

















IN HOUSEWIVES' LONELY DREAMS, IN SHOP-GIRLS'
BROKEN HEARTS, LIVE THESE AIR-CASTLE HEROES

HEN Barnum said, “There’s a
Wsucker born every minute,” he
gave a part of humanity’s
story. When a Broadway wag Iim-
proved on Barnum by saying *“and
there are two to take him,” he added
to it. And the story is complete when
we admit that the suckers like it and
wouldn’t change it if they could!
The rule never fails—examples of
it abound. Take that woman walking
into a hat shop. You know—the over-
upholstered woman about whom you
can make a conservative estimate that
she is eighty pounds above a perfect
thirty-six. She minces daintily up to
the salesgirl and asks to see a hat
which will “do something” for her.
The salesgirl knows that the only
thing which could possibly do anything
for her would be a tent to cover her
right down to her toes—or a Thurston
to make her disappear. But after
showing seven or eight hats, the clever
girl gives off an ecstatic little moan, a
theatrical exclamation of joy, a gurg-
ling “voila”—the gem has been found!
Surely with her reflection staring
at her from the mirror, our overweight
friend must know that she is being
kidded—that no transformation has
taken place. But try and tell her so!
The same hokum-formula—“Go on.
Keep kidding me. I love it!”—exists
in lady listeners’ preference for bach-
elors on the air.

HE crooning voice coming in ovel

the loudspeaker is not for Betty
Bishkowitz’ ears alone—and doesn’t
unhappy Betty know it! Sally Smith,
who writes delirious notes to the ro-
mantic baritone on the Blatz’ Bully
Buttons program, doesn’t really expect
him to pick up the phone and ask,
“How about dinner tonight, dearest?
Just we two.” Anna Popoulos is hap-
pily married and has eleven children.
But Betty and Sally and Anna all pre-
fer their romantic radio stars to be
bachelors!

Not that they’ll admit it in so many
words. They are like the lady shop-
ping for the hat which will do won-
ders. But they don’t have to put their
preference for bachelors in words.
Their wishes are anticipated. There
are people in radio—lots of them—
clever enough to play the role of the
little millinery salesgirl.

There’s Olive White, shrewd wife
and manager 2f Lanny Ross, for in-
stance. She’d rather go without din-
ner than pose with Lanny for a photo-
graph. The fewer the people who
know about their marriage, the better
she likes it. Whenever her husband is
interviewed, she keeps a watchful eye
and wants the “domestic bliss” angle
soft-pedaled. “Must you mention the
fact that he’s married?” she wants to
know. “Can’t you leave that part of
it out?” Isn’t she proud to be Lanny’s
wife? Of course—but business is
business!

Then, there's Ken Murray. When
his sponsors encouraged Ken to an-
nounce that he was looking for a wife,
that wasn’t just another gag. As a
matter of fact, it wasn’t a gag at all.
It was shrewd publicity, planned to
“draw” the women. And it did! His
audience widened. Women giggled, but
there was a predatory gleam in their
eyes. Looking for a bride was great
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Bachelors and benedicts: each
is a dream-man to someone!
From the top, reading clock-
wise: Lanny Ross, Bing Crosby,
Jerry Cooper, Ralph Kirbery,
Ray Heatherton, Nino Martini,
David Ross and Nelson Eddy

fun and fine publicity. It paid well.

Or there are the Stuart Allens. When
Stuart was given his first big chance
to go on the air, he was told, “You're
going to sing romantic songs to mil-
lions of girls all over the country. It
would be bad business to own up to a
wife.” And so he and his wife hushed
up their marriage for months.

RADIO is not the only field in which

bachelors are preferred, of course.
A physician—especially one who has
a great many patients of the “nervous”
type—will be much more successful if
he’s unmarried. Golf professionals—
married or single—have much of the
same talk about swing and stance,
But the bachelors get many more fe-
male pupils. Salesmen, teachers—es-
pecially French and music teachers—
are all benefited by freedom from “the

ties that bind.”

Why?

Psychologists have a word for it:
Glamor!

