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"I get a lot of fun 
Grand-tasting 

and mild as can be 

out 

'" • 

Mrs M . - artln Osborn 

" I ' M BUSY EV ERY M INUT E of the day," says Mrs. Osborn. 
Besides running a household, Mrs. Osborn finds time 
to do Red Cross work ... enjoy sai ling, golfing, riding. 
She entertains occasitmally with garden parties, fre
quently with barbecues . •• "Camel cigarettes are such a 
favorite with my guests," says this Cali forn ia matron, 
" that J order Camels by the carton. Of course, 'I'd walk a 
mile ' fo r my Camels, bu t I prefer to have them handy!" 

BY BURNING 25% SLOWER than the aver
age of the 4 "I her largest -selling brand .. tesled 
- slowe r than any of theIn-Camels a lso give 
yOll a s lllokinlt p/us e'lllal, on the average, to 

5 EXTRA SMOKES PER PACK! 

of smoking Camels ... 

IN THE COLOR PHOTOGRAPH ABOVE, Mrs. Osborn wears one 
of her favorite dinner casuals, a printed silk jersey ..• and 
she smokes her favorite cigarette, a Camel. •• "When any
one asks me what cigarette I smoke," she says, "I say 
'Camel. ' I've been smoking Camels for ten years and I 
never tire of them. Their flavor tastes just right and they're 
milder to smoke than any other cigarette I've ever tried." 

The smoke of slower-burning Camels 

contains 

28 % Less Nicotine 
than the average of the 4 other largest-selling 
brands tested-less than any of them-according 
to independent scientific tests of the smoke itself! 

CAMEL 
the cigarette 0/ . 
costlier tobaccos 

ll , ,J . IluYnuldlJ Tulul(,c 0 (~(hllpl1ny 

Wlllil loll pHalrlll.Norl h ( ' urollnu 

A few of the many other 
distinguished ' women who 
prefer Camel cigarettes: 

Mrs. Nicholas Biddle, 
Philadelphia 

Mrs. Gail Borden, Chicago 

1hs. Powell Cabot , Boston 

Mrs. Charles Carroll, Jr. , 
Maryland 

Mrs. Randolph Carter, Virginia 

Mrs. J Gardner Coolidge 2ND, 
Boston 

Mrs. Anthony J. Drexel3RD, 
Philadelphia 

Mrs. John Hylan HeminwaYt 
New York 

Mrs. Oliver DeGray Vanderbilt III, 
Cincinnati 

Mrs. Kiliaen M. Van Rensselaer, 
New York 



Cl{C1U-~ b~ ~j(, cw1 sD11 b~ apP~;aiutci 
LUCKY, LUCKY yOU •• if you.- Smile is Right! 

Let your smile win you admira
tion. Help keep It sparkling with 
Ipana and Massage. 

BEAUTY editors agree! Beauty special
ists -give their approval and men 

from the days of Adam have endorsed 
with their eyes and sealed with their 
vows every single word: "Nothing adds 
more charm to a girl than a bright, spar
kling, appealing smile." 

Take hope, plain Sue, and take hean. 
Even if you weren't born to beauty, you 
can win beauty's rewards. Help your 

gums to health and bring out your 
smile's sparkle. Stan today with Ipana 
Tooth Paste and massage. 

Guard against" Pink Tooth Brush" 

Play safe! If you ever see a tinge of 
"pink" on your tooth brush - see your 
dentist im1'!lediately. He may simply tell 
you your gums have become sensitive 
because they need more work - work 
denied them by today'S soft, creamy 
foods. And like many dentists these 
days, he may suggest "the healthful 
stimulation of Ipana and massage." 

For Ipana Tooth Paste is specially de
signed not only to clean your teeth to a 
brilliant lustre but, with massage, to 
help bring new strength and firmness to 
your gums. 

Massage a little extra I pana onto your 
gums every time you clean your teeth. 
You'll like its clean, freshening taste. 
And that invigorating "tang" means cir
culation is quickening in the gum tis
sues-helping your gums to new firm
ness. Keep your smile your most appeal
ing asset. Get a rube of Ipana Tooth 
Paste at your druggist's today. 

"A LOVELY SMILE IS MOST IMPORTANT TO BEAUTYI" 

NOV>:MBU. 194 1 

say beauty editors of 23 ()UJ of 24 kading f1I4gazj~s 

Recendy a poll was made among the beauty editOrs of 24 
leading magazines. All but one of these experts said that a 
woman has no greater charm than a lovely, sparkling smile. 

They went on to say that "Even a plain girl can be charm
ing, if she has a lovely smile. But without one, the loveliest 
woman's beauty is dimmed and darkened." 

TOOTH PASTE 
A ProdUCI (If Bristol-Myrrs Comp""y 
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PITY THE POOR LISTENER 

Most radio stars claim they need ·a 
studio audience in order to give a 
good performance. But the trouble is, 
they favor the studio audience and 
seem to disregard the listening audi
ence. They clown around and wear 
funny costumes and cause much mer
riment among those in the studio, but 
all this is lost on the listeners and 
causes quite a bit of resentment. 

If a radio star thinks he needs a 
studio audience, okay. Let him have 
it. But don't let him' forget that there 
are millions of people who are listen
ing and not looking.-Mrs. Kathex:ine 
Luckenbach, Dubuque, Iowa. 

TRIBUTE TO A QUEEN! 

Today my radio brought me the 
voice of Eternal Womanhood, speak
ing through the lips of · a charming 
lady, who is not only a kind and 
sympathetic wife, a sweet, devoted 
mother, but also an inspiring, and 
gracious queen. 

She spoke with the courage and 
strength of absolute faith in a great 
ideal. She spoke not so despairingly 
of today as ' she spoke hopefully of 
tomorrow; no~ .. so much of the sacri
fices and sufferings now as she dwelt 
on the rewards of victory later; not so 
much of war in this generation as of a 
just peace for "our children." 

Elizabeth, the Woman! Long live 
Elizabeth, the Queen!-Edith L. Koer
ner, Patchogue, New York. 

LET'S CALL IT PATRIOTISM 

The applause given the splendid 
work of numerous patriotic societies 
is indeed a fine thing. However, too 
little is said in behalf of the many 
radio celebrities who have certainly 
demonstrated their willingness to co
operate for the many worthw~ile 
causes. Their contributions include 
not only large sums of money, but 
donation of time and talent through 
gratis appearances on radio, in army 
camps, etc., to aid these worthwhile 
c.a~ses. ro we P!U'ents .having a son 
in the service, this means a great deal. 
We give our salute to the radio world! 
-R. D. H., Amboy, Ill. 

FAN CLUB NOTES 
Mrs. E. K. Robinson, president of 

Mother Young's Circle, has m oved to 
182 Linden . Avenue, Middletown, 
N. Y. 

• • • 
The Bob Crosby Swing Club has 

just been started. If you want to 
join, get in touch with Isabel Lee, 958 
Silvercrest Avenue, Akronj Ohio. 
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Girl meets Boy-Girl wins Boy 
Girl guards her Charm with Mum! 

Keep your Charm your winning asset 
prevent underarm odor with Mum! 

SOME GIRLS live alone and like it. 
Others marry their second l:iest 

choice. But happy Sue nailed the man 
of her heart's desire and better still, she 
plans to keep him. Sue knows that per
sonal daintiness is one asset a girl must 
have. And every day she guards her charm 
with Mum. 

She knows that even the most refresh
ing'bath can't prevent risk of underarm 
odor to come. Mum does. A quick, daily 
dab under each arm and you know that 
your daintiness and charm are secure, all 
day or all evening long. 

More girls use Mum than any ocher deo
dorant. You'll like it, too, for-

SPEED-Only 30 seconds to prevent un
derarm odor for hours! 

SAFETY ,-The American Institute of 
Laundering Seal tells you Mum is harm
less to any kind of fabric . . . so gentle 
that even after underarm shaving, it 
won't irritate your skin. 

LASTING CHARM-Mum keeps underarms 
fresh-not by stopping perspiration, but 
by preventing odor. Guard your charm
get Mum at your druggist's today. 

CHARM IS WORTH GUARDING •• • PLAY SAFE WITH MUMI 

for Sanitary Napkin. 

MMt fl'fimtn prtJer Mflm JOt' 
Ih;l wt, 100, btcaUlt ;1 '1 .~fnllt, 
laJt . .. grkJra! cbarm. AI-Did 
ojJtnaing-alrl'aYl liSt Mum. 

MUM 
TAKES THE ODOR OUT OF PERSPIRATION 
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THE New York dance band season 
is in full swing. A baker's dozen 
of top-flight orchestras have been 

booked in to the leading hotels and 
t he network wires of NBC, CBS, and 
MBS are plentiful, thus insuring you 
of many evening band broadcasts. 
Here is the line-up; Glenn Miller's 
band is installed once more in the 
Hotel P ennsylvania. He'll stay t here 
until January when J im my Dorsey 
takes over . H arry James has returned 
to the Lincoln and Blue Barron is 
ba ck at the Edison. Johnny Messner 
is airing f rom the Hotel McAlpin. 

October will fi nd Vaughn Monroe 
a t the Commodore ; Guy Lombardo a t 
the Roosevelt (practically a perma
nent Fall fi x ture t here); Benny Good
man at the New Yorker; Sammy 
Kaye at the Essex House; Eddie 
Duchin at the Waldorf-Astoria , and 
eithe r Horace Heidt or Orrin Tucker 
at the swank Biltmore. 

The fourth a nnual R ADIO MUlHOIl 
"Facing The Music" popular dance 
band poll to determine, by our read
ers' votes, the ere am of the 1941 - 2 
dance band crop, will begin in next 
m onth 's issue. Here is your chance to 
cas t a ballot for your favorite band 
sweet or swing. The Deeember 
column will include a ballot form . 
Fill it out, send it in! The results will 
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Theresa Anna Maria Stabile-that's the name 
she answered to when George Hall hired her 
as vocalist with his band. Now she's Dolly 
Dawn, leader of the Dawn Patrol Boys. Below, 
with the man who made her success possible. 

, 

~ 

be announced early in 1942. Sammy 
Kaye, Eddy Duchin, and Benny Good
man are former winners. 

Latest news from the Charlie Bar
net marital front: The madcap mu
sician and his fourth wife, Harriet 
Clark, a band vocalist, have split. 

Bob Allen, who sang with the late 
Hal Kemp's band for eight years, has 
formed his own orchestra, crushing 
the rumors that he would join Tommy 
Dorsey's band and possibly replace 
Frank Sinatra. 

Xavier Cugat is taking a leaf from 
the notebooks of Paul Whiteman, 
Artie Shaw and Benny Goodman. He 
will give a Latin-Ameriean concert 
at Carnegie Hall October 5. A road 
tour follows, winding up Jan. 1, at 
Los Angeles' Cocoanut Grove. 

* • 
Hele n Forrest has quit Benny Good

man's band. . . . Marian Hutton is 
back with Glenn Miller, replacing 

. Paula Kelly . Marian took time out to 
have a baby .... Will Bradley should 
be at the Sherman, Chicago, at th is 
writing, airing over NBC . . .. Louise 
K ing, Hit Parade songstress, flies 
home to Ch icago afte r each New York 

By KEN ALDEN 

broadcast. ... Johnny Long was a 
solid click at the Hotel New Yorker 
and has ,been set for a return en
gagement. . . . Bobby Hackett, an 
excellent trumpeter, joins Glenn 
Miller's band, scrapping his own . . . . 
Shep Field's new vocal find, Pat Foy, 
is an 18-year-old New York boy .. . . 
Diana Mitchell is Sonny Dunham's 
new warbler . . . . The Mitchell Ayres 
expect a young addition to their 
family . ... 

It took more than nerve for Shep 
Fields to discard his rippling rhythms. 
He had to replace a costly music 
library, forfeit many booking dates, 
and lose time hiring new men and 
rehearsing them. The new band has 
nine saxophones, no brass section. 

John Kirby, Negro band leader, 
e loped last month with Margaret 
Cloud. He was formerly married to 
Maxine Sullivan. 

Dorothy Claire has recovered from 
an appendectomy and left with the 
Bobby Byrne band for a road tour. 

For several weeks, Sonny Burke. 
Char lie Spivak's arranger, had been 
boasting to his fellow musicians that 
he was about to become a father. The 
boys heard it so ofte n that they de
eided to form a pool, betting on the 
sex of the expected infant. Burke did 

(Contmued on page 6) 
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~ \ h ." ~"I.' :.l.'~" d' " 
. '~~ ,;, ...... (. ,., . . . THE EPITAPH OF A NICE GIRL 

Everybody in town liked Ivy. Then be
hind her back they began to give her a 
sinister nick-name. It was "Poison Ivy" 
-and everyone knew what it meant 
but Ivy herself. Slowly but certainly 
that nasty whispered epigram became 
her epitaph. Socially she was simply . 
finished. Men no longer sought her 
company. Too often for her peace of 
mind she was left out of parties that in 
the past she could have counted on. 

People were cool in their atti tude 
and sometimes dropped her without 
a word of explanation. H urt and 
puzzled, she sought for an answer but 
found none; people with that sort of 

trouble* rarely do. 

Few things are as fatal to friendship, 
popularity, and romance, as a case of 
*halitosis (bad breath), yet anyone may 
be guilty at some time or other-with
OT/t realizing it. That's the insidious thing 
about this offensive condition. 

Co nsider yourself: How do you 
know that at this very moment your 
breath is not on the offensive side? 
How foolish to guess . . . to 
take needless chances! 

Why nOt let Listerine Anti
septic help you. It's a won
derful antiseptic and deodorant, 
you know. While the condition 

is sometimes systemic, food ferment;\
tion in the mouth is the major cause 
of bad breath according to some author
ities. Listerine quickly hatts this fer
mentation and makes yo ur breath 
sweeter and purer. 

Simply use Listerine Antiseptic night 
and morning and between times before 
social and business engagements at 
which you would like to appear at your 

best. If you want others to like 
you. never, fI(/ '(r omit thiS de
lightful precaution 

LAMIIERT PHARMAC.Al Co. 
St. Loti;.!, Mil . 

Before all business and social engagements let USTERINE take care of your breath 
NOVEMBER, 1941 5 



Benny Goodman, still a swing favorite, opens 
t he fall ~eason at the New Yo rker Hote l. But 
Benny hasn't forgotten his concert ambitions. 

(Continued from page 4) 
most of the 1;lettjng that it would be a 
girl. And the proud p apa wound up 
the b ig loser. Mrs. Burke presented 
him with twin boys! • 

DAWN OF A NEW DAY 

THE fateful. day George Hall turned 
over band and baton to his dimpled 

discovery, Dolly Dawn, was July 4, 
1941 , but the decision was made two 
years before as the veteran leader 
tossed restlessly on a hospital bed. 

Heartsick over his wife's untimely 
death, which brought to a tragic 
climax eighteen years of constant 
companionship, the heavy-set musi
cian was determined never to give 
another downbeat again. The work 
he had loved ever since he left school 
to play violin in Victor Herbert's or
chestra, was now an empty shell. 
Without Lydia, who had shared his 
successes and reverses,. things could 
never be the same again. 

Then as time healed his invisible 
wounds; and the memories of days 
past grew dimmer, George realized 
he had an obligation to a very young 
girl with a song in her heart. Ever 
since he had plucked her from an 
amateur contest in 1933, Dolly Dawn 
had become a very important part of 
his life. 

George recalled the day she joined 
the band. He had been sitting in the 
empty table-cleared grill room of 
New York's Hotel Taft, pleasantly de
ciding which of the dozen able appli
cants he would select to replace vocal
ist Loretta Lee. The job was eagerly 
sought because Hall, one of the first 
bandleaders to employ girl singers, 

6 

Roberta, Raymo~d Scott's vocalist, comes from 
Dayton, Ohio, is twenty-one, and has a'voice 
that's equally at home with swing and ballads. 

bad the knack of developing them into made her cast off some unnecessary 
accomplished performers on his. nu- poundage, and devised a new coiffure. 
merous CBS broadcasts. . Dolly was an immediate success. 

"Don't .you remember me?" asked Fan mail poured in. Business, always 
a peap-squeak voice. plentiful at the Taft, a virtual George 

Hall looked up and saw a plump, Hall stronghold (he play.ed there 
pert, pretty young kid, scared to eight consecutive years), Increased. 
death, and clinging cautiously to her Hall wanted to make sure his newest 
mother's arm. prodigy wouldn't leave him. This un-

"No," he sI}apr ed, ' lighting his in- happy experience had occurred too 
evitable cigar," never saw you be- often. 
fore in my life." Because Dolly was fifteen at the 

Tears began to trickle .in the girl's time she joined the band! and the laws 
eyes. of New York State pronibit a minor 

"But, Mr. Hall," she countered, signing a business contract, it was 
," two years ago I won $50 first prize, decided that George become Dolly's 
in a Newark amateur contest you di- legal guardian. This was acceptable 
rected. Why, you even got me a job to Dolly's parents~ D.oRy became 
singing on a radio station." the bandleader's adopted daul'hter. 

This refreshed Hall's memory. Yes, Nevertheless, Dolly is still very at
there had been a young girl, very, tached to her real parents, visits them 
very young; couldn't have been more regularly, and contributes to their 
than fourteen, who could sing a song support. 
with childish enthusiasm. ., • When George Hall was discharged 

Hall signalled to his pianist, led the . from the hospital, his .spirits were 
girl to the bandstand, and ferreted . brighter and his plans promising. 
out a piece of music from her worn They evolved around Dolly. The 
briefcase. name "George Hall and his Orches-

The girl hadn't finished a half- · tra" might never li~ht a ballroom 
chorus when Hall jumped from his marquee again, or SPIn dizzily across 
chair, turned to his ever-I?resent wife, a phonograph record's face, but 
Lydia, and 'said; "This IS it!" "Dolly Dawn and Her .Dawn Patrol 

"What's your name, child?" asked Boys" would carry on. ~ . .,.:- ~ 
Mrs. Hall. "I developed ' the . ~dea slowly," 

"Theresa Anna Maria Stabile," the George told me. · .. 1 taught her all I 
girl blurted out. . knew ab6ut conducting. She was a 

"That will never do," said the Halls good pupjl. And five years of voice 
in unison. study helped considerably. Dolly 

When the happy youngster left the reads. musIc and can play piano. In 
hotel some hours later, she not only a few -months she was able to take a 
had a . job but the name of Dolly test and get a card from our local 
Dawn. George, Lydia, and a group of musicians' union, 802." 
helpful songpluggers had a part in This local will not give a leader a 
the re-christening. card unless the person is able to play 

I In a few montlis, Dolly Dawn won an inst rument. 
a permanent place in t he hearts of A few changes were made in the 
George and Lydia Hall. Childless, the band's personnel in order to make it 
couple became devoted to their "girl." more youthfully streamlined. The 
Dolly began calling George "Popsy" boys in. the band liked the chan~e. 
and wouldn't m\lke a move without "Gosh," explained Dolly, "those kids 
him. Lydia picked out her clothes, are all my fr iends." 

RADIO AND TELEVISION MIRROR 



George had little trouble convincing 
his booking office and others that the 
new order would click. Bluebird 
records gave Dolly a contract and the 
band was immediately hired by New 
York's Roseland Ballroom and began ' 
broadcasting from this spot on NBC. , 
After a short excursion to Baltimore, 
the Dawn Patrol returns to Roseland 
in November. . 

Dolly is getting the thrill of her 
life. I watched her ,put the band 
through its paces and realized this 
22-year-old, five-foot-two, .auburn
haired girl meant business. She ma
neuvered her baton with professional 
adroitness. She had a good teacher. 

To George it is a new and pleasant 
experience. He directs all the band's 
business details, is head man during 
rehearsals, and is painstakingly care
ful about the broadcasts. 

Only when the lights dim in the 
ballroom and the dancers applaud en
thusiastically, does a tall, kindly man, . 
eyes glued on Dolly, stand silently in 
the shadows of the bandstand, and 
make a forceful admission. 

"I guess this is the 'only time when 
I really miss not being up there." 

OFF THE RECORD 

Some Like It Sweet: 

Bing Crosby: (Decca 3840) "You 
and I" and "Brahms' Lullaby." An en
gaging ballad written by Meredith 
Willson, coupled with an intelligent 
treatment of a soothing classic. Glenn 
Miller (Bluebird), Kay Kyser (Colum
bia) and Dick Jurgens (Okeh) give the 
Willson' tune "hit'" e·ndorsemeht . • 

Cl)arlie Spivak: (Okeh 6291 ) "So 
Peaceful in the Country" and "What 
Word Is Sweeter Than Sweetheart." 
This seems to be ballad month and 
here's another winner. Spivak's peace
ful trumpet provides a rustic back
ground. 

Artie Shaw: (Victor 27499) "Why 
Shouldn't I?" and "Georgia On My 
Mind." For those who desire a more 
sophisticated . brand of rhythm, here's 
Shaw's treatment of a 1935 Cole Porter 
piece. 

Enric Madriguera: (Victor 27487) 
"Danza· Lucumi" and "Moon In The 
Sea." The rumba record market is 
bullish but I'd buy this stock and hold 
on to it. 

Kay Kyser: (Columbia 36253) "I've 
Been Drafted" and "Why Don't We Do 
This More Often?" The best of the 

. conscription tunes and practically 
Sully Mason's one-man show. 

Tommy Dorsey:, (Victor 27508) "This 
Love 'of Mine and "Neiani." Tommy 
Dorsey gets the billing on this platter 
but it's Frank Sinatra from start to 
finish. The reverse 'is Hawaiian. Now, 
how did you guess that? 

Some Like It Swing: 

Gene Krupa: (Okeh 6278) "After 
You've Gone" and "Kick It." Roy 
Eldridge's trumpet ride on this oldie 
is spectacular. Exciting swing. 

Shep Fields: (Bluebird 11225) "Hun
garian Dance No.5" and "Don't Blame 
Me." No more ripples, no more straws. 
Subtle swing featuring nine llaxo
phones. Interesting. You'll ne~er miss 
the brass section. 

Jimmy Lunceford: (Decca 3892) 
"Peace and Love For All" and "Blue 
Prelude." Interesting slow swing, with 
the first tune obviously based on the 
Jewish chant, "Eli Eli." Strictly for 
curiosity seekers. 
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Find your way to new Loveliness 
Go on the Carnay 

\\ I -SOAP" 01 ET! 

This lovely bride, Mrs. Allen F. Wilson of Detroit. Mich., says: "Pm thrilled hy what 
the Camay 'Mild-Soap' Diet has done for me. It's simply wonderful! I'm telling all 
my friends about this wonderful way to help keep their complexions beautiful." 

Try this exciting idea in beauty care 
-based on the advice of skin spe
cialists - praised by lovely brides I 

YOU CAN BE lovelier-you can attain a 
fresher, more natural-looking beauty 

by changing to a "Mild-Soap" Diet. 

How often a woman lets improper 
cleansing cloud the natural beauty of her 
skin .. . and how often she uses a soap not 
as mild as a beauty soap should be! 

Skin specialists advise regular cleans· 
ing with a fine !llild soap. And Camay is 
milder by actual test than ten other pop
ular beauty soaps tested. That's ' why we 
say-uGo on the 'Mild·Soap' p,iet! " 

your skin Camay's gentle care. Be con
stant- it's the day to day care that reveals 
the full benefit of Camay's greater mild
ness. And in a few short weeks you can 
reasonably hope to see a lovelier, more 
appealing skin! 

Twice every day-for 30 days-give THE SOAP OF BEAUTIFUL WOMEN 

. 

Camay is milder by actual recorded test-in tests against ten 
other popular beauty soaps Camay was milder than any of them! 

Goon the 
CAMAY 
\\MILD,· 
SOAP" 
DIET!· 

~ 

Work Camoy·s milder I.ther The ... "'hil" you .I .... p.tbe liDy 
o;er your eliD. payin~ o~i.1 ('Or" o~nin,. • ..., f ...... to fune. 
allention to n",'e. b .. " of the lion for n.tur.1 h ... uty.lo th" 
n""trila and chin. Rin.., ,..ith momin~-on" mOre quick eN
"'arm water and follow " 'jth oion "'ith mild .. r C.m.y and 
thirty 8eCOnds of cold .l'la.hinp. your.lin i ..... a.I,· for m .... e ... p. 
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Shirley Ross co-stars with Milton 
Berle and Charles Laughton on the 
new MBS program, Three Ring Time. 

I
T LOOKS as though comedy will 

be the style this radio season. Not 
only are all the old favorites. re

turning after their summer vacations 
-Jack Benny, Burns and Allen, Eddie 
Cantor, Fred Allen , McGee and Molly, 
Bergen and Charlie McCarthy with 
Abbott and Costello, Bob Hope, AI 
Pearce-but there are several new 
entries. Frank Fay, undiscouraged 
by sad memories of a few years ago, 
will have his own show again, ,starting 
in late October. Bob Burns blossoms 
out as a full-fledged star in a weekly 
half-hour series, The Arkansas Trav
eler, w hich advance news says will be 
a combination of comedy and drama. 
Hal P eaty, the Mr. Gildersleeve of 
Fibber McGec's shows, is star of The 
Great Gildersleevc Sunday nights. 
And Ransom Sherman, who changed 
his radio name to Hap Hazard last 
spring to become Fibber's summer 
replacement, did so w ell tha t he's 
contiouing undcr thc same sponsor
ship, as a n additional show, after 
Fibber returns to thc air. 

• • • 
Then there are comedy-dramas

humorous continued stories as dis
tinguished from a collection of gags. 
Several of these seem to have caught 
sponsors' interest. The most promis
ing of the new lot, perhaps, is Captain 
Flagg and Sergeant Quirt, with Victor 
McLaglen and Edmund Lowe-a con
tinuation of the adventures of those 
two hardboiled "What Price G lory" 
heroes. You can tunc them in Sun
day nights on NBC-DIm.!. Another 
likely prospect, although time and 
network haven't been set yet, is Mr. 
and Mrs. North, based on a hit Broad
way play. It's about a slightly dim 
witted wife and her long-suffering 
husband- but of COurse the wif,' al -

Il 

WHAT'S NEW 
from 

COAST to COAST 

In late October comedian Frank 
Fay comes back to the air on his 
own Thursday-night NBC-Red show. 

ways solves the problems that beset 
the couple. 

• • • 
NASHVILLE, Tenn.-Roy Acuff, 

leader of the Smoky Mountain Boys 
on station WSM's famous program, 
the Grand Ole Opry, might have 
turncd out to be. a baseball player 
instead of a radio star 'if his parents 
hadn't been so anxious to keep him at 
homc. . 

Roy . was born in Maynard~"illc, 
Tennessee, in 1907. His father was 
a ministe r, and the family was con
stantly being transferred to new 
parishes, so that Roy seldom went to 
anyone school for more than a couple 
of terms. Maybe this was a good 
thing- anyway, it taught him to make 
new friends quickly, an ability that 
has helped him in his radio career. 

When he was in high school, a base
ball scout saw Roy playing with his 
team, and offered the boy a tryout 
with the New York Yankees. He was 
wild to accept it, but his parents didn't 
want him to leave home and go to 
the city, so they very cleverly offered 
him a fine new violin (costing $25) 
if he'd refuse the chance. The violin 
won, as music has always won w ith 
Roy. Since his earliest youth he'd 

By Dan Senseney 

Roy Acuff, leader of the Smoky 
Mountain Boys on WSM's Grand Ole 
Opry, almost was a baseball star. 

had music in his soul, and used to 
spend hours with his grandfather, 
learning Tennessee mountain songs. 

Roy started his radio career near 
his home town at station KNOX, 
Knoxville, Tenn. About four years 
ago he came to WSM to join the Grand 
Ole Opry cast, and was a big hit from 
his very first appearance. Today, in 
many places, his phonograph records 
outsell Bing Crosby's. Last year Roy 
and the Smoky Mountain Boys took 
time out to appear in the movie called 
"Grand Ole Opry." 

The Golden Rule is Roy's main 
philosophy of living, and his friends 
are a ll intensely loyal. His con
tagious persona lity endears him alike 
to people he meets on the air and in 
person. He's married but does not 
have any childl·en. . . 

The Smoky Mountain Boys Include 
Rachel Voach, who plays a lot of five 

(Continued on page 10) 
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Here Is Such A Special 

Intl'oductol'Y 
Oller To Readers 01 

Radio Mirror 
~ 

r=---~~WE HOPE YOU DON'T MISS A WORD OF IT 
~_ . L ADIES . . . have you ever wished to own an expensive diamond 

/,/ ring? Well, you know that the marching armies of Europe have 
- brought the diamond centers of the world to a virtual standstilL 

With genuine diamond prices shooting skyward, it might be a long, 
long time before your dreams came true. But here's amazing news. 
If you act now, today, you can obtain a beautiful solitaire replica 

: diamond ring, nearly % karat solitaire, one of America's greatest 

{P 
imitations, in a gorgeous sterling silver or gold-plate mounting, during 

~' one of the greatest value-giving advertising offers in all history! Simply 
~-;:=-= ....... ----...'":"'1 " mail the coupon below. Inspect this remarkable solitaire replica dia-_.,;:=====:::::::'" "':~ . mond, wear it for 10 days. If you aren't delighted in every way, you 

. . ~," .' need not lose a penny! 
!,.'?:J:~{:":::': ; : " '" 

. , . ... Have You Ever Wished To Own A Beautiful 
Expensive Looking Replica Diamond Solitaire? 
JUST think! No other type ring so beauti

fully expresses the sentiment of true 
love as a Solitaire . .. a replica diamond 

solitaire, gleaming in its crystal white 
beauty . . . exquisitely set in a sterling sil
ver or yellow gold-plate ring that proudly 
encircles "her" finger .. . the perfect sym
bol of life's sweetest sentiment .. . an 
adorable token of love and affection. Rep
lica diamonds are decidedly new and very 

fashionable. So closely do they resemble 
real diamonds in flaming, dazzling colors. 
the average person can scarcely tell them 
apart. So you, too, should inspect this rep
lica diamond solitaire. Mail the coupon. see 
for yourself that it is one of the world's 
most popular ring styles. Consider your 
replica diamond on-approval for ten days. 
If it doesn't amaze you and your friends. 
return it and you aren't out a penny. 

SEND NO MONEY. • • MAIL COUPON TODAY 
-TEST 10 DAYS ON GUARANTEE OF FULL SATISFACTION OR MONEY BACK 
THE beautiful, sentimental solitaire has a 

gorgeous, brilliant center replica, nearly 
% karat size and two dazzling replicas 

on each side. The mounting reproduces in 
fine detail the same popufar ring styling 
which has been the rage from Miami to 
Hollywood. It is the ring of youth, of love, 
of affection. You have your choice of gen
uine sterling silver or yellow gold-plate 
mountings. Remember, we're not trying to 
tell you these are real diamonds. The origi
nals would cost $100.00, $200.00 or perhaps 
more. But these replica diamonds ARE one 

"The Perfect Pa;r" 

of America's greatest imitations. Not too 
big, not too flashy, it takes the closest in
spection to tell the difference. Stage stars, 
celebrities, social leaders and millionaires 
don 't r isk their precious originals but wear 
replica diamonds without fear of detection. 
The Solitaire is offered to you for only 
$1.00. The solitaire and wedding ring to 
match are specially priced at only $1.69 . . . 
the perfect pair for only $1.69. Send no 
money. Just mail the coupon below and 
deposit $1.00 for the solitaire alone or $1.69 
for both the solitaire and wedding ring, 

plus postage charges. Inspect these beau t i
ful replica diamonds. Wear them. see how 
real-like they sparkle, how amazingly bril
liant they are, how envious your friends 
may be. Convince yourself----eompare these 
replica diamonds with originals. Consider 
them on-approval. on free trial for ten fu ll 
days. Then if you can bear to part with 
your ring. if you aren't satisfied in every 
way, return them and get your money 
back for the asking. Don't wait but mail 
the coupon. today! 

CLIP AND MAIL COUPON TODA YI 
THE solitaire replica d iamond ring, in either a sterling 

silver or gold-plate mounting, is offered at $1.00. The 
wedding ring to match is only 69c extra, both the solitaire 

and matching wedding ring for only $1.69. Mail the coupon 
today. 

.. -----------~ The Diamond Mon. Dept. 41 . 207 N. Mlchi9an. Chica90. III. 

I 
I 
I 
I 

I 
I 
I 
I 

Send for my inspection and approval, replica diamond rings as 
checked below. I will pay postman amount indicated plus post
age on arrival on the understanding I can return the rings for 
any reason In 10 days and you wUJ refund my money imme

For Ring Size . . . Use the chart below. Cut out the strip 
accurately, wrap tightly around middle-joint of r~. finger. 
The number that meets the end of the chart striP IS your 
ring size. Mark it down on the coupon . 
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diately without question. 

8 Replica Diamond Solltalr~I.OO 
Replica Diamond Solitaire and Matching Wedding Ring
Both For $1.69 

Size 0 Sterling Silver 0 Yellow Gold Plate 

Name . 

Address 

'

City State 

----------~ 9 



Anita is her name-just Anita--and she's the tiny brunette who sings for listeners 
to WLW in Cincinnati. Only twenty-one, she's been in the movies as well as radio. 

News from Coast to Coast 
(Continued from page 8) 

stringed banjo, sings, and does comedy 
bits ; her brother Oswald, wl:to plays 
the guitar and the steel gwtar a~d 
does comedy with Rachel; Lonme 
Wilson, playing guitar and bass and 
impersonating the character known as 
"Pap"; Oral "Odie" Woods, who plays . 
bass fiddle, guitar, fiddle, and does a 
one-man band with a wash board and 
all the trimmings; and Jesse Esterly, 
another' man of many talents who 
plays mandolin, guitar, violin and 
bass. With such a versatile bunch of. 
performer s, no wonder the Smoky 
Mountain Boys are one of radio's 
mosi popuiar ads. 

* • • 
Meredith Willson has a new alarm 

clock. Instead of clanging harshly 
in his ear of a morning, it plays a 
Swiss music box arrangement of the 
song hit , "You and I," which he com
posed. All Mrs. Willson's idea-she 
gave it to him on their wedding anni
versary. 

• • • 
Leopold Stokowski may direct the 

NBC Symphony Orchestra this winter, 
at least for several of its Saturday
night broadcasts. Since Toscanini and 
NBC parted company at the end of 
last season, the network's been look
ing around for a big- name conductor 
to take the fiery little genius' place. 

CINCINNATI-If your heart throbs 
to melodies that are sweet 'and low, 
you should know Anita. 

That's the name she prefers to be 
known by~just Anita. She's a tiny 
brunette, standing only five feet, one 
and three-quarters inches in her 
stocking feet and weighing just 102 
pounds. For the past year she has 
been at Cincinnati's station WLW, fea
tured on the Moon River and Scramby 
Amby programs. 

Born in New York City twenty-one 
years ago, Anita lived i~ the east and 
in Canada for some bme and then 
went to Hollywood with her parents 
soon after her ninth birthday. Her 
skyrocketing career began when she 
was sixteen and was successful in an 
audition for a Mutual program called 
Juvenile Revue. Other jobs on the 
air and in night clubs followed so fast 
that when she was eighteen Anita 
gave up college to concentrate on 
singing. 

She came to WL W direct from 
Hollywood after appearing in such 
movies as "Babes in Arms," "Dancing 
Co-Ed" and "Forty Little Mothers." 

Anita names her mother, Mrs. Lil
lian Kurt of Hollywood, as her guid
ing genius. "If it hadn't been for 
her," she says, "I'd probably be a 
stenographer today. I was studying 
short-hand and typing when Mother 
dared me to try for the audition for 
Juvenile Revue. Well, I made it and 
here I am. So far as I'm concerned, 

Tom Pyle, left, come to WBT 
to take Dick lane's place
and remained to carve a se
cure place of his own in 
listeners' affec.tions. Utah 
Pete, right, never ' rode a 
horse until recent!';; but 
he's KDYl's star singer of 
cowboy tunes just the same. 

Mother always knows best ;" 
Her plans for the future are very 

definite. She wants to sing for an
other few years, in New York, Holly
wood, and even abroad if possible, 
until she's at the top of the ladder. 
Then she plans to sing no more; pro
fessionally at least, but devote' J;1er 
time to being a talent agent, helpmg 
other people to be successful. 

Publicly, Anita doesn't intend to be ' 
married. Privately, she confesses to 
more than ordinary interest in a 
young man back to California. Her 
hobbies are reading and music-the 
latter from the works of such com
posers as Debussy, Sibelius and Grieg. 
Whenever she gets nervous she takes 
a long walk, over windy hills prefer
ably. 

• • • 
CHARLOTTE, N. C.-When pianist,. 

singer Dave Lane pulled up stakes at 
Charlotte's station WBT and headed 
for Hollywood, the Duke Power Com
pany couldn't seem to find anyone to 
take his place as star of its programs' 
on WBT. There just wasn't anyone 
in the immediate vicinity who was 
good enough, so talent scouts went 
looking over a wider circle, all the 
way across the North Carohna hills, 
and finally turned up with Tom Pyle. 

Tom's a young baritone who had 
been rocking the Tennessee audiences 
with his songs for several years. He 
could sing 'difficult German lieder 
with as much ease as he could swing 



along on the latest popular number. 
When he came to WBT for an audi
tion it didn't take the sponsors long 
to hire him, and now he's starred on 
Tuesdays, Thursdays and Saturdays 
at 11: 45 A. M. on WBT. 

