








Fibber McGee knows every-
thing—so it's easy to tell
Molly how to start the car

most troupers’ idea of open sesame
to Heaven—but there is, alas, a fly
in the oyster stew of the Clan McGee.

News of their impending assault on
the screen capital had just broken
when 1 called on Jim and Marian
Jordan, who are Fibber and Molly as
well as sundry other quaint char-
acters on a weekly radio program.

I found them at a modest but quite
fetching home In Peterson’s Woods, an
attractive, spick-and-span district of
Chicago’s North Side, neither exclu-
sive nor ritzy. It is the Wistful Vista
of the McGee radio script.

No fashionable showplace, this. If
the Jordans abhor anything more than
a sustaining program it's a show-off.
Just a two-story dwelling of mustard-
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THE witching call to Hollywood is

N €S

colored brick exterior and severely
practical design, set on a 30x125-
foot lot. Pretty, homelike, inviting.
Something any well-paid working man
might aspire to own.

With the ink scarcely dry on a
lucrative movie contract, it seemed
reasonable to expect a jubilee spirit
at the Jordan menage. Instead, there
was a hangdog look in the keen
brown eyes of the short-sleeved little
gent who stood in the front yard.

I tried hard to keep it in my noggin
that these genial, bluff, commonplace
folk were famous funmakers, beloved.
of millions, bound for Hollywood and
new glory. Yet something was wrong.
Some intangible shadow. The Blue-
bird must be around somewhere, but
I didn’t hear him warbling.
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WISTFUL VISTA

ELGAR BROWN

IS JUST A PLAIN

HOUSE—BUT TO MARIAN AND JIM

JORDAN IT'S A DREAM COME TRUE

BY

“About tha ovie contract, now,”
I ventured afast as we sat in the
streaming siilight of the Jordan
solarium. “I pect that’s an answer
to an oft-sp@®en prayer. Jim and
Marian, you'rdd@ding high!”

The Fibber d t hear it at all.

But Molly ha@ heard. She sighed.

“Yes,” she said dully, “that movie
contract. It’s thrilling, of course. It’s
fine to be appreciated. Pretty soon,
now,” and she seemed on the verge of
tears, “we’ll be off for the Coast.”

Jordan ambled over and laid a hand
on her shoulder. They seemed as
happy as a couple of slayers con-
demned to the chair. This was in-
tolerable.

“Say, what is this?” I blurted sud-
denly. “Is it a victory celebration or a
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wake? You'd think a movie confract
was a mortgage foreclosure, the way
you both take on.”

“Might as well take our home on a
foreclosure as take us away from the
home,” McGee broke in darkly. For
the first time I got an inkling of where
the trouble lay. Molly nodded. She
turned to me.

“It’s this way,” she explained. “Ever
since we were married down by the
schnapps factory in Peoria, Jim and I
have longed for a home, pictured and
planned it in our minds. This is it.”

“But your success has brought you
the home. And aren’t you happy about
a new chance in a new field? Don’t
you get a Kkick out of the figures on
that contract? Why, you’ll be able to
build an even better home.”

Fibber McGee answered quickly:

“It isn’t that we aren’t appreciative.
Molly doesn’t mean that. Sure, suc-
cess built this home. Incidentally, we
don’t want a better one. We're happy
in this home—when we’re here, which
1sn’t often enough or long enough.
Certainly we’re glad to enter the
movies. But it means going away from
Wistful Vista. If we could just take
time out, now, to enjoy our dream-
home! But we can’t. Gotta keep go-
ing. It’s part of the game.”

HIS was a new McGee, this philos-

opher. I wanted him to continue. But
Molly interjected another doleful note.

“There are the children, too. Don’t
forget the children, Jim. They were
part of our dreams.”

It developed that the Jordans, dur-
ing the several weeks’ work in the
studio (they talked like it would be
years, aeons) were leaving behind
them sixteen-year-old Kathryn, comely
high school junior, and thirteen-year-
old Jimmy, eighth-grader, who sings
like Bing Crosby (says McGee).

“Let me show you the house,” Molly
cried impulsively. “Then maybe you’ll
understand what we’re talking about.”

She did, and I did.

The Vanastorbilts wouldn’t go for
this home, but any middle~class family
would dote on it. There are three

~large rooms downstairs, besides the

solarium. Three inviting bedrooms up-
stairs. In the basement, a huge play-

room for the younger Jordan genera-
tion.

