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Mercury brings you all the

your favorite artists; what
what's happening to thenn

nnicrophones. Follow Mercury

.IN PAN ALLEY can't resist that impulse to

inject naughty insinuations into its ballads. And
the Hollywood songsmiths, if anything, are even

more dextrous in devising dirty ditties. Between
them they are taking many liberties with the lyrics

and producing numbers altogether too hot for the

kilocycles. Result is, the song censors are again

functioning in the air castles.

Really, the radio rajahs are being hard pressed

to preserve their vaunted 99 and 47/100 percentage

of purity. Heretofore their stars have been im-
mune—or lucky—and they have been untainted by
the breath of scandal. Now their records—and
such records !—of bed time stories are being played
in the divorce courts, and the front pages of the

newspapers are ablaze with their didoes. And whis-

perers are circulating spicy yarns of great goings-

on between sponsors and songbirds, the same pres-

aging no good to the industry.

To further confound the microphone moguls,

Actors Equity charges graft, favoritism and a sur-

prisingly low standard of wages and working con-

ditions with the smaller fry of radio actors.

Famous band leaders are represented as refusing

to play numbers unless song publishers cross their

palms with silver, gold no longer being legal;

directors and minor officials are reported compelling the

better paid performers and musicians to "kick-back" part

of their salaries; and numerous other rackets are played in

the studios—according to common gossip.

.'Ml these things are causing executives of the National

Broadcasting Company and Columbia sleepless nights.

They don't like to think that Radio is going Hollywood but

that conviction is being forced upon them. It would appear

that Radio, now fourteen years old, is no longer in its

infancy.

All is not joy in Alice Joy's home. She is suing her hubby
for divorce in Chicago. He is Captain E. Robert Burns, an

ace in the Canadian Air Corps during the World War. . . .

Buddy Rogers is all upset because people persist in en-

gaging him to Mary Pickford. "I'm engaged to no girl

and never will be", says Buddy. "I'm always going to be

a bachelor." Always is an awful long time. . . . Will

Osborne's new radio contract becomes null if he marries. . .

.

At the time of the raid on New York City's Welfare Island

prison with the exposure of conditions among a certain



The Hunt for

TALENT
i£.#

CK^

I F there is any one field or profession where the odds, judged by

past record, and the conditions, considering present circumstances,

are against the unknown seeking success, it is in the radio broadcasting

field.

So many hopefuls with nothing but their own belief in their talents

and the praises of relatives or friends in the home town to bolster

their courage write to this magazine asking "How con I become a

radio star?" The answer is almost "via the route to Mars." Tenors

who croon in their own parlors, pretty little blondes who think they can

imitate Ruth Etting all seem to believe that they only need an audition

to become one of the radio famous. Thousands of them have bom-
barded the broadcast studios in the past year, so many thousands

of them are granted what they believe is the privilege of an audition

before some important executive, and then immediately forgotten

by everybody but themselves, that the whole routine of present-day

auditioning is a tragedy. The breach between an audition and a

sponsored program is wider than the gap between a visit to a third-rate

theatrical agent who wants a deposit in advance and stellar billing in

an M-G-M super-special film production.

Occasionally some unheralded newcomer does get a break on a
program and jumps right into popularity with on unusual appeal, but
these events are so rare that they ore epochal. Unless some radio

celebrity is personally interested -in the stranger at the microphone
or some executive is determined to give the unknown every opportunity,

the unheralded applicant for broadcast recognition nas as much
chance of getting it as you or I have of swimming the Atlantic. The
prevalent prejudice against talent not yet established in any definite

field of entertainment is too big a handicap for any but an applicant
whose first hearing actually proves the promise of sensational and
immediate success.

Out of more than 20,000 men, women, precocious children and
barking dogs who were auditioned by one of the big chains last year,

two eventually reached radio prominence. Now what chance has
Mary Smith from Gainesville or Tom Jones from Scranton in the'face
of those statistics?

Even the well-known artists from the theater and the movies and
the concert stage have gone through long processes of many auditions

and then never had anything result from the heart-breaking negotia-
tions.

The fault is partly that of the broadcast people who have no faith

in embryonic talent and really do not give obscure applicants a fair

chance. Then, too, there is the ridiculous presumption of the mediocre
performers who aspire beyond their own possibilities.

It may sound harsh and hard to discourage ambition which will take
some hopeful man or woman to a studio day after day, trying out his

stuff before those who are only mildly attentive at best, but it's really

kindness to give warning against the almost overwhelming handicaps
which ore existing at present.

Though I know that in spite of the failures, regardless of all the
thousands and thousands of experiences that preceded failure this

year will probably see the same long lines in pathetic parade to the
audition rooms. For each one thinks his own cose is different.

T. JLJl.
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•'( A voice in tiie wilderness has gone
out on airwaves to reach crowded
centers and remote places with a
message so sincere it cannot be
ignored. In a few years, from a
station in Detroit, Father Coughlin
has become "The Shepherd of

the Air" and his words have been-
a pertinent message to all types and
all creeds whether he talks on

politics, economics or religion. This amazing man, who
has so strongly become an outstanding figure in radio,

has a thrilling story aside from his association- and
mission. Next month RADIO MIRROR brings you
the inside story- and the informal pen portrait of Father

Coughlin and promises you one of the most humanly
interesting stories your broadcast
magazine has ever run.

Life isn't all "ducky" for the funny-

mouthed Joe Penner. Read in the

June RADIO MIRROR what fate

and facts did to the amazing Mr.
Penner to develop his propensity

^^^^ for national laughter in an exciting,

^ ^^J^^B- entertaining story by Mike Porter,

."^^j^^H who has brought so many interesting
' ^ * ^^^" jir personalities to these pages.

Psychologists say there's a life story behind every
voice; that happiness con be detected in one's voice.

If that is so, there's a logical reason for the dulcet

tones that make Julia Sanderson's broadcast a happy
weekly event on a national hookup. Ada Patterson,

who knew Miss Sanderson when, and has followed
her varied career in many fields, will tell you the

reason for Julia Sanderson's mellow voice and tinkling

laughter as it reaches your receivers.

Fat or thin, jazz-minded or delving

into concert arrangements, Paul

Whiteman is always himself, and
by that we mean a celebrity who
has reached the top and always
remains himself. An intimate friend

and an exacting critic of his. Herb
Cruikshank, one of your favorite

RADIO MIRROR writers, will tell

you all about Paul, his career and
his personal life in next month's issue.

Kate Smith continues the interesting story of her own
life and success,- we have a story about Tamora you
have never heard before and which we promise will

be a pleasant surprise. Then there's

the glamorous story behind Enric

Madriguera's Park Avenue arrival.

Besides, dozens of other features

which we promise will make the

June issue of RADIO MIRROR the

outstanding number in its young and
progressive existence; fashions with
Ruth Etting; FHomemaking features

that will send you right into your
kitchens; intimate photographs better

than ever before; news and gossip that will take you
into the studios and into the homes of your favorites;

but wait until you read it and we know you will like it.
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RADIO MIRROR ^
DARLING OLD COUPLE
ACROSS THE COURT.
I USED TO THINK JOHN
AND I WOULD GROW
OLD THAT WAY
TOGETHER . INSTEAD
HERE I AM.... ALONE
. . . UNWANTED . GETTING

MY GRAY HAIRS OVER
A CROSS-WORD PUZZLE

&'^

LATEK ajriend drops in_ helps
solve thepiMiU

THEN CONNIE, FIVE DOWN
MUST BE *B.O!JODOROF OH...ER...I SUPPOSE
LONELINESS.'hOW silly,' EVERYBODY SHOULD
IF PEOPLE ARE LONELY PLAY SAFE, i'm CRAZY
BECAUSE THEY HAVE *B.Or ABOUT LI FEBUOY, MYSELF
WHY THEN I'M THE WORLD'S /

WORST OFFENDER „ - >^ /

NEXT DAY

I TOOK Connie's

ADVICE -CHANGED
TO LIFEBUOY. IF BY
ANY CHANCE 'B.Of

WERE THE REASON
JOHN CHANGED- i'm

SURE I COULD WIN
HIM BACK NOW

*b.o!gone_
herbachelordatfs otferf

JOHN, DARLING , I'M OOnV HAVE TO
GOING TO TRY SO TRY, HONEY.JUST

HARD TO MAKE STAY AS YOU
YOU HAPPY ARE NOW

YOU WONDER HOW I KEEP MY
C0MPL6KION SO LOVELY—

THERE'S THE ANSWER!

SO SAY thousands upon thousands

of women. Lifebuoy keeps theii

complexions clear and fresh—let it do
the same iotyours. Its gentle, searching

lather penetrates pores— coaxes out

clogged wastes— adds soft, youthful

radiance to dull skin.

The richest lather ever
Lifebuoy gives handfuls of creamy
lather whether the water is hard or

soft, hot or cold. Wonderful for your
bath! Its quickly-vanishing, hygienic

scent tells you Lifebuoy gives extra

protection. Its deep-cleansing lather

purifies and deodorizes pores — stops

"B.O." {body odor).

SME MATEO]) WASH Uf^TDE
/TwORKUKEA
I SLAVE SCR066IMG
^ AND BOILING

5TILLTHGaOTHES
NEVER LOOK

REALLY WHITE

/siaY CHILD !CHANG£\
(to RINSO-IT SOAKS 1

(OUT DIRT. CLOTHES (
lC0ME40R5SHAD€S>|
I _^«ITER WITHOUT

: «^,SCRUBBING

I

1^

DO YOU BLAME MG FOR BEING
PROUD OF MY WIFE?

No WONDER he's proud of her! She
doesn't scrub clothes threadbare— she

soaks them 4 or 5 shades whiter in Rinso suds.

Clothes last 2 or 3 times longer!

NEXT MONDAY EVENING

/I'M so HAPPY, JIM! I'M USING
{ RINSO NOW- FOR THE WASH,
(FOR THE DISHES AND ALL

) CLEANING. ^S^^~^/ -N
[IT SAVES SO JlPl^fc. MT SAVES YOUR'

[much WORK ^^^J^W HANDS, TOQ

ROSALIND \

^-THeY'RE

'.^^.^ILOVEIY!

Makers of 40 famous washers recommend
Rinso. Safe for colors—easy on hands. A
little gives a lot of rich, lasting suds even in

hardest tt/d/er. Wonderful for dishes and all

cleaning. Tested and approved by Good
Housekeeping Institute. Get Rinso today.

W>tO^



latest gossip and news about
they're doing on the air and
when they're not facing the

and know everything!

for the New York Evening Journal. Sobol found her suum-

ming a guitar and singing sad Russian songs in an obscure

East Side cafe. His extolling of her talents brought her to

Broadway and Radio Row.*****
Speaking of Tamara and "Smoke Gets In Your Eyes",

did you hear about the maestro who lost his job with a

cigarette sponsor because he insisted upon using that num-

ber as a theme song? it wasn't the tune that the ciggie

concern objected to, of course, but the words. The

origin <jf the melody of this song, by the way.

has been traced by Harry Horlick,

the A. & P. Gypsy Chief,

'way back into antiquity.

Horlick found that it was

similar in theme to a Rus-

sian folk song which in

turn was inspired by Men-
delsohn's "Spring Song".

And that is supposed to

have been founded on

"Traumerie"—but why go

back any further?
* * *

Some gag writers are as

temperamental as some

comedians. David Free-

man, collaborator with Ed-

die Cantor, hires a press

agent to see that his good

deeds are not ignored by

the public press. Result is

he gets full credit for Can-

tor's comicalities, thereby

upsetting the equilibrium

of Wolfe Gilbert, a co-

worker in the vineyard of

fun who buys advertising

space in a theatrical weekly

to print an affectionate

{Continued on page 62)

Ethel Merman goes over a
west coast broadcast with

Raymond Paige, maestro of

programs out of Hollywood

by MERCURY

!

type of male convicts. Musical Director Peter Van Steeden

suggested that the name be changed to Welfairy Island. . . .

Lottie Briscoe, a movie queen 'way back in 1910, frequently

appears in NBC dramatic sketches. . . . You may not be-

lieve it but it's the gospel truth that one of the actresses

in Fred Allen's Revue is a lady named Minerva Pious. . . .

Columbia announcers in a secret poll voted Edith Murray
their favorite girl singer. . . . Joey Nash, vocalist with Rich-

ard Himber's orchestra, took exception to the statement of

a certain tenor that he could hold a note a full minute.

"Why, I've held his personal note for more than two /— y 1—:::

years," he cracked. . . . Tamara, the beautiful heroine / ^la.^^ CL^^^
of "Roberta" and the girl who made "Smoke Gets In / ,.£ili^ ^acu/^^
Your Eyes" famous in that show and on the air, is /r*J 2.^^

^^cj^l*^.

a discovery of Louis Sobol, Broadway columnist

y^^
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Behind the scenes in the

White House when the

country's outstanding

radio figure takes the air

* * * *

II IE owner of the most famous voice in America has

merely let nature take its course: he has neither
^ cosseted the remarkable vocal organ with throat

lozenges nor wearied it with diction exercises.

This 1 learned on excellent authority the other day in

Washington where I had gone on assignment from Radio
Mirror's editor to discover firsthand what the champion
broadcaster of this country thinks of broadcasting. I was
not, however, neglecting my dut}' when 1 paused to pick

up the bit about the famous radio voice for champion
broadcaster and owner of the most talked-of voice are one

and the same illustrious person no other than the President

of the United States.

Mere for once is a title that nobody seems inclined to

dispute. Ever since March 4, 1933, radio officials have been

bragging about Eranklin D. Roosevelt's wonderful air per-

sonality and fans have been writing ecstatic letters about
it. Recently at one of the stations, I even heard a hard-

boiled engineer compare the President's air performances
to those of other Eirst Gentlemen to the former's great ad-

vantage and end bj- characterizing him with slangy but

earnest enthusiasm as "a sweetheart" on the ether waves.

With all the broadcasting world extolling him. it is pleas-

ant to report that President f^oosevelt thinks just as highly

of radio as radio does of him.

I discovered that he definitely attributes a great deal of

the succe.ss of his reconstruction program to the facilities

the great chains have put into his hands that enable him
to reach all the people of the country simultanecnisly when
he has a message for them.

That is not to say that radio gets all the credit. Every-
body around him knows how the President feels about the

loyal cooperation he has had from the newspapers and
newspaper boys who keep the people completely informed
of all that goes on in their national capital.

But broadcasting performs a peculiarly important service

by carrying the President's own voice with all its warmth,
sincerity and charm to the homes of his auditors when they
sit relaxed at the emi of the day ready to listen and respond
to the friendliness and optimism that come to them out of

the air from the White House.

With characteristic modesty our chief executive main-
tains that his radio contacts are responsible for the fact

that he gets each day at least ten times as many letters

as any of his predecessors ever did. Sure enough, many of

the letters of suggestion and comment are direct responses

to the President's microphone efforts to make every citizen

feel himself a partner in the new ventures.

Erom his first broadcast President Roosevelt has been

perfectly at home on the air. He never, for instance, has

known the meaning of mike fright, and looked mildly sur-

prised when he was told that heaps of stage and screen

performers, entirely self-possessed on their native heaths,

yet suffer acutely from a species of buck ague when they

face the disc which makes the world their stage.

Also, Mr. Roosevelt takes not the slightest credit to him-

self that his is what engineers and executives call the ideal

radio voice. As I said in the beginning, he has no rules for

broadcasting, goes through no complicated regimen of

preparation. So far as he is concerned, a radio voice is ju.st

one of those things you have or haven't, like blue e3'es or

brown.

'fhe people of New York State first disco\ered the Roose-

velt radio vcjice four years ago when as governor, Mr.

Roosevelt began to broadcast. Keeping in touch with his

constituency by air became a habit with him until now he

reaches probably tlie largest audience of any broadcaster

in the world.

Never did a voice in public life create .so much discus-

sion—partly of course because, until radio, voices were not

so important politically, but mostly because the voice really

is extraordinary. The control room personnel beam as

they listen to it, and even such a conservative group as the

National As.sociation of Teachers of Speech not long ago

hailed the President as using the best American English

spoken in this country. The speech teachers called his

choice of words "lively, varied, excellently pronounced and
enunciated."

The point is, of course, that unlike the average possessor

of a Harvard accent. President Roosevelt uses simple lan-

guage and speaks without making the listener conscious of

his pronunciation, lie is, in short, an American citizen who
speaks English and it is too bad that this being so, he

should be so unique.

It interested me to hear that there is another excellent

radio voice in the Roosevelt family—that of James, the

President's eldest son. Indeed, when James goes on the air

he sounds so much like his father that even members of

the family can scarcely tell the difference.

Perhaps you think when the {Continued on page 47)

by MARY MARGARET McBRIDE
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VARIOUS interviewers have

asked me, "Do you ever fall

in love, Kate?" or "Do you

wish you led a quiet family life?"

Now I'm speaking for myself, and

I'm going to cover questions which

have never been asked, and answer

some questions to which I have

never had the time to fully reply.

Does anybody know that I was
underweight when I was born? Yes,

I was absolutely scrawny as a baby
and as a young child, brown-eyed

and tow-headed. Now look at me!
My silhouette has completely

changed and my hair has darkened

to a light brown in my twenty-four

years on the good earth. All of

which goes to show that parents

can't afford to draw hasty conclu-

sions about the future appearance of their youngsters.

I was born twenty-four years ago in what was then a

little village across the Potomac River from Washington

—

Greenville, Virginia. The two places are not far apart, but

my mother wanted me to be born beyond the Mason and
Dixon line.

My mother, Charlotte Smith, loved the green country of

Virginia, but as my father was in the newspaper business in

the Capital, they bought a comfortable frame house on B
Street, where I grew up. In those days, Washington was
not as citified as it is now. We had a large back yard with

a pear tree in it, and a front lawn well worn in some spots

by one o' cat games, and croquet.

In a way, I was a problem child, because I never spoke

in more than monosyllables until I was four. When it

was time that most babies begin to replace words and sen-

tences for their babble, I stopped babbling and remained

as silent as the Sphynx. I just wouldn't talk, and no amount
of coaxing or suggestion did any good. My family were
terribly worried about this reluctance to speak, because

it seemed that I was a backward child.

Then suddenly one day—without any conspiracy on the

8

Here's Kate as flie tomboy
of her Washington school days

before she ever sang

part of the grown-ups—something

happened which broke my apparent

vow of silence! Mother used to

play the organ at the church and I,

who adored to listen to the vibrant

music, always tagged along to choir

rehearsal with her. This particular

day, 1 was tremendously thrilled by
the soprano voice of the woman who
was rehearsing a solo for Sunday
morning. In fact, I was so im-

pressed, that I began to imitate her

when I returned home. Mother

heard me singing and mumbling
what lyrics I could remember—and

from that day on I chattered like a

magpie and sang as incessantly as a

canary.

As far back as 1 can remember, I

had every kind of pet imaginable

crowded in our back yard—chickens, dogs, cats, guinea pigs,

rabbits, pigeons, turtles—in fact, everything but prehis-

toric monsters! I mothered every stray kitten and
scrawny pup that appeared. Whenever my animals died, I

held elaborate funeral services under the pear tree, with the

neighborhood clan as mourners.

I think I spent at least half my childhood on the front-

steps of our Washington home. My gang all played

"school" and "button, button, who's got the button" on

those wooden steps. And I'd sit there to sew my doll

clothes, knit my first sweater, and read about the Bobsy
Twins' adventures.

Another favorite haunt of mine was that staunch old

pear tree in the back yard. The boys in my clan helped me
build a plank platform in a crotch of the tree, and I used

to climb up there on a stepladder, dragging up a small

wicker chair. It was my way of "getting away from it all",

and I used to sit up there to meditate if I had had a scold-

ing from Mother, or a quarrel with one of my chums.

However, I couldn't drag Billy, my grand old bulldog, up
there with me, and he would destroy the peacefulness of my
meditation by barking at me from below, and anxiously



n e r time is

spent making
other people
happy, but what
does life do for

Kate Smith?
Here for the first

time she tells all

—her past and
her future plans

pawing the tree-trunk. One
day, I fell off the platform,

but no bones were broken

—

although my mother, who
heard my yells, told me that

ten years were scared off her

life! However, I was quite a

tomboy, and she soon got used

to having me come home
scratched and bumped.

Christmas was the most im-

portant day in the year to me
as a kid. I utterly believed iii

Santa Claus until I was nine.

Every year I wrote a letter to

him. describing exactly what
I wanted him to tote down the

chimney for me. I put it on
the top of the stove, and be-

lieved that the message would
go up in smoke and reach him
like radio in the magic place

where he lived. 1 hardly slept

a wink the night before Christ-

mas! I stayed awake listening

for jingling bells up above the

roof, and my imagination was so strong that I often thought
I heard them.

My mother and father never disillusioned me—but one
of the older boys in the neighborhood finally broke the

terrible news to me that there was no such person as Santa
Claus. I went to Grandfather to make sure this was true,

and he confessed that he trimmed the tree

!