Tom is only twenty-three years old, 
but he's already had a lot of vocal 
training. His first teacher was Swed
ish, a Madame Edla Lund, who took 
him under her wing when he was 
singing just for the fun of it, and 
taught him how to do it according to 
the rules. Then he went to Tusculum 
College in Greenville, Tenn., and 
studied there for four years. Last 
summer he was at the Juilliard School 
of Music in New York, where Goen
raad Bos coached him in liede1'; he 
sang successfully at the Virginia Fed
eration of Music Clubs last April, and 
got a recent compliment from Law
rence Tibbett, who ought to know 
good baritone singing when he hears 
it. 

A personable young fellow, intel
ligent and friendly, WBT's new star 
shows promise of developing into one 
of the section's best-liked personali
ties. He's still a bit scared at the 
thought that 50,000 watts are kicking 
his voice miles in every direction
for when you think of it, not many 
people step almost straight fr~m 
school to stardom on a commercial 
radio show. But then, not many 
singers have the kind of voice Tom 
possesses, or his will to succeed. His 
record at college shows how hard a 
worker he is. He was president of 
the glee club for three years, presi
dent of the student body, chairman 
of the student council, editor of the 
college annual, vice president of the 
dramatic club, and in charge of a 
series of college radio programs pre
sented monthly over the local radio 
station. Yet with such a full schedule 
of student activities he found time to 
be a good student and to work in the 
terrific amount of practice necessary 
to proper voice training. 

Tom's greatest ambition is to sing 
at the Metropolitan Opera or on the 
concert stage. Tibbett is his favorite 
singer and Benny Goodman his favor
ite swing music leader-and inciden
tally, he is crazy about swing. 

• • • 
As pretty a girl as Louise King, 

soloist on the CBS Hit Parade show 
Saturday nights, never is able to re
main single very long. Louise went 
out of circulation recently when she 
became the bride of Jimmy Both, 
talented staff saxophonist with NBC 
in Chicago. That means airplane 
commuting for Louise, since her 
weekly shows come from New York. 

• • • 
Raymond Gram Swing has turned 

himself into a country gentleman by 
buying a 250-acre farm halfway up 
Putney Mountain in Vermont. He'll 
probably tu rn it and the old Cape Cod 
farm house on it into a summer home 
for himself and his family, since it's 
a little too far away from his Mutual 
broadcasting headquarters in New 
York for year-around living. 

• • • 
SALT LAKE CITY, Utah-"Utah 

Pete" is the name KDYL listeners 
know him by-but as a matter of 
fact the star of KDYL's Dude Ranch 
program is really from Wisconsin and 
his name is Emanuel Miller. 

Since he first began playing his 
banjo and singing on the Dude Ranch 
about a year ago, Pete has made 

(Continued on page 63) 
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" yHusband 
fell out of~~' 

How a wife overcame the 

"ONE NEGLECT 
that often wrecks romance 

I COULDN'T UNDERSTAND IT when Paul's 
love began to cool. 

We'd been so gloriously happy at first. 
•• • But now he treated me as if •.. as if 
there were a physical barrier between us. 

Finally 1 went to our family doctor and 
explained the whole situation frankly. 
"Your marri3j!;e problem is quite a common 
one," he told me. 

"Psychiatrists say the cause is often the 
wife's neglect of feminine hygiene. That's 
one fault a husband may find it hard to 
men tion-or forgive. 

"In cases like yours," the doctor went 
on, "I recommend Lysol for intimate per· 
sonal care. It's cleansing and deodorizing, 
and even more important-Lysol solution 
kills millions of germs on instant contact, 
without hann to sensitive tissues." 

1 bou~ht a bottle of Lysol right away. 
find it gen tie and soothing, easy to 

use. Economical, too. 

No wonder so manv modern wives use 
Lysol for feminine hygiene. And .•• as 

for Paul and me •.. we're closer than 
ever before. 

Check thl. whh your Doctor 

Lysol is NON.CAUSTIC-~entle and efficient 
in proper dilution. Contains no free alkali. 
It is not carbolic acid. EFFECTIVE-a power. 
ful germicide, active in presence of or~anic 
matter (such as mucus, serum. etc.). SPREAD. 
ING-Lysol solutions spread a!"d virtually 
search out!!erms in deep crevices. EC0!l10MICAL 
- small bottle makes almost 4 ~allons of 
solution for feminine hygient". CLEA:\LY 
ODOR-disappears after use. LASTI:-iC 
Lysol keeps full strength indefinitely, no mat· 
I.er ho,,' often it is uncorl..ed. 

l- FOR fEMININE HYGIENE 
... ~, .................................... .. -.. 
1 PASTE THIS COUPON ON A PENNY POSTCARD : 

W What (very Woman Should know 
• Frr"f' ~"1~1 St-nt in rlAia "'°I"aPJ'f'r 

: Ltoha ,,\. Fin" rrodu.:l. Corp. 
D'pl. H.T.M.-II.!. m""",6c-Jd. N. J. ll. S. A. 
~att rat! (ill pl •• n .raprrr) fr~ boctUcot Oil }~t'.miaiaC' 
ltylt1C"nco and cnan,. othC"r L~~l UJoN. 

h'4M~ 
Strrd ___ _ 

C"Y s" ........ __ _ 

C«,,,....ht .... lb,l .. h." f\e, .. ~tac...,.. : ...................................................... 
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masterful wife, Miss Alison? Let 
me warn you, you might as well do 
it now as later." 

It was then that Joyce felt the 
almost physical discomfort that was 
to last through this strange evening. 
Why should she mind if Paul joked 
about her being "masterful?" But 
she did. In that moment she almost 
wished that Hope would hold to her 
refusal. 

But she didn't. "If you say it's 
useless to resist-" She made a 
graceful little shrugging motion of 
her slender shoulders. 

"It is, I guarantee. How soon will 
you be ready?" 

"Don't wait," Hope said. "I have 
to change out of my uniform. I can 
find my way-" 

"Nonsense," Paul said. "I'm so 
used to waiting around this hospital 
that if I walked out of here within 
half an hour it would put me off my 
stride all evening." 

Again Joyce felt that wincing 
discomfort. It was true that he did 
a lot of waiting for her, because in
ternes never could get away quite 
on time, if at all, but that was not 
her fault. Paul understood that, 

It was then that the tears came-wnen 
she found Paul's bathrobe hanging in 
the closet-the only thing he had left. 

18 

and it was implicit in the jokes that 
were just between them. Why did 
it seem so different now ? "Tiny's 
coming at seven," she said cheer
fully. "He can show Hope the 
way-" 

"Tiny?" Paul made a face that 
sent Tiny into the realm of unim
portant details. "We can't trust this 
important matter to him." 

"All right." Joyce spoke brightly 

appeared, wiped off with comic 
completeness, leaving a look of 
blank amazement on his round face. 
The plate began to tip, and with a 
wild ducking motion he' caught it 
and got very busy setting the table 
again. 

"Miss Alison, this is the wit of the 
internes' lounge, court jester to Dr. 
Simon," Paul said. "In other word~, 
Dr. Tiny Collins. Tiny, Hope Ali
son." 

Tiny made a sort of gasping gulp 
and rushed to the kitchen for more 
dishes. Joyce in · the doorway had 
to dodge his blind dash. "What's 
come over our blithe giant?" Paul 
asked. "I never saw him ~truck 

~ " dumb before. Quite the contr ry-

from the door. "I'll run ahead and BUT Joyce had guessed.. And it 
get the potatoes in to bake." was plain to everyone before 

Strange how forlorn she felt, the evening was over. Something 
though, as she left the hospital had happened to Tiny that had 
alone. Strange and silly. She told never happened to him before. And 
herself it was nonsense to feel mar- it was Hope. 
tyred when she carried the big bag "I wish it hadn't hit him quite 
of groceries up the four flights to so suddenly," Joyce said to Paul 
the apartment. She had brought when the others had gone. ·"If he 
Paul this problem and he was help- 'could have been himself, let her see 
ing her with it, that was all. He him .that way a while, first, then-" 
had made an effective start, that ' ''Then what?" 
was clear. He had got Hope to ' Joyce looked up to see that Paul 
accept, and now it would be a good had stopped in the midst 'of unty
party. With Tiny's gayety, · his ing his tie and was frowning at her. 
wholesome bigness, his bubbling Joyce looked at him, puzzled. "I 
fountain of absurd conversation, mean he'd be wonderful for her. 
they'd have Hope out of the despon- His good humor, his healthiness-" 
dency that had made her wish to "His dumb insensitivity, you 
resign. mean!" Paul's almost angry voice 

Something went wrong, though, made Joyce stare in astonishment. 
with Tiny's cheer. He was fine when "How do you think a big lug like 
he arrived. Seeing him, having him Tiny could help a girl whose trouble 
there helping her, made Joyce relax is caused by too much sensitivity?" 
and know that all was right with At first Joyce COUldn't answer. 
the world. He even made a story Then she asked quietly, "What is 
of three lost appendices very funny, her trouble, Paul?" 
while he set the table. "I bet the "Well, maybe it'll sound trite to 
famous Dr. Conroy is gnashing his you." Paul still frowned, staring 
teeth that he got only three of them, at his big brown brogues, his voice 
though," Tiny chortled. "The fourth almost defensive. "The same old 
at that bridge table got away. She story: a young doctor in this 
went to another doctor and found Canadian hospital where she 
her tummy ache was only a mild trained-" He told it, and it did 
case of food poisoning." He stood sound trite to Joyce. Hope's cer
balancing a plate on one finger, his tainty that what was between them 
gray eyes a merry gleam of light meant marriage, and then the sud
in his solid face. den announcement of his engage-

Joyce looked up at him from the ment to the daughter of the Chief 
onions she was slicing. "It's the Surgeon. 
first time I ever laughed at Con- "You were right, then," Joyce 
roy's unnecessary butchering," she told him. "It was man trouble, 
told him. 

"Nuts," Tiny said. "You're not 
laughing now. That's a case of 
onion hysterics." 

Joyce wiped her streaming eyes 
on the sleeve of her blue smock. 
"Not altogether-" 

It was then that the change came 
over Tiny. He had been grinning 
when the door opened to admit 
Paul and Hope. But the grin dis-

after all." 
"Yes, but not just that," Paul 

said with a faraway look in his 
brown eyes. "It's a lot more com
plicated. I think it started way 
back in childhood with her relations 
to her family, the way her mother 
and father split up, neither of them 
giving a darn about her-" 

"That must be why she slipped 
up and told (Continued on page 69) 
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C Theirs to have one last enchanted evening before he left to 

reioin his air corps training in Canada-but that was long 
enough for Charita to know that this was love in her heart 

Lovely Charita Bauer, Radio Mirror's 
cover girl, is heard as Mary on NBC's 
Aldrich Family broadcasts. Handsome 
Charles Wicker is the son of radio's 
famous singing lady, Ireene Wicker. 

By Adele Whitely Fletcher 

C
HARITA slept with goggles on 

so the morning sun coming 
through the windows hung 

with white chintz in which big red 
strawberries grew wouldn't wake 
her. She was in a hurry to read 
the notices of the play in which she 
had opened the night before. rhe 
director, the star, and all of the 
company had done their best but 
they hadn't been able to bring it 
off. And they knew it. 

Following the opening there had 
been a party. It had been three 
o'clock when Charita reached home. 
And she had lain awake for hours 
thinking about the young man who 
had been her escort and comparing 
him with Charlie Wicker. It was 
nothing new for her to think about 
Charlie far into the night. She had 
thought about little but him for 
four years and more, ever since she 
was fourteen and he was fifteen and 
they had met at one of his mother's 
broadcasts. It had been hard to 
tell then which had been the greater 
shock, meeting Charlie or trying to 
believe that lovely Ireene Wicker 
could have such a grown up son. 

The young man with whom she 
had just spent the evening had been 
very kind. He had d::me his best to 
convince her there still was hope 
for the play, that it had good spots 
in it, really. Charlie wouldn't have 
hovered over her that way in a 
million years. He would have ex
pected her to know she had a flop. 
to be (Continued 011 pagC1!5) 
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Molly who first recognized Charlie 
McCarthy and was able to invite the 
new arrivals to her home before 
her social rival, Mrs. Uppington, 
had realized they were celebrities. 

Fibber and Molly's house was like 
its owners-middle aged, friendly, 
and unpretentious. Like Fibber, it 
was always a bit untidy, although 
Molly did her best to keep it neat. 
A hall closet was so crammed with 
discarded furniture, clothes, crock
ery and tennis rackets that it over
flowed every time the door was 
opened. When this happened, Fib
ber would mumble, "Got to clean 
that closet out one of these days"-

but he never did. Instead, he spent 
his time making labor-saving gad
gets, usually electric, of his own 
invention. These always added to 
Molly's work instead of cutting it 
down, and usually blew every fuse 
in the house. 

Edgar Bergen liked the McGees 
and their home at once, and after an 
excellent dinner he listened sympa
thetica lly while Fibber told the sad 
story of his efforts to bring the 
Horton Airplane factory to Wistful 
Vista. 

"But Horton's an old friend of 
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mine," Edgar said casually. "He'd 
come and look over your field per
sonally if 1 asked him to." 

Fibber jumped up. "He would! 
Well, gee---golly, Mr. Bergen, if you 
only would-" 

~'Would this factory mean so 
much to your community?" Edgar 
asked. 

"Would it! Why, look at the jobs 
it would make, the people it would 
bring to town, the business it would 
assimilate! " 

"But what would you get out 
of it?" 

' ''Who, me?" Fibber ,asked. "Not 
a darn thing. 1 want it for the good 

gen toward the kitchen, "when 1 
was in charge of the Precision Di
vision of the Biggs Thrasher and 
Belting Company. 'Biggs' Tinker 
McGee' 1 was knowed as in them 
days. Biggs' Tinker McGee! The 
brawny and brainy Bonaparte of 
benzine-buggy blacksmiths! Busy 
as a beaver and br ight as a beacon 
at bolting bumper brackets on bus 
bodies. Boosted as the best boss in 
the business at boring bronze bear
ings in boat boilers. Bringing back 
the bacon as the boss of the brake-

. band, bumblebee of the brace and 
bit, and big bullfrog of the brass 
bicycle bell bongers. A breezy, 

Once Julie Patterson realized how 
Fibber was being swindled, it didn't 
take her long to swing into action. 

of the city. 1 love this town and the 
folks who live here. They're a fine, 
loyal, intelligent bunch of people. 
And if 1 put this thing over and t he 
ungrateful dumbbells don't re-elec t 
m e President of the Chamber of 
Commerce, 1 sometimes wonder 
why 1 go to all this trouble ." 

Edgar grinned and started to an
swer, but Molly came out of the 
ki tchen with the news t hat some
thing was wrong with Fibber's new
est invention, th~ dishwasher. 

"I started inventing years ago," 
Fibber said, strutting ahead of Ber-

brilliant bozo for beginning boys to 
copy-But just take a look at our 
d ishwa shing jalopy ." 

It was a big box, painted white. 
McGee waved a proprietary hand, 
and turned the switch. The ma
chine started with a groan, but rap
idly accelerated its speed until it was 
trembling and leaping on its foun
dation. The lid flew off, and a plate 
whistled out of the box, past Mc
Gee's ear. 

"Why didn't you tell me it was 
loaded?" he screamed reproach
fully. (Continued on page 60) 
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Bewitching Gladys Swarthout, whose enchanting contralto voice carried her 
to stardom in the Metropolitan Opera Company, has returned to the air on 
a regular weekly program. Hear her every.sunday afternoon on CBS, sharing 
musical honors with Deems Taylor, baritone Ross Graham and AI Goodman's 
orchestra. Between broadcasts, Gladys is Mrs. Frank Chapman, happy wife. 
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"Why am I so rude to' Millie?" Hal questioned' sav'agely of his heart. 

"Why does the very sight of her ~ake me forget that I"m-a gentleman?" 

needed. How could a man alone, 
living in a hotel suite, give a small 
boy the proper atten tio'n? 

"When he's old enough," Hallam 
told himself, "I'll send Donnie. to a 
boarding school." But the' idea, 
pract ical though it was, cut into his 
soul with the rasping pain of a rusty 
knife. Donnie was all he had-all. 
Donnie was a part of his brief, sweet 
marriage, and a part of his lost ro
mance, and the whole of his future. 

On SUd den impulse Hallam 
reached for the telephone and pulled 
it toward him. He dialed the num
ber of his hotel and waited impa": 
tiently until the operator's familiar 
voice came over the wire. 

"Bertha," he said, "give me the 
maid on my floor , will you?" and at 
her "Sure, Mr. Ford-" he held his 
breath in actual discomfort. When 
at long last the good natured Irish 
maid took up the receiver, he found 
that his palms were damp with 
perspiration. 

"As I left to come down to the 
office," he said almost sharply, "I 
asked you to drop in and see Donnie 
every ten or fifteen minutes. You 
haven't forgotten, have you?" He 
listened for a moment and then
"You say he's asleep, now, qut that 
his face is sort of flushed, eh? Okay, 
Maggie, I'll be home as soon as pos
sible. And don't forget to keep 
dropping in." 

morrow. Her sleek, hipless body 
was sheathed in a white satin dinner 
gown that broke into icy blue rip
ples at the full. hemline. The dress 
stopped just below her armpits and 
it hadn't any shoulder .straps. 

"Good grief," Hallam heard him
self asking, "how do you keep.it OIl?'" 

Millicent Barry stepped into the 
room. She murmured, "A trick
one of my best." She added, 
"How're things?" 

Hallam told her, "About as 
usual ... " And then, after a pause, 
"I take it you're going somewhere?" 

Millicent crossed the room and 
seated herself on the corner of his 
desk. "I'm on my way to a party," 
she said. 

Hallam groaned. "I knew it," he 
told her. I,you always are." 

With eyes not quite as cool as her 
voice, Millicent stared at a .picture 
that decorated the cream tinted wall 
in back of Hallam. Her unswerving 
regard disconcerted the man. 

"Well," she . said finally, "why 
shouldn't I go to parties? I'm a party 
girl, aren't I? You told me so, didn't 
you?" 

Hallam had told her just that
there was no denying it. He changed 
the subject hastily. 

"Did you come all the way down 
here 'without a coat, Millie?" he 
inquired. 

Millicent Barry chuckled-her 
chuckle was deep and throaty and 

HALLAM FORD hung up th~ re- . exciting. It registered awfully well 
ceiver and shimped back in his· on the air. 

chair, and stared vacantly' through "I left my coat in the outer office," 
the wide, curtainless window. Al- she told· Hallam. "I wanted to give 
most level with his eyes, the en- you a thrill." 
chanted skyline of the City laughed "Well, you did," Hallam told her. 
at him and winked at him and All at once he was desperately, 
mocked him. . . achingly weary. "Now suppose you 

"My Lord," he said aloud, '''1 won- go back to the outer office and put 
der if Donn ie's really going to be on the 'coat and . beat it ." 
sick? I wonder what a flushed face "Beat it?" echoed Millicent. She 
means? That fool of a Maggi~" reached forward languidly and 

"What fool of a Maggie?" queried rumpled the thick, slightly graying 
a voice from the door. It was a cool hair which swept back from Hal
voic~ool and low and slightly lam's suddenly creased forehead. 
husky. "Have you started talking to "Why, I only just got here," she 
yourself, Hal? Isn't talking to one- cooed. "And, oddly enough, you 
self a sign of insanity or senility or sent for me. Don't tell me you're 
something?" / going to break down and give me 

Hallam Ford jumped-actually a job, Hal, after all these'years?" 
jumpcd-and his eyes, focusing ac- "I was thinking of it,'" Hallam 
curately for the first time since he said guardedly. '. ' 
had left Donnie, fastened themselves " Is everyone else out of town ?" 
upon the girl in thc doorway. She jeered Milliccnt. "You've been neg
was well worth looking at, that girl. lccting me shamefully, darling, for 
She might have steppcd from the the last century or. so. What's it 
pagcs of a next month's fashion all about?" 
magazine. Her dark, shiny hair was Hallam felt ' hot anger surge over 
dressed away from her cars and high him. Talking with Millicent invari
on her head, in the mode of to- ably had that effect' upon him-he 
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didn't exactly know why. He said-
"You're wrong, Millie: . Even !lOUT 

name is wrong. Millicent's as sweet 
and old-fashioned and sane " a s a 
country garden. And you're ~ as 
sophisticated and flippant-" He 
found himself flounder ing, much to 
his own annoyance, for a suitable, 
simile. . 

. Millicent Barry chuckled again. 
She was appallingly good-humored. 

"Now let me think," she mused. 
"What is insufferably soph.isticated 
and flippant?" 

HALLAM told her, "You are!" and 
knew that the r etort was a child

ish one. "And you haven ' l any 
right, either," he added , "to say that 
I've been neglecting you: The last 
three times I asked you for lunch
eon-" 

Millicent murmured, " I didn' t 
mean socially, my peL" 

Hallam was completely le t down. 
. "It's just that I can' t depend on 
you," he growled. "Nobody can!" 

"Ah, now, ~al," protested Milli
cent, "you're in a frigh tful mood. 
You know I'm dependable. I've 
never been late for a date, yet-if 
it was hot . . . . You m ustn't glare 
at me, Hal-" her voice grew mock
ing-"don't you love me any more? " 

Hallam Ford . pushed back his 
chair. He shrugged away f rom Milli
cent Barry's outstretched h and and 
walked toward the w indow and 
stood staring down into the night. 

"I was only interested in you
as an actress," he said at last. "If 
you worked at your job, you'd be 
amazing . .. . I never did-love you." 

"So you never loved me," Milli
cent cut in. "Well, big boy-" 

Hallam grated, "Don't call me big 
boy! Millie, I'm in no mood for you, 
this evening . ... Run along to your 
party; go sell y'our darned violets." 

Millicent reached into her evening 
bag for a slim cigarette case. She 
snapped it open and selected a ciga
rette with exquisite care. 

"I still insist," she said finally, 
"that you sent for me-ostensibly to 
give me a part in a show. They tell 
me outside that you're casting for 
a Gateson number. I hope it's the 
truth-he can write." 

"I'm sure," growled Hallam, "that 
Ger ald Gateson would be pleased to 
hear you say so." 

Millicent went on reflectively. "I 
met Gerry Gateson, once, with a 
beautiful blonde creature, in green. 
It was at a studio brawl." 

Hallam said, "It would have been 
at some sort of a brawl-" 
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Superman 
SUPERMAN ,tood in the pmw of !!J 

the sturdy little vessel, the Juanita, ~ 
and watched the brilliant blue of 

the Caribbean Sea as it gleamed 
brightly under the setting sun. He 
wondered about this strange journey 
on which he had embarked-won
dered where this latest assignment he 
had been given as Clark Kent, star 
reporter of the Daily Planet, would 
lead him. But he was not alone for 
long. He turned as he heard foot
steps on the deck and smiled at the 
small, silver-bearded old man who 
joined him. 

"Hello Professor Thorpe-thought 
I'd enjoy the scenery for a While." 

"Good evening, Kent." The pro
fessor addressed Superman by the 
only name he knew. 

Superman's tone suddenly became 
serious. 

"Professor, I'm glad you came out. 
I've been meaning to talk to you. I 
know this voyage must have been 
made for some reason of which I 
know nothing. Professor, don't you 
think you can trust me enough to tell 
me the whole story-now?" 

"Yes, Kent, I think I can. When my 
old friend and your editor, ·Perry 
White, told me about you he said that 
you could be trusted completely. I 
have waited only till we were safely 
on the way before telling you. 

"You know, of course, that the ol,lt
ward purpose of our trip is to test my 
new type of bathysphere-my deep
sea diving bell. You know, too, that 
it can go deeper into the ocean than 
any man has gone before and lived. 
And it is equipped with a system of 
safety doors and divers can walk right 
out on the bed of the ocean. 

"You know all that-but you don't 
know why we're here. Tomorrow 
morning we will have reached the 
little-known spot called Octopus Bay. 
There--300 feet down-lie two million 
dollars in gold!" 

Superman whistled involuntarily. 
"But professor-how do you know?" 

Thorpe's tone was calm. 
"Thirty years ago, when I was div

ing for tropical fish, I saw the hull of 
a ship beneath me. But then it was 
impossible to go any deeper. I re
turned to the surface and began to 
search for some clue "to the identity 
of the boat Finally, after years of 
research, I found it. In the year 1786, 
the Spanish Galleon LaQuinta sank. 
She carried two million in gold-and 
not one penny was ever recovered! 

"Kent, I want that money for only 
one purpose- to build a laboratory
the greatest scientific institution ever 
created. A place where scientists can 
work for mankind unworried by any 
though t of finances." 

The ship's motors pulsed steadily 
through the night. On and on, at a 
stead y ten knots, the Juanita pushed 
toward its destination. The bright 
morning sun beat down and cut 
through the last lingering bits of sea
mist as the treasure party finally 
reached their goal. 

As Superman came on deck, the 
motors gave one last, lazy turn and 
then the only motion was the soft, 
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"Kent-the air is foul-no oxy
gen-we're trapped-I- " But he 
Cjollapsed before he could utter 
another word. Stripping off his 
clothes, Superman wasted no time. 

He reached the great sea-beast and 
with untold strength hit at his in
human enemy .... Superman held the 
ship against the fury of the hurri
cane until it was firmly anchored. 

• In Radio 
gentle lapping of the water against 
the ship's side. In a few minutes 
the bathysphere was .ready to be 
launched. 

Thorpe and his diver assistant, Bill 
Gleason, were the first to enter as the 
steel outer door was swung open. 
Superman followed and the door was 
slammed shut behind him. 

Down--down through the eternal 
darkness-farther than any man had 
ever gone before. One hundred feet
two hundred-three hundred--down. 

Gently, the huge bell settled on the 
bottom. In his specially-designed qiv
ing suit, Gleason emerged like some 
ghostly figure from the bathysphere 
in search of the age-old Spanish ship. 
He had walked into the safety cham
ber with its inner and outer door, 
both strong enough to withstand tre
mendous pressure. When the outer 
door was opened by Gleason, the sea 
waters rushed in. A green light 
flashed on the control board in the 
other room occupied by the professor 
and Superman. At the si~nal, Thorpe 
pressed a button and, Immediately, 
compressed air forced the water out 
of the chamber and shut the outer 
door at the same time. 

The minutes ticked slowly by. Sud
denly, the professor coughed-softly, 
at first. Then great hacking sounds 
as if he were gasping for breath. 
Superman, sensing that something 
was wrong, ran quickly to the instru
ment panel. The needle in the oxygen 
gauge was swinging wildly to the 
side marked in red. Painfully Thorpe 
gasped: 

"Kent-the air is foul-no oxygen 
--call Maddox-we're trapped-I-" 

But he collapsed before he could 
utter another word. Superman 
reached the phone and clicked it up 
and down, up and down. No answer. 
The lines had been fouled! Steadily, 
the air became hot and choking. Even 
Superman found it difficult to breathe. 
Grim tragedy was reaching its cold 
tentacles into the dark water at the 
bottom of Octopus Bay. But Super
man wasted no time. Stripping off 
the clothes of Clark Kent, he pressed 
the button that released the com
pressed air and kept the outer cham
ber clear of water. Then, he went 
through first one door and then the 
other. 

The pressure against his body on 
the sea bed was tremendous. It would 
have instantly crushed an ordinary 
man. But Superman cleaved the 
water like the steel-sharp blade of a 
knife, easily and smoothly. In a mo
ment, his keen eyes located the air
lines and, swiftly, found the trouble. 
A giant octopus had wrapped its huge 
tentacles tightly around the bathy
sphere's lifeline! 

Shooting upward, he reached the 
great sea-beast. Pulling until the 
muscles rippled on his broad back, 
Superman loosened them. But still 
the octopus clung. Then it whirled 
with lightning speed and fastened its 
other tentacles around its tormentor. 
Superman battered at it with his steel 
fists and the octopus begap t.o give. 

(Continued on page 68) 
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Gladys Swarthout's stunning voice ond Deems Toylor's witty comments obout music 
make The Fomily Hour on CBS this ofternoon something thot's well worth listening to. 

ON THE AIR TODAY: 
The Prudential Family Hour, starring 

Gladys Swarthout, Deems Taylor, Ross 
Graham, and AI Goodman's orchestra, on 
CBS this afternoon at 5: 00, Eastern Time, 
sponsored by the Prudential Insurance Co. 

The Family Hour likes to dramatize 
the stories which lie back of the musical 
numbers it presents-and, if nobody has 
thought of it already, here's an idea for a 
dramatic episode centering around the 
Family Hour's own singing star. 

At a recital given by a music teacher in 
Deep Water, Missouri, some years ago, a 
very small girl struggled manfully to sing 
a very big and very difficult operatic aria. 
Her name was Gladys Swarthout, she was 
twelve years old, and she was singing this 
particular aria at the annual recital 
against her teacher's advice and wishes. 
On a high note half-way through the song, 
her voice broke and an unprofessional 
and unmusical croak took the place of the 
beautiful, rounded note the composer had 
written. Gladys stopped singing. But 
instead of retiring in a flood of tears she 
stamped her foot angrily and told the ac
companist, who was also her teacher, to 
start playing the piece again from the be
ginning. This time she sailed through the 
song, hit the high note . squarely on the 
nose, and had the satisfaction of hearing 
a round of applause from the audience. 

That was the first public appearance of 
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the beautiful American girl who eventu
ally became a leading star of the Metro
politan Opera and radio. It was also the 
first appearance of the determined, sink
or-swim spirit that helped to make her 
so successful. There just wasn't any stop
ping the Swarthout girl. When she was 
thirteen she put up her hair, gave her age 
as nineteen, and applied for a job as con
tralto soloist in a Kansas City church. 
Maybe they didn't believe the statement 
about her age, but they gave her the job 
and that was the important thing. 

Gladys made her Metropolitan Opera 
debut after singing in Chicago movie 
theaters and in Chicago opera. Her first 
season at the Met she sang in fifty-six per
formances, many more than any other 
artist. In one opera she sang the part of 
a boy (several operas traditionally cast 
women in young boys' roles) and looked so 
attractive in trousers, with her slim figure, 
that it wasn't long before her nickname 
was "the Met's favorite boy." 

While studying in Florence, Italy, 
Gladys met Frank Chapman, another 
music student, and on their return to 
America they were married. They gave 
several joint recitals together, but lately 
Frank has almost completely given up his 
own career, devoting most of his time to 
helping along his wife's. They're one of 
New York's happiest married couples. 

REMEMBER 

September 28: Daylight saving time ends, so if you've been on standard time all 
summer tune in every network show an hour later . ... The new season is under way, 
with these broadcasts arriving today: The Shadow on Mutual at 5: 30, Bulldog Drum
mond on the same network at 6:30; the Pause that Refreshes going back to its old 
time of 4: 30 on CBS; Mrs. Roosevelt on NBC-Blue at 6: 45; the Screen Actors GUild 
show at 7: 30 on CBS; Captain Flagg and Sergeant Quirt, starring Victor McLaglen and 
Edmund Lowe, on NBC-Blue at 7: 30. 

October 5: More new shows: William A. Shirer on CBS at 5: 45; the Wheeling Musical 
Steelmakers on NBC-Blue at 5: 30; ·the Silver Theater at 6: 00 on CBS; Jack Benny on 
NBC-Red at 7: 00; Helen Hayes on CBS at 8: 00; and Sherlock Holmes, with Basil 
Rathbone, on NBC-Red at 10: 30. 

October 12: The New York Philharmonic Orchestra begins another season of broadcasts 
this afternoon at 3: 00 on CBS. 

October 19: Two returning shows-the Lutheran Hour on MBS at 4:00 and the Metro
politan Opera Auditions on NBC-Red at 5: 00. 

NOVEMBER, 1941 

.. IEastern Time 
~ ... 8:00 ICBS: News 
... :1> 8:00 N BC-Blue : News 
~~ 8:00 INBC-Red ; Organ Recita l 

U 1: 30 NBC-Blue: Tone Pictures 
8:30 NBC- Red . Cene and Glenn 

8:00 9:00 CBS: New, of Europe 
1:00 9:00 NBC : News from Europe 

8:1 5 9:15 CBS: From the Organ Loft 
8:15 9:15 NBC·Blue : Whi te R a bbit Line 
8:15 , 9:15 NBC· Re,L D eep River Boys 

8:30 9:30 NBC-Red: Words and Music 

9:0010:00 CBS: Church of the Air 
9:0010:00 NBC-Blue: Musl .. 1 Millwheel 
9:0010:00 NBC-Rc-d : Bible Highlights 

9:15 10:1S!NBC .. Blue: Primrose String Qu artet 

9:30 10:30
I
CBS: Wings O wer Jordan 

9:30 10:30,NBC-Blue: Southern.ires 

10:0011:00 CBS: News 

I , 
1

10:00 11:00INBC-Blue : News 

10:05111:05 CBS: Library of Congress Concert 

8:3010:30 11: 30 l':BC-Blue: Treasure Trail, of Song 

9:00 11:00 12:00 CBS: What'S New at the Zoo 
9:0011:00 12:00 NBC-Red: Emma Otero 

9:15 11:1Si12:15 NBC- Blue: I'm an American 

9: 3011:3012:30 CBS: Salt La k e City Tabernacle 
9:3011:30 \12:30 NBC·Blue: RadiO City Music Hall 
9 : 3011:30112:30 NBC-Red: Do wn South 

10:00·12:00 1:00 CBS: Church of the Air 
10: 00

1

'12:00 1 :00 NBC- Red : Silwer S t r i n gs 

10:1512:15 1:15 MBS: George Fi ,her 

10:3012:30 1:30 CBS: Syncopation Piece 
10:3012:30 1:30 NBC·Blue: Matin ee with Lytell 

11:00 1:00 
11:00 1:00 
11:00 1:00 

2:00 CBS: Spirit of '41 
2:00 NBC· Blue: Hidden History 
2:00

I
NBC.Red: NBC String Symphony 

11:15 1:15 
11:30 1:30 
11:30 1:30 

2:15 I NBC.Blue: Foreign Policy Assn. 

2:30 CBS: News 
2:30 NBC·Blue: Tapestry Musicale 
2:30

I
NBC- Red : University of Chicago 

::~ ::~ 
12:15 2:15 

Round Table 

3:00 ,CBSlJ::t."'.2fhilharmonic Orch. 

3:00 NBC-Blue : JOSEF MARA I S 
3:15 NBC-Red: H. V. Ka ltenborn 

12:30 2.30 3:30 NBC·Blue: Weeken d Cruise 
12:30 2:30 3:30 NBC.Red: Sammy Kaye 

1:00 3:001 4:00 CBS: Walter Gross Orch. 
1:00 3:00 4:00 N BC- Blue: Sunday Vespers 
1:15 3:15 4:15 NBC-Red: T ony Won' (Oct. 5) 
1:30 
1:30 
1:30 

2:001 

2:00j 

2:30
1 

2:30, 

2:3 

2:45 
3:00 
3:00 

3:30 4:30 CBS: Pause that Refreshes 

ng :;~~ I~:~:~~r J'!.~h!:= ~:b~ .. ~e 
4:00 5:00 CBS: The Family Hour 

5: 00 I\'"BC-Blue: Moylan Sisters 
4:00 5:00 BC-Red: Metropolitan Audi t ion! 

(Oct. 19) 

BC-Blue: Oliwio Santoro 
4 :30 5:30 MBS: The Shadow 
4:30 5:30 BC- Blue: Wheeling Steel makers 

(Oct. 5) 
4:30

1 

5:30 NBC-Red: Roy Shield Orch. 
4:45 5:45 CBS: William L. Shirer (Oct. 5) 

5:00· 6:00 CBS: SILVER THEATER (Oct . 5) 
5:00 6:00 N BC-Red: Catholic Hour 

3:30 5: 30 6: 30 C BS: Gene Autry and Dear Mo m 
3:30 5:30 6:30 MBS : Bulldog Drummond 
3:30 5:30

1 

6:30 NBC-Red: The Great Gildersleewe 
9:15 5:45 6:45 NBC.Blue: Mrs. F. D. Roosevelt 

4:00 '"DOl 7:00 NBC-Blue: News from Europe 
8:30 6;00

1

7:00 :>I BC-Red: Jack Benny (Oct. 5) 

4:15. 6:15 7:15 CBS: Delta Rhythm Boys 

6:30 7:30 CBS: Screen Guild Theater 
44!. 3300 1· 66 .:.33001 7: 30 N BC-Blue: Capt. Flagg and Sgt. Quirt 

7:30 :-I BC-Rc-d : Fitch Bandwagon 
7:30 7:00 8:00 CBS· HELEN HAYES (Oct. 5) 
5:00' 7:00 8:00 NBC-Blue: Star Spangled Theater 
5:00 7:00 8:00 NBC·R,-d : CHARLIE McCARTHY 
8:00 7:30 8:30 CBS: Crime Doctor 

:;~g ~;~~ :;~n~f:~~~:r ~~~erMS=~~~u;'A :re~ry 
5:55 7:55 8:55 CBS: Elm e r Da.ls 
6:00 8:00 9:00 C BS , FORD HOUR 
6:00 8:00 9:00 1\1 B~: Old Fashioned Ru.h'al 
9:00 8:00 9:00 NBC- BIUt' : Walter Winchell 
6: 0 0 8:00 9:00 ~RC-Rl'(l : Manhattan Merry-Co_ 

Round 
9:15 8:15 9;15 ~BC .. Blul" : The Parker Family 
8:15 8:30 9:30 i':BC -Blue: Irene Rich 
6:30 8:30 9;30 KBC - RI..",1 American Album of 

Familiar Music 
6:45 8:45 9:.5 NBC-Blue: Bill Stern Sports Rewl.w 
7:00 9:0010:00 e ns Take It Or Leave It 
7:00 9:0010:00:-': IIC· lllue: Goodwill Hour 
7: 00 9:00110:00 NBC-R("(l Hou r of Charm 

7:30 9: 3010:30 CBS · Columbia Workshop 
7,30 9:30 10:30 , ~IR"; · Cab Calloway 
7:30 9:30,10:30" IIC- R,-d Sherlock Hoi me, Ill,,! 5) 

:;gg 19;9g l tl;gg l~~t ~e.a.:~!nO:Cah~~t~:"n.s 



MONDAY 
t- Easter" Ti me 
iii ed U 1 :15iNBCR: Gene and G lenn 

.:00 , .00 N BC- Blue , BR EAKF AST CLUB 
• • 45 ':45 CBS, Hrmn. of all Chur.he. 
':45 ':45 NBC-Red : Edwa rd Ma.Hugh 
,,0010:00 CBS: Br Kathle.n Norrl. 