Appointments are beyond reproach,
though Marian, a self-disparaging sort
of person, sometimes referred to her
“interior decorator’s nightmare.”

“No frills or freaks,” the First Lady
of the House of Jordan cheerfully
admitted. “But every inch is utilized.
We built this house to live in—if
they’ll let us.

“Jim inspected and gave his per-
sonal blessing to every timber and
brick and nail. He slunk around the
place day and night, till the neighbors
began to think the joint was haunted.”

Jim probably knew what he was do-
ing, at that. He's been not only a car-
penter and student of architecture, but
also a timekeeper, machinist, day-
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laborer, soldier, insurance agent and
problem child around Peoria.

The Fibber and Molly adroitly
parried questions about the money in-
volved in radio and movie contracts.
McGee observed:

“We're getting a lot of dough. but
we're in no position to do any plung-
ing. We're going slowly, paying on
annuities, looking to the future. In
the movies, we're untried. In radio

.

Above: The children see
Marion and Jim Jordan
off to Hollywood, Right:
A recent picture of the
Josdans, taken at haome

nobody can say what’s going to hap-
pen tomorrow.”

About their home, they both are
garrulous old gossips, pulling no
punches.

“fn the original contract it was sup-
posed to cost $10,000,” Jim recalled.
“As it stands now, including furnish-
ings, carpets, drapes and everything, I
figure it’s worth a good $15,000.”

Here in their own home, at least,
you couldn’t doubt that the Jordans
knew happiness.

Like millions of others, you see,
home life and comfort and security are
all that Jim and Marian Jordan care
deeply about. Luxury formed no part
of the earlier career of either, and now
that success has caught them up,
neither feels the need for extravagant
things.

Nothing ever came easily for the
Jordans, and what they have now
they cherish. Even their romance was
stormy. Jim was seventeen, Marian,
sixteen, when they décided to marry.

Peoria frowned on youthful marri-
ages. “Puppy love,” sniffed the citi-
zens. and asked, “How can that strip-
ling Jordan support a wife?”

Jim wondered about that himself,
but Marian didn't hesitate. Neither
has ever been sorry; but the going, in
spots, was painfully rough.

HEN the War came along, Jim

volunteered. In St. Nazaire he fell
ill. Thereafter he fought the battle of
pink pills and pale liquids in a base
hospital.

Meanwhile Marian taught violin,
voice and piano to Young America, or
to that part of Young Peoria she could
interest. Reunited after the firing had
ceased, they picked up four musicians
who played fifteen instruments and
began hitting the tank towns.

The Jordans then saw . vaudeville,
but vaudeville didn’t see them very
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clearly. In 1924 the doughty duo
turned to radio, never suspecting they
had grasped the magic key to success
and the things they most wanted—
home life, comfort, security.

For ten long years it looked like a
sour idea, with the hard-working Jor-
dans slotted for mediocrity. Marian
and Jim toiled diligently and quite
steadily around Chicago studios, never
quite producing that extra spark that
would mean stardom. They became
the O’Henry Twins, the Smith Family,
the Smackouts. They frolicked at the
Saturday Jamboree, whooped it up
with the Kaltenmeyer Kindergarten.

HEY were still in the dime-a-dozen

class less than three years ago wner,
overnight, the Fibber McGee and Mol-
ly program was born. Smash hit—
meteoric rise—fat contract—permanent
stardom.

For a while, now, you're hearing the
McGee radio broadcast as it originates
in a Hollywood studio. Between times
the beloved comics are toiling indus-
triously to score a four-star knockout
in their first cinemadventure. With
the calm confidence and optimism of
battle-scarred troupers, they are not
losing sleep over the outcome of this
epic in celluloid.

They will give their best and leave
the verdict in the lap of the gods,
hoping for a favorable pay-off. And
that'll be that.

Of deeper concern to Jim and Mari-
an Jordan, if you could peep into their
hearts, is the matter of their personal
happiness. Call it a Bluebird if you
will. For the Jordans he’s not in Hol-
lywood at all, but in the solarium of
the dream-home that is Wistful Vista.

