother than anything else.

Bette'd wept herself out and had now
reached the stony-despair stage. . .

campaign manager . . .

They were packing, though not to re-

turn to Boston. Anything but Boston,
Ruthie had decided, knowing what Boston
would mean to Bette at this juncture.

Psychological defeat. An admission that

they'd been licked. And of course they
hadn't been—not by Ruthie's reckoning.

This was just a tactical withdrawal

—

"Let's get up to Norwalk. I can get a job

there. Give us a chance to save some
money and line up the next campaign

—

"

Again that night Bette lay awake, star-

ing into darkness. If they went up to

Norwalk, it would be the same old story.

Ruthie working for her, when she ought
to be working for Ruthie. She was a big

girl now, too big to let her mother carry

the load alone. Fiercely she turned on
herself. Where was it written down that

she had to be an actress? Who said her
relatives weren't right? Three months
training, and she'd be a qualified stenog-

rapher, notebook and pencil, brisk and
efficient, take a letter, yes sir, no sir,

chance of advancement, wind up a secre-

tary, maybe an executive even—anyway,
no more work for Ruthie

—

Feverishly she piled up the arguments,

but all the noise failed to drown out one

still, clear voice. When the racket subsided

there it was, quiet like something sure oi

its own Tightness, persistent as ever. You
have to be an actress, you have to be ar

|

actress, you have to be an actress. . .

Once Ruthie had said: "There are doc-
j

tors and carpenters and actresses whc
might have been half a dozen other things

[

and it wouldn't have mattered. But ii

you're the kind who'll make a first rate
j

doctor and a second rate anything else

then you're born to be a doctor. It's callec

self-fulfilment and it's very important
—

'

How did she know she'd make a firs

rate actress? She didn't. All she knew wa:



that unless she moved heaven and earth
trying, the rest of her life would be one
long ache of regret. . .

Besides, it was an academic question.
Suppose she went to Ruthie. Suppose she
said, "Let's give it up, let's go home—"
"Don't be silly," Ruthie would say.
Though she masked it in lightness, Bette

knew that she'd never budge, that her
own strongest ally was her mother's
steadfastness. Only a few hours ago she'd
been crushed to earth, convinced that
she'd never rise again. Now her spirit
lifted a little, in response to Ruthie's

—

She pressed her aching eyes into the
pillow. "I'll make it up to you, darling,"
she whispered. "I'll make up for every-
thing—

"

mind reader . . .

In Norwalk Ruthie got a job as retoucher.
A photographic retoucher sits all day over
a negative, making infinitesimal scratches
that tax the eyes and nerves. Ruthie'd come
home at night with her eyes inflamed. If

her nerves were similarly affected, Bette
never saw a sign of it, and Bette was
super-sensitive then to such signs.
Evenings, they could choose between

walking and staying in. Conversation re-
volved around what should be their next
move. ...
"You read about girls barging into

agents' offices. Maybe I should try that
—

"

But her tone lacked conviction. For
that you needed the kind of self-confidence
she didn't have. With training, you'd gain
confidence, but for training you needed a
good dramatic school

—

"I think you need training first in a
good dramatic school

—
" That was Ruthie—as if she'd opened her daughter's skull

like a book, and read what was written
there.

Bette'd tried to find a job too, but Nor-
walk was oversupplied with unskilled labor.
She took out a transient's card at the
public library and stayed up till all hours,
partly to devour plays, partly to insure
sleeping late next morning, so she wouldn't
have to face the world. Around 11 she'd
get up, dress, and wander down to the little

restaurant where every day she met
Ruthie for lunch. On the second floor of
the building across from the beanery was
the shop where Ruthie worked, and her
desk was right in the window. Bette had
only to look up, and there sat her mother
bowed over the desk, intent on her
scratches. . . .

Of course she could have timed it to
get there later. Yes, and keep Ruthie
waiting maybe when she had little enough
time to eat and relax

—

"If she can stand doing it," Bette told
herself scornfully, "you can stand seeing
it
—

"

Intent though she seemed on her
scratches," Ruth Davis's thoughts were
furiously occupied elsewhere. For weeks
she'd been asking herself what good this
was doing, and had just about reached
the answer. None. They were saving a little

money—too little to matter—and wasting
time, which mattered a lot more. Every
day of inactivity deepened the sick look
in Bette's eyes. Yet without money or ac-
quaintances, what could they do? To them
the world of the theatre was a seamless
wall, blank and impenetrable. But there
had to be some way of getting in. Other
people had. . .

Instead of sleeping late next morning,
Bette found herself being tumbled out of
bed. "Put on your best bib and tucker,
lamb, we're going to New York—

"

"What for?"
"Find a good dramafic school and stick

you into it
—

"

"But Ruthie, how? What's happened—?"

"Nothing's happened, Bette, except this

does iastQ be$t \
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time I've made up my mind and won't

take no for an answer—

"

On the train going in, she hauled out

the folders—all the old folders of schools

they could never afford in a million years.

"How about trying this one first?" She

handed Bette the John Murray Anderson
folder.

"Why this one?"
"It's the most expensive

—

"

For the first time in weeks Bette flung

her head back and howled. This was going

to be fun. Even if it didn't work, it was
going to be fun.

"It'll work," said Ruthie. . . .

From the station they went straight to

the school and asked for Mr. Hugh Ander-
son, listed in the folder as manager.
"Do you have an appointment—?"

"No, but I think he'll see us—" Bette,

choked back a giggle at Ma, the New
England grand dame. "Just tell him please,

Mrs. Ruth Davis and her daughter
—

"

Mr. Hugh Anderson rolled that over in

his head and reached the conclusion that

he didn't know Mrs. Ruth Davis or her

daughter from hunger. But something in

the stateliness of the message set up a
compulsion. They were shown in.

Ruthie wasted neither time nor language.

"My daughter desires to study at your
school. I have no money now, but if you'll

take her, I will have—

"

He looked at the daughter whose looks

were nothing to go lyrical over, and back
at the mother

—

Years later he said: "Don't hand me
credit for giving Bette a break. If she'd

walked in alone, I'd have said hello and
goodbye. But who could turn down that

mother with her honesty and—well, I

guess they call it character in New Eng-
land. On Broadway it's guts. . .

."

Ruthie got a job in New Jersey as house
mother to sixty screaming dears, ages six to

ten. On free evenings she'd take the ferry

to Manhattan, and have herself a large

time with her daughter. Window-shopping
on Fifth Avenue. Strolling in and out of

Broadway theater lobbies to gape at photos

of the great and about-to-be-great . . .

"You'll have dresses like that some day,"

Ruthie would predict. Or: "Be funny,

won't it when your picture's in the lobby."

Bette would scoff, but the words al-

ways kindled a small unreasonable glow.

"Did you really believe all that at the

time?" she asked her mother once, after

it had all come true. "Or was it just

a shot in the arm for me?"
Ruthie shook her head. "I honestly don't

know myself
—

"

tears of joy . . .

It was on one such evening that Bette

got the thrill of paying a dividend.

A straw in her mouth, Bette eyed her

mother over the top of a drugstore ice

cream soda

—

"You won't have to pay my tuition next

year
—

"

Carefully Ruthie laid her spoon down.
"Who's deposing me?"

"I am. Tried out for a scholarship and
won—

"

"Darling, that's marvelous, I— What on
earth are you crying about?"
"Because now," Bette sobbed, "you can

take things easier. . .
."

They shared other high moments, lots of

them. When Bette went back to Boston,

not as a candidate for secretarial school

but as the heroine of Ibsen's "Wild Duck,"

and the relatives poured congratulations

like music into Ruthie's ears. When the

reviews broke on the Davis performance

in "Of Human Bondage." When struggle and
victory were dramatized in the tribute of

a roaring crowd at Carthay Circle. When
Ruthie's little girl got her first Academy

Award. . . .

But for purely personal satisfaction, un-
mixed with professional, there was just

one standout to match that night in the

drugstore. Also bathed in tears . . .

When Bette was 21, the very lovely en-
gagement ring her father had given her
mother was stolen. She made up her mind
that one day she'd replace it, though at the

time there was no smallest indication that

she'd ever be on the giving end of a truly

superior diamond ring. The day came,
however—a memorable Christmas. Apart
from stockings, handkerchiefs and such,

each of the Davis clan give's each of the

others one Christmas present that's special.

Bette thought she'd choke with excite-

ment as Ruthie opened the box. But not

till she saw the look in her mother's eyes,

did she start to cry. Then Ruthie cried.

Then the whole family cried

—

"Darling, it's marvelous," wept Ruthie.

"What on earth are you crying about?"
"Because now you've got a diamond

ring," she wailed happily.

Ruth Davis still takes for granted what
she did—by her reckoning, no more than

any mother would do. If you made a song

and dance about it, she'd be embarrassed,

she'd squirm, she'd change the subject.

"Praise to the face is instant disgrace,"

they say in New England, and Ruthie's a

bred-in-the-bone New Englander.

Not long ago she was working on a

book about the screen's first lady.

"The things I could tell you!" sighed

Bette. "Have you any conception, for in-

stance, of what you looked like the day I

graduated from Cushing?"
"What do you mean?"
All Bette gave her were surface details.

All Ruthie said was, "And we think our

children don't notice
—

"

Bette knew she could never tell her the

whole story. Except this way.
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CHRISTMAS YOU'LL LONG REMEMBER,
I T If GORGEOUS

Absolute Money Back Guatanteel

We challenge you to equal these amazing valuesl

The most treasured of gifts . . . from you to HER

—from you to HIMI Beautiful designs, a variety of

styles . . . each in a jeweler's gift box, each an

Unbeatable valuel Order by mail NOW. Your

money back if you are not completely satisfiedl

No. 1

Sweetheart Sets '4 It

gold, 4 gen. chip dia-

monds— 1 in ring, 3 in

bond. Set, $9.50

OSliM

Wedding Sets 14 kt

gold, 16 gen. chip dia-

monds- y in ring, 9. in

bond. Set, $18

Style

No. 5

Boys' Birthstones
Heavy, massive, handset

stones for young men and
boys. 10 kt gold. $7

.
Siv'e

No. 7

Irthstenes Octogons fof

the young lady. Hand
engraved, polished. Com-
plete selection. $15

Style

No. 8

Cameos Large square
style with genuine pink

gold floral corners. 10
kt gold. $15

Baby Doublets Wide
variety of bifthstonej In

10 kt gold. $4.50

Write for FREE CATALOG

Style

No. 6

Onyx Initial Rings
Massive square in 10 kt

gold. Handsome initial;

$t5

Ruby-style Rings
Heavy, massive, the kind

men like. Fine ruby-
color. 10 kt gold. $13.50

LAMOUR JEWELRY CO., Inc.

545 Fifth Ave., New York 18, N. V.

Please send me the beautiful rings checked

below. I will pay postman price plus 20% Fed.

Tax and small mailing charge*

rj Or—enclosed is check (or money order) for rings

checked below. I have included 20% Fed. Tax.

You will pay postage.

If I am not completely satisfied I will return rings

in 10 days for complete and immediate refund.

Style 1 Style 4 Style 7

Style 2 StyleS Style 8

Style 3 ' Style 6 Style 9

Ring size Style 10

(or string size]

Name •

Address v

I LAMOUR JEWELRY CO., INC
I 545 FIFTH AVE., NEW YORK 18, N. Y.



GOOD NEWS
(Continued from page 63)

agers I've ever seen —but there was nothing

cute about what they wanted to beef.

If I had printed in my column that Rory

Calhoun was an Esquimo they couldn't have
been more insulted than they were over my
saying that he was "Copying Clark Gable"

in his photographs. From five sides I got

—

"Rory is distinctive—he doesn't need to copy

anybody—he's better looking than Clark

Gable—he's going to be a bigger star."

I promised the kids then and there that I

would take back what I said—and I did. But

t'lis proved to me one very important point:

Modern Screen is absolutely right in its

policy of boosting these new favorites—the

young actresses and actors just coming up to

stardom. I can speak from personal experi-

ence that their fans are the most hectic.

It's become quite a fad in Hollywood for

the gals to wear little "Wolf Whistles" on

their charm bracelets. They're made of gold

in miniature size and the idea is that the

girls can now whistle at the fellas—if they

want to.

But one guy who hates them and wish they

had never been invented is poor Dana
Andrews. And here's why:
The other night Dana and his wife were

dining at the Beachcombers and there was a
gal .at the next table equipped with one of

the whistles.

When Dana came in she gave him the

"Wolf" greeting. When he made a trip to

the gentlemen's "Powder Room" she whistled

him in—and whistled him back. Every time

he turned his head he get the fatal "WOOOO-
WOOOO." He was as conspicuous as though
a circus barker was calling attention to him.

"I don't care if those darn whistles are a
fad," says Dana. "They're unfeminine—and
I'm agin them."

* * *

Personal Opinion Department:

Merle Oberon wears the most decollete

evening gowns.

Jeanne Crain is the least opinionated gal

in town.

Peter Lawford is too nice a guy to give a
"First Impression" that he takes himself

too seriously. When you get to know him—he
doesn't.