~:~ng;gg ~~~:~~::!"i J'e~.·~o~:::!n , 
' :1510:15 CBS: Mrrt and Marg. 
, .15i10:15 N BC-Blue: Bu.k Pr i.ate 

9 .30 .10.30 CBS: St ep m other 
9.30 10:30 NBC-Blue: Clark Dennr. 
9:30 '10:30 NBC-Red: Bachelor'. Ch ildre n 
9 :45110:45 CBS: W o m an o f Courage 
9:4510:45 NBC-Blue: Wife s. •• r 
" 45 ,10:45 N BC-Red: The Roa d of Llf. 

10.00 11:00 CBS , T reat Time 
10:00 ,11:00 NBC-Red: Marl' M.rlln 

12. 00 10.15 11.15 CBS: T he M.n I Married 
10:15,11:15 NBC-Red : Pepper Young ' . F.mllr 

11. 00 10.30 11:30 CBS: Br ig h t Horioon 
• • 30110.3011:30 NBC-Blue: Think ing Mah. n So 

10 '30,11:30 NBC-Red . T he Goldberg. 
11.1510:45 11:45 CBS: Aunt J ennr'. Storie. 

1,4510 :4511:45 NBC-Blue : Alma Klt.h.1I 
10:45 ,11:45 NBC-Red : David Harum 

9.0011.0012:00 CSS: KAT E SMITH SPEAKS 
9.0011.0012:00 MBS: John B. Hughe. ::: ~~:~: ' ~~~:: i ~:~-:~:s::::' and Mu.lc 
9.1511,15 '12:15INBC-R!lI: T h . O'Neill. 
9:30 111,30112:30 'CBS: Romance of Helen Tr.nt 
9: ]011130'12:30 NBC-Blue: Farm and Home Hour 
'.45 '11:45112:45ICBS: Our Gal Sundar 

10,0012:00 1:00 C BS: Life C a n Be B •• u tlful 
10:0012:00 1:00 M BS: We Are Alwar. Young 
10,1512,15: 1:15ICBS: Womiln in Whit. 
10 ' 15 12.15 1 .15 M BS, Go.ernment Girl 
10:1512.15 1 .15 NBC-Blue: Ted Malone 
10:3012.30 1 .30' CBS: Right to Happlne •• 
10.3012.3 0 1.30IMBS: Fron t Page F.rrell 

10 '45 ig::~ 
4'15 [ 1 :00 

11.00 1:00 
3.30 1:15 

11:15 1.15 
11:30

1 

1.30 
11:30 1:30 
11.30 1.30 
11:45 1.45 ' 

n;:~ 1 1 :45 
1:45, 
2. 00 

12:00 ~:~~ , 12:00 
12.15 2.15' 
12.15 2.15 
12:30 2:30 
12' 30 2. 30 
12.30 2:30 

2,45 
12:45 2:45 
12.45 2.45 

1 .00 3:00 
1'00 3:00 

3.00 
1.15 3:15 
1:30 3:30 

3.45 
4.00 

3'00 4.00 
2'00 4.00 

4:15 
2. 15 4.15 
2.30 4.30 
2.30 4.30 
2.30 4.30 
2:45 4.45 
5,45 5 .45 

10 :00 
.:5510:10 
3,15 5:15 

3'30 , 5:30 
3:451 5:45 

~;:~!~BBS~ : ~~:~io,:l~~ War 

2:00' CBS. Young Dr. Malone 
2.00 NBC-Red: Light of the World 
2:15 CBS: Girl Interne 
2:15 N BC-Red: The M r .terr Man 
2:30 CBS: Fletch er WII.r 
2:30 NBC-Blue : Into the Lig h t 
2:30 NBC-Red: Valiant Ledr 
2:45 CBS: Kate Hopkin. 
2:45 NBC-Blue: Mld.tream 
2:45 NIIC-Red: Ar nold Grim m '. D.ughter 
3: 00 C BS: News for Women 
] :00 N BC-B lue: Orphans of Divorce 
3:00 NBC-Red: Agaln.t the Stor m 
3.15 NBC-Blue : Hone rmoon Hili 
3:15 N BC- Red : Ma Perkin. 
3: 30 C BS: Renfro V. ller Folk. 
3:30jNBC-Blu e: John'. Ot h er Wif. 
3:30 NBC-Red : The Guidin g Light 
3:45\CBS : Le.tur. Hall 

~ ;:~ ~ ~~~:~~e:, Ji~'!:Ja~:d~1II 
4:00' C BS: Ric h a rd Ma.we U 
4: 00 NB C-Blue: Club Miltl n • • 
4:00 N BC-Red: Ba.k.t ilg. Wife 
4:15 NBC-Red. S tella Dallas 
4:30 NBC-Red : Lore n zo Jones 
4:45 NBC-Red: You n g Widder 8,o w n 
5.00 CBS: Marl' Marlin 
5:00 NBC-Blue: Childre n ' s H our 
5:00 NBC-Red , H ome of t he Br •• e 
5:15 CBS: Th. Gold b.rg. 
5:15 NBC-Red : Por t ia F .... Life 
5.30 CBS, The O'Neill. 

m~I~~~:~~e.' ~~·t·h':':':b~:;:le. 
5:45ICBS: Ben Bernie 
5:45 NBC-Blue , Tom Mlo 
S:OOICIIS: Ed wi n C_ HIli 
S:10 C BS: Bob Trout 
S:15,CIIS: Heddil Hopper 
S:30 CBS: Frank Parker 
S:45 CHS: The World Tod.r 
6:45 Nne-Hlue: Lowell Thoma. 

3:45 5:45 S:45 NBC-Red: Paul Douglil. 
1100 6:00 7:00 e HS : Amos 'n' Andr 
4:00 S:OO 7.00 NBC- Blue: Thl. II the Show 
• • 00 S.OO 7:00NHC -R<'tI , Fred Waring'. Gan, 
.:1$ S:15 7:15'CBS. L.nn r Ro .. 
4115 6;15 7:15

1 
N He -Red ; European Newl 

7:30 ':30 7:30 CBS: Blondle 
•• 30 S:30 7:30 M US: Tho Lon. Rilng.r 
7;30 6:30 7:30 Nne-Red: Cavalcade of America 
':00 7.00 •• 00' ' SS: Va. Pop 
•• 15 7.00 .:00 M BS. Cal Tlnner 
.:30 7:00 •• 00 NIII"- Hlu.·, I Love iI Mrst.rr (OCt. 6) 
5:00 7.00 ':00 NII( - lh,l . Tho T.lephon. Hour 
•• 30 7.30 .:30 ( ' BS, GAY NINETl E~ 

7:30 1;30 NUl' Rlue: True or Fal'e 
7:30 1;10 NIH ·Ke·d VOice of Firestone 

5.55 7:55 .:55 CBS Elmer Dul. 
6:00 8:00 ':00 ( liS . LUX THEATER 
6,00 ':00 ,,00 !'IBS. Gabrlol Hutter 
6100 1:00 9:00 N U( '- Hluc~ Balin Str.et MUlle 
6'00 .:00 ':00 'II\( 1t',1 Do.tor I. Q_ 

6130 1:30 9:30
1 
"lIU - Uluc: Newl 

6.30 ':30 ,.30 , N IIL- It",1 That Brewster Bo, 
7:00 ,,00,10:00 ('lIS : O,.on Welle. 
7100 9100110:00 ~IHS ~ Rarmond Gram SWing 

~JOO 10:00 Nne -Blue: FamOUI Jury Trials 
7'00 , ':00110:00,NIIC- ltNl : Contented Hour 
1130 9:3011:30 NUC-Uhuo Radio Forum 

42 

Joe Julian plaY5 Michael , hero 
of the new Bright Horizon 5eriol. 

HAY E YOU TUNED IN. 
Bright Horizon, the new daytime serial 

on CBS Mondays through Fridays at 11: 30 
A_ M~ Eastern Time <rebroadcast at 
11: 00 A_ M. Pacific Time), sponsored by 
Lever Brothers. 

Here is a lesson in how to make two 
serial stories grow where only one grew 
before_ Several months ago a new char
acter was introduced on Big Sister-a 
young man named Michael West who 
roamed around the country singing and 
playing his guitar in restaurants and 
taverns_ Listeners liked Michael so much 
that when the sponsors of Big Sister de
cided to start a new serial program they 
lifted him right out of his original story 
and wrote a new story around him. 

Michael is played by a young radio actor 
named Joe Julian who is just as colorful 
and unusual as his air character_ Joe grew 
up in Baltimore, where he used to get jobs 
as a walk-on or extra in traveling dra
matic companies that came to town_ When 
he grew up he went to work in a shoe 
factory, learned all he could about mak
ing shoes, then quit and set himself up in 
the shoe-repairing business with the 
money and the knowledge he'd saved up_ 
But he didn't really like shoe-making, so 
after a while he sold out and came to 
New York, where he joined the Group 
Theater_ A few small acting jobs on the 
stage finally led h im to radio, but he 
didn't get ahead very fast until he wrote 
a series of articles for "Variety," the en
tertainment business' trade paper, criti
cizing radio for all the things he thought 
were wrong with it. The articles im
pressed radio executives so much he's 
been busy ever since. 

Joe has several d ifferent talents. He 
writes plays, although none of them have 
been produced yet, and he can make music 
by clasping his hands together and forcing 
air out between the palms_ However, he 
can't sing, so all of Michael West's singing 
is done by Bobby Gibson, the for mer 
CBS page boy who deter mined to be a 
singer instead, and did. 

D A T ES T O REMEMB E R 
September 29: Frank Parker's Golden 

Treasury of Song is on CBS at a new 
time beginning tonight-6:30 .... Joe 
Louis and Lou Nova will have every
body in the country listening to their 
fight over Mutual tonight at 10: 00_ ... 
The Tom Mix Straight Shooters adven
ture serial returns tonight at 5:45 on 
NBC-Blue. 

September 30: Fibber McGee and Molly 
return to the air tonight-9: 30 on NBC
Red . .. and the Treasury Hour moves 
on to NBC-Blue at 8: 00. 

October 6: I Love a Mystery starts a new 
weekly series on NBC-Blue at 8:00. 

October' 7: George Burns and Gracie 
Allen are tonight's new arrivals, on 
NBC-Rcd at 7:30. 

TUESDAY 
East ern T I me 

':15 NBC-Red : Gene and Glenn 

,.00 NBC-Blue, BREAKFAST CLUB 

2:00 • • 45 9 ,45 CBS: Hrmn. of ilil Chur.h •• 
• • 45 9.45 NBC-Red: Edwilrd Ma.Hugh 

9.00 10,00 CBS, Br Kilthleen Norrl. 
9 . 00 10. 00 NBC-Blue: Helen Hiett 

10:15 9. 00 10.00 NBC-Red: Be •• John.on 

1.15 9.1510 .15 CBS: Mrrt ilnd Marge 
, .15 10.1~ NBC-Blue: Buck Private 

1.45 

12.45 

\ . 

::~: t~ :~~ ~iE_~~::~~!~:r Denni. 
9 .30 10 '3~NBC-Red: Bachelor'. Children 

9:45 10.45 CBS: Womiln of Cour.ge 
, . 4510 .45 NBC-Blue: Wife Sa.er 
9 .45 10.U NBC-Red: The Road of Life 

10 .45 10. 00 11.00 CBS: Marl' Lee Tarlor 
10. 00 11:00 NBC-Red : Marl' M.rlln 

12:00 10:15 l1:15,CBS: The Man I Milrrled 
110:15 111.15 NBC-Red : Pepper Young'. Filmllr 

11.00,10,30 11,30ICBS: Bright Horioon 
10,30 11.30INBC-Blue: Alma KIt.hell 
110.30 ,11' 30 NBC-Red, The Goldberg. 

11:15 110:45 ' 11~45 I CBS: Aunt Jennr's Storie. 
10.45 11:45INBC-Red: David Harum 

':00 111:00112:00 CBS: Kilte Smith Speak. 
9:0011. 00

1

12:00 MBS: John B_ Hughe. . 
9.00111:0012:00 NBC-Red: Word. ilnd Mu.l. 
9:15 11.15 12:15 CBS: Big SI.ter 
9.15 11.15 12.15 NBC-Red: The O'Neill. 
9:3011 .30

'
12.30 CBS: Romance of Helen Trent 

,.3011.3012:30 NBC-Blue :, Farm and Home Hour 
9 .4511.4512:45 CBS: Our Gill Sundar 

10:00 12:00 1:00 CBS: Life Can Be Be.utlful 
10:0012:00 1:00 MBS, We Are Alwar. Young 
10:15 12.15 
10:15 12:15 
10:15 12.15 
10:30 12,30 
10:30 12.30 

12,45 
10:45 12.45 

4:15 1:00 
11:00 1:00 

3:30 1 . 15 
11:15 1:15 
11:30 1.10 
11:30 1.30 
11.30 1.30 
11.45 1. 45 
11:45 1:45 
11:45 1:45 
12:00 2. 00 
12. 00 2. 00 
12:15 2.15 
12:15 2.15 
12,30 2. 30 
12:30 2:30 
12:30 2. 30 

12:'5 2 .45 
12:". 2:45 

1:00 3:00 
1:00 3. 00 

3. 00 
1 .15 3:15 
1.30 3.30 

3:45 
4:00 

3.00 4z00 
2.00 4. 00 

4.15 
2:15 4.15 
2:30 4:30 
2:30 4:30 
2:30 • • 30 
2:45 4:45 \ 
5:" _5:45 

10,00 
3:15 5 .15 
3:45 5:45 

3:45 5:45 

':00 6.00 
9.00 6:00 
.:00 6:00 

':15 6:15 
4:15 6:15 
4.15 S:15 
4:30 S.30 
S:30 S.30 

S:45 

':30 7:00 
5:00 7:00 
•• 30 7.00 
5:30 7.30 
5: 30 7:30 
5.55 7 ,55 
9.00 ':00 
•• 00 •• 00 
9.30 • :00 
S:]O . : 30 
6:30 • :30 
6: 30 .:30 

1.15 CBS: Woman In White 
1:15 MBS: Government Girl 
1:15 NBC-Blue, Ted Malone 

~:::~lBSS' ~'lo':.tt t:iI~:V.i::,::f 
1 ,4$ CBS: ROild of Life 
1.45 MBS: I'll Find Mr War 
2:0. CBS: Young Dr. Malon. 
2.00 NBC-Red, Light of the World 
2:U CBS: Girl Interne 
2,15 NBC-Red, The Mr.terr M.n 
2:30 CBS: Fletcher Wiler 
2:10 NBC-Blue: Into the Light 
2.30 NBC-Red: Valiant Lildr 
2:45 CBS: Kate Hopkin. 
2:45 NBC-Blue: Midstream 
2145 NBC-Red: Arnold Grimm'. Daughter 
3;00 NBCBlue: Orphan. of Divorce 
3.0. NBC-Red: Against the Storm 
3,15 NBC- Blue: Hon.rmoon Hili 
3.15 NBC-Red: Ma P.rkln. 
3:30 CBS: Renfro Valier Folk. 
1 :30 NBC-Blue: John'. Other Wif. 
3:30 NBC-Red, Th. Guiding Light 
3:45 NBC- Blue: Ju.t Plilln Bill 
3:4$ NBC-Red: Vic and Sade 
4:00 CBS: Richard Muw.1I 
4:00 NBC-Blue: Club Miltln •• 
4,00, NBC-Red: Bilck.tage Wife 
4:15' NBC-Red: St.lla Dallil. 
4:301 NBC-Red: Lorenzo Jone. 
4:45 ,NBC-Red: Young Widder Brown 
5:00 CBS: Marl' Marlin 
5:00 NBC-Blue: Children's Hour 
5:00 NBC-Red: Home of the Br •• e 

~:t~ ~~tJ~J: ~:~~::'·'j!':ce. Llf. 

S:30 ICBS: The O'Neill. 
5130 NBC·Blue: Adventure Stor.e. 
5:30 NBC-Red : We the Abbott. 

~;:~ \~~t:l~~: B'!::::·MIx 
S.OO CBS: Edwin C. Hili 
S,15 CBS: Dorothr Kllgall.n 
6, 45 CBS: The World Todar 
6.45 NBC-Blue, Lowell Thomil. 
S:45 NBC-Red: Paul Dougla. 
7:00 CBS: A m os 'n' Andr 
7.00 NBC-Blue: EASY ACES 
7:00 NBC-Red: Fred Wilrlng'. G.ng 
7:15 C BS: Lannr Ross 
7:15 NBC-Blue: Mr_ Keen 
7.15 NBC-Red: European New. 
7. 30 CBS: Helen Menken 
7:30 NBC-Red: Burn. and Allen (Oct. 7) 

7 •• 5 'NBC-Red, H. V. Killtenborn 

I:OO ICBS: Are You a MiSSing H • • r 
1:00 NBC-Blue: Trea.ury Hour 
•• 00 NBC-Red : Johnnr Pre.ents 

::~g '~iE-:::: t":.'!!e Heldt 
1:5S:CBS: Elmer DaviS 

"OO ICBS: We, the Peopl. 
,.00 NBC- Blue: Bringing Up Filth.r 
9 .00 NBC-Red : Battl. of the 5 •••• 
9;] C BS~ Report to the Nation 
9:3 NBC- Blue : New • 
,.3 NBC-Red: McGee and Mollr 

7:00 ' :00 10:00 CBS: G lonn Miller 
7:00 9:0010:00 MBS, Rarmond Grilm Swing 
7:00 9:0010:00 NBC-Red: BOB HOPE 
7:15 9:15 10.15icBS: PubliC AHairs 
7.301 9:30 10:30iNBC-Red: College Humor 
7:45 9:n 10.uICBS: N.w. of the World 

RADIO AND TELEVISION MIRROR 



WEDNESDAY 

~ ~ 
iii iii 

I Eastern TI me 

.:15!NBC-Red: Gone and Glenn 

8:30 NBC-Blue: Ray Perkins 

9:00 NBC-Blue: Breaklast Club 

9:45 ICBS: Botty Crocker 

a: u 

8:00 

2:00 ':45 
':45 9:45 NBC-Red : Edward MacHugh 

9:0010:00 CBS: By Kathleen Norris 
9:00 10:00 'NBC-Blue : Helen Hiett 

10:15 9.0010:00 NBC-Red : Bess Johnson 

1:15 9.15 '10:15 CBS: Myrt and Marge 
9:15 10:15 NBC-Blue: Buck Prhate 

1:45 9.3010:30 CBS: Stepmother 
9110 10:30 I NBC-Red ; Bachelor's Children 

12:45 9:45 10:45ICBS: Woman 01 Courage 

;::~ t:;:~ !~:2:::~r ~.:eRs.~erOI UI. 

.:00 '10:00 11:00 ICBS: Troat Time 
10.00 11:00 NBC-Red : Mary Marlin 

12:00 10.15 11.15 CBS: The Man I Married 
110.1511:15 NBC-Red : Popper Young's Family 

11:00 1~g:~: ln;~g ~~~J:~!lWh~OGi!i':.'l.erlS 
11:151014511:45 CBS: Aunt Jenn),'s Stories 

10.4511:45 NBC-Red: Dnld Harum 
9:00 11:00 12:00 CBS: Kate Smith Speaks 
9:00 11:00 12:00 MBS: John B. Hughes 
9:0011.00 12:00 NBC-Red: Words and Music 
9:1511:15 12:15 CBS: Big Sister 
9.15 11:15 12:15 NBC-Red: The D'Neilis 

9:30111.3012:30 CBS: Romance 01 Helen Trent 
9:30 11.30 12:30 NBC-Blue: Farm and Home Hour 
9:4511:45 12:45 CBS: Our Gal Sunday 

10:00 12:00 1:00 CBS: Llle Can Be Beautiful 
10:00 12.00 1.00 MBS: We Are Always Young 

10:1512:15 1:15 CBS: Woman In White 
10:15 12:15 1:15 M BS: Go.ernment Girl 
10:1512:15 1:15 NBC-Blue: Ted Malone 
10:30 12.30 ' 1:30 CBS: Right to Happiness 
10:3012.30, 1:30 MBS: Front Page Farrell 

12.45 ' 
10:45 12.45 
4:15 1.00 

11.00 1.00 
3:30 1:15 

11:15 1:15 
11:30 1:30 
11:30 1:30 
11.30 1.30 
11:45 1.45 
11:45 1:45 
11:45 1:45 

2.00 
12:00 2:00 
12:00 2,00 

1:45 CBS: Road 01 Lile 
1:45 MBS: I'll Find My Way 
2.00 CBS: Young Dr. Malone 
2:00 NBC-Red : Light 01 the World 
2:15 CBS: Girl Interne 
2:15 NBC-Red : The Mystery Man 
2.30 CBS: Flotcher Wiley 
2:30 NBC-Blue : Into the Light 
2:30 NBC-Red: Valiant Lady 

~;:~ i~~t~~~~ :r:~~r'!~m 
2:45 NBC-Red : Arnold Grimm's Daughter 
3:00 CBS: News for Women 
3:00 NBC-Blue: Orphans of Divorce 
3.00 ,NBC-Red : Against the Storm 

12:15 2.15 3.15 NBC-Blue: Honeymoon Hili 
12,15 2:15 3:15 NBC-Red: Ma Perkins 
12.30 2.30 3.30 CBS: Ronlro Valley Folks 
12:30 2.30 3:30 NBC-Blue: John's Other WII. 
12:30 2.30 3:30 NBC-Red: The Guiding Light 
12:45 2.45 
12.45 2.45 

1.00 3.00 
1:00 3.00 

3.00 

3.45 NBC-Blue: Just Plain Bill 
3.45 NBC-Red: Vic and Sade 
4.00 CBS: Richard Muwell 
4:00 NBC-Blue: Club Matinee 
4:00 NBC-Red : Backstage Wile 

1:15 3.15 4.15 INBC-Red : Stella Dallas 
1.30 3.30 4.30!NBC-Red : Lorenzo Jones 

3,45 4.45 INBC-Red: Young Widder Brown 
4.00 

3.00 4.00 
2.00 4.00 

4.15 
2:15 4 .15 
2:30 4.30 
2.30 4 ,30 
2,30 4,30 
2.45 4,'5 
5.45 5,45 

0.00 
•• 5510.10 
3:15 5.15 
3.301 5.30 
3.n 5.45 

5,00 ICBS: Mary Marlin 
5.00 NBC-Blue: Children's Hour 
5.00 NBC-Red: Home 01 the Brne 

~:t~ I~~~-~!!i: ~:~~I!.e~:ces Life 
5:30ICBS: The O'Nell1S 
5:30 NBC-Blue : Adventure Stories 
5.30 NBC-Red: Wo the Abbotts 
S:45 ICBS: Ben Bernie 
5:45 NBC-Blue: Tom Mix, 
6.00 ICBS: Edwin C. Hill 
6:10 'CBS: Bob Trout 
6.15 CBS: Hedda Hopper 
6:30 CBS: Frank Parker 
6:45 CBS: The World Today 
6.45 INBC-Blue: Lowell Thoma. 

3:45 ' 5:45 6.45 NBC-Red : Paul Douglas 
':00 6.00 7.00 CBS: Amos 'n' Andy 
9:00 6.00 7:00 ,NBC-Blue: EAS Y ACES 
4:00 6.00 7.00 INBC-Red : Fred Waring's Gang 
8.15 6.15 7:15 CBS: Lanny Ross 
4:15 6.15 7:15 NBC-Blue: Mr. Keen 
4:15 6.15 7.15 NBC-Red : European News 
7.30 6.30 7:30 CBS: Moet Mr. Meek 
':30 6.30 7.30 e'\.{ BS: The Lone Ranger 
4:30 6.30 7:30 NBC-Red : Hap Hazard (Oct. IS) 
9:00 7,00 ':00 CBS: BIG TOWN (Oct. 8) 
':15 7.00 ':00 MBS: Cal Tinney 
':00 7:00 8:00 NBC-Blue: Quiz Kids 

1.00 ':00 NBC-Red: The Thin Man 
'·30 ' 1.30 •• 30 CBS: Dr. Christian t 
8;301 7.30 8:30 NBC-Blue: Manhattan at Midnight 
8:30 7.30 8:30 NBC-Red: Plantation Party 
5:55 7.55 8.55 CBS: Elmer Da.ls 
9:00 •• 00 9.00 CBS: FRED ALLEN 
6.00 8.00 9.00 MBS: Gabriel Heatter ;::1 ~:gg ;::g ~:2:::,':r :!t~,:,:sl!'':~:rRe.ue 
9.30 •• 30 9.30 NBC-Red : Mr. District Attorney 
7.00 9.0010.00 CBS: Glenn Miller 
7:00 9.00 10.00 MBS: Raymond Gram Swing 
7.00 9.00 10:00 NBC-Blue: Author's Playhouse 
7.00 9.00 10.00 NBC-Red: Kay Kyser 
7:15 9.15 10.15 CBS: Public Analrs 
7.30 9.30 10.30 CBS: Juan ArYlzu 
7:45 9.45 10.45 CBS: News 01 the World 

NOVEMBER, 1941 

Singing idol of latin Ametica, 
Juan Arvizu can be heard on CBS. 

HAVE YOU TUNED IN , 
Juan Arvizu, Latin-American singing 

star, heard over CBS every Monday, Tues
day and Wednesday night at 10:30, Eastern 
Time, and Saturday mornings on Burl 
Ives' Coffee Time program at 11:05. 

If you lived in any of our sister Re
publics to the south, you WOUldn't have 
to be told about Juan Arvizu. You'd know 
already that he's as famous down there as 
Bing Crosby is up here, that his phono
graph records sell in the millions, that 
he's toured all over Central and South 
America with immense success, and that 
he's appeared in several Latin-American
made movies. 

Juan came to the United States a few 
months ago at the request of Edmund 
Chester, CBS' Director of Short Wave 
Broadcasting and the man who is to be 
put in charge of running the Latin
American network CBS is planning on 
opening soon. Chester knew he'd need a 
big South American star for his network, 
and Juan was the biggest he could think 
of. 

When Juan arrived in New York, 
answering Chester's invitation to broad
cast for CBS, he didn't know much Eng
lish beyond "hello" and "okay," but his 
friendlY manners made language no 
barrier. His English is still pretty sketchy, 
but he has taken to slang with enthusiasm. 
His favorite expression is "Here's mud in 
your eye," which he uses on any occasion. 
Mostly, though, rehearsals for his pro
gram are conducted in Spanish. 

Juan himself is a Mexican-he was born 
in Queretaro, about 160 miles from Mexico 
City_ After a blOief spell of being a tele
graph operator he embarked on an oper
atic career, but gave that up to sing the 
tunes his fellow-countrymen knew and 
loved. After that decision his success was 
phenomenally swift. 

DATES TO REMEMBER 
October 1: Meet Mr. Meek comes back 

from its vacation-listen to its first 
program in the new series on CBS at 
7: 30 .... And Jack Benny's old enemy, 
Fred Allen, returns to his last-year·s 
spot on CBS at 9: 00. 

October 8: Edward G, Robinson and Big 
Town is back on CBS, beginning tonight 
at 8: 00. 

October 15: Hap Hazard, the comedian 
who pinch-hit for McGee and Molly all 
summer, gets a winter show as a reward, 
starting tonight at 7:30 on NBC-Red. 

October 16: For serious listeners-in. the 
Town Meeting of the Air convenes again 
tonight at 9: 30 on NBC-Blue. 

October 23: After a long absence. Frank 
Fay is starring in a new show which 
bows in tonight at 10: 30 on NBC-Red 
... And at 9:00, Bing Crosby returns 
from his vacation to the Kl·aft Music I 
Hall. 

..: 
iii 
U 
8,00 

THURSDAY 

Eastern TJ me 

.,15 NBC-Red: Gene and Glenn 

9.00 NBC-Blue: Breaklast Club 

2.00 8.45 9.45 CBS: Hymns 01 all Churches 
8:45 9,45 NBC-Red : Edward MacHugh 
9:00 10.00 CBS: By Kathle.n Norris 
9:00 10.00 NIIC- Blue : Musical Milh.heel 

10,15 ':00 10,00 NIIC-Red : Bess Johnson 
1,15 9:1510:15 CBS : Myrt and Marge 

9.15110.15INBC_Blue: Buck Prl •• te 

1,45 9:30 10.30 CBS Stepmother 
9.30 10.30 'OK-Blue: Clark Dennis 
9:30 10,30 NBC-Red : Bachelor's Children 

12:45 9:45 10:45 I C RS : Wom." of Courage 
9:4510,45 NBC-Blue : Wile Suer 
':4510.45 NIIC-Red: The Raad 01 Life 

10.4510,00 11 ,00'CBS: Mary Lee Taylor 
10,00 lUOO NBC-Red: Mary Marlin 

12.0010:1511.15 CBS: The Man I Married 
10.1511,15 NBC-Red : Peppor Young·s Family 

11.0010.30 11.30 C BS: Bright Horizon 
10:30 11.30 NBC-Blue: Richard Kent 
10:30 11.30 NBC-Red : The Goldbergs 

11:1510:4511:45 CBS: Aunt Jenn~'s Stories 
10:4511:45 NBC-Red : Da.ld Harum 

9:00 11 .00 12.00 CBS: Kate 5 mlth Speaks 
9.00 11,00 12.00 ~BS : John B. Hughes 
9,0011:0012,00 i'mC-Red: Words and Music 
9.1511:15 12,15 CBS: Big Sister 
9:15 ,11,1512.15 NBC-Red: The O'Nellls 

9.30111.30;12.30 CBS: Romance 01 Helen Trent 
9.3011:3012.30 NBC-Blue: Farm and Home Hour 
9.45111.45 12.45ICBS: Our Gal Sunday 

10:00112100 1.00' CBS: Lile Can be Beautiful 
10.0012.00 1.00, \{BS: We Are Always Young 

10:15 112.15 10:15 12,15 
10.15 12.15 
10.15 12.15 

10.30,12.301 
10.30,12.30 

112:45 10.45 12145 1 

•• 15 1.00 
11.00 1,00 

3,30 1,15 
11.15 1,15 
11:30 1.30 
11.30 1.30 
11:30 1,30 
11.45 1:45 
11:45 1.45 
11:45 1:45 
12:00 2:00 
12,001 2:00 