Mother and father let me have full rein as a kid. They
weren't the kind of parents to restrain me. They didn't

often administer spankings—and their method was to make
me feel ashamed if I had misbehaved—(an unworthy mem-
ber of the Smith household!)

The most infallible way of encouraging good behavior
was to flatter me. If anybody said, "Katherine's such a

good little girl. She always is a darling"—then I'd sit

up and smile just like a cherub. I did hate to be imperi-

Kafe Smith as

many pleasant

she is today, the Songbird of the South, the happy harbinger of

hours to millions of her unknown audiences all over the world.

ously ordered around by any grown-up relatives, and I'd

obey rather ungraciously.

1 think the worst thing I ever did as a kid was to go

around the house with a pair of scissors and one of my
father's straight razors, scraping off strips of wallpaper,

snipping off tassels, pieces of bureau scarves, and the fringe

of rugs. The grand finale was cutting most of my own
hair off! Whew! I can still see mother's face as she

walked into the room and took a good astonished look at

the debris! (That day Katherine Elizabeth Smith DID
get spanked!)

I was a disconcerting combination of a tomboy and a

regular little girl. I adored my dolls, and was always mak-
ing them new dresses out of scraps from mother's sewing

basket. But I liked nothing better than a good noisy game
Qf cops 'n robbers with the gang (Continued on page 56)



s the AMERICAN
becoming a HOME-SPUN
WELL, folks, all I know about Will Rogers is what

I read in the papers—or hear on the radio.

The hearin' part generally comes in the
evenin', and the readin' next mornin'. Like a while back I

heard Will say that this here little doggie we've been singin'

about is really a coyote instead of a cow. Next mornin'
came an awful howl in the newspapers from the Amalga-
mated Crooning Cowboys' Association, or some sich. The
boys were all het up over it. And more 'specially over this

renegade's crack that a cowhand cain't sing nohow.
Then another time I tuned in on Will he referred to

Will Rogers packs a
political wallop

in his own
peculiar

style

"nigger" spirituals instead of Negro spirituals, like we all

do when we get South of Harlem, or North of it. And
although Will was all full of compliments about Ethiopean

harmonics, the papers were crammed with the rantings of

claques and cliques that infest these prairies and spend

money to register indignation, wrath and venom via Western

Union.

I've noticed that if Will says something nice about the

Democrats, the Republicans get a mad on right quick. Then,

next time, like as not, it's the Democrats got their dander

up and go around whisperin' that Will is just a Hoover in

homespun. But there's a whole passel

o' folks, fifty-sixty million or so, who
don't give a hoot-owl's howl about

crooners, cowboys. Democrats, Repub-
licans, cliques or claques. And it's these

fellers who chuckle when Rogers

chuckles, and snort when he snorts.

Yes, sir and ma'am. Will's got a fol-

lowin', and while he ain't never been

elected much 'ceptin' Mayor of Beverly

Hills, he's generally right in the run-

nin' with a couple of votes for every-

thing from President down—or up, ac-

cording to who's nominated. He doesn't

precisely hold a mandate from the

people, but then, who does? Will has

called himself by various titles at

various times. Once he was "Unofficial

Ambassador". Just figured that was
what the country and the publishers

needed, so appointed himself to the job.

And did all right for all parties inter-

ested, especially Will, Mrs. Rogers and
the three kids.

Another time Will was the "Home-
spun Philosopher", a sort of feller

such as hangs around the cracker-bar-

rel and is pointed out to the city slick-

ers as a "character". A Vice-President

of the United States, with a phiz like

a cactus plant, conferred a boon on
Will by callin' him "01' Hoss Face",

which was right up Rogers alley, and
perfectly in keeping with the portrayal

.

which puts him right along in the class

with Joe Jefferson, James A. Hearne
and other fine, old thespians who de-

voted their lives and talents to putting

on a show for the Great American Pub-
lic.

Things are seldom what they seem.

And Will Rogers is one of 'em. His,

in the last analysis, is not the "com-
mon touch". His is not the voice of

the peepul. His comments, for one
thing, are far too shrewd and penetrat-

ing. They are the remarks of a politi-

cian; of one who can discuss political

trends with understanding, clarity and
accuracy; of one familiar with the in-

Here's Will Rogers all dressed up in the kind of
clothes_hej)rears wK«» ^e't just a private citizen
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tlerlocking directorate of politics, big-

business and international alliances that

form the actual government of the

country. But for all the world like the

zany who pushed his wheel-barrow up-

side down because if he turned it right

side up they'd put bricks in it, Will

snaps over his sharp observations with

the blandness of the bumpkin.
Rogers manages to arouse the ire of

the few, but he might easily antagonize

the many by merely being as pompous
in person as are his philosophies once

reduced to essentials and put into lan-

guage smacking less of alfalfa. In his

present character the public may pat-

ronize him a little as a paid entertainer.

He fixes it so the masses may feel a

little superior, even when he drops in on
princes and potentates, presumably
with hayseed in his hair and a wad of

gum in his jaw. But if Will sounded off

with chest-thumping oratory, the news-

paper and radio intelligentsia would
get them a new boy.

Although Mr. Rogers as producer of

his one man show has cast himself in

the role of clodhopper, or Son of the

Soil, as you prefer, the record shows
differently. If Will wasn't born quite

literally with a silver spoon in his

mouth, he was born with money in the

bank. And they had gold in banks in

those days, too. For although he made
his debut in a one street, if scarcely a

one-horse town. Pa Rogers was—guess

what?—the President of the bank!

Nor was Will any doggie turned loose

in the prairie to just grow-up. For the

time and place he got a better start

than most—school at Neosho, Missouri,

and later the Kemper Military Acade-
my at Booneville. Not Harvard and
West Point, perhaps, but pretty good for the Indian Terri-

tory forty years ago. And while you might imagine that

the Rogers peregrinations from the home fences was a

matter of the Saturday night ride to town, he is one of the

most widely travelled men in modem life. He has a record

now as probably the world's champion aerial passenger.

He's flown further than a drummer rides on smokers. And
he began that wandering way back yonder when Oklahoma
was given over to Osage, Crow, Chicasha and Caw blanket

braves as the last spot on the Continent to be of any value

to the noble White Man. That was before they found oil.

But that's another story.

1 don't know just where Will's much-vaunted Claremore
comes into the story, for according to the vital statistics, a

dot called Oolahgah was his birthplace. Maybe they

changed the name. But they hadn't on November 4, 1879,

and that was the day when the Bank President bought
cigars to celebrate the advent of a son christened William.

Will filled in some time as a ranch hand. That was a

cattle country then, and the babies used to rope their

bottles, play with lariats and ride Daddy's knee with bell-

spurs. Naturally, Will learned to ride and rope and use a

branding iron. It was as well understood that he should

be a cow-man as it is for a Yale alumnus to sell bonds.

At that, though, Mrs. Rogers wanted her boy to be a

Methodist preacher. If he had, he'd have out-Billied

Sunday.

But at an early age Will wanted to get away from it all.

The confining atmosphere of Oolahgah stifled him, so he

and a youthful pal headed for the Argentine, and as the

"Caricola" was unknown then, the boys must be credited

with a typical American kid desire to play Indian, or as

Indians smelled most unromantic, to play gaucho. So for

a while they roamed the Pampas.
Stranded in Buenos Aires, the young adventurer mani-

cured mules on a transport (Continued on page 49)

HERB CRUIKSHANK
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When Lopez directs, the result is smooth music perfectly played.

"Lopez speaking" was

the first salufation from

an orchestra leader ever

heard on the airwaves

and the good-looking

baton wielder and his

band are still going strong

VINCENT LOPEZ' parents wanted him to be a mis-

sionary. Lopez fancied the idea himself, but with a

difference. His parents dreamed of him spreading

the gospel in China. Lopez dreamed of spreading the mu-
sical gospel in America. Lopez dreamed true, but the

realities of his dream were not always clear sailing.

"No career," philosophizes Lopez, "is without its bad
breaks and its storms."

Particularly so with a man of Lopez' temperament.

Bom in Brooklyn, New York on December 30th, 1897 of

Spanish and Portugese parents, Vincent Lopez inherited the

dark, suave charm of his Latin traditions. He is emotional

but appears to be unemotidhal. He is shy, yet appears to

be aloof. He is friendly, yet seems to be high hat at times.

This is easily explained. Lopez is near-sighted, but he wears

glasses only when he reads. In a large room, people. arc-Only

blurred images to him.

His hair is black and combed to a lacquered shine. His

face is round and full. He has liquid brown eyes and long

heavy lashes that droop sleepily. Beneath them, however,

his eyes are not sleepy. When he is playing the piano or

directing his band, his eyes frequently seem to be closed.

They aren't. He has merely permitted his lashes to droop
lower than usual. He is always immaculate. Though clothes

may not make the man, Lopez believes they play a signifi-

cant part.

Women are fascinated by him—that is, many women are.

But five feet six inches tall and rather stockily built, his

appearance is heightened by his charm of manner. Lopez

has a way with a woman. He might be in a crowded, fes-

tive cafe, but if he is with a woman she alone appears to

exist for him. He is punctilious and solicitous about little

things. A woman is usually enraptured by this trait in a

man. Lopez knows hundreds of women, yet he never dis-

cusses his feminine friends.

"Some matters," Lopez explains with quiet finality, "are

sacred."

He has been teased about his reticence in such affairs,

but he merely smiles and keeps his own counsel. Indirectly,

I have heard of a few women who at one time were so

enamoured of Lopez that they threatened to commit sui-

cide if each were not called the One Woman. Thus far,

such threats have never been seriously executed, though one
girl did take a plunge in the name of Lopez and unrequited

love in New York's Central Park Lake several years ago.

She suffered a cold as a result. Lopez has yet to choose the

One Woman.
Lopez is a diplomat in affairs of the heart. He has no

intention of appearing to favor one type woman over an
other. On the other hand, he doesn't object to confessing

to being a sentimentalist. He saves old programs and he

has trinkets that were either given him or that he pur-

chased in every city he has ever visited. Among his prized

souvenirs is an ivory baton given him by the Duke of Marl-
borough when he, Lopez, opened in a musical show in Lon-
don back in 1925.

Nor does Lopez mind risking any humorous jibes when
he admits that he used to carry a book around with him

by DOROTHY H E R Z O G
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called, "Fear Nothing and Nothing Will Fear You."

"It's an excellent psychological book," Lopez contends.

"Have you ever read it?"

I hadn't.

"It's worth reading," he advises.

"Did it help you to gain self confidence?" I asked.

He smiled. "Yes. It also helped to introduce myself to

myself."

Lopez is a student of himself. He
has taken the adage, "Know thy-

self," seriously, but he talks of him-,

self only in rather general terms. He
doesn't mind telling you that he has

been deeply interested in Theosophy
for years. Theosophy is an occult

study. Religion—faith—belief in a

Divine Power—is its motivation.

To be a student of Theosophy one
must be serious. Lopez is serious.

He is reticent, however, of discussing

subjects seriously. People grow
weary of thought and opinion. Lo-
pez permits himself expression only

on matters he considers of interest to

others.

He believes numerology — the

science of numbers—is interesting to

others. It is to him.

"I use numerology in my work,"
Lopez says. "I never engage a mu-
sician without first analyzing him by
this science. Since I began this prac-

tise, I have always had perfect har-

mony in my orchestra."

Harmony is essential to Lopez.
Discord irritates him, even frightens

him, for from it frequently comes
nothing but frustration, and Lopez,
to create rhythm, to enjoy his work,
to know others are enjoying it, must
have all who are working with him
in harmonious unison with him.

A musician in his band confided
to me that "Lopez is fine as a man
and as a musician." He also con-
fided an amusing idiosyncrasy of the

man. "Lopez," he said, "has one
curious trick. He holds his baton in

his right hand, but he really directs

with his left hand! It's his left

hand that we in the orchestra
watch."

I asked Lopez how he fell into

this trick.

"I don't know," he seemed puz-
zled himself. "I suppose I just

wanted my left hand to be active

while my right was holding the baton! That's how it was."

"Are you ever sorry," I queried, "that you didn't follow

your parents' wishes and become a missionary?"

He smiled. Lopez does smile, but he rarely laughs. "No,

I'm not sorry. I think I would have been too self-conscious

to have been a good missionary. Besides, music was the

profession that attracted me." {Continued on page 5P)

When Lopez touches those ivory keys, nobody wants brass.
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DOUBTLESS, most radio listeners are familiar with

the system of field workers for organized surveys

—

the ladies and gents who canvass the public and
ask them what they like best on the air. And if perchance,

one of these earnest solicitors should ask you who owned
the most beautiful, the most soulful voice in the radio realm,

you'd begin to think of Rosa Ponselle, Lily Pons, Jessica

Dragonette, Virginia Rea, etc., etc.

But the right answer would be—Elsie Hitz.

This isn't just my opinion. It's the expert

decision of vocal and dramatic authori-

ties, and to confirm it, we have the fact

before us that Elsie Hitz is in unique

demand whenever and wherever

there bobs up a dramatic sketch

in which they need a character

with whom hero, villain and the

public will instantly fall in love.

By some hocus pocus of the

imagination, the voice of Elsie

Hitz, whether she was playing

in "Dangerous Paradise," "The
Octopus of Paris," the Eno
Crime sketches, or the memor-
able "Arabesque", literally tens

of thousands of listeners, for no
reason at all, have associated her

murmurings, her intonation, and her

inflection with those of a screen actress,

whom she quite unconsciously personifies

—Norma Shearer.

I happened to mention to Miss Hitz once that

her voice reminded me always of La Shearer. 1 was bliss-

fully ignorant that so many others had the same impression,

and Miss Hitz nearly floored me by indicating piles of fan

mail which insisted that she presented the same visualiza-

tion to the writers.

Elsie, largely because of her vocal spirituality and com-
mand of dramatic modulation is, paradoxically, a very

highly compensated, and yet, most thoroughly abused girl.

I doubt if even Pearl White of the old Movie thriller days

could approach Elsie in the matter of violent adventure.

She has been thrown over cliffs, tied and gagged aboard

yachts, imprisoned in burning buildings, sent to jail, cap-

tured by sheiks and aboriginal headhunters, thrown into

Turkish harems, and cornered in several old and mouldy
castles by no less a fiend than the Octopus of Paris, than

whom there never was a more maniacal fellow. Naturally,

all of these gentle and romantic criminals have abused

Elsie because she has a nice voice. That is what got them.

The voice, logically, presupposed, so far as the listener de-

prived of vision is concerned, implied beauty and youth,

and sometimes, just the proper amount of sophistication

to be tantalizing.

And, as a matter of fact, in this case, unlike the instances

where you might possibly have been fooled by the cooing

of a telephone girl, the voice was not, and is not deceptive,

for Elsie is a good-looking person, chic and alert, slim and

smooth-mannered, just as you would have supposed.

If, by any chance one of those survey workers should up
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voice of a hundred

heroines in some

of radio's big dra-

matic shows

and ask me to name the veteran of all female dramatic stars

of the air, I would select Elsie. She's been romancing on
the kilocycles for well over seven years. She has been

proposed to (in the script) exactly 1468 times, but has

married the heroes only six times. I think she is due for

her seventh radio nuptials pretty soon, or whenever the

sponsors decide to climax the current series, on the NBC
waves, of "Dangerous Paradise." If she does become a

bride again, it will be as the wife of Nick Daw-
son, who once before wooed, won and wed

her, but on a difi'erent network. That was

in the glamorous days of early 1933,

when the Magic Voice was holding

forth.

It was during this series, which

began as a telephone romance,

that Elsie figured in a radio ex-

pedient that made history. It

was a real case where the show
just had to go on, whether the

heroine was on her feet or not.

The Magic Voice was the

serialized romance of a naive

couple who fell in love with

each others' voices over the

phone, and delayed meeting each

other for months just for the sake

of blissful suspense. Try as they

would to clown with each other, the

lovers' hearts told them the truth, and so

the usual complications developed. Toward
the hectic climax, the script called for the sud-

den illness of the heroine, who must elude her lover by
going to an isolated ward in a hospital.

At this point, a droll fate took up the drama. Elsie

actually fell sick, and was really taken to a hospital, and

by the same token, she was isolated, and the only way to

keep the show on was to set up a mike at her bedside, and

stage the drama there, with all the cast heavily saturated

with disinfectants, for Elsie had some such foolish malady
as the measles, or maybe it was the mumps.
She snapped out of this eventually, but capricious old

fate pursued her. It was in the form of a jinx. She hadn't

been at her home in Jackson Heights, Long Island two~
weeks before a little niece was "taken" with scarlet fever.

She was Elsie's favorite niece, and so Elsie nursed her—and
was "took down" herself.

This trip, there was no fooling around., The doctor said

no dramatic cast could break into the sick room for a

broadcast. Not unless all were prepared to live out a two-

week quarantine.

But maybe you've heard about that legend which radio

has borrowed from the stage.

The show must go on.

And it did. WABC sent an engineer to Jackson Heights.

He called in another engineer, and on the evening of the

broadcast, Elsie was propped up in bed, with a mike in

front of her. There was a panel at the foot of the bed

with little lights in it. The engineers told Elsie that when
she saw the red light glow, it was {Continued on page ^0)
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There's Only One
forMe ... By Bing

OF all the sayings, rules, axioms, and adages handed
down from parent to child, I never forgot this

one of my father's.

"Never try to move Heaven and earth for anything,

Bing, or when you get it you will be sorry. The things

that come naturally are the best,. if you make the best of

them."

That always seemed pretty reasonable. As a kid, it

always worked out that when I turned everything and
everybody up-side-down to get my own way, there was
a fly in the ointment somewhere in my triumph. By
nature, I am inclined to take things easy, so 1 didn't move
Heaven and earth very often,

But there is, as they say, an exception to every rule.

And the exception to my father's adage was Dixie Lee.

She is the only person I have ever moved Heaven and
earth for—and am 1 glad I took the trouble? Ask me!
The greatest influence and force in my life surrounded

me the night that Johnny Hamp's orchestra opened at the

Last month Bing Crosby told of

first romances; and now he
love and what his marriage to

wm

This !s fhe beautiful Hollywood home that, radio builf

and the little mike that does the trick; upper right,

Cocoanut Grove in Hollywood, February, 1929.
I entered the Ambassador Hotel with the swag-
gery demeanor of a stag out for a good time-
as usual! I left those same portals smitten by
a winsome blonde and wondering, in an agony
of uncertainty, whether that same blonde con-
sidered me a worthy specimen. It was the first

time in my life I had ever worried about a wo-
man's judgment of me!
The winsome blonde was Dixie Lee.

Though I had seen, and admired, many pho-
tographs of the lady—then a rising Hollywood
starlet— I hadn't guessed her power to throw an
everlasting spell over me. But I had suspected
she would be attractive, so when I heard that a
friend of mine, Richard Keene, would be her
escort to Johnny Hamp's opening at the Cocoa-
nut Grove, I begged him, previous to the occa-
sion, to introduce me.
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the 6!ng Crosbys—left, the boy with the irresistible voice

ie Crosby's newest portrait in a pose that radiates happiness

When Richard assented, he didn't realize he was start-

ing a romantic feud. For Dixie and I turned out to be

sweethearts, with many obstacles thrown in our path to

happiness.

Cocoanut Grove—where the film stars throng to dance,

to see and be seen in their masquerade of glory, was throb-

bing with romantic music the night we met. There were

soft lights, the tinkle of glasses, and laughter. The people

therein all had a tinsel-like quality, with their synthetic

beauty and their synthetic conversation. It was hard to

imagine that anything real could have happened to anyone
there.

I ambled into that familiar room, crowded with bland

Hollywood faces, and looked around for Richard and
Dixie. 1 located them at a table near the dance floor, and
even before Richard presented me, 1 noticed her twinkling

hazel eyes, her turned up nose, and halo of blonde hair.

Of course, in such an atmosphere of hustle-and-bustle

with interruptions of dancing, greetings from friends, etc.,

I couldn't "get to know her", as the saying goes. We said

trivial things—so trivial, in fact, that I can't even remem-
ber them. However, it was obvious that the little Lee

girl had an A-1 sense of humor, and was as pert and

arresting as they come.

She gave no evidence that she was particularly dazzled

by me. I heard later that someone had tipped her off

that I was kind of stuck on myself, and, being a contrary

Mary, she didn't want to encourage me. However, I

managed to -snag her telephone number before 1 went

home exulting—and feeling faintly apologetic that I had
horned in on Richard!

I called day after day until Dixie broke down and

gave me a date. By that time, I had learned why it was

practically suicide for her to be seen around with me. We
met at the house of a mutual friend, Sue Carol, and dis-

cussed our difficulties.

Dixie had a Fox contract which was about to expire, but

which would be renewed if she were a good girl, heeded

advice and worked hard. The studio had great plans for

building her into stardom, but they feared that her repu-

tation as a sweet, simple and girlish ingenue would be

wrecked if she were seen around Hollywood with one of its

better bon vivants as an escort! Dixie's parents objected

for the same reason, so she was roundly forbidden to have

anything to do with me.