Ginger Rogers should grab herself a couple
of more mature roles.

Van Johnson is the loneliest guy in town.

"I can be lonely in a football crowd," he told

me.

Every star should be as easy to get along
with and as cooperative as Dorothy Lamour,
the darling of the studio gang.

The torch that Tony Martin is carrying for

Rita Hayworth is lighting up San Fernando
Valley, Hollywood and environs.

I'm terribly fond of Rita and certainly she
is the one to know whether she has made the

right move in reconciling with Orson Welles.

(Continued on page iI2)

3e hmSb^U
Make the famous Fresh test . See why-

more women are switching to Fresh
than to any other deodorant.

Fresh stops perspiration worries
completely. Fresh contains the most
effective perspiration-stopping
ingredient known to science.

Fresh stays smooth. . .never sticky or
gritty .. .doe sn' t dry out in the jar.

Copyright, The Fbarma-Craft Corporation tnc„
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starred

for

thanksgiving

Here is truly America's emblem bird—tender, juicy roast

turkey, rather than that irate old eagle! The delicate turkey

flavor is always enhanced by a serving of cranberry relish.

Do you know what Robert Mitchum is especially

thankful for? That big fat cook book he bought

recently, thumb-indexed and brilliant with color

photos of all manner of flabber-gastronomy, begin-

ning with "Acorn squash, baked" and ending with
' "Zweiback crust!" .You can't stick Bob with terms

like marinade or roux, and "blanch" isn't just a

girl's name to him! The section on vegetables is

of small interest to him. (How he ever grew to be

so tall and handsome without liking vegetables

we'll never know!) The pages on meat and egg

cookery are beginning to show signs of diligent

use. The 3-decker sandwiches he builds are ad-

libbed according to the contents of the refrigerator.

The kitchen is the very heart of home to this

Horatio Alger hero who'd been everywhere and

done every kind of work before he married his

boyhood sweetheart and settled down to being a

Hollywood movie actor. He's regaining that man-

sized appetite he lost in the Army along with 26

pounds—that also lends considerable inspiration

to his cooking. But to get to the business at hand .
.

.

Oh oh pop's forgotten what the book said to do next with that

roast in the oven! This is basic training for that super-duper

Thanksgiving dinner the Mitchums are planning come turkey day.

CONNECTICUT-BORN

BOB MITCHUM, STAR OF RKO'S "THE LOCKET" IS

LOOKING UP RECIPES FOR A

TRADITIONAL THANKSGIVING DINNER

By Nancy Wood

Diplomatic note to Brazil: Please arrange shipment of extra

boatloads of Brazil nuts because Norte-Amencanos adore them

especially in Baked Acorn Squash. You may take back the samba!
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If you're making plans for Thanksgiving
dinner, you may want to consider these
newer variations of traditional recipes:

TURKEY GRAVY
When your roast turkey has reached a

wonderful perfection, remove it from the
roasting pan to its hot platter and keep it

hot while making the gravy:

3 tbsps. drippings

3 tbsps. flour

2 cups liquid

Salt and pepper

Pour drippings from roasting pan into a
bowl. Skim off as much fat as possible

and put 3 tablespoons of it into a saucepan.
Add flour and blend thoroughly. Measure
meat juice and add enough stock in which
giblets were cooked, or plain water, to

make 2 cups. Set fat and flour mixture
over low heat, stirring constantly. Cook
until frothy. Add measured cold* liquid

all at once, stirring constantly until thick-
ened. Season to taste with salt and pepper
and serve boiling hot. Makes about 2 cups
of gravy.

*Cold liquid added to the flour and fat

mixture makes a smoother gravy than hot.

If you're in a hurry, add two or three ice

cubes to the hot meat juice instead of %
cup of water.

BRAZILIAN ACORN SQUASH
3 acorn squash

Salt

% cup chopped
Brazil nuts

6 tbsps. brown sugar
2 tsps. butter

Water

Cut squash in half lengthwise. Scoop out
seeds. Sprinkle with salt. Fill squash
halves with Brazil nuts, brown sugar and
butter. Place in baking pan. Pour hot
water in pan to depth of Vz inch. Cover
during first half hour of baking and bake
in moderately hot oven (375° F.) 1 hour,
or until tender. Serves 6.

CRANBERRY APPLE RELISH

4 cups fresh cranberries 2 oranges
2 apples, pared and cored 1 lemon

2 cups sugar

Put cranberries and apples through food
chopper. Quarter whole oranges and
lemon, remove seeds and put through
chopper. Add sugar and blend. Chill in
refrigerator a few hours before serving.

Makes 1% quarts. This sauce will keep
well in the refrigerator for several weeks.

THANKSGIVING PIE

Settle the old mince-or-pumpkin-pie-
for-Thanksgiving indecision by making two
luscious half-mince, half-pumpkin pies!

One of the biggest frozen foods companies
is putting out a sweetened, spiced pumpkin
pie mix which needs only an egg and some
milk. Then, for the bottom layer of mince,
get yourself a 9-ounce package of dehy-
drated mince meat. Crumble it into a
smallish pan and add % cup cold water.
Place over heat and stir until all lumps
are thoroughly broken up. Bring to a
brisk boil and continue boiling 1 minute.
Chill it thoroughly before spreading over
the bottom of a 9-inch unbaked pie shell.

Then top with a half batch of pumpkin
pie mix. Bake 10 minutes in a hot oven
(450° F.) . Reduce heat to moderate (350°
F.) and bake about 35 minutes longer.

-AiWtff as good

as Fels-Naptha

We can't blame any woman who loses

patience looking for good laundry soap

There's no fun in trying substitutes

when you really need Fels-Naptha.

Your groceryman appreciates that. But neither of

us can solve the problem completely right now.

When ingredients are plentiful again and Uncle Sam
says, "Go ahead", we'll see that you are able

to buy all the Fels-Naptha Soap you

need. In the meantime, if you can't

get Fels-Naptha, we hope you

won't mind too much using Sljfej^

something 'almost as good.'

Fels-Naptha Soap
BAN/SHES *TATTLE-TALE GRAY*

i
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DONTCOVER UP
BLEMISHED SX//V 4

See how this

Famous Medicated Cream

can help improve

Your Skin

It's just good common sense to realize

that trying to "cover up" blemishes

may actually make them worse. If ex-

ternally-caused pimples are making

you miserable, get a jar of Noxzema.

Start using it today. Nurses were

among the first to discover how effec-

tive Noxzema is as a complexion aid.

That's because it's a medicated for-

mula. It not only helps smooth and

soften rough, dry skin, but helps heal

those annoying blemishes. Try it! At

all drug counters; 10c, .

,

35^, 504 (plus tax). ^

But my heart goes out to Tony. That ache

in the torch songs he's singing these days

comes straight from his heart. It's tough for

a man to be "whistled back" to a woman he

has loved for so many years when she is just

between romances or marriages.

Not many people know it but Tony has

been in love with Rita for over five years.

Right after his divorce from Alice Faye, she

was the girl he fell for. All the time he was

in the service he thought about and dreamed

of Rita.

When he returned to Hollywood and his

career it looked like everything would be all

right between them for Rita was estranged

from Orson Welles and she seemed to be as

devoted to Tony as he was to her. And
then—along came Jimmy Stewart.

The Hayworth-Stewart romance lasted

for months, you remember, during that time.

Tony had few dates with other charmers—

-

he was obviously waiting for Rita. Once

again, everyone thought he would win a

happy ending to his love story, for when Rita

and Jimmy said "goodbye" to romance, once

more she turned to Tony.

Then, out of the blue—Rita gave me the

"tip" in advance that she would arrive at the

Elsa Maxwell-Jack Warner party with her

estranged mate, Orson, and that they were on

the verge of a reconciliation.

* * *

These young mothers are amazing. I saw

Mrs. Gregory Peck at the dinner preceding

the preview of "Canyon Passage" and she

told me she was up and about just six

days after the birth of their second son. And
I can remember when the ladies thought it

was "ladylike" and fragile to be "invalids"

for weeks and even months after that birth

of a baby. Good for these modern, healthy

young women, I say.

* * *

We throw the word "Cinderella" around

too loosely in Hollywood, applying it to any

girl from a glamorous model to an "extra"

who gets a break on the screen.

But, believe me, the only real Cinderella in

years is a 19 year old beauty named Janet

Leigh who was picked right out of nowhere

to be Van Johnson's leading lady in "The

Yankee." Lucky girl!

But with all the wonderful things that are

happening to her, little Janet remains com-

pletely unspoiled.

"When I make my first kissing scene with

Mr. Johnson" she said, "I want my husband

to be there." Ain't that something, girls??????

George Raft has the maddest hobby in

Hollywood.

He loves to watch dental operations. Me?

—

I would pay to keep out of a dentist's office for

the rest of my life, but George is usually on

hand when his good friend, Dr. Bob Lumsden,

operates on a molar. Honest, it was George

who came along and held my hand when I

recently parted with one of my prized

ivories. My tooth broke in three places, but

as long as I had to go through all that torture,

it helped me to have a nice guy like Georgie

holding my hand.

NOXZEMA An Aid to

Lovelier Skin

"She doesn't mind losing the jewels and furs, but

our Ex-Lax was stolen, too!"

Good Heavens ! Not that ! . . . Some-
body go and buy her another box of

Ex-Lax quick! Once folks have dis-

covered Ex-Lax they just can't bear

to be without it. And you can't blame
tbem. It tastes so good—just like fine

chocolate! And it acts good, too—so

effectively, yet so very gently! Not too

strong, not too mild, Ex-Lax is the

"Happy Medium" laxative. As a pre-

caution, use only as directed. Econom-
ical 1(K and 25^ sizes at all druggists.



SECRET LIFE OF DANNY KAYE
(Continued from page 64)

pal scoffed, "She's probably married." But
something wistfully wishful about the way
he said it stung Danny into action. "Come
on," he said, "we're putting in a long dis-
tance call!"

Danny Kaye made the telephone com-
pany pitch and perspire that night. But
in the end, he got the girl and she wasn't
married and he sighed happily as he lis-

tened to his old pal coo over the wire
to the sweetheart he'd never forgotten.
Today they're married and living in the
Sar Fernando Valley, close enough for
th'. Hollywood Kayes to call now and then
and collect a rosy glow of satisfaction for
a job well done.
From what you see of funny Danny Kaye

on the screen, chances are you'd never
pin a pair of Cupid's wings—of all things

—

on his shoulders. ' Danny doesn't parade
his pet private projects or declaim his good
deeds either, but if you dig around you'll
find Kaye has more outside interests in
his life than a loan shark.
Danny and his wife, Sylvia, came out the

stage door of the Paramount Theater in
New York last year to find themselves
swamped by fans. Danny had played six
performances that day; he was limp as a
dishrag. But he jerked up when he saw
a wistful little girl in the crowd. She was
thin and scrawny and he picked her right
out to scribble the first autograph.
"Thank you," she said, "I'm so happy."

Only she didn't say it, she barely squeaked.
"Speak up, Honey," urged Danny. "Don't

be afraid."

Tears came to the little kid's eyes. "I
can't," she husked.
"What's the matter—got a cold?" She

shook her head. "The doctors don't know."
Danny and Sylvia had planned going on

to supper with some friends, but they for-
got all about that. They took the girl back
into the theater and asked her about her-
self. She really couldn't talk above a
whisper. It was obvious she had some-
thing pretty badly wrong with her.

Next morning they went around to where
she lived, in a erowded tenement section
up in the Bronx. The sight there was sad.
She had no mother or father; she was
living with relatives who didn't want her.
Danny and Sylvia took her to the best
throat specialist in New York. But noth-
ing was wrong with her throat. A psychia-
trist came up with the answer. Her voice
was lost through an emotional psychosis.
Danny took on the cure—new clothes for
the girl, better food, more play, treat-
ments by the doctor. That's been going on
for months now, at Danny Kaye's expense,
and what gives him one of the great-
est kicks of his life is that already the
afflicted girl's voice is practically back to
normal.
Danny's an absolute sucker for kids

and they're crazy about him, too. He found
that out this year when he changed the
time of his radio program from 8 to 10:30
p.m. That made his show out of bounds
for moppet listening and immediately he
got thousands of complaints. One mother
in Philadelphia wrote Danny such a tear-
ful letter, explaining how her Jimmy's life

had been ruined by the switch, that Kaye
brooded over it until finally he got on
the telephone and called the stricken home.
When he said, "This is Danny Kaye," the
mother didn't believe him. But when he
launched into a sincere apology for wreck-
ing her son's life, practically, she knew it

was really Danny. Then she was aghast.
Jimmy was away visiting relatives. She
knew that when she told him Danny Kaye
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can make you a "faded photo
of your former self!

How thousands who are pale and tired because of this blood
deficiency may find renewed energy with Ironized Yeast Tablets.

WHEN the bloom fades from youth-
ful faces — when a girl's vitality

seems to be running down — a Border-
line Anemia often may be the reason.
Yes, it may be a Borderline Anemia
resulting from a ferro-nutritional blood
deficiency. Results of medical studies
show that up to 68% of the women
examined — many men*and children —
have this blood condition.