12.
15

1 
2:15 

12:15 2.15 
12:30 2:30 
12.30 2.30 
12:30, 2.30 

g::~ 1 2.45 
2.45 

12:45 2.45 
1:00, 3:00 
1:00 3:00 

3.00 
1.15 3,15 
1.30 3:30 

3.45 
4:00 

3.00 4:00 
2.00 4:00 

4.15 
2,15 4,15 
2.30 4:30 
2.30 4:30 
2:30 4:30 
2.45 4:45 
5:45 5:45 

10:00 ' 
3,15 5:15 
3,30 5:30 
3.45 5.45, 

3:45 5:45 
8.00 &:00 
9:00 &:00 
':00 6:00 
8.15 6:15 
4:15 6:15 
4 :15 &:1 5 
•• 30 6.30 
HOO 6:30 

~~~~ ; ~BB~: ,:::~~,!:~':h~~~1 
U15 :-I BC-Blue: Ted Malone 
1'151 NIIC-Red: Pin Money Party 
1.30 CBS: Right to Hopplness 
1.30

1 
M BS: Front Page Farrell 

~::: I ~BB~: ~~r~I".!l~~ Way 

~:gg i~~~J.:d~~lgO:i ::~\::~orld 
2'15 ICBS: Girl Interne 
2,15 NBC-Red : The Mystery Man 

2.30 ICBS: Fletcher Wiley 
2.30 NIIC-Blue: Into the Light 
2.30 NBC-Red : Valiant Lady 
2,45 CBS: Kate Hopkins 
2:45 NHC-Blue: Midtilream 
2245 NBC-Red : Arnold Grimm'S D~ught.r 
]:00 N BC-Blue : Orphans of Divorce 
3,00 N BC-Red : Against the Storm 
3,15 NIIC-Blue: Honeymoon Hill 
3'15 INBC-Red: Ma Perkins 
3:30 ICBS: Renlro Valley Folks 
3:30 NBC-Blue: John's Other Wile 
3.30 NBC-Red: Th. Guiding Light 
314S ICBS:·Adventures in Science 
3.45 '1I1C -Blue: Just Pial n Bill 
3.45 NBC- Red: Vic and Sade 
4.00 CBS: Richard M .. well 
4.00

1

" BC-Blue: Club Matln.e 
4.00 :-IBC-Red : Backstage Wile 

4,15 NBC-Red: Stolla Dollos 
4110 ~BC-Red: Lorenzo Janes 
4:45 :":BC-Red: Young Widder Brown 

5:00 ':8S: Mary Marlin 
5:00 XBC·Blue: Children's Hour 
5100 1 "BC-Red: Home 01 the Brne 
5.15 ·88: T he Goldbergs 
5,15 "BC-Red : Portia Fac.s Ule 
5.30 " BS: Th. O'Neill. 
5:30 'IBC-BluC": Adventure Stories 
5.30 "Be -Red : We the Abbotts 
5:45 11 ' ~ BS : Ben Bernie 
5:45 NBC-Blup: Tom Mik 
6.00IcBs: Edwin C. Hili 
6.15 'eB8: Bob Edge 
6:30 '1 8 C-Red : R .. Stout 
&. 45 ~IIS : The World Today 
6:45 ,'l HC-Blu(~ Lowen Thome. 
6:45 NBC.R.ed: Paul Douglas 

~::: ~\\~'_~I':c~s~~~ ¢ntlES 
7:00 NBC- Rl"Cl : Fred Waring's Geng 
7:15 CB~ . Lenny ROl5 
7:15 NBC-Blue: Mr. Keen 
7:15 ~H( - Rl""t1 . Europeen News 
7230 ( ' B~ ' Maudl.'s Diary 
7.30 l\IIC-R,'<l: Xuler Cugat 

9.30 
':30 
5:00 
•• 30 

&,45 7.45 NIW·R"I H. V. K.ltenborn 
7:00 8:00 C I\s Death Volley Days 
1:00 1:00 ~l l\:-- . Wythe Williams 
1:00 8:00 "'\ B(, - Bhll~: This I. Judy Jones 
7:00 8:00 'X BC·Rl'Cl Mekwell Hou,e Shaw 
7:30 8:30 ('U~ . DuHY', T.~ern 5.30/ 9:00 

5:55 
&:00 , 
&,00 
&:001 
6:30 

I 
7:00

1 
7:15 
7:30 
7:30 
7:45 , 

7.30 .,30 :-.:nC-R .. t THE ALDRICH FAMILY 
1255 CU~ EI mer D.~h 
9:oo ll'n~ Malar Bowe. Hour 
9:00 M n~. <aebrle' H •• Uer 

7.55 
':00 
':00 
.,00 
.,30 

9.00 :0.:111 ' R ... I KRAFT MUSIC HALL 
9,30 :o.:n("III",·' AMERICA·S TOWN 

MEETING ,,"'" 1M 
9,00 10,00 COS: Glonn Millor 
9:00 10,00 :'\ nl' -R,·J' Rudy Vollee 
9:1510:15 CRS . ProleSior Qull 
9:3010:30 :\: Nt' RltIl" Aheed of the Heedllne. 
9:3010.30 Kill ,Red Fronk Foy It"',. !.I) 
9:45 '10.45 COS No .. s 01 tho World 
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2:00 

10:lS 

FRIDAY 

.,; 1 Eastern Time 

vi •• lS NBC-Rod : Gene and Glenn 

'~OO 9:00 INBC-Blue: Breakfast Club 
':IS! 9:15 NBC·Red ; Isalte. Manning Hew.on 
•• 451 9:U CBS: Betty Crocker 
':45 9:U NBC-Rod : Edward MacHugh 
9:00 10:00 CBS: By Kathleen Norris 
9:00 10:00 NBC-Blue: Musical Mill wheol 
9:0010:00 NBC-Rod: Bess Johnson 

l:lS 9:lS 10:lS CBS: Myrt and Marge 
9:lS 10.lS NBC-Blue: Buck Private 

l:U 9.3010.30 CBS: Stepmother 
9:30 10:30 NBC-Blue: Clark Dennis 
9.3010:30 NBC-Rod: BaChelor's Children 

12:U 9:U 10:45 CBS: Woman of Courage 
9:U 10.45 NBC-Blue: Wife Saver 
9:U 10:U NBC-Rod . The Road of Ufo 

.:0010:0011.00 CBS: Treat Time 
10:0011:00 NBC-Rod : Mary Marlin 

12:0010.15 11.lS CBS: The Man I Married 
10.15 l1:lS NBC-Red: Pepper Young's Family 

11:00 10.30 11:30 CBS. Bright Horl,on 
10:3011:30 NBC-Rod: The Goldbergs 

l1:lS 10:4~ 11:U CBS: Aunt Jenny's Storl .. 
10:UI11:U NBC-Rod: Dnid Harum 

9:0011:00112.00 CBS: Kate Smith Speaks 
9:0011:0012:00 MBS: John B. Hughes 
9:0011:00 12.00 NBC-Rod : Words and Music 
9:15 11.15 12:15 CBS: Big Sister 
9:1511.1 12:lS NBC-Rod : The O'Neills 
9:3011;3012:30 CBS: Romance of Helen Trent 
9:3011:3012:30 NBC-Blue: Farm and Home Hour 
9:4511:4512:45 CBS: Our Gal Sunday 

10:0012.00 1:00 CBS: Life Can be Beautiful 
10:0012.001 1:00 MBS: We Are Always Young 
10:lS12:15 1.15 CBS: Woman in White 

~g;U g;~~1 ~:~~ ~:~:B~:::o~~'J';:IOc;.i:1 
10.30 12:3~ 1:30 CBS: Right to Happiness 
10:30 12:30 1:30 M BS: Front Page Farrell 

12:4 1:45 CBS: Road of Life 
10:4512:45

1 
1:45 MBS: I'll Find My Way 

4:15 1:00 2:00 CBS: Young Dr. Malone 
11:00 1:00 2.00 NBC-Blue : Music Appreciation 

(Oct. 17) 
11.00 1:00 2.00 NBC-Rod : Light of the World 

3.30 1.15 2.lS CBS: Girl Interne 
11.lS 1.15 2:15 NBC-Rod: Mystery Man 
11.30 1:30 2:30 CBS: Fletcher Wiley 
11:30 1:30 2:30 NBC-Rod: Valiant Lady 

11:45 1.U 
11:45 1:45 

2:00 
12:00 2:00 
12:00 2:00 

2:45 CBS. Kate Hopkins 
2:45 NBC-Red:. ArnOld Grimm'. Dauthle, 

~;gg ~'~:-:l~:~ 6~~'::'::~ Divorce 
3:00 NBC-Rod: Against the Storm 

12:15 2:15 3:lS NBC-Blue: Honeymoon Hill 
12:15 2.15 3:lS NBC-Rod: Ma Perkins 
12:30 2:30 3:30 CBS: Ren f r o Valley Folks 
12:30 2:30 3:30 NBC-Blue : John's Other Wife 
12:30 2:30 3:30 NBC-Rod: The Guiding Light 
12:45 
12:45 
12:45 

1:00 
1:00 

1:15 
1:15 
1:30 

3:00 
2:00 

2:15 
2:30 
2:30 
2:30 

2:45 3:45 CBS: Trailside Adventures 
2:45 3:45 NBC-Blue: Just Plain Bill 
2:U 3.U NBC-Rod : Vic and Sade 

4:00 CBS. Richard Maxwell 
4:00 NBC-Blue : Club Matinee 
4.00 NBC-Rod : Backstage Wife 

:;~~ ~~~_~!a~s"::'~at~::~aa:th 
4:30 NBC.Red: Lorenzo Jones 
4:45 NBC-Rod : Young Widder Brown 
5:00 CBS' Mary Marlin 
5:00 NBC-Blue~ Children's Hour 
5:00 NBC-Red : Home of the Brave 
5:15 CBS: T he Goldbergs' 
5:15 NBC-Red : Portia Faces Life 
5.30 CBS: T he O'Neills 
5:30 NBC-Blue: Adventure ~torles 
5:30 NBC-Rod . We the Abbotts 

2:45 4:45 
5:45 5:45 

5:45 CBS Ben Bernie 
5.45 NBC-Blue Tom Mix 

10 :00 6:00 CBS Edwin C. Hill 
10:10 6:10 CBS: Bob Trout 

3:15 5:15 6.15 CBS Hedda Hopper 
3:30 5:30 6.30 CBS. Frank Parker 
3:45 5:45 6:45 CBS The World Today 

6:45 Nne·Blue - Lowell Thoma. 
3:45 5:45 6.45 N Ile-((ed Paul Douglas 
.:00 6.00 7.00 CBS Amos 'n' Andy 
.:00 6:00 7:00 NII( - (("" Fred Waring's Gang 
':15 6:lS 7:15 ClIS Lanny Roso 
4:15 6:15 7:15 NIIC-Red ' European Newo 
1:30 6.30 7:30 CII,S . AI Poarco 
.:30 6.30 7:30 M liS Tho Lono Ranger 
9.00 7:00 ':00 ( ' BS KATE SMITH HOUR 
5:00 7:00 .:00 NIIC· llluc Auction Qui, 

7:00 1:00 NIH.> Rcd Cities S.rvlce Concert 
7:30 •• 30 NIIC- Red INFORMATION PLEASE 

5:55 7:5' •• 55 ( ' BS Elmer Davis 
1:30 1:00 9:00 (U~ Gr •• t Moment. from Great 

Plays 
6:00 .:00 9:00 MilS Gabrlol Heatt.r 
.:30 .:00 9:00 Nlle·lIl"o Vox POll 
6:00 .:00 9:00 NIIC-R.-.I Waltz Tlmo 
6:30 •• 30 9:30 CIIS First NI,htor 
&:30 •• 30 9:30 MilS Throo Ring Tim. 
6:30 Is30 9:30 NU(" · t(, ... J Uncle Walter's Dog House 
6:55 •• 55 9.55 e lls Ginny Simms 
7:00 9:0010:00 ells Penthou .. Party 
7:00 9:00 10.00 ' 11.1 liS Rnmond Gram Swing 
7:00 9:00 10:00 ,I NUCoRf:d ' Wlnqs 0' De.Uny 
1:15 9:1510:lS M II~ Jimmie Fldl.r 
7:45 9: «5110.45 e m; News 01 the Wo.l~ 
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Ric:hard Kollmar ac:ts in radio, 
stage plays and music:al c:omedies. 

HAVE YOU TUNED IN . 
Richard Kollmar, who has spent the 

summer playing the role of David in the 
Claudia and David series, and will con
tinue to be David whenever that show is 
on the air. You've also heard him as Barry 
Markham in Life Can be Beautiful. 

Dick is one of a new generation of actors 
brought into being by radio. You no 
longer see these actors hanging around 
Broadway, hopefully looking for a job in 
that new play Soandso's supposed to be 
casting. Instead, they're never far away 
from a telephone, they have their names 
listed with one of the two central agencies 
which radio producers call up when they 
want to contact some particular actor, 
and they are busy enough in radio work so 
they can accept stage parts only when the 
parts appeal to them. 

They're better actors than the old, im
poverished kind. They take their work 
very seriously, and radio has taught them 
how to get every last ounce of expression 
out of their voices. They're good, solid 
citizens with families and responsibilities 
and a place in the scheme of things. 

Dick, for instance, is the husband of 
columnist and radio commentator Dorothy 
Kilgallen, and the father of two-month
old Richard Kollmar, Jr. He's a graduate 
of Yale University, and if he weren't an 
actor would probably be just as success
ful as a writer. His wife admits that his 
suggestions and help often get her out of 
a tight spot when she is writing a short 
story. He also paints in his spare time, 
He and Dorothy both like to stay up late 
at night, but they'd just as soon have a 
few friends in as go out to a night club. 

Dick comes from a completely non-the
atrical New Jersey family. When he was 
in college he sang in the glee club and 
took part in undergraduate dramatics to 
such an extent he couldn't make up his 
mind whether to be an actor or a singer. 
He solved the question neatly by becom
ing both. Broadway theater-goers have 
seen him both in straight plays and in 
musical comedies. 

He doesn't think that being an actor 
is particularly glamorous, and as a mat
ter of fact you'll find few sincere actors 
who do. On the other hand, he does find 
it very exciting to create a character with 
his voice, and to know that millions of 
people are listening, laughing or smiling 
or feeling sorry in response to his creation 
of that character. 

DATES T O REMEMBER 
October 3: CBS brings back two old 

favorites tonight-AI Pearce and his 
gang at 7:30, followed by Kate Smith's 
variety show at 8: 00. 

October 17: Dr. Walter Damrosch and 
his famous Music AppreCiation Hour 
start their new season on NBC-Blue <It 
2:00 this afternoon. 

':00 
.:001 
.:00

1 
.:15 

':30 
':30 

SATURDAY 

Eastern Ti me 

':OO 'CBS: The World Today 
•• 00 NBC: News 

':15 NBC-Rod: Hank Lawsen 

':30 NBC-Rod: Dick Leibert 

':45 CBS: Adelaide Hawley 
8:45 NBC-Biue: String Ensemble 
.:45 NBC-Rod: Deep River Boys 

9.00 CBS. Press News 
9:00 NBC-Blue: Breakfast Club 
9:00 NBC-Rod: News 

9:15 NBC-Rod : Market Basket 
I 

9:30 CBS: Old Dirt Dobber 
9:30 NBC-Rod. New England Music 

9:0010:00 CBS: Jones and I 
9:0010.00 NBC-Blue: Musical Millwheel 
9:0010.00 NBC-Rod: Let's Swing 

9:lS10:15 NBC-Rod : Happy Jack 

9:3010:30 CBS: Gold If You Find It 
10.30 9:3010:30 NBC-Red: Amorica the Free 

10.0010:0011:00 NBC-Rod: Lincoln Highway 

.:0510:0511:05 CBS: Burl "es 

11:30 10.30 11:30 CBS: Dorothy Kllgallen 
':3010:3011:30 NBC-Blue: Our Barn 
':3010:3011:30 NBC-Rod: Vaude.ille Theater 

10:4511:45 CBS: Hillbilly Champions 

9:0011:0012.00 cns: T heater ot Today 
9:0011:00 112:00 NBC-Rod : Consumer Time 

10:3011:3012:30 CBS: Stars Over Hollywood 
9:3011:3012.30 NBC-Blue: Farm Bureau 
9:3011:3012:30 NBC-Rod : call to Youth 

10:0012:00 1:00 CBS: Let's Pretend 
10:0012:00 1:00 MBS: We Are Always Young 

10:15 12:15 1:15 MBS: Govorn mont Girl 

10:30 12:30 1:30 CBS: Brush Creek Follies 
10:3012:30 1:30 NBC-Blue: Vincent Lope, 

10:4512:45 1:45 MBS: I'll Find My Way 

11:00 1.00 2:00 CBS: BuHalo Presents 
11:00 1:00 2:00 NBC-Blue: Johnny Long Orch. 

11:30 1:30 2:30 CBS: Of Men and Books 
11:30 1:30 2:30 NBC_Rod : Bright Idea Club 

12:00 2:00 3:00 CBS: Dorian String Quartet 
12:00 2:00 3:00 NBC-Blue: Indiana Indigo 
12.00 2:00 3:00 NBC-Rod : Nature Sketches 

12:15 2:15 3:15 NBC-Rod: Patti Chapin 

12.30 2:30 3:30 CBS: Vera Brodsky 

1:00 3:00 4:00 ~~_i~!~nl,~:nM::i':!!ca 1:00 3:00 4:00 
1:00 3:00 4:00 NBC-Rod : Listen to Lyte" 

1:30 3:30 4:30 NBC-Red: A Boy, II Glrl.~and a Band 

2:00 4:00 5:00 CBS: Matinee at Meadowbrook 
2:00 4:00 5:00 NBC-Blue: Glonn Miller 

3:00 5:00 &:00 NBC-Blue . Danco Music 

3:30 5:30 6:30 CBS: Elmer Davis 
3:30 5:30 6:30 NBC-Rod: Art of Living 

3:45 5:45 6:45 CBS: The World Today 
3.45 5:45 6:45 NBC-Blue: Edward Tomlinson 
3:45 S:ts 6:4 INBC-Rod: PaUl Douglas 

4.00 6:00 7:00 CBS: People's Plattorm 
4:00 6:00 7:00 NBC-Blue : Message ot 'srael 
4:00 6:00 7.00 NBC-Rod: Defense tor America 

4:30 6:30 7:30 CBS: Wayne King 
4:30 6:30 7:30 NBC-Biue: Little 01' Hollywood 
4:30 6:30 7:30 NBC-Rod : Sammy Kaye 

4:U 6:45 7:45 NBC-Rod: H. V. Kaltenborn 

':00 7:00 ':00 CBS: Guy Lombardo 
5:00 7.00 .:00 NBC-Blue: Boy Meets Band 
.:30 7:00 8:00 NBC-Rod: Knickerbockor Playhouse 

':30 7:30 
5:30 7:30 
':00 7:30 

9:00 .:00 
6:00 .:00 
6:00 .:00 
6:00 .:00 

.:30 CBS: City Desk 
1:30 N8C~81ue: Bishop and the GargoYle 
I:JO INBC-Red: Truth or Consequences 

9:00 CBS: YOUR HIT PARADE 
9:00 M BS: Gabrlol Hoatt.r 
9:00 NBC-Blue: Spin and Win 
9:00 NBC-Red : National Barn Dance 

6.30 ':30 9:30 MBS: Morton Gould 
6:30 .:30 9:30 NBC-Blue: NBC Symphony 

6:45; ':45, 9:45 CBS: S.turday Night Serenade 

7:00 

7:15 

7:30 

7:45 

9:00

1

10:00 MBS: Chicago Concort 

9:15 10:lSicBS: Public AHalrs 

9:30110:30 CBS: Four Clubmon 

9:45 10:45lcBs: Nows of tho World 

RADIO AND TELEVISION MIRROIl 



Here's proof my Face Powder makes 
Skin look Younger! 

IIELBOW TEST11 

shows Instantly how new 

kind of powder makes skin 

look smoother, fresher. 

Wouldn't you like to see, with your own 
eyes, how much younger your skin can 
look - how much lovelier and more 
glamorous? 

You can-so simply and so easily-and 
without cost! Make the test that is thrill
ing women everywhere ... the Lady 
Esther ELBOW TEST! 

You know how rough and coarse the 
skin of your elbow is. Well, I'm going to 
send you some Lady Esther Face Pow-

Now more beautiful women use Lady 
Esther Face Powder than any other kind. 

NOVEMBER, 1941 

der FREE. Just take a little on a puff and 
pat it gently on your elbow ... 

See what happens! See how the coarse 
skin of your elbow suddenly looks soft 
and smooth-how the lines and rough
ness seem to ease away. 

If my powder can do tha t to the 
abused skin of your elbow-just imagine 
what it can do for the skin of your face! 
Imagine how it can hide tired lines-skin
faults and imperfections-big pores! 

You see, my powder is different be
cause it's made differently. It's blown by 
Twin Hurricanes until it's softer and 
finer by far than any ordinary powder. 
It goes on a new, smoother way-more flat
tering to the skin than words alone can 
describe! You must see it with your own 

~e~ 
FACE POWDER 

eyes-that's why I ask you to make the 
interesting Elbow Test. 

Try All 9 Shades FREE 

Your name and address on the coupon 
below will bring you all 9 new shades of 
Lady Esther Face Powder. 'Iou not only 
can make the interesting Elbow Test
you can also try all 9 shades on your own 
skin, before your own mirror, and see 
\-mich one is your bost shade-your Lucky 
Shade. ~rail the coupon :-OOW. 

r-------------------------. 
(tOil ran paSlt /his on Q p,n,,), ['OJ/fard) 

I.ADY ESTIIER, (i,l) 

7114 \\'"st 65th Stn·.t, ('hic3~o, III, 

PI.3se send m. t'REE ":-OD POSTPAID your 
<) new sh3<l« of f,ee Jlow,l~r. 11,0 • tub. of 
your Four·Purpose Face l'relm , 

NA:,\lf_ 

ADDRES!'ro 

CIT\' __ .>T.Ht, 
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Is There a Doctor in the House? 
MOST radio stars are hypochon

driacs. As to why . . . I don't 
know. Maybe nervous strain 

has something to do with it . .. those 
few minutes to go . . . those minutes 
when the hands of the studio clock 
seem to stop, when each one present 
feels an unforgettable breathlessness, 
a frantic silence, a nightmare chal
lenge to the imagination. 

Walter Winchell's head starts throb
bing, Ben Bernie feels the pumping 
of his heart, Gracie Allen is conscious 
of a funny little pain in her right 
side, Goodman Ace gets that queer 
dizzy feeling again, and Cantor . . 
well, Cantor is the worst. 

However, Cantor need not blame 
his ills on broadcasting. He was fuss
ing about his health way back when 
people thought radio was a toy with 
which amateurs wasted their time. In 
fact, in his "Whoopee" days, when 
Eddie had pleurisy, Ziegfeld sued him. 
And Ziegfeld could not be blamed. 
It was plainly a case of crying "Wolf, 
Wolf," once too often. Eddie had 
complained so many times that in this 
instance when he actually was sick, 
Ziegfeld refused to believe him and 
for five nights, Cantor, suffering ter
rific pain, and strapped up like a 
mummy, had to go on with the show 
until the case could be brought be
fore Equity and Ziegfeld's own doctor 
pronounced him too ill to perform. 

In those days his insomnia began. 
To hear him tell it, the whole world 
seemed to be in league against his 
sleeping. Looking forward to the 
quiet of the country, he moved Ida 
and the family out to Mount Vernon. 
No sooner were they settled than 
someone bought the property directly 
opp'osite and there commenced a daily 
dnlling and hammering which ruined 
Mr. Cantor's morning slumbers. (He 
likes to sleep until noon.) 

"I immediately moved to a Broad
way hotel," said he, "but the taxicabs 
got me. Then I tried one on Central 
Park West, but they started blasting 
for the new subway. Next, some
body sug~ested Gedney Farms at 
White Plams. So, one evening, after 
the show, I drove there by myself. 
I was so sure I wouldn't sleep that 
I neglected to leave a call for the 
morning. To my surprise I slept un
til one-thirty the following afternoon 
and nearly missed my matinee. I had 
no time to shave or have breakfast 
but I did manage to call Ida and say, 
'Thank goodness I've found a place!' 
She packed my clothes and sent them 
right up there. That night I drove out 
again. When I was about twenty 
minutes away I noticed crowds of 
people. And a policeman stopped my 
car. 'You can't go any further!' he 
ordered. 'But I live here!' I argued. 
He quickly corrected me with, 'You 
mean you lived here.' Gedney Farms 
had just burned down to the ground." 

When Cantor went on the air, ac
cording to him, his real insomnia 
began. 

One morning at breakfast, he ut
tered his usual complaint, "I haven't 
slept a wink all night," and his wily 
daughter, Marilyn, hearing this, 
said "Yes, wasn't the thunderstorm 
terrible?" And Cantor agreed. 

After breakfast, Marilyn took her 
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sisters aside and plotted to cure him 
of this self-imposed insomnia because, 
as Marilyn told them, "There was no 
thunderstorm." 

They telephoned the family doctor 
and the next thing Eddie knew, he 
was given sleeping pills. He thought 
they were wonderful. "Makes me 
sleep like a top the minute my head 
touches the pillow." But after he used 
up the bottle, when he called the 
doctor for a second prescription, that 
worthy said, "Why! Eddie, you can 
make them yourse f ... they are 
only bread and water." 

CANTOR is keen enough to acknowl
edge the part imagination plays 

with high-strung temperaments. '1'0 
prove it he told me a funny story. 

It begins in the Zeigfeld era when 
Cantor and Seymour Felix, the 
dance director, were rehearsing. Can
tor, knowing Felix as a hypochondriac, 
and always glad to point to somebody 
else, nudged Ziegfeld, whispering, 
"Watch me kid him." So, when, at 
lunch, Seymour, seeing Cantor leave 
the dining room, called, "Meet you 
later at rehearsal," Cantor said, "Oh, 
no, I'm going to take my nap." "Your 
nap?" asked Seymour, puzzled. "Yes," 
said Cantor, winking at Ziegfeld. "I 
always take my nap after my ginger 
ale and cream." 

Ten years later Cantor was in Hol
lywood, seated in the home of pro
ducer Al Lewis, when the butler en
tered, carrying a glass containing a 
mysterious looking concoction. In 
answer to Eddie's query as to what 
it was, Lewis exclaimed, "Haven't you 
heard . . . it's ginger ale and cream. 
You, of all people, should take it. 
Why, it's cured me of insomnia!" 

Remembering that Al Lewis is an 
intimate friend of Felix's, Cantor 
quickly put two and two together. 

After this, Eddie met at least seven 
people who were seriously drinking 
the mixture, and to top it all, a few 
months later, in Winchell's column 
there appeared . . . "Insomniacs . . . 
take a tip from W. W .. . . ginger ale 
and cream," 

Like most hypochondriacs Cantor 
likes to point to the other fellow. 

"Take Al Jolson," he says "Jolson 
beats any of us. He lives in constant 
fear that something will happen to 
his voice. 

"Once, in the middle of a successful 
run, Al felt a little hoarse, so he 
simply closed his show and went 
down to Florida. The Shuberts had a 
fit. JoIson could be depended upon 
to draw in forty thousand dollars a 
week as against the average star's 
fifteen. So when he had been gone 
five days, they sent Stanley Sharpe 
down to see him. Sharpe found Jol
son on the beach, surrounded by ad
mirers, and Jolson was not even talk
ing, instead he was doing what he 
always does when he ~ets worried 
about his throat .. . writmg on a ~ad. 

"'How are you, AI?' inqUired 
Sharpe. 

"'A little better,' wrote JoIson. 
"'When do you think you'll be 

able to use your voice?' asked Sharpe. 

" 'God only knows,' wrote J olson. 
"In this way they covered thirty 

pages or so until Jolson wrote, 
'What's new?' 

"'Cantor opened in Chicago last 
night in The Midnight Rounders,' 
said Sharpe. 

"'How much business did he do?' 
wrote Jolson. 

"Forty-five hundred the first night,' 
said Sharpe. 

"And with that, to the astonishment 
of the people on the beach, the up-to:. 
then-silent Jolson suddenly hollered 
in that great booming VOlce of his. 
'That's a lie, and you know it!' 

"'Okay, AI,' said Sharpe. And led 
him to the train." 

"A hypochondriac," went on Cantor, 
"lives longer than anyone else be
cause he takes better care of himself. 
If he has .a sli~ht cold he stays in bed 
because he thmks it's pneumonia. If 
the doctor says there's nothing the 
matter with him then he believes 
one of two things, either the doctor 
just doesn't know his business, or he 
18 dyin~ and they're keeping the truth 
from hlm." 

DESPITE a sense of humor that lets 
him tell a story like that, Can

tor doesn't see himself as others do. 
When he first moved to California, 
Jack Benny dropped in and asked him 
to playa round of golf. 

"Oh, I can't," moaned Banjo-eyes. 
"I just had a cardiogram made of my 
heart. And I'm waiting to hear the 
results," 

Benny good-naturedly sat around 
with the Cantor family while Eddie 
telephoned his doctor for the verdict. 
And Benny's own heart thumped with 
sympathy as he heard Cantor cry, 
"Oh, Doctor . . . oh . . . oh," And the 
last "oh" trailed off in such a ring 
of despair that Benny felt certain his 
friend was a goner. He nearly col
lapsed when Eddie, turning from the 
telephone, said, with the same dis
appointed voice, "When do we start 
playing? The doctor says there is 
nothing the matter with me." 

The habit of refusing to believe 
there is nothing wrong is beyond be
ing funny, especially in the case of 
Ben Bernie. A doctor told him he 
had heart trouble. Since then the 
doctor has been proved a quack, and 
although Bernie does have a slight 
murmur, it is virtually nothing. Yet, 
Ben tells me he goes to bed each 
night with one prayer on his lips
that he'll wake up the next morning. 

And when he golfs he employs two 
caddies, one to carry his clubs and 
the other to place his hand on the 
small of the Bernie back and actually 
push him up the hUt 

"To take the strain off my heart," 
says Bernie. 

Yet, he is too intelligent to kid him
self for long. He senses there is a 
deep psychological reason to all of 
this, and that he and his buddies are 
not just plain spoiled or temperamen
tal, or really sick or only suffering 
from "mike" fright. 

I think he explained it quite clearly 
when he said, "My heart only began to 
bother me as the big radio money 
came in. You see, it never got used 
to a million dollars." 
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Millicent . gueried, and Hallam said 
evenly-"Not that I've been able to 
d iscover, so far." 

Millicent was walking to the door. 
Halfway across the room she turned 
swiftly on her slender, spike heels. 

"You're assuming a great deal, Hal
lam Ford," she said slowly. "Are you 
sure you're not a little mite sore be
cause I had other plans on a couple 
of occasions when-" 

"I'm not that small," Hallam inter
rupted. "If you didn't care to accept 
my invitations, that's your own busi
ness. It wouldn't change my feeling 
for you as an actress." 

With eyes that were very large and 
several shades darker than usual, 
Millicent met his gaze. 

"I was fond of you at one time, Hal," 
she said, "very fond. In the beginning 
I enjoyed going places and doing 
things with you . .. . But it bored me, 
rather, when you began to show very 
plainly that I wasn't a fit companion 
for your-son." 

Hallam protested. "There wasn't 
any question of you being a fit com-

panion for Donnie," he said. "You 
just aren't the maternal type. 
You stay out too late at night and 
smoke too much. You don't belong 
to Donnie's world-and he doesn't 
belong to yours. A girl that's forever 
late at r ehearsals couldn't be de
pended upon to keep her eye on a kid 
- at the circus. An actress who's 
casual a bout playing an important 
part- " 

Millicent broke in angrily. "Per
haps the part d idn't seem important
to me. And everybody's late, once in 
a while. If you think I'd take a child 
into a crow d and lose him-" She 
started toward th e door a gain and 
didn 't speak u nt il she was on the very 
threshold. 

"Listen here, Hal," she queried, 
" how do you get that way? What 
right have you- " she choked and 
said, very low- " I hope the kid's 
better soon." 

The door closed behind her. 
It was worse after Millicent Barry 

had gone-much worse. Although it 
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was necessary to get in touch with 
the other actors and actresses as soon 
as possible, Hallam felt no urge to 
do so. He had an absurd desire to 
call Millicent back-to beg her par
don humbly, for this evening, and 
for a six months' old insult. 

"Why was I so rude?" he questioned 
savagely of his heart. "Why am I 
always so rude to Millie? Why does 
the very sight of her make me forget 
that I'm-" it was a trite word-"a 
gentleman?" 

Always? But it hadn't been that 
way, at first. At first-meeting Milli
cent Barry in the studio-Hallam Ford 
had felt only a desire to make her 
like him-to make .her like him very 
much, indeed. 

They lunched together on several 
occasions back when the world was 
sweet with springtime. Once it had 
been in a fountain-studded courtyard, 
and that had been nice. Once it was 
on a roof far above the work-a-day 
world-and that had been nicer! Hal
lam had lived fleetingly in a land of 
banter and small talk and lilting 

Film and radio pro
ducer Cecil B. De
Mille, in the cabin 
of his Gloucester 
schooner-yacht. When 
he's not sai I ing it, 
Mr. DeMille is using 
it as a background 
for Paramount's new 
techn icolor pi ctu r e , 
"Reap the Wi Id 
Wind." Before the Lux 
Radio Theater started 
its new season on CBS, 
early in September, 
Mr. DeMille made pre
liminaryarrangements 
for the show via ship 
to shore telephone. 

mirth. And then the question of 
Donnie had grown up between them, 
like a poisonous weed in a fragrant 
garden spot. 

Millicent had been so enthusiastic 
at the mention of Donnie! She had 
wanted to see Donnie's picture and 
to know the color of hIS eyes and 
hair. She had wondered whether he 
resembled his father. Hallam, pleased 
and flattered by her eagerness, had 
shown her a dozen snapshots and had 
grown voluble in his description. And 
then all at once he had felt a strange, 
eerie sense of fear. Fear that it was 
an act- for, after all, Millicent Barry 
was an actress. Fear that a girl of her 
type couldn't really be so interested 
in a strange child. He had shut up, 
like a clam, and had returned the 
snapshots to his wallet . 

Hallam recalled vividly that matter 
of the circus. When it came up he 
and Millicent had been drinking tea 
together in the lounge of a dim Vic
torian hotel, not far from the studio. 
The setting was wrong for Mill icent-

the place was jammed with heavy 
furniture and lorgnetted old ladies 
and be-spatted octogenarIans. Against 
the setting of their age Millie's youth 
stood out like a flaming insolent torch. 
Her light laughter, her vivid lipstick 
and her lacquered nails, her modish 
frock patterned for the day after to
morrow-were a false note. . . . He 
remembered even now the surprise 
on Millie's face when he told her that 
he wouldn't think of letting Donnie 
accompany her on an afternoon jaunt. 
To her injured-"Why not?" he had 
said, "You don't fit in with a child, 
Millie-you're too modern. You're a 
party girl." 

HALLAM FORD picked up a pencil 
and began to make curlicues on 

his desk blotter, The curlicues started 
out to be meaningless lines, but they 
developed oddly into a series of hearts 
-thin hearts and fat hearts, corpulent 
hearts and emaciated ones. Oh, Joe 
Mallaby had been right---,he had felt 
a yen, a decided yen, for Millicent 
Barry. Directing her had been a joy. 
Touching her elbow as he guided her 
into a taxi or toward a table, had 
been sheer rapture. But there was 
Donnie to consider. Donnie, who 
needed protection and adult guidance 
and systematic care. Donnie who was 
delicate, who couldn't be reared to the 
tune of jazz-Donnie who still needed 
lullabies. 

After that tea party there had been 
a difference-not a very subtle one, 
either. For several weeks Hallam 
hadn't made any overtures toward 
Millicent Barry, and when-after the 
several weeks had gone desperately 
by-he asked her to dinner and the 
theater, she refused him point blank. 
It was the first of several flat refusals 
and finally Hallam stopped asking her 
to- as she said-go places and do 
things. He also stopped casting her 
in the scripts he directed-not to be 
picayunish and revengeful, but be
cause the sound of her voice was like 
a hot iron drawn across his soul, and 
because the sight of her, playing a 
deeply emotional part, was at times 
more than he could bear. 

A deeply emotional part. . . . That 
was an apt description of the leading 
role in the Gerry Gateson script-the 
role of the older sister! He could hear 
her throaty chuckle sweeping through 
the air in the glorious moment when 
the older sister spilled the beans. He 
could hear her voice, deep down in 
her throat, and shaken under its ·cool
ness, when she said-"Yes, I might 
learn to care-for you." Who else 
could play the older sister part as 
Millicent Barry could play it? The 
four walls of the room echoed, "No
body . ' . . nobody . .. " 

All at once Hallam Ford was tear
ing the desk blotter-with its army 
of pencilled hearts-into a thousand 
pieces. He'd been a fool, as usual. 
He'd called Millicent over to his office 
to give her the part and he'd sent her 
away again- empty handed. He had 
been as gauche as a schoolboy. He 
had let his private feelings run off with 
his common sense and with his duty 
to his employer. Millicent Barry could 
make or break the script and because 
of a grudge-or whatever else you 
might call it-he was bargaining with 
fa ilure ! 

(Continued on page 50) 
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"It will be a humiliating admission," 
Hallam Ford told himself, "and I'll 
have to eat crow, but what the devil!" 

There was a call bell on Hallam's 
desk. He rang it vigorously several 
times, and when a messenger boy 
came darting to the door-a trifle 
wild-eyed at such an imperative sum
mons from the least temperamental of 
the "directors-he was already ram
ming a script into a large envelope. 
He sealed the envelope and wrote 
Millicent's name and address across 
it before he spoke. 

"I want this delivered at Miss 
Barry's apartment house within the 
next half hour," he said. And at the 
boy's, "Yes, sir!" "She won't be home 
-but leave it with the porter and tell 
him to give it to her the moment she 
gets in." 

THINGS didn't go at all well .... The 
evening-which had begun badly

didn't improve .... Gerald Gateson's 
characterizations were so complete, so 
sharply defined-you couldn't just 
use anybody in one of his stories. 
Kelton Stokes-with his slight Eng
lish accent-was the only possible 
choice for a leading man. And Kel
ton Stokes was not to be had imme
diately-he was out aUditioning and 
his wife didn't know where. Merle 
Ray would have to play the part of 
the glamour girl-she was the original 
jitterbug with her auburn curls and 
her light-as-meringue voice. But 
Merle had a touch of laryngitis this 
evening, and that was that. Oh, sure, 
she would be well by morning-or so 
she assured Hallam in a ghost of a 
whisper, over the telephone. As for 
the character woman-she was the 
toughest problem of all. Hallam knew 
exactly whom he wanted to use, but 
he couldn't think of the name. He'd 
have to go through the agency files 
next day before he could locate it. 
Of course, the woods were full of 
character women, but this one had 
played on Broadway in the Mauve 
Decade and she still had remnants of 
the power and the glory. She hadn't 
been around the studio lately, not 
much-maybe she had moved away 
or maybe she was dead. Lord knows 
she was old enough .... 

Hallam thrust the scripts-which he 
hadn't been able to give out-into his 
desk drawer. He sighed and pushed 
back his chair and strolled into the 
outer office. Perhaps it was just as 
well that the evening had been a bust. 
If he'd been able to get the cast to
gether he'd have been rehearsing and 
auditioning until past midnight, and 
now-at ten-he'd be able to get home 
to Donnie's. Maggie, the maid, hadn't 
called. Donnie might still be asleep
perhaps with the flush gone from his 
thin little face ... Donnie might be 
well in the morning if he slept the 
night through. 

The girl at the reception desk 
looked up as Hallam went past. She 
said: 

"Going so soon, Mr. Ford?" and 
Hallam told her, "Yes. Everything's 
wct-" and the girl laughed. 

"You didn't have much luck, did 
you? " she wanted to know-she had 
put in the calls for Hallam. "There 
was only Miss Barry-" 

"No, I hadn't much luck," agreed 
Hallam. "I'll be back first thing in 
the morning, Miss Kane." 

The receptionist shrugged. "Thank 
heaven, I won't be I" she said. "I don't 
come on until five, tomorrow. So 

50 

(Continued from page 48) 
long, Mr. Ford-happy landing." 

All the way down in the elevator 
Hallam wondered why she had thrown 
in that "happy landin~"-he had sel
dom been less happy m his life, and 
had never known less hope of happi
ness! As he jolted home in a taxi, he 
kept thinking-

"If it weren't for Donnie I'd cut 
and run. I'd go to Singapore-why 
Singapore?-on a tramp steamer. Or 
to South America to hunt elephants. 
Or to Alaska to hunt gold. . .. I'm 
tired of everything. and everybody." 

But even as he said it, he knew it 
wasn't true. He was only tired of 
himself .... 

ALWA YS when he came home after 
Donnie's bedtime, Hallam tiptoed 

along the red-carpeted corridor that 
led to the door of his suite. Not that 
his feet would make any sound on 
the thick broadloom-it was habit, 
pure and simple, that caused him to 
tiptoe. This evening the corridor 
was ~eserted-no sign anywhere of 
MaggIe. 

"I bet she never once looked in on 
the kid," Hallam told himself. 

Carefully he laid his hand on a 
glass door knob and swung open the 

IIka Chase, hostess of CBS' 
Pent-House Party, goes over her 
script with Lawrence Langner, 
producer of her new play, which 
will soon open on Broadway. 

door. The living room of his suite was 
dark, but there was a faint flicker 
of light shining from beneath the cur
tain that separated it from the bed
room. Swifty and noiselessly Hallam 
crossed the intervening space and 
pulled aside the curtain, and heard 
Donnie's voice raised in a question. 

"But," Donnie was asking, "why 
didn't Snow White stay on in the little 
house in the woods? She'd have had 
more fun there than in a castle. . . . 
Why did she go back with the stupid 
old prince?" 

The voice that answered Donnie 
was cool. and slightly husky. "Women, 
even prmcesses, are such fools I" re
plied the voice. "They don't know 
when they're well off, Donnie-boy." 

Donnie spoke again. "You would 
have stayed in the little house, 

wouldn't you, Millie? You'd a-stayed 
with the bunnies and the squirrels 
and the seven dwarfs?" 

Hallam found himself rather breath
lessly waiting for Millicent Barry's 
answer. Finally it came. 

"Well, I'm not so sure," she said 
slowly. "I haven't any more sense 
than the rest of them. In fact-" She 
looked up with a start and glimpsed 
Hallam standing there between the 
living room and the bedroom. 

"Oh, hello," she said, with only the 
slightest tremor in her tone, "it's about 
time you got home ... Donnie hasn't 
a smitch of fever-I bought a ther
mometer on the way in." 

"Then why," asked Hallam, "is it 
about time I got home?" 

"I'm drained dry of stories," said 
Millicent, and when Hallam mur
mured, "I thought you were going 
to a party?" she told him-"Donnie 
and I have had a party." 

Donnie piped up. "There was pink 
ice cream," he said. "Millie-she says 
that's her name-brought it in with 
her. I was so-o hot before she brought 
it, daddy ... Millie looks like Snow 
White, doesn't she? Her hair is so 
black and her cheeks are so red-" 

Millicent's cheeks were red. Hallam, 
glued to the spot, thought that she had 
never before been so glorious. She 
was holding Donnie on her lap-her 
satin dress must have been sadly 
crumpled but she didn't seem to mind 
-and Donnie's head, snuggling back, 
covered up the place where a shoulder 
strap should have been. A dark and 
very stylized curl had blown softly
and a trifle untidily-across one 
cheek. She should have looked like 
a modern Madonna, but she didn't
not Millie! She looked like-herself. 

"All right," she said, meeting Hal
lam's glance, "I know I'm an in
truder ... Give me the bum's rush 
and get it over with ... But Donnie 
and I have had a hotcha time-haven't 
we, buttonface?" 

Donnie said very simply, "I love this 
lady. Can she stay all night, daddy? 
She can have my bed and my teddy 
bear to sleep with ... She can have 
all my toys, if she'll stay." 

He didn't seem quite satisfied when 
his father told him hastily, "Well, 
she'll stay until you're asleep, any
how!" 

Donnie hung on grimly to wakeful
ness, but finally he went to sleep be
cause he couldn't help himself, and 
H~ll!im lifted his limp body from 
MIllIcent Barry's arms and carried 
him over to the bed and tucked him 
in. During the tucking-in process 
Millicent rose and stretched and went 
to stand by the bureau. 

"Donnie isn't heavy," she said re
flectively, "he's a frightfully thin little 
thing-but at that, both my legs are 
numb." 

W HEN Hallam turned back from 
the bed he found her standing in 

front of the mirror, applying lipstick. 
"Snow White, my eye," she mur

mured in slightly blurred accents, as 
she outlined the contours of her lovely 
mouth, "I'm a mess." 

She hadn't stepped out of character 
-not one inch out of character. As he 
stared at her, Hallam realized that 
there was no pretense about the girl, 
that she insisted upon being true to 
herself and to her generation. He 
said-

"You were swell to come here, 
Millie, after the way I acted. I was 

RADIO AND TELEVISION MIRROR 



a beast and I apologize." 
"I didn't corne here to be swell," 

she said. "My own mother died when 
I was knee high to a grasshopper, and 
I had to spend a lot of time alone in 
hotel rooms .. . You needn't apolo
gize, Hal-I'd have done the same for 
any neglected kid." 

Hallam told her, " I wasn't apolo
gizing because you were nice to 
Donnie," and Millie said. "It really 
doesn't matter-skip it!" 

Desperately, achingly as he watched 
her hair being patted into place, Hal
lam wanted to say the right thing, 
but the words wouldn't corne. Even 
if they did corne-he told himself
they would be phony. He faltered-

"Well, I'll be seeing you in the 
morning, Millie. Audition's at ten-" 

He was entirely unprepared for the 
fury with which Millicent turned on 
him. He actually stepped back before 
her uncontrolled wrath. 

"Oh," she raged-but she raged in 
a muted voice so as not to awaken a 
small boy-Uso you're going to give 
me the job, are you, as payment for 
taking care of your child? Well, Hal, 
I don't want it. I wouldn't take it as 
a gift. Oddly enough, I didn't corne 
here to bootlick. I carne here because 
I was sorry for a youngster who 
wanted-who needed-" she gulped
"affection. There! You can take your 
old job, Hallam Ford-I wouldn't let 
you direct me if I were starving-" 