Fibber McGee and Molly may be
heard Mondays over an NBC network
at 9 p.m, EDT (8 EST; 8 CDT; 7 CST;
6 MST; 5 PST).
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Broadczsting the latest n2ws .is nc
easy rmatter—it calls for alertness
and plenty of work. Here you see
Colum dia’s ace commentator, H. V
Kaltenborn, at the tetetype, pre-
paring material for his next airing
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CBS has many interesting programs, btt so far
as the children are ccncerned, few compare
with Dworothy Gordon's broadcasts. As a spell-
binder she’s “tops.” When she’s on =he air,
children crowd the s udio — and theusands
more it at home by the radio — enthralled
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Bob Burns, left, who teamas
up with 3ing Crosby in the
movies, as well as on the
air, has set Hollywocd
tongues te wagging. It is
said he'll soon marry his
secrelary, Harriet Fostar

Princeton's Dick Foran
came to Hallywood to make
western pictures, ended Lp
singing on the program
which feztures Burns and
Allen. Foran stands s x
feet tall, has wavy red hair
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Mrs. Franklin D. Roos=ve t ccnducts
an informal discussion of the dcmestic
side of White House life each VYAednes-
day evening on a sponm™ed pgrogram
over the NBC-Blue netwc+k. The money
she receives is turned ower to ckarity

Left: Leith Stevens, wiekdimg a taton,
is permanent conductor for the * Satur-
day Swing Session.” Each meek a noted
leader and his orchestra srz guests on
this program, which is rapilly becom-
ing one of CBS’s most pcpular f2ztures
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Akove: A recent picture of Rosa Pon-
selle, celebrated American soprano, who
made her operatic debut singing opposite
Czruso. She was married last Decem-
ber, is seen here at the Pimlico races

Kate Smith, “The Songbird of the
Scuth,” and Col. Jack Major attended a
circus recently, had a grand time. Kate
is a perennial favorite of the airways,
Major, a newcomer, the protege of Irvin
S. Cobb. Both of them are aired over CBS
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PLAY
DAYS

STARS THE WAY
THEY LOOK—TO
THE WORLD AND
TO EACH OTHER!
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Above (le’t tea right), you
see Bandlezder Lud Gluskir,
Songstress Stiriey Ross, Comic
Ken Murray, and Marlyn (“Oh,
Mama, that man is here agaii'")
Stuart. They re all on the seme
Wednesday grocram over CBS

You may be “amiliar with Ancy
Devine (left) on the air or
screen—but did you know he's
a horse-tradzr, and a good ome
at that? Hez is, and heres a
recent addilion to the stable
he and his fataer-in-law >wn

Radio’s Co lege Prexy Jdazk
Oakie tells fi*teen - year - cld
Songstress Judy Garland hew
the game is alaved—unaware of
the fact that she’s already wen!




This story was written just before
W. C. Fields accepted a contract with
the new Sunday evening coffee hour.
As a guest star, his success was tre-
mendous—and immediate. Now Bill
Fields is paying back to radio some of
the debt to it that he piled up during
his months of illness.

—THE EDITORS.

dEN I saw Bill Fields a few
Wmonths ago he Jooked as

though a gentle zephyr would
lay him among the daisies. When I
saw him a few days ago he looked like
a man who had found the fountain of
youth: dapper, spry—full of the joy
of living.

I don’t believe Bill ever realized just
how sick he really was. And now
that he 1s so hale and hearty again it
is doubtful if he ever will realize it.
But it is an open secret in Hollywood
that the Paramount executives never
thought he’d finish “Poppy”—his last
picture, made over a year ago.

When Bill Fields lay
critically ill in a
hospital for months,
unable to have any
visitors, he turned
to radio for compan-
ionship, found a new
interest in life.
Above: You see him
listening to one of
hisfavorite programs

“One guy said I walked jauntily to
the exit after a scene and collapsed,”
Bill grumbled. “I never collapsed in
my life. My legs just gave way. If,
instead of going in for a lot of doctors
and nurses I'd stuck to my drinking
I'd have been all right months ago.”

“Just what was the matter with
you, Bill?” I asked.

“Nothing,” he rasped. ‘Absolutely
nothing. I'd been working too hard
and needed rest. That’s all. But they
said I had neuritis, arthritis, a dis-
placed sacre-iliac, double pneumonia, a
relapse and another attack of double
pneumonia.”