In many women there is a wistful
dream of a glamorous, romantic life
that might have been. That goes for
bright girls and dull, fat girls and thin,
old girls and ycung. It goes even for
serious, circumspect, completely re-
spectable women who, if they were
brought even within shouting distance
of an actual intrigue, would faint from
fright.

And that’s where the bachelor—by
tradition, romantic and daring—comes
in. He’s the original “wish-fulfilment”
boy. His unatiached status sends his
stock sky-high. He’s still “to be had.”
He makes the illusion of pink-cloud
romance possible.

He doesn’'t have to have a Barry-

more profile, either — although that
helps. The mere fact that he is a bach-
elor makes him eligible to play the
male lead in women’s dream-dramas—
with, of course, each one of their sim-
pering selves cast as the heroine. Wo-
men, under the spell of a tenor voice,
can get in such a mood that they
forget the existence of their husbands.
But it’s almost impossible for them to
get into such a mood if the tenor him-
self has a wife.

RUDY VALLEE’S experience with
marriage is an interesting case in
point:

For many years, Rudy was the chief
“‘glamor-man” of radio. With his lulla-
bies and love-ballads he made collec-
tive love to millions of romance-
starved women.

Then came the rumors that Rudy
was getting married. Doubting, com-
plaining, warning letters began to pour
in. Rudy’s million~dollar glamor-ap-
peal was threatened.

There were conferences. A cam-
paign plan was mapped out. The girl,
who was an actress, was made to seem
a “home girl.’ Recipes under her
name were given to women editors of
home economics pages, for 1t was
thought that it would be easier for the
millions of Rudy’s admirers to asso-
ciate and identify themselves with a
home girl such as themselves—it would
be better for them to think of Rudy’s
wife bending over a stove than sip-
ping champagne cocktails in a night
club. When Rudy and his bride moved
into their “cozy” home (with pictures
ingeniously placed in dozens of maga-
zines), the lovey-dovey, home-sweet-
home atmosphere of that home was
told in every vpress release,

The strategy wasn’t bad at all. But
it only eased the blow. Rudy, the ben-
edict, definitely was not Rudy, the
Vagabond Lover! The glamor was a
bit tarnished.

But then came the divorce. And
what a divorce! With tapped wires,
and adagio dancers, and high-priced
counsel and brawls in the court-room.
Orange blossoms had hurt Rudy’s ro-
mantic appeal—but spicy testimony
helped it!

Rudy’s glamor-appeal is now at
high-tide again. He is the mistreated,
misunderstood husband who married
“the wrong kind of girl.” He is the ob-
ject of sympathy; the recipient of
words of inspiration and encourage-
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ment. Rudy is free again—free to
wander blithely through lonely wom-
en’s dreams.

But it isn’t always true that women
will forgive and forget as easily as
they did in Rudy’s case.

Three years ago, a leading trade
newspaper hailed Ben Alley as the
winner of its contest to determine the
leader in ‘“fem appeal.” Ben’s tenor
voice, it was admitted in radio, made
strong women weak and weak women
unbearable. And then, one ill-fated
day, Ben decided to get married. To-
day Ben’s name is not listed among
those of leading radio favorites. As a
matter of fact, Ben is not on the air.
The dear, dear ladies dropped him
like the traditional hot potato!

Bing Crosby’s glamor appeal hit a
low mark when word was passed
around that his wife had had twins.

People next door might have twins.
The neighborhood barber, the butcher,
the dentist—all these people might

BY
JULIAN
FUNT

have twins. But certainly not the
boop-boop-a-dooper who crooned so
seductively about moonlight and moon-
madness. The father of twins was
about as romantic as a mustard plaster,
winter underwear or corned beef and
cabbage!

WI—IEN unfounded newspaper reports
appeared stating that the Voice of
Experience had married, there was
great turmoil. Editors of newspapers
were kept busy trying to placate irate
women. The Voice himself got hun-
dreds of letters from women who hur-
ried to say that they didn’t believe
“those awful stories’—that they sim-
ply knew the Voice was a bachelor.
Women don’t want their idols shared
by wives.
But it is true that even in this mat-
ter of bachelor-appeal there are im-
portant variations. Comedians, sports

JEARNT
BUCKLEY

announcers, character actors—these do
not have much romantic appeal in the
first place. So their marital status isn’t
quite so important. It is interesting to
note that the lacies can somehow take
the marriage of Paul Whiteman in
their stride. Many women write nice
friendly letters to Paul’s wife, compli-
ment her on her happiness and even
give suggestions on how to prepare
Paul’s meals so that he will be happy
—but slim!