ALL at once Hallam did know the 
right thing to say and he said it. 

"Wait a minute. Millie, wait a 
minute," he entreated. "I didn't 
know you were here-how could I 
know?-until I carne horne and pulled 
back that curtain and saw you with 
Donnie on your lap. As for the job
well, I sent a script over to your 
house ten minutes after you left my 
office. No matter what there is-or 
isn't-between us, you've got what it 
takes! You're the only one who could 
make the older sister corne alive-" 

Millie-the stark rage fading from 
her eyes-faced him. The newly 
rouged lips trembled slightly and then 
straightened again into a hard line. 

"I thought you needed somebody 
gentle and womanly and understand
ing," she said slowly. "And I'm just 
a party girl, Hal. You never sent that 
script over to my house." 

Hallam told her, "Oh, yes, 1 did," 
and with a jerky, nervous movement, 
Millicent Barry was gone from the 
mirror. She crossed the bedroom with 
lithe, rapid steps, and jerked aside the 
curtain and entered the living room. 
Before he knew what she was up to, 
she was seated at the telephone table, 
with the lamp switched on, and was 
dialing a number. Hallam, following 
her, was forced to watch and listen. 
In a split second her voice, less steady 
than he had ever heard it. spoke into 
the transmitter. 

"Hello," she said, "is that you, 
Dick? .. . This is Miss Barry. Has 
there been any message for me this 
evening?" She paused. "You say 
there's a flat envelope from Mr. Ford? 
. . . Oh, you think it's a script ... 
Yes, that's all, Dick." 

Slowly, carefully. Millicent Barry 
replaced the receiver on the hook. 
And then all at once her head was 
down on the desk, on her folded arms, 
and her slim, bare shoulders were 
shaking ... After a moment, and 
very shyly, Hallam's arm encircled 
those quivering shoulders. and Millie 
stood up to offer him lips that were 
still salty with tears. 
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WATCH ING MY DAUGHTER make-up for 
the first time brought back memories of my 
first lipstick. How thrilled I was when Tangee 
Natural changed as I applied it-producing a 
rich, warm rose shade-even though it was 
orange in the stick. 

THOUGHT O F MY marriage day. Wore 
mother's wedding gown and, as always, Tangee 
Natural Make-up. The pure cream base kept 
my lips soft and smooth all through the cere
mony and the reception. The matching rouge 
harmonized perfectly, glowing softly through 
Tangee's clinging, un-powdery, Face Powder. 

MY DAUGHTER is 15 today-and the proud 
owner of her first Tangee Natural LipsticlC. Her 
excitement and pleasure took me back over the 
years since I first entrusted my make-up to 
Tangee. And I know that she will depend on 
Tan(!ee as I have ••• for natural loveliness. 
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Remember the Night 
(Continued from pa~e 13) 

Once away from the Country Club, 
Tommy's gruff shyness wore off, and 
we talked, and I began to feel as if 
maybe the evening hadn't been com
pletely spoiled after all. We talked 
about music, mostly; it seemed to be 
what interested Tommy more than 
anything else, and although I didn't 
play any instrument I'd been taking 
singing lessons for quite a few years, 
so I knew what he meant when he 
said: 

"Some day I'd like to know how to 
really play the piano, and I'd like to 
write music of my own. Music's-I 
don't know-it sort of makes you 
forget things you don't like to think 
about- I guess that sounds silly to 
you." 

"No, Tommy," I said very seriously. 
"No, it doesn't." Because, somehow, 
I understood what he meant. I un
derstood that underneath that stiff, 
awkward way of his there was a 
kind of boiling urgency-something 
that wanted to be released, but 
couldn't be except in a certain way. 

Altogether too soon we were in 
front of my house, and Tommy was 
silent and embarrassed again. I 
guessed it was because he didn't have 
any money to take me somewhere for 
a sandwich or a drink, so I said, "My 
father and mother are in bed. Why 
don't you come in, and we'll scramble 
some eggs in the kitchen?" 

He looked scared. "Oh, I don't 
think I'd-" 

"Please come!" I interrupted, and 
pulled him up the front steps. 

We- But what's the use of trying 
to describe it? It was just fun, tip
toeing around the kitchen and smell
ing the rich odor of bacon and eggs 
and coffee and afterwards sitting to
gether at the table. And it was fun, 
and something more than fun, to feel 
his hand in mine when he said good
night, and know that he wanted to 
kiss me but didn't dare. . . . 

But the next day Spud came to see 
me, very contrite over the way he'd 
acted, and we made up our quarrel, 
after a fashion, so that a few nights 
later when Tommy came to the house 
I was out with Spud. He didn't come 
again, and suddenly I heard that he 
and his mother had left town and 
gone to Chieago. 

ALL that had been ten years ago 
and now he was Tommy Brown, 

leader and star pianist of a band 
that maybe wasn't quite the most 
popular one in the country but was 
very near it, and he was playing a 
week's engagement a t Lakeside P ark, 
a couple of miles out of our town. 

I hadn't seen him at all. The 
arrangements for having him come 
into the m usic store and autograph 
records had all been m ade through 
his manager. 

Maybe he wouldn't remember me. 
The old-fash ioned clock on the 

wall beside Mr. Wiscinski's desk 
ticked away sixty minutes, and an
other sixty, and another thirty-and 
Tommy Brown hadn't arrived. The 
kids were getting restless, muttering 
among themselves and Mr. Wiscin
ski's frown as he peered down was 
more pronounced. 

"Hey, Miss Carr," somebody yelled, 
"you wouldn't kid us, would you?" 

"Just be patient," I said nervously. 
"His manager promised he'd be here." 

Another fifteen minutes of increas
ing embarrassment-and then there 
was a shout from a ~roup outside the 
store. "Here he is!' 

My hands and feet suddenly went 
cold-and they shouldn't have done 
that, because my heart was busier 
than usual pumping blood into them. 

I hardly knew him. That was my 
first sensation when I saw him come 
in, convoyed by a dozen boys and 
girls. There was so little of the old 
Tommy Brown left. Yet, just at first, 
I couldn't tell where the change was. 
His features were the same. He'd 
filled out, wasn't thin and starved
looking, but that wasn't why he was 
so different. 

Then, as he walked impatiently 
into the store and over to my counter, 
I knew. Tommy Brown had been 
shy and awkward, but this man was 
aggressively sure of himself - too 
much so. Instinctively you wanted 
to shatter that self-assurance. 

"Sorry I'm late," he snapped. "Sup
pose we get started." 

I showed him the desk, and boys 
and ~irls began pressing around him, 
holdmg out records they'd bought 
already. I was pushed into the back
ground. 

HE hadn't recognized me. But then, 
that was very natural, because 

he hadn't even looked at me. He'd 
been short, angry, as if he'd come 
here against his will to do a job that 
he wanted to finish as soon as pos
sible. I noticed that he smiled me
chanically at the youngsters as he 
signed their records and said a few 
words to each one-but still you 
never felt that he meant the smile or 
the pleasant words. It was only an 
act, and not a very convincing one. 
It didn't even convince the kids; I 
saw them glance at each other in 
dismay as they filed past him. 

Without w arning, something rather 
terrible happened. There wasn't 
really room in the store for an affair 
like this, and the boys and girls were 
crowded into the corner to Tommy 
Brown's left. There was some jost
ling, of course, and somehow a small 
portable phonograph was knocked 
off its perch on the shelf, and came 
tumbling down onto the table where 
Tommy was signing records. 

He snatched his hands away and 
got up, his face white with fury. "You 
young idiots!" he said harshly. "Do 
you know that would have broken 
my h ands?" 

The youngsters fell back, fright
ened by his cold rage. 

"Go on, beat it!" he said. "I can't 
sign any more records today." 

Quietly, not talking, just looking 
back at him w ith dazed, h urt glances, 
the kids began to seep out of the 
store. I knew how they felt; I felt 
the same way myself. Tommy 
Brown's music had done something 
to them, expressed their own joy and 
youthfulness, and they'd assumed 
that the man who made the music 
must be fine and gay and friendly, 
too. They'd idolized him. And now 
he'd smashed their idol. He'd shown 
himself as just a self-centered, bad
tempered person, r idden by nerves 
and scorning the gift of their admira
tion. 

By the time I'd picked up the 
phonograph, d isposed of som e broken 
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records, and called up to Mr. Wis
cinski that the machine was un
harmed, the kids had all gone. But 
Tommy Brown, oddly, had stayed 
behind. He looked uncomfortable
crossly uncomfortable, not repent 
antly so. 

"I'm sor ry," he said. "I shouldn't 
have jumped down their throats that 
way. But my hands-they're all I've 
got! If they were hurt, I couldn't 
play the piano any more." 

"Don't worry," I said shortly. 
"They're just a bunch of kids, and 
kids forget." 

The bitterness in my voice made 
him look at me for the first time. 
"Well!" he said with a sudden smile. 
"It's Alice Carr, isn't it?" 

"Yes, Tommy," I said. I turned 
my back and began putting records 
away. I didn't think I could bear 
to talk to him much more. All the 
bright promise of the day had gone, 
now that I'd seen what success had 
made of Tommy Brown. 

"What's the matter?" he said. 
"Aren't you glad to see me?" 

"Not very," I said without turning. 
"Not-after what just happened." 

"I said I was sorry, didn't I?" His 
voice had that funny catch at the end 
of the sentence that tells you a per
son was going to say more, but de
cided not to. Instead, after a pause, 
he added, "Here. Let me pay for the 
records that were broken, and for 
the ones you'd have sold if I hadn't 
stopped signing them." 

I SWUNG around to see him laying 
a twenty-dollar bill on the counter. 

I don't think I've ever been as angry 
as I was then. "I don't want your 
money," I said shakily. "Do you 
think that's the only reason I didn't 
like the way you treated those kids? 
They've looked forward to seeing you 
for days-they think you're some 
kind of a little tin god-and then you 
-you kick them in the teeth. You 
come in here acting like Mr. Big, the 
king letting the peasants get a look 
at him-" 

"You don't happen to know," he 
interrupted coldly, "just how hard it 
is on a person's nerves to be in the 
public eye all the time. Like a per
forming monkey! Go here-go there 
---do this-do that! I get a little tired 
of it sometimes, believe it or not." 

"Nobody's forcing you to do it," I 
said. "I can remember a time when 
this wasn't even what you wanted to 
do. You wanted to be a pianist, and 
to write music-not just be a per
forming monkey." 

For a minute I thought he was go
ing to flash back at me again. But 
he let his breath out on a long sigh, 
and said, "I don't see why I should 
argue with you. I came here to sign 
records, not take part in a symposium 
on What's Wrong with Tommy 
Brown. Good-bye. It's been very 
nice meeting you again." 

I let him have the last word. I was 
too disappointed, too sick at heart, to 
do anything else. Tommy Brown 
had been a boy who held promise of 
becoming a fine person-but this 
Tommy Brown, the man, waS' only a 
bundle of conceit, puffed up with his 
own importance, purse-proud. 

For a second, I seemed to hear my 
mother's voice, whispering, "You're 
too hard to please .... " But I thrust 
the thought aside. 

I'd forget Tommy Brown. Certain
ly I'd never see him again. 

That was why I was so surprised, 
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the next day , when he came into the 
music store again. He was as arro
gant and indifferent as ever as, lean
ing on the counter, he did the last 
thing I'd ever have expected him to 
do-offered me the job of singing 
with his band for the remaining five 
days of its engagement at Lakeside 
Par k. 

"Doris Davidson-she's our regular 
vocalist-had to be rushed to the hos
pital with appendicitis last night. I 
was going to send to Chicago for a 
substitute, and then I thought it 
would be good business to use a local 
girl. Jim Bacon, over at the radio 
studio, said you'd kept up your sing
ing, and filled in on the air sometimes, 
so I thought maybe you"d like the 
job." 

"But I've never sung with a band!" 
I exclaimed.. The offer was so unex
pected, especially coming from him, 
that I hardly knew what to say. 

"That's no reason you couldn't. Of 
course, if you don't want to-" He 
picked up a record and inspected it, 
too casually. 

I THOUGHT I understood. I thought 
I knew why he had chosen to give 

me this unexpected offer. He was 
sorry about the way he'd acted the 
day before, and this was his inarticu
late, difficult way of apologizing. 
Though why he couldn't just say he 
was sorry, instead of going at it in 
such a roundabout manner, I didn't 
know. Perhaps it was just the way 
he was made. 

Smiling, I said, "It was sweet of 
you to think of me, Tommy, after
after yesterday. I'd love to sing with 
your band." 

And that was no more than the 
truth. What girl wouldn't have 
jumped at the chance to share in the 
excitement, the glamour, of being 
soloist with Tommy Brown's band, 
even if it was only for a few days? 

"Can you get a way from here for a 
rehearsal this afternoon?" he asked. 

"I think so." 
Mr. Wiscinski was glad enough to 

give me the time off when he learned 
the reason, and that afternoon I was 
caught up into the whirl of prepara
tions. The rehearsal went off well 
enough. I knew the choruses of sev
eral new songs, and quickly learned 
how to accommodate my style of 
singing to the rhythm of the band. 

Tommy seemed a little surprised 
at the end of the rehearsal when he 
said, "That's fine, Alice. Surprising
ly good." 

Nettled at the hint of patronage in 
his tone, I said airily, "It isn't hard to 
do these songs, you know. They're 
a cinch." 

To my satisfaction, he frowned. 
"You think so? Wait until tonight-

then you may find out it isn't so easy 
to . .. to be a performing monkey." 

I only laughed. Of course he had 
to flatter his ego by pretending his 
job was difficult! 

I rushed home to press my best 
evening dress-luckily it was almost 
new, I'd only worn it once. A quick 
visit to the beauty shop came next, 
and by that time the afternoon was 
over. I planned to have a quick 
supper, then dress and be at the park 
by eight o'clock. 

To my amazement, I discovered I 
was too excited to eat. Mother had 
prepared a delicious salad, but I 
pushed it away, and as I did so I 
noticed that my hands were shaking. 
My nervousness increased while I 
dressed, and at last I couldn't hide 
the .truth from myself any longer
I was terrified! 

This was ridiculous, I argued as I 
drove out to Lakeside in the little car 
I'd purchased myself from my earn
ings at the music shop. Alice Carr 
-the self-sufficient Alice Carr, trem
bling with stage-fright! I had sung 
.in public before, and on the radio; 
there was no reason to be afraid now. 

I couldn't argue away anything as 
unreasoning as the fright which 
gripped me. All I could do was to 
hide it, and to force myself to park 
the car near the big open-air dance 
fioor, get out and walk over to the 
stage entrance at the back of the shell 
where the band sat. 

I groped my way through the 
semi-darkness of the space behind 
the band shell, stepping carefully 
over electric cables that lay twisted 
and curving on the fioor. Then Tom
my was at my side, saying, "Come on, 
it's nearly time to start," and leading 
me out to the chair at the side and in 
front of the band where I was to sit 
between my numbers. 

"Are you all right?" he said sharp
ly, looking at me under the lights. 

a F course I am," I answered, and 
after a keen look at me he went 

to his own position at the piano, 
where he alternately played and led 
the band. 

It was early, but many couples 
were already on the floor when the 
band struck up its first number, and 
more . were pouring in all the time. 
I sat there, waiting, feeling as though 
I were made of ice. N ever in my life 
had I known such dreadful self-con
sciousness. I was convinced that 
every eye in the vast hall was on me. 

Minutes passed, and the band still 
did not play one of my numbers. But 
when, at last, I heard the opening 
bars of "This, My Love," it was even 
worse than the waiting; I wished I 
could stay where I was and never 
have to move. 

EVELYN AMES-the new lullaby lady an the Carnation Contented 
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near Jennings, Oklahoma, an November 5, 1914. Her father still 
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an Atwater Kent audition in Tulsa, and later studied at the Ameri. 
co n Conservatory of Music and made her debut aver KYW, Philo. 
delphia. Since then she has sung with the Chicago City Opera Cam. 
pony and been an the teaching staff of the American Conservatory. 
This is the first time she's been starred an a weekly sponsored program. 
She's 5 feet 2 inches tall. weighs 123 pounds. and has brawn hair. 

RADIO AND TELEVISION MIRROR 



In a dream I answered Tommy's I 
nod, walked past the music stands to 
the microphone in the center of the . 
stage. The music fell to a soft intro
duction, and it seemed to me I heard, 
above the shush-shush of dancing 
feet, a whisper run over the crowd: 
"It's Alice Carr! Let's listen-" They 
were waiting, waiting to give their 
approval or their scorn. 

I opened my mouth ... 
I couldn't sing. The words were 

gone, gone as completely as though 
I had never known them. The music 
was rushing on past me, but I could 
only stand there, my mind emptied 
of everything but a stinging terror 
and a frightful urgency. 

Instinctively, I turned toward 
Tommy. But as I met his eyes I saw 
something in them that sent me stum
bling blindly from the stage. 

He was glad I had failed! 
The humiliation of that realization 

was worse than the torture of failing 
itself. Half running through the 
dim, cluttered-up space behind the 
shell, tears stinging my eyes, I saw 
nothing but the memory of his face 
in which pity and triumph were 
mixed. 

I tripped over something, a length 
of cable rolled under my foot. Near 
the floor there was a bri~ht, blue
white burst of crackling bght, then 
flame was licking at my wide, bouf- . 
fant skirt of tulle, scampering swiftly 
up the folds toward my face. 

I SCREAMED and beat at the fire 
with my hands, but I seemed only 

to fan it to new fury. I hardly heard 
the sound of running feet before 
someone had thrown himself upon 
me, bringing me to the ground in a 
confusion of flame and violent blows 
about my legs. A ribbon of fire 
mounted against a backdrop curtain 
that hung backstage, and' its lurid 
light showed me that Tommy was 
my rescuer. 

I felt myself being lifted and car
ried outside, into the cool night air, 
away from where people were run
ning and shouting and trying to 
combat the fire I had started. 

"Your car," Tommy panted. "Which 
one is it?- I've got to take you to a 
hospital." 

But I felt my long slip of heavy 
white silk against my legs, and I 
knew that, miraculously y it had pro
tected the lower part of my body 
while thanks to Tommy's prompt ac
tion the flames had not reached my 
face. "I'm all right," I gasped. "I 
can walk- let me down. I-Tom my ! 
Your hands!" 

For as I slid to the ground I had 
turned and seen him-seen the agony 
on h is face and the way his hands 
and arms were vivid with burns. 

It was I who drove him to the 
hospital. I who waited while sur
geons dressed and bandaged the 
wounds. And while I waited, I did 
some thinking, and my thoughts 
weren't pretty. 

I didn't forget the look of triumph 
on Tommy's face when I failed-I 
didn't forget it, but it no longer 
seemed so important. The fact re
mained that he had sacrificed his most 
precious possession, the hands that 
made the mus.ic which brought him 
fame and fortune, to save my life. I 
could still feel those hands beating 
out the flames against my body. He 
must have realized what he was do
ing, yet he hadn't hesitated, hadn't 
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let someone else brave the fire. 
I'd called him, in my thoughts, ar

rogant and proud and conceited. I'd 
blamed him for flying into a rage 
when the falling phonograph had 
missed his hands in the store. But 
that had been only nerves. Faced 
with a real test, he hadn't thought 
about his hands at all. 

A nurse came into the little recep
tion room of the hospital. "Mr. Brown 
is asking to see you," she said. 

Hesitantly, I followed her into the 
room where Tommy lay in bed, his 
bandaged arms stretched out over 
the neatly folded sheet. He smiled, 
and for the first time I saw again the 
Tommy Brown I'd known in high 
school, the young and defenseless 
Tommy Brown, before he had ac
quired his shell of protective pride. 

For the second time that night I 
began to cry, but this time I cried 
because I no longer could hide the 
truth from myself-that I loved 
Tommy Brown, had loved him even 
while I criticized him. 

"Hello, Alice," he said softly. "Don't 
cry. Everything's going to be all 
nght." 

BUT it was my fault," I sobbed. 
"And your hands-" 

"They'll heal. The doctor said so. 
I'll be able to playas well as I ever 
could. Anyway, it wasn't all your 
fault. I never should have put you 
through the ropes like that. I knew 
it would be tough for you-I wanted 
it to be. I honed you'd break down." 

"But why?,t I cried. "I don't un
derstand-" 

"Because- " -ell, I'll have to go 
back a long time to make you under
stand. Back to when we were kids. 
You remember, don't you? How I 
was always out of things at school 
... and then the night of the Senior 
Ball you came out of the Country 
Club and I took you home ... " 

I nodded. Yes, I remembered, very 
well. 

"You were the first girl that'd ever 
paid any attention to me. I thought 
you were-wonderful. But the next 
time I came to see you, you and 
Spud had made up your quarrel and 
you weren't there. It seemed to me 
you'd just talked to me because there 
wasn't anybody better to talk to. I 
realized that night hadn't meant any
thing to you. So I was glad enough 
to leave town and go with Mother to 
Chicago." 

I bowed my head, ashamed to meet 
his eyes, and after a pause he went 
on. 

"Well, I got a job playing the piano 
in a cheap night club, and after a 
while I got a little better job. But 
all that isn't important. What I want 
to tell you about is my-wife." 

My head jerked up. "Your wife?" 
"Oh, not any longer ," he said with 

a wry smile. "We were married when 
I was playing in Dean Marshall's 
band. She was the vocalis t. I thought 
I was in love with her, but now I 
know it was just because she was so 
pre tty and so many other fellows 
were after he r. Marrying her was 
like showing the world I amounted 
to something, and I needed that. 

"But Elsa- that was her name-

kept after me to get ahead, make 
something of myself better than just 
a danceband pianist. What I really 
wanted to do was save enough money 
so I could quit work and study and 
write music of my own, but Elsa 
couldn't see that. She said I ought 
to get my own band, then I could 
really clean up. We used to have 
quarrels-pretty bad quarrels." 

I could visualize them, from the 
words he left unsaid. I could almost 
see Elsa-hard, mercenary, ambi
tious-and I hated her. 

"Finally I gave in. Only I was still 
enough of a kid to want to surprise 
Elsa, so I didn't tell her what I was 
doing until I'd talked to some people 
I knew and made arrangements for 
them to help me finance a band of 
my own. Then, when everything was 
all set, I went home to tell her. Only 
-she was gone. To Reno. She left 
a note saying that after the divorce 
she was going to marry Dean Mar
shalL" 

He chuckled. "I can laugh about 
it now, but it wasn't very funny then. 
It hit me hard-it was another case 
of Tommy Brown not being good 
enough, you see. So I made up my 
mind that if being on top of the heap, 
having lots of money, was such an 
important thing in life, that was all 
I'd worry about from then on. And 
that's all I did worry about-until I 
came back here and saw you again." 

"And 1- " 
"And you didn't seem to think I 

was good enough, either. You made 
it pretty plain what you thought of 
me. I wouldn't admit to myself that 
you might be right. Instead, I wanted 
to prove to you how wrong you were. 
That was why I asked you to sing 
with the band after Doris got sick. I 
thought you'd find out that running 
a band isn't as easy as you seemed to 
think it was, and I hoped you'd see 
me in a different light. Most of all-" 
his voice sank even lower- "I guess 
I really hoped you'd have a tough 
time. It was a petty kind of re
venge, I know-but maybe you were 
right all along. Maybe the kind of 
life I've led has-made me-mean 
and petty." 

NO!" I exclaimed. "I was wrong
I should have understood, sym

pathized. At least I shouldn't have 
judged you without knowing the 
whole story." 

"Don't blame yourself for that. It's 
what too many people do-too many 
times." 

"But I did it," I confessed, "be
cause I wanted you to be perfect. I 
couldn't stand the thought of you be
ing anything less than perfect." 

"Alice! " His eyes were shining. "I 
-mean that much to you?" 

"You mean everything," I told him. 
"I think I must have been waiting all 
this time, without knowing it, for 
you to come back." 

I leaned over the bed then and 
kissed him-remembering the kiss 
that should have been exchanged on 
that ni~ht ten years before; remem
bering It and thinking of all the love 
I must give him from now on to 
make up for the ten years of loving 
that were lost. 

NEXT MONTH: Another romantic "Love Story" by that famous author, 
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child, unconscious that his mother 
had risen and had walked to the 
window, from which she did not turn 
until her son had left the room. Then 
she looked long and earnestly into 
the eyes lifted expectantly toward' 
her, and her face was white, and a 
trifle strained. 

"Amanda," she spoke, at last, sit
ting down beside the girl, "you say 
you want to make Edward happy? 
You'd do anything-anything, at all
for his sake?" 

"Of course"; there was no hesita
tion in that answer. 

"Then," the older woman braced 
herself, "you must leave this house at 
once, and go back to your father and 
never, never see my son again." 

Amanda stared, all the lovely color 
draining from her face, stared as if 
she had not heard aright. 

"Leave Edward-go away? No, no, 
we are to be wed-he asked me!" Her 
hands crept to her breast and pressed 
hard. "Edward and I are to be to
gether all our life long." 

NOT if you really wish him happi
ness." Susan's eyes were now 

hard and determined. "Edward may 
think he loves you, but it can't be real 
or lasting. You're very beautiful and 
he's been carried away by that." 

"He loves me," Amanda said. 
"It won't continue, not after you're 

married, and he sees how ignorant 
you are-how little you know. He'll 
be ashamed of you. Oh, good gracious, 
child, you have no idea of the life 
you'll be expected to lead. People 

Amanda of Honeymoon Hill 
(Continued from page 27) 

will laugh at him for having such a 
wife, they'll laugh at you-" 

"Laugh at me!" Amanda was on her 
feet. "There'll be no cause to make 
fun of me. I am Valley born and my 
blood is purer, older-" 

"Maybe, but that makes no differ
ence." Susan's voice was edged with 
controlled anger. "Answer me a few 
questions. Can you read? Have you 
ever been to school?" And as the girl 
shook her head, she continued, quick
ly . "You'll disgrace Edward; people 
will pity him." 

"Pity! We take no pity in the Val
ley!" Red flushed Amanda's cheeks. 
"We're proud and free and honest. 
We keep our word. We don't lie as 
you lied to Edward, making him be
lieve you'd be kind to me." 

"Yes, I did. I had to. I have to 
save him from you. You will only 
make him unhappy and miserable. 
Can you manage a place like Honey
moon House, direct the servants, en
tertain his friends? Of course you 
can't." Susan was on her feet by the 
trembling girl. "You are. poor, 
white-" 

"Don't you say it, Mrs. Leighton." 
Amanda's eyes were blazing. "Don't 
say trash. You're Edward's mother, 
but you can't call me that. I am 
poor, I know very little-" Suddenly 
all the anger faded before the terrible 
realization of Susan's meaning. 
"Then, you mean- you don' t want me 
- you think Edward would be 
ashamed of me-he would be sorry 
after he had wed me?" 

"I know my son will be terribly 

sorry he ever met you unless you 
leave a t once. Tell me, are you will
ing to be made fun of, to know Ed
ward would be r eluctant to introduce 
you to his fr iends-why, you wouldn't 
know how to talk to them. Do you 
want him to be pitied because h is w ife 
was a Valley girl?" 

AMANDA flung up her hand as if to 
shield herself from the scornful 

words. She stood, frozen , stiff. She 
could not think ; her house of dreams 
had cr umbled around her even as her 
hE:art cried wildly, desperately for 
Edward-Edwar d who would be sorry 
he had ever seen her. who would be 
shamed before his people if she were 
his wife. With a broken little moan, 
she went from the room , out the long 
windows and across the grass, stum
bling in blind pain. The smooth lawn 
became an overgrown path, and she 
followed it, not knowing, not caring 
where it led, unti l she found herself 
by the side of an old m oss- covered 
well. She steadied herself on the cool 
stones, suddenly, terribly exhausted. 
She bowed her head, but there we re 
no tears; the devastation of her life 
was far, far beyond any comfort they 
might bring. Never in a ll this world 
would she chance making Edward 
unhappy, no matter what happened to 
her, and now she knew she no longer 
cared what her fate might be. Black 
trouble when the Valley and the Hill 
meet; the old say ing was true. Oh, 
Edward-her body quivered in an·· 
guish-Edward, I love you. I'll never 
see you again. It would kill me to 
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have you sorry you wed me. Sud
denly, before she could seek the 
safety of the trees, she heard running 
feet, and strong hands caught her 
shoulders, and had pulled her around. 

"Amanda!" Edward's eyes blazed at 
her out of a set face. He spoke harsh
ly. "What do you think you are 
doing?" 

"I'm going now, I'm going-" was 
all she said. But she could not free 
herself from his grasp. 

"You're coming back to the house 
with me." 

"No!" Amanda flinched as though 
from a physical blow. 

"My dear, how could I know what 
Mother would say to you? She had 
no right-all she said was wrong, she 
doesn't understand, I didn't make it 
clear enough." 

"It is true." Amanda's voice was 
without life. "I can never marry you." 

"Darling," he tried to bring her 
closer to him, but she stiffened 
against his embrace, shrinking away. 
"You can't leave me. You're my life, 
my future, my happiness. Amanda, 
I can't live without you." 

Against the torrent of his passionate 
words Amanda stood rigid, trying not 
to listen, not to be moved by his out
burst. 

"Look," he said and involuntarily 
Amanda's eyes lifted to where he was 
pointing. A few feet from where 
they stood she saw the old well. "It's 
the Wishing Well," Edward said. 
"Whatever one promises here, or 
whatever one wishes always comes 
true. The well is old, Amanda, and 
it's heard the vows of many lovers. 
You must promise with your hand on 
its stones that your love for m e will 
be undying, and I shall promise the 
same, and then we'll wish for such 
wonderful things to come to us. 
Please. Promise for my sake." 

But there was no change in the 
white face, or in the eyes which 
looked beyond him. seeming to see a 
stricken, barren world. 

"No, Edward. I'm going." 
"I'm not leaving you, Amanda. You 

can't get away from me." 
Now her lips quivered. "Oh don't 

try to keep me. It's mighty hard. 
Your mother showed me it would 
never do." She gently freed herself 
from his arms and began again down 
the narrow path. 

"Amanda!" She stopped at the sud
den anger in his voice. "I'm going 
with you." 

She whirled, fear in her eyes. "You 
can't. You can never go to the Valley 
again. They would-" . 

"Then come back with me," he said. 
She shook her head. "No," she said. 

"You must go back to your mother 
and I will go back to the Valley." 

Edward flung his hands out. "What 

do I care what happens to me down 
there? Let them do what they want. 
We're not going to lose each other." 

Amanda spoke softly. "Might
might your mother change her mind?" 

"Oh Amanda." Edward's eyes were 
bright with hope. "If she did, would 
you stay? Would you marry me any
way?" 

"First you must ask her," Amanda 
. said, tears stinging under her lids. 

"I will. Right now. Come, Aman
da." And he took her hand in his. 

Amanda shook her head. "You 
must go alone," she said. "Before I 
ever go back to your house I must 
know that your mother is sorry for 
what she said." 

Edward paused, his eyes searching 
Amanda's face. 

"Will you promise to wait here for 
me until I come back?" 

She nodded. 
"Promise," he said. 
Her voice was low, blurred. "I

I promise, Edward," she said. 
He drew her to him and this time 

she let herself be taken in his arms, 
she let him kiss her, but her body and 
her lips were passive. Her eyes were 
sunken in her cheeks as she watched 
him disappear around the bend; then, 
stumbling a little, with her hands out
stretched as if she were suddenly 
blind, she started down thc hill to
wards the woods below her to meet 
her fate as a Valley girl. As she 
groped her way, she gasped with the 
pain that her lie to Edward had cost 
her. Yet how else could she have 
sent him away in safety? Though it 
did not matter now what happened to 
her, Amanda knew that he must go 
on living. He would forget ... 

LIKE a sleep walker, sunk in some 
dreadful dream, Amanda let the 

slow hours of the day pass over her, 
scarcely knowing, or caring what they 
brough t. Valley born, Valley bred, 
Valley wed, and Valley dead-the fa
miliar saying circled around and 
around in her tired brain. her only 
hope being that the last line would 
soon become reality. Marriage to 
Charlie was more tolerable than that 
Edward would some day experience 
shame because of her. 

When the sun had dropped over the 
western hills and a blue haze filled 
the Valley, she had been taken to the 
Harris' farm house, already filled with 
neighbors and relatives. And from the 
back room, where the unmarried girls 
of the Valley were dressing her, she 
could hear the sound of a fiddle being 
played, and voices raised in songs and 
laughter. Roused for a minute. she 
realized that before another dawn 
broke over the eastern trees she would 
be Charlie's wife, he would have held 
her in his arms-he would have 
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kissed her. For a wild, tormented 
second, she stared, blind with panic, 
around the room; then sank again into 
the numb stupor of despair which 
had held her since Susan Leighton 
had talked to her. Edward-that had 
been a dream; this was reality. She 
stood in her white, homespun dress, 
her gleaming hair tied with a white 
ribbon, as the laughing girls slipped 
away, leaving her for a few minutes 
alone. Later they would come, bring
ing the wedding chain, made of all 
the fruits of the Valley, to place it 
around her and to lead her through 
that door to--to Charlie. 

With an overwhelming realization 
of her position, a stark terror seized 
Amanda. She dropped on he r knees, 
praying to be saved, praying that Ed
ward would feel her danger-that he 
would forget she had left him, and 
that somehow he would understand. 
She had no thought beyond the pres
ent minute, of what had gone before, 
or what might come after, only to 
escape from that which she would 
have to endure within the next few 
hours. The pulse throbbed in her 
throat, and her heart beat like that 
of a trapped bird. 

"Amanda," a low whisper caught 
her ear, and lifting her head, she saw 
Jim Tolliver's face peering in at the 
window. "Edward Leighton's com
ing down the hill, he'll be at the big 
oak soon." 

A MANDA sprang to her feet, a new 
and even more terrible fear in her 

heart. Edward-they might kill him 
-the Valley men might kill him! 
Don't let him come, oh, God, I didn't 
mean for him to be in danger-don't 
let him come. He was seeking her, 
and he might find death-his laugh
ing mouth, his tender eyes-his 
strong, straight body-

"Jim, Jim," she was at the window, 
pushing the boy away, "you go stop 
him. Tell him he must go back. Tell 
him I said to go. There's death here 
for him-" 

Jim slipped out into the clearing, 
and was again at the window in a 
minute. 

"I can see in the moonlight, the 
car's at the big oak, and he's getting 
out." 

The door of the room was pushed 
open, and Amanda swung around at 
the sound; four girls stood there with 
thp long chain of fruits in their hands. 

"Dear God," she whispered, simply, 
"help me to help Edward. Don't let 
him be in danger because he loves 
me, because I thought other things 
mattered more than love. Show me 
what to do." 

She feli the fruits and flowers on 
her shoulders. She saw through the 
door her father's tall figure, a blur 
of faces, eyes turned toward her. She 
listened, her body stiff with the effort 
to hear any sound from the night out
side the windows; then, slowly, she 
took her first step toward the outer 
room, where Charlie waited, the min
ister beside him . 

. Edward's love for Amanda, com
bined with his impetuous nature and 
ignorance of Valley vengeance, has 
put him into a situation where his 
life is in real danger. Will Amanda 
be able to stop him before he inter
rupts her wedding to Charlie Harris 
and incurs her father's b"utal wrath? 
Read the next and final chapter of this 
unusual drama in the December Radio 
Mirror, on sale September 26. 

NOVEMBER, 1941 

EVERY day your skin is different from what it was the day before. 
Slight changes, indiscernible except perhaps through the microscope, 

gradually encroach ... 
Until a day comes when a too-candid mirror shows blemishes you've 

always hoped you might somehow escape-enlarged pore openings, oily 
shine, blackheads, excessive dryness. 

Ask other women who have had this experience what they have done. 
Hundreds of them would tell you, "I've found the very help my skin needs 
in the cleansing, lubricating action of Phillips' Milk of Magnesia Creams" . 

PHILLIPS' ~"LK UF ~IJ~GX"~SIA SKIN CREJ~l\1 TEX':u°.:·CE:~ .. ) 
Give this remarkable cream a chance to work at night. Here's what it does: 
It softens and neutralizes accumulations often of an acid nature in the ex
ternal pore openings. And because it contains cholesterol it holds moisture 
in the skin and so helps to keep it supple and pliant, and to relieve exce"sive 
dryness. 
A .unooth-as-silkfoundation. Phillips' Skin Cream seems to have a special 
affinity for make-up. It prepares the skin hy removing excess oiliness and 
softening rough dryness so that powder and rouge go on en'nly, and last. 

PHILLIPS' ~IILK OF l\IAGNESIA CL .. aNSING CR":A~I 
This special cream offers 

SKUI ~R141M1 
(FORMERLY TEXTURE CREAM' 

JOe, 30c aDd 60c 

~U4"'§nI6 ~R141M1 
lOc, 30c, 60c aDd "1.00 

a method of cleansing that is d(((crell/! It not 
only absorbs the surface dirt but penetrates 
the outer pore openings and floats away the 
accumulations which ma~' daily lodge tlll're. 

Inclnde this simple lIletho<l in the dail~' care 
of vonr skin. Thousands of women ha\'e found 
in it henefits theY\'e ne\'er known before. 

59 



MARY: That's the nice thing about Ex, Lax, 
It getS results - without upsetting you I 

The ac tion of Ex-Lax is tho rough, yet 
gelltle! No shock. No strain, No weak
ening after-effects. JUSt an easy, com
fortable movement that brings blessed 
relief. Ex-Lax is not too stCOng-nOltOO 
mild- illSl righl. Take Ex-Lax accord
ing 10 the directions on the label. 
It's good for el'ery member of the 
famil y. lOc and 25c at all drug stores. 

EX LAX The Original 
• Chocolated Laxative 

" lDURN? For laot, lont ... "GAS? HEAR u • re l ie~ Irom acid 

h b nd other d.scomforto, 
indigestion. cart urn Bh ' d try JESTS! 
d to cXCC88 sto mac ae l . ad 