Only a person who knows Bill’s
background can appreciate the punish-
ment his body has taken during the
course of his life. He ran away from
home when he was about eleven to
escape a beating his father wanted to
give him. He lived for weeks in a
cave, subsisting on what his friends
could steal from their homes to bring
him. He slept in box cars, in sheds,

in doorways—wherever he could find a
place to park his weary little body.
He sold papers, swept out pool-rooms
—anything to keep body and soul to-
gether. Instead of shrinking from
under-nourishment, Bill thrived on it.
He is as rugged as one of the Rocky
Mountains. If he hadn’t been he’d
never have pulled through.

“Did you ever beg?” I asked him.

“No-0,” he chortled. “I might have
resorted to larceny a few times—but
that’s as far as it went.”

WONDERED, even in the face of

Bill’s remarkable constitution, how
he had survived his recent illness.

“The radio saved my life,” he re-
marked simply.

“Radio!” 1 ejaculated incredulously,
knowing something of the staggering
sums Bill has paid doctors, nurses,
hospitals, etc.

“Yeah,” said Bill.

“I'd never cared much about radio.
But when I first went into the hospital

When “Poppy’’ was being filmed, Fields
rested ‘between the scenes-— like this!
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ithey wouldnt let me have any com-
pany. So I started fooling around with
the radio and before I knew it I was
a dyed-in-the-wool fan. The radio
saved my reason.

“l got to be so rabid on the subject
that when it came time for one of my
favorite programs I used to get into
my car and drive a block or two away
from the sanitarium so that when they
turned on the therapeutic machines
(as they always did when I particu-
larly wanted to listen to something),
it wouldn’t interfere with my recep-
tion.”

Bill snorted and I chuckled. That
act is as characteristic of him as his
firing five nurses during his illness.

“How did you get on with your
nurses, Bill?” I asked.

“I didn’t,” he shouted. ‘One morn-
ing one of them was changing my pa-
jamas. She got the coat on all right,
but when she began pulling on the
pants I felt like my toe-nails were be-
ing torn out by the roots, ‘Hey! I

S. R. MO OK

GIVEN UP BY DOCTORS, BILL FIELDS
PROVED HE WAS FAR FROM THROUGH
BY WINNING NEW LAURELS—IN RADIO!
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In screening his last
picture, “Poppy,’ Bill
became so ill that it
was feared he’d never
be able to see it fin-
But he did—
a great
recovery—for
thanks
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3ill took the hard
way to fame —
but achieved Iit.
Now he is a star.
Here he is, just
before losing his
health. Recently
he has turned to
radio, has become
a great sensation!

yelled, ‘Stop!” ‘What’s the matter?’
she asked, going right on pulling.
‘Quit looking at my face,’ I screamed;
‘look at my feet and see what you're
doing.! ‘Don’t yell at me like that,’
she screamed back, but she stopped
and looked. Instead of my pants, she
had got hold of a pillow case and was
trying to pull that on. One of my toe-
nails had got caught in the thing and
she was going right ahead yanking on
it.”

I yelled. As long as Bill is grum-
bling and finding fault with every-
thing and everybody around him I’'ll
never worry. It’ll be when everything
in Bill’'s life is sweetness and light
that I'll become alarmed

He reminds me of a stary he tells of
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a happening during his circus days in
Australia. He was appearing on a bill
with a girl named Valencia who work-
ed with cats (lions, tigers, leopards,
etc.). The animals cost her quite a
bit of money and were worth more
after they’d been trained. One of her
leopards got sick. She got a room
with twin beds, and one of her assist-
ants, a young boy, slept in one bed and
the sick leopard in the other. The first
night the leopard crawled out of her
bed, over to the boy’s, got into bed
with him, doubled her paws back so
the claws wouldn’t scratch and slept
with the boy. That continued for a
week. One morning Bill met Valencia.

“How's the cat?” he inquired.

“Oh, Bill,” she burbled, “I’'m so hap-
py. This morning the boy went to
scratch the cat’s ears and she snapped
at him. I think she’s getting better.”

So it is with Bill.

Bill was pacing up and down, up
and down. “Don’t mind me,” he apol-
ogized. “I was on my back so long I
have to keep getting up to make sure
my legs are really all right.”

Suddenly he looked at his watch.
“Rudy Vallee is on,” he announced.
“Let’s go listen to him.”

The guest of honor that day was a
star who had renounced Hollywood
and returned to the theater to act the
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Although not at all
averse to liquor,
Fields hasn't taken
a drink himself in
over a year, But
he keeps a well-
stocked bar be-
cause he enjoys
serving friends
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parts he wanted to—at a salary of
$100 a week.