That upturned nose of hers is a sign of independence,

and Dixie did not intend to be shoved into a career above

the dictates of her own heart. Besides, she was beginning

to be disgusted by methods employed by the Hollywood
moguls, and I was as good a reason as any to rebel against

them.

Of course, I had some slight {Continued on page 55)
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YOU
ASK HER

Mrs. Goldberg, the mike mother
of radio's best-known family, really

lives her air character and would
go crazy if she had a vacation

T^^ * What is your real name?

A. Gertrude Berg.

Q. How old are you, or is it a

secret?

A. 34—errr—make it 33.

Q. Where were you born?

A. I was born in New York City.

Q. What did you do before you

went into radio?

A. I wrote most of the time.

Q. Which is your favorite charac-

ter in your air family?

A. David.

Q. What was the most satisfactory

incident in your broadcasts?

A. The great response to our spon-

sor's question as to whether or not

the radio audience wanted the Gold-

bergs to continue on the air. The fact

that so many wanted us to remain on

the air was most gratifying to me.

Q. How long do you think you'll be

Mrs. Goldberg on the air?

A. 1 hope until I'm a grandmother.

Q. Do most people confuse your

air characterization with your own
personality?

A. No. ,

Q. What is the most exciting fan

letter you ever received?

A. One which impressed me the

most was from a young man who said

he listened religiously to "The Gold-
bergs" because it was as though his

dead mother had come back to visit

him every night.

Q. Does most of your audience take

the situations of the Goldbergs seri-

ously?

A. They sure do, as I can tell by our
mail.

A. How did you come to be Mrs.
Goldberg?

A. I had been writing of Molly
Goldberg's trials and tribulations long

before I ever thought of radio.

Q. Have you. ambitions for any
other type of radio entertainment?

A. Yes.

Q. Do you (Continued on page 61)
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This twenty-four-year-old singer, despite his youth, is one of the

veteran broadcasters, having made his debut as soloist with the

Paulist Choir. He also played all of the principal vaudeville circuits,

and is now heard regularly over the NBC chain



Little Nancy, who is just twelve years old, is con-

sidered one of the most important of the juvenile

broadcasters, and is heard regularly in dramatic
presentations of the Wizard of Oz programs

I



...ere's only one
Gershwin, as the

whole country knows,

and George and his

music are a most

welcome feature of

the Feenamint pro-

gram heard on the

NBC airwaves

GEORGE L^ERSH WIN

1
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Out of Hollywood

—

Dick Powell, well-

known cinema star,

who i$ the delight of

female fans, lends

his voice in the in-

terests of Old Sold
Cigarettes over the

Columbia chain
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Connie's been at it for o long tinne,

soloing end with her sisters. Now
this Southern Miss broadcasts on
the Camel Caravan programs
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Priscilla Is one of the two beauti-

ful Lane sisters who warble ditties

weekly with Fred Waring's or-

chestra during the Ford programs
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The curtains are drawn and we present Lawrence Tibbett,

the amazing man behind the most glorious baritone voice

EAWRENCE TIBBETT is perhaps the only

A singing personality who has registered

a smashing click with Everybody, no
matter how widely different Everybody's musi-

cal tastes may be.

At the same moment that hundreds of people

are standing in line at the box-office of the

glamorous Metropolitan Opera House, for ad-

mission to hear him in his "high brow" roles

of classic opera, thousands are still taking de-

light in the re-show of his films, and millions

are listening to his ballads and songs over

the air. These vastly different types of

audiences all turn to him for something they

want . . . and get it

How does he do ii They all want to know.
Obviously, Tibbett possesses perhaps the

most glorious baritone voice of the age, and
he knows how to use it. But a music ex-

pert's idea of "good singing" alone never

yet made a popular idol. There are two
reasons for Tibbett's appeal. One is a

unique richness in the experience of living,

which has made him a real human being.

The other is, that he has n^ver tried to be

anything else! He's just himself.

No fads or mannerisms can hold him.

, He loathes "temperament". Tibbett is

typically, enthusiastically American. He
stands six feet two. He is lithe, muscu-
lar, athletic. He has keen blue eyes, and
a mop of unruly brown hair, that has to

be kept slicked down. His forehead is

broad, his nose short, adventurous; and
his jaw-line square! He has never sung

in Europe. Clothes don't bother him.

He likes "ranch duds". He likes an
old slouch hat and a vintage sweater,

and uses a razor ten years old. He
tells you he is "just an average, mid-

dle-class American." At least that's what he tells you.

He comes of pioneer stock. His grandfather trekked West
in a covered wagon. His father, the sheriff of Kern County,
California (where Lawrence was bom), was shot to death

rounding up a gang of bandits. Lawrence spent his child-

hood on a ranch in the Tejon Mountains, where the cow-
boys took a liking to the long-legged, inquisitive kid, and
took him with them when they rode the range. Before he

was ten, he could straddle a cayuse, rope, brand, shoot

coyotes, and cook over a camp-fire. Later, he went to

school in an adobe hut in the woods. Until he was ready

for High School, the dream of his life was to be a grand,

big, broad-shouldered policeman.

The family moved to Los Angeles, the boy was taken for

the first time to a theater, and then and there he was done
for. Tibbett developed one of the worst cases of stage-

struck-itis on record. He joined the Manual Arts High
School Dramatic Club . . . under the direction of Maud
Howell, who was later to be stage manager for George
Arliss ... he sat in the peanut-gallery of the local theatres,

and recited everything he could lay his hands on. Ye-e-es,

he could sing too, but shucks! music was sort of sissified

for a man! He wanted to act.

His family wanted to send him to college. But the first

summer he was out of High School, he joined Tyrone
Power's touring Shakespearean stock company and learned

literature that way. He lost his job, for whistling in his

dressing room. One of the pet superstitions of the stage is

that whistling in dressing-rooms jinxes the show. He spent

agonized months looking for another opening. Nobody
wanted him. At last he found a tiny place in a light opera
troupe. Then the U. S. A. joined the war.

Though he was only nineteen, Tibbett volunteered im-
mediately for service in the navy. He was sent aboard the

S. S. Iris, as instructor in seamanship. All he knew about
seamanship was how to tie knots. In his free time, he used
to sit cross-legged on the deck and sing cowboy songs.

Nearly every day the captain would call down the hatch:

"Hey, shut up that blasted roaring! Is that Tibbett
again? Well, lay off the noise!"

[by ROSE HEYLBUT
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When he returned from service, and jobs were scarcer

than ever, and the rent money lagged behind Tibbett turned

to this singing of his as a career. Just because there was

nothing else to do. He sang in "movie" houses, between

the reels of the feature. Sometimes he earned as much as

fifteen dollars a week!

And then he was bitten with the idea of going to New
York. Because he had not a red cent in the world to pay
his way, he borrowed on his life insurance. He believed he

ought to have a chance, and he gambled with the future

one. In New York, he was wise enough to seek out
III

to get >

Frank La Forge, perhaps the best kiiown

vocal coach in the country. La Forge
looked him over and heard him sing.

Just what sort of work do you want to

do?" he asked.

"Oh," said Tibbett modestly, "any-

thing. Maybe I could get in a musical

show?"
"How would you like the opera?"

Tibbet just sat and stared at him
For over a (Continued on page 46)



IT PAYS FRED ALLEN

TO BE ruwKY
by R. H.

ROWAN

It's raining jokes at fhe microphone
with Fred Allen providing the funny lines

Fred Allen broadcasting with his wife

Portland Hoffa and Irwin Del

IF you could happen along one of the

streets of New York right now and should

encounter a tall, serious-faced fellow, with

bland blue eyes, a set mouth and a serious de-

meanor you might at first think him a country

product in from the sticks to find out for him-

self if the blades of grass do sprout up along

Madison avenue in the springtime to give you
that certain April nostalgia.

That is, at first you might think him a

homemade product from the rural spaces. But

then if you got a good look at him, caught that

crinkly twitch of flesh below his eyes, a sudden

upward twist of lips as though he were having

a laugh ail by himself, you'd know you were

facing a philosophical man. And if you'd happen to see a

photograph of Fred Allen you'd realize after a hesitation

that you were gazing at the famous comedian who came to

the airwaves last year to repeat the sensational success he

had on the stage.

Fred Allen, the trouper and Fred Allen, Jhe private citizen

are the same. There is so little of the actor and so seldom
the attitude of posing about this fun-maker that it is diffi-

cult to differentiate between his leisure hours and his micro-
phone moments.
The first thing that strikes you about him is his under-

28

standing kindliness. Or perhaps that should come second

for he is fundamentally the humorist who brings out the

fun in an amusing situation rather than the brief laugh in

a' smart gag. He has unjustly been accused of being a

sophisticated type of comedian and, rightfully, he resents

that. The fact that he doesn't descend to lowbrow cracks,

to obvious jokes; that he is an astute student of human na-

ture, born to brighten life for people of more sombre mien
and that there is a keen philosophy in all his funny business

has caused an erroneous impression to get round about his

WnrW
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m I HE popular air comedian

^ was born with a gift for

* ...
laughter and the necessity

for nnaking it buy him coffee

n nri cokes. This is the real

Allen behind all the comedy

A typical moment when Allen gets into his

stride and the listeners get hilarious

He gets his material from an analytical appreciation of

the ordinary happenings but admits quite frankly he is

an ardent reader of his own extensive—and expensive

—

library of old joke books.

Recent polls, localized and national, have proven the

popularity of the Fred Allen broadcasts. The air comedian
and his material, are familiar to millions. He writes all his

own stuflF and every week turns out a skit that might be

the bright spot in any Broadway hit. A famous producer,

listening in to one of Fred's programs recently said, "It's

a tragedy that this sparkling dialogue should go on the air

Ready to say "Good-night," and Fred Allen

hopes the millions liked this program. Did you?

for fifteen minutes and then go right into the

ash-can when it might be repeated for months
in a theatrical show."

In spite of his repetitious weekly successes,

Allen approaches each new script with fear

and doubt. Even after his broadcast he is un-

certain of its reception and will humbly turn

to a bystander with the anxious remark, "Do
you think it was any good?" That isn't an

act, either. He means it. Sometimes he's

amazed when a chance comment of his, a typi-

cal Allen retort, will bring loud laughter in an

informal conversation.

Not that it is such an effort for Allen to be

funny. Humor flows with his most casual

speeches, spontaneous and sparkling—not in a

glib conceited fashion, but as a natural, un-

premeditated utterance of the unique turn his

thoughts are always taking. That doesn't

mean his broadcasts are extemporaneous be-

cause, most of the time, he is so unaware of

how funny he is that he works as hard over his material as

the comedian whose humor is his job and not his own per-

sonality. He will struggle along for a week over a program
and then tear it up because he thinks it's dull—start over

again and in a few hours turn out a script he thinks will be

all right.

Allen was born to work and started in at it the earliest

age when he could earn his livelihood. But he never knew
until audiences started laughing at his lines how interesting

and pleasant a job could be—and how lucrative as well.

He's a product of New England (Continued on page 54)
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WHEN

Life isn't all baton-wielding for

Mark Warnow, the Columbia ork

pilot who enjoys on hour of quiet

reading in his own living room

When Mark gets hungry and
there's nobody around he knows
what to do about it—just goes
out into the kitchen and gets busy

30



Arranging a brand new number
for his band, Warnow dons a com-
fortable dressing gown and tries

the piece over on his own piano

31



FROM FURS

by
NELLIE
R E V E L L

ON the air they sell everything from furs to fertili-

zer. A country store can't do any more.

And the similarity doesn't end there, either. Not
by a jugful. Consider the loudspeaker as the merchant's

shop window, the entertainers as the salesmen and the an-

nouncers as the bundle boys (and, for heaven's sake, Mr.

Typesetter, don't make a "g" of that "d" in bundle, no

matter what your personal convictions) and you begin to

get the idea. The broadcasting stations themselves enter

into this scheme of things as the middlemen, serving as the

connecting link between the producer and the consumer.

Radio went into the general store business back in 1922.

It began, of course, in a small way, the only article sold

then being butter. At the time it was said that radio was

embarking upon an undertaking for butter—or worse.

And it turned out just that, if you are one of those who
object to the advertising ballyhoo on the air. But though

butter was the first commodity to sponsor an air program,

it is probably the only product not now on the ether waves.

Starting with butter in 1922, radio gradually extended

its stock until today it services its customers every article

to be found in a country store—and then some. A critic

recently complained that the only thing not advertised on
the air was a burial plot. But that is because he hasn't

listened in enough. There's a mid-western station which

has been selling cemetery lots for some time.

32
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FERTILIZE
he radio waves have

become a national country

store, with the artists as

salesmen of everything
from tooth paste to teeth

and from coffee to motors

(And why shouldn't burial plots be sold on the air?

Everything else is, from spirits to spiritual consolation.

Undertakers, masquerading as morticians, have no hesi-

tancy in exploiting coffins. So, if a cemetery has bigger,

better and deeper graves to sell, it seems appropriate to

this advertising age that it should say so—on the radio. It

shouldn't be hard to put listeners in a receptive mood; just

render "The Last Roundup" as a requiem and the customers

will be dying to buy a lot in Greenwood.)
To get in the spirit of this story and to refresh my

memories of a country general store, I went exploring one
week-end in Northern New Jersey. My thought was that in

a country store itself I was bound to find inspiration for a

choice lot of similes; and these, if happily employed, should

help to prove the editor's contention that radio is run

strictly on country store lines. Thus would this article be

bolstered and possibly justified.

Instead, I uncovered a condition so surprising that all

idea of working out the analogy was abandoned. Presently,

you will learn why.

First, I want it distinctly understood that locating an old-

fashioned country store in the country is itself an achieve-

ment. They have given way in most villages to the chain

store system, but in hamlets on back roads occasionally you
can find a survivor. I had to penetrate to a remote section

in the Sussex hills before stumbling upon this one. It is

situated at a crossroads and there aren't a half-dozen build-

ings, including barns and sheds, in the neighborhood. But

it is an old-fashioned country store, all right. A weather-

beaten sign with letters so faded as to be almost illegible

proclaims that. It reads: "A. R. Shay, General Store and

P. O."—the P. O. standing for postofllce, I discovered.

A farm woman entered the store a moment before my
arrival and by that circumstance I was soon made very

happy. For it was my good fortune, while awaiting the

storekeeper's attention, to eavesdrop on the following con-

versation :

"Mornin', Mrs. Roe," greeted the proprietor, a man built

on the generous lines of either—or both—of the Sisters of

the Skillet.

"Mornin', Allan," returned the customer pleasantly, "and

how's Mrs. Shay?"
"Tol'rable, jest tol'rable," he replied. The social ameni-

ties thus observed, he went on: "What kin I fetch you,

Matilda?"
Matilda began to scan the well stocked shelves of the

general store. Then she said:

"I'd like a pound of Eddie Cantor coffee."

"Reckon you mean Chase and Sanborn's, don't you, Ma-
tilda?"

"Land's sake!" exclaimed the lady. "Of course, that's

what I meant. Dated coffee is (Continued on page 57)
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how's Mrs. Shay?"
"Tol'rable, jest tol'rable," he replied. The social ameni-

ties thus observed, he went on: "What kin I fetch you,

Matilda?"

Matilda began to scan the well stocked shelves of the

general store. Then she said:

"I'd like a pound of Eddie Cantor coffee."

"Reckon you mean Chase and Sanborn's, don't you, Ma-
tilda?"

"Land's sake!" exclaimed the lady. "Of course, that's
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WE HAVE
SUNDAY

11:15 A.M.

12:15 P.M.

2.00 P.M.

This is Phil Regan. Columbia's tenor

with the pearly teeth and sweet notes

(Philips Dental Magnesia).

Major Bowes' Capitol Family—^Waldo Mayo conductor and
violinist; Tom McLaughlin, baritone; guest artists. WEAF and
associated stations.

Still wishing you a good Sabbath morning.
Baby Rose Marie—songs. (Tastyeast). WJZ and associated

stations.

The precocious child in grown-up ditties.

12:30 P.M. Radio City Symphony Orchestra—Chorus and soloists. WJZ
and associated stations.

The better music and well done.

1:30 P.M. Little Miss Bab-o's Surprise Party—Mary Small, juvenile

singer; William Wirges' orchestra. WEAF and associated

stations.

The clever juvenile has the sponsor she deserves.

Broadway Melodies" with Helen Morgan, Jerry Freeman's
orchestra and chorus. (Bl-so-dol). WABC and associated

stations.

La Morgan singing about love and what more can you ask.

2:00 P. M. Bar-X Days and Nights—romance of the early West. (White's
Cod Liver Oil Tablets). WJZ and associated stations.

Strong love and two-fisted fighting out on the ranches.

2:30 P. M. Rings of Melody—Ohman and Arden, piano duo; Arlene Jack-

son, songs; Edward Nell, Jr., baritone. WJZ and associated stations.

A pleasant variety show for you tuner-inners.

2:30 P. M. The Big Hollywood Show, with Abe Lyman's orchestra and "Accordiaha".

WABC and associated stations.

Movie-land's favorite orchestra in peppy moments.

2:45 P.M. Gems of Melody—Muriel Wilson, soprano; Fred Hufsmith, tenor; Harold Sanford's orchestra. (Carleton

& Hovey Co.). WEAF and associated stations.

A lovely soprano in good company.

3:00 P.M. Lady Esther Serenade—Wayne King and his orchestra. (Lady Esther Cosmetics). WEAF and associated

stations.

Cold creams in waltz time.

4:15 P. M. The Wildroot Institute with Vee and Johnny. WEAF and associated stations.

The well-known pianist going vocal.

5:00 P.M. "Roses and Drums". (Union Central Life Insurance Co.). WABC and associated stations.

Romance in crinoline.

5:00 P.M. Big Ben Dream Drama—(Western Clock Company). WEAF
and associated stations.

Radio receivers in pillow slips.

5 :30 P. M. Grand Hotel—dramatic sketch with Anne Seymour
pana Corporation). WJZ and associated stations.

A continuity of hotel corridors.

Frank Crumit and Julia Sanderson. (Bond Bread). WABC
and associated stations.

Sweet slices of the staff of life.

6:00 P.M. The Cadillac Concert—symphony orchestra; guest conductor.

WJZ and associated stations.

Music notes in a sixteen-cylinder tempo.
6:30 P. M. "Smiling Ed McConnell"—(Acme White Lead and Color

Works). WABC and associated stations.

Laugh lines from an old timer.

6:45 P. M. Ward's Family Theatre. Act 1 with Cecil Lean and Cleo May-
field, James Melton, and Billy Artz' orchestra. (Ward Baking
Company). WABC and associated stations.

Some old favorites from the footlights.

7:00 P. M. The True Story Court of Human Relations—dramatization.
(True Story Magazine). WEAF and associated stations.

The best of the air's high drama.
7:00 P. M. Real Silk Show—Ted Weems and his orchestra; guest artists.

(Real Silk Hosiery Mills). WJZ and associated stations.

Ted is good and everybody knows it.

7:00 P.M. The American Revue with Chico and Groucho Marx and
Freddie Martin's orchestra (American Oil Co.). WABC and
associated stations.

Two of the Marxes cutting up capers.

7:30 P.M. Bakers Broadcast, featuring Joe Penner, comedian ; Harriet
Hilliard, vocalist, and Ozzie Nelson's Orchestra.

(Cam-

5:30 P.M.

EASTERN STAN



WITH US

i

7:30 P.M.

8:00 P.M.

8:00 P.M.

8:30 P. M

9:00 P.M.

9:00 P.M.

9:30 P.M.

9:30 P.M.

10:00 P.M.

10:00 P.M.

10:30 P.M.

11:15 P.M.

WJZ and associated stations.

He gets better and better according to his fans.

Ward's Family Theatre, Act 2—scenes from famous plays by
Broadway stars (Ward Baking Co.). WABC and associated

stations.

A good idea expertly executed.

Chase and Sanborn Hour—Eddie Cantor and Rubinoflf's

Orchestra (Chase and Sanborn Coffee). WEAF and associated

stations.

When he's funny he's very funny and when he's serious he's a

crusader.

An Evening in Paris (Bourjois Sales Corp.). WABC and
associated stations.

You'll surely think of violets along the Bois.

Fred Waking's Pennsylvanians and guest stars (Ford Motor
Car). WABC and associated stations.

One of broadcast's best bets in a smoothly paced show.
Manhattan Merry-Go-Round—Tamara, Russian blues singer;

David Percy; orchestra direction Gene Rodemich; Men About
Town. (R. L. Watkins Co.) WEAF and associated stations.

A brass ring with every ride.

Gulf Headliners—Geo. M. Cohan, guest artist.; The Revelers
Quartet; Emil Coleman and his orchestra. (Gulf Refining Co.).

WJZ and associated stations.

The Yankee Doodle Dandy, and is he good!
The Jergens Program—Walter Winchell. WJZ and associated stations.

Through the world's biggest keyhole.