~~~~~~,:::~:~~ ~~~t&1." """ijjUD! 
mo.k c:n of Ex·Lax. , .... _ 
l OeA Rou.-3 for25e ,.~ __ 

F R E E !~ ~ ~e~ ~q~a~e~ ~I! 
new cUfltomcrs. w o wil l beaut if u lly en largo 
one sn npHhot print Or negative, photo or pic .. 
ture to hI 0 Inch.II-FHE~i f you enclose 
th l. ad with 10c for hnndlinK and return 
mo111nK. Information on hand tinlinK in 
n atural colora Bent immf!dlntciy. Your arht ... 
Innl returned with your frL'C enlargement. 
Sen,1 It today. 
G"pp.rt Studio., Dept.746, DIS Molnl., Iowa 

60 

Look Who's Laughing 
(Continued from page 30) 

A shower of cups and saucers fol
lowed, and Molly and Bergen took 
refuge in the linen closet. Fibber 
finally had to use the ironing board 
as a shield before he could get close 
enough to the machine to turn it off. 

Bergen was a bit shaken when he 
came out of the linen closet, but he 
repeated his promise to call Hilary 
Horton the next day, and Fibber 
began laying plans for a big Chamber 
of Commerce luncheon to welcome 
the distinguished guest and clinch the 
sale of the Wistful Vista Flying Field. 

"You know what people'll say when 
they see that factory?" he demanded 
of Molly as they prepared for bed. 

"Sure. They'll say, 'There's the new 
factory.' " 

"No sir," Fibber averred. "They'll 
say 'Fibber McGee is responsible 
for that. He's the one who's brought 
prosperity to this town, Fibber Mc
Gee has foresight. He has albumen-'" 

"You mean acumen," Molly said 
climbing into bed. 

"I do? Then what's albumen?" Fib
ber demanded. 

"Something they make pots out of." 
"Then I was right-everybody in 

to:wn'll simply make pots outta this 
factory. And think what it'll mean to 
me . Pretty soon .it'll be time to elect 
a new mayor, and you know what's 
gonna happen on election day?" 

"The Republicans will vote just 
from force of habit," Molly said 
sleepily. 

"No, sirree! Somebody's gonna say, 
'We need a man like Fibber McGee 
for Mayor.' How does that sound, 
Molly-Mayor McGee? Just rolls off 
your tongue, doesn't it?" 

"If you don't mind," Molly said, "I 
won't wait up for any more election 
returns ." She closed her eyes firmly . 

"Yes, sir," Fibber continued ecsta
tically, "I'll start the ball a-rolling 
down at the luncheon. Mayor McGee, 
Molly-then Governor McGee-why 
not President McGee? Shucks, I can 
see it all already-wearing an Indian 
headdress during the campaign . . . a 
silk hat at the inauguration . . . 
throwing out the first baseball of 
the season . . . fishing off a battle
ship-" 

He looked over at Molly, who was 
a sleep. 

"Look at her!" he said fondly. 
"She's dreaming, too!" Then he turned 
out the light and went to bed, too. 

CHARLIE McCARTHY didn't like 
the way things wel'e going at all. 

He'd been promised Pinehu rst, where 
there were plenty of pretty girls, and 
Pinehurst and pretty girls were what 
he wanted. When Bergen announced 
they were going to stay in Wistful 
Vista for a few more days, he turned 
cross and sulky. 

Charlie's brain was only a seasoned 
pine knot, but he knew a few things 
Bergen d idn't. Most important of a ll, 
he knew that Bergen and Julie Pat
terson, his secretary, were in love 
with each other and weren't smart 
enough to realize it. Julie was in New 
York, and in a couple of days now 
s he would be marrymg Jerry Norton , 
Bergen's business manager. Bergen 
looked unhappy every time Charlie 
maliciously reminded him of this fact. 

And so Charlie got an idea, 
. Stric~ly speaking, he di dn 't get the 
Idea hImself. Throckmorton P . Gil
dersleeve helped . On the day before 

Bergen was due to fly to the state 
capital and bring Hilary Horton to 
Wistful Vista, Gildersleeve dropped 
in to visit McGee and found Charlie 
alone, sitting glumly on the porch, 

"Well, young man," Gildersleeve 
said jovially, "and are you enjoying 
your visit to Wistful Vista?" 

"This isn't a visit," Charlie snorted. 
"It's a sentence!" 

"Then you don't like it here~" 
"That, Mr. Gildersleeve, is a mas

t erpiece of understatement. And Ber
gen's talking about buying a farm!" 

"Well, it's a nice life," Gildersleeve 
opined, "Up with the chickens, to 
bed with-" 

"Lumbago," Charlie supplied. 
There was a short silence. Then 

Gildersleeve spoke in a lower voice, 
tapping his fingertips thoughtfully to
gether. "You know, Charlie , when I 
was your age, I was harder to hold 
down than you, I remember one time 
I was stuck in a place I didn't like 
and my uncle ' wouldn't take me back 
home. But I fixed that, all right!" 

Charlie showed his first signs of 
interest. "You did? How?" 

"Well, I sent a wire to a friend of 
mine back home and had him send a 
wire to my uncle." 

"You fascinate me," Charlie said. 
"Pray go on." 

THE telegram said my aunt was very 
ill and my uncle was wanted at 

home. And, of course, my friend 
signed my aunt's name." 

"You mean," Charlie marvelled, 
"that you sent-and then he sent"":' 
and then your uncle thought your 
aunt-well, well, well, well, w ell! 
Throcky, old boy, I think McGee's 
all wrong about you." 

"Why, what did he say?" Gilder.,. 
sleeve asked innocently. 

"He said that you were a liver
lipped, pot-bellied old gas bag-but I 

A swell character study of Lum 
and Abner, the two "old" men of 
Arkansas you hear over the NBC 
network every weekday night. In 
real life they're Norris Goff 
(leftJ and Chester Lauck (rightJ . 
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don't think he did you justice." 
"I must be going," Gildersleeve 

said with dignity, but Charlie cleared 
his throat. "By the way, Mr. Gilder
sleeve, would it be too much of a 
coincidence if you happened to be go
ing past the telegraph office? I'd like 
to send a wire to a friend of mine 
named Skinny Dugan ... " 

THE next morning, just as Bergen 
and Charlie were about to take off 

for the state capital to get Horton, 
Bergen received a wire from Julie 
Patterson, asking him to return to 
New York at once because she was 
very ill. In a panic, he forgot all 
about his promise to Fibber, and 
headed his plane for New York. 

The Chamber of Commerce had re
fused to pay for the luncheon in honor 
of Hilary Horton, so Fibber was foot
ing the bills himself. He'd borrowed 
the necessary money. That made it 
bad when Horton didn't appear and 
a belated call to the flying field re
vealed th~t Bergen had taken off for 
New York, not the state capital. 

"If you ask me," Gildersleeve said 
with ill-concealed triumph, "your 
friend Bergen never had the slightest 
intention of bringing his big busi
nessman here. Probably doesn't even 
know him." 

"I guess you're right, Throcky," 
Fibber admitted sadly. He was too 
depressed even to quarrel with Gil
dersleeve. Looking around the hall 
and at the long banquet table set with 
places for fifty people, he sighed. It 
would have been such a nice lunch
eon, too. "If we have chicken a la 
king," he'd told the chef, "remember 
I want you to use the very best grade 
of tuna fish." 

And now everybody was mad at 
him, and Gildersleeve wouldn't have 
any trouble at all in persuading the 
town to sell its flying field to Mr. 
Cudahy, over in Ironton. 

Fibber and Molly trailed home, and 
during the afternoon the bank sent a 
man to put up a sign advertising their 
house for sale. They'd forgotten that 
the mortgage payment was due. 

"I don't suppose the bank could 
see its way clear to giving me a third 
mortgage, could it?" Fibber asked 
wistfully. 

"Not a chance," the man said. "The 
directors fi~ure if you could afford 
to give a bIg lunch"!on you could af
ford to pay your interest." 

"Yeah," Fibber said. "I should of 
thought of that sooner, I guess." 

He was too abject to do anything 
but wince, the next morning, when 
he heard that the sale of the flying 
field had actually gone through. It 
now belonged to Ironton's Mr. Cudahy. 

Suddenly, more than a day after 
he'd left, Bergen appeared once more 
in Wistful Vista, full of apologies for 
the way he'd betrayed Fibber, and 
bringing with him not only Charlie 
but an angry young woman he intro
duced as his secretary, Julie Pat
terson. 

"I'm not your secretary," she said 
bitterly. "Not any more. If you hadn't 
come roaring into my apartment in 
New York, claiming I'd sent you a 
wire saying I was sick-and then kid
naped me-I'd be Mrs. Jerry Norton 
right now. And I wish I was!" 

After a hot bath and some food, 
though, Julie's disposition improved. 
She and Molly had a long talk while 
Bergen continued his apologies to 
Fibber. 

"I'm sorry I was such a sorehead 
when I got here," she told Molly. 
"It's just that I get so mad at that 
Bergen. Sometimes I think he hasn't 
any sense at all. Where he managed 
to get the idea that I was sick
and then forget all about Mr. Mc
Gee's luncheon- Although I'm not 
surprised at that, he's so absent
minded." 

"Now stop fretting," Molly said 
comfortingly. "It's all McGee's fault 
for dragging other people into our 
troubles, anyway. The flying field's 
been sold to Mr. Cudahy, and it's all 
past and over with." 

"But couldn't Fibber buy the field 
back-offer Mr. Cudahy a juicy profit 
or something?" Julie suggested. 

"Dearie," Molly said, "McGee's so 
broke that if you stood him on his 
head and shook him all you'd get is 
his Elk's tooth, and even that has a 
cavity." 

"There's something funny going on 
here," Jjllie mused. "I can smell it." 

"That's more than McGee can do. 
He has an intellectual cold in the nose. 
I wish you could see the piece of 
swamp Gildersleeve sold him a year 
ago." 

CHARLIE'S voice came plaintively 
from his room next door, calling 

Julie. Investigation proved that he 
was locked in. 

"Bergen did it," Charlie complained 
when Julie had turned the key and 
entered. "He's mad at me. He 
snooped on me, Julie, and found out 
about that telegram that said you 
were sick." 

"So you sent that wire!" 
Charlie assumed an air of injured 

innocence. "Absolutely and positively 

Vera Vague, 
Jerry Colonna 
and Dorothy 
Lewis, starring 
in Republic's 
"Ice-Co po des 
of 1941". 

BETWEEN "ICE-CAPADES" THE STARS COOL OFF WITH ••• 
P epsi-C ola's catchy flavor goes big in 
Hollywood - just as it does all over 
America. Millions prefer this tall drink 
simply because it tastes better - goes 

farther. Treat yourself to a hi~ 1'2-
ounce bottle of Pcpsi-Cola today 
and enjoy a bi~~er, bettcr drink. One 
nickel gets you a lot. 

Pepsi.Cala is made only by Pepsi-Col. Company. Long Island Cily. N. Y., and is bpWed loully by Authori,ed Bolllers 'rom coost 'a cauL 
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- I did not! " 
"Are you sure?" she asked sternly. 
"Positive!" He weakened under her 

frown. "But-well, I did send the one 
to Skinny Dugan telling him to send 
the other one." 

"Charlie, how could you be such a 
snake in the grass? What made you 
think of such a nasty trick?" 

Charlie said virtuously, "I didn' t 
think of it. It was Gildersleeve's 
idea." 

Julie stared at him in dawning 
comprehension. "Oh, it was! Well! 
Gildersleeve uses you to get Bergen 
out of town, so Bergen won't bring 
Horton to Wistful Vista-t,hen Cudahy 
gets the flying field so that whichever 
town Horton finally decides to build 
in- " She got up. "Charlie, I ought 
to turn you over my knee for getting 
things mussed up like this, but I 
haven't got the time." 

"But won't you straighten me oul 
with Bergen?" 

"There's something else," said Julie, 
heading for the door, "that I've got 
to straighten out first !" 

Julie paid a call on Mr. Cudahy of 
Ironton that afternoon. It was easy 
to get in to see him when she m en
tioned the Horton Airplane Company 
-naturally, it wasn't Julie's fault ,if 
Mr. Cudahy assumed she was con
nected with that firm. 

H E greeted her with a slightly stale 
old-world charm, and she imme

diately became very confidential. He 
mustn't let Mr. Horton know she'd 
come to see him, she hinted, because 
that would spoil all she was trying 
to do. 

"And what are you trying to do?" 
Mr, Cudahy asked with a wolfish grin. 

Julie laid her hand seductively on 
his arm. "I'm trying to do my friends 
-and myself-some good." 

Smart girl, thought Mr. Cudahy ap
provingly. 

Mr. Horton, Julie explained, didn't 
really want either the Ironton site or 
the Wistful Vista Flying Field. He'd 
only pretended to want them in order 
to get the place he really coveted 
more cheaply. Julie let it be known 
that she knew the locality of this site, 
and would tell him for a third of 
the profits. 

"All right, girlie," Cudahy said 
eagerly. "What's the dope?" 

"The dope," Julie told him, "is a 
person named McGee who owns a 
tract on the north shore of Wistful 
Vista Lake. It's the only sizeable spot 
of water within fifty miles-and 
planes need a lot of water for testing." 

"Horton's going to build an amphib
ian plane factory?" Cudahy asked in 
amazement. 

"Well-I didn't say so," Julie an
swered innocently-and meaningly. 

Cudahy beamed as he showed Julie 
to the door. 

The next mornin~, bright and early, 
Throckmorton P. GIldersleeve showed 
up at Fibber's house. He was willing 
to let bygones be bygones, he said 
and just to prove his heart was in th~ 
right place he'd arranged with a client 
of his to take Fibber's lake property 
off his hands in exchange for the 
Wistful Vista Flying Field. 

"Here's the transfer," he offered. 
"All you have to do is sign it." 

Fibber took the paper. "But whal 
does he want that swamp for? " he 
inquired. 

"I told him it would make a suc
cessful frog farm"- and they both 
laughed uproariously, although prob-
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ably not at the same thing. 
"There aren't many men would do 

what you're doing to a friend-I mean, 
for a friend," Fibber remarked-and 
signed the transfer. 

After Gildersleeve had left, Bergen 
called the capital and persuaded Hor
ton to stop at the Wistful Vista field 
the next afternoon, before keeping his 
appointment with Mr. Cudahy in 
Ironton. "And if he ever gets to Iron
ton, once we have him here," Julie 
promised, "I'll eat both wings of his 
plane and throw in the propeller for 
dessert!" 

Now that there was nothing to do 
but wait, Julie couldn't keep from 
thinking. She'd wired her fiance, 
Jerry Norton, apologizing and promis
ing to return to New York as soon as 
she could, but the telegraph company 
had notified her the wire hadn't been 
delivered. Goodness knew where 
Jerry was--madly trying to find her, 
probably. And Marge O'Rourke, the 
girl she'd been breaking in to take 
her place as Bergen's secretary, 
seemed to be missing, too. 

"Now, don't worry, dearie," Molly 
told her. "It's Bergen you really 
love, isn't it?" 

Julie nodded wearily. "Isn't it aw
ful? For the . life of me, I can't see 
what I see in the guy. He's about as 
romantic as a clam. And he doesn't 
have the faintest idea I love him!" 

"Tell him, then!" Molly advised. 
"That's how I got McGee. Don't let 
your man get away, Julie-grab him! 
With both hands!" 

Julie was doubtful. 

SHE still hadn't figured out the best 
way to grab Bergen the next morn

ing when they were at the airport, 
waiting for Horton's plane to come 
down out of the sky. They'd waited for 
some time, and were beginning to 
worry, when a mud-stained coupe 
drew up beside the airport, and Jerry 
Norton and Marge O'Rourke got out. 

Bergen and Julie both began to talk 
at once, Jerry and Marge joined in, 
and while all four were trying to 
make themselves heard Fibber and 
Molly, having nothing better to do, 
explored Bergen's plane. "Think I'll 
get one of these things when the fac
tory starts up," Fibber mused, and 
twisted what he thought was a cigar 
lighter. The plane lurched and began 
to taxi wildly aroulld the field. In a 
panic, Fibber grabbed the first thing 
he could put his hands on. It proved 
to be the control stick, and the plane 
nosed suddenly into the air. 

Molly, in the seat beside him, had 
her mouth open so he supposed she 
was screaming, but he couldn't hear 
her. Down below, he could see people 
start running. He pulled the stick 
again, and the plane went downward 
with a sickening swoop. Molly opened 

her mouth wider. 
Then another plane was in the air, 

headed right for them. It zoomed 
past, circled, came alongside. The few 
glances Fibber could spare for it told 
him that it was an old ship which 
belonged to Bill, the attendant at the 
airport, and that Bill was piloting it. 
He saw a man climb out on one of 
the wings, crawl out to the wing tip. 
The plane sailed upward, maneuver
ing until it was directly over Fibber's 
plane, and the man on the wing-tip 
slid off, holding on with both hands 
and letting his body dangle in the 
air. 

At exactly the right split-second he I 
dropped-landed on Fibber's plane
almost fell, and then was climbing 
into the cockpit. Not until then did 
Fibber realize that it was Bergen. 
Molly, who had kept her eyes shut in 
terror, opened them. 

"Heavenly days," she said in amaze
ment, "have you been out there all 
the time?" 

In another minute they were on 
the ground, Molly had fainted and 
Julie was in Bergen's arms, crying 
hysterically, "Darling! You might 
have been killed!" 

Neither Julie nor Bergen saw the 
look of relief on the faces of Jerry 
and Marge. They'd been married on 
the way down to Wistful Vista, and 
had been wondering how they could 
break the news to Julie. 

But-"I'm afraid all this stunt
flying scared away Horton," Bergen 
said regretfully. "I sighted his plane 
just before I went up to get you. 
And by now he's probably in Ironton, 
buying Cudahy's field for his factory." 

"It's all right," Fibber consoled him. 
"You did your best to get the factory 
here, Edgar." 

Jerry Norton was looking puzzled. 
"What's all this about?" he asked. 

"We were trying to get the Horton 
Airplane Company to build its new 
plant on this site," Bergen explained. 

Jerry laughed. "You chump! If you 
wanted Horton to build here, why 
didn't you just tell him so?" 

"Tell him- Why should he do what 
I say?" 

"Why not?" Jerry asked. "You own 
the controlling stock in the company. 
I told you over a month ago I'd bought 
it for you!" 

There was a startled silence. "Holy 
hat!" Bergen breathed at last. "That's 
right, you did. I forgot all about it." 

Julie slipped her arm through his. 
"Edgar," she said, "I always said your 
absent-mindedness would get you into 
trouble. And now look-if you hadn't 
forgotten about owning the Horton 
Company you wouldn't be getting 
ready to marry me now!" 

Fibber and Molly looked at each 
other, and Molly smiled. "Heavenly 
days!" she said. 

What's New from Coast to Coast 
(Continued from page 11) 

lIstening friends not only throughout 
the Intermountain West, but in prov
inces of Canada, as far west as San 
Diego and as far east as Nebraska. 
That's a lot of territory for one 
young (a few months over twenty
one) man singing on a single station 
without the help of a network. 

Pete comes from a musical family. 
His father has played for thirty years 
with many well-known bands, his 
mother taught piano, his young sister 
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is a church singer, and his older 
brother plays guitar and banjo with 
the staff orchestra on another Salt 
Lake City station. Pete himself al
ways wanted to be a hillbilly singel', 
and back in Kenosha, Wisconsin, his 
home town, he started his career by 
entering an amateur night contest 
with a dozen other aspirants. Hc 
walked away with fil'St prize, and the 
next step was to form a group of C'n
tertainers with his brothel' Paul a'~ rl 

Of course Mary's garden was beau
tiful- all silver bells and cockle 
shells - and pretty maidens in a 
row. But she still was glum and 
contrary. 

You see Mary liked to chew gum. 
But she never could find one that 
was just right. 

One day her dentist suggested she 
try Dentyne. He told her Dentyne's 
pleasant firmness would be good 
for her teeth. 

So Mary got a handy, flat, flavor
tite package of Dentyne - and 
promptly tried one of the six in
dividually wrapped sticks. When 
she tasted that temptingly differ
ent, uniquely warm and delicious 
Dentyne flavor she stopped being 
contrary in exactly one-tenth of a 
second. "This is 111y chewing gum," 
cried Mary. "I'll never chew an)" 
thing else." 

And now Mary sings as she gar· 
dens. 

Moral: You. tOO, ,,'ill feel like 
singing when ),ou taste 

Dentyne. Get a package 
today. 

~ 6 INDIVIDUALLY WRAPPED 
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WONOERFUL
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feel. with Cutex 
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softer, smoother. Get a bottle 
today-see how much lovelier 
your hands look! 

Every Saru,day-Look for 
special Cutex display at your 
favorite store-Cutex Cuticle 
Remover, Cuticle Oil, Brittle 
Nail Cream, Orangewood 
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Northam Warren, New York 
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audition successfully at WRJN in 
Kenosha. For six years they played 
in and around Wisconsin, and then the 
family moved to Salt Lake City, 
where Pete soon got a job with 
KDYL. 

Although he sings hillbilly songs, 
Pete also specializes in Mexican folk
music, which certainly makes him 
more than just another hillbilly sing
er. He has a library of several thou
sand songs, to which he is always 
adding. On a recent early-morning 
broadcast he had as his program guest 
Smiley Burnette, who happened to 
be in Salt Lake for a few days. It 
was an occasion that won't be for
gotten soon by Peter's listeners, as 
he frequently features many of Smi
ley's songs. 

A highlight of Pete's career took 
place during Salt Lake 's Covered 
Wagon Days celebration just a few 
months ago. Charlie Buck, the "New 
England Hillbilly" who announces 
Pete 's program, persuaded him to ride 
a horse in the parade which was part 
of the celebratIon. Pete has been so 
busy all his life singing cowboy songs 
that he'd never before actually been 
on a horse-but he liked the experi
ence so well that he's been riding 
several times a week ever since. Be
fore long he even expects to be a 
cowboy, as well as singing like one. 

* * * 
BOSTON-For the first time, Bos

ton's most radio-minded family now 
includes a member who doesn't spend 
part of his day in front of a micro
phone. Esther Shain, who with her 
two sisters has sung on New England 
radio stations for several years, was 
married just before Labor Day to 
Dr. Joseph Osborne. The Shain trio, 
which will go right on broadcasting 
now that Esther is married, consists 

I of Esther, twenty-two, Thelma, twen
ty, and Gloria, eighteen. Esther's 
specialty is popular songs, Thelma 
sings classics, and Gloria plays the 
piano and makes the musical arrange
ments. Their mother, Rose Wies 
Shain, is also a Boston radio star, sing
ing in several languages and holding 
the post of Dean of Music in the Staley 
School of the Spoken Word. Radio 
earnings helped Esther pay her way 
through Radcliffe College, and Gloria 
is now attending Boston College. 

* * * 
LOS ANGELES-Hal Styles, who 

used to conduct the very successful 
Help Thy Neighbor program over 
Mutual's Pacific network, found him
self in a spot when the national de
fense effort began. The idea of Help 
Thy Neighbor was to find jobs for out
of-work people, and defense indus
tries created so many jobs that there 
soon weren't enough jobless to keep 
the show going. Hal was glad to see 
that happen, but he, unfortunately, 
was now the one out of a job. 

Hal is one of radio's cleverest idea 
men, though, so it wasn't long before 
he popped up with a new program 
called Count Your Blessings, and now 
NBC's Pacific network broadcasts this 
inspirational show three times a week. 
Hal brings to the microphone people 
who outwardly haven't anything at 
all to be thankful for , and in his 
interviews with them proves that e ven 
the most unfortunate have blessings 
to count. If you live where you can, 
tune Count Your Blessings in some 
night- and you'll be good and 
ashamed next time you feel like 
grumbling over one of your little wor
ries. Or your big ones either. 
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Love Has Wings I 

(Continued from page 19) J 

sensible about it, and to realize he 
was sorry without any hearts and 
flowers effects on his part. 

However, if Charlie had been with 
her she wouldn't have needed cheer
ing. Under practically any circum
stances, if Charlie was with her, she 
always was bewilderingly happy. She 
was, she decided for at least the thou
sandth time, somewhat ridiculous 
about Charlie. The way she talked 
about him-morning, noon and night, 
even to strangers-actually embar
rassed her. And it did no good for 
her to resolve not to go on about him 
because always within the same hour 
she made that resolve she was sure to 
say, "As a friend of mine, a really 
brilliant boy, says . . . " while visions 
of Charlie looking like Scaramouche 
or some other stirring Sabatini char
acter went marching through her 
head. He was such a surprising, un
predictable human being. 

W ELL," she thought, falling asleep, 
I certainly never can blame 

Charlie for leading me on. He's always 
treated me exactly as he'd treat his 
sister, Nancy, and his friend, Don 
Stevens. I can't actually remember 
one romantic thing he's ever said or 
done. I build my hopes on such little 
things . . . on that yellow rose he 
brought me once ... on the fact that 
he makes it a point to see me, if he 
possibly can ... on the funny pride he 
showed that time he introduced me to 
that older officer from his training 
field ... on the way the color came up 
into his face when he said 'Ah, she's a 
wonderful dancer--and smart too; she 
makes lots of money. Which is a 
combination you don't find every day!' 

"If only" she thought "he wouldn't 
be quite s~ fascinating, too fascinating 
for my good. In self-defense I must 
put him right out of my life. I must 
really. And now that he's in <;::anaqa 
training with the Royal Canadian Air 
Force and about to go overseas to 
England for combat duty is the time 
to do it." 

It was with a determination to be
gin putting Charlie out of her life 
the very next day that Charita fell 
asleep. She had no more than closed 
her eyes, it seemed, when the 'phone 
rang. Whereupon she dug her head 
deeper into her pillow. 

"Charita," Mrs. Bauer called "It's 
Charlie!" 

"Charlie," she said "Charlie!" And 
all the time, fast as lightning, she 
was scrambling out of bed, reaching 
for her robe, and running towards the 
telephone. 

"I'm at the apartment," he told her. 
"Mother hasn't come in from the 
country yet. I wasn't expected. Come 
on over. I'm lonely." 

"You come over here," she said. 
He must have been surprised. For 

four and a half years she had obeyed 
his every order unquestioningly. It 
wasn't that she had changed, how
ever. On the contrary. She countered 
his suggestion only because if he 
came to her house she could dress 
while he was on his way and see him 
that much quicker. 

"Charlie!" she cried when she 
opened the door "Oh, Charlie!" 

He looked very fine in his uni
form. But this wasn't what changed 
her mind about her resolve to put him 
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forever out of her life. She had for
gotten all about it. 

''I'm so glad to see you, Charlie," 
she told him. 

"Aren't you going to kiss me?" he 
said. . 

She had often dreamed of him say
ing something like this. 

"I have cold cream on my face," 
she warned. But even as she spoke 
she walked into his arms. 

"I like cold cream." he said. "It's 
very nice." 

It doesn't sound romantic. But it 
was. Something in their eyes and 
their young voices made it so. 

Charita was glad her father was at 
business and her mother had had to 
go downtown to see about the final 
details of the farm they were buy
ing; a farm with an old Revolutionary 
house, an orchard, a brook, a won
derfully fragrant mint bed, and more 
acres than they ever would use. Be
cause, alone with Charlie, she could 
move from one chair to another in 
order to look at him from every angle, 
unmolested by the embarrassment 
she would feel if her mother or father 
were watching. 

She left him only long enough to 
play a matinee. There was a notice 
on the call-board that they were clos
ing that night. Everyone was de
pressed. Many had counted on this 
income. Few had radio contracts like 
Charita. And she realized this and 
tried to seem depressed too. But it 
was no use; her happiness shone all 
over her like a Neon light. Because 
Charlie, with Nancy and Donnie 
Stevens, was waiting for her at the 
Persian Room at the Plaza. 

THEY didn't dance. They watched 
the others. Much of the time they 

were silent. As always when Charita 
was with Charlie she felt no need to 
say the things she wanted so desper
ately to say when he wasn't there. 
And in between times she searched 
his face, grown stronger and more 
mature in the six months he had been 
away. 

That evening Charlie and Donnie 
and Nancy went to see Charita's play. 
And afterwards they all drove to the 
Hammer house in the country. 
(lreene Wicker is Mrs. Victor Ham
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Ips you avoid "Lipstick Parchinlt"! 