“Can you imagine anyone being so
stage-struck he’d act for nothing?”
Bill demanded disgustedly.

When the broadcast was over we
discussed Bill’s appearance on the
Sunday night coffee hour as a guest.

“Was that really your first broad-
cast?” 1 asked.

“Yeah,” said Bill, “except for the
jubilee dinner they gave Adolph Zu-
kor to celebrate his twenty-fifth year
in pictures. I broadcast a short speech
from the hospital.

“I've had some offers for a program
of my own on the air. I'd like to do it
and I’ve laid out between fifty and
seventy-five thousand dollars this past
year on account of my illness. Some-
body’s got to pay for it and it might
as well be the radio people. But, ra-
dio! I'll tell you, my little chickadee,
the idea of getting up a good program,
once a week, week in and week out,
scares the daylights out of me.”

He paused a moment and then: “Ra-
dio has done so much for me that if I,
even in a small way, could give radio
audiences a tenth the enjoyment I've
got out of various programs I feel as
though I ought to do it. And then,
of course, there’s all that dough.”

I left Bill, chuckling to myself.
John Drinkwater, Lytton Strachey and
all the other great biographers rolled
into one could never get Bill Fields
onto paper as he actually is. How the
deuce are a few radio gagmen going
to evolve a fictional character that
even remotely approaches his own?

W. C. Fields may be heard Sundays
on the coffee hour over an NBC net-
work at 8 p.m. EDT (7 EST,; 7 CDT,
6 CST; 5 MST,; 4 PST).
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week, the termination next Jan-

uary 1 of the contract of the
sponsor with Amos 'n’ Andy—longest
single sponsorship in the history of
radio—was announced by Albert D.
Lasker, president of the advertising
agency handling the comedians, at the
request of Messrs. Correll and Gosden.
On Tuesday of last week, “Andy”
(Charles Correll) was sued for di-
vorce by his wife, Marie, in Superior
Court here. Mrs. Correll’s bill cited
two instances of cruelty, alleging a
slap “on the right side of the face”
administered here last Christmas Eve
and one on May 1 at Palm Springs,
Calif., at which time she also charges
he deserted her. Thus do America’s
kings of the air break into the news
in rapid succession . . . The report is
current that a new client will take
over “Amos 'n’ Andy” without change
of time or policy—but with increased
salaries for Amos 'n’ Andy . . . Mean-
while, pending the settlement of his

CHICAGO.-——On Monday of last
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Walter Huston (right) congratulates
Les Tremayne, the first radio actor
to get a contract that guarantees him
52 consecutive weeks of work a year

marital difficulties, Charlie Correll is
living in bachelor quarters at the Sun-
set Tower, Hollywood, California.

You’ll be missing Sade (Bernardine
Flynn Doherty) from the “Vie and
Sade” sketches around September I
when Bernardine anticipates a visit
from the stork . . . Incidentally, the
“Vic and Sade” sketch has all kinds
of fans. The other day a company of
Sioux Indians, in Chicago to present a
pageant, took time off to drop into the
NBC studios and give a few friendly
whoops for Vie, Sade and Rush. Rush
had a good time talking to the Indians,
who for years have been keeping up
with the story of the radio serial.

Romance Corner: Jack Costello, one
of the mikemen handling Parks John-
son’s and Wally Butterworth’s “Vox
Pop” show, will marry Mary Mar-
garet Sullivan, of Minneapolis, on
June 19 at St. Patrick’s Cathedral,
New York City . . . Another pro-
nouncer, Lester Griffith, of Chi-NBC,
and Laura Satterwhite just announced
that they were married on May 1 . . .
But Zarova, the glamorous Russian so-
prano of California Concert fame, just
won’t tell what that beautiful dia-
mond ring on her left hand means!