But—in the cuse of men on the air
whose stock-in-trade is the romance-
and-glamor spell which they cast,
causing susceptible women to rush into
grocery- and drug-stores to buy an
advertised product, then ‘“bachelors
preferred” is a very real demand.

OF COURSE, you can point to in-

come-tax reports of some of the
married radio stars and say, “You're
crazy.” You csn parry my reference
to the successful bachelor, Ray Heath-
erton, with a neat remark about Mor-
ton Downey, safely married and gen-
erously blessed with children. That’s
your privilege—but I know what I
know.

I have seen the look of enchantment
on the faces nf women at a broadcast
when a bachelor sang. I have seen
that look grow duller and resolve it-
self into one of polite interest when a
married man (known to be married)
seng the same words. And sang them
better!

I have seen a letter which Jerry
Cooper received from a woman in
Kingston, New York-——a letter which
read: “Dear Jerry: Won’t you please
let me know if you are married? I
simply couldn’t listen to you the way
I do now if 1 knew you were some-
body else’s . . .”

1 have seen, time and again, that
on personal appearances radio stars
who are bachelors or-are thought to
be bachelors are always much more
popular than the married ones. When
they leave the stage door, they are
surrounded by more women. There is
more excitement. There are more cops.

I have seen fan-mail tally-sheets.
I know that when David Ross, the Dic-
tion Medal winner and the “Poet’s
Gold” man, recently secured a divorce,
his “romantic mail” showed a notice-
able increase. I know that the fact
that Major Bowes is a widower may
have little to do with his rise-to the

(Continued on Page 14)








































story called “What Is DBeauty

Really Worth?” appeared in
Rapio GuipeE. In that feature eight of
radio’s glamor girls told how their
beauty had helped them to go places
in this world.

That, of course, doesn’t come as
much of a surprise. Beauty, as any
girl who doesn’t have it knows, is one
of the most valuable assets any girl
can possess.

“But,” sighs the girl with the overly
large mouth, the girl with the scrawny
figure, or the girl with the drab hair,
“what is there that we can do, then?”

SEVERAL weeks ago, an interesting

Bernice Claire: Her coffee-and-
sandwich meals brought lead-lid-
ded, lack-luster eyes. Her diet-
and-sleep rule made her sparkile!l

Now comes a startling statement:

“Anyone can be beautiful!” This
remark didn’t originate with me. It
comes from four feminine radio stars,
each one of whom is beautiful. But—
not one of them was a beauty to start
with! Each went through a period in
her life when she looked in the mirror
heartsick at what she saw reflected
there, wished desperately that she
were beautiful——and then had the
gumption to do something about it!

Today, all of these women are lovely
to look at, to the point of having pas-
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MANY OF RADIO'S GLAMOR GIRLS WEREN'T BORN
WITH LOVELY COMPLEXIONS, RADIANT GOOD
LOOKS, BUT THEY'RE DAZZLING BEAUTIES NOW.
READ FOUR STARS' SECRETS—TOLD IN FIVE RULES!

sers-by turn around to look at them a
second time. These girls gave me
sensible and workable hints anyone
can follow. And not one of them men-
tioned expensive treatments, or costly
creams and cosmetics.

There is Connie Gates, for instance.

I'll never forget the first time I met
Connie three years ago. We were tak-
ing fashion pictures of several radio
girls, and with the entrance of each
girl you couldn’t help but notice that
one was more beautiful than the other.
There was Priscilla Lane, dashing and

HELEN HOVER

Left: Rachel Car-
lay was a not-so-
pretty flower in a
beautiful bouquet.
Today she’s lovely
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collegiate in a striking leopard coat
and a vivid green hat. Jane Froman,
her lovely head held high, looking lika
a page out of Vogue in a breath-
taking black and white outfit. Ethel
Shutta, a mother of two boys, remark-
ably young in a jaunty brown swag-
ger suit.