Yes, bIen ed through every Lipstick is a soft-

mer.) They cooked eggs and bacon harsh ' chapped lip.-ever? Today Itet a Coty 
and toast because in the rush they "Su Deb" Lip.tick !:} 00 -~ 
hadn't had much dinner. And finally - • ~. or;, . 
Nancy and Donnie went to bed and I ;6 
Charlie and Charita, left alone, sat on /) A . 8' I 
~~~~~ r~ ~~ 

"I wonder," said Cha~ita, "if I'll ~ Four "f rh~ 9 ... ~dting (M' .h"d" 
ever get over remembermg the first ~. 
time you took me out, Charlie. It St'.~ _ 
grown up. 'Ye saw 'Damsel In Dis- ~ ' tl".hin~ "!lip"" .• h",{, 
was my first real date. I felt so :~J!.'~ ~ 

tress' with Fred Astaire and Joan ·1~-V , 
Fontaine. It wasn't supposed to be a ~'"V 
~ood pict.ure; but I lm;ed it. I thought a tlrurr ... tic,,.J ",{ 
It was Just wonderful! I was so I 

happy! We had seats way up front I'""i""\ () 
in the second row on the right. It LI~, 
was at the Rivoli. Remember? Then 
we went to your house. to put on the 
feed bag, as you called it. You in
sisted upon a taxi and I was so im
pressed-imagine a couple of kids like 
we were then taking a dollar and ten 
cents taxi ride. I've always wondered 
if you did it to impress me or just 
because you were too lazy to walk 

(Continued 011 page 67) 
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WHAT YOUR 

GRACE GREGORY 

A FAMOUS personnel director 
said recently that in these 
days of skillful cosmetics a 

girl's hands reveal her age more ac
curately than her face. I'm not sure 
about that . But your hands do give a 
fairly complete story on your good 
grooming and good taste and general 
health. 

Mary Mason has fascinating hands 
-as expressive as her face. (You 
hear her every Thursday evening, 
7: 30 to 8: 00 P.M., over CBS Network, 
as Maudie in Maudie's Diary.) 
Maudie-I mean Mary (the part fits 
her like a glove)-is the active, 
wholesome type of modern girl who 
likes to do things. She likes sports 
such as archery and badminton. She 
has a country home, and she has just 
put her garden to bed for the winter. 
Yet'when she comes to her city home, 
her smooth young hands show no 
trace of having roughed it. 

Born in California, Miss Mason got 
an early start in the Passadena Com
munity Theatre. This led to her first 
job in a traveling stock company. In
evitably the movies got hold of her, 
and she appeared for RKO and 
Twentieth Century-Fox. 

In 1935 she came to New York, and 
was immediately featured on the 
Broadway stage in "Call It a Day," 
"Schoolhouse on the Lot," "Brother 
Rat," and other hits; the most recent 
of which was "Charlie's Aunt." 

Her hobby is fascinating and char
acteristic. She collects actors' letters, 
especially eighteenth and nineteenth 
century ones. 

About those hands of yours. Every
t hing you do for your face, you should 
do for your hands, only more so. 
Keep them clean with frequent wash
ing, in softened w ater if possible, al
ways with mild, pure soap. Use a 
nailbrush if your hands have gotten 
a bit grimy. But remember that all 
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The story of a woman's good grooming and fine taste is in her 
hands, says Mary Mason who stars in Maudie's Diary over CBS. 

this washing tends to remove the 
natural oils, drying the skin of the 
hands. You must make it up to them 
with creams and lotions, used often 
and plentifully. 

There are wonderful lotions on the 
market now-not the least bit gummy 
or sticky. Massage them on with a 
gentle stroking, as though you were 
fitting on gloves. Many business girls 
carry a little bottle of their favorite 
hand lotion in the handbag, so that 
they can use it after each washing. 

If you dry your hands properly 
after every time they are in water, 
patting them thoroughly dry with soft 
towel or tissue, and then use a good 
lotion, there is no reason why you 
should ever have rough hands. 

Lotions or creams at night help, too. 
There are creams which will not come 
off on the bedding or pillow. Or, if 
you wish to use cream in larger 
quantity, there are special sleeping 
gloves to keep it on all night. 

In the morning give your hands 
their own beauty bath in softened 
warm water and push back the cuticle 
gently with an orange stick. If the 
enamel on your nails is chipped and 
you are not ready to give yourself 
a general manicure, mend it with one 
brush stroke of the same enamel from 
the base of the nail to the tip. 

There is no reason why you should 
not give yourself as good a manicure 
as any professional. With a littie 
practise you get over awkwardness 
with the left hand. Home manicur
ing does save time and money. More
over, you can change your enamel 
from a daytime color to an evening 
color, or vary it according to what 
you are going to wear. Also, tactful 
women fi nd it simple to change to a 
natural or inconspicuous enamel when 

they are to be with friends who do 
not like the vivid colors. 

If your nails tend to break off with
out provocation, it is probably a mat
ter of general health (unless of course 
you are wearing them too long for 
your ordinary occupations). There 
are protective coverings, applied 
under the nail enamel, that are ex
cellent. There is also a nail tonic 
sponsored by a well-known house of 
beauty preparations which does won
ders in improving the resistance of 
the nails. It may be applied over nail 
polish, and it is very good for the 
toning up of the cuticle also. 

INCIDENTALLY, those of you who 
are foresightedly making your 

Christmas lists in November, this 
same Beauty House puts out a com
plete hand treatment set, a little kit 
in an attractive box that includes all 
the requisites for hand care-a gift 
for which anyone would thank you. 

When you break or tear one nail, 
it is a good idea to have a set of arti
ficial nails on hand. You glue one 
over the broken nail, trim it like the 
others, cover it with the same enamel, 
and it would take a very close ob
server indeed to tell it from the rest. 
lt protects the finger while the nail 
is growing out. 

Do not baby your hands. Now that 
the brisk autumn days are here, wear 
gloves only when necessary for 
warmth. Let your hands get toned 
up for the winter. Many women who 
think they cannot leave the house 
without gloves, or do any work with
out rubber gloves, make their hands ' 
so tender they chap at the least prov
ocation. Save some of that glove 
money for more creams and lotions; 
your hands will fare better. 
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(Continued from page 65) 
over for the bus." 

The glow from the fire fell on her 
hair and skin, giving them a rose 
glow. And he watched her long and 
silently. 

"I always have to laugh too," she 
went on "when I think of the first 
time I ever saw you. When your 
mother's secretary asked me to come 
to the apartment after The Singing 
Lady broadcast and explained you 
were home from school because you 
had broken a couple of vertebrae, I 
instantly had a pictUre of you in a 
big chair by the fire with a rug around 
you. I used to be such a romantic!" 

"Used to be!" he said. Undoubtedly 
he meant to sound mocking. But his 
emotion got in his way and he sound
ed very, very tender. 

"Well anyway," Charita continued, 
"well anyway, Charlie, I never will 
forget looking up from my script 
about five minutes before we went on 
the air that afternoon-your mother 
was playing Cinderella and I was the 
Fairy Godmother-and seeing you 
and Donnie in the control room. I 
knew it was you instantly somehow, 
even if I had been thinking of you 
wrapped up in a rug by the fire. 
Which proves I have a sense of reality 
too. Don't you think so, Charlie?" 

HE reached for her hand and played 
with her fingers. It was very 

quiet. Charita scarcely breathed lest 
she break the magic spell. 

"What else do you remember about 
us?" he asked finally. 

"That's about all," she lied. For 
she remembered everything that ever 
had happened to them and what time 
of day it had been and whether it had 
been sunny or rainy, what Charlie 
wore, what she wore, exactly how he 
had stood or sat or walked and ex
actly what he had said. 

"What do you remember?" she par
ried. 

His hands closed over her hands. 
"I remember when I broke my ankle." 

"And ... " she prompted. 
"And I was on crutches," he elab

orated, "And you came to see me. 
And you didn't go on or fuss. You 
gagged about me forever breaking my 
bones. And you had tears in your 
eyes." 

"I had tears in my eyes," she volun
teered, responding to the question his 
tone implied, "because I couldn't bear 
to see you like that." 

Her voice came clear and free and 
fluid and her words rushed. But he 
talked with an effort, as if each word 
he spoke must hurdle some restraint 
he had imposed upon himself for so 
long that it had become part of him. 

Charita thought: "Something must 
have hurt Charlie once upon a time. 
That's why he holds back as he does. 
That's why it's his instinct to be strict
ly a solo flyer. He's afraid of emo
tions and what they can do to you." 

A log crashed with a bright shower 
of sparks. Charita jumped. Charlie 
drew her close and kissed her on top 
of her head where her brown curls 
were tied with a blue velvet bow. 

"Charita ... " he began. But when 
she started to talk in the same in
stant he stopped that she might go on. 

"Charlie!" she said. "Look Charlie! 
We've sat up all night. There's a 
rose light in the sky. It's dawn!" 

He stood up and pulled her up 
beside him. And whatever he had 
been about to say went unsaid. He 
kissed her instead, twice. "Good 
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night," he said "and good-bye. And 
if we don't hurry, Charita, we won't 
get any sleep at all. It will be time 
to leave for the airport." 

Ireene and Victor Hammer, Nancy, 
Donnie, Charlie and Charita-they all 
drove to the airport in the Hammer 
car. Everybody knew they might not 
see Charlie again for a long time. But 
nobody mentioned it. Within the 
month he would have his wings. And 
soon afterwards he would be sailing 
overseas where he would remain until 
the last Messerschmitt had been 
chased out of the English sky. 

The plane for Canada stood wait-
ing on the field. . 

"Back a few paces, Charlie," Don
nie said when they came to the field 
~ate, giving the signal for their favor
Ite gag. 

They approached each other, hands 
outstretched, and met with a big 
hello. Don wore a tooth-brush in his 
button-hole. 

"What's that?" asked Charlie. "In 
your lapel?" 

"That?" said Don. "Oh that! That's 
my college pin. I went to Colgate!" 

Everybody laughed gratefully. It 
was good to have any release for their 
emotion. Then it was time for Charlie 
to board the plane. The stewardess 
closed the cabin door behind him. 
Field attendants took the blocks away 
from the wheels. The engines roared. 
The propellers spun and made them
selves invisible. In the cabin window 
Charlie raised his hand in a final fare
well. The plane lifted, circled the 
field, and was lost to view. 

"I go Charita's way," Donnie said. 
"And I'm taking a cab." 

"Look," he told her the minute they 
were alone. "No Messerschmitt or 
Stuka is going to knock Charlie down. 
You know what they call him up at 
the training field-'Lucky!' Because 
he never crashes no matter how close 
he comes to it." 

"Donnie" Charita said "I'm not go
ing home just yet. Let ~e off at the 
Plaza instead, will you?" 

"Sure," he agreed, "but why-if I 
may ask." 

SHE touched the gold RCAF wings 
she wore for Charlie. "I've been 

thinking," she said, "that it would be 
a ~ood idea for me to fly on my own 
wmgs-for the duration! So I thought 
I'd see 'Women Flyers of America' 
about taking a course and getting a 
license and being ready to fly a hos
pital ship or to do anything else 
women will be needed to do in case 
of a national emergency. Don't laugh, 
Donnie ... " 

"I'm not laughing," he assured her. 
The cab stopped. He got out and 

took her hand. 
"Thanks for everything," she said . 

"For leaving Charlie and me alone 
last night . .. for doing that tooth
brush gag at the airport .. . and for 
taking me to dinner tomorrow night, 
after my broadcast. You are, aren't 
you? So I can talk about . .. " 

He held up his hand. "Don't tell 
me, let me guess! So you can talk 
about Charlie and business of putting 
him out of your life. Right?" 

She shook her head. "Only half 
right," she said. "You see, last night 
-or this morning rather- after you 
and Nancy went upstairs-I com
pletely gave up the idea of trying to 
put Charlie out of my life. Instead 
I'm going to try to keep him in my 
life-forever! " 

Walter Winchell 
Presents 

"HOLLYWOOD 
JOINS THE 
NAVY" . . . 

Walter Winchell, America's ace 
columnist after serving a tour of 
duty as a lieutenant commander 
in the Naval Reserve is present
ing through Photoplay-Movie 

Mirror a report on famous film 
figures who have donned the 
Navy blue. A splendid exclusive 
that is up to the minute on what 
Hollywood is doing for Uncle 
Sam's sea defense. Commander 
Winchell's "Hollywood Joins the 
Navy" in the November Photo
play-Movie Mirror will interest 
and inspire every patriotic 
American who reads it! 

* 
I COULD 
TAME HIM! 

He's a challenge to every woman! The 
fresh, vital tang of his definitely dif
ferent personality has swept the fem
inine population like a tidal wave with 
the result that Hollywood girls are 
"that way" about Stirling Hayden, and 
making their brags about what they 
could do if- But read "Could You 
Tame Stirling Hayden?" in the new 
November issue of Photoplay-Movie 
Mirror which includes a grand full 
color portrait of this new star. 

BEHOLD THESE: 
A Minister Looks At Hollywood 
Morals; "Hollywood's Hidden Friend
ships" by Fearless; No Secret Mar
riage This Time says Priscilla Lane; 
Clamor Boys-and many other arti
cles and features copiously illustrated. 

STUNNING PICTURES-To delight 
the heart of every collector is in
cluded a fine collection of full color 
pOl·tt·aits of Deanna Durbin, Stirling 
Hayden, Douglas Fairbanks, Jr. and 
Lucille Ball. 

Photoplay -Movie Mirror 
NOVEMBER ISSUE 10 CENTS 
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Coleman Gives You Circulating 
Warm Air For Warm Floors ••• Plus 

Radiant Heat Close Up! 
Enjoy both kinds of heat-with this one 
Coleman Radiant-Circulator. Gives you 
warm floors, steady circulating heat in 
one to four rooms!. .. Plus "Hot Stove" 
radiant heat close up! 

Perfect low-cost heating for "hard-to
heat" rooms, small 
homes, g arages, 
stores and stations. 

Complete witb auto
matic fuel and draft 
controls;bigh efficiency 
Coleman burner. Big 
ou tpu t-30. 000 heat 
units per hour; 11.000 
cn, ft. warm air flow 
per houri WITH NEW 
COLEMAN BLOWER. 
ONLY $49.90. See your 
Coleman dealer now! 
FREE! Mail postcard for FREE " Hot News" folders. 
and name of nearest dealer I (Address nearest office. I 
THE COLEMAN LAMP & STOVE CO., Dept. RT·9!O 
Wicblta.~ •• s. Cbl.,&D,lll Phlladelpbla, Po. LDS An&eles,CaliL 
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to make 2 pints syrup 
Discover syrup savings with Mopleine. 
Learn how you con creole tempting 
syrup quickly, easily, only \13 the usual 
cost.Write your nome and address on 
penny postal, moil to Crescent Mfg. 
Co., Deportment P, Seattle, Wash. 
We'll send free enough Moplcine to 
make 2 pints delicious, golden syrup. 

And . . . Mo pteine 'ron.form. 
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Superman in Radio 
(Continued from page 40) 

Then, rearing back, the Man of To
morrow hit his inhuman enemy with 
all the untold strength in his great 
arm. The tentacles went limp and 
the octopus, dead, sank to the bot
tom! 

The airlines were clear and in a 
moment-even before the professor 
had regained consciousness-Super
man was back in the bathysphere. 
Thorpe was sure that only a miracle 
had saved them-he would never 
know that without Superman he 
would have died a horrible death. 

In another minute, a signal came 
from the diver. The doors were 
opened and Gleason staggered in, 
weighed down by a queerly-shaped, 
heavy box. The other two men helped 
remove his helmet and, jubilantly, 
Gleason began to speak: 

"Professor-I found it! The gold 
ship was just where you said it would 
be!" 

"And what about the gold?" 
"Look at this box, sir-that's just 

one of ten others just like it!" 
Superman quickly broke open the 

water-rotted cover. 
Reverently, the professor whis

pered: "Spanish doubloons-the gold 
of the treasure ship-hundreds of 
them! I've succeeded-a life 's dream 
come true!" He paused-and then
"Gleason, how long will it take to 
transfer all the boxes?" 

"About an hour." 
"Well, let's hurry and get to work." 

BUT just before Gleason was ready 
to step out again, the buzzer rang. 

It was Maddox calling from the sur
face. His voice was ragged with 
anxiety. 

"Professor-I've been trying to 
reach you but you didn't answer. 
There's a storm-a bad one-brewing 
up here. The barometer is falling fast 
-you'd better come on up." 

At first the professor refused but 
then Superman, arguing that it was 
useless to endanger Gleason's life, 
persuaded him to come up until the 
storm had blown over. When they 
reached the surface, the barometer 
had stopped falling. Thorpe, Insisting 
that the reporter stay behind, turned 
a deaf ear to every argument of the 
captain and descended again. 

It was a few minutes after the man 
aboard the Juanita heard the first re
port that Gleason had gone back to 
the treasure ship when Superman 
looked at the barometer again. It had 
dropped ten points! As he tried to con
tact the professor, Maddox shouted: 

"Batten down the hatches-stand 
by the anchors! All hands on deck!" 
Thorpe, worried now, reported that 
the bathysphere couldn't be moved 
until Gleason had returned. But even 
as Kent hung up the receiver, the 
skipper ran up to him: 

"Kent-we can't hold those anchors. 
The wind's too strong-they're slip-

ping! This is a hurricane and we're 
being driven on the rocks!" 

Frantically, the engineer's bell was 
rung as full-speed ahead was ordered. 
The starboard hawser was eased up 
-the helmsman spun his wheel. But 
it was useless. The now puny strength 
of the ship was as nothing against the 
fury of the gale. And with each foot, 
the delicate shell of the bathysphere 
was dragged roughly along the ocean 
bottom. Caught in the wild, scream
ing fury of a tropical hurricane, the 
Juanita, pounded by mountainous 
waves, was driven closer and closer 
to the jagged rocks that lined the 
shore of Octopus Bay. And, three 
hundred feet below the raging sur
face of the water, Professor Thorpe 
and Gleason-back too late, now
were trapped, helpless, as the diving 
bell crashed on toward destruction. 

The wind roared at a hundred miles 
an hour. The wind and the waves 
didn't give the anchor hooks a chanc ~ 
to sink into the sand bottom. And it 
would have been sure suicide to at
tempt to lift the bathysphere. Then 
Superman, alone at the rail, watched 
as the ship was driven, irrevocably, 
relentlessly, toward the jagged, evil 
Sharks Tooth Reef. They were only 
50 yards from it when Superman, hid
den in the protective spray, leaped 
high off the railing. Red cloak stream
ing, lithe body whistling through the 
air, his thoughts worked quickly: 

"Faster-faster. Not a moment to 
lose! There is just one way I can hold 
the Juanita off those rocks. I'll brace 
myself against them. As the ship 
comes in, I'll catch her-hold her off 
long enough for the anchor to take 
hold! Down-down!" 

He r eached the reef just as the ship, 
moving with the speed of a loco
motive, bore down on him. He reached 
out and touched the prow. Steel 
muscles braced like giant bridge 
girders, Superman held the ship and 
its human cargo against the fury of 
the hurricane, held it until it was 
firmly anchored. Then, as the storm 
died down, he flew back aboard the 
Juanita, unnoticed in the excitement. 

MADDOX, relieved and believing 
that the anchors had caught 

finally by some great stroke of luck, 
immediately contacted the professor. 
In another moment, the bathysphere 
and its two weary but overjoyed oc
cupants were standing safely on the 
Juanita's deck. Beside them lay ten 
wooden boxes. 

The professor's gentle, kindly eyes 
were filled with tears. He turned to 
Superman: 

"Look, Kent-two million dollars in 
gold-enough to build an institute of 
science that will stand forever as a 
monument to mankind. Isn't that the 
best story you ever wrote?" 

And Superman could only smile and 
nod his head in agreement. 

COMING NEXT MONTH-Follow through to the unexpected ending, the 

beautiful love story of AMANDA OF HONEYMOON HILL-
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that mother off," Joyce said. "I un
derstand now. Thanks, Paul." 

He looked at her in surprise. "For 
what?" 

"For helping me with my problem, 
of course. Wasn't that what you 
started out to do?" 

"Oh. Oh, yes. Sure." He gave a 
sort of shrug and went on undressing. 

But they did not talk any more 
that night. And Joyce lay awake for 
most of their rare precious night to
gether, wondering if Paul was really 
asleep, lying there so still and so
so separate-

BUT morning could always bring 
back Joyce's buoyant sense of the 

joy of work, the worthwhileness, the 
enormous possibilities of life. At the 
hospital she found that Hope wanted 
to see her, and she exulted. "We 
worked it," Joyce said, "Paul and I." 
It felt good, put that way. 

"I've decided not to resign," Hope 
said, "and I wanted to thank you. All 
my life I've been running away from 
every problem I ran into. You don't 
know how many boarding schools I've 
gone to-and from. And hospitals, 
even before I came here, trying to get 
away from-Canada-" She stopped, 
tears in her eyes. 

"I know," Joyce said. "But you've 
found out that escape doesn't work, 
haven't you?" 

Hope nodded. 
"Staying with a thing and fi~hting 

it out on the home grounds IS the 

Joyce Jordan, Girl Interne 
(Continued from page 18) 

hard way," Joyce went on. "If it gets 
too hard, you come to us, will you?" 

H OPE promised and she kept her 
word. More than that, Joyce some

times thought, though one could never 
know whether suffering might lie be
neath what seemed a simple social 
invitation. These came often and 
whatever Hope's problems were, 
money was not one of them. She left 
the nurses' home and took an apart
ment in the same building with the 
one where Paul lived and Joyce spent 
her hours off from the hospital. 

One day, Hope had called her at the 
internes' library and asked her to 
meet her downstairs. When Joyce saw 
her, her spirits sank. Even from far 
down the corridor she could see that 
this was not the serene, happy Hope 
of the last weeks. She was again the 
desperate girl with the wild, fright
ened eyes and the queer tormented 
mouth, whom Joyce had been called 
in to help. "What's wrong, Hope?" All 
her sympathy came rushing back. 
"Has somethmg happened?" 

Hope nodded, her white teeth press
ing her lip. 

"A case-a patient?" 
"Oh, no! If only that was all!" 

Joyce felt an unreasonable fright. 
"You'd better get it off your chest," 
she said quietly. 

"Oh, but you-to tell you, of all 
people-" 

"Would you rather talk to Tiny? 
Or-" Joyce found the words difficult 
- "Or to Paul?" 

Hope's shoulders jerked. "Not 
Paul! And Tiny knows. It was he 
who told me!" 

Joyce shook her head, dazed. This 
wild, incoherent talk did not make 
sense. She waited, and at last Hope 
burst out passionately, "Oh, forget 
about me! I'm not worth your kind
ness. I've got to leave!" 

"Running away again? " Joyce 
asked gently. 

"This time I've got to! It's the only 
way! If you knew, you'd want me 
to!" 

"Suppose you let me decide that," 
Joyce said. 

"All right. I'll tell you. But Joyce, 
believe me, I didn't want it to happen! 
I didn't even know it, till Tiny told 
me." 

A LL right. I believe you." Joyce 
felt suddenly tired. She d;~ 'lot 

want to go on with this conversation. 
She had had enough. There were 
limits to what anyone must do. But 
she waited. 

"Last night Tiny got fed up with 
what he called my stalling," Hope 
said at last. "And he was right. I 
was stalling. Just as he said, I'd been 
keeping him hanging around, string
ing him along, just as a convenience. 
So I could go on dates with you and 
-Paul-" She broke off, her eyes 
frightened, staring at Joyce. 

"All right," Joyce said calmly. 
"Suppose it's true. It's hard on Tiny 
and flattering ' to us, but I still don't 
see-" 
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"You don't?" Hope's lip was white 
where the small even teeth had set 
into it, hard. "Well, it's because you 
won't, then. But you have to ! I'll 
tell you! He said it, and it's true. I 
-I'm in love with Paul!" 

Joyce felt the gentle smile freeze 
on her face. Then she caught herself, 
forced a deep breath. "I'm sorry," she 
said. "It is pretty rough on you, isn't 
it?" 

"Me!" Hope lifted her head and 
stared incredulously. 

"Yes. Isn't it your hard luck? Paul 
is married, you know, and-happily, 
I think- " 

"Oh, yes." Hope sighed. "I know 
he never dreamed-" 

"Well, let's keep it that way." Joyce 
made her voice brisk, light with an 

I ease she did not feel. 
"You mean, you'd want me to stay 

on, as if nothing had happened?" 
"Nothing has, that can't be put be

hind us. Has it?" 
Hope looked at her a long moment 

and slowly drew a deep, sighing 
breath. "I-No, of course not. I'll 
- try." 

Joyce believed her. But the ex
tent to which she went to keep her 
promise was a surprise-and a shock. 

O N the first evening that the four 
could meet at the Sherwood 

apartment, Hope suddenly raised her 
sherry glass. Something about the 
gesture caught the attention of them 
all, stilled their conversation. 

"Joyce," she said in a queerly high, 
shrill voice. "Remem ber our talk the 
other morning?" 

. "Yes, Hope. But- " Surely she 
would not bring it up here, before 
Paul! 

"Well, I told you what I'd do and 
now I'm doing it. Tiny!" 

She didn't need to call for Tiny's at
tention. His eyes were on her, bright, 
his lips parted. 

"Shall we tell them, Tiny?" Hope's 
voice rose even higher. "Shall we 
announce our glad tidings?" 

Then Tiny's face changed. Slowly 
a beatific look spread over it, making 
him look so cherubic that it would 
have been funny, if Joyce hadn't 
sensed the tragedy that might lie in 
this for him. 

"We-we're engaged, Tiny and I!" 
She waved her glass, and her eyes 
came to Paul. "Do you hear me? Why 
don't you congratulate us? We're go-
ing to be married!" 

The congratulations did not come. 
A heavy silence hung over the room. 
Tiny could not speak, but he did 
move. He went to Hope and took 
her in his arms, shyly, almost rever
ently, and kissed her. Her response 
was not what Joyce would have ex
pected in a betrothal kiss. She did not 

look into Tiny's face, there was no 
relaxed, deep surrender, forgetful of 
the rest of the world. Her eyes were 
open, bright, they looked over Tiny's 
shoulder-and they looked at Paul. 

It was nonsense to notice things like 
that, magnify them into importance. 
But Joyce could not keep her eyes 
from following Hope's. And Paul was 
standing as if frozen, his face darkly 
frowning. Then he was turning to 
her, his frown deeper, angry, as if he 
blamed her for something quite intol
erable. 

Well, it didn't make her happy, 
either, Joyce thought defensively. It 
was an engagement on the rebound, 
entered into for the wrong reasons, 
and it was terribly unfair to Tiny. 

They found words, finally, to say 
the right things, and somehow the 
evening wore on. But that night, for 
the first time, Joyce was glad to 
leave, glad to leave Paul and go back 
to the hospital. And the next day she 
laughed at herself. When for a mo
ment she came out of the wonderful 
crowded rhythm of hospital urgency, 
she told herself, "I must be getting 
neurotic myself. It'll all work out. 
Marriage will bring back Tiny's 
laughter, and Hope will laugh with 
him." About Paul's attitude she 
reached a hasty but comfortable con
clusion. "I can't expect to understand 
every fluctuation of mood of a sen
sitive, creative person like Paul. Es
pecially at the beginning of a book-" 

That book came to r epresent the 
explanation of everything that would 
have caused Joyce doubt or worry in 
the next weeks. If he failed to make 
the call that had been sacredly regu
lar, it was because he was absorbed in 
writing and forgot the time. If she 
dined oftener and oftener on the dull 
fare of the internes' table, it was be
cause he was in a writing spurt. Or 
living on refrigerator snacks and let
ting her get her living from the hos
pital where she earned it, in order to 
make his money last through the 
book. And didn't they need to use 
every device for that purpose! 

BUT the book could not explain the 
misunderstanding that came about 

one evening when Joyce, after wait
ing half an hour for his call, had 
phoned hIm. 

"You're just in time," he boomed 
out heartily. But heartiness was not 
the usual tone of their precious min
utes of conversation. "Why don't you 
come out with us to eat?" 

"Us?" 
"Hope and-Tiny and-me." Had she 

imagined the pause before he named 
Tiny? She wondered, afterward. 

"I can't, dear. I haven't got all my 
reports written up for the staff meet
ing tonight, and I'll have to snatch 
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a sandwich while I do them." 
"Oh, well I'm sorry, dear." What 

was missing there, in tone and word? 
Nothing, necessarily, yet Joyce could 
not shake off the feeling that he had 
not spoken the way he would have if 
he had been alone. 

It was not till after she had hung 
up that Joyce began to wonder about 
Tiny. Cutting the meeting was an 
unforgivable offense in a Heights 
Hospital interne. His work had been 
getting uneven, lately, anyway. She 
stopped at Men's Surgical on the way 
back to the Children's Wing. "Listen, 
Tiny, don't cut tonight. You know 
what Dr. Simon thinks about these 
meetings-" 

Tiny's round face went blank. 
"Who's cutting? My records are up 
for once and I'm prepared to deliver 
the most brilliant discourse that ever 
rang forth in that staff room." 

Joyce shook a soft lock of hair off 
her forehead, dazedly. "I thought
Paul said you and Hope and he-" She 
broke off. "Never mind. It's O. K. 
Just a misunderstanding-" 

"Wait." His face lost all its gayety 
as he hung the chart up on the foot 
of the patient's bed and led her down 
the hall. "What is this?" His tone 
was commanding, and Joyce re
sponded, giving him the details. 
"Hope probably assumed you'd come, 
forgetting the meeting-" 

"No, she didn't." There was no 
doubt in his voice. "Look here, Joyce. 
We've got to do something about this. 
Or you have, rather." 

"I?" 

YES, you. For me it's the old 
runaround, but I've had enough 

of them to know what I'm up against. 
I wasn't fooled about what I was get
ting when Hope decided to be my 
fiancee for reasons best known to 
herself, and I'm getting just what I 
bargained for. It happens that I want 
it, and I'm still hoping. But you
you had something pretty nice before 
Hope came along, and I'm not going 
to stand by and see it messed up." 

"Messed up? You don't mean you 
can think the girl you love would-" 

"She'd do anything, right now," 
Tiny said, his lips grim. "Maybe it's 
her fault, maybe it isn't. My guess is 
that she can't help it. She's needed 
love all her life and it's got so bad 
that a kind of sickness won't let her 
take it naturally, the ·easy way-if 
there is an easy way-" 

"Maybe there is no easy way," Joyce 
said thoughtfully. "But there's a 
right kind of love. Yours would be 
right, for her. I feel so sure-" 

Tiny's big body winced. "It's your 
problem we're talking about," he said 
almost harshly. "Whether it's Hope's 
fault or not is beside the point. RIght 
now she's a menace to you, with the 
mood she's in, and the mood Paul's 
in, vulnerable because of his sense 
of inferiority-" 

"Inferiority! Tiny, how can you 
say such a thing? A man with Paul's 
successes behind him!" 

"That's the kind that get it worst," 
Tiny said. "The brilliant ones are so 
smart they see a lot of things wrong 
with themselves that the dumb ones 
wouldn't dream of." 

"I felt pretty sure he wasn't satis
fied with the way the book was go
ing," Joyce said. "But I thought when 
he realized it wasn't the sort of thing 
he should write he'd go out and get 
a job and no harm done-" 

"No harm done! Say, a guy like 
Paul'd go through hell before he ad-
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mitted he was licked. And in the 
meantime the girl that's on hand with 
salve for his raw pride can get in a 
lot of dirty work." 

"Tiny, I believe you're right." Joyce 
paused. The words said aloud had 
a terrible ring of finality. She had 
never even let herself think them be
fore. They ~ave her a sudden sense 
of panic. "Tmy, what shall I do?" 

"Do? You'll get over to that apart
ment and put in every hour, every 
minute you can beg, borrow or steal 
off the hospital-" 

"But I can't go running in to stand 
guard over my husband!" 

Tiny gave her a disgusted look. 
"So it's pride, now? Your pride means 
more to you than your marriage?" 

Joyce looked at him a moment, 
thoughtfully, then shook her head. 
"No. No, Tiny, it doesn't." 

"Believe me, it better not. You've 
.got enough handicaps as a wife, with 
a job like this, without adding a lot 
of artificial ones. We'll just drop over 
there tonight after the meeting." 

THEY did. They heard Paul's voice 
before they reached the last flight. 

It was deep, rumbling, with that even 
rhythm that indicates reading aloud. 
As they reached the door they could 
distinguish the words: 

"And so, taking the long view, 
the situation in Europe resolves 
itself into a struggle among three 
momentous contending forces: 
the age-old power of the British 
Empire, the rebirth of Germany's 
national pride of mllitary con
quest under the insanely clever 
leadership of a fanatic, and the 
growing mysterious force of Com
munism led by the crafty Asiatic, 
Stalin." 
Suddenly Joyce did not want to go 

in. She couldn't. She could not face 
Paul, knowing that he had been pride
fully reading this-this warmed-over 
political analysis-aloud to Hope. He 
hadn't offered to read it to her, or to 
let her read it. Was it because he had 
sensed her disapproval, and been 
hurt by it? Or was it because in his 
heart he knew how right she was to 
disapprove? More than ever, now, 
she was sure that this was not the 
sort of thing Paul could do-Paul with 
his sure, human touch, his quick eye 
for the intimate details of a scene. 
Those were great gifts, too great to 
be discarded in favor of windy plati
tudes and pompous re-statements of 
political theories that must be the 
merest commonplaces to real experts 
on world affairs . 

Then she heard Tiny, the man Paul 
had called an insensitive lug, saying 
gently, "That's probably not a fair 
sample of the book. Anyway, they 
a ll have to have spots like this to im
press the public. Besides, this is a 
first draft." 

But even as he said it, they heard 
Hope's voice inside, high and excited 
in unashamed fla tte ry : "Why Paul 
that's simply marvelous! The book 'Ii 
make you famous !" 

. Tir~y's jaw was . set in a grim line, 
hiS big ha nd shakmg off her restrain
ing one and pressing the doorbell. 
Paul opened the door after a moment 

of startled silence. His face was 
flushed, his eyes bright. Hope stood 
up from the hassock, placed close to 
Paul's chair, where she had been sit
ting. "Just in time for a big mo
ment," she said gaily, but her eyes 
were embarrassed, almost afraid. 
"Preview of-The Book!" 

But Paul was stuffing the sheets of 
manuscript into a desk drawer. 

"You're not going to stop!" Hope 
protested. "Just when your wife 
enters !" 

"My wife has enough trouble of 
her own," Paul muttered, "without 
having to listen to this-" 

It was time for her to say some
thing, to deny it. But Joyce couldn't 
speak. She was afraid. She was 
afraid of what she would say if he 
read more like what she had heard. 
She had to be honest with her hus
band. It was basic in their marriage. 
Give that up, and she might as well 
admit failure. 

But Hope spoke instead. "I'm sure 
Joyce doesn't feel that way," she said 
slowly and distinctly. "Joyce 
wouldn't think her job at the hos
pital more important than being your 
wife. Would you, Joyce?" she asked 
sweetly. 

Joyce felt her whole body stiffen. 
Anger surged through her, a.nd shame 
for letting this make her angry. But 
she wouldn't answer a question like 
that from Hope. Her silence sounded 
lOUd in her ears. Paul closed his desk 
with a bang. 

"But Joyce, listen," Hope cried out. 
"Paul was feeling low tonight. He 
was even talking about throwing his 
manuscript into the wastebasket and 
going out to get a job. Wouldn't that 
be a crime? Just because he has a 
lot of oldfashioned ideas about a hus
band being able to support his wife?" 

Again, Joyce felt contrariness tense 
her muscles. "I think he knows best," 
she said stiffly, "about what he wants 
to do." 

BUT the book is wonderful!" Hope 
protested. "It'll be a .Book of the 

Month Club selection, all the critics 
will rave, and he'll be able to choose 
any job he wants, anywhere. But 
he won't need to take one, the book 
will make so much money!" 

Paul looked sheepish, but the smile 
with which he honored the solid 
leather of his shoes was definitely 
pleased. 

"I'm good at higher mathematics," 
Tiny said. "Let me figure out the 
royalties." 

Paul's head jerked up and there 
was hostility in his brown eyes as he 
looked at Tiny. "Is that a dirty 
crack?" he asked. 

"You know Tiny never made a dirty 
crack in his life ," Joyce told Paul, and 
her voice sounded sharp to her own 
ears. She tried to smile. "Let's have 
a cool drink of something." 

So that moment passed, in a way. 
In another way, it stayed. It stayed 
with Joyce when she walked slowly 
down the stairs half an hour later, and 
for the first time the blessed rush and 
routine of the hospital did not absorb 
all her thoughts. For the first time 
she really wondered if marrying while 

To complete your album of the living portraits of Stella Dallas don't 
fail to get the December issue of RADIO MIRROR Magazine-you'll 
find photographs of Laurel, Dick, Stephen Dallas and Mrs. Grosvenor 

RADIO AND TELEVISION MIHROR 



she was still confined to the restric
tions of interneship had been wise. 
Maybe Hope's malicious remarks had 
had some truth in them. Maybe be
ing a wife, helping her husband in his 
work, encouraging him, serving him, 
was a full time job, which she was 
neglecting, which she had to neglect 
as long as she was an interne. 

Yet what was the alternative? Quit
ting now, throwing away seven years 
of medical school and nearly two 
years of this interneship when she 
had such a short span of time ahead 
before she was through? The idea 
was fantastic. Paul would be the 
first to say so. It had all been agreed 
before they married. But marria~e 
looks so different before you're in It! 

To make it worse, the hospital sud
denly experienced an almost unprece
dented period of activity. A heat 
wave came down on the city without 
warning, adding the last touch that 
made casualties of wavering human 
lives. People took to the roads, to 
the beaches, with the resulting acci
dents and emergencies. For weeks no 
interne even thought of asking for 
time off. When at last a night came 
that both she and Tiny could go out, 
Tiny was the only one to go. For as 
she started off the floor the phone 
rang. "Dr. Jordan, we're sending up 
a boy in a diabetic coma." That set
tled that. Joyce had no time even 
for disappointment, all that long 
night of feverish activity, rushing 
from the boy's bedside to the labora
tory and back again. When she fin
ally went to bed, the next day, she 
slept heavily until her phone rang at 
eleven in the evening. It was not 
important, about some X-ray llates, 
but she got up and stumble , half 
asleep, towar d the X-ray room. Night 
nurses were just stepping softly and 
reluctantly into the wards to take up 
their lonely duties. One of them, ap
proaching down the hall, caught her 
out of her drowsiness. It was a 
slender, white-clad figure, and as 
Joyce recognized her with a sharp, 
indefinable pang, she turned abruptly 
into the entrance of a diet kitchen. 

JOYCE swnmoned a friendly voice 
and stopped in the doorway. "Hope! 

Where've you been? 1 haven't seen 
you around for ages." 

"I went onto night duty," Hope 
answered shortly, and started to pass. 
But Joyce blocked the door. There 
was something queer, unwilling, about 
Hope's way of speaking to her. Per
haps she was ashamed of her insinu
ations that night. Well, that was over 
and gone, might as well let her know 
it. "Hard luck," she said. "Maybe 1 
can get you put back on days." 

"It wasn't hard luck," Hope said, 
her eyes on the chart she carried. "I 
-1 wanted it." 

"Wanted night duty?" 
Hope nodded, and Joyce saw that 

her lIps trembled. 
"1-1 don't understand," Joyce said 

slowly. Then she had a bright 
thought. "Unless-Oh, 1 see--Tiny's 
going on night work!" 

Hope shook her head. "No. He 
isn't. That's just why-" She broke 
off. "Oh, Joyce, p,lease let me by. My 
patient's waiting. ' 

But Joyce hardly heard her. She 
was thinking. It was to escape 
Tiny's company that Hope had asked 
for night duty. "Hope, listen," she 
said with sudden urgency. "What's 
happened-between you and Tiny?" I 

Hope's eyes came up to hers and 
they were shining defiantly. Her 
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mouth had twisted to reveal what 
Joyce had not wanted to recognize 
before--the capacity to inflict as well 
as suffer pain. "All right," she said 
in a low, tense voice. "You've asked 
for it. What happened wasn't be
tween Tiny and me. Or at least that 
wasn't important! Nothing about 
Tiny is important to me!" She hushed 
her rising voice with an effort. 

"Well?" Joyce asked m echanically, 
numbly. "With whom, then?" 

"With Paul, of course! You know 
it. I don't believe you even care!" 

"Never mind that," Joyce said in 
this same unreal detachment. "Let's 
have the story straight, without dra
matics." 

Hope stared at her with hostile eyes. 
"Haven't you any feelings at all?" 

Joyce stiffened, anger rising in her, 
but she did not speak. 

Hope said almost sullenly, "Well, 
then. Paul was low because he was 
worried about running out of money. 
I don't suppose you knew that. You 
didn't even bother to find out what 
was wrong." 

IT took all the self-control Joyce 
could muster to face Hope with 

calm. As if she needed to be told 
about their money troubles! She 
couldn't let Hope talk to her this way. 
She couldn't go on with this. But she 
had to! 

"I tried to warn you the other 
night!" Hope cried out. "But you 
wouldn't listen. So it was up to me. 
I had to act, if you didn't. I got Tiny 
to offer Paul a loan." 

"Tiny! But he's got only his in
terne's pay. Paul knows he's poor-" 

"We had a story fixed. He'd been 
left a little legacy." 

"And it was your money, of 
course?" 

"Yes, but Tiny could have put it 
over. Only he's so insanely honest! 
Paul worked on him a little and he 
admitted it." 

"Paul must have been furious." 
Joyce could imagine his outraged 
pride. 

Hope hesitated. Then she turned 