American Album of Familiar Music—Frank Munn, tenor; Virginia Rea, soprano; Ohman and Arden;
Bertrand Hirsch, violinist; The Haenschen Concert Orchestra. (Bayer's Aspirin). WEAF and associated

stations.

The grand pair of singers who know their air stuff.

"Patri's Dramas of Childhood" (Cream of Wheat Corp.). WABC and associated stations.

How to bring up children.

Chevrolet Program with Jack Benny and Mary Livingstone; orchestra direction Frank Black; Frank Par-
ker, tenor. WEAF and associated stations.

Radio wouldn't be the same without this program.
Hall of Fame—guest artist; orchestra direction Nat Shilkret. (Lehn & Fink Products Co.). WEAF and
associated stations.

People you know who know how to broadcast.

Little Jack Little and His Orchestra—WABC and associated stations.

The popular singer with brass support.

M N
10:00 A. M. Breen and de Rose—vocal and instrumental duo—daily except

Saturday and Sunday—WE.AF and associated stations.

Old-timers and they're still good.

10:15 A. M. Bill and Ginger (Mueller's Spaghetti). WABC and associated

stations.

What, might happen in your own home.
10:15 A. M. Clara, Lu 'n' Em—Louise Starkey, Isabelle Carothers and Helen

King, gossip. Daily except Saturday and Sunday. (Colegate-

Palmolive-Peet Co.). WJZ and associated stations.

The gossipers still talking about their neighbors.

10:45 A. M. Will Osborne and his Orchestra with Pedro De Cordoba and
his friendly philosophy. (Corn Products Refining Co.) Also
Wednesday and Friday. WABC and associated stations.

Music and philosophy with a grain of salt.

5:00 P.M. Skippy—daily except Saturday and Sunday (Philips Dental
Magnesia). WABC and associated stations.

Time to call the children in.

5:30 P.M. The Singing Lady—nursery jingles, songs and stories—daily

except Saturday and Sunday. (Kellogg Company). WJZ and
associated stations.

How to keep the children quiet while you're getting their

dinner ready.

Monday, Tuesday, Wednesday, Thursday, Friday and Saturday
programs continued on page 52
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Hlnr:^,raKnrSli- k-^.5-dian; Har^

7:00 P.M.

7:00 P.M.

i'liard,vocalisi:andO.;:'^ei:^„.r^;^^-

EASTER N

WITH US-
7:30 P.M.

WJZ and associated stations.
He gets better and better according to his fansWards Family Theatre, Act 2-scenes from famous plays bv

sta°tionT'^
^^"'* "^"^'"^ ^°^- ^^^BC and asi^^ate^

A good idea expertly executed.
8:00 P.M.Chase and Sanborn HouR-Eddie Cantor and Rubinoff's

?/±n"^ ^^"""'^ ^"'' ^'"'^"' ^-"^^^y WEAF and associated
SlaLlOnS.

cri^ader*^^^
^"""^ ^^^ ^"^ ^"""^ ^"'' *''^" ^^'^ ^"°^^ ''*'* *

8:00 P. M

8:30 P. M

9:00 P. M.

9:00 P.M.

9:30 P.M.

9:30 P.M.

10:00 P.M.

10:00 P.M.

10:30 P.M.

11:15 P.M

An Evening in Paris (Bourjois Sales Corp)
associated stations.

WABC and

Mabel Todd who makes fun wifh Al
Peorce'f gong and her title dog Eva

You'll surely think of violets along the Bois
Fred Waring s Pennsylvanians and guest stars (Ford Motor
Car). WABC and associated stations.
One of broadcast's best bets in a smoothly paced show

Manhattan Merry-Go-Round—Tamara, Russian blues singer-
David Percy; orchestra direction Gene Rodemich; Men About
Town (R. L. Watkins Co.) WEAF and associated stations.
A brass ring with every ride.

Gulf Headliners—Geo. M. Cohan, guest artist.; The Revelers
Quartet; Emil Coleman and his orchestra. (Gulf Refining Co.).
WJZ and associated stations.

The Yankee Doodle Dandy, and is he good!
The Jergens Program—Walter Winchell. WJZ and associated stations.

Through the world's biggest keyhole.
American Album of Familiar Music—Frank Munn, tenor; Virginia Rea, soprano; Ohman and Arden;
Bertrand Hirsch, violinist; The Haenschen Concert Orchestra. (Bayer's Aspirin). WEAF and associated
stations.

The grand pair of singers who know their air stuff.

"Patri's Dramas of Childhood" (Cream of Wheat Corp.). WABC and associated stations.

How to bring up children.

Chevrolet Program with Jack Benny and Mary Livingstone; orchestra direction Frank Black; Frank Par-
ker, tenor. WEAF and associated stations.

Radio wouldn't be the same without this program.
Hall of Fame—guest artist; orchestra direction Nat Shilkret. (Lehn & Fink Products Co.). WEAF and
associated stations.

People you know who know how to broadcast.

. Little Jack Little and His Orchestra—WABC and associated stations.

The popular singer with brass support.

M N
Rita Goutd, the versatile personality

lady heard on WOR Sunday nights

STAN

10:00 A. M. Breen and de Rose—vocal and instrumental duo—daily except

Saturday and Sunday—WE.AF and associated stations.

Old-timers and they're still good.

10:15 A. M. Bill and Ginger (Mueller's Spaghetti). WABC and associated

stations.

What might happen in your own home.

10:15 A. M. Clara, Lu 'n' Em—Louise Starkey, Isabelle Carothers and Helen

King, gossip. Daily except Saturday and Sunday. (Colegate-

Palmolive-Peet Co.). WJZ and associated stations.

The gossipers still talking about their neighbors.

10:45 A. M. Will Osborne and his Orchestra with Pedro De Cordoba and

his friendly philosophy. (Corn Products Refining Co.) Also

Wednesday and Friday. WABC and associated stations.

Music and philosophy with a grain of salt.

5:00 P.M. Skippy—daily except Saturday and Sunday (Philips Dental

Magnesia). WABC and associated stations.

Time to call the children in.
. j

i

5:30 P.M. The Singing Lady—nursery jingles, songs and stones—daily

except Saturday and Sunday. (Kellogg Company). WJZ and

associated stations.
, .• »u •

How to keep the children quiet while you re getting their

dinner ready.

Monday, Tuesday, Wednesday, Thursday, Friday and Saturday

programs continued on page 52

D A R D TIME
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Cap'w enry takes Ills time

• Charles Winninger,

veteran stage star,

finds new fame in radio as

the beloved Cap'n Henry

of Showboat—but he also

finds time for leisure hours

at home. Above we catch

him in his favorite arm

chair eagerly perusing, a

new book; left, phyfully

exercising with his dog on

the living room rug; right,

out in his own Jcitchen and

we assure you the dinner

that he cooks will be good



Ruth EHIng in a black and
white printed ensemble
trimmed with blacit fox,

black gloves, bag and hat

Over a dull block
crepe evening gown
with emerald green
cord and tassels Miss

Etting wears a black

and green taffeta

cape lined with green

Below, the radio star is

ready for any sport event
in a two-piece suit with

plaid skirt and yellow top

c LOTHES they say make the woman, but in this

case the girl makes the clothes too. Or at least Ruth
Etting used to run up her own little wardrobe. But

now that she's a famous star she hasn't the time for

those little domestic pleasures but Ruth, whose voice

goes out to you over the Columbia chain always

looks stunning whether she's wearing a simple little

beach costume or a gorgeous evening gown.
In the portraits on these pages you see the popular

Miss Etting in new fashions which were created for

her type by .Bergdorf Goodman and they couldn't

have found anyone who would wear them to better

advantage.

The black dull crepe evening gown has a high front,

low back and an emerald green cord with tassels around
the waist while over it she wears a black and green

taffeta cape lined with emerald green taffeta.

The black and white printed crepe ensemble for a festive

afternoon has a three-quarter length, short-sleeved coat and
luxurious black fox bands for trimming.

Miss Etting's afternoon suit in the right hand corner picture is

of a light weight wool in beige with a large matching collar of



Here another view

of Miss EHing's eve-

ning gown made of

dutt black crepe. The
fronf is high but the.

back is very low and
it fits to perfection

Below, in a leisure moment
Miss Etting dons pajamas
of brown and white dotted

surah with white piping

This beige light wool suit

with matching fox collar,

above, is Miss Etting's garb

for a fine spring afternoon

fox and a crepe blouse of the same beige tint.

. Who doesn't love pajamas for those hours of

lounging and this time Ruth chooses a tailored model
of brown and white dotted surah with white piping

on the coat and trousers. .

. The radio star loves to walk, when she has the

time, and is perfectly attired for a jaunt around the

park in the two piece suit with skirt of brown, white

and yellow plaid wool; a top of canary yellow jersey

and scarf and belt of the same material as the skirt.

. Sports clothes for the late spring have taken on
two distinctive classifications—the severe and almost

mannish suits and loose fitting matching top coats for

the country and the more feminine type adaptable for

town wear. Either type suits the blonde radio star

equally well.

. Evening clothes, in spite of all the talk about the wind-
blown fashions have more flowing lines, with the fullness

definitely placed either in the front or in the back of the

skirt toward the hemline. High fronts are still good though
the newer prints have low necked bodices and the sleeve treat-

ment continues soft and flattering.
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I^MirAY is the month of flowers, gay colors, and hectic

IWH^ days of shopping, rushing to the summerhouse
week-ends, and more than a little laxity in our

every-day procedures.

Many of these dishes may be taken with you for the

week-end, or be prepared Saturday morning and served

when you return on Monday. The menus for this season

are lighter, and require less preparation.

Mary Eastman gives a delightful Vegetable Ribbon
Salad for your bridge or your luncheon. Chocolate Dough-
nuts for the Children to eat when they return from school,

or to' entertain their friends as made by Ma Perkins will be

a great success.

Wayne King suggests the most luxurious of cocktails for

your dinner party, a Crabmeat Cocktail. Al Jolson gives

Ruby Keeler's own Deep Apple Pie recipe, and many new
and appetizing dishes.

Mary Eastman, the very lovely Columbia singer, tells the

secret of new and interesting jello salads. This Ribbon
Vegetable Salad is very attractive and delicious to eat.

Ribbon Vegetable Salad

2 packages lemon jello 1 cup sliced celery

1 package lime jello 1 cup thin sliced stuffed olives

1 can tomato juice 1 cup cubed carrots

For the first layer we will use one package of lemon
jello, and to this add one pint of heated tomato juice.

<9n-tlf^
Put in refrigerator and allow to jell enough to

hold its shape. Then add the cup of celery.

While this is becoming firm, mix the other

package of lemon jello with another pint of

warm water. Allow this to form its shape, and then

add the thin slices of stuffed pimento olives. Then
pour this mixture over the first layer of the jello.

Lastly combine the lime jello with warm water,

allow to cool as before, then add the small cubed

carrots. When this is solid enough pour onto the

two layers. Allow to freeze until ready to serve.

Arrange beds of lettuce', slice salad into desired por-

tions, and place at the side a mound of salad dress-

ing, covered with finely chopped nut meats. This

makes a very nice luncheon salad.

Vivien Ruth, the daytime songbird of CBS, sug-

gests a real English treat, this Yorkshire Pudding to

serve with roast of beef.

Yorkshire Pudding

Xy-i cups milk 1>^ cups flour

3 eggs 1 teaspoon salt

Mix salt and the flour, and add milk gradually

to form a smooth paste. Beat the eggs lightly and

add to the paste. On the bottom

of the pan place some of the fat

from the roast beef, then put in

the mixture. Baste frequently

when the pudding is well risen,

baking for about twenty minutes.

Cut in pieces and serve steaming

hot with the roast.

Charlotte Harriman tells you how to make a very special

pie for the strawberry season.

Strawberry Pie

1 tablespoon Knox Gelatine Yi. teaspoon salt

14 cup cold water 1 cup strawberry juice and

4 eggs pulp

Ya cup sugar 1 tablespoon lemon juice

Soak the gelatine in cold water about five minutes.

Slightly beat egg yolks and add >4 cup of the sugar, lemon

juice and salt. Cook until a custard consistency over boil-

ing water, add the gelatine, stirring well; then put in

the strawberries. Beat the egg whites stiffly and add

to this the other quarter cup of sugar, and when

mixture is cool, fold in the egg whites. Have the pie

crust baked to a golden brown and fill, allowing to

chill thoroughly. Before serving this may be spread

with whipped cream and attractively garnished with whole

strawberries.

Virginia Rea, popular NBC entertainer, makes this invit-

ing Tomato Stuffed with Pineapple Salad.

Tomato Stuffed With Pineapple Salad

Connie Gbtes,
the lone singer cf

the air, likes her

own kitchen, too.

4 medium tomatoes

8 tablespoons crushed pineapple

4 tablespoons French dressing

Salt

16 cheese straws

8 leaves of lettuce

RADIO Mi R RO R
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Cut a slice from the stem of tomato and remove the

center. Sprinkle lightly inside with salt. Turn upside

down and chill in ice chest for at least a half an hour.

Allow crushed pineapple to stand in French dressing until

well seasoned. Arrange in center of lettuce bed and at side

place the cheese straws.

Ma Perkins, one of your favorite comedy entertainers,

makes these Chocolate Doughnuts that will delight the

entire family.

Chocolate Doughnuts

1 egg

1 egg yolk

>4 cup sugar

yi tbl. butter, melted

square melted chocolate

1 teaspoon vanilla

y2 cup milk

J^ teaspoon salt

2 teaspoons baking powder
2 cups flour

Mix all the ingredients in the order given, sifting the

flour and baking powder, and melting the chocolate. Mix
well and roll on floured board and cut with cutter. Fry in

hot fat, 365° to 373° F. Roll in powdered sugar.

The famous baton waver, Wayne King,

tempts his friends with his own Crabmeat
Cocktail. Try it sometime. It's very tasty

and will whet the appetites of your guests

for the main course of your big dinner.

Crabmeat Cocktail

1 tin shredded crabmeat

Vi cup tomato catsup

^ cup lemon juice

1 tbl. Worcestershire Sauce

1 tablespoon horseradish

}i teaspoon salt

1 tablespoon grated onion

4 tablespoons minced celery

Billy Jones -and Ernie

Hare, the veteran song-

smiths of radio's baby
days, as we catch them

in a culinary moment.

Use all except the crabmeat and mix thoroughly and chill.

Mix the cold crabmeat at this point in the sauce and set on

ice for about ten minutes before serving.

Whether you like Tony Wons' poetry or not you will

like these Stuffed Baked Potatoes.

Stuffed Baked Potatoes

6 large potatoes Salt, pepper

3 tablespoons butter 2 tablespoons hot milk

Bake potatoes forty minutes in hot oven, or until when

tried with a fork are soft. Remove from oven and cut

lengthwise in halves. Take out the inside; mash, add butter,

salt, pepper, and milk. Refill shells, sprinkle lightly with

paprika and bake about six minutes in

450° F. oven.

You have heard Eddie Cantor tell the

virtues and accomplishments of his wife and

finally he has gotten her recipe for his favorite

Baked Bananas. (Continued on page 64)

DEPART
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THROUGH THE

Springtime, with its fragrances, the sweet smell of earth,

the fresh scent of new blossoms, brings thoughts of per-

fume and its uses to the well-groomed woman of today

3

OFTEN the women of our country do not realize the

importance of perfume to their grooming; as they

do the rouges, powders, lipsticks, and eye make-up.

The scent of your personality must be selected with the

wisest of care and no other kind used. It is ridiculous to

think of young girls wearing sensuous lipstick and eye

shadow, although it is commonly found that marry of them
wear an odor far too sophisticated for their years.

There is no perfume we can say you must use constantly

as it is entirely a matter of your mood, your personal lik-

ing, and the occasion. We now have odors for romance,

outdoor activities, theatre visits, and at last that which is

acceptable in the office.

Eliza befh Love, radio

dramatic star
chooses a rose,

bud whose fra-

grance goes
with her
type

The Greeks were the first to use perfumes with discretion

And there is no need to remind you of the beauty, charm,
and successful adventures of the Grecian women.
Throughout history the Europeans have used perfumes

far in advance of this continent, and many famous figures

could be named who used their pet scent as a weapon on
entering the most precarious of ventures.

It was not long ago that a woman in America never dared

to use perfume; a little later it was considered proper for

evening wear only, and now it has found its way into the

daily usage with cosmetic appliances.

Men are especially susceptible to perfumes; and that is

no idle thought but a fact every one must accept. An
odor of violet, or your own fragrance indel-

ibly stamps your personality on a young
man that he may never forget. One man told

us that upon arriving home one night he felt

excitement and a little recklessness in the air.

There was not a single change in the apartment,

and his wife was dressed as usual but the scent

she was using conveyed to him her mood, and
being a clever husband he acted accordingly.

The things you want most to do may really

be brought to you in your selection of floral

odors, and the impressions you want to give are

all possible without a word having been uttered

—this is what your perfume does to others. Of
course you must be most careful in the amount
applied, only the slightest touch of the scent is

to be used. Never try to make your own perfumes
unless you are very adept at this, as the results

most of us attain are never those we desire.

Bourgois, who brings to you The Evening In

Paris program over the Columbia network do
exactly as we have said. This perfume makes
the women feel gay, and brings the pleasures of

Paris to them. Another of the perfumes they

make is Springtime In Paris, with the feeling of

lightness, and joy of spring. The Barbara Gould
perfumes are divided in an unusual way, accord-

ing to the ages of those of the fair sex. Every
year getting a more sophisticated scent.

The important factor in choosing your own
type is to remember that perfume is essentially

a part of YOU and if you are a demure and un-

assuming person the scent must be in accord.

A heavy perfume is most difficult to wear, and
only the most sophisticated should do so. The
most advisable choice for the theatre or any
evening in a large group, where there won't be

much space or air, is a light perfume, as any
strong one is annoying to others.

H O M E M A K I N 6



Ernestine Schumann-Heink, heard

frequently on the radio, epito-

mizes a great artist whose career

never interfered with motherhood

^

^
^h'^-5f

...^-J-

G If+s fo
mother on th

day set aside to

honor all nno+hers

are one thing,

but Miss Covney
has a new idea

to nnake nnother

happy on this

Mothers' Day

Oun.1n
THE national holiday that means more to us in-

dividually than any other, is Mother's Day. On
this occasion everyone is endeavoring to make it

a happy time for his mother and yours. All radio pro-

grams will include poems, and songs in honor of Mother,
but the thing that you do yourself will be most impor-
tant at your gathering.

The flowers, jewelry, and candy are gifts that mothers
get every year, but to have the dinner, planned, purchased,

and prepared for her is something very different and espe-

cially pleasant. Invite all the married members of your
family home for dinner, as this gathering of the entire

group will please mother greatly. The kitchen territory is

yours for the morning, and the others must entertain mother

in the front of the house while you get ready these delight-

ful surprises. The others may clear the table, and do the

dishes, but the joy your loved parent receives will be suffi-

cient compensation for your effort.

If you wish you may substitute another vege-

table if you know your mother's preference is for some-

thing else.

The appropriate flowers for the table for Mother's Day
are either carnations, roses, or any other that your mother

prefers. The two mentioned are very popular, and in de-

mand at this time.

(Continued on page 60)



"OUR PUBLIC"
OUR PUBLIC FANS AND READERS ARE FULL

OF IDEAS FOR THEIR RADIO MIRROR and

they have very definite ideas about what they

like and what they don't like in their radio programs.

So have we. Generally, as we gather from the thousands

of letters that have come in, radio entertainment is a boon

not only in the isolated districts but- in the big cities as

well.

We are glad to feel that broadcasting has meant so much
to so many people. We are happy too that they seem to

like Radio Mirror and we are blushing a little at the ava-

lanche of praises.

What we would like, however, is some honest-to-goodness

criticism and not so many bouquets because we are a' little

dubious that the magazine hasn't more faults in the eyes

of the thousands and thousands who declared themselves

permanent readers.

Many object to the advertising blurbs on the air and we
don't blame them. Some don't like one comedian and others

do. Some think there's too much jazz and others think

there's not enough. But, as we have said before, you can't

please everybody.

The radio executives and the editors of Radio Mirror

are doing their best. Speaking for Radio Mirror, we will

have some surprises for you very soon and we hope you

like them. As for radio broadcasting, we can only hope

that the listeners will continue to voice their opinions so

that the air artists and their managers may be guided.

WHAT DO YOU THINK OF RADIO BROADCAST-
ING? DOES IT SATISFY YOU AND WHAT CHANGES
DO YOU SUGGEST? And, what is equally important to

us. WHAT DO YOU THINK OF YOUR RADIO MIR-
ROR AND WHAT WOULD YOU LIKE TO HAVE
THAT YOU DON'T GET NOW?
WRITE TO CRITICISM EDITOR, RADIO MIRROR,

1926 BROADWAY, NEW YORK CITY IN LETTERS
OF NOT MORE THAN 150 WORDS. THE BEST LET-
TER WILL RECEIVE |20.00, the SECOND BEST |I0.00

AND THE NEXT FIVE BEST LETTERS WILL RE-
CEIVE $1.00 EACH.
ALL LETTERS MUST REACH THE CRITICISM

EDITOR NOT LATER THAN THE TWENTY-SECOND
OF APRIL.