ND then Connie entered. Stole in, I
. should say. She was painfully shy
l = and self-conscious and her mousiness
s was accentuated all the more in that
- Ay roomfui of glamor. Frankly she was

= completely dowdy and plain-janey.
When I see Connie Gates today, 1
find it hard to connect her with the
Connie of three years back. Her eyes
and hair are a-warm sable-brown, and
her bright, chic clothes bring out the
vividness of her young, clean-cut face.
She is so attractive that several mov-
ing-picture companies are dangling
offers before her. In the well-kept
little apartment in which she and her

sister live, she told me about it.

“I never thought much about looks.
As a child I used tc envy one particu-
a playmate's blond lar girl who had long, blond curls and
curls and china- china-blue eyes. Then I'd look in the
blue eyes. Now mirror despairingly at my own
Connie is envied! straight brown hair and plain brown

Connie Gates envied

eyes. As I was not a naturally pretty
child, I never developed any vanities.
I grew up that way. I never thought
I could improve my appearance—and
I never tried.

“It was a boy friend who changed
me. A very special boy friend he was,
a charming man-about-town who im-
pressed me greatly. He invited me to
lunch one day and selected a very fine
restaurant. As we sat eating, a girl
passed. I don’'t know whether she was
blonde, brunet or redhead. Her face
in itself didn’t really matter. But her
whole appearance—her clothes, the
graceful, poised way she carried her-
self—made everyone in the restaurant
turn around to look at her. My friend
stared at her admiringly.

“‘“There’s a girl any man would be
proud to be seen with,’ he said.

“Right then I became aware of my
own appearance, conscious of the fact
that I had put on an old hat which I
had hastily grabbed from the closet
that morning, that my stocking seams

were twisted, that there was practic-
ally no make-up on my face, and that
my nails were cracked. And I wanted
so much to have that man say that he
was proud to me seen with me!

“The meal was an ordeal, but when
it was over I had made a a resolution.
That girl we had seen became my
guide.

“When I got home, I looked at my-
self in the full-length mirror and took
stock of myself.

“I had been looking in that mirror
for years, but that day I saw myself for
the first time—a drab, mousey person
with a shiny nose, ill-fitting clothes
and a meek, unprepossessing carriage.

“Immediately I bought all the good
women’s magazines and tore out the
pictures of smart-looking women. I
experimented with lipsticks and hair
arrangements. I walked around the
house for hours balancing a book on
my head to give me a graceful car-
riage. I looked over my wardrobe and
gave away all those ill-fitting dresses
I had bought so hastily. I took a new
interest in my appearance. I went
window-shopping. I observed the
well-groomed women about me and
took pointers from them. One thing
led to another until I became thor-

(Continued on Pagz §0)

Benay Venuta: Her
big-and-fat child-
hood years brought
her misery. So she
looked for her type
—and she found it!
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say, by the mistakes which are
made by somebody else.

But the copybooks, I guess, can
sometimes be wrong, for not very long
ago, one man’s two-million-dollar mis-
take not only spelled profit for more
than twenty million people, but it also
changed a wise-cracking little Broad-
way comedian into a microphone phil-
osopher whose practical sermons on
everyday life have added a bright,
new chapter to radio’s golden book of
humanitarian tales.

Today, because of these same ser-
mons, that little comedian is known
as the “Wise Man from the Ghetto,”
although some of his fans go even far-
ther and call him the wisest man in
the world. Six years ago, however,
he wasn’t a wise man at all—and his
motives for going on the air were
much more selfish than they were phil-
anthropic!

At that time, the “wise man” was
simply Eddie Cantor, comedian, and
he went into radio only because he was
broke. There were Ida and his five
girls—Margie, Natalie, Edna, Marilyn
and Janet—to consider. . There was
that palatial home on Long Island’s
Great Neck, which Eddie himself had
dubbed “The House That Ziegfeld’s

NOBODY profits, the copybooks

Eddie Cantor calls on Jimmy
Wallington to help him

comedy-coat lessons in living

Jack Built.” And finally, there was a
huge staff of servants hired to keep
the house running on its well-oiled
mechanism. All that was lacking,
then, in Eddie’s success picture, was
the wherewithal to buy the oil. There
was neither money for Ida’s and the
girls’ silk stockings, nor to run the
house, nor for the retainers, nor for
anybody else in the Cantor household.
For Eddie, you see, had made a tragic
financial mistake.