her face away. "He was, at first- " 

Joyce felt as if a pair of giant hands 
had taken her heart in their grip and 
started a slow, migh ty pressure. She 
wanted to run from the thing she was 
to learn, Yet her feet were rooted 
there, and her ears strained for Hope's 
next words. 

"Naturally, when he realized I'd 
been trying to help him, he was
sorry." 

"I sec." Joyce could see it too clear
ly, the way Hope had crumpled into a 
pathetic little heap, sobbing, and 
Paul's look of remorse that he would 
feel for hurting anything helpless. 
And then-

"That wasn't all." Hope said the 

words llharply, d istinctly, ::.s if she 
took pleasure in using them as weap
ons. "It had to come. He-he loves 
me." 

Somehow Joyce found herself 
speaking in that same dead calm. "Did 
he tell you so? Hope, answer me .. 
Did he say he loved you?" 

Hope's eyes studied the toes of her 
white shoes. Her shoulders moved 
convulsively, making a crisp rustling 
sound in the starched white fabric of 
her uniform. "Some things don't have 
to be put in words," she whispered 
at last. "I know. I knew, even be
fore he-kissed me--" 

"Kissed you?" 
Hope met her eyes then, with a wild 

sort of triumph. "Yes! He did! Why 
not? He needs sympathy, companion
ship-love! I can give them to him. 
And I'm going to!" 

"Hopel" Joyce said sharply. "You're 
not rational!" 

"Rational!" Hope cried out. "If 
you mean I'm not cold and ambitious, 
chasing success so hard that I've for
gotten to be a real, live woman, then 
you're right. I'm not rational! I'm a 
woman in love!" 

Joyce closed her lips against the 
furious words that sprang to them . 
After a moment she said coldly, 
"Let's drop the heroics-or hysterics. 
I'm not going to join your little 
dramatic club. I ask you for the last 
time to try to think. Paul is a mar
ried man, and until he asks for his 
freedom he is likely to stay married. 
Is that clear?" 

Hope's eyes lost their defiance sud
denly, ran from Joyce's steady gaze, 
She said, "My patient's ringing-" 

JOYCE stood aside, hardly aware of 
what she did, watching as if in a 

nightmare the slender pliant figure 
move down the hall and disappear 
within the door over which the small 
red light blinked out. How long she 
stood there she did not know; how 
long the annunciator whined out her 
name before she heard it: "Dr. Jor
dan ... Dr. Joyce Jordan . . . . " 

For once the magic of hospital ac
tivity swept around her leaving her 
untouched. She stood dazed, her 
thoughts racing in furious circles. The 
story Hope had told her meant noth
ing but that Paul's heart was kind, 
his sympathy quick. Only Hope's 
neurotic need to dramatize herself ' 
had made it into anything more. And 
yet-couldn't compassion and pity 
grow into emotions quite different, 
given the opportunity? The oppor
tunity was there. Hope had taken 
care of that. She had taken night 
duty to avoid interference from Tiny. 
All day long she and Paul would be 
alone in their adjoining apartments: 
Hope driven by the queer, tormented 
urge that obsessed her, and Paul-
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Joyce forced her whirling thoughts 
to concentrate on Paul. Was there 
some truth in what Hope had said? 
Could he be in need of sympathy, un
derstanding, that he was not getting 
from her-even love? She remem
bered his pleasure at Hope's praise. 
Maybe she should have- But she 
couldn't be dishonest. If she felt the 
):look was not good, she could not say 
It was. She respected Paul too much. 
Whatever happened, she would have 
to treat him as an adult, an equal. 
Even if-but she could not face the 
thought. It couldn't be true. She 
wasn't losing him. She couldn't! 

But she remembered, as she went 
about her work, the warning Dr. 
Simon had given her when she mar
ried. "You're like me," he had said. 
"You don't leave the hospital behind 
you when you walk out of it. That's 
good, from my point of view as medi
cal director. But as a man-well, it's 
left me with nothing in my life but 
my job. Don't let it happen to you." 

But had she? Joyce was suddenly 
terrified. A little after noon the next 
day, instead of getting some badly 
needed rest, she went to Paul's apart
ment. 

She was terribly tired. On the third 
flight she had to stop to rest. Her 
heart thumped loud in her ears. But 
was it all from fatigue? Could it be 
the sounds she heard as she stood 
still? . 

A radio was blaring from above. 
Yes, their radio, though she had never 
heard it so loud. Then she heard 
Paul's voice, not the low easy tone she 
knew well, but a wilder, coarser 
sound. 

SHE put her hand on the railing and 
pulled herself up the rest of the 

flight, and the next. The music got 
louder with each step. And over it 
she heard the voice she had dreaded 
to hear. 

"So that's okay," shrieked Hope. 
"'N' that's all that counts, isn't it, 

Paul?" 
What was okay? What was all that 

counted? 
For long seconds Joyce waited for 

his answer. But it did not come. Only 
the dizzy rocking tune on the radio. 
nothing else, making a curious effect 
of deep silence in spite of all the noise. 
A silence more_ frightening than any 
words could have been. 

Joyce lifted her hand at last. It 
seemed almost too heavy to reach the 
doorbell. But she would not use her 
key. She would not walk in on this 
scene. She was afraid to see it. 

But she saw enough. When the 
sound of the bell at last coincided with 
a lull in the music, she heard Hope 
say, "Let me go. It must be the deli
catessen-" 

Joyce wished crazily that she was 
the delicatessen, anything but what 
she was: Dr. Joyce Jordan, or Mrs. 
Paul Sherwood. Which? 

The door swung back and she and 
Hope faced each other. Hope's face 
underwent a series of changes that 
would have been funny if anything 
could be funny now. Surprise, a flash 
of something like fear, then quick de
fiance. 

"Oh, Paul, we're honored!" she 
called out. "A guest who rarely shows 
up here-" 

"Bring 'em in," Paul shouted. "Bring 
'em all in! From the highways and 
byways, let 'em all come and eat and 
drink and be merry, for it's the last 
time I'll be entertaining for a while-" 

On feet that stepped involuntarily 
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beneath her, Joyce moved slowly into 
range. When he saw her, his flushed 
face turned white. He tried to strug
gle to his feet, but the rug, apparent
ly rolled back for dancing, tripped 
him and he sank heavily to the divan. 
The rough plaid homespun cover, 
chosen so carefully on their first shop
ping trip, was rumpled and soiled. 
The little maple coffee table looked 
curiously innocent beneath its burden 
of half-finished drinks. One ice cube 
slowly melted in a little pool of water . 

Somehow all this ought to hurt 
terribly. But Joyce felt cold and 
apart from it all. It couldn't be hap
pening in her own place. It was like 
a scene in the theatre, the orgy scene, 
lacking no detail to reveal to the blind 
wife what no number of hints had 
made her see before. 

Still, she did feel weariness. She 
was tired, desperately tired, and her 
legs did not support her any more. 
She reached a hand to a chair and let 
herself slip into it, gasping a little. 

She realized that Hope had followed 
her-pursued her, really. Now she 
stood over her with a queer demand
ing look. She was waiting for her to 
speak. Then Joyce saw that Paul's 
eyes were on her too, and he too was 
waiting. 

SO she was not the audience in the 
theatre after all. She had a part in 

this to play. They had given her her 
cue, but somehow she had missed it. 
What were the wife's lines now? She 
didn't know. But the silence was aw
ful. You couldn't let a silence grow 
and grow and bear down on everyone 
like this. If you were a trouper you 
could ad lib something. 

But Paul was doing it for her now. 
He was filling in. "Pretty mess to 
come home to, isn't it, Joyce? Nice 
refuge for the tired doctor?" 

It would do for the moment, but it 
didn't get them anywhere. It was still 
up to her. Should she shout out loud 
denunciations, weep or scream, de
mand explanations, threaten ven
geance? But she couldn't. She could 
only sit there holding on to the chair. 

Hope said suddenly, "What are we 
waiting for? This is as good a time 
as any. We've been due to have a 
showdown for months, and now it's 
here!" 

"Showdown?" Paul's eyes turned 
to Hope's slowly, narrowed in puzzled 
question. 

Hope laughed. She laid a hand on 
his forehead, let it move back to twine 
a strand of hair around her finger. 
He shook himself free, as if dazed. 
She said, "Don't pretend-darling. 
This business of protecting the wife 
from the facts is no kindness. Don't 
you agree, Joyce?" 

Still Joyce did not speak. But Paul 
stood up and this time he kept his 
feet, though he swayed a little. 
"Facts?" he asked of Hope. "What 
facts?" 

"About-us." Her voice was high, 
excited. "How we feel about each 
other." 

"Well?" Paul said. "How do we 
feel about each other?" 

"Don't try to shield her," Hope said. 
"She knows life. Isn't she a doctor? 
Doesn't she see every day the way 
things happen that nobody can help? 
She knows she can't eat her cake and 
have it too-" 

"Stop!" Paul's voice was suddenly 
his own, quite sober, knife-edged. 
"What's this about cake? You're not 
talking about me, are you? Calling 
me cake?" 

Hope tried to laugh, but it was a 
failure. Fright had come into her eyes 
and her red mouth was an ugly gash 
across her white face. 

Joyce found her voice at last. "Per
haps she's right, Paul. Perhaps it is 
time for a showdown. I'm tired of 
mysteries, too." 

"Mysteries?" Paul met her eyes for 
the first time. "It's quite clear, really. 
You see before you the celebration of 
a big event. I sent the draft of my 
book off to Joe Turner of Kipworth, 
Brice. He knows his stuff, and he can 
spot it in the roughest shape. He's a 
friend of mine, but he's honest. I 
knew he'd give me the word. And he 
did. Just one." He caught his breath 
and then he said it. "Flop!" 

He had tried to sound hardboiled, 
careless, but his face had grayed. He 
was going through agony. Joyce 
wanted to rush to him, to cushion his 
head against her breast, hold him 
there just feeling the beat of her heart 
for him. But she could not. It was 
not to her that he had called out to
night in his suffering. He had wanted 
Hope. He had left her only words to 
speak. "Paul, I'm sorry." That was 
all, but her eyes burned with the tears 
she held back. 

"Why don't you say, 'I told you 
so'?" he suddenly shouted at her. 
"You knew it all the time. Why didn't 
you hit me over the head when I 
didn't understand anything more 
subtle? You knew I couldn't do stuff 
like that. You let me go on like a 
fool-" 

"You weren't a fool!" Hope said in 
that high, tight voice. "You were 
right. The book was wonderful! But 
how could you do your best work 
with your wife doubting you, drag
ging you back? It's her fault! She 
wrecked your chances. She's forfeit
ed her right to be your wife! You 
have to have someone who under
stands, who can give you what you 
need. You need me, Paul!" 

THAT got his attention. He looked at 
her then, intently, but almost curi

ously as if he saw her for the first 
time. "You?" he asked slowly. "You're 
saying I need you?" 

It was painful to Joyce. With a dif
ferent kind of pain from the one she 
had feared, but it hurt. To see any 
human being humiliated as Hope was 
now was pretty terrible. Something 
in her responded to the sight. She 
went to where Hope sat, tense and 
shaking. "Hope, this wasn't you. It 
was the liquor talking. You'll see it 
all differently tomorrow." 

"She'd better," Paul breathed fer
vently, wiping his brow. He came to 
stand beside Joyce, and their hands 
were together on Hope's bowed shoul
ders. "I'm sorry if I put you on the 
wrong traCk," he said gently. 

"Don't!" Hope wrenched herself 
from under their hands. "I'm not fit 
for either of you to touch!" And she 
had gone from the room, the door 
slamming behind her. They heard her 
own door open across the hall, and 
bang shut. 

"That's that," Paul said. "I guess 
there's nothing more we can do." 

"I don't know," Joyce said slowly. 
"We've done too much, and not 
enough. I don't think she's in a state 
to be left alone now." 

Paul stared at her. "You're think
ing of her, now? After all the punish
ment you took?" 

"I think she took her share," Joyce 
said quietly. "And I don't think she's 
learned how to take punishment, yet." 
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"What about you?" Paul asked al
most harshly. "Have you? " 

Joyce smiled into his brown eyes, 
so intense on hers. "Maybe," she said, 
"I can learn." 

"No!" His whisper was fierce on her 
cheek, and she was crushed close 
against him. "Never, darling. I won 't 
let you." 

Joyce believed him. It was long 
minutes that she rested there in his 
arms, occupied completely with that 
belief. And it was he who remem
bered what they had been saying. He 
lifted his head and said suddenly, 
"What about Tiny? Think if he hap
pened to knock on the door over there 
he'd find a welcome?" 

"1-1 don't know." Joyce could 
hard ly form the words, so great was 
the upsurge of relief within her
and joy. Paul wanted Tiny to go to 
Hope! Instinctively, almost unthink
ingly, she recognized that in Paul's 
changed attitude to Tiny lay the an
swer to these months of agonized 
questioning. 

It was the same with the rest of 
that day. Almost before Paul made 
his explanations she seemed to under
stand them to find them unnecessary. 
And she was content to be with him, 
finding it equally unnecessary to 
answer h im. There was no need to 
tell him of the fears she had had, her 
doubts, her wild impulses to quit and 
come home to what Hope had said 
was her job. Surely he was under
standing all that without words. She 
did not need to tell him, either, that 
she believed in him, in his talents, his 
future. 

H ER r elief, her unutterable sense of 
the rightness of her world , went 

w ith her to the hospital. It wa s in 
creased by her br ief meeting with 
Tiny in a corridor. "Thanks for call
ing me yesterday," he said . She 
waited, full of questions. But he 
raised crossed fingers, with a gr in. 
She crossed her own, and kept her 
questions back . So far , so good. She'd 
keep her fin gers crossed for Tiny and 
Hope. But for herself and Paul-her 
heart swelled. No need of that now. 

That was what made the blow so 
much harder when it came. 

It was a week later that it fell. A 
queer week, the loveliest in some 
ways that she and Paul had ever had, 
though their moments together were 
so brief. Some days they had only a 
short visit in the lounge, during which 
they talked little, but their hands 
would reach for each other and to 
Joyce it seemed the deepest, closest 
companionship of their marriage. 

Sometimes when she was not with 
him she wondered how he was spend
ing his days; what plans he was mak
ing. She asked him, at last. 

"Oh-trying to get my bearings 
again," he evaded, with a wry grin. 

"Paul-it doesn't still hurt, does it? 
Not too much, about the book?" 

"No. Not too much. I guess I really 
never thought it was good, myself. 
Only-it's hard to find just what I 
should do." 

"Don't ever forget, Paul," she said 
seriously, "that you're the reporter 
who made history with the good-will 
series from South America." 

"Yes," he admitted. "But that was 
a long time ago. I can't ride along 
forever on one string of sketches." 

"You 'll do others when the right 
time comes," Joyce said. Her easy 
tone was genuine, but he looked at her 
stran gely, his eyes intent and ques
tioning. 
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"The right time," he murmured al
most to himself. "Just how long can 
we wait for that?" 

The question caught her out of her 
calm. All the nagging money worries 
which had grown more serious and 
frightening each month came rushing 
at her, so that she almost physically 
hunched her shoulders against their 
onslaught. How long could they wait? 
Could they wait at all? 

"Long enough," she said after a 
moment, "for you to find the right 
job." 

Maybe the moment she waited to 
answer was too long, maybe her voice 
didn't carry the assurance he needed. 
He got up suddenly. "The right job 
. • ." he said musingly, and then 
straightened his shoulders. "Well;" 
he said, almost gaily, "I've got to run 
along, darling." 

Halfway to the door he stopped, 
came back, took her in his arms. For 
a minute he crushed the breath from 
her body and she almost cried out in 
pain. But his lips on hers stilled all 
protest, blocked all questions. Then 
he had released her and was gone. 

After a long time she became aware 
of the telephone. She was wanted 
in her ward, and her feet found their 
way there. She was still living over 
that embrace. It had been intense, 
thrilling, unlike the casual contact of 
a brief farewell in a public place. It 
had stirred her through every nerve 
and muscle of her body, but it had 
frightened her and left her mind full 
of questions. 

THE answer to all of them came at 
'four o'clock. 
As she went to the phone, the sense 

of foreboding gripped her. Her knees 
went weak and she sat down abrupt
ly as she heard his voice. "Yes, 
Paul-" It was just a whisper. 

"Remember what you said this 
morning?" Paul asked. 

She tried to make her voice light. 
"Lots of things. Some of them fool
ish, perhaps." 

"No," he said quite sharply. "You 
said you wanted me to take the right 
job when it came. Remember?" 

"Yes." What was this leading to? 
Paul's voice was breathless, charged 
with significance. 

"Well, I'm taking it. In fact, I have 
taken it. I'm going to Europe." 

"Europe!" The word was a protest, 
a cry of sharp and unbearable pain. 

"Yes. It's my chance. If I make 
good on it, I'll be able to-to face the 
world again. Joyce, I've got to!" 

"But wait-let me come and talk 
it over-I'll go home right away-this 
minute-" 

"It'll be too late." His voice was 
harsh. "I've fixed it that way. We 
said goodbye this morning. Wish 
me luck, darling." 

"Oh Paul but wait-" 
He had h'ung up. The phone was 

dead in her hand. She forced herself 
up, ran to her room, flung her coat 
about her shoulders, called Dr. Simon 
and explained in a few words what 
had happened. Then she was run
ning out of the hospital, the coat fly
ing out behind her, her knees almost 
giving way at each step. She must 
get there in time. Surely he had not 
gone yet. He couldn't! 

She leaned against the door jamb, 
her finger on the bell, hoping against 
hope-and then against certainty. The 
buzzer was sounding in the midst of 
silence. A dead, heavy silence. She 
knew before she found the strength 
to take her l{ey and open the door 

RADIO AND TELEVISION MIRROR 



Scratchinq 
Relieve Ifeh Fasf 

Relieve i tChinlf of eczema. pimples, 
rashes. athlete s foot and other skin 
troubles. Use cooling antiseptic 0.0.0. 
Prescription. Greaseless. stainless. 
Stops itcbingquiclcly. 35c trial bottle 
proves it-or money back. Ask your 

druggist for O. O. O. Prescription. 

Nervous, Weak 
Ankles Swollen 

Excess acids. poisons and wastes In your blood are 
removed chielly by your kidneYS. Getting Up Nights, 
Burning P..."ages. Backache, Swollen Ankles, Nervous
ness, Rheumatic Pains, Dizziness, Circles Under Eyes, 

:~~ ~e:~:~'sre~1c O~}d~:;e:n':feBY:3~:~ ~lo~~~s?r~~J~ 
~~hti~ s~~~k "t,":~ini~'i,:~7~er;; l~~ oC::t g~!:: ~~~ 
and wastes. And this cleansing, purifying KidneY ac
tion, In just a day or so, may easily make YoU feel 
younger. stronger and better than in years. A printed 
guarantee wrapped around each pack8.lle of eystex in
sures an Immedtate refund of the full cost unless you 
are completely satislled. You have everything to gain 
and nothing to lose under this positive money back 
guarantee, sO get eystex from your druggist today for 
only 35c. 

NOVEMBER. 1941 

that this was an empty place. She 
walked in stiffly, drearily, looked 
through the rooms in a perfunctory, 
automatic way. 

The apartment was in a rare state 
of immaculate tidiness, against all the 
habits of Paul's careless nature. There 
was no sign of hurried packing. With 
arms heavy like a sawdust-filled doll's 
she pulled out the drawers of his chest 
and found them empty. His shaving 
things were gone from the bathroom, 
even the used razor blades that she 
had vainly urged him to get rid of. 
None of his clothes hung in the closet, 
and the one-sided bareness of the 
place chilled her. Oh, no, there was 
one thing left. A bathrobe hanging 
on a hook on the door. A motheaten 
soft old flannel one that she had often 
slipped into when the early mornings 
were cold. Had he left it because it 
was too disreputable or too bulky to 
carry, or as a gesture to comfort her, 
leaving her something of his to shelter 
her warmth within its folds? It was 
only then that the tears came. She 
hugged the robe passionately against 
her face, breathing in the familiar 
sense of him that clung to it, weeping 
until her sobs seemed to tear her 
apart, 

IT was a long time later that coher
ent thought came, Lying exhausted 

on the bed she made herself face what 
had happened. She knew then it was 
not just the pain of separation, the 
loneliness, she dreaded; not the hurt 
that he had dealt her in being able to 
go away from her. No, it was more 
than that, and worse. She had failed 
him in a deep and unforgivable way. 
She' recalled the conversation they 
had had that morning-only seven 
hours ago, and there had still beep 
time! So clearly he had revealed hiS 
need of support, of reassurance, and 
she had been blind to it. Even Tiny, 
weeks ago, had told her in words just 
where Paul's vulnerabilities and 
weaknesses lay. The whole expE}ri
ence with Hope had been an obJect 
lesson, yet she had refused to accept 
its implication. Only now she saw 
it all clearly-too late. 

There was nothing she could do. 
That was the worst part. She did not 
even know what boat or clipper he 
took to Europe, or what syndicate 
had hired him until a week later when 
the first check came. The letter told 
her of the terms of the arrangement 
Paul had made, promised to give her 
any news of him that they might get, 
and invited her to telephone a Mr. 
Bartlett in the office when she had 
questions to ask. Meantime to watch 
for dispatches in the Telegraph. 

With that she had to content her
self, week after week. But never a 
check came that she did not suffer as 
she cashed it, wish herself back in the 
days of desperate anxiety about money 
to pay the mounting bills. 

Paul reached the other side safely, 
a scattering of stories found their way 
to print. Good stories, Joyce recog
nized almost unwillingly, every word 
incisive, telling. Maybe he had been 
right. Maybe it had been just this 
experience, and not her love and un
derstanding, that he needed to build 
up his morale. Bitter as this was to 
swallow, she could have accepted it, 
but for her knowledge of the danger 
Paul was in. For after each story 
Joyce lived in an agony of suspense 
until the next one appeared. 

Mingled with this pain was yet an
(Continued on page 81) 
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(Continued from page 79) 
other: a new doubt of 
person, even as a doctor. 

herself as a Joyce knew. But the words fright-
ened her even more. Where did cor
respondents spend their time? Among 
men who were being crushed by 
ruthless machines that overran them 
like so many ants; on streets where 
bombs whined down and buildings 
crumbled. That was where P aul 
spent his time. 

"I don't know what to think," she 
told Dr. Simon one night when she 
dared not leave the security of the 
hospital and face her loneliness. "I 
never thought I'd admit that I couldn 't 
live a life strictly on my own, de
pendent on nobody. I thought work 
was enough, but-" She gave him a 
shame-faced half smile-"it definitely 
isn't." 

"I've tried for thirty-five years to 
prove that work is enough," Dr. 
Simon said with a sad smile, "and all 
I've succeeded in doing is reaching 
the knowledge that I have missed the 
best of life. And I think, for all 
women's advances, it is still more true 
with you than with us." 

"You're not going to pull that old 
one about love: 'of man's life a thin~ 
apart, 'tis woman's whole existence?' , 

"WeH," he said slowly, his eyes 
half closed, "I think your progress 
depends on making that less and less 
true. But you can't go the whole way 
if the race is to continue." 

T HE words gave Joyce another·pang. 
She knew what he meant. The thing 

more and more modern doctors were 
acknowledging, that a woman was not 
a complete person until she had ful
filled herself biologically and had a 
child. 

Conscious as she was of the im
practicability of the idea, the dream 
of Paul's baby had been with her all 
her married life. They had talked of 
it, wistfully, telling themselves that 
it must be postponed till Joyce had 
made her start. But some day-

Some day! When was that, now? 
That was one more pain to add to 

the nagging fears and worries that 
crowded around her bed to fight off 
sleep. 

But a day came when she knew 
these pains had been nothing. For 
real tragedy hung over her, looming 
darker with every passing hour. 

P aul's stories had stopped. 
No calls at his office gave her any 

news of him. They had none to give. 
They could not tell her where he was. 
They didn't know! 

At first Joyce could not take it in. 
Her body reacted, but her mind re
fused to function. Three days she lay 
on her cot in her tiny room at the 
hospital, too sick to do more than get 
through each minute, . one at a time. 
Then for two more days she lay numb 
with exhaustion, drowsing in heavy 
half-consciousness. But there came 
a morning when she was physically 
well enough to think. That was the 
worst. She saw the pity on the faces 
of the nurses who brought her trays, 
and she turned her head away. She 
winced at the feeble wise cracks with 
which her fellow internes tried to 
cheer her when they dropped in to 
take her temperature and hold a non
chalant finger on her wrist as they 
chatted. 

With each opening of the door the 
back of her head prickled and her 
face and hands turned cold, her heart 
pumping and her breath coming fast. 
Would t h is be-news? But each time 
she read the story in the concealed 
blankness of the face that appeared. 

"Every correspondent runs into 
something like this at one time or 
another where there's a war going 
on," Tiny tried to encourage her. 
"They don't spend their time outside 
a cigar store with a public telephone, 
you know." 
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The truth was worse than her specu
lations, when at last she heard it. The 
message was terse. Paul was last 
seen stepping into an army plane for 
a "reconnaissance flight." No more. 
Her begging could not get from Mr. 
Barlett any information as to whether 
the pilot had returned, what happened 
to the plane. "It's just one of these 
news blocks," Mr. Bartlett said with 
the forced matter-of-factness t hat 
froze her heart. "It happens all the 
time. One message will get through 
a censor, and the sequel won't. Simp
ly a complication of censorship policy. 
I'm trying to untangle it and we 
ought to have something for you 
soon." 

Soon! Weeks went by, and still he 
h ad no more than these hollowly 
cheerful descriptions of technical 
problems, meant to cover the dire im
plications of the half-told story. Joyce 
could tell from the faces of ot hers 
that t hey weren't fooled. Yet, know
ing this, she held to a strange faith. 
A certainty grew in her, bearing her 
up through days of work that went by 
like a dream. He would come back. 
He would. 

In the days that followed, Joyce 
marveled, as if she were seeing in 
one of her patients and not in her
self the capacity of the human or
ganism to adjust itself to what it 
must face, even to insulate itself from 
knowledge of those facts. For she 
was able to work through her days 
in a cool, numb sort of serenity. With 
the worst that she could learn, her 
faith seemed to come back. As if to 
symbolize her faith in the future, she 
found a new occupation for her out
side hours. She began to look for a 
larger apartment, not just a hide
away for odd hours, but a living 
place for two professional people to 
lead a solid, stable life; with a maid's 
r oom, a guest room which might 
some day make better use of its sun 
and air, with a library big enough 
for a doctor's and a writer's books 
and desks. She started buying furni
ture, sewing cushions and spreads 
and slip covers. She did not tell any
one, for she knew beforehand what 
looks of p itying wonderment they 
would give her. 

SHE knew this, because she had 
been through one experience that 

was almost enough to break the 
perilous, perhaps unreal, shell of her 
serenity. She had been glad, more 
than glad, of what occasioned the 
test, but that made it harder. Tiny 
and Hope had asked her to be one 
of the two witnesses to their wed
din~. 

Tmy had kept his silence about the 
progress of his relations with Hope, 
but she had guessed from the steady 
change in him that things had gone 
better and better. His eyes had come 
to carry a more peaceful look, and 
the perIOd of unevenness in his work 
had ended without serious trouble. 

Hope she almost never saw. which 
she took as a good sign that she 
needed no help in her emotional life. I 
On the contrary, she had received a 

(Continued on page 83) 
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(Continued from page 81) 
note from her early in 
her awful waiting: 

the time of "You know. Don't you remember, 

It is because I know I can be 
more help to you by staying out 
of your life now that you don't 
find me tagging at your heels, 
begging for a chance to do some
thing. But if ever the time does 
come that I can help, I'd like to 
show you that I can think of 
someone else. 
That was all, until this message 

asking her to the wedding. It was a 
tiny affair, in a small chapel of a 
neighborhood church. "That's good," 
Joyce told herself. "It shows, better 
than anything she could have done, 
that she is so far cured that she does 
not feel the need of making a big 
drama out of her feelings." 

And so Joyce had gone gladly to 
stand with them before the rector. 
But she had not dreamed what pain 
the words would cause her. "Do you 
take this woman . . . to love and to 
cherish ... in sickness and in health 
... till ... " Joyce tried to close 

her ears, close her mind to the 
memory of the day so short a time 
ago-less than a year!-when she 
and Paul had answered them. 

JOYCE kept her lips tight shut and 
she braced her feet on the floor to 

check that sense of floating-floating. 
She must not faint. She must not 
spoil this wedding. She must make 
it a joyful memory for them. She 
must smile, she must kiss them after
ward with all the honest joy she 
really felt (if only she could get 
through to the feeling), and she must 
send them off to the unmarred happi
ness they deserved. 

But when she went back to the 
hospital Dr. Simon glanced at her 
face and ordered her to bed, nor 
would he let her work the next day. 
It was weeks before she could go 
back to her buying, cutting, sewing, 
planning. 

It was well into a glorious Autumn 
when Tiny and Hope surprised her 
at her labors. Tiny's eyes and the 
contents of the bottle he carried 
competed in their sparkling. "We 
haven't seen you in so long," he ex
plained, setting the champagne down. 

Joyce was puzzled. For Hope 
looked pale, her eyes shadowed, and 
there was a nervousness in her move
ments that hinted of more than a 
casual visit to a friend. Even under 
Tiny's cheer there was a hint of 
something suppressed, held back. In
stantly the old question rose to 
Joyce's mind: the question that was 
always waiting: Did they know any
thing she did not know? But they 
wouldn't be bringing champagne 
with bad news. 

"What you making?" Tiny filled 
the moment of awkward silence, 
came to stand over her sewifl~ ma
chine. 

"Slip covers," Joyce said, not look
ing at him. "I-I'm ta 1,,;ing a bigger 
place--" 

"Fine," he said heartily. "Swell 
idea." His voice was too hearty. 

"We're taking a bigger place, too," 
Hope said almost breathlessly, speak
ing for the first time. "We have to, 
now, because--" 

"Say, Hope!" Tiny interrupted 
loudly. "Don't you think a stripe like 
that would solve our living room 
problem?" 

"Stripe?" Hope asked vaguely. 
"What problem?" 
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you said you had to pick up a bunch 
of colors, but you'd already used too 
much figured stuff-" 

"Oh. Oh, yes-" Hope's voice was 
still vague. What a crazy conversa
tion this was, Joyce thought, with a 
man getting so excited about home 
decoration, and his wife so ab
str acted she hardly seemed to know 
what he was talking about. She tried 
to figure it out, but the phone rang 
just then-

"Mrs. Sherwood, this is Bartlett at 
the--" 

That was all Joyce heard. The floor 
rocked beneath her feet, she reached 
a wild hand to catch hold of some
thing-any thing- Then she felt 
Tiny's quick, strong hand under her 
elbow, and Hope was at her other 
side, leading her away. Tiny had 
taken the 'phone. from her useless 
hand, but It seemed to be making 
strange whirring and buzzing sounds, 
magnified until they were enormous, 
surrounding her, roaring, so that she 
could not hear what Tiny was saying 
into the phone, though only a few 
feet separated him from the couch 
where she lay. 

"Joyce!" At last she heard him, 
though she tried to bury her ears in 
the cushions. "Joyce, it's good news!" 

Slowly she came back to realization 
of the meaning of the words, but she 
could not accept them. It was fool
ish, wrong, for him to try to lessen 
horror by denying it. That didn't 
work. She had found it out during 
these months. It had seemed to work, 
but now she knew it was a sicken
ingly false thing, making this mo
ment harder, making it impossible. 

"Tell me the truth," she said in a 
voice that sounded alien, unlike any 
she had ever heard. She tried to 
focus her eyes on Tiny. 

But Tiny's face--it was queer. It 
didn't fit. He was smiling. 

"He's found!" he yelled. "He's 
okay, Joyce! Do you hear me? Okay! 
He's back in Lisbon, with a great 
scoop. His first dispatch of the new 
series will be in the Telegraph to
morrow!" 

ONLY then could she begin to take 
it in. And when she started, it went 

fast. Blood seemed to come rushing 
back to her body, strength to bear 
incredible happiness. 

Tiny had hung up the phone, his 
eyes shining. "Bartlett had a lot to 
say. You'd better call him back and 
get it, later. About what a tre
mendous thing Paul pulled. He says 
this series is going to set the world 
on its ears." 

Joyce could not answer. She lay 
taking deep breath after deep breath, 
just absorbing the air around her. It 
was like a new element to breathe, 
after being locked up for months in 
a dark, dank mine. It was half an 
hour later when she sat up and 
realized that Tiny and Hope had 
stopped talking about the miracle. 
They were silent, looking at each 
other affectionately, significantly. 

"You two," Joyce said. "You\'e had 
something on your mind ever since 
you came. Did you know- " 

"Not about P aul." Hope smiled. 
Joyce realized suddenly that it was 
the first smile she had e\'er seen on 
Hope's face that had gh-en h t'r real 
pleasure, satisfaction, case. It was 
a shy little smile, but so rich with 
contentment, even peace, that it 
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Bing Crosby comes back to his Thursday night NBC program late 
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the Blues," begins making the rounds. Above, with his co-stars 
in the picture, Mary Martin, Brian Donlevy, and Carolyn Lee. 

made of Hope's face something new 
and different, very lovely. "But 
something as-" She stopped, laugh
ing at herself. 

"As wonderful?" Joyce smiled. 
"Well, of course it's not half bad 

to get a long lost husband back," 
Tiny said judicially. "But if you 
want news that's really swell-" 

"Too swell," Hope said, "to tell 
you, though, when we first came. 
That's why Tiny stopped me with all 
that crazy drapery stuff. We haven't 
picked out any of our furniture yet, 
and I couldn't imagine what had 
bitten him-" 

BUT now," Joyce prompted. "Now 
you don't need to worry about tell

ing me good news. Y ou're-" 
"We're gOing to have a-" 
"Baby!" They spoke in unison; 

Tiny and Hope, then sat laughing at 
each other helplessly, Joyce joining 
in tears streaming from her eyes. This 
last touch seemed to relax the final 
wound-up spring of her emotions, 
giving wonderful, joyful relief. 

"That answers everything," Joyce 
said when she could speak. "The 
champagne, the mystery, Hope's pale
ness-" 

"But Tiny says that won't last," 
Hope dismissed it. That was another 
sign of her cure. She was neglecting 
this perfe ct opportunity to get the 
center of the stage, sympathy, service, 
which so many women demanded . 

It w as long after they had gone 
that Joyce kne w she could not push 
back the thought that had been try
ing to get in and spoil her happiness. 
It was wonderful, yes, that Paul was 
alive and well, had made a great suc
cess of his t rip. B ut what about her? 
In order to se t himself up he had had 
to leave her, live a separate life. Did 
he need her at a ll, would he ever 
nee d her? 

As if in anSwer to the almost un
born fear, the cable came: 

DEAHEST CANT WAIT AHHIVING 
CLIPPER SATUHDAY STAHT FEATIIEH
I NG OUR NEST 
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She wept, then. And weeping, she 
could sleep. Her tired body sank into 
rest she had not known for months. 
Her last thought was to wish she 
could sleep for four days, the four 
days she must wait. 

But the four days filled themselves 
with work and with the savoring of 
her happiness. She read with a won
dering pride the dispatches that piled 
detail on vivid detail to show an in
credulous world the signs of a new 
and startling change in the line-up 
of the great warring powers. But with 
a half-shamed joy she acknowledged 
to herself it was the small, personal 
items that she savored most. Like 
Paul's asking her to start "feathering 
their nest." Just what she had been 
doing! Her crazy, desperate instinct 
had been surer than she knew. 

"My cup runneth over." The words 
of the Psalm ran through her head. 
Especially after Dr. Simon called her 
to his office and formally offered her 
the residency in Pediatrics. It was 
almost too much. Heights Hospital 
was one of the great institutions of 
medicine, here the biggest things 
were being done in the science of 
protecting and curing children. To 
be resident there-it made her career. 

"I don't want you to accept, 
though," Dr. Simon went on, amaz
ingly. 

"N ot accept-" 

HE looked at her quizzically. "Well 
. .. do you think you should?" 

And to that, suddenly, she had no 
answer. She could only face the im
plications of his brief words, his 
meaning glance. Did he mean that 
she ought to sacrifice this wonderful 
chance that he himself had offered 
her, was he saying that as a wife she 
owed it to Paul to think less of her 
career and more of her relationship 
with her husband? 

But- To give up a residency! No, 
that was too much. She couldn't do 
it. Paul would be furious if she did. 

Resolutely, she put the worry aside, 
concentrating On Paul's return. And 

when she saw him, stepping bronzed 
and erect from the Clipper at La 
Guardia Field, she forgot that there 
was anything in the world but him. 

This was Paul, the real Paul, she 
knew as his arms closed about her. 
The Paul who was sure of himself, of 
his abilities, no longer tormented by 
doubts and fears of inferiority. She 
could understand and even exult 
when, after 'he had been shown the 
new apartment, he told her excitedly 
of his plans, paying her work only 
the careless tribute of "Everything 
all right at the hospital? .. . Fine!" 

It was miraculous to have him back 
at all, after all those weeks of terror 
that she would never see him again
but it was joy inexpressible to see 
him so vital, so bubblingly pleased 
with his work and his world. 

Quietly, with only the briefest of 
pangs she put aside all thought of 
the residency. It was, as she had said 
when it had first been offered, too 
much. 

Paul was going to .do a syndicated 
column, his name would continue to 
be famous across the continent. And 
she would have her work, now that 
her interneship was nearly over, but 
it would be a private practice and she 
would never permit it to interfere 
with her real work, which was her 
home. 

She had not realized how, once the 
decision had been reached, this bit of 
sacrifice would heighten her love for 
Paul, coloring every minute spent 
with him with a new beauty. 

"I've learned at last," she told her
self. "Those horrible weeks weren't 
wasted if they taught me how to be 
a wife." 

AND then, a week after Paul's return, 
a few days after she had given 

Dr. Simon the answer he had hoped 
for on the residency-the letter came. 
She felt rising excitement in her as 
she read. It was from a woman doc
tor in Lyndale, a small town some 
sixty miles away, and it offered Joyce 
the position of assistant in the pedi
atrics division of a factory workers' 
co-operative medical association. 

Sixty miles away-close enough so 
that Paul needn't be out of touch 
with his syndicate office! Even in h~r 
excitement, that was the first thought 
that came. But everything about the 
offer was perfect: she had always 
been interested in co-operative ex
periments, and this was a real chance 
to work, to do good-even better than 
the hospital residency, and with none 
of its disadvantages. 

Paul listened, smiling, as she told 
him about it. "Like to go, wouldn't 
you?" he said. 

"Oh, more than anything! Th.at 
is- " doubtfully-"if you would, 
Paul." 

A light sparkled in his brown eyes, 
the light she had seen so seldom 
before he left for Europe, and he 
glanced around the new apartment. 
"Will the feathers fit?" he asked. 

"They'll fit," Joyce said, her eyes 
warm with unexpected tears. "Better 
than anywhere else." 

He drew her close. "Funny," he 
said. "We were married more than 
a year ago-but we're just now start
ing out on our life together. That"s 
the way I feel, anyway." 

Joyce cast a quick upward glance 
at him before she nestled her head 
into the warm, tweedy hollow be
tween his neck and shoulder. He was 
right, of course-much more right 
than he knew. 
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"Take my word for it- tobacco like this 
is plenty expensive!" says). M. Talley, 
tobacco warehouseman of Durham, 
N. C. "But that doesn't stop Luckies. 
I've seen them go after this finer leaf 
in my warehouse again and again-and 
pay the price to get it!" 

Smokers, the higher-priced tobaccos 
Luckies buy are worth the money be-

cause they're milder and better-tasting 
- just naturally more enjoyable to 
smoke than the ordinary kind . 

Wouldn't you like these tobaccos in 
your own cigarette? 

Remember: the independent tobacco 
experts see who buys what tobacco. 
And with these men-auctioneers, buy
ers and warehousemen . . . 

WITH MEN WHO KNOW TOBACCO BEST - IT'S lUCKIES 2 TO 1 
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