A card from Fibber McGee, in Hol-
lywood, says that he and Molly have
taken an apartment right across from
Mae West’s menage—but Fibber quvers
that it “just happened that way!”
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When CBS' “Broad-
way Varieties” cele-
brated an anniver-
sary recently, Oscar
Shaw, mec,gave
Singer Elizabeth
Lennox a bite of his
cake. Elizabeth
always wears a
“lucky”™ ring when
facing the mike,
likes red, hates
crowds. Oscar likes
to play poker, goif,
first got on the stage
as a chorus boy!

and

EVANS

Lots of plums—for the grand Sun-
day evening coffee hour of May 23 in
which Mary Boland stepped right
along in stride with Funnyman W. C.
Fields. Everything’s good about this
show . . For the sportsmanship of
Betty Lou Gerson in sending an or-
chid to Actress Templeton Fox on her
debut as lead in “Linda Fairchild,
Stepmother,” after Betty had tried
out for the part unsuccessfully . . . For
Walter Winchell and others who so
kindly volunteered to double for the
then ailing Jack Benny on Sunday,
May 23 . . . For Ranch Boy Jack Ross
who has kept a stiff upper lip and a
smile despite hard luck’s parade which
hospitalized his wife, brought one lit-
tle daughter down with pneumonia
and another with a broken finger .

Radio Guide @ Week

PLUMS
PRUNES

PLUMMER

Dramatically Speaking: Rgbert S.
and Helen Merrell Lynd’s famous
best-seller, “Middletown in Transition”
(alias Muncie, Ind.) may hit the air
soon as a serial entitled “Middletown.”
The script is by Lola Yoakem, Mun-
cian herself, who is well known to
Chicago and New York studios .
Every actor who ever has been cast in
“Today’s Children’” will be entertained
by Author Irna Phillips June 19 at a
party celebrating the sketch’s fifth an-
niversary on the air . . . Claiming their
laurels as skippers are Ruth Bailey of
the “Girl Alone” cast and Mikeman
Louie Roen, who last week sailed the
Roen sloop right into the teeth of a
Lake Michigan squall that had chased
every other craft into harbor . . . Ac-
tress-Announcer Bess Johnson back
from her N’Yawk jaunt after seeing

John Goldsworthy, who
as Bertie Gadsby. is m.c.
on NBC's Piccadilly
Music Hall, was born in
London, came to the
United States in 1900. In
1930 he entered radio, is
now heard from Chicago

her hubby, Don Ross, the summer

edition of the flavored dessert show
will also feature Joe Lewis, a very
funny lad who has amused audiences
iIn many prominent night spots from
Coast to Coast. Supporting those al-
ready mentioned will be a twenty-
eight-piece orchestra conducted by
Alfonso D’Arteaga, who has been an
arranger for many big-name ork pi-
lots . . . Don Wilson will continue his
word-spieling on this show for the
next three years at least. His new
contract also calls for a healthy in-
crease in salary, it is said.

iN ADDITION to Jame Froman and

Added to the mnew edition of the
Tuesday night auto show, featuring
Johnny Green’s orchestra, will be
Trudy Wood and the Rhythm Chorus
.~ . Deanna Durbin and Bobby Breen
sign off their Sunday night airing after
ane more broadcast . . . Sponsors of
the Joe Cook show are undecided
about continuing on the airlanes. If
the program does not go off. it is more
than likely to have a new cast.

Don’t be surprised if Dick Powell
makes a guest appearance on his fa-
vorite radio show—‘“Hollywood Ho-
tel” . . . They tell me that Claudette

How they do catch on! A network
press release says, “Prunes are the
favorite dish of Gale Page, songstress,
but for her singing, she really doesn’t
rate them.” 1 agree thoroughly.

Remember “Arabesque”? Its re-
vised version, with Joan Blaine in the
lead, will be brought to you wvery
shortly from Coast to Coast. That’s
the secret Joan and her representatives
have been keeping for a long time.
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Fred Allen program twice and taking
in the Broadway play “Excursion” . . .
Your new leading man of “Modern
Cinderella” is Dave Gothard, also fea-
tured in “Romance of Helen Trent.”
He replaced Eddie Dean.

Apropos of summer is the new song
composition of Jack (“Poetic Melo-
dies”) Fulton and John Hancock, who
announces the program. It’s tagged
“Tying Knots in Soda Straws.”

Celbert, who has never had a radio
show of her own, is being tempted
with a juicy contract and can just
about write her own ticket as far as
salary is concerned. She did a grand
job when she guested for Louella Par-
sons two weeks ago on the “Hotel.”

On the fourth of July, Smilin’ Ed
McConnell will have a celzbration of
his own, if you can call it a celebra-
tion. He signs off his current program
on that date but will be back again
on the new show over NBC, August
29. The time and station will be the
same as at present . . . Captain Tim
Healy goes off for the summer on
June 20 and he will be spending his
vacation making a film short, “The
Story Behind the Stamp,” based on
his radio series . . . “Twin Stars” will
sign off one week earlier than an-
nounced previously. They go June 20.