NINE years before he had become a
star in the entertainment world.
And in becoming one, he had put all
the misery and poverty of his boy-
hood away in mothballs—nice green-
backed mothballs whose big-money
smell went a long way toward keeping
the wolf from his door.

In 1928, Eddie Cantor had every-
thing — fame, family, fortune — and
with it, all the power that such a
happy triumvirate can buy. But it
still wasn’t enough for the boy who
had known what it meant to go hun-
gry, and how it felt to be coatless on
a cold winter night. Eddie wanted
even more money to help him forget
that ghost of a boy, and to get it, he
followed the crowds to the market-
place and risked all of his money.

You know the rest. October, 1929,
rolled around, and in coming, rolled
Eddie Cantor of every cent he had.
Like thousands of others, he was
caught napping, and when he woke up,
he found that the lean days of his old
empty-handedness were upen him
again.

Desperately, he struggled to regain
some of his losses. In water over his
head, he kicked out valiantly and tried
for a footing. He wrote books, made
movies, went on personal-appearance
tours. Then, in 1931, determined to
retrieve at least a small portion of the
vast sum he had so recklessly tossed
into the Wall Street gutter, he went on
tne air.

E FOUND a lot more than money

in radio. He found an entirely
new audience of friends —not the
white-tie-and-tail crowd that came to
applaud him in “Whoopee” and not the
fellow millionaires who had read his

“Caught Short” for solace. His new
audience was a whole nation—a coast-
to-coast aggregation of little fellows
gasping under depression’s awful
weight.

These little fellows, Eddie knew,
needed a laugh as well as the big ones,
but they needed even more than that.
The little fellows needed practical ad-
vice on how to meet the problems of
the day; and who, he asked himself,
was better fitted to give it to them
than Eddie Cantor? After all, he had
known it all—poverty, misery, hard-
ship, failure-—success! And then, after
his trip to the moon, failure again!

BiGEe
LECTURES

So, with this idea in mind, Eddie
gradually began to change the tenor
of his program. And from that change
evolved a brand-new type of radio
entertainer—a fellow who translated
his own bitter experiences into good
advice for somebody else. A fellow
who took his own heartbreak and
poured it into a radio script that of-
fered the public as much good sense
as it did chuckles, as much modern
philosophy as it did gags!

In fact, some of the programs Eddie
gave carried sermons which were al-
most classic, and which, like the clas-
sics, people wanted to hear over and
over again. So much so that they be-
gan writing in, asking where copies of
Cantor’s sermonettes could be ob-
tained.

Well, copies can’'t be obtained—but
Rapro Guipe will reprint three of them,
presenting them in a fictionized series
to give you a better picture of the pro-
gram that almost revolutionized radio

FOR

LITTLE
FELLOWS

comedy, as well as a deeper insight
into the humanitarian who is Eddie
Cantor, radio’s modern oracle.

For instance, there was his famous
sermon on Push vs. Pull, which shoved
Eddie into the foreground as a funny-
man-philosopher, and which pulled
more fan mail than several extra sec-
retaries, working day and night, could
count.

BROADCAST last year, this famous

sermonette was heard when a
young fellow named Brown visited the
Cantor program, but was refused ad-
mittance by an obdurate doorman.
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Eddie Cantor with daughters (left to right) Natalie, Marjorie, Edna, Marilyn, and
Bobby Breen. Money losses took Cantor into radio; the public made him a star

Eddie, hearing the commotion, called:
“What's the matter? What's the trou-
ble over there?”

“Let go my arm,” the visitor said.
“l. want to see Mr. Cantor.”

“This young fellow broke past the
door, Mr. Cantor,” the doorman ex-
plained apologetically. “I’'m gonna put
Lim out.”