Here are this month's winning letters:

$20.00 PRIZE

The radio studios are on the constant search for new
ideas in broadcasting and program building. Why not one

of the networks inaugurate an "Experimental Theater of

the Air?" Here will be produced unusual plays, sketches,

comedy programs, and anything of an experimental nature.

It will be the "testing ground" for any idea never used

before on the air, or for any program that the networks

have thought good but have hesitated to bring before the

public. Due to its "Experimental" nature, more laxity will

be allowed in choosing material, and the listeners will be-

come intensely interested in this program because of the

fact that they are being "let in" on something new. The
public reaction can be accurately judged before the par-

ticular type of program is adopted as a regular policy of

the broadcasting studios.

In regard to your own magazine, your increase in cir-

culation will attest to its popularity more than any words
of praise from me. May I suggest the following for future

issues of Radio Mirror:
"THE OTHER HALVES". An article on the wives or

husbands of famous artists—not the ones who are famous
themselves, but the ones you don't hear about. Give their

44

hobbies, ideas on radio, how they take care of their hus-
bands, or feel about their wives being famous, and like

facts.

"EAST IS EAST (And the Twain Has Met)". How
radio and the movies have gradually "merged" together,

each taking the best artists from the other.

"WOMEN AND JAZZ". Short biographical sketches,

combined in one article, about the girls singing with
famous orchestras, with a history of girls' advent into

dance orchestras.

BEST FEATURES EACH MONTH OF THE INDE-
PENDENT STATIONS. Giving a short sketch and maybe
a picture of artists who may soon "graduate to the net-

works".

Thomas J. MacWilliams,
Nashville, Tenn.

$10.00 PRIZE
Radio Mirror is a delightful publication which has now

become The Magazine of the Air. It is standard equip-
ment, necessary to have on top of the radio to get at the

bottom of affairs on the airways.

The main trouble with said airways is that they are

cluttered up with the applause of the claques watching
certain so-called humorous stars perform on sponsored
programs. Applause in studios is a bore to the listeners out
along the ether waves. It is distracting and it gives the

impression that it is not founded on merit. We out on
the air have a decided feeling that the applause is regulated

by signals, as the clamor is often deafening when there is

little wit in what the performer has said. The applause not
only annoys those out in the hinterland, but it also makes
them feel that the program is not given for them, only for

the audience within the studio.

All applause in studios should be eliminated.

Tom Stifler,

Danville> 111.

$1.00 PRIZE

A good radio program instructs or entertains the alert

listener, or it does both, and it never offends. My belief

is that the majority of programs today can be classified

good with perfect honesty.

Often it is the little thing that offends me. Take the mat-
ter of pronunciation. I hear words like "program", "dew",
"inquiry", "often", and "comparable" mispronounced
frequently, not to mention numerous uncommon ones.

Speakers occasionally say "fixing the hair"; they use "and
etc.; say "different than"; and suggest that something be

kept in good shape. When such expressions are used in

advertising, there is the reaction to distrust rather than

to be convinced; when used by radio stars, there is the

temptation to minimize their performance. Giving listeners

faultless English will go a long way toward building up
interested patronage.

I read most of the radio magazines in circulation today.

People who have been at all observing will agree that

"Radio Mirror" has attained a reputable position already.

Although young, the content, illustrations, and features are

not surpassed by any other competitive magazine. It's a

publication, too, that we expect to improve with each

issue. May it succeed!

Mrs. Elizabeth Williams.
Merrick, L. I., N. Y.

$1.00 PRIZE

Wherein I give a TIP to Sponsors. I count RADIO
BROADCASTS among my daily blessings, and when I



BROADCASTING

Ted Fiorifo and his orchestra form the musical background for the Old GoU programs
on Wednesday nights over a nation-wide CBS hookup ^

discovered Radio Mirror, I realized radio lovers now had
a permanent rendezvous with pleasure. People have definite

ideas on types of programs they desire, and sponsors will

watch your columns for constructive criticism and advice,

because it is the public they wish to please and SELL.
Radio programs to them are chocolate covered pills with

advertisements enwrapped therein.

Here's a tip for Radio Advertisers: Be sure the pill is

not hard to take! If you're giving a silly program, people

listening in probably enjoy the light fantastic, so have your
advertising tread the same measure. CHEVROLET'S
PROGRAM is a good example. Their advertising is adroit

and funny . . . going over in a big way. That's the secret

of RADIO ADVERTISING—silly programs, light adver-

tising talk; heavy programs, dignified advertising. In

other words, match the advertising to the entertainment

given.

Sent in . . . with best wishes from
Patricia Clafford,

Chicago, 111.

$1.00 PRIZE

In emulating our nation's leader by trying to find out
the collective opinion of a people in listening to its indi-

vidual voices (via the written word) you have hit on a

really sound idea for working out the policies of your
publication. For this, your friends are on both sides of

the microphone as Radio Mirror is a true mirror of radio

in ALL of its ramifications. Need I say more in your
praise?

As to kind and quality of radio fare now current I have
nothing but praise. My criticism is one of timing. I think

a stagger system for special features is sorely needed. A
play fan, for instance, gets jittery when forced to choose
between two very good offerings simply because they are

occurring simultaneously on different stations.

Plays, sports, news and other special periods would not

clash if the stagger system were used co-operatively by the

major stations. The jittery public would calm down again

knowing it could listen to favorite broadcasts without miss-

ing a better one elsewhere. The other broadcast would be

heard later—or earlier as the case may be.

Louise Kaye,

Passaic, N. J.

$1.00 PRIZE
Radio programs are, as a whole, entertaining, instructive

and broadening, but why not have more dramas and worth-

while stories? Many people enjoy serial stories during the

breakfast hour. When Today's Children was on the air

each morning, we enjoyed it along with our breakfast and
anticipated it with pleasure.

Almost everyone enjoys such a program as First Nighter

and Grand Hotel and wish we might have more of them.

Ever so many people have expressed a desire for the

return of such stories as those featuring Old Timer, spon-

sored by the Great Northern. Would it be possible to have

more of this type of entertainment, enjoyed, alike by young
and- old? It affords a splendid source of publicity for any
business, and this type of program is appreciated, not only

in large cities, but especially in small communities where

radios are the principal source of entertainment and di-

version.

My main aversion to the radio is the cramming of too

much advertising in an otherwise splendid program.

The Radio Mirror is a medium much appreciated by
radio fans and is a splendid value.

The many pictures are very welcome and the contents

diversified and entertaining.

D. L. Loveland,

Denver, Colorado.

$1.00 PRIZE
To me, radio is THE wonder of wonders. There is some-

thing awe-inspiring, something (Continued on page 64)
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year, Tibbett slaved at his singing. No
parties. No studio racl<ets. Just hard
work. In 1923, then, La Forge helped

him secure an audition with the Metro-
politan. At his first try-out nothing

happened. After his second he got a

contract to sing the smallest, almost

nameless parts. And for nearly two
years, like a hopeful young ball-player,

he "sat on the bench" aqd waited for

something big.

It came on January 2, 1925. Verdi's

Falstaff had been revived for the

adored Antonio Scotti, and Tibbett, the

beginner, had a small part in the

cast. After a duet between Scotti and
Tibbett, the house went wild. Scotti

and the cast went out to take the ap-

plause. And then a cry went up.

"Tibbett! Tibbett! We want Tib-
bett!" The operatic powers back-stage

pushed the amazed young man out.

And Lawrence Tibbett stepped before

the great gold curtain alone. People

stood up and shouted. The Golden
Horseshoe forgot its dignity. No
American artist had ever, received such

an ovation at the "Met". Tibbett had a

very clear sensation of wanting to run

away. Then he went out and tele-

graphed the news to his mother. Then
he went home to bed. When morning
came, and the newspapers with it, Tib-
bet was a star.

His contract ran for one year, and
he had made his sensational success in

mid-season. For the rest of that year,

he was the most talked-of star in the

company, he drew the largest houses,

received the most fan-mail . . . and
earned sixty dollars a week! When the

opera closed, he booked his first coast-

to-coast concert tour, and offers had to

be rejected. The first thing he did, was
to go home to Bakersfield, to play on
the local ball team.

70R- several years, then, Tibbett sang
leading roles at the Metropolitan

and toured the country in concert. But
he reached, for the most part, only music
lovers, and his rank was that of a "high
brow" artist. And he wasn't satisfied.

He wanted to reach, not the high-

brows alone, but the people, the plain,

average, everyday human beings from
whom he springs. He didn't want to be
"out of their class." So he turned his

attention to the motion picture offers

which had been coming to him. He
entered picture work for two reasons . .

.

to sing to the people through a medium
that is close to them, and to test out his

belief that good music and good sing-

RADIO MIRROR
Lawrence Tibbe+'s Secret

{Contintud from page 27)

ing films can be just as entertaining as

straight plays. It is certain that money
alone would not have tempted Tibbett
to Hollywood . . . though his picture

fees are something around the 150,000
mark. He went into the movies because
he believed in them. When he appeared
on the lot, nobody knew quite what to

do about him. Plans had been made to

welcome a cotton-batting-wrapped
Prima Donna, and executives feared an
outburst of temperament. When he got

there, he made a friend of the errand
boy. He played outfielder on the base-

ball team. He told stories about his

Uncle Ed, who had been a bar-tender

("And why not? He had the cleanest

saloon in Bakersfield. Everybody re-

spected him!"). He talked real music
to Lionel Barrymore and jazz to Cliff

Edwards. And then they knew how to

treat Lawrence Tibbett . . . like a real

person.

He entered radio work for the same
sort of reasons. Money alone would
not have lured him . . . frankly, he

doesn't need money. But he believes in

radio as a supreme form of entertain-

ment. Because it is convenient of ac-

cess and free of cost (except to the spon-

sor!), it reaches everybody.

" FIRMLY believe that the Ameri-
can public wants to hear what is

fundamentally good," Mr. Tibbett tells

you. "But one has to be careful in de-

fining what this 'good' really means. It

doesn't always mean classic music, at-

tached to a big name. The lovely old

ballads, the folk music of different

lands, and the hearty songs of home
and the open spaces are, to me, emi-
nently good music. We are in danger of

detouring off the real road of musical

progress if we ignore this. Thus, the

radio can be made the finest means of

musical education ... if we go about
this process wisely. Nobody can be
expected to take in the supreme classics

without preparation for them. Our im-
mediate task lies just in this prepara-
tion. If you want a public to be
ready for Beethoven, let us say, in five

years, begin now by giving them
samples of the lovely folk music, from
which Beethoven himself drew so many
of his ideas. Many a person who might
ultimately come to appreciate fine

music, is frightened away from it by
tactless methods of presentation. No-
body wants things forced down his

throat. Nobody wants to be talked

down to. In planning my own pro-

grams, I try to give the people what

they want . . . not in the sense of pan-
dering to any particular class of taste,

but in the hope of enlisting interest in

what I have to say, musically speaking.

There is plenty of good music that isn't

at all classic, and that anyone can un-
derstand. And by giving the people
what is good, by inducing them to lis-

ten and have confidence in me, I am
sure that they will constantly want
what is better . . . not because they are

being 'educated' consciously, but be-

cause they themselves will come to

know and love great music."

Mr. Tibbett doesn't like to hear that

radio taste is "cheap." Because it isn't!

The thousands of letters that come to

him, requesting him to sing certain

songs, offer conclusive proof that the

people want what is good.

[E has faith in the taste of the

people and he radiates that faith.

That, probably, is why so many differ-

ent types of people have faith in him.

He is a grand human being. He is de-

lighted with his own success, but suc-

cess doesn't mean anything toplofty to

him. It means the joy of doing the job

he loves ... the fun of being liked . . .

the chance of giving the people some-
thing they w^nt. His hobbies? Chiefly

singing. Whenever and for whomever
he likes. He sings in his bath. He
hates too many formal dinners

where you have to dress, but loves par-

ties that start with an informal tele-

phone call to friends and end in stunts

and singing. He calls his dog "Metco"
in honor of the Metropolitan Opera
Company. He practises his vocal exer-

cises in the syllable "Blah". He walks
on his hands, as a grand stunt, and col-

lects rare editions of Shakespeare. He
sang a Monday night radio broadcast

last year, durmg the performance of

Aida. Dressed in the leopard-skin of

the Ethiopian King, blacked up, and
wearing seven tiger-tooth necklaces, he

rushed to the studio and back to the

Opera House between the second and
third acts, thus providing a real sen-

sation for the traffic cops along Broad-

way. His favorite actress is Marie
Dressier. His favorite bit of advice to

eager youngsters who seek his aid for

careers of their own is, "If you're in

doubt about being a success as a singer,

DON'T GO ON . . . the very fact that

you can feel doubt probably' means
you'd be a flop."

Whatever he says and does, he keeps

on being . . . just himself. That's why
you and you and you like to hear him.

THE SHEPHERD OF THE AIR

Father Charles E. Coughlln whose courageous talks on the airwaves out of the middle west have made him
one of radio's outstanding figures comes to you in the pages of JUNE RADIO MIRROR. The priest behind the

crusader, the man whose words are eagerly heard and accepted by millions, will be presented to you in a thrill-

ing article next month.

DON'T MISS THIS, the most humanly appealing and revealing story of America's most talked, about broad-
casting clergyman.

46



RADIO MIRROR 47

Roosevelt Believes

Radio Fostered

Nation's Faith

{Continued from page 7)

'resident addresses us all as "my
friends", in that cordial natural way of

his that he is bringing an old-fashioned

political trick up-to-date, radio-izing

the kiss-the-babies — flatter-the-ladies

kind of thing. But if you could look

behind the scenes at the system by
which he keeps in touch with the

country, you would realize that it is

quite possible for him with his knowl-

edge of what is going on everywhere
actually to visualize and feel a warm
personal glow for the people sitting

around their radios—^you and you and
you in city, village and country.

For all the time reports are coming
back from every section of America
both to the President and to Mrs.
Roosevelt from sympathetic, honest ob-
servers who are hunting out the

country's sore spots and recommending
what ought to be done about them. I

happen to know that after one such

report, the President immediately or-

dered a large supply of army blankets

sent to the frozen tundras of North
Dakota. And that is only an instance

of the close watch he keeps on what is

happening.

^O it may be said authoritatively that
•^ the President of the United States

knows more than any other one person
in the country what our individual prob-
lems are, and how we are meeting them.
That is why, when he addresses us as

friends, we may take it for granted
that he means it in the most personal
sense. And that is why too, we get the
illusion that he is sitting there at his

desk talking directly to each of us.

The White House, as perhaps you
know, is one of the few homes in the
United States and probably the world
equipped with radio sending connec-
tions that can be switched on at any
time to reach the whole country. Also,
the President is the only citizen who
can go on the air whenever he likes.

Paying patrons consider it an honor
graciously to yield their time to him
and incidentally, they do not lose by
the courtesy, for the announcers' ac-
knowledgement of it gives them a big-
ger advertisement than their regular
program would have done. However,
President Roosevelt is always consid-
erate and chooses time that upsets as
few schedules as possible.

The broadcasting takes place in an
oval room on the ground-floor of the
White House that is known as the dip-
lomatic reception room. In this cham-
ber, which looks out at the base of
Washington monument across the south
grounds and has been especially wired
for broadcasting, diplomats, who have
the honor of driving their cars into the
south grounds, leave their wraps when
they come to formal gatherings. The

I

room has the advantage for broadcast-
;ing of being rather secluded and pro-
portionately quiet. On the floor above
is the President's study.

^^v)iwn/r£/vfy^iyi
mystery

and gives a clue to finer radio music

OH, HOW
THRIUING—

rVE ALWAYS

WANTED TO

SEE THEM

BROADCAST

NEW LIFE FOR OLD RADIOS!
Quickerstart! More powerl Better tone! Itreally

means new life for your set when you replace old,

worn radio tubes with these new Micro-Sensitive

tubes byRCA. These are the only tubes guaranteed

by RCA Radioiron Company to give you 5 im-

portant improvements. Have your dealer test your

cubes today. Insist on RCA Radio Tubes—and
bring back the thrill of radio.

NEW MICRO-SENSITIVE

-^ RCA RADIO TUBES
M GIVE YOU:

1 Quicker Start

2 Quieter Operation
i% Uniform Volume
1 Uniform Performance

."» Every Tube is Matched

(2m n n i n q h am /radios
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The desk at which Mr. Roosevelt sits

to broadcast has two round holes bored
in it through which wires are run when
the equipment is set up, which is only

when a presidential address is sched-

uled. There are two microphones—one

for Columbia and one for N.B.C.

—

placed on the desk, each about sixteen

inches from the Presidential lips. Since

N.B.C. starts its program twenty sec-

onds later than Columbia, the announ-
cer of the latter chain always marks
time by a bit of description. Then on
the second both men take deep breaths

and say as one voice "Ladies and
Gentlemen"—appropriate and impres-

sive pause
—

"the President of .the

United States"!

"EVERYBODY, even the President,

^always smiles a little at this stately

duet for the two announcers are sta-

tioned at a considerable distance apart

on either side of the desk and yet they

speak in absolute unison.

The word "states" is the cue for the

switch-over that connects the Presi-

dent with the people. Mr. Roosevelt

uses the second hand of his own watch
to keep tally on the time while he is

talking. This watch, which dangles us-

ually from his lapel on a heavy chain

is one of the old-fashioned kind in a

hunting case and he inherited it from
his grandfather. Incidentally, it has a

spring that he can press at night to

make it chime the hour or any fraction.

Before each broadcast, the two
chains carefully check their wiring ar-

rangements. N.B.C.'s goes from the

White House to the topmost part of

central Washington; Columbia's goes

to Alexandria on the Potomac. The
microphones and sound facilities are

also painstakingly tried out a short

while before the program begins and if

there should be a suspicion of an echo
the controls are adjusted to do away
with it for less than perfection on these

great occasions is not to be thought of.

It is strange to see anything so

modern as a microphone in the diplo-

matic reception room with its old-

fashioned furniture, high ceilings and
on the walls, portraits of past presi-

dents and their wives—Chester A.
Arthur, very majestic in a frock coat,

Garfield about to make a speech, Zach-
ary Taylor in uniform and Dolly
Madison in a very decollete ball gown.
One article of furniture, an upholstered

circular seat in the middle of the room
reminds me of the way it was de-
scribed by Alice Roosevelt Longworth
in her recent reminiscence?. She is writ-

ing of the period when her father, Theo-
dore Roosevelt, distant cousin of
Franklin Delano, was president.

"The length of the east room was
punctuated by three upholstered circu-

lar seats, each with an elevation in the

centre out of which sprouted a potted
palm," she comments, adding reminis-

cently, "When the palms were removed,
a child could crouch in the vacant
space and pop out at passers-by."

Well, a child can still do it and the

Presidential grandchildren, Sistie and
Buzzie Dall, quite often do.

Members of the President's family
who are home at the time and their

house-guests always gather for the

broadcasting and follow with great in-

terest the proceedings. The guests

range from Cabinet members to college

friends of the younger Roosevelt boys.

The President is the last person to en-

ter and everybody stands when he
comes in and remains standing until he
has seated himself at the desk. When
the broadcast is over, he leaves the

room first.

The President's office where he trans-

acts business, sees callers and, I sup-

pose writes his radio speeches, is also

a novel room, quite large, with three

long windows opening on the private

gardens of the White House. Back of

his desk are two large American flags

on standards. The walls- are hung with
ship prints in two rows, part of the

Presidential collection of ship pictures

which is so large that there are enough
not only to decorate his office but also

his study and bedroom in the White
House proper and his private rooms in

the New York and Hyde Park houses.

On the mantel of the office are ship
models and the nautical note extends
even to the desk which has a ship's

steering wheel that lights your cigarette

when you turn the wheel and a ship's

barometer that tells atmospheric pres-

sure and predicts change in the weather.
The desk itself is supplied with

everything that a busy man can want
and all within easy reach, plenty of
cigarettes and matches, clock, calendar.

Congressional Directory (probably no-
body but a President would want this),

large wire basket for mail and pens

—

the President likes a good supply of
these at hand so that he can use first

one and then another.

I noted some bits of nonsense, too,

for lighter moments—two Democratic
donkeys, a greyish plush one with
beady yellow eyes and a gayly-painted
one; a little grey elephant very incon-

spicuous and I fancied, being crowed
over by a Democratic rooster.

TPHE thing that I, like everybody else,

can hardly get over is that all

through the troubled times, the Presi-

dent has kept right on smiling. Nothing
that happens dims that gallant spirit

for long, and you get the echo of
that courageousness in his voice. 1

thought his hair was a little greyer
than it was when I last saw him more
than six months ago. The circles under
his eyes were deeper, perhaps, but he
looks remarkably well and his chin

seems to have grown squarer, his lips

more firmly set and his entire face more
resolute in the past half-year. His
hand-clasp is as hearty as ever and
his cordiality made me feel that he was
really glad to see me.