Buddy Rogers, being told that hus-
band-and-wife teams are quite a suc-
cess on the airlanes, is considering an
offer to appear on the air with his
reported frau-to-be, Mary Pickford.

Since A. L. Alexander’s “Good Will
Court” was taken from the air, he
has been thinking of a somewhat simi-

Eddie Dean, recent ‘“Modern Cin-
derella” leading man, and Heroine
Virginia Clark of “The Ramance of
Helen Trent” roller-coast in Chi-
cago's Riverview Park. Eddie’s hob-
by: sculpturing; Virginia's, yachting

INSIDE
STUFF

BY

MARTIN

lar program to take its place. He has
a new idea that he calls “Alexander’s
Arbitration Court.” This, according to
Alexander, is an improved program
which will employ prominent laymen
to settle differences between the “liti-
gants.” Unlike the “Good Will Court,”
both sides of the cases will be heard,
and what is more, decisions will be
rendered. They will be binding, since
both parties will be asked to sign pa-
pers agreeing to abide by the “arbi-
trator’s” findings. Omnce again it is
anticipated there will be arguments
for and against a program of this sort.
However, you may hear this program
on the air in the near future.

Carlton KaDell may get the an-
nouncing job on “Show Boat” when
that program docks in Hollywood . . .
“We, the People” is seeking a sponsor
for the fall. There is some talk about
Phil Lord coming through with an-
other bright idea for a radio show . . .
The CBS “Saturday Night Swing
Club” will celebrate its first birthday
on June 12 and will put on a spe-
cial hour show starting at midnight,
eastern time, picking up swing bands

while and no sooner did she get to New
York and her husband than offers were
made to have her do movie work back
in Hollywood. But Bobby Dolan said
an emphatic “no” to all of the offers!

The stork should have visited the
Lanny Ross abode by the time you
read this . . . Next October, Orchestra
Leader Al Donahue and his frau will
sing “There’s a Little Stranger Com-
ing to Our House” . . . Scribbling
about babies, one of my favorite top-
ics, reminds me of the odd situation
in the Ozzie Nelson household. Har-
riet is in Hollywood making movies.
Ozzie is doing one-night stands all
over the country, coming into New
York on Sundays only to do his broad-
cast with Robert Ripley. Their baby,
David, remains in New York in the
hands of a nurse. The baby won’t see
its mother for many weeks, sees its
father only a few hours on Sunday
afternoon between rehearsals. After
Daddy’s broadcast, Baby David is al-
ready sound asleep for the night.

Handicaps: Write down at least one
hundred for Golfer Pat (“Girl Alone”)

Left: Richard Bonelli, heard Satur-
days over CBS, made a recording on
Edison’s original phonograph while
visiting Ford’s Greenfield Viliage.
Here he's listening to the result

from here, there and everywhere, in-
cluding a band in Paris, France.

Robert Emmet Dolan, orchestra
leader on Jimmy Melton’s Sunday
Night Party, says that he and his wife
are together for the first time in
months. Mrs. Dolan is Vilma Ebsen,
sister of the movies’ Buddy Ebsen.
Vilma had been on the Coast for a
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Abpbve: Announcer Bill Perry says
gocd-by to his wife, leaves for Peru
to air the sun’s eclipse on June 8.
Mrs. Perry is well known to Broad-
way theater-goers as Claudia King

Murphy for his season’s starter. But
he did sink one birdie ... Add Poetry-
Reader Franklyn MacCormack to the
semi-pros with his almost eighty . . .
Also list those Pine Ridge, Ark., phil-
osophers, Lum and Abner. Both travel
the toughest courses in the seventies,
and Chester (Lum) Lauck expects to
enter this year’s Los Angeles Open
Tournament, this coming summer.
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Books and pencils—they’re the tools of the auto- Pride in a job well done: The girl with the book Autograph hunters stand in line—patiently, impatiently wait for etars SLAVE-aEaE Snons =l NI, o e