“Yeah,” the boy sneered. “I suppose
iZ I was sent here by some big-shot,
Fe’d talk to me.”

“Wait a minute,” Eddie said. “Who
are you?”

Y NAME is Brown. I wrote you a
letter a couple of weeks ago.”

“What was it about?” Cantor asked.

“I'm a singer, Mr. Cantor, and I
know I got as much talent as a lot of
these fellows on the radio. So I wrote
end told you about it.”

“Didn’t I answer your letter?” Eddie
asked.

“Sure, you told me to go to my local
station—you gave me a letter of intro-
duction to some man at the station.”

“Well, did you go?” Eddie asked.

my being short has held me back.”

“You think being short i1s a handi-
cap?” asked Eddie, who himself lacks
about a half-dozen of the precious
inches required by the six~footer club
which includes Gable, Taylor and
Cooper!

“Sure it is,” Brown replied; “for me,
anyway.”

“Listen, Brown, Napoleon was short.
In fact he wasn’t tall enough to be an
average soldier, so he became the
greatest general.”

“lI know, but there was only one
Napoleon.”

“That’s true. But there were people
with worse handicaps than Napoleon's,
who did even greater things.”

“Yeah?"” Brown challenged.

“Yes, Milton, the poet, wrote his
masterpiece after he lost his sight.
Beethoven composed some of the
world’s most beautiful music in spite
of the fact that he was never able to
hear a note of it.”

“Well, that's all ancient history,”
Brown argued. “In these days you
gotta be almost perfect to get any

“No,” the boy re- place.”
plied. “I figured “Don’t say that,”
“~#hat’s the use?’ They Cantor commanded.
wouldn’t have given BY “Let me tell you

me half a chance.

‘“How do you figure
that?’’ Cantor cut in.

“Because nobody
can get a job in
this business unless
he's got pull!”

“I see,” said Eddie
thoughtfully. “And is
that the only reason
why you didn’t go in to see him?”

“Well, you can see my appearance
ts against me. Look at my suit. Who's
gonna give me a break?”

“Well,” Eddie said, “if it's just a
matter of clothes . . .”

“It isn’t only that. I've got a real
handicap. You may think it’s silly, but

MARY
FOSTER fore she was two
CROMWELL

about a woman of our
own generation, one
of the greatest women
who ever lived. Be-

years old, she suffered
an illness which left
her with neither sight
nor hearing. Imagine
—imagine living in a
world of silence and darkness! Great
doctors could do nothing for her, and
it seemed an impossibility that the
child would ever learn to talk. But
she wanted what was rightfully hers,
and after years of study under her
brilliant and patient teacher, she not
only mastered speech, but today she

can speak and write in several differ-
ent languages. The woman is Helen
Keller, and her teacher is Anne Sulli-
van.”

l GUESS her folks were wealthy, and
could give her all she needed.”
“Yes,” Cantor agreed, “they could

give her everything she needed—and

did. But the will and determination to

overcome her handicaps was her own

—and all the money in the world

couldn’t buy that You must realize

that there are very few people in
this world without some kind of handi-
cap.n

“Isn’t that all the more reason why
we need some breaks?” Brown
asked, sticking to his first argument.

HELPFUL HINTS ON HAPPY

TH

When Eddie
Cantor rea-
lized he could
help many a
radlo listener
from his own
experiences,
he changed his
program style
overnight!

“Young fellow, the people who go
through life looking for breaks usually
wind up broke. You're just as big as
you make yourself. A whale is nothing
but a sardine that made good.”

“That stuff may sound all right”
the boy jeered, “but you gotta admit
that most people need pull to get
places.”

“Pull? For every person who gets
there by pull, there are hundreds who
get further by push!

“A few years ago a young boy was
trapped in a fire and his legs were so
severely burned that the doctor said
he’d never be able to walk again. For
months he never left his bed—he knew
what the doctors were saying—he’d

(Continued on Page 48)
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you have to stumble down before

you find the highway that takes you
where you want to go.

Wayne King is no star-sprinkled
exception to this general rule. His trav-
el-chart was no broad pathway to a
place in the sun. Like everybody eise,
he plodded through several blind al-
leys before he found himself, and he
bumped his head againsi a couple of
unimportant businesses before he
finally got under way in the musical
world.