Their red blood cells aren't big or
red enough to supply full energy to
every tissue. And your red blood cells

are your bodyls sole supply line of
vigor, you know!

So if you look like a "faded photo-
graph" of the person you might be, you
may need Ironized Yeast Tablets.They
are formulated to help combat this Bor-
derline Anemia. By restoring red blood
cells to normal size and redness, they
help restore your natural color and
energy. Of course, continuing tiredness,
listlessness and pallor may be caused

by other conditions, so consult your
physician regularly. But when you
have this tiring Borderline Anemia,
take Ironized Yeast to help build up
your blood—your vitality and appeal.

^BORDERLINE ANEMIA
resulting from a ferro-nutritional

blood deficiency can cause

TIREDNESS • LISTLESSNESS • PALLOR

Energy-Building Blood.This
is a microscopic view of
blood rich in energy ele-
ments. Here are big,

plentiful red cells that
release energy to every
muscle, limb, tissue.

Borderline Anemia. Many
have blood like this;
never know it. Cells are
puny, faded. Blood like
this can't release the
energy you need to feel
and look your best.

Ironized Yeast
TABLETS
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LIFTS ITSELF

at your finger touch

The
NEVER-LIFT

stands without tilting...

at Proctor Dealers NOWl
Here's "Push-Button" ironing— so

easy. No tiresome lifting or tilting.

Just touch a button — iron lifts it-

self on cool built-in "legs"— stands

ready for quick use. Legs snap out

ofway as ironing is resumed. Even

heat in ironing surface means no

hot spots to scorch, no cold spots

to drag. See it at dealers now.

It's new. . . it's exclusive... it's

PROCTOR
Proctor Electric Co.. Phiia. 40, Pa. .

many Doctors PRESCRIBE

these SENSIBLY-PRICED

Shoes for Infants and

Toddlers

Why?
Greatest harm to little feet comes from
lettingbabygrow itito and out of'shoes. Doc-
tors who have examined WEE WALKERS
know they are well-made, accurately-

shaped, flexible and carefully designed to

serve baby's footwear needs. The sensible

price lets them give this sound advise:
" Buy the correct size Wee Walker NOW
and change to a larger size IN TIME"
Ask your doctor about WEE
WALKERS . . . see them...
compare them. ..try them. ..in
Infants' or shoe department <«
of stores listed. Birth to size 8.

W. T. Grant Co. S. S. Kresge Co. J. J. Newberry Co.
HI. L. Green Co., Inc. I. Silver & Bros. Scott Stores
McCrory Stores Schulte-United Charles Stores Co.
Metropolitan Chain Stores, Inc. Kinney Shoe Stores
F. & W.Grand Grand Silver Co. McLellan Stores
Montgomery Ward & Co.

Smooth One- Piece Tongue:
Stops pressure on nerves, mus-
cles,, blood vessels caused by
sewed-on tongue, still used on /

some shoes selling at top prices, '
v
x^_. ^y-'

• Pamphlet, "Look At Your Baby'sFeet."
FICCC « Valuable information on foot care, and

scale to measure size needed. Moran
Shoe Co.. Dept. M, Carlyle, 111.

had called he'd be fit to end it all.

"He'll never, never recover from the

disappointment," she cried. That made
Danny feel worse. "I'll do something about
it," he promised, "if you'll let him stay

up and hear the next show."
So the next program Danny slipped

Jimmy's name in his radio script. He knew
it was against the radio commission's rules

and he knew he'd get bawled out. He did

too, but he didn't care. It was worth it to

give that kid fan a trip to Heaven for a

night. And Danny won't ever part with the

thank-you note his mother sent on for the

favor. It's one of his particular treasures.

Danny has just finished making won-
derful screen fun out of James Thurber's
tickly tale, "The Secret Life of Walter
Mitty," for Sam Goldwyn. But the secret

life of Danny Kaye is a collection of human
interests that lie closer to his heart than

his funnybbne. " He'd shoulder the woes
of the world, if he could, and gets the

groans himself when he sees anyone suffer.

One of Danny's biggest relaxations, oddly

enough, is an evening at. a night club.

You'd think, after all the dime and dance

joints he's cavorted in through the years,

he'd break out in a rash every time he

saw a head waiter. But the reason Danny
goes is to catch floor show acts. He's nuts

on new talent—always crazy to discover

someone and help them along.

The other night Danny and Sylvia, Ed
Dukoff, a friend, and Sylvia's brother,

Bobby Fine, stepped out to a new Holly-

wood cafe. They found a ringside table

and settled back to listen to a singer

who stepped up to the mike. The minute

this Jo opened his mouth it was a case

of the agony squirms for the customers.

He was terrible. Worse than corny, worse

than an amateur night.

Well, you know what happens in a

night club when the act lays an egg.

People start eating, drinking and jabber-

ing, turning their backs to the noise.

Danny knew this—he'd been in that sorry

singer's spot himself; he'd flopped once or

twice, too. He knew how painful it was.

He turned into a dictator at his own table.

If anyone reached for a fork or a glass

of water, Danny grabbed their wrist. If

they started to open their mouths, he

hissed, "Sh-h-h-h!" Sylvia, Bobby and Ed
hardly dared move a muscle in their chairs.

They knew too, that Danny was suffering

inside more than anyone, even though he

clapped loudest when the song was over.

When he runs into a sad apple like that,

Danny's depressed for days, almost as

gloomed up as he is when the Brooklyn
Dodgers, his favorite ball club, hit a

losing streak. On the other hand, he's up
in the clouds when he thinks he's found

someone with talent he can help. He's al-

ways on the lookout.

Just a few days ago, Danny dropped

into a Hollywood ice cream parlor for a

chocolate soda. A pretty, intelligent look-

ing waitress served him. Danny thought he

saw something in her face and promptly

forgot the soda. He started quizzing her

and discovered she'd been educated at

Stephens College and studied drama under

Maude Adams. It was the old story; she'd

come to Hollywood but—well, she had to

eat. All she needed, Dan knew, was a

chance, a look-in. Danny hopped right up
to the pay phone, popped in a nickel and
called Lou Kerner, Sam Goldwyn's casting

director. He arranged for an interview

and test on the spot and the only person

happier than the ambitious girl in that room
was Danny Kaye. That's typical. He'd

rather find someone he can help along than

a long lost gold mine.

There's a certain children's convalescent

home in Los Angeles which has just named
its new auditorium, "The Danny Kaye
Theater," because Danny has rallied so

many times to raise money for expenses.
Right after he finished starring in "I

Wake Up Dreaming," Danny planned a
complete rest. Rehearsals and tedious acts

tire him worse than anything, because
he's impatient. He likes to shoot his talent

straight from his funnybone, without
scripts, chalk marks and cameraman's tape

touching his nose everytime he makes a

funny face. But you don't make movies
that way; that's why picture jobs always
knock Danny out. So he was dying to

climb into a hammock somewhere and not

wake up for a week or two after they
wrapped things up. But just then an ap-
peal came in from Denver that made
Danny forget his vacation plans, pronto.

The General Rose Memorial Hospital

there was having trouble raising money to

finish the building. The hospital is dedi-
cated to the gallant U. S. General whom
the Nazis murdered in cold blood during
the Belgian Bulge; that alone was enough
to capture Kaye's interest. But when he
learned that construction faced a let down
and the let down would affect ex-GIs,
he hopped a plane, flew to Denver and
helped put over a big contribution dinner
to the tune of $50,000. He had so much
fun, he flew back to Denver two weeks
later to spend that vacation there. This
winter Danny's taking a trip to London
for five free benefit appearances—any one
of which would earn him $5,000 in Amer-
ica—to help out the British acting pro-
fession. It's his pet idea that entertainers

all over the world should help each other

out and promote world understanding and
peace, and if there's one thing Danny Kaye
is hipped on, it's world brotherhood. He's
no politician, but he worshipped F.D.R.
and Wendell Willkie, too, and in Holly-
wood he's treasurer of the Hollywood Inde-
pendent Citizens Committee of the Arts
Sciences and Professions to do his bit

keeping their liberal dreams alive in a
world that shows signs of forgetting.

In fact, if there is one bright banner
Danny Kaye waves on high in his private

life, it is the dignity of man. That sounds
like high-falutin' talk, perhaps, for a

comedian who trips up his own dignity

for professional laughs and has more fun
being a screwball in his daily life than any
star in show business. But Danny can get

sore as a boiled owl, and what usually
makes him see red is racial or religious
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"Clara!—Did you tell Browny she could
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prejudice. On that subject he's not funny
—he's dead serious.

Danny will go to the limit any time he
feels he's in the right. He'll battle for
principle—even when it costs him big
money and bad publicity. He waded right
into a court battle in Los Angeles this

summer because he felt he was being ex-
ploited as a famous star and he decided
Danny Kaye was the one to call the bluff
and stop that sort of thing from happening
to other celebrities in the limelight. Be-
cause Danny believed his landlady was
putting the squeeze on him and he resented
it. After she started her suit for alleged
damages to the house she'd rented the
Kayes, her lawyer suggested an out-of-
court settlement more than once. Even
Danny knew he would come off badly in
the end, and a settlement was the reason-
able thing. In fact, his own lawyer advised
it. But Danny's dander was up. "I don't
care what it costs," he said. "If someone
kicks me around, other stars will start
getting sandbagged too." So he fought it

out in court, lost two days shooting on
the set of his new picture, then had
to fly his lawyer out from New York

—

and, all in all, spent important money and
time. But that didn't matter—the prin-
ciple did.

One day, during the suit, the opposing
lawyer referred to Mister Kaye's "serv-
ants." Up Danny jumped at once.
"By any chance," he retorted bitingly,

"does the gentleman refer to Mr and
Mrs. McCoy?" What burned him up was
the slighting reference to the people who
work in his home and whom Danny re-
gards as loyal friends—his colored couple,
Dan and May McCoy. He's super touchy on
the subject of anyone's right to the dignity
of being a person. A magazine once gave
May a watermelon - fried chicken -deep
South accent simply because of her race.
It made Danny furious. May was born in
California; she couldn't say "you-all" if she
tried. Danny Kaye .maintains no servant-
master air around his house. He appreciates
what Dan and May have done to make his
life comfortable and they worship him,
but it's on a relaxed and easy plane that
makes everyone happy. May has chased
Danny out of the kitchen more than once
when he snooped around her pots or
messed up the place trying some out-
rageous recipe he took a fancy to. He kids
her, plays jokes on her, and she loves it.

But it's all with the same real respect that
Danny would joke with a member of his
own family.-
Matter of fact, May McCoy practically is

a member of the Kaye family and she'll
be even more so when she gives up cook-
ing and takes on the most important job
Danny and Sylvia Kaye can imagine—
minding their baby when the new Kaye
arrives some time around Christmas.

Sylvia was in New York when she dis-
covered she was wearing a madonna's halo.
She called Danny long distance and told
him the news.
"May!" cried Danny.
"That's not the name I had in mind—

"

began Sylvia.

"No, no!" stuttered Danny. "May's the
only one for the nurse. Nobody but
May." That's how May got a new job a
good number of months in advance. She
has already moved with her husband, Dan,
to the Kaye's Park Avenue apartment and
to wangle that Danny spent hours on the
telephone, calling from Hollywood, to find
the right school for Barbara, May and Dan's
talented 16-year-old daughter. It was an
almost hopeless job, with schools busting
at the seams the way they are, but when
Danny gets on a project for someone he
likes, he never gives up. Barbara's regis-
tered in one of the best schools in Man-
hattan, thanks to Danny.

This way, Mommy—
new housekeepers can be

clever as old ones!
99

Baby: 'Course you keep house just fine, Mommy,
for being so new at it. But don't you
know you should learn about "Lysol"?

Mother: Is that so! Well then,

what about "Lysol"?

Baby: Why, you ought to put
"Lysol" brand disinfectant

in the cleaning water every

time you clean— to Idll germs.

That's what experienced

housekeepers do.

Mother: You mean it's an old housekeeping
custom? Why, how many women do you
suppose follow it?

Baby: Oh, most women—like about 2 out of 3,
I hear. For health's sake, you know.

Mother: Then Til start cleaning with
germ-killing "Lysol", too, for

your health's sake!

Every single time you clean

. . . disinfect with

"Lysol" the bathroom:
Quick and easy. Just add
234 tablespoons to each
gallon of cleaning water.

"Lysol" the floors—in
Baby's room, kitchen,
bathroom. Won't harm
paint, varnish, linoleum.

More women use "Lysol"
than any other household
disinfectant. Don't ever
risk being without it!

For free booklet onfighting disease germs, write Dept. G-46,
Lehn & Fink, 683 Fifth Avenue, New York 22, N. Y. 115
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One night Danny was entertaining his

friends from Broadway's theatrical and
artistic world in his Park Avenue apart-

ment. John Steinbeck was there and Tal-

lulah Bankhead, Moss Hart, Cole Porter,

a good dozen of Broadway's best. In the

middle of the evening, the doorbell buzzed
and Danny's maid announced, "Two friends

of yours from Brooklyn, Mr. Kaye." "Ask
them in," said Danny promptly. Th?y were
two of the old gang, from Public School

149. They were in the clothing business now
—as apart from the world Danny now lived

in as men from Mars. But he wouldn't let

them leave until all his fancy guests had
departed. Then he spent the rest of the

night in a Brooklyn bull session.