That's the way he seems to all his

callers. His graciousness is half his

charm.
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headed Betty, blonde Margery and brunette Dot all ready to sing another song from the piano top.
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Is the American Hick

Becoming a Home-
Spun Crusader?

(Continued from page 11)

loaded with beasts consigned to the
British troops in South Africa for the
Boer War. For once Will figured his

timing wrong. The war, which he'd
planned to see, ended with his arrival.

So, looking around for a way to make
a living, he jined up with a carnival as

a roper and rider revelling in the nom
de theatre of "The Cherokee Kid".
Thus he toured the mighty distances of

South Africa, wandered finally to Eng-
land, and eventually home to Okla-
homa, via New York.

But cowboy wages aren't circus pay,
and if you don't believe it ask Tom
Mix who got |10 a week on a ranch
and 1 17,000 a week in the movies. It

wasn't long before Rogers was with
another show, and in 1905 he was part
of the horseshow at Madison Square
Garden. From then on he was in the

money. New York—the Big Time

—

liked his line, or at least, his act, for

up to now Will's entertainment was
strictly a "dumb act", no talk.

flS cue music was a number called

"Cheyenne", a rollicking piece from
Tin Pan Alley in which the song-writer
"wowed 'em" with a pun on "Shy Ann"
and "Cheyenne". Will made an en-

trance with a rope in each hand, a

horse and rider would gallop across

stage and Will would lasso horse with
one lariat and man with the other. It

was fast work and sometimes the crowd
didn't quite get it. Will decided an an-

nouncement was necessary to impress
the difficulties of his stunt on an effete

Eastern audience.

"That night I looked at the orches-

tra leader", he reminisces, "and hol-

lered 'hey, you, stop it a minute!'
They played that 'Cheyenne' number
with plenty of brass. When he stopped
I said: 'I'm goin' to try to throw one o'

these things around the hoss, and the

other around the man when he rides

out here on the stage. Maybe 1 won't
do it. I dunno.'

"Well, sir, that announcement was a

solemn thing to me, and a preacher
couldn't have felt worse if his congrega-
tion had laughed in his face than 1 did
when that audience roared into mine.
But back-stage they explained to me
that 1 was a comic, so I kept the an-
nouncement in, gradually added to it,

and I've been gabby ever since."

Rogers played for the late Florenz
Ziegfeld, the Great Glorifier, as star of
numerous "Follies" and "Midnight
Frolics", and it was really for Zeiggy,
his life-long friend, that he put in the

patter which ever afterward accompan-
ied his rope stunts. There was no fixed

routine. Then, as now. Will would
glance through the papers and create a

running comment of gags about events
of the hour. He was a riot. No one
could understand this keen-witted cow-
hand. A lot of the local smart-crackers
were credited with doing his stuff for
him. But that has been disproven.

WINNIE'S WOnHY —by Gi l

D 4 WEEKS LATER

/^M GETTING
^MOST TOO POPULAR!]

Poged by professional ntadel*

New pounds for

skinny figures

—quickl
Thousands gaining 5 to IS lbs.

and lovely curves in a few weeks

with amazing new double tonic

DOCTORS for years have prescribed
yeast to build up health. But now

with this new discovery you can get far
greater tonic results than with ordinary
yeast—regain health, and in addition
put on pounds of firm, good-looking
flesh—and in a far shorter time.

Not only are thousands quickly gaining
beauty-bringing pounds, but also clear, radi-
ant skin, freedom from constipation and
indigestion, new pep.

Concentrated 7 times
This amazing new product, Ironized Yeast,
is made from special brewers' ale yeast, im-
ported from Europe, the richest yeast
known, which by a new process is concen-
trated 7 times

—

made 7 times more -powerful.

But that is not all ! This marvelous, health-
building yeast is ironized with 3 special kinds
of strengthening iron.

Day after day, as you take Ironized Yeast,
watch flat chest develop, skinny limbs
round out attractively, new health come.

Results guaranteed
No matter how skinny and weak you may
be, this marvelous new Ironized Yeast
should build you up in a few short weeks as
it has thousands. If you are not delighted
with the results of the very first package,
your money instantly refunded.

Special FREE offer!

To start you building up your health right
away, we make this absolutely FREE offer.

Purciiase a package of Ironized Yeast at
once, cut out the seal on the box and mail it

to us with a clipping of this paragraph. We
will send you a fascinating new book on
health, "New Facts About Your Body", by
an authority. Remember, resiilts are guar-
anteed with the very first package

—

or
money refunded. At all druggists. Ironized
Yeast Co., Dept. 225 Atlanta, Ga.
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In 1908, in November 25, at Rogers,

Arkansas, he married Betty Blake. It

was, he claims, the best day's work of

his life, and the worst for his wife. But

their affectionate regard and constant

companionship makes it evident that

Mrs. Rogers doesn't quite agree with

the last part of the statement at least.

Ten years later he continued his career

as professional Westerner in a series of

silent motion pictures. Some of these

were burlesque, all were farcical, or in-

tended to be. Probably the best was a

film version of "A Texas Steer" filmed

in Washington, D. C. with Will, if

memory serves, as a cow state Con-
gressman.

But deprived of his tongue by the

soundless cinema, Will quit films and
returned to the "Follies", and stayed on
Broadway until he entered the talkies

in 1929 with "They Had to See Paris".

Since then he's been one of the two
stars on the Fox Films lot—Janet Gay-
nor being the other—and has made a

lot of good pictures
—

"Lightnin' ", "A
Connecticut Yankee", "State Fair",

and next he will portray the immortal
horse-trader "David Harum".

Naturally, with the radio being the

newest entertainment medium, and one
especially designed for the Rogers type

of humor. Will turned to broadcasting,

and made the magnificent gesture of

turning over his forty-odd thousands of

dollars received from the Gulf Refinins;

Company to the Salvation Army and
the Red Cross. He's on the same pro-

gram now, but this time at least a part

of the earnings will go to the upkeep
of the Rogers family, the Rogers polo

ponies, and the Rogers welfare gener-

ally.

During his years before the public

Will has met possibly every American
of prominence from Gilda Gray to

Franklin Roosevelt. The Lindberghs,

for instance, are his warm friends. He
has authored six or seven books that

have sold well. He has lectured from
the pulpit as well as from the stage. He
has flown as far afield as South America
to get material for his daily newspaper
column which is syndicated in 200
newspapers both here and abroad. He
has been the guest of Kings, and has

RADIO MIRROR
entertained Princes. By his passion

for aviation he has done much to ad-

vance its cause.

And this, mind you, is the cultured,

travelled gentleman, who pretends to

be the hick, cracker-barrel, yokel wise-

cracker. He'll keep right on working at

it, but that is no reason why you should

believe him other than a shrewd, keen

commentator on the world and its ways
who dresses up his oracular sayings

with the feathers plucked from the tail

of a badly abused grammar. He is the

successor of Bill Nye, Artemus Ward,
Mark Twain, Eugene Fields, and a lit-

tle more remotely of Abraham Lincoln.

Given his health, which up to now is

superb, anything may happen to him.

A turn of the wheel may put him on a

throne as a ruler rather than a jester

—

speculation as to his future can go even

that far. So never write Will Rogers
down a clown. He's a power in the

land. And while he may sometimes be
not quite so frank as he sounds, he's a

power for good, and for right as he

sees it.

The tales that are told about him are

many. Some sound like a part of the

act, but others are very human, and
still others are mighty brave and fine

—

as, for instance, when he stepped into

Fred Stone's show and saved it from
closing while Fred lay for a year with

most of his bones broken through a

'plane crack-up. He appeared twice

daily for a week for Hollywood's Com-
munity Chest at a theatre in California.

He toured the Mississippi flood area in

behalf of the sufferers with Frank
Hawks piloting his plane.

[E doesn't smoke and he doesn't

drink. Began chewing gum when he
quit tobacco. Writes his column at the

last minute, taking about a half-hour

to knock it out and an hour to try it

out on anyone who is handy. His home
is situated on the high plateau topping
a Santa Monica mountain, a mile up-
grade from the roadway. Here too is

his polo field where he plays the game
with his friends attired in overalls.

Asked if he reads fiction he says, "Yes,

the newspapers."
Forced to wear evening clothes in a

film, he made the studio pay declaring

that while his contract said he must
provide his own ordinary clothing, the

studio was bound to pay for costumes,

and to him, dinner jacket or "tails"

was a "costume". There's a golf

course on his estate, but he seldom
swings a club. Tennis courts are avail-

able, too, but he doesn't use 'em. With
a typical Rogers humor he knocks
wood while declaring he's not supersti-

tious. He declines to "sit" for pictures,

and the studio cameramen have to catch

him on the fly. Ordinarily, he dislikes

reminiscing, and is shy of .talk as to his

early days. If he doesn't like you, he

lets you know. And if you interview

him, fight shy of too personal questions.

He values privacy.

TPERRIFICALLY active, his time
is wholly consumed from morning

to night. He's both an early riser and
an early-to-bedder. He's a Mason, a

Shriner and an Elk, besides belonging
to several theatrical clubs. Writing, fly-

ing and polo are his favorite activities.

Compliments embarrass him. When
away from home, he's liable to dig up
stakes any time. He has left town on
fifteen minutes notice on any train go-

ing anywhere—whatever city he arrives

in assures him of a welcome. Mrs.
Rogers buys his clothes. He types with
two fingers. Can't play any instrument,

but, they say, recently remedied this

defect by the purchase of a hurdy-
gurdy. He doesn't play cards. On the

radio, political speeches interest him
most. He likes chile con carne best. His
life is insured for something near

11,000,000.

He was born on election day—but
has never voted. A Siamese Prince

offered him the present of an elephant.

Will declined. He pretends to dislike

being called "Old Will Rogers." He
saves his best gags for his columns or
his radio talks. Frequently ad libs in

pictures. If he thinks of a good nifty

he notes it down. He never kids the

little fellows who can't take it. He says

that his earliest ambition was to "grow
up to be a man". And adds that some-
times he wonders whether he has at-

tained it!

The Girl Behind the Perfect Voice

I

her cue to read her lines. To help her

with the handling of the "pitch" of her

voice, they slapped a couple of ear-

phones around her fevered head, so she

could hear the boys and girls of the

cast doing their stuff in the studio.

Came the signal, and the show went on.

(P. S. The engineers were quaran-
tined).

Well, if I hadn't known all about
that unusual and historic set-up, I

couldn't have noted any difference in

that program. It went off perfectly,

and made history. Later, many pro-

grams featured the stunt by having a

band playing in a studio, and an organ
miles away synchronizing with the or-

chestra, and vice-versa. In fact, the

same arrangement today is used on na-

tional hookups, where various celebri-
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ties in widely separated sections are

thrown together on a single show.
But Elsie pioneered in this. The

sponsor had insisted upon it, for he said

sagely: "This is a case of Hitz and no
errors!"

Elsie is as much a veteran in dra-
matics on the air, as Vaughn De Leath
is to the crooning fraternity, which, as

you may have noted, has grown some-
what in the seven years since Elsie and
Vaughn began to do their stuff. Elsie,

before the network age, had trained

herself for the stage by hectic years in

stock and in such dependable pieces as

"The Cat and the Canary", where she

was tossed around quite a bit by vil-

lains; "Restless Women", "The Butter
and Egg Man" in which she was hor-

ribly wronged by the porcine villain

who engaged her as his stenographer,

but merely wanted her to sit on his

lap, and Fulton Oursler's sensation.

"The Spider," in which she played the

lone feminine role—that of the girl who
had to be manhandled in the audience

by a stooge for a mind-reader. Elsie

did the best screaming of her dramatic
career in this eery play.

Along about this time, radio began
to emerge from its swaddling clothes,

Elsie was called upon to play the role

of Magnolia in a WEAF version of

"Showboat". That was when the

Telephone Company owned WEAF.
and had tried out a hundred or more
soft-spoken hello girls for the job, but

found them incompetent, because while

they could give you the shivers over

the wire and make you think of dates.



the radio mikes frightened them half

to death. So Elsie made her air debut,

and the very next day was offered a

swell job in a big Broadway show.

"But some impulse told me to reject

the offer," she explains. "1 guess it was
a hunch that radio would be the theatre

of tomorrow. I'm glad I didn't leave

it."

Elsie really acquired her first real

fame, however, in the True Story Mag-
azine series. That was a job that called

for great flexibility of voice, and her

extraordinary versatility in shifting

characters once a week. She played

subsequently in the Physical Culture

Magazine series. Love Stories, the

Crime Club, the Shadow sketches (you
remember the guy with the dirty

laugh) "Arabesque," that poetic and
fantastic story-within-a-story thing

about the desert and sheiks. (And was
Elsie given a run for her money by
those Arabic gents, who kidnapped her

from place to place, made love to her,

threatened and tortured her, and just

made life a series of ups and downs,

loves and hates and oases and sand
storms). The worst villain she ever

encountered, however, was the Octopus,

the maniac, featured in the Evening in

Paris series, and played by a guy who
seemed to be the half-witted brother of

Fu Manchu. That is one creation I

shall never forgive Edith Meiser for.

She was the author. In this tumultuous

batch of adventures, Elsie was the rich,

sophisticated Patricia Barlow, who had
a bashful lover, and in this case, it was
Elsie who had to make love. and pro-

pose, and finally consummate (scrip-

tually, of course) one of her half dozen

marital plunges. I liked June Arm-
strong best, and so did the audience.

V T was as June that Elsie was knocked
over by the scarlet fever bacil-

lus. But the present "Dangerous Para-

dise" is no slouch of a serial. .At the

moment of this writing, Elsie had
added to her experiences by becoming
the white goddess of a primitive tribe,

which inhabits one of the Polynesian

islands in the South Pacific. In this in-

stance, she is the lovely Dale Brewster,

and if Elsie had her way, that's the

character she'd like to be in real life,

and she'd like to live on such an island,

provided they took fifty per cent of the

villains out in one of the native out-

rigger canoes and drowned them.
To date, Elsie has been shipwrecked,

homeless, starving, rescued by a hand-
some brute, made love to, thrown out'

on the beach, seized by savages, and
rescued again. And the author of Dan-
gerous Paradise is racking his brain

now to find some way of breaking the

monotony of such inactive island life.

He is, this author, a lad by the name
of Bill Sweets, who authors most every-

thing you hear on the air with a dis-

tinct dramatic quality.

But it's not only the fictional heroes

and villains who fall in love with Elsie

and her voice. Thousands of listeners

go for Elsie's diction like a camel for a

nice cool drink. Every broadcast
evokes pleas from lovelorn swains in all

parts of the country who want to

marry Elsie without so much as giving
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her time to live out her life with her

present and much-beloved husband,

John L. Welch. And it's rather unrea-
sonable, too, for these seekers after

Elsie's heart, to expect her to rush away
from her job, and leave her sweet little

daughter, Jean, all unattended.

And that's what Elsie tells 'em when
she answers the fan mail.

But there was one little fellow to

whom she didn't have the heart to send
such a reply. He was an anemic little

lad of 15, in a New England hospital.

He fell in love with Elsie right up to

his ears. He just had to see her, and
so he wrote. Elsie delayed a reply, and
more letters came. Of course, she had
no way of knowing the circumstances.

But at length, came a letter from one
of the hospital staff, stating that the

physicians believed the boy would most
certainly die of a broken heart if he

did not meet his heroine.

Miss Hitz conferred with her spon-
sors. They agreed that a life was a life,

and that if a trip to the broadcast
would help bring the lad back to

health, well, Elsie could act up.

So it was arranged.

The lad was brought to New York,
and when he discovered that Elsie was
not quite his own age, his ardor damp-
ened somewhat. Nevertheless, he was
still in love, and Elsie humored him.
She took him to the studio, and with
friends accompanied him on a visit to

Rudy Vallee (another of his idols),

and after a full day of companionship,
the lad went, back to the hospital, and
so great was the change in his psychol-

ogy, that he up and got well, although
there never had been much hope for

this.

That was the one occasion in the life

of Elsie Hitz when she played Pag-
liacci. She was gay and frolicsome all

the time the sick lad was with her, but
there was a lump in her throat, and she

had to fight back the tears throughout
the experience. The boy doesn't' know
yet that it was Elsie's kind, generous
and understanding husband who went
all over town with them—their chauf-
feur.

To me, that is one of the unique
dramas of radio's backstage.

IM|1SS HITZ is another of those Cleve-
landers who made the big grade in

radio. And if you have a little son,

daughter, brother or sister, who gets up
and recites at parties and church so-

ciables, and who likes to emote or wax
dramatic, don't leave home. The child

may be a radio star someday, if you
encourage the vocal tricks. For that is

how Elsie started; that and parental
encouragement are what inspired her
to the realization of her ambition to

become a dramatic personality. Why,
before she was 18 she was doing heavy
dramatics in Notre Dame Academy, in

Cleveland, and it was at one of these

amateur theatricals that she was dis-

covered, and eventually piloted to the
professional stage. Thousands of fans
are glad she didn't stay on the stage

—

and I happen to be one of them, be-
cause, shush! shush! boys and girls, I

too, go for that Hitz voice in a big,

big way!

READ FREE OFFER BELOW

Women's Greatest
POWER

l/es /// lovely eyes, romantic,

provocative. How yoii can

give your eyes added beauty.

'TpHIS is \()ur opportunity to glorif)- your
*- c\es, to have lonj;, lo^eJ) la.shes. Here's

the way used by smart women everywhere.
So easy, so inexpensive. Just a majiic touch

with Winx, the super-mascara.

\'ou'Il ne\er realize the power of beauti-

ful eyes until you tr\- Winx— the perfecieti

formula of mascara in either cake or lic|uitl

form, ^'ou^ e\es— framed with Winx lashes
— will ha\e new niyster\', new charm.

So safe— smudjjc-proof, non-smarting, tear-

proof—Winx is refined to the last degree,

^'et so (.|uick to appK— a morning applica-

tion lasts until bed-time.

Millions of women prefer Winx to ortii-

nar\- mascara. New friends are adopting
Winx ever>' day. Without delay, you, too.

should learn the easy art of having lustrous

Winx lashes. Just go to any toilet counter
and buy Winx in either cake or liquid. Full

directions in each package.

To introduce Winx to new friends, note
our trial offer below. Note, too, our Iree
Booklet offer, "Lovely Fycs-How to Have
Them". It not only tells of the care of lashes,

iiiit also w hat to do for e\ebrow s, how to use
the proper eye-shadow, how to treat "crow's
feet" and wrinkles, etc., etc.

WINX
For Lovely Eyes

Atcrely send coupon fur "Lovely Eyes — How to

Have Them". If you also want a month's trial

packase of Winx mascara, enclose 10c. checking
uhcther \"ou wish cake or liquid, black or hrown.

Mail to ROSS Co., 245 W. 17th St., N. Y. City I
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5:45 P.M. Little Orphan Annie—
childhood playlet with Shirley Bell,

and Allan Baruck (Wander Corn-

company) daily except Sunday.

WJZ and associated stations.

Poor little Annie and her radio

troubles.

5 :45 P. M. Tke Wizard of Oz—drama-
tization of A. A. Milne Children

Stories, with Nancy Kelly (General

Foods Corp.). WEAF and associated

stations.

Dramatizing the printed page.

7:00 P.M. Myrt and Marge— daily

except Saturday and Sunday (Wrig-

ley Chewing Gum). WABC and as-

sociated stations.

They always give you something

new.
7:00 P.M. Amos 'n' Andy—blackface

comedians. Daily except Saturday

and Sunday (Pepsodent toothpaste).

WJZ and associated stations.

It looks like five years more of this.

7:15 P.M. Just Plain Bill—daily ex-

cept Saturday and Sunday (Kolynos

Sales Co.). WABC and associated

stations.

That's what it is.

7:30 P. M. Music by George Gershwin
(Feen-a-mint). Also Friday. WJZ
and associated stations.

One man who has a right to broad-

cast fame.

7:30 P.M. The Molle Show—Shirley

Howard and the Jesters, Red, Wamp
and Guy; Milt Rettenberg, pianist;

Tony Callucci, guitar. Also Wednes-
day and Thursday. (Molle Shaving

Cream). WEAF and associated sta-

tions.

Vaudeville that goes too quickly.

7:45 P. M. BoAKE Carter—news com-
mentator (Philco Radio and Televi-

sion Corp.) Daily except Saturday
and Sunday. WABC and associated

stations.

As one man sees the day's events.

7:45 P.M. The Goldberg's—Gertrude

Berg, James Waters and others, com-
edy sketch (Pepsodent Company).
Daily except Saturday and Sunday.
WEAF and associated stations.

A famous family air their troubles.

8:00 P. M. Happy Bakers. Phil Duey,
Frank Luther and Jack Parker, with

Vivien Ruth (Wonder Bread). Also

Wednesday and Friday. WABC and
associated stations.

Happy and snappy.
8:15 P.M. Edwin C. Hill. 'The Hu-
man Side of the News." Also
Wednesday and Friday (Barbasol

Company). WABC and associated

stations.

What happened today and might
happen next week.