For instance, his first job after his
graduation from high school was that
of a messenger boy in the People's
Trust & Savings Bank of Clinton, Iowa.

It was dull work and he hated it.
High finance, to a boy whose mind is
filled with new notes and blue notes
and odd snatches of song, was just so
much fiddle-faddle, and he didn’t care
who knew it!

It was a girl who saw his discomfort
and obtained for him his first real job
with a dance band.

lT’S funny, how many blind alleys

AFTER hearing him play on his clari~
net, she offered him a job in a little
jazz orchestra. The girl herself played
the piano, and in addition to Wayne,
the only other member of the group
was a trap-drummer.

Strangely enough, this odd three-
piece outfit was the unwitting ancestor
of the big thirteen-piece dance band
that Wayne King is directing today.
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Wayne, by this time, must have been
making plenty of money. Although
musicians then were not paid the
handsome sums they are paid today,
still they got plenty for their work,
even as far back as sixteen or seven-
teen years ago.

An ordinary fellow of eighteen or
nineteen years would have spent his
money on girls. On gay times, slick
suits, fancy ties.

BU,T Wayne King, remember, was
not an ordinary fellow.

He couldn’t forget the poverty and
privations of his youth. His goal, as
I have told you before, was money and
security. And he was smart enough
to know that you don’t reach that goal
through riotous living.

Common sense told him that he
ought to have a college education if he
wanted to succeed. Money spent on
education was another instalment to be
paid down on success.

Not long after he came to Chicago,
he presented himself at Valparaiso
University, Valparaiso, Indiana, and
after signing the blue cards, the pink
cards and all the vari-colored cards
designed to make college registration

HARD-TO-FORGET MEMORIES FROM
HIS BOOK-OF-BOYHOOD INSPIRE A
YOUTH TO CLIMB UPWARD FROM

A BIG-TIME JOB

IN HIS CHOSEN

FIELD TO EVEN GREATER THINGS!

BY MARGE KERR

It required a girl to turn his falter-
ing feet in the right direction, but it
was going to take a lot of determina-
tion to get him where he hoped to go.

Any romantic attachment Wayne
may have felt for the girl resolved it-
self into brotherly affection when she
later married his brother, Chester.
Soon afterward, Wayne left Clinton
and moved to Chicago.

The days of Wayne King and his
moaning saxophone were still only a
pattern in the future, and it was the
humble little clarinet—perhaps the
very one he played in the orphanage
band-—that earned him his first big-
time dance-orchestra job.

At any rate, it didn’t take him long
to get located with one of the famous
Benson orchestras, then playing in the
Morrison hotel in downtown Chicago.

difficult for cocksure freshmen, Wayne
King was duly acknowledged as a
full-fledged member of the student
body.

WHEN I say “full-fledged” I don’t

mean to convey the idea that
Wayne King was a “Joe College.” 1
don’t see how he could have been that,
even if he had wanted to.

Wayne had kept his job with the
Benson orchestra in Chicago. Every
afternoon, when his last class was over,
he hurried out with his clarinet, caught
a train into the city, and joined his
fellow horn-tooters at the Morrison
hotel.

After an evening of painful merry-
making, an evening that lasted usu-
ally into early morning hours, he
dragged himself wearily to the sta-

tion and caught a train back to Val-
paraiso.

With a schedule like that, there
couldn’t have been much time left over
for bull-sessions in the varsity 'pharm,
and none whatever for boardwalk ro=
mancing under a campus moon.

Life went on in this manner for two
years. Two years of cramming, and
working, and commuting back and
forth between Chicago and Valparaiso.

At the end of his sophomore year,
he decided to give up the grind. After
all, no man can study all day, work all
night, and keep physically fit.

Furthermore, he still had that big-
money goal in sight. The accumula-
tion of wealth, for the sake of accu-
mulation alone, meant nothing to him.

But what it could buy meant every-
thing!