Danny has always clung to his first

friends and his modest background like

ivy to an old wall. Everytime he goes

back to New York from Hollywood, he
manages a trip up to the White Roe Inn,

a sort of "Having Wonderful Time" resort

hotel where he got an odd job entertain-

ing vacationers in his hunger days. Reason
—the proprietors there are still on Danny's
list of favorite people. The only time Dan-
ny ever tried to impress anybody, it was
the kids back in Brooklyn.
He'd just made his first real Broadway

success in "Let's Face It" and Danny had
blown himself to a Cadillac. He was pretty

proud of that car; to him it symbolized a

dream come true and the first place he
wanted to show it off was back on the

block. He drove the big heap over to

Nat's candy store, where he knew pals

of his youth would probably be hanging

out, just as they had when he'd left. He
parked the shiny new wagon by the curb,

straightened his new tailor-made suit and
sauntered in, the picture of success.

"Hi, Red," one of the gang greeted

him. "Where ya been?"

"Up on Broadway," Danny said, waiting

for them to ask him all about it. Nobody
did. When he said "so long" they watched
him drive away in the shiny Cadillac,

but nobody mentioned that, either. That

was the last time Danny Kaye ever tried

to impress anybody. It was funny, too. He
liked what had happened—a lot more
than if he'd caused a riot. Since then

Danny has never been impressed with

himself, or with anybody else. If he ever

finds himself slipping, he thinks of the

Brooklyn bunch.
One of Danny's best friends is Sammy

Prager, who used to play piano with him
in a night club act. Sammy's a pleasant,

unprepossessing, round-faced man who
can tickle the ivories like nobody's busi-

ness. Do you think Sammy's impressed
with being Danny Kaye's pal? Not a bit.

It's Danny who's proud to know Sammy.
He thinks he's the greatest pianist ever.

Everywhere Danny Kaye goes, Sammy
Prager goes, too. He flew out from New
York to join Danny at the Denver benefit

appearance for the General Rose Memorial
Hospital. The Governor of Colorado was
there, the U. S. Senators. The room was
crowded with Colorado's eminent citizens

the night of the banquet. Danny was
introduced as the celebrated Hollywood
star. Then the toastmaster introduced

Sammy, just as "Mr. Prager, the pianist."

Danny got up. "Ladies and gentlemen,"

he said, "when the speaker introduced Mr.
Prager he left out the most important
thing. He's my very dear friend."

There are really only two classes of

people that Danny Kaye stands in awe of

—fine musicians and physicians. Because
underneath his comic mask burns a serious,

frustrated desire to be both. The greatest

compliment Danny ever received was when
the manager of the Metropolitan opera

suggested he train to sing Figaro in "The
Barber of Seville." His proudest possession

is a bunch of old Enrico Caruso records and

his secret vice is playing and singing with

them when he's alone in the house.

Whenever Danny disappeared from the

set of "I Wake Up Dreaming" (based on
"The Secret Life of Walter Mitty"), they

knew exactly where to find him—on the

recording stage with Dmitri Tiomkin and
his 90-piece symphony orchestra, begging

Dmitri to let him lead the band. He's

made great friends with Artur Rubenstein,
the concert pianist, and he'll do anything
to get him to play when he comes to

Danny's house. He'll first try pecking oul

discords on the keys until Rubenstein plays

in self defense; if that doesn't work, Kaye
will come right out with an offer, "I'll put
on a funny show if you'll play the Second
Polonaise." It's usually a deal. They
had a lot of trouble at Goldwyn's with
Danny when they made "Wonder Man,"
too. He'd criticize the daily rushes of

opera burlesque numbers—not because
they weren't funny enough, but because
his "voice quality" wasn't just right.

It's the same way with anything medi-
cal. Danny has memorized the long Latin
names of practically every disease you
can think of and he'll spout them at the

drop of a symptom. Long before he came
to Hollywoe i, Danny deliberately hung
around New Yr>rk hospitals and doctors"

offices. One- in New York, he was playing

in a Copacabana show; nearby was a

small hospital where a medico friend of

his operated. One night, in the middle of

the show, Danny got a message: The doctor

was about to take out a man's kidney.

Danny ran off his show number so fast the

customer's heads swam. In between the

first and second floor shows, he leaned
over the operating table, hypnotized.
Dahny was playing catch once, with

Louis Calhern, between takes of "Up In

Arms." He pitched a fast one to Louis
and it cracked his finger. There wasn't a

doctor near and Louis was hopping around
the stage with pain. Danny's feelings were,
frankly, a little mixed. .He was sorry he'd

hurt Louis, of course, but the opportunity
to put a splint on the finger was pure joy.

Danny's a great sun-roaster and proud
of the fact that he takes a good tan.

(He once got off the train from Florida

and peeled down to his shirt right in

Penn Station before everyone to show
Sylvia the deep brown on his back. 1

Well, one day in Hollywood Danny dis-

covered some tiny white spots in his tan.

He got all excited. He was sure he had
some exotic, simply awful skin disease.

Sylvia and everyone he shojved it to

I SAW IT HAPPEN

When Victor Ma-
ture made a per-
sonal appearance
here in Rochester,
he kept the audi-
ence, and those
waiting to get into

the theater, con-
vulsed with his

antics. He sold
programs in the

lobby, shouting his

wares like a real peddler, and kidded

around with remarks like, "Buy a

program, folks! Put this program, with

my picture in it, under your refrig-

erator. Guaranteed to exterminate all

mice, ants, and other household pests

instantly!" We were all charmed to

see the "suave, sophisticated lover"

of the screen cavorting like a kid, en-

joying himself, and giving us a grand

time too!
Arlene Hart

Rochester, New York



scoffed, "Why, you silly—it's just your
sunburn peeling off!" But Danny wouldn't
settle for that. He pestered six doctors
until he could come home triumphantly
and announce that what he had just might
be a super rare skin fungus.
But what has really kept Danny Kaye

riding rosy clouds in his private life for

the last few months is the deliriously happy
prospect of becoming Daddy Kaye. When
Sylvia telephoned the family news to Dan.
he had the worst siege of telephonitis in

Kaye history—worse than the time he
broke 90 in golf. Every pal Danny had
known since childhood got buzzed out of

bed from San Diego to Sand Point with
the glad news, "We're going to be a fa-

ther!" Because Danny always calls himself
"We," and what he really means is himself
and Sylvia—who in this particular case,

you'll admit, had a right to some billing.

Since then, "the blond actor." as Sylvia
calls Danny Kaye, has beamed all the
bursting warmth of his heart and mind in

the direction of that unborn tot. It's al-

ready the greatest production the Kaye
career has had or ever will have.
Danny's bought practically every book

printed on the care of infants, and driven
his veteran parent pals wild with voluntary
advice on their kids. He's collected scads
of school folders—even if that problem is

years away—shopped for more immediate
toys and baby clothes, riffled through a
thousand names—boy and girl—and tried

them out on all his friends. He's bought a
complete motion picture outfit to record
every moppet move and even set his
scenarist brother-in-law. Bobby Fine, to

work on a script to do the job up in pro-
fessional fashion. He's ordered a new
Cadillac closed family car, instead of his
beloved convertible. He's even gone house-
hunting (in these times! ) around Holly-
wood because he's set on settling down
at once so the babe will have California
sunshine and a sense of a permanent home.
In short, Danny Kaye has lost himself
completely—as he loves to do—in the life

of someone else and this time that life

belongs to him, so you can imagine.
Somebody asked Danny the other day

what he wanted—a boy or a girl.

Danny sighed, "I don't care which

—

just so long as it's a baby!"

MORE THAN YOU KNOW
{Continued from page 53)

he told her, and she grabbed the receiver
while he plugged the line into a socket.
"Joan darling?"
"Liwy!" said Joan Fontaine Dozier's

sleepy voice, half protestingly, "what on
earth—it's the middle of the night here!
Are you all right?"
"Never so all right in my life. I'm being

(married today.'"'

"I just misunderstood you and it gave
me a start," Joan said. "I thought you
said you were going to be married."

"That's what I did say. Remember, I

:old you last week I'd run into someone
you knew, whom we'd both met three or
iour years ago? Marcus Goodrich."
"Of course I remember. You said he

seemed charming and you were having
lots of fun reading scripts together. You
don't mean ? . .

."

"Yes. Will you wish me luck?"
When, a few minutes later, she had hung

up, Olivia went to the door, opened it three
inches, and listened in to the accelerated
pulse of the household. Mrs. Langner,
an intent look on her face, was trotting up
/he spiral staircase carrying a mammoth
•jlack picture hat and a bunch of yellow
tea roses. Olivia heard her knock on

CU/l
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Yes, you can play a leading roll in the year's most dramatic
story! It's a story with the happiest of happy endings— for it

can end with victory over the terrible crippler of America's
children

—

dread infantile paralysis!

PIEASE GIVE TO THE SISTER

ELIZABETH KENNY FOUNDATION

THIRD ANNUAL APPEAL . .

.

7
Half of what you give fights infantile paralysis
in your own state; the other 50^ goes to Foun-
dation National Headquarters, the famed SIS-
TER ELIZABETH KENNY INSTITUTE in
Minneapolis. Here it will be used to help train
more doctors, nurses, technicians in the Ken-
ny method of treating polio victims. These tech-
nicians will eventually staff Kenny clinics in
your own locality.

Won't you join the ALL-STAR CAST "»

OF KIND HEARTED PEOPLE
IN THEIR MERCIFUL FIGHT +

AGAINST INFANTILE PARALYSIS?

Won't you accept this starring role by send-

ing in your contribution today . . . NOW?

SISTER KENNY FOUNDATION
Box 191, Hollywood. Calif.

Yes, I want to take a starring part in Sister
Kenny's fight against Infantile Paralysis.

Enclosed find S

Name

Address

City State.

11



3YD SIMONS
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7Aake-Vp Artist

SAYS-

"THERE'S
NO SUCH
THING

. . there are only women who don't kno.w

how to bring out their own basic beauty!

"Just as I have dramatized and glamorized the

faces of many of your favorite stars of stage and

screen — I can now do the same for you 1 My
new unique consultation course gives you your

own complete facial analysis— shows you ex-

actly the correct make-up techniques to use to

reveal the innate beauty of your individual fea-

tures. This special method makes consultation

with you as personal, as intimate, as complete

and confidential as if you conferred with me

right in my own Michigan Avenue Salon. Such

actual corrective make-up service at the House

of Sydney would cost $50 to $100— yet through

this special new plan you pay only $5!

"you will first receive, without charge, your facial con-

sultation chart in Questionnaire form. On the basis of the

information you give me therein J will prepare "7 TAagic

Steps to Beauty"— your own personal, detailed course of

instructions and advice.

"You, too, will be amazed at the almost magical

change in your face— fill out this coupon today!"

~s7d~s1mONS — HOUSE OF SYDNEY
540 N.Michigan Ave., Chicago 1 1, 111. MS126

// / am not satisfied, I may return it within 5

days and receive my $5.00 by return mail.

] enclose $5.00 for which send PREPAID
"7 Magic Steps to Beauty," especially per-

sonalized for me.

Please send C.O.D. I will pay charges.

Name ;

Address

City State...

MOVIE FANS!
25c coin brings you the ages and

birth places of 150 famous movie

stars. Address D. Hirsch, Box 56,

Tacoma, Washington.

Be the life of the party! Big
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7 day money back guarantee. Write Padell Book Co.,
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Phyllis Loughton's door. Phyllis, an old

friend, was to be matron of honor.

Olivia went back and stretched out

lazily on the chaise. Idly she mulled over

in her mind the letter she would write her

sister, Joan.
Let's see now—the first time I ever

heard his name, years ago, someone said,

"It's about time Marcus Goodrich was
writing a book. He's one of the best racon-

teurs in the country. Witty and worldly

and polished—but thoughtful, too."

subtle match-maker . . .

Anyway, do you know the Langners?

Lawrence is a patent attorney and an

executive of the Theater Guild, and he's

known Marcus longer than any of us. I

don't know if it . was match-making, or

not, but when he heard I was coming to

Westport he immediately invited Marcus

to the Cannondale place to work on his

new novel.

I was staying at the Westover Inn, just

outside the Westport Playhouse, and re-

hearsing like mad for the Maggy Wyhe
part in "What Every Woman Knows." But

of course between rehearsals I took time

out to relax and saw a lot of the Langners,

and Marcus, too.

Before long we were talking more about

ourselves than about music or writing or

world affairs. Aside from his charm, I

sensed in him a solidarity, a sincerity . . .

The play was supposed to open Monday
night, August 26th. Then I had scheduled

a week at Easthampton and a radio show.

We thought we might be married secretly

the week after that.

But darling, you know how it is. On
the Saturday before opening night we
went to one of those darned inns that's

even quainter than the rest and Marcus
had never been more charming, and what

was the use of waiting?