graph hunters' trade. Stars are besieged, belea- shoate W to & Trtend. In It W 3 néw aad 9aiced to enter, to exit from the studios. Here's a scene at the CBS Theater bit of scratch-paper on which he’s about to put his “John
guered at studio doors, in hotel rooms, on trains, on signature of a star. On these pages are scrawled No. 2 in New York with crowds of fans watching the stage door. This Henry.” Sometimes fans fold pieces of paper, put “I O U’s” on
the streets—by the inevitable outstretched hand. names—glven eagerly, angrily. Some stars have picture was snapped just after a Kate Smith Bandwagon broadcast. the side folded away from the person who is about to sign.
Some stars give autographs readily. Jessica Drag- signed books only to regret it. Invisible ink has Bits of scratch-paper often serve as stationery for star signatares Some write “l Love You” on the portion of the paper which
onette is one. Others don’t. This autograph book been used. Above signatures have been obliga- the star would not see if he did not examine it carefully, make
cost 29 cents, was bought at a New York chaln store tions which committed signers to pay and pay Photos by GENE LESTER, BERT LAWSON, CHARLES P. SEAWOOD sure of where he signed. Such tricks are not at all uncommon

| AUTOCRAPH HUNTERS— ARE THEY A NUISANCE?

o B

\

This could be any star—anywhere. Stars often deplore
the fact that fans are not “right guys,” that they at-
tempt to get money under false pretenses. They fold
bits of paper, write, on the side folded away from the
signer, “1.0.U.,” state a specific amount. This could be
thousands—but in this case it happens to be only $10

Autograph hunters put stars to much trouble. Too often—
some stars think. Fans want photos sent to them, want these
photos autographed. To mail them costs money—in great
quantities, a great deal of money. Some stars- fill all requests
they receive, some none. In this picture Lily Pons Is signing
photos for fans while secretaries prepare them for maillng

After each broadcast, fans surround “The Songbird of the South.” Kate As Jimmy Melton hurried.from a The top of the piano becomes a writing-desk
Smith treats them kindly, signs books, scratch-paper, envelopes. Always broadcast, thought himself past the as Gladys Swarthout gives autograph seekers
good-humored, Kate never becomes perturbed no matter how large, how autograph crowd, this girl stopped her pen-and-ink signature. Attractive women
obnoxious crowds of fans may be. She loves all the world, and all the world him. The book was upside down— stars win many a broad smile from the male
loves her. From year to year she remains one of radio’s most popular stars but nobody seemed to mind that! growp of fans. Miss Swarthout gets her share!
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Sometimes famed Violinist Dave Rubinoff visits high schools, plays Believe-it-or-not Robert L. Ripley him- Handwriting experts could write “Black Sheep” for his radio role, Joe Pen- Efdie DantosrILEboak Samane had, Bon - VR Y o e A N s T e il
at school assemblies. He did here—and the freshmen, sophomores, seif. Whether he'd pay for this picture as thousands of words, could claim ner still finds himself surrounded by child cil in the other. His signature is one of proach him after his cigarette broadcasts. Whether auto-
juniors, seniors rushed to the edge of the platform, sought the sig- an oddity Is doubtful. Always he smiles, to read character in the lines and fans who remember him as the “Wanna the most important in any fan’s autograph graph seekers are a menace or not has been a moot ques-
nature of the great man. Newspaper and magazine writers have signs, likes to meet his admiring fans. Here curlicues. But not so the fans. buy a duck?’ man (by grown-ups, too). book. And Eddie is one of the most ton, still @=. 17 “thewe ‘wone mo WaharWith ‘ciiminal Sucks
often found Dave a hard man to interview, have complained long he's seen at Radio Clty's biggest audience They look at these names of stars Books, pencile—hem him in after Holly- obliging of all radio stars—with pen or RAVGRS Fol SIS WISKIC BRve T RUeton. e pie

and loudly. But not the fans. To them Dave is kind, considerate studio—known as 8-H, pleasing his fans with affection, pride, gloating wood airings. He remains a popular star pencil. He'll sign whenever he’s asked books, no matter how tiring. But such is not the case


































































This file including all text and images are from scans of a private
personal collection and have been scanned for archival and research
purposes. This file may be freely distributed, but not sold on ebay

or on any commercial sites, catalogs, booths or kiosks, either as reprints
or by electronic methods. This file may be downloaded without charge
from the Radio Researchers Group website at http://www.otrr.org/

Please help in the preservation of old time radio by supporting legitimate
organizations who strive to preserve and restore the programs and related
information.
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