WEALTH could buy the well-rounded
life—a life composed of good books,
good music, fine pictures. It could buy
security and peace of mind. Those
were the things the small boy in the
orphanage had wanted. These were
the things the grown-up boy meant to
have.
In the meantime, the saxophone was

Youthful Wayne King cut his
musical teeth on a clarinet

In his short high schoo! career, Wayne
King starred both as student and athlete

commencing to leave the wall-flower
ranks and was taking its first tottering
steps in the heretofore unwilling arms
of the big jazz band.

Like all visionaries, who paradox-
ically enough see fact where pragmat-
ists see only fancy, Wayne King saw
the saxophone as the instrument of to-
MOrrow.

If he had been born ten years earlier,
his vision would have been out of step
with the times. But in the early
1920’s, when he first recognized the
untapped possibilities of the sax, jazz
was just beginning to come ‘into its
own.

The saxophone, he knew, was ideally
designed for the interpretation of mod-
ern music, and in it, he saw a big-
money opportunity.

O HE decided to return to Chicago

and look for a regular job that
would pay him enough money to buy
a sax of his own.

Most fellows would have tackled this
job-getting  business in the regular
way. You know, contacting friends or
registering at professional employment
agencies or answering “help wanted”
advertisements.

But not that ingenious fellow, Wayne
King.

Ordinary procedure, to him, meant
an ordinary job.

And he had long since determined
never to be content with the ordinary.

After a great deal of careful thought,
he finally. hit upon a plan. Choosing
one of the finest-looking buildings he
could find in the Chicago Loop, he
signaled grandly for an elevator and
rode all the way up to the twenty-first
floor.

He got his job the way I got this
story.

By asking everyone he saw.

Starting on the twenty-first floor of
this business bee-hive, he made a
door-to-door canvass of every office in
the building—from top to bottom.

Probably they were “sorry” on the
twentieth floor. Possibly there was
“nothing open” on the nineteenth.
Some of the replies undoubtedly stung.
Many of them must have been actu-
ally gruff.

But gruffness, to a boy who had
gone hungry in Texas, was just so
much necessary chaff to be blown
away by the breeze of his own ambi-
tion.

Perhaps he had already decided that
all <{ the harsh words in the world

couldn”t force him to go hungry in
Chicago. Maybe that Dutch determin-
ation was the spur that prodded him
on.
He kept going until he reached the
sixth floor.

There, the manager of the Aetna
Life Insurance company, impressed
with his grit, gave him a job. Soon he
became assistant cashier, and later on
was promoted to the office of the gen-
eral agent in charge of the life depart-
ment.

Although he was with the company
only a couple of years-—1921 and 1922
—they still remember Wayne King at
the Aetna Life Insurance offices,

“Can’t forget that boy,” his ex-boss
told me. “He always carried his saxo-
phone to work.”

For by this time, Wayne hadd saved
enough money to buy a saxophone.
Every night, closeted in the smallness
of his Y. M. C. A. room, he dragged
out his book of instructions, stifled his
moaning instrument with a pillow, and
practised until early morning.

Wayne facetiously uses that anec-
dote as an explanation of his famous
“floating” tones, but there is another
anecdote, relative to the same idea,
which I think is much more entertain-
ing.

It is the story connected with one
of his first engagements as a saxophone
player in a dance band. At the Y. M.
C. A, Wayne had met Walter Ford, a
piano-player who did a little talent
booking on the side.

With that characteristic confidence
that distinguishes most of his brash
gestures, Wayne asked Ford to get him
a dance job.

“What can you play?” asked Ford.

“Saxophone,” said King.

Without bothering to verify this con-
fident assertion, Ford booked King to
play a college dance that very night.

HEN the band assembled and the

music stands were set up, one sax-
ophone player in the group didn’t seem
to know what to do with his scores.

If the orchestra played a number
suggested by the leader, this same fel-
low appeared to be lost.

If they played a number he sug-
gested, he made music that really
stopped the show.

“Can’t you follow the boys on these
other tunes?” the leader snorted.
“What’s the matter with you?”

“I don't read music,” the sax-player

(Continued on Page 48)

The first time
Wayne King
ever played his
sax in a dance
band he thrilled
the dancers—
yet he couldn't
read his music!
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