So I called Lawrence—he was dining

with Edna Ferber and I had the dickens

of a time getting him to come to the

phone—and told him we wanted to be

married at once.

It was almost noon. Olivia got up and

went over to the dressing table. She was
wearing the simple white dress with the

paisley print figures of blue and rose which

she'd chosen for her wedding.
She put on a crownless hat of royal

blue straw, trimmed with blue veiling and

a green velvet band. She drew on both of

her long white gloves, then suddenly re-

membered and adjusted the left one so

that her hand was bare. Marcus' enormous
diamond and ruby engagement ring glit-

tered cheerfully on her finger. It would

have company soon.

At the door Lawrence Langner's voice

asked, "Ready, Livvy?"

off with the old . . .

She took a last look at the reflection in

her mirror of Hollywood's most famous,

and most persistent, Bachelor Girl. "Bye

now," her mind said, without regret; and

to Lawrence, who would give her away,

she called, "I'm ready."

The Rev. Frederic L. C. Lorentzen, Rector

of Christ Holy Trinity Church, Westport,

was waiting under the Japanese willow.

Olivia had time to remember her whim of

asking him to put the word "obey" back

into the marriage lines, and to wonder if

he would do it.

Then they were standing together, and

the Rev. Lorentzen was reading the lines—

not forgetting the word- "obey" after all—

and then Marcus was whispering, "Hello,

Mrs. Marcus Goodrich," and kissing her

so that she nearly lost her veil. And the

harp was singing out all the right melodies,

and she was saying all the right, usual

things to people: "It's an old-fashioned

wedding ring, and I love it . . . Mrs. Good-
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top quality full-fashioned hose ... 1 Pair

PURE SILK HOSE plus 1 Pair ALL NYLONS,
new fall shade, is yours for the value of the
3-thread chiffon silk hose alone! A $5.45

value for $4.25 postpaid.

Present supply is limited— only 1 pair of

each to a customer. (Both pairs must be
same size.) Don't miss this Special Offer.

Indicate size wanted and mail your order

TODAY, with check or postal money order, to

TOWN & COUNTRY PRODUCTS, INC.

Port Washington, New York



Can't Keep
Grandma In

Her Chair
She's as Lively as a Youngster—
Now her Backache is better

Many sufferers relieve nagging backache quickly,

once they discover that the real cause of their trouble
may be tired kidneys.
The kidneys are Nature's chief way of taking the

excess acids and waste out of the blood. They help

most people pass about 3 pints a day.
When disorder of kidney function permits poison,

ous matter to remain in your blood, itmay cause nag-
ging backache, rheumatic pains, leg pains, loss of pep
and energy, getting up nights, swelling, puffiness

under the eyes, headaches and dizziness. Frequent or
scanty passages with smarting and burning some-
times shows there is something wrong with your
kidneys or bladder.

Don't wait! Ask your druggist for Doan's Pills,

a stimulant diuretic, used successfully by millions

for over 40 years. Doan's give happy relief and will

help the 15 miles of kidney tubes flush out poison-
ous waste from your blood. Get Doan's Pills.

Why spend needless time and
money when Dr. Guild's GREEN

MOUNTAIN ASTHMATIC
COMPOUND may bring comfort-
ing relief from the misery of asth-

matic attacks? On sale at nearly all

drugstores. Cigarettes, 50*!. Powder,
25d and $1.00. If your dealer cannot
supply you, order direct. Use only

as directed on package. A FREE
SAMPLE will provehow much this

trusted product can help you. Write
J.H.Guild Co.,Dept.V13 ,Rupert,Vt.

DON'T CUT CUTICLES
New Cream Beautifies Nails, Softens Cuticle

Reduce on manicures ! Manicare
helps keep nails flexible - easy to
shape. Removes dead cuticle with- £
out cutting. Prevents hangnails.
Removes stains. Get a jar today.

35c & 10c at cosmetic counters ^ Guamme

MANICARE
LEG SUFFERERS
Why continue to sufitr without attempt-
ing to do something? Write today for New
Booklet—"THE LIEPE METHODS FOR
HOME USE." It tells about Varicose
Ulcers and Open Leg Sores. Liepe Method3
used while you walk. More than 40 years ol
success. Praised and en-
dorsed by multitudes.

LIEPE METHODS, 3284 N.Green BayAve., I

Dept. 24- n, Milwaukee. Wisconsin
BOOKLET

Get Well

QUICKER
From Your Cough
Due to a Cold

FOLEY'S Honey & Tar
Cough Compound

STAMMER?
This new 128-page book, "Stammering, Its Cause
and Correction," describes the BogueUnit Method
for scientific correction of stammering and stut-
tering—successful for 45 years, Benj. N. Bogue.
Dept. 2290, Circle Tower, Sndianapolis 4, Ind.

LEARN

MILLINERY
AT HOME

Design and make exclusive hats under per-
sonal direction of one of America's noted
designers. Complete materials, blocks,
etc. , furnished. Every step illustrated. You

make exclusive salable hats right from the start. Start a
profitable business in spare time. Low cost, easy terms.

LOUIE MILLER SCHOOL OF MILLINERY
,225 North Wabash Avenue, Dept. 1812. Chicago I, III.

:
Please send me your FREE illustrated catalog.
Print
Name.

.

' I'ldreeB

rich. It sounds wonderful, but I've got to

get used to it . .
."

There was posing for photographs, and
Marcus saying, "No, on my left, dear,"
and her prompt acquiescence.

"I promised to obey, didn't I?"
In Hollywood, the week of Olivia's

marriage to Marcus Goodrich, Joan Fon-
taine, who had recently married Bill Do-
zier, talked to one or 'two of her closest

friends.

"Part of the answer to this sudden
marriage of Livvy's," she said, "is in my
own marriage to Bill. The first time Bill

and I ever talked together—at Lucey's,
and strictly business—I realized that here
was a man of integrity and honesty and
strength. A mature man, seasoned

—

"And as we grew to know each other,
and to be in love I understood that never
before in my life had I known what a
real marriage could mean. After we'd been
married, and were planning and decor-
ating the new house, Olivia came to visit.

"She didn't say much, at first. She just
watched. She saw Bill take over the way
a man should take things over—straighten
out my business affairs without a hitch
or a haggling session or any confusion.
"She saw a true, solid marriage, built on

love and the strong personality of the man
in the case, developing before her eyes.
And she saw my great happiness. Why,
she couldn't take her eyes off us. .

."

Just then Olivia came walking briskly
around the corner of the house, across the
lawn, her arms filled with bundles.
As she lit a cigarette Joan regarded her

sister contemplatively. "You know," she
said, "we've never been a very connected
family in the sentimental, clannish sense.
You've had your job to do, and I've had
mine. But it seems to me we've been closer
in the last few weeks than ever before.
And you're—softening, darling."

"I'm observing a modern miracle—in

this crazy era, and in this town, my sister

finds a man who believes in home, family
and fidelity. I never knew the idea of
marriage could have so much appeal to

me," Olivia murmured.
"You might try it, then."

"How many men are there like Bill?"

"Not many. But a few—and if you
know what to look for, what you want,
you'll find him. .

."

"And that's just it, you see," said Joan
to her friends in Hollywood the week that
Olivia married Marcus. "She did."

I SAW IT HAPPEN

We had just fin-
ished hearing Dick
Powell perform on
the stage of the
Golden Gate The-
ater here in San
Francisco, when a
voice from the au-
dience called out,

"Where's June,
Dick?" Dick grin-
ned and finally,

after some coaxing from the audience,
brought Junie out from the wings to

be introduced. They had just been
married a short time, and held hands
like a real bride and groom while on
the stage. June then announced that
it was Richard's birthday, and asked
if everyone would join her in singing
"Happy Birthday" to him. We all did,

of course, and the way Dick looked at
June as he accepted our birthday
greetings was really something to see.

Helene Marks
San Francisco, California

Ttew EA5Y WAYTWnfeed

BUTTON HOLES

New/
Improved.'

NOW ONLY

$|©o
MOTH/AtG
UKE fT!

FOUR LONG STITCHES SIDE-WAY
Darn TO PAD BUTTON HOLE FINISH STITCH

Stockings, Mend Tears, Attach
Zippers and Sew On Buttons, too!
Once dreaded by every woman, now
button hole making becomes as easy
as basting ahem with this sensational
new invention! You'll get twice as
neat results in half the time, too!
Fits any sewing machine . . . attaches
in a moment. Simple to operate.
Comes complete with hoop for darn-
ing stockings, a button hole guide
and ea9y directions in picture. Test at our risk now
'.nd realize a new thrill in sewing.

FREE NEEDLE THREADER. As a gift for prompt
action, you will receive with your order the marvelous
time-saving, eye-saving needle threader. Don't wait
but send your name today.

SEND NO MONEY - ORDER NOW. Just send
your name and when you receive your new improved
button hole attachment and gift needle threader, de-
posit only $1.00 plus C.O.D. charges thru postman.
Do this on the guarantee that if you aren't delighted in
every way, you may return purchase for full refund.
Or send cash with order, we pay postage. Special . . .

3 for $2.50 NOW . . . Mail your name and address to

LONDON SPECIALTIES, Dept. 4-S 8505 S. Phillips, Chicago 17, III.

ALMOST INCREDIBLE NEW
scientifically compounded treatment for

PIMPLES
TING works while it

helps hide them!
You simply apply TING to
pimples, let it dry—and whisk
off excess powder ting is both
fungicidal and germicidal —
really works wonders for ex-
ternally caused pimples. Even
if other products have failed,

ask your druggist for new TING
antiseptic medicated cream.
Stainless, greaseless. Only 50c.

ANTISEPTIC
MEDICATED
CREAM

ft

VI Relieve itching caused by eczema,
athlete's foot, pimples— other itch-
ing troubles. Use cooling, medicated
D.D.D. Prescription. Greaseless, stain-

less. Quiets itching fast. 35c trial bot-
tle proves it— or money back. Ask
your druggist for D.D.D. Prescription.

Relieve 1TP11
Misery of 1 1 klT

119



Fashion Your Body—

r

REDUCE Where You Want To -No Drugs

Dangerous Diet or Tiring Exercise

Just 10 minutes a, day in your own room, and this

Scientific Healtholizer Home Reducer will help you,
as it has helped thousands, to SLENDERIZE.

ALSO—With your Healtholizer you get James G. Rol-

ley's 3 famous courses: "Proper Diet", "Constructive
Breathing", "Personality Development", as taught by
him, so helpfully, to men and women everywhere.

SEND NO MONEY—No risk involved. Just your name
and address. When postman delivers Healtholizer,

you deposit $6.98 (formerly $10.) plus a small charge
for delivery. Start reducing at once. If after 5 days
you are not wholly satisfied, return Healtholizer and
your $6.98 (full cost) will be refunded immediately.

RUSH..THIS..COUPON..TODAY!

| 5 DAY TRIAL COUPON
1

I Healtholizer Corp., Dent. II

j
71-22 Ingram St., Forest Hills. N. Y.

' Rush my Healtholizer to me. I will pay postman on ar-
J

|
rival. My money will be refunded if I am not satisfied. I

1 Name j

Learn Modeling at Home
How Modeling leads to lame -fortune

Develop poise, charm, posture. Learn secrets

of successful models. How to get profes-

sional engagements, meet the right, people.

How successful models reach stardom. Send for

easy to read book "MODELING TO STARDOM".
$2.00 postpaid. METRO STUDIO PRESS
Dept. B 600 5. Michigan Chicago 5, III.

High School Course
at Home Many Finish in 2 Years

Go as rapidly as your time and abilities permit. Course
equivalent to resident school work—prepares for college
entrance exams. Standard H.S. texts supplied. Diploma.
Credit for H. S. subjects already completed. Single subjects if de-
sired. High school education is very important for advancement m
business and industry and socially. Don't be handicapped alt your
life. Be a High School graduate. Start your training now. Free
Bulletin on request. No obligation.

nerican School, Dept. H-914, Drexei at 58th, Chicago 37

Ugly BLACKHEADS
OUT IN SECONDS

Keep your com-
plexion free of
Blackheads this
new way — look

attractive
instantly

!

Try VACUTEX
Blackhead-Remover
The amazingly effective
Vacutex extracts Blackheads
automatically — WITHOUT
squeezing; the skin or injur-
ing tissues. Easy to use with
three, fingers. It reaches
Blackheads anywhere. Try it
10 days and if not delighted,
return VACUTEX and your
money will be refunded.

10 DAY TRIAL COUPON
BALLCO PRODUCTS CO.. Dept. 1912 4

19 West 44th St.. New YorK 18. N. Y.
Enclosed find $1. Send postpaid.

Send C.O.D. I will pay postman $1 plus postage;
$1 refund if not delighted. I
SORRY. NO C. O. D.'s OUTSIDE U.S.A. •

PARTY POSTSCRIPTS
(Continued from page 63)

been a bit of a stuffed shirt since she came
here, relaxed completely and appeared in the

most honest costume of the evening, "An Old

Frump." I don't know what Clark Gable

does to these gals, but they are always

starry-eyed when he's dancing attendance

and he was with the Rogers girl every minute.