8:30 P. M. The Voice of Firestone—
Lawrence Tibbett and Richard
Crooks alternating with William
Daly's orchestra (Firestone Tire and
Rubber Company). WEAF and as-

sociated stations.

Two glorious voices in perfect al-

ternation.

8:30 P. M. Bing CrosBy and Orches-
tra; The Mills Brothers (Woodbury
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Soap). WABC and associated sta-

tions.

He makes this a national stay-at-

home night.

8:30 P.M. The Djer Kiss Recital—
Michael Bartlett, tenor, with Alexan-

der Steinert's orchestra (Vadsco Sales

Corp.). WJZ and associated sta-

tions.

All in the cause of perfume.

9:00 P.M. A. & P. Gypsies—Direction
Harry Horlick; Frank Parker, tenor.

(Atlantic & Pacific Tea Co.). WEAF
and associated stations.

Old timers with Mr. Parker to

make it new.
9:00 P.M. Sinclair Greater Min-

strels—minstrel show with Gene
Arnold, interlocutor; Joe Parsons,

bass; male quartet; Bill Childs, Mac
McCloud and Clifford Soubier, end
men; band director, Harry Kogen.
(Sinclair Refining Co.) WJZ and
associated stations.

The success of this one even sur-

prises us.

9:00 P. M. Rosa Ponselle with Andre
Kostelanetz' Orchestra and 16-voice

chorus (Chesterfield). WABC and
associated stations.

Our favorite voice, and it's about
time.

9:30 P.M. Del Monte Ship of Joy
with Hugh Barrett Dobbs, Doric and
Knickerbocker Quartets; Orchestra

direction Meredith Willson (Califor-

nia Packing Co.). WEAF and asso-

ciated stations.

Take a little cruise yourself.

9:30 P. M. Jack Frost's Melody Mo-
ments—guest star; orchestra direc-

tion Josef Pasternack. WJZ and as-

sociated stations.

Sugary melodies.

9:30 P. M. "The Big Show" with Ger-
trude Niesen, Isham Jones' orchestra,

and Dramatic Cast and Guest Artist

(Ex-Lax). WABC and associated

stations.

A swell orchestra and the coming
blues singer.

10:00 P.M. Contented Program—
Gene Arnold, narrator; the Lullaby
Lady; male quartet; orchestra direc-

tion Morgan L. Eastman; Jean Paul
King, announcer (Carnation Milk
Co.). WEAF and associated sta-

tions.

Well, are you?

TUESDAY

1 :30 P. M. Easy Aces (Jad Salts). Also
Wednesday, Thursday and Friday.

WABC and associated stations.

We insist this deserves a night

spot.

5:45 P. M. Rex Cole Mountaineers—
Hillbilly songs and sketch (Rex Cole,

Inc.). Also Thursday. WEAF
Warbling straight from Arkansas.

7:30 P. M. The Silver Dust Serenad-
ERS with Phil Cook. Also Thursday
and Friday. (Gold Dust Corp.).

WABC and associated stations. •

A lot of people think he's flunny.

7:45 P.M. Gus Van and Company;

Arlene Jackson, blues singer. WJZ
and associated stations.

That Van still knows how to put
a song over.

8:00 P.M. Leo Reisman's Orchestra
with Phil Duey, baritone (Philip-
Morris Cigarettes). WEAF and as-

sociated stations.

One of America's smoothest musi-
cal group.

8:00 P. M. Eno Crime Clues, an orig-

inal Spencer Dean mystery drama
with Edward Reese and John Mac-
Bryde (Harold S. Ritchie & Co.).

WJZ and associated stations.

Shudders and thrills.

8:30 P.M. Lady Esther Serenade—
Wayne King and his orchestra. Also
Wednesday. WEAF and associated
stations.

9:00 P.M. Ben Bernie's Blue Ribbon
Orchestra (Premier-Pabst Sales Co.)
WEAF and associated stations.

Ben still shows them how to do it.

9:15 P.M. Oldsmobile Presents Ruth
Etting, John Green and his orches-
tra; chorus. Also Friday. -WABC
and associated stations.

If there's anything better than
Ruth, we haven't heard it.

9:30 P.M. The Texaco Fire Chief
Band—Ed Wynn, the Fire Chief, with
Graham McNamee; male quartet;

Fire Chief Band (Texas Co.). WEAF
and associated stations.

He's crazy but he makes them
laugh.

9:30 P. M. Eddie Duchin and his Cen-
tral Park Casino Orchestra. Also
Thursday and Saturday (Pepsodent
Company). WJZ and associated
stations.

Duchin's the Debbie's delight but
he no likee.

10:00 P. M. Camel Caravan with Glen
Gray's Casa Loma Orchestra; Stoop-
nagle and Budd and Connie Boswell
(Camel Cigarettes). Also Thursday.
WABC and associated stations.

A double header of what the listen-

ers seem to like best.

WEDNESDAY

8:00 P.M. The Royal Gelatine Re-
view—Jack Pearl, the Baron Mun-
chausen with Cliff Hall; Peter Van
Steeden's Orchestra. WEAF and as-

sociated stations.

We'll take the baron any night.

8:30 P. M. Albert Spalding, Violinist;

with Conrad Thibault, Baritone, and
Don Vorhees Orchestra" (Fletcher's

Castoria). WABC and associated

stations.

A famous artist who knows his
popular appeal.

9:00 P.M. The Ipana Troubadours—
orchestra; guest artist (Ipana Tooth-
paste). WEAF and associated sta-

tions.

Pleasantly remindful of pearly
teeth.

9:00 P.M. Raymond Knight and his

Cuckoos. (A.C. Spark-Plug Co.).

WJZ and associated stations.

The crazy crowd in a new spot.



9.00 P.M. Nino Martini with Andre
. Kostelanetz' orchestra and 16-voice

chorus (Chesterfield). WABC and
associated stations.

A beautiful voice .in well chosen

programs.
9:30 P. M. Fred Allen's Sal Hepatica
Revue—Fred Allen, Portland Hoffa;

Jack Smart, Mary McCoy, Ferde
Grofe's orchestra and the Song-
smith's quartet (Sal Hepatica Salts).

WEAF and associated stations.

A really smart comedian who
knows how to build his own pro-

gram.
9:30 P. M. The Vince Program—guest

artist and William Daly and his

string orchestra (Wm. R. Warner
Co.). WJZ and associated stations.

Somebody's got a hard spot to fill.

9:30 P. M. White Owl Program. Guy
Lombardo's Royal Canadians with
Burns and Allen, Comedy Team
(General Cigar Co.). WABC and
associated stations.

As silly as ever and just as amus-
ing.

10:00 P.M. Old Gold Program—Ted
Fiorito and his orchestra with Dick
Powell, Master of Ceremonies (P.

Lorillard Co.). WABC and asso-

ciated stations.

Now there's a leader who knows
music.

10:00 P. M. Plough's Musical Cruiser
—Vincent Lopez and his orchestra;

Ed Sullivan, Sports Announcer; three

Scamps; James Wallington Master
of Ceremonies. (Plough, Inc.). WJZ
and associated stations.

Lopez is still one of our favorites.

THURSDAY

8:00 P.M. Fleischmann Hour—Rudy
Vallee and his Connecticut Yankees;
guest artists. (Fleischmann's Yeast).

WEAF and associated stations.

Still the best air show.
8:30 P.M. "Voice Of America" with
Mary Eastman; guest speaker;

Nicholas Kempner's Orchestra (Un-
derwood Typewriters). WABC and
associated stations.

This one should make you tune in.

9:00 P. M. Captain Henry's Maxwell
House Show Boat—Charles Winnin-
ger; Lanny Ross, tenor; Annette
Hanshaw, blues singer; Doris Ben-
nett, soprano; Conrad Thibault,
baritone; Molasses 'n' January; Gus
Haenschen's Show Boat Band. (Max-
well House Coffee). WEAF and as-

sociated stations.

A steamboat ride you shouldn't
miss.

10:00 P.M. Paul Whiteman and his

orchestra and radio entertainers; Al
Jolson, singing comedian; Deems
Taylor, master of ceremonies (Kraft
Phoenix Cheese Corp.). WEAF and
associated stations.

The jazz king and the mammy
singer which should be enough for

you.

FRIDAY

11:00 A.M. Music Appreciation
Hour—Walter Damrosch conducting.
WEAF-WJZ and associated stations.
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You'll learn something here.

8:00 P.M. Cities Service Concert—
Jessica Dragonette, soprano, and the

Cities Service quartet; Frank Banta
and Milton Rettenberg piano duo;
Rosario Bourdon's orchestra. WEAf^
and associated stations.

A sweet soprano and Banta makes
the keys talk.

8:00 P.M. Nestle's Chocolateers
with Ethel Shutta, Walter O'Keefe
and Don Bestor's Orchestra (Nestle's

Chocolate). WJZ and associated

stations.

The candy kids but there should
be more of O'Keefe.

8:30 P. M. The March of Time (Rem-
ington Typewriters). WABC and
associated stations.

One of radio's best ideas brilliant-

ly carried out.

9:00 P. M. Waltz Time—Frank Munn,
tenor; Muriel Wilson, soprano; Abe
Lyman's orchestra (Sterling Prod-
ucts). WEAF and associated sta-

tions.

You know what we think of these

artists.

9:30 P.M. Richard Hudnut presents

Marvelous Melodies—The Powder-
Box Revue. With Jack Whiting,
Jeanie Lang, Jack Denny and his

orchestra (Richard Hudnut Cos-
metics). WABC and associated sta-

tions.

We'll take Whiting—you can have
Jeanie.

9:30 P. M. The Armour Program fea-

turing Phil Baker, Harry McNaugh-
ton, Mabel Albertson; orchestra

direction Roy Shield; Merrie-Men
male quartet; Neil Sisters, harmony
trio (Armour & Co.). WJZ and as-

sociated stations.

Now, this is something we'll stay

home for.

1 0:00.P.M. First Nighter—dramatic
sketch with June Meredith, Don
Ameche, Cliff Soubier, Eric Sager-
quist's orchestra. (Compana Cor-
poration). WEAF and associated

stations.

All the theatre thrills in your own
home.

SATURDAY
1 :45 P. M. Metropolitan Opera Com-
pany—John B. Kennedy and Milton

J. Cross' commentators (Lucky
Strike Cigarettes). WEAF-WJZ
and associated stations.

One of the real high-lights of the

week.
8:00 P.M. "Forty-Five Minutes

In Hollywood" (Borden Company).
Mark Warnow's Orchestra. WABC
and associated stations.

Some entertaining camera tidbits.

9:00 P.M. Colgate House Party—
Donald Novis, tenor; Frances Lang-
ford, blues singer; Arthur Boran,
radio mimic; Rhythm Girls Trio;
Melody Boys Trio; orchestra direc-

tion Don Voorhees; Brad Browne,
Master of Ceremonies. (Colgate-
Palmolive-Peet Co.). WEAF and
network.

This should make your Saturday
night a little brighter.

9:00 P. M. Crete Stueckgold with
Andre Kostelanetz' Orchestra and 16-

-HereisiheSECFlET
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MOON GLOW
NAIL POLISH

^Beautifies fYbur ^ands
You will be delighted with the smartness ot your handi
when you beautify them with MOONa< GLOW Nal.
PoUeh. Keep on your shelt all of the six MOON GLOW
shades—Natural, Medium. Rose, Platinum Pearl.
Carmine and Coral.
If you paid SI you couldn't get finer nail polish than
Hollywood's own MOON GLOW—the new favorite
everywhere. Ask your lOc store for the 10c size or your
drug store for the 25o size of MOON GLOW Nail Polish
In all shades. If they cannot supply you, mall the coupon
today.

Moon Glow Cosmetic Co., Ltd., Hollywood, Calif.

Gentlemen: Please send me Introductory pkg. ot
Moon Glow. I enclose 10c (coin or stamps) for each
shade checked. ( ) Natural ( ) Medium ( ) Rose
( ) Platinum Pearl ( ) Carmine ( ) Coral.

Name

St. and No

City State. . RM-A5

GRAY
FADED HAIR
Men, women, glrh with gray, faded, itreiked hair. Shampoo
and color your hair at the same time with new lYench
discovery "Shampo Kolor," takes few minutes, leaves
hair soft, glossy, natural. Does not rub off. Free Booklet.
Monsieur L. P. Valllgny. Dept. 47, 254 W. 3l»t St.. N. Y.

Day-Long Beauty:

~NEW, TRANSPARENT
LIFE-COLOR LIPSTICK

(Pkoidboffc
«7 FIFTH AVE., NEW YO

MARVELOUS NEW LAMP
CUTS ELECTRIC BILLS

Actually give* 36 percent more tiRht. Increase
your illumination or use omnller bulbs and re-
duce bills 36 percent. Guaranteed 1000 burn-

BIG PROFIT FOR AGENTS
100 Wott lamp. rog. price 11.25. you sell for
86c cobU you 46o. Send 200 (or sample and
mfmey-maJtine saleaplon.

THE MASTERLITE CO.
D«pt.GE18 110 East 23rd St., NewYorkL1Ml
OILY SKIN?

Wash with KLEERPLEX

!

Oily Skin may be a dangerous breed-
ing ground for BLACKHEADS. DON'T
SQUEEZE THEM! IT MAY CAUSE
SCARS, INFECTION! Dissolve Black-
heads, refine Large Pores stoif embarrass-
ing Greasiness, "Shine," clear Muddy,
Tanned Skin. Just wash with water and
wonderful KLEERPLEX WASH! Has
marvelous pore-purifying powers. Gets at
the cause QUICKLY! SAFELY! LIGHT-
ENS! BEAUTIFIES! Gives you the
clean-cut attractive look. SEE QUICK
IMPROVEMENT. No harmful chemicals.
No staying home. A guaranteed, pure

product, approved by thousands of happy users—both
Men and Women. Stop wasting time and money on
ordinary cosmetics—send only $1 TODAY for this un-
usuaj _sk|n_ purifier^ _M ON EY,_BAC_I<_GUA RANTEE

1

KLEERPLEX (Dept. MDI)
I W. 34th St., New York City, N. Y.
n Here Is $1. Please send me 2 mos.'

supply of KLEERPLEX WASH or

D I will pay postman plus 20e P. 0.
charge. Outside U. S. $1.25—no CODs.
WRITE NAUS— ADDRESS IN MAROIN

MAIL

COUPON
NOW
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Do YOU long for the allure of a soft, smooth

skin ... a complexion young and radiant

as a morning in May?

Mere "wishing" won't bring you the beauty you envy

so much in others. But there is a very easy, very inex-

pensive way to acquire loveliness ... a way that is

practiced by millions of charming American women.

Begin today to use Outdoor Girl Face Powder,
-Rouge and Lipstick . . . the oh/v preparations of their

kind made with a pure Othe 0/7 base! Observe how
these marvelous beauty-aids improve your skin; bring

out its natural, living tones. Yout face takes on
a smooth, velvety texture. Lips and cheeks become
tempting—/wwow

In latge economjr-sizes at drug and department stores—

50c and 25c. Mail the coupon if you want to try 5 of

these exceptional beauty preparations.

OUTDOOR GIRL
OLIVE OIL BEAUTY PRODUCTS

CRYSTAL CORP., WiUis Ave., N. Y. C.Depi. 1 24E
I enclose 10c. Please send me liberal trial packages

ofOutdoor Girl Face Powder, Lip-and-Cheek Rouge,
Cleansing Cream, Olive Oil Cream, and Perfume.

Hame

Address-

City -Stale.

Lighten Tour Hair
Without Peroxide
... to ANY shade you Desire
. . .SAFELY in 5 to 15 minutes

avoid the

rS$

Corelul. (aatidious

Leroxidc because peroxids makes hnir brittle.

echler*s Instantaneous Hair Lightener
requires NO porotide. Used as a paate, it cannot atrcak. ETimir

"straw" look. Beneficial to permanent waves and
bleached hair. Lightena blonde hair grown dark. '^'-----

tlio only preparation that also Hithtens the Bcalp. N
dark roota Uaod over 20 years by XamouB beautie.-t, stasc

and screen atara and children. Harmless, Guaranteed. Mailed
complete with brush for application

pppp SA-page booklet "The Art of Lightening Hai
M MXM^M^

Without Peroxide" Free wUh your first order

ERWIN F. LECHLER, Hair Beauty Specialist
563 W. laist St., New York. N. Y.

a tea

1

ODORLESS HAIR
REMOVER
Not a razor, liquid

paste or powda';25/^
Baby Touch Hair Remover is the
new, amazing way to remove hair
from arms, legs and face—quicldy
and safely. Used tike a powder

puff. Odorless, painless, better than a razor. Baby
Touch leaves the skin soft, white and rntores youth and
beauty to the skin. Should last a month. Satisfaction
guaranteed. At drug and department stores or send 25c
for one in plain wrapper.
BABY TOUCH HAIR REMOVER CO.. till Clin SI. Lnlt. M(

CAN HAIR
BE REGROWN

rfond today lor free information tellins about exploreri discovery of an-
cient "Bal-Dava", (meanina; hair medii-ino) from Far Eaal India where bald-
netw JB practically unknown . . . learn how in many eaxea you can etimulate
hnir erowth, correct itchinz scalp dandruff and other troubles thai caune
loss of hair. No r>blii:ation ... all free upon your request in plain wrapper
. . . MAIL COUPON TODAY!

ALWIN, Dept. 105, 75 Varick St., New York
PloHse Mod adrico on aorrectioE hair troubles to

Name

Address
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voice chorus (Chesterfield). WABC
and associated stations.

More serious music.

10:00 P. M. The Saturday Night Ter-
RAPLANE Party with Robert L. "Be-

lieve-it-or-not" Ripley; B. A. Rolfe
and his orchestra; Men About Town
trio. (Hudson Motor Car Co.).

WEAF and associated stations.

Things you never knew till now.

Fred Allen Story

(Continued from page 29)

and he was baptized John F. Sullivan

thirty some years ago. He has a reti-

cence about having his age known so

we'll just say he's in his early thirties

and you can form your own opinion as

to whether we're giving him the break
of a couple of years. The day he first

opened his eyes, the ground hog went
right back into his hole and it was cold
Massachusetts winter for the young
Sullivan many years until at last he
hit Broadway and the Main Stem paid
tribute to his talents.

He tried out many jobs while he was
still mastering the elementary branches
of an education and though his school-

ing has been limited he is an avid
reader and has that mellow, rich learn-

ing which comes from varied and wide
experience with all sorts of people and
experiences.

As a small boy he worked in the

public library in Boston and had a pen-
chant for planning his future career

from whatever book he happened to

pick up. If it was a volume of travel

he was going to far places, if it was a

thesis on bridge building then that's

what he wanted to do—for the mo-
ment. It was natural therefore when
one day he came upon a book which
minutely described the art of juggling

he should immediately consider him-
self an embryonic juggler and so seri-

ously did he dwell on this outlook that

eventually he became a very bad throw-
and-catch-'em artist in small time
vaudeville. His manipulations of the
various instruments were so inexpert

and so coldly received that he inter-

polated funny lines to cover his fum-
blings, gradually developing into a

comedian, and leaving the shiny balls

to those who could catch them better.

He served in the A. E. F. during the
World War and after the armistice
returned to New York to hunt a job
and marry Portland Hoffa, his present
wife and professional stooge, and to

struggle along for years until a chance
in a big Broadway production brought
his clever routines to the attention of
those who make stars out of road-show
strugglers. What Fred Allen did in the

way of keeping the first "Little Show"
audiences laughing is still theater his-

tory. And what Fred Allen did, in

that era, by way of making brilliant

successes out of after-theater parties

and social soirees is still talked about,
too. He was the stellar guest of all

those gatherings that included Noel
Coward, the Alfred Lunts and other
lights.

He had a grand time himself, too,

until he realized that staying up late

at night and getting up early the next
morning made him more amusing so-

cially than he might be professionally.

Then, as is typical of Fred Allen, he
immediately did an about-face. He

gave up the parties because his work
was so much more important and now-
adays if you hear of the Fred Aliens

being among those present at any of

the big social events you may rest as-

sured Fred's there because of an old
friendship or because he's so inherently

kind he couldn't find a "no."

The Aliens' existence, away from the

radio, is an uneventful one if judged
by the activities of most other mi-
crophone celebrities. Fortunately for

Fred, Portland likes the quiet ways.
Though, I suppose, she's so much in

love with her husband, even if she

weren't the quiet, retiring sort of per-

son she is, whatever Fred said would
be right.

Allen lives by a routine of physical

exercises and careful adherence to a

sane diet so that he is in better condi-
tion this year than he has been for

many theatrical seasons. He has all

sorts of gymnastic equipment in his

own home and if you see a picture

of Fred in his living room, slouched
in a comfortable chair with a glass in

his hand, you may be sure it contains
milk. He walks miles every day and
visits a New York gym several times

a week. He keeps regular hours, works
all day and as a result not only writes

his own material, scribbles off syndi-
cated letters and humorous articles for

any number of publications but con-
cocts the stuff for other comedians
whose names are as well known as his.

Many a quip that has brought a

coast-to-coast laugh has originated in

the fertile mind of Fred Allen and we
don't mean it finally reached the pub-
lic by the pilfering route either, be-

cause a part of Allen's income is de-

rived from contracts to provide the

continuities for other stars. During
months between theater engagements he
once served as a production man in

Paramount's Long Island studio where
he brightened the dialogue of many
a dull scenario. And if any of you
vaudeville fans of other years recall

a funny fellow named Fred James who
long ago made you laugh, that was
Fred Allen, too. Only he changed his

name to Allen after he'd changed John
Sullivan to Fred James.

fE'S an old married man now, judg-
ing by Broadway matrimonial sea-

sons but he's still so crazy about Port-
land Hoffa he'd rather you compli-
mented her than his own humor. His
generous spirit extends to other mem-
bers of his radio cast, too. He doesn't

hog the catch lines. He'll often give the

funniest speeches to somebody less im-
portant than he when he writes the

script because to him it's the act that

comes first—not Fred Allen. That, any
executive or actor will tell you, is ihe
height of professional generosity.

IBiBI
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There's Only One Marriage for Me
(Continued from page 17)

qualms about spoiling everyix)dy's

plans, but 1 was so much in love with

the little lady that I was ready to defy

anything or anybody. At first, we met
secretly at out-of-the-way lunch stands

around Hollywood not frequented by

the gossipy throngs of filmdom. Some-
times we got together at the homes of

mutual friends. The times we met were

as out-of-the-way as the places, for I

was busy all night singing, and Dixie

was busy practically all day at the

studio.

Dixie and 1 "clicked" perfectly, ex-

cept on one occasion which makes me
laugh till this day when 1 remember it.

We finally decided to brave a public

appearance together, and so 1 was to

escort Dixie to the opening of one of

her pictures.

#^ARELESSLY, I put on a henna
^^ overcoat over my evening clothes,

and when 1 called for Dixie she took

one look at me and gasped.

"Bing Crosby!" she exclaimed, "Do
you think I'm going out with you when
you look like that?"
"Now don't get mad, Dixie," I took

her arm and led her protesting to my
car, "Calm down. Do you mean to say

that the shade of my sport coat is

worth an argument?"
"You look terrible!" her eyes flashed,

"You always do wear the worst clothes,

anyway. Well, I'm not going into the

theatre with you looking that way!"
She didn't either. Any Hollywood

reporters who were hanging around the

theatre expecting to snap a scoop pic-

ture of Dixie and me walking in to-

gether were disappointed. Because
Dixie stalked in alone. 1 followed later,

somewhat sheepishly, and sat by my-
self. I didn't even have the pleasure of

seeing her home, because she left with
more proper folk!

Two days later, we could both laugh
at the incident. I was, and am, a trifle

eccentric about my appearance. My
alibi is that I am color blind—but my
blue socks, yellow tie, and light green
shirt will always get a rise out of some-
body. By this time, Dixie has either be-

come resigned to it, or is too tactful to

make remarks.
Occasionally, Dixie and I staged

heated arguments on the subject of
parents. Her folks, you see, considered
me the worst catastrophe since the
Great Flood, and her natural loyalty
to them caused a few clashes.

Approximately six months after our
meeting in Cocoanut Grove, and subse-
quent secret rendez-vous, I got up
enough courage to ask her to marry
rne. This great event took place at a
little chicken shack in Beverly Hills,

"The Ferncroft."

Dixie did not say "yes", immediately.
In fact, the little lady gave me a severe
lecture. She said that I must exhibit
some tendency to walk the straight and
narrow path, tend more to business,

and make the most of my opportuni-
ties. This 1 earnestly and sincerely

promised to do . . . but in living up to

my word I was thrown into such a

rush of professional activity that 1 had

little time to be with Dixie!

Since there was so much opposition,

we decided to marry secretly, then an-

nounce it after the deed was done. My
brother Everett, and Maybeth Carr, a

friend of Dixie's were let in on the plot

and promised to stand up for us.

Sue Carol was also part of the con-

spiracy, for she, gracious lady that she

is, had promised to lend us her house

for our brief honeymoon. A trip would
have been impossible at that time for

Dixie and 1 were both working, my-
self with Gus Arnheim at the Cocoa-

nut Grove, the wife-to-be concluding

her three-year contract v/ith Fox.

We were married at the Church of

the Blessed Sacrament in Hollywood,
September 27, 1930. The news of the

wedding broke with hurricane force,

and, like a hurricane, soon blew over.

Dixie's parents were more bitter than

mine for they had set their hearts on
her success as an actress, and they

realized that as Mrs. Crosby she would
not sign another contract! Further-

more, it was not as if she had tossed

away her career to marry someone of

importance. The man of her choice was
only a yodeler in Hollywood night

clubs!

Being married to Dixie greatly stimu-

lated my ambition, and 1 was all set

to conquer the world. 1 realized that 1

had not only robbed the cradle, but had
smashed a promising career to smith-

ereens. You see, 1 couldn't realize all

that without sensing a great deal of

responsibility, and eagerness to make
up for Dixie's loss by amounting to

something myself.

With this incentive, my own career

went ahead by leaps and bounds—and
by the grace of fortunate "breaks". It

was through recordings that William S.

Paley, president of the Columbia
Broadcasting System, heard me sing "1

Surrender Dear" and decided to sur-

render a very lucrative radio contract

to me!

TM[Y orchestra contract took me from
coast to coast playing the vaude-

ville theatres and night clubs. Dixie

sometimes went on the road with me,
sometimes waited in a Hollywood hotel

for my return from Chicago or Minne-
apolis or Louisville.

If she had not been the sport that she

is, the life we led might have made her

lonely and unhappy and regretful. She
could never depend upon me to be
home in time for dinner, and we would
frequently have to pull up our roots

and move from one apartment house
or hotel to another. But throughout
the fever and rush of my fight for suc-

cess, the hectic pace that has made
smooth domestic life impossible, Dixie
has kept smiling, and hoping that we
might someday be able to have a per-

manent home of our own.
Last year, the arrival of Gary Evans

in Hollywood made it imperative for

the Crosbys to own a "little grey home

Thb new feminine fashions and
the increasing prices of ready-made
clothes have created a big demand
for dressmalters. Leading stores are
urging dressmakers to register so
they can refer customers to them.
You can easily earn ?20 to $40 a
week at home or have a splendid In-
come in a smart shop of your own.

Have MORE and SMARTER CIoOim
and SAVE HALF

Easily, quickly, right at home. In
spare time, the ^'Oman's Institute
will teach you all the professional
secrets of designing, cutting, fitting

and finishing the lovely feminine
fashions. You can have Mobe clothes
for yoiu-self—with sinart individii'

alitif—and save one-third tb one-
half their cost.

One off America's Outotanding

Educational InetHutlono

The Woman's Institute is associated
with and under the same manage-
ment as the International Correspon-
dence Schools. More than 300.000
students and graduates have thor-
ougiUy Proven the success of Insti-
tute metliods. There is no doubt
about your ability to learn.

To PROVE to you how easily you
can learn we will gladly send you
the first big 48-page less»n— AB-
SOLUTELY FREE. Follow its clear
directions. Actually MAKE some-

thing you need right now. SEE
FOR YOURSELF how easy
everything is.

WOMAN'S INSTITUTE
Dept. 99-E, ScrantM), Pa.

Send me—FREE—without
any obligation. 48-page first^"^
lesson and information about
course checked

:

BHow to Hake Smart Clothes for Myself
How to Become a Professional Dressmaker
How to Make Chic, Becoming Hats

HHow to Serve Delicious, Well-balanced MeaU
Hhow to Earn Money Conducting Tea Room,

Cafeteria, Food Shop or Catering

Name
(Please specify whether Miss or Mrs.)

i DRESS GOODS
?BARGAIN!-fHIS MONTH;

P, offep5 extra

SEND NO MONEY

SYARDSGlVEK'I'i

Gingrhains. Percales, Prints.VoOes.
Chambrays. Shirtings, Crepes, etc
New clean goods direct to yoa at a bJK
Bavias. Latest assorted o<^r« direct from

The very neweat pfttteroa for
dresBea. Our
Snsat qokUty.

Pay Postman when delivered, 16 yarad
97c. plua delivery charges. 30 yards
only $1.29, postage prepaid, if money
acconmanies order. Satnrfaotion mac-
anteea or money back.
EASTERN TDCTILE COMPANY

Dept. H-40 Greenfield, Ma«s.

BEATRICE
FAIRFAX

• IN PERSON 1^
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"QUILL . .

.

The Perfect Ink

Permanent Yet Washable^*

WRITE THOSE WORDS WITH
QUILL INK on the top flap of

the box and mall to us together
with stamped addressed en-

velope. Our marvelous GRAPH-
OLOGIST will send you a correct

analysis of your character, read
from your HANDWRITING.
QUILL INK DEPT Y, 230 Park

Ave., New York City.

SOLD AT YOUR 10c STORE

for BrG MONEY
1 Thousands succeed. Experience unnecet-

I
spry. Earnings start at once. Old es<ab-

ilished nianafaclurer employs ambitious
4 representatives everywhere. Exceptional

,
. ' values, men's Shirts, Ties, Hosiery, Under-
wear. Expensive equipment free. Write Dept, TK5

I ROSECLIFFSHIRTCO.,1237B'way,i4.Y.

IF YOU HAVE

GRAY HAIR
and DON'T LIKE a
MESSY MIXTURE....

(hen write ioday for my
FREE TRIAL BOTTLE

As a Hair Color Specialist with forty years' European
American experience, I am proud of my Color Imparter
tor Grayness. Use it like a hair tonic. Wonderfully
OOOD for the scalp and dandruff; it can't leave
stains. As you use it, the gray hair becomes a darker,
more youthful color. I want to convince you by sending
my free trial bottleand book telling All About Gray Hair.
ARTHUR RHODES. Hair Color Expert. Dept 14, LOWEU, MASS.

LEARN ATHOME
^o^GOODAWNEYmRADIO
Be a Radio Expert. Many men I trained at homo in their
spare time make S40, S60, S7o a weels. Many made S5 SIO
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I J. E. SMITH, President, Dept. 4ET I

I

National Radio Institute, Wasliingtan, D. C. '
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I
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in the west". Planning our own ideal

place, and moving into it, was one of

the happiest moments of our lives. We
furnished it in early American style

with big, comfortable chairs and chintz

curtains.

The California climate is ideal for

me, because I enjoy golf and fishing all

the year around. Though Dixie is not

much of a sportswoman, she enjoys

sailing, and is an excellent skipper. In

fact, she can sail a boat as well as she

can handle me—which is saying a lot!

We have a few friends in Hollywood,
tried and true. Jobyna and Dick Arlen,

for instance, often make a foursome at

cards whenever I have an evening at

home. Since both the Crosbys and Ar-
lens have young babies, we like to fan-

cifully discuss their future.

Gary Evans appears to have a little

of both our dispositions in his make-
up, but he favors Dixie in appearance.

1 would love to see my son in the show

business, but this much is certain.

When he is old enough to be sent to

college, tie will attend Notre Dame, or
some other good Jesuit school.

Dixie is a good little mother, but she

manages to also remain my sweetheart.

We don't have many arguments, but
when we do, we both have a good
healthy sulk and avoid each other until

it blows over.

She is also my favorite critic. Since
Dixie can sing like nobody's business

herself, I sit up and take notice when-
ever she offers me any constructive

criticism.

I shall always be thankful for that
night at the Cocoanut Grove, four
years ago that Dixie's eyes, my lucky
stars, first shone on me. And come
what may—a certain quotation from
the prayerbook is applicable to us

—

"As it was in the beginning—is now
—and ever shall be, world without
end!"

J

I Speak for Myself

(Continued from page 9)

in our block—and the tomboy part of

me was very hard on my clothes.

One Easter Sunday morning, mother
had me all dressed up in a brand new
melon pink linen! I can close my eyes

and see it now—with its crisp embroid-
ered organdy collar! As I stood on the

front steps waiting for the rest of the

family to take me to church with them,
one of the boys next door asked me to

give him a push in his coaster wagon.
Well— I ran right down and gave him
a push—and hung on to enjoy the ride.

1 fell off en route to the foot of the

hill, and soiled my lovely new dress!

Another time, my grand old Billy

had one of his romping streaks, and I

joined in the fun of racing around the

yard. I was wearing a brand new
brown winter coat—but that meant
nothing to Billy—he knocked me down
and dragged me all around the yard
by his teeth. When the confusion was
over—a big snag was torn in the front
of my coat.

Our colored cook, Daisy, used to tell

the grandest stories. All about spooks,
and h'ants, and sea captains. Some-
times, when I went to bed, my imagina-
tion would get the best of me, and I'd

begin to see bears and tigers crouching
in the dark corners of my room. Then
I'd remember that Daisy would always
say, "Sing, and you keep the devil

away"—so I'd hum myself to sleep.

The hero of my young life was
grandfather—who used to ride around
on a swashbuckling motorcycle. Some-
times he'd take me for a ride, and it

was always like an adventure to me.
Then, my favorite heroine was Pearl
White—the star of "The Perils of Paul-
ine." How many times I held my breath
while the villain was closing in on her!

I was a very poor student in school.

I hate to admit it, but I actually suf-

fered through those tedious study hours
and classes! Latin and algebra were
by far my worst subjects, and the most
bearable to me were geography and
history. The only fun 1 ever had in

school was when the music teacher was
ill, and 1 was allowed to take the class.

I never was given piano or vocal les-

sons, but I could always instinctively

remember notes and lyrics—so my do,

re, mis, were as correct as though read
from music bars.

All the Washington school kids

looked forward to inaugural parade,
when we had a holiday and perched on
letter boxes. Another big event was
the arrival of the circus, and we were
always allowed to watch the parade
of elephants, zebras and camels with
the calliope shrieking through the

streets.

The only thing approximating music
study, was listening to our victrola.

Often, especially on rainy afternoons,

I'd play Frances Alda's records. As a

kid my voice was pure soprano, then as

I grew older it became more of a con-
tralto, though I still have a soprano's
range.

WTNLIKE most tomboys, I was per-
'"^ fectly content to be a girl. I al-

ways thought boys were out of luck be-
cause they couldn't dress up. A new
dress made me feel just like a queen.
Of all the grand dresses mother sewed
me—one stands out in my mind as be-
ing the perfect "creation"—a blue crepe
de chine dress with beautiful velvet and
satin flowers around the sash. (But alas

and alack—when I look at pictures of
it now—it seems very silly!)

As I grew older, I stopped tearing

my dresses to shreds, but I occasionally
did something which would make
mother gasp. When I was thirteen. I

scared everybody to death by starting

out to experiment driving my uncle's

automobile parked in front of our
house. Ever since the days when I ad-
mired Grandfather's motorcycle, I had
wanted to try my hand at running an
engine, and I thought I'd go out and
quietly see how the thing was done. I

stepped on the self starter— I stepped
on, and pulled at other mysterious
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implements—and before I knew it the

car was moving. Then I got scared

—

because 1 couldn't stop it. So 1 had to

yell for help, and one of our neighbors,

quietly reading the paper on his front

porch, came to my rescue. He leaped

on the running board, took the steering

wheel, climbed in and stopped the car.

That was one of the most humiliating

moments of my life.

"Katherine, don't you be such a

smarty-cat!" he said.

I was trembling all over, and hadn't

enough power to answer back.

Ever since 1 was seven, my gang had
given shows, with soap boxes for the

stage and candles for footlights. I was
the prima donna, haughtily dressed in

mother's discarded silk dresses, old hats,

and high-heeled slippers much too big

for me.
My next step toward singing for an

audience was participating in Sunday
School pageants. Then, though I was
too young to realize where it started,

or how it happened, Washington was
talking war. There were bands, and
bugles, and flags waving, and soldiers

walking around the streets in their

khaki uniforms and Sam Browne belts.

It was all tremendously stirring and
thrilling to me, because I did not grasp

the tragedy In the world at that time.

However, I did realize that the thing

to do was to sing for the soldiers, so 1

participated in the shows given for the

khaki-clad men at the camps near

Washington.
I'll never forget the first event of this

kind. I was dressed up in white dimity,

with blue socks and a big blue hair

ribbon binding my short braids. I was
scared when 1 first stepped out to sing,

because there was a peculiar hush in the

audience—a hush that 1 have known
many times since. Then I began to

sing, and I felt better the moment I

opened my mouth and the first words
of "The Rose of No Man's Land"
blended with the piano accompaniment.
I felt that queer "pull" response from
the soldiers, and I was fearlessly and
enormously happy. The applause was
thrilling, and I went home that night

utterly resolved that 1 would go on the

stage when I graduated from school.

A very big moment was meeting
President Wilson when I sang at the

White House Photographers' Banquet.
He prophesied that I would be an
opera star some day. The prediction

of that great President is wrong—so

far.

During my last years of high school,

I finally dared to tell my family that

I wanted to go on the stage when I had
my diploma. I knew this would -dis-

appoint them, because they had always
told me that they wanted me to become
a nurse. There were so many doctors
in our family that this was a natural

ambition for them to hope for their

child.

They warned me that most stage

careers were achieved after many un-
happinesses. And—three years later

—

I found out that they were quite right.

{Read the second installment of Kate
Smith's life story in next month's issue.)

From Furs to Fertilizer

{Continued from page 33)

what I want, so as to be sure it's fresh."

"It's always fresher than Cantor's

get-offs," chuckled the storekeeper.

"Mostly they ain't dated—they's ante-

dated."

"Never you mind, Allan, jest git me
that coffee," smiled Matilda. "An' some
more things. Oh, yes, 1 want a box of

Clara, Lu an' Em washing powder."
"Here you be, Matilda. The name

is Super Suds."

"As ef 1 didn't know ! Stop yer fool-

ishness and give me a half pound o'

Paul Whiteman cheese."

"Ho, ho, that's good," gurgled the

grocer. Then, mock-seriously: "I'm all

outa Whiteman cheese, madam, how
will some Kraft do instead?"

And so it went for ten minutes, these

two having a perfectly gorgeous time
exchanging banter based on radio iden-

tities. 1 was amazed, but wondered
if I wasn't witnessing a scene staged for

my especial benefit. The store door
slammed and a farmer walked in. Im-
mediately Matilda dropped her ban-
tering air and inquired of him:
"Where you been so long, Silas? A

body'd think you had a team o' horses

to hitch up."

Silas chuckled and replied: "Oh, I

stopped by to get some o' Lowell
Thomas' Blue Sunoco; then Will Rogers
and George M. Cohan sold me some of

that Good Gulf Oil, so now we're set

for the trip back."

Matilda was appeased, but she re-

torted :

"I ain't begun to get everything we
need. You'd better help me, to make
sure I don't forget anything. I didn't

make a list."

Her husband said teasingly: "You
women 'and your everlastin' lists!

Can't you use yer eyes? Look around
—there's J. C. Nugent sellin' his pipe
tobacco. I'll have a can of his Dill's

Best. And better get a carton of them
cigarettes the opera stars sing for."

These masculine wants attended to,

Silas lost all interest in the shopping ex-

pedition. But Matilda, continued the

game. In fact she enjoyed it.

"How about some of Ethel Shutta's

Nestle's chocolate for Mary Louise?
You men only think of yourselves.

And I'll take some of Burns and Allen's

White Owl cigars for Cousin George
and his son."

While the storekeeper reached for

the various goods, Matilda scanned the

shelves and bins. "And what else," in-

quired Shay.
Matilda ordered glibly:

"Some Lady Esther cold cream. You
know that Wayne King's orchestra

plays so smoothly. Oh, yes, and that

face powder she sells that stands the

bite test. If it's as smooth as King's
music, Mary Louise wants me to bring
her some. And for my hands, I'll take

some of Walter Winchell's lotion—Jer-

Kidneys Cause
Much Trouble
Says Doctor

Use Successful Prescription to Clean
out Acids and Purify Blood—

Beware Drastic Drugs

Your blood circulates 4 times a minute
through 9 million tiny, delicate tubes in

your kidneys, which may be endangered
by drastic drugs, mod-
em foods and drinks,
worry and exposure.
Be careful. Dr. Walter
R. George, many years
Health Commissioner
of Indianapolis, Ind.,
says: "Insufficie.nt
Kidney excretions are
the cause of much
needless suffering with
aching back, frequent
night risings, itching,
smarting, burning,
painful joints, rheu-
matic pains, headaches
and a generally run-
down exhausted body. j. om ^^ v^, ^^....w..

that the prescription Cystex corrects a fre-

quent cause of such conditions (Kidney or
Bladder dysfunctions). It aids in flushing
poisons from the urinary tract and in free-

ing the blood of retained toxins." If you
suffer from functional Kidney and Bladder
disorders don't waste a minute. Get the
doctor's prescription Cystex (pronounced
Siss-tex). Formula in every n^ k-^""
Starts work in 15 min-
utes. Gently soothes and
cleans raw, irritated
membranes. It is
helping millions of suf-