Rita Hayworth was "The King of Siam" and
Douglas Fairbanks, Jr. was dressed up as

"Anna." Rita's gown was of kitchen cleaners

and her earrings were safety pins. Mrs.

Reginald Gardiner was arrayed in a red

union suit with a bunch of cherries in her hair

—but Loretta Young took care of the beauty

department in a dress made of silver paper

and cheesecloth.

Every time Don, the Beachcomber, gives a

party at his Valley estate, everybody in Hol-

lywood wants a bid—even the biggest stars.

Don owns the famous Beachcombers Cafe

where only island food is served, but not

long ago, he bought a home L- the Valley

and every month when it is full-moon time

he tosses a luau.

I was curious about these affairs and so I

guickly accepted his invitation to eat of

suckling pig roasted in the ground and fish

cooked on leaves.

The evening turned out to be unexpectedly

chilly but that didn't keep our belles from

donning bathing suits, while most of the ac-

tors wore bathing trunks or little else. Of

course, they had heavy flower leis around

their necks—if that helped to keep them warm.
We all sat down on the ground to eat din-

ner, and used our Adam and Eve implements

—fingers—to dip into the wonderful island

food dished up. There was nary a knife,

fork or spoon casting a shadow in the moon-

light. The drinks that went by on big trays

looked like Technicolor productions because

they were all rum and fruit concoctions.

Bing Crosby, who had been on my radio

show with me earlier in the evening, wore

the brightest red shirt I've ever seen. He
looked like a fireman on a holiday and didn't

mind the kidding he took in the least.

Mrs. Franchot Tone, the pretty Jean Wal-

lace, worried me because her bathing suit

seemed the scantiest of all. Sonja Henie, who
goes everywhere these days with handsome
Stewart Barthelmess, was all done up in

bright silk pajamas. But she wore her best

shoes and got her feet wet—sniffle, sniffle

—

sniffle.

Later, everyone sang island songs, led by
Bing Crosby. Everything considered, I think

it would have been best if we had all shut up

and let Bing do the warbling. But it was a

gay and "different" evening and I enjoyed it

most of all because I was the warmest.

* * *

David Selznick doesn't give many big par-

ties, but when he does he goes all out. His

party honoring pretty blonde Evelyn Keyes

and her bridegroom, John Huston (the son of

Walter Huston and well known as a writer

and director in his own right), was a party.

David took great pains to see that his

guests were comfortable. For instance, the

grass was covered with canvas so the ladies

would not get their feet wet and dinner was
served on the tennis court. The buffet table

was decorated with enormous ice figures and

scads of roses and the view from the hilltop

was so lovely it looked as though David had

planned it as a backdrop.

It was really a Who's-Who turn out. Every-

body was there. I had the misfortune to spill

a glass of sherry on Mary Pickford's gor-

geous French gown of pale blue brocade

—

but she was a darling about it and told me
not to let it spoil my evening.

Dr. Martin and I sat at the table with Mary,

Walter Huston, Norma Shearer and Norma's

Marty Arrouge. I don't know what's hap-

pened to Norma but she is the most beauti-

ful thing in our town. Perhaps I do know.

She's wonderfully happy with her hand-

some husband and happiness makes women
glitter more than diamonds. Joan Crawford

was there with her on-again, off-again ro-

mance, Greg Bautzer, doing all right in the

looks department, too.

There wasn't a chance for any girl to be a

wall flower, for David has a very cute idea

for "mixing up" the dancing partners. He had

men draw "names" for one dance and then

go looking for the lady whose moniker was
written on the slip of paper.

Then the girls were given slips of paper

with the names of men. I saw one siren

change hers six times until she got Cary

Grant. Honors for looking the "youngest" go

to Joan Bennett who didn't look a day over

17 years of age. Hard to believe she has a

daughter just 17. Marlene Dietrich was
lovely in a gold-colored dress and it did my
heart good after that long misunderstand-

ing, to see her daughter, Maria Manton, go

up and throw her arms around her mother's

neck.

David's was certainly a party that clicked.

* * *

One of the most gasp-inspiring parties was

the beautiful affair given by the Arthur Lyons'

who made a perfect fairy land of their beauti-

ful estate. Their home is English architecture

surrounded by a small forest of trees—and

this night every tree was abloom with yellow

and white hibiscus. I've never seen any-

thing more beautiful.

I went with Dorothy Lamour and Bill How-

ard and Dorothy's dress was the center of

conversation. It was gray metallic, beaded

and backless. "Whose dress?" someone asked

her. "Mine," guipped Dottie. "I have had

it for ten years and Edith Head just remade it

for me." Barbara Stanwyck and Bob Taylor

came with Mary and Jack Benny and I've

never seen Barbara so gay. She danced and

danced and seemed to be having so much fun.

After all these formal parties, it was some-

thing "different," indeed, to be invited to the

charming home of the Douglas Fairbanks, Jr.

for a quiet dinner and an evening of playing

the famous "game."



'Dahh CctcU?
WHY HAVE THEM?

Clear up that washed-out look around your eyes!

Simpry apply Souyay. for Circles Under Eyes. Leave

on the skin for 30 Magic Moments and remove. You'll

be amazed'!' Kouyay is not a medicine — not a cos-

metic. It merely assists nature in restoring healthy

(natural) glow to skin. Don't go around another day
with "that" look Sold on a positive money-back
guarantee Sufficient supply for 30 to 90 days, only

$3.60 including gov't tat Mailed in plain wrapper

Souyag Dept. C • 8914 Beverly Blvd. • los Angelei 36, Calrf.

Send Bouyay for Orcles under Eyes. Plan ot payment checked below:
SI -00 enclosed S2.60 balance, plus CO.D. fees will be paid mailman.
S3.60 enclosed Payment in full (Note this plan saves 28= CO.D. fee)

asdsess

CITY STATE.

nTTTTTR
Tightens
FALSE TEETH
or NO COST

Lasts from 3 to 6 Months
Xew discovery makes loose dent
plates fit snug and comfortable for months—almost like
having your own teeth again. For uppers and lowers.

Easy to Apply at Home . . . Simply squeeze* some
•'GUM GRIPPER" evenly on your denture, put plate
in your mouth where it sets and hardens in few minutes.
No heat—no fuss—no muss. Will not harm any denture.

SEND NO MONEY . . .

Order a tube today, for only 51.00 (deposit with your
own postman). Each application of "GUM GRIPPER"
guaranteed to last from 3 to 6 months and delight you
completely cr your money will be cheerfully refunded.GUM GRIPPER, INC.
127 N. Dearborn St., Dept. 425, Chicago 2, 111.

Ask for Lcymon's Foce Powder, Rouge, Lipstick, Nat) Polish.

Sold from counier display cards in drug and other stores.

WORLD'S PRODUCTS CO., Spencer, lad.

CAN'T AFFORD
DIAMONDS?
Then wear diamond-daul

TkJl"

My
iam, Thev —
ire. Thrilling beauty, stand
rue backs, full of FIRE. Eiq
jountinga. See before you buy. i

or FREE catalog.

National Zircon
Co., Dept. 8,
Wheeling,W Va FREE!

Don't mistake eczerr
for the stubborn, ugly.,
em barrassi ng scaly ski n
disease Psoriasis. Apply
non-staining Dermoil.
Thousands do for scaly
spots on body or scalp.
Grateful users, often after
years of suffering, report
vhe scales have gone, the
red patches gradually dis-
appeared and they enjoyed the thrill
of a clear skin again. Dermoil is used
Oy many doctors and is backed by a positive agreement to
give definite benefit in 2 weeks or money is refunded with-
out question. Send 10c (stamps or coin* for generous trial
i-ortle to make our famous "One Spot Test." Test it your-

Res-u.'-s rr.sv surprise you. Write today for your test
-ottle. Caution: X~se only as directed. Print name plainly.
Don't delay. Sojd by Liggett and Walg Drug Stores

The Fairbanks crowd play "the game" in

an unusual way. Teams are chosen (as per
custom) but instead of acting out characters

from books or plays, quotations were "drawn"
on a blackboard—and if you have never tried

to draw a quotation—try it for laughs some-
time. I was amazed at how clever some of

them were—even guessing such a difficult

passage as "The trouble is not in our stars but
in ourselves that we are underlings."

The guests who kept this nonsense going
until four o'clock in the morning were Merle
Oberon and her husband, Elsa, the hosts, and
my doctor and I.

Mary Lee Fairbanks is such a charming
woman. She has personally superintended the

care of the David Niven boys almost since the

tragic death of their mother. The youngsters

live next door and while they have a wonder-
ful nurse who is devoted to them, Mary Lee
visits them many times a day. She told me
the older Niven youngster misses his mother,

talks about her all the time. It is so difficult

for David, who has not yet told the little boys
that their mother is gone forever.

* * *

Another unusual party was the wedding
dinner in honor of Dolores Moran and her
producer husband Ben Bogeaus, given in

the Crillon, one of Hollywood's most exclusive

restaurants. The hosts were Eleanor Parker
and her hubby, Bert Friedlob, and I partic-

ularly enjoyed it because there were so many
of the younger set present.

Cleatus Caldwell and Bob Hutton had just

made up after a long spat and they were
radiant at being together again.

Janis Paige was there with Cubby Bro-

colli. But they both said there are no wedding
bells in the offing. "She's too good for me,"
Cubby remarked. Figure that one out.

Paulette Goddard and Burgess Meredith
breezed through the party for a few minutes
and John Garfield, who makes very few social

appearances, was there with his pretty wife.

* * *

It's been a big party month in Hollywood.
But there's one more I must tell you

about. It is the midnight soiree tossed by
Schwab's Drug Store following the preview
of "The Jolson Story"—a wonderful movie,

by the way. Little pint-sized Sidney Skolsky
put Schwab's on the Hollywood map by men-
tioning it so often in his column—so the

Schwab Brothers decided to toss a wingding
in his honor when Sid turned producer.

The invitations were formal and engraved

—

but there the formality ended. I'm mad about
ice cream, or I swear I wouldn't have had the

strength to push through the mob inside and
outside the store when I arrived.

William Powell, still a red head from "Life

With Father," and his pretty little Diane,

couldn't get near the soda fountain, so

they were off to one side eating ice cream
cones.

June Allyson and Dick Powell sat next to

me at the fountain and did we polish off the

ice cream sodas! But perhaps the biggest

laugh came from Alan Ladd and Sue Carol

who insisted on buying stamps on account

of they just never get to a drug store unless

NO DULL
DRAB HAIR
When You Use This Amazing

4 Purpose Rinse
In one, simple, quick operation, LOVALON
will do all of these 4 important things

to give YOUR hair glamour and beauty:

1. Gives lustrous highlights.
2. Rinses away shampoo film.

3. Tints the hair as it rinses.
4. Helps keep hair neatly in place.

LOVALON does not permanently dye
or bleach. It is a pure, odorless hair rinse,

in 12 different shades. Try LOVALON.
At stores which sell toilet goods

25c for 5 rinses

1 0c for 2 rinses

Guaranteed by ^
Good Housekeeping

'omnsto

TUrFENAIL^A
Beautify and strengthen your v^g^
nails with Hollywood's Tuftena.l. V
Apply daily with new, easy-to-use ^
applicator. For longer, lovelier na.ls

for fascinating hands . . .
use

Tuffenail. 25c at your 5c and IOC

store .cosmetic counter.

VOGUE PRODUCTS SLVSTZ.'SS.

BACKACHES MOTHERHOOD
Muscles are often strained by
motherhood and cause back-
aches for years. Allcock's Porous
Plasters give prompt effective

relief . . They support the
muscles, bring heat to painful
spot. 25c ot - druggists.

ALLCOCK'S Porous Plasters

JOBS NOT BOMBS fir AMERICANS

GET GOVERNMENT JOBS

$1,756 TO $3,021 A YEAR
MEN—WOMEN
Prepare NOW
For 1947

Examinations.

Veterans

Get
Preference.

/ FRANKLIN INSTITUTE
/ Dept. B108, Rochester 4, N. Y.

I Sirs: Rush to me without charge,

^ (1) 32-page book with list of many
^. TJ. S. Government Big Pay Jobs;

p (2) Tell me how to prepare for one

f ot these jobs.

Mail Coupon / Name.
Todav. /



I HAD A NERVOUS
HEADACHE,
IT ALMOST

!

DROVE ME WILD I MILES

miles NERVINE
can be a blessing when a nervous head-

ache comes your way. It can be a bless-

ing too, when nerves upset you, when
you can't sleep. Be prepared! Get it

today at your drug store. Miles

Nervine is sold on a money-back
guarantee. Effervescent tablets,

35c and 75c. Liquid 25c and $1.00.

Caution: Use only as directed.

MILES LABORATORIES, INC
ELKHART, INDIANA BUT MILES NERVINE

LEFT ME $ERENE,
/AY TEN*E NERVE*
RECONCILED.

PAKETTE

R VEST POCKET SIZE RHDIO!
So small it will slip in your pocket or purse! Actually smaller than a pack of
size cigarettes! Weighs but V-ith lb. complete ready to play—as shown with self
contained earphone for personal use. No extra wires or special attachments required.
Streamlined, attractive and durable black and silver plastic cases. Uses new preset
"crystal diode" rectifier same as used in Army-Navy ultra hi-frequency radar sets
during the war. Has slide tuning dial for station relection. Since no tubes, batteries
or electrical socket power "plug-ins" are ever required, the radio should operate
for years with little or no upkeep expense. Usually receives local radio broadcasts
simply by cliDping self contained connection "snap" to metal of telephones.

GUARANTEED TO WORK S/S&'HKSug
to complete operating instructions sent with each radio. Can be used at home.
offices, hotels, cabin camps, in bed, after hours on farms or most anywhere
United States or Canada.

f«nm¥T> AMf mw <fi 1 ft ft (currency, express or postal money order.bLMU wWJj* 3)X(UU bank draft, or personal check) and pay
Dostmarj $2 09 Dlus delivery and postage fees on arrival or send S3.99 for postpaid
delivery IO P A felling). Ideal gift for children or adults alike! A truly practical

noveltv' radio capable of real radio reception. Order your "Pakette" radio today for

roal eniovmcnt Criiical material shortages may limit future production so order

today—NOW—to assure the earliest possible delivery. (Canada, Mexico and foreign

orders $5.00 U. S. cash with order.)

ELECTRIC COMPANY, DEPARTMENT MM-12. KEARNEY, NEBRASKA

the

%w ENLARGEMENT
Tnst to get acquainted, we will beautifully enlarge your favorite map-
just to BBi ay*

t
-

0j Kodak picture, print or negative to 5x7
inches, if you enclose this ad with & 3c stamp for return

mailing. Please include color of hair and eyes and get

our new Bargain Offer giving you your choice of handsome
frames with a second enlargement beautifully hand tinted

in natural lifelike colors and sent on approval. Tour orig-

inal returned with your enlargement. Send today.

DEAN STUDIOS, Dept. 1 574,21 1 w. 7th St., Pes Moines, Iowa -=> l^rVir»

UGLY WARTS GONE
Now She's Beautiful
Remove UGLY WARTS this quick,

easy way. IOD-ISE, remarkable new
preparation discovered by druggist,

removes ugly warts. IOD-ISE dries

up small horny growths so they dis-

appear. Will not injure skin. Leaves
no scar. Results guaranteed or Money
Back. At all druggists. 35c—or mail
order direct to Dept. 47. IOD-ISE CO..
Clifton. New Jersey.

_ —7 WHIRLING SPRAY
/(BL^ZC-^Czr^ SYRINGE •

. /rtWom.n

At DRUG COUNTERS THROUGHOUT THE WORLD

Free Booklet. Marvel Co.. 60 East St., New Hoven, Ct.

GENUINE DIAMOND BRIDAL PAIRS
SOLID GOLD SETTINGS

Honeymoon Pair . . . exquisitely matched UK
Gold settings. Engagement Ring has brilliant

solitaire set off by two genuine side chip dia-

monds; Wedding Band has 5 genuine dia-

monds! An outstanding buy at

this extremely low price. Either %
Ring for only $5.95; both for . A \J
SWEETHEART PAIR

4 genuine diamonds set in 10K solid Gold
mounting; beautifully embossed.

A lifetime of satisfaction. Either %J 9 5
ring. $4.95; both for only . . C#
SEND NO MONEY: just send
name, address and ring sizes or string for size.

Pay postman for your choice plus tax and post-

age. Money back in 10 days if not completely

thrilled. Save by buying direct from the

IA VERE JEWELRY COMPANY
1155 26TH ST. DES MOINES, IOWA

Key-To-

My-Heart

Chatelaine

5.95'

filouJinq Gold

b1

Crowned Jewel

Earrings

j.95*

Glowing gold jewelry in

a yellow or silver finish

Highlights any ensemble

20% Fed. Tax

Satisfaction Guarantee! or

Monev Refunded
Mail Orders Promptly Filled

NU-MODE INC. 18W.34thSt. EMPIRE STATE BLDG. N.Y.C.

THIS AD IS WORTH $|0o
Amazing MEW OFFER gives you

_
—

2 enlargements of your favorite photo FREE!^^^HW

To introduce you to the superb quality ofour workmanship,that has gained
us millions of regular customers, we will make you a free gift of two 5x7
enlargements which regularly sell for 50c each. Just send us any snapshot,
photo or negative. Be sure to include color of hair, eyes and clothing

—

and get our bargain offer for having these enlargements beautifully

hand colored in oil and placed in your choice of handsome frames.

Please enclose 10c each for handling and mailing. Originals returned
with FREE prints worth $1. Act AT ONCE. Limit 2 to a customer.

HOLLYWOOD FILM STUDIOS • Dept. 185,7021 Santa Monica Blvd., Hollywood 38, Calif.
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THE HOUSE THEY LIVE IN

(Continued jrom page 35)

decorate was volcanic in its violence. She
flew about the tiny apartment, assaulting
the existent color scheme and furniture.

"This is awful," she told Ronnie. "We've
got to buy some furniture."

"But, honey, you can't buy it now. It

may not fit into the house when we get it."

Ronnie's logic didn't dampen her ardor.
One night when Ronnie came home

there was a note pinned to the door.
"I'm sorry," it read, "but we don't live

here any more."
Consulting the manager, Ronnie learned

that his wife had succeeded in getting a
larger apartment in the same building.
She met him at the door, her face flushed
with excitement. Behind her, painters
were slashing at walls with their brushes,
and furniture was heaped in confusion.

"Isn't it wonderful?" gasped Jane.
"Never a dull moment," said Ronnie.
Life in the new apartment meant back-

aches for Ronnie. He was continually
moving furniture from one room to the
other, or sometimes out in the hall. After
a months of vaulting divans, he decided
.the time had come. He started looking for
a lot for their home. It had to be on a hill.

guardian dragons . . .

Ronnie found the lot shortly after Mau-
reen was born. High on a hill, it suited their
every purpose. Ronnie designed the floor

plans himself and hired a draftsman to

complete the job. There was to be a living

room hvo steps down from the entrance
hall, and a den. A dining room and kitchen
completed the first floor, with three bed-
rooms and three baths upstairs. A patio
was planned in back and a swimming pool
in front. Then Ronnie started work in a
picture and found himself working at

night for thirty-eight consecutive nights.

When Jane started a film shortly after-

wards, she did it conventionally, working
during the day. The foundation of the house
was begun, and although they visited the
site every day, it was never with each
other. They considered themselves the
night watchman and day nurse of their

new home.
By the time Ronnie's night shift was

over, the flooring and uprights were
completed. For the first time, they went
up the hill together. Jane spied the open-
ings in the wall which represented living

room windows.
"What," she demanded, "are we' doing

with windows like this? Good heavens,
what's a view for if you can't see it?"

Ronnie tapped the foreman on the

shoulder.
"My wife says what are we doing with

windows like this?"

He walked into what would be the

dining room.
"This is too small," he said. "Let's kick

out that wall."

Jane climbed a ladder and cat-walked
around the second story.

"Oh, yipe," she howled down to Ronnie.
"What am I in now?"

"That's the entrance hall," he said.

"Well, it's too big! It's a waste of space."

Ronnie tapped the foreman on the

shoulder.
"We want to use some of that space

up there—where my wife is—for the bed-
room. Can you knock that wall over about
four feet?"

"This," said Jane, poking her head
through an aperture, "is a very silly

window. Let's make it bigger."

Before they left, they had arranged for

about two weeks' worth of changes.



EASE TORTURE

SIMPLE PILES
• Think of it! A single soothing
ointment that speeds relief from
those tortures of simple piles. It's

amazing Pazo Ointment—acts in-

stantly to relieve pain of itching

—

soothes inflamed tissues—lubri-

cates dry, hardened parts—helps
prevent cracking and soreness

—

acts to reduce swelling and check
minor bleeding. It's wonderful!
Your doctor can tell you about

Pazo Ointment. Get it at your
druggist's today . . . with the pain-
less, thorough Pazo Pile Pipe . .

.

or in handy tin and suppositories.
Made by the makers of famous
Grove's Cold Tablets.

Free for Asthma
If von suffer vrizh attacks of Asthma so terrible
you choke and gasp for breath, if restful sleep
is impossible because of the struggle to breathe,
if you feel the disease is slo^vly wearing your
life away, don't fail to send at once to the
Frontier Asthma Co. for a free trial of a re-
markable method. Xo matter where you live or
whether you have any faith in any remedy
under the Sun, send for this free trial. If you
have suffered a lifetime and tried everything
you could learn of without relief: even if you are
utterly discouraged, do not abandon hope but
send today for this free trial. It will cost you
nothing. Address
Frontier Asthma Co. 48:-W Frontier Bldg.
463 Niagara St.. Buffalo 1, X. T.

Do You Want

Longer HAIR?
Just try this SYSTEM on your hair
7 days and see if yoa are really en-
joying the pleasure of attractive hair
that so often captures love, romance.

HAIR, may get LONGER
when scalp and hair conditions are

1 and the dry. brittle, breaking
: can be retarded . it has a chance

to get ionger and mnch more beautiful.
Just try the JUELENE SYSTEM for
7 days. let your mirror prove results.

_ SendSl.OO. (If C.O.D. plus posxage).
t -

• • l oar cut? c&j* if yon sre sot ceiizired.
JUELCO., 4727 North Damen, Dept. V- 6 03, Chicago 25, 111.

Compare These Values 1
.

MOVIE STAR PHOTOS
12 for 50c * 25 for *1
Now ... get MOSE for yoar mosey
USocse yos,-r faroHte Hollywood Stars
ana well send YOUR SELECTION of
beaatifei. glossy photos. Smallest
oraer 50c. Name second choice*

™^„ r.J: jS
ier of 250 NAMES and

ADDRESSES of p-op-ular star* wffh
each order.

BRfTESHIME PRODUCTS Dept A*
52 Chur^St. Annex H^J. 8, ff.T.

BE A /Vf4/I4e
MAKE S30-S40 A WEEK

Practical nurses are needed in erery
community . . . doctors rely on them . .

.

patients appreciate their cheerful, ex-
pert care. Tou can leam practical
nursing at home in spare time. Course
endorsed by physicians. 47th yr. Earn
while learning. High School not re-

quired. Men, women. IS to 60. Trial plan. Write nowl
CHICAGO SCHOOL OF NURSING

Dept.2312. 100 East Ohio Street, Chicago II. III.
Please send free booklet and 16 sample lesson pages.
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"Now, what about the furniture?" said
Ronnie.

"'That's my department," said Jane.
"You're only a man."
She bent her energies to furnishings with

the same whirlwind fury directed at the
apartment, but she soon began to have
trepidations This was to be their own
house, and it must be very right. Colors
and blending of period styles began to
frighten her.

"I don't want a decorator," she said to
Ronnie, "but we'd better have one to help
me, or Til have a stroke."
A few months after Pearl Harbor they

moved into the house when it was partially,
to put it mildly, furnished. Ronnie came
home one night to find Jane in the living
room, staring at the walls in preoccupa-
tion. She had found a decorator that dav,
decided on materials and bought a table,
and was currently concentrating on colors.

"Hello." said Ronnie.
"Do you like red?" said Jane.
I like olive drab better," said Ronnie.
Jane stiffened. "You can't put olive drabm this house."
Ronnie put an arm around her shoulders.
"No, honey., but I can wear it"
She stared at him, wide-eyed.
"You mean—you're in?"
He nodded and took his own particular

"Greetings" from his coat pocket.
"How soon?" she breathed.
"Fifteen days."
It was a hectic fifteen days. Ronnie was

in a flurry of preparation, and Jane was
trying desperately to settle housing issues.
The only thing Ronnie did, squeezing

what little time he could from his days
was the landscaping. Every time he came
nome, it was with another tree under hisarm He'd yell to Jane, and she'd come
wmrling out of the house with a shovel in
nand. Every time she started a household
cnore. Ronnie would come up the drive-way with a tree.

"The only thing Til ever leave you for,"
she told him, "is a tree."
In two days, Ronnie left for Slu Fran-

cisco, his reception center, and Jane found
herself working in another movie. With the
w;ar^had come the exodus of servants into
airplane factories, and the house was left
in abject loneliness during the davtime
when it was occupied only by Maureen
and a constantly changing shift of nurses,
plus sundry workmen administering finish-
ing touches. Tne carpets finally arrived
and the lawn was planted, but Jane was in
a complete dither trying to locate servants.
She finali3- found a couple who seemed
most efficient.

your nap's showing . . .

They came to the house on Sunday,
and informed Jane when she admitted
them that they %vould serve as butler and
maid. The man looked into the living room
and gasped.
"Madame," he said in a shocked tone,

"your nap is all wrong."
"Hmm?" said Jane.
"The nap on the rug, madame. It should

all go in one direction."
"Oh. Oh, well, that's fine. We'll have it

go in one direction in the future."
Tne butler and his wife took over the

house like two Sherman tanks.
^The climax of having a butler came

when Ronnie arrived home for the first
time. Wnen he phoned from San Fran-
cisco and told Jane he'd be home the next
day, she flew to the kitchen.

"Lit. Reagan will be home for dinner
tomorrow night," she said. "I want every-
thing especially nice."

"We have no silver serving trays, mad-
ame," was the butler's only comment.
The next day Jane took him on a shop-

ping tour and bought Ronnie's favorite

ITS DOWNRIGHT
STEALING, BOSS

Sure, I'm mad! My insides are a hideout
for a band of thieves. Worms, the curs, are
robbing me of my energy and spark, mak-
ing me feel dull and dragged out.

Let's give the thugs a slug that'll knock
'em risht out of this world . . . with Ser-
geant's SURE SHOT Capsules. They make
a dead-end to worms in big dogs like me.
just like Sergeant's Puppy Capsules clean
out worms in small dogs and puppies.
Come on, Boss, let's get going for the

drug or pet store right now.
They have the Sergeant's
Dog Medicines I need to

keep me in the pink.

The new Sergeant's Dog Book will
tell you how to detect worms in
ycur dog, how to diagnose other
ailments, too. Your favorite drug
or pet store has it for you FREE
for the asking. Or write Sergeant's
Richmond 20, Va.

SerqecmYs
WORM MEDICINES

We natbed those worms,

by gosh—i

& Rosebud Salve byoneoentpostcard. 1

(Will mail ring and 4 salve now, ifyoa send tl-00 with order.)

ROSEBUD PERFUME CO, Box 20, W00DSB0R0, MARYLAND.

BeYour Own MUSIC Teacher
LEARN AT HOME THIS EASY A-B-C WAY
Simple as A-B-C. Your lessons consist of real selections. In-
stead of tiresome exercises. You read real note; - b
* 'numbers*^ _pr trick music. Some of our S50.OO0 students

T is in print and pictures.
_ Tr.^r, 3. picture shows you

are band TRADERS. Evervthin
First you are told what to do. -
bow. Soon you may become an excellent musician
Mail coupon for our illustrated Free Book
and Print and Picture Sample. Mention
your favorite instrument. U." S. School of
lYIusfc, 14-412 Brunswick B Idg., N. Y. 10. N.Y.

FREE
BOOKLET

U. S, School of Music, 14412 Brunswick Bldg.. N.Y. 10. N.Y.
Please send me Free Booklet and Print and Picture Sample.
I would like to play uS'ame Instrument).

Instrument?

(Please Print)



food and wine, and flowers for the table.

"The silver trays, madame."
Jane stopped and bought two. "That's all

you get," she told him.
Ronnie came home, lifted Maureen in

his arms and planted a kiss on his wife's
upturned face. He was drowned in a flood
of compliments on his uniform, introduced
to the butler and his wife, and then headed
for a shower. In his dressing room, Ronnie
heard a knock at the door.
"Yes?"
The door opened and in walked the

butler, bearing one of the silver trays,

on which was a dainty linen doily and on
top of that, an old-fashioned cocktail. Ron-
nie loathes old fashioneds, but he felt

forced into it, took the glass and thanked
the man. A few seconds later came a knock
at the door of Jane's dressing room. It

was the maid, bearing another old fash-
ioned on her tray. Jane accepted it in a
similar frame of mind, then opened her
door and howled at Ronnie. He looked
around the corner of his door, raised his
glass, grinned and said, "Well—here's
health."

dinner de luxe . . .

Two minutes later, the butler and maid
each bore up a tray of hors d'oeuvres.
Then two more old fashioneds. Bathed and
dressed, Ronnie started for the dining
room.

"No!" said Jane. "You can't do that.

You have to wait until they announce
dinner."
"Ye gods," said Ronnie.
At dinner, they sat one at each end of

a fifteen-foot table, which was resplendent
under the Reagans' only banquet cloth,

and loaded with gardenias in the middle.
Also a few candelabra filled with tall

candles. Jane and Ronnie bobbed back
and forth at their respective seats, trying
to catch glimpses of each other through
the foliage. After the appetizers were fin-

ished, Jane buzzed for service. The butler
pussyfooted into the room.
"Madame," he said. "I shall anticipate

your every want. You need not ring."

"That'll larn you," Ronnie told Jane.
The next morning, Jane went to the

refrigerator and reached for a bottle of

pepsi. A hand stole over her shoulder and
gently removed the bottle from her hand.
She turned to see the butler, bottle-
opener in hand.
"You are not accustomed to being waited

on, are you, Mrs. Reagan?" he said.

Janie shrugged and went into the living

room to wait for her drink, which was
delivered on one of the silver trays.

The butler bowed as he delivered the
glass to her, then straightened and made
his announcement.

goodbye now . . .

"Madame," he said, "my wife and I feel

that this house is not large enough for us.

We should like to leave as soon as pos-
sible."

"Within an hour will be fine," said Jane.
It was a brave and soul-satisfying state-

ment to Jane, but when they had left she
realized with panic that she was bereft of

any help at all. Barbara Stanwyck saved
the day by deciding that her son Skip was
too old for a nurse and transferred Nanny
to the Reagan household, where she has
been ever since.

Six months after he left for San Fran-
cisco, Ronnie was back home again, sta-
tioned near Los Angeles.
Life for the Reagans in their new home

began to settle down somewhat after that.

The only new addition to the household
came the following Christmas when Mau-
reen was two. She had been indicating,

by repeated renditions of the word "wow-
124 wow," that she would be most happy

with a dog of her own. She chose Scotty
herself one day at a kennel, not realizing
that he would be hers at Christmas. Scotty
was not a particularly sleek or snooty
dog, but was possessed of a spirit kin-
dred to Maureen's, i.e., sugar and spice.
Maureen found him, laboring under a
huge red bow, on Christmas morning. A
week later, Jane took Maureen to the
kennels to buy some toys for Scotty, and
came home with a second Scotch Terrier
whom she dubbed Soda. Although she
wasn't able to resist the pup, Mrs. Reagan
was not exactly overjoyed at the prospect
of Mr. Reagan's reaction. She stowed both
dogs in the back yard and nervously
awaited Ronnie's arrival.
He came home, and as always, brought

Maureen downstairs for what the Reagans
term the Children's Hour, when they de-
vote a whole hour to fairy tales and games.
"Uh—Ronnie," said Jane, "why don't

you get Scotty? He's in the patio."
Ronnie trotted to the back door and

came back on the double. He pointed at
Jane accusingly.

"There are two dogs out there!"
"His name is Soda," said Jane, twist-

ing her handkerchief.
"And you think Maureen is the baby of

MODERN SCREEN

"I want a book for my mother. She's an adult

between 26 and 30."

the family," said Ronnie. "Ask me how
old you think you are!"

The household axe which grinds per-
petually is Jane's procedure of Straighten-
ing Up Things, and her unfailing failure

to remember. Ronnie enters the house and
throws his mail on a table. Two minutes
later, Jane picks it up and stuffs it in

an odd drawer—any place to get it out of

sight. An hour later, Ronnie glares.

"Where's that letter from the studio?"
"Letter?" says Jane. "What letter?"

"The letter I put on that table. Right
there. Not an hour ago."

"Oh, that. Now—let me see. What did

I do with it?"

Jane makes up for this quality by being
continually amusing in her sleep. Physical-
ly, she sleeps as though she were em-
balmed, being practically impossible to

waken, but her mind goes on all cylinders

at all times.

One morning, after Ronnie had showered
and dressed, he leaned over the bed to
kiss Jane goodbye. Sound asleep, she made
a face at the disturbance and burrowed
down under the covers. Then suddenly
she thrust both arms high in the air, just
missing Ronnie's left ear.

"See?" she howled. "I've got hands!"
Jane has never been left at home, a

widow in any sense of the word. It's like
moving a stone quarry to get either of
the Reagans out of the house at any time,
but when one goes, the other follows.
When Ronnie took up golf, Jane played
along with him, giving him a fair game.
Now they have their horses and their own
stable, Yearling Row, which is not only a
source of pleasure but is also run as a
business. Horses are trained for jumping
and show, and many a Reagan hour is spent
at the stable. Years ago, Ronnie took up
building ship models, installing a work-
shop in the garage. Not to be outdone,
Jane carefully watched the whole pro-
cedure and is currently building a tugboat
which she proudly claims, even though it

sounds dumpy, is just as difficult as any
other type of ship.

a little child shall lead them . . .

Mr. and Mrs. Reagan are a unit unto
themselves, never having become ac-
quainted with neighbors down the hill. The
social end of the family is upheld by
Maureen, who somehow manages to meet
everyone but Santa Claus. The other day,
Ronnie and Jane were standing by the
pool when the milkman drove up the
driveway.

"Hi, Bob," said Maureen. She poked
Ronnie in the ribs. "Daddy—say hello to

Bob."
"Oh," said Ronnie. "Hello, Bob."
Then she coaxed him into a walk- down

the hill. A neighbor was sitting on her
porch.
"Good morning, Mrs. Duncan," said

Maureen, and poked again. "Daddy—say
hello to Mrs. Duncan."
Ronnie waved, a little hesitantly, at the

stranger. "Morning, Mrs. Duncan," he said.

Maureen is a very social-minded child.

When the Reagans recently gave a birth-
day party for Joan Crawford, Maureen
acted with Jane as co-hostess, wearing her
first long party dress. The house was
brightly lighted, standing on the hill in

the night like a chest of bright jewels.

Maureen stood at the door with an official

air about her.

junior hostess ...

"Miss Crawford, may I present Mr. and
Mrs. Peck."
Greg and Greta and Joan nodded in

solemn acknowledgment, of the intro-

duction, although they have known each
other for years. The guests gathered in the

patio which boasted a dance floor and was
sheltered by a canvas top. The garden
was illuminated and a small orchestra

played soft strains of music to the night.

Maureen had a whale of a time, making
sure that everyone knew everyone else.

When her bedtime approached, she toasted

the party with milk in a wine glass and
was waltzed around the floor by Ronnie.

Then her parents bundled her into warmer
clothes for the trip to her grandmother's,

where she was to spend the night. Maureen
balked at leaving.

"It's a beautiful party," she told them.

"I don't want to leave it. I don't want to

leave the house either. I don't ever want
to leave the house."
Jane and Ronnie looked at each other

over their daughter's head. They knew
what she meant. Their house is not only

gracious and beautiful and filled with

warm humor. It's more than that. It's a

home.
,



leaves hair softer,

mere lustrous

mere beautifully waved

and curled.

If you have been paying up to $15.00 or
more for a Cold Wave at your beauty
parlor, do as millions of thrifty women
are doing. Go to any cosmetic or notion
counter and buy a Charm-Kurl Supreme
Cold Wave home kit for 98c.

Follow the easy instructions and in 2 to 3
hours, you'll thrill to a new cold wave
permanent which will last months and
months.

Your hair will be curled and waved to
charming new beauty which will be the
envy of your friends. And, best of all,

you'll save up to $14.00 or even more.

Charm-Kurl is laboratory tested. It's SAFE
to use on any type or texture of hair.
Marvelous, too, for children. The result
must please you as well as any beauty
shop cold wave regardless of cost, or
your money will be refunded.

No wonder Charm-Kurl Supreme is the
largest selling cold wave kit in America.

At Drug Stores, Cosmetic end Notion Counters

There's No Better Way to Control Straggly

Frizziness or Set End Curls.

It's easy to keep your hair well-

groomed. End curls and ear curls

made with Charm-Kurl Supreme "stay put"
for months . . . and you'll save up to $4.00
to $5.00 on your "end curl" wave.

SUPREME COLDWAVE HOME KIT

MORE THAN 10 MILLION CHARM-KURL KITS HAVE BEEN SOLD



TONIGHT IN
:

HOLLYWOOD.,.
afrer a 10-hour cross-

country flight, glamorous »* M
Jackie Michel looks her love- ^i,

liest. "Even this hair-do of formal

curls is no trick to arrange," she says,

"for Drene Shampoo with Hair Conditioning

action leaves my hair so smooth and manageable."

THIS
MORNING

IN NEW YORK
. . . Jackie rolled

her hair into a bun
for travel convenience.

"I depend on Drene,'' she

siys, "to bring out the lively

sparkle of my hair." Drene is not a

soap
.
shampoo . . . never leaves dulling

film on hair as all soaps do ... removes
"unsightly dandruff flakes the first time you use it.

Breakfast in New York . . . dinner in Hol-

lywood, dancing among the stars . . . your

lovely, lustrous Drene-clean hair gleam- _

ing in all its glory! Let Magazine Cover

Girl and Drene Girl, Jackie Michel, pre-

vue the travel thrills of the new air-age

. . . and the beauty thrills that can be

yours when you use Drene Shampoo.

'Tm a Drene Girl," Jackie says, "because

Drene leaves my hair radiant — alive with

all its natural highlights — yet always

beautifully behaved!" Yes, Drene' Sham-

poo with'Hair Conditioning action reveals

up to 33% more lustre than any .soap or

soap shampoo. No other shampoo leaves

hair more lustrous, yet so easy to manage.

Shampoo with
Hair Conditioning

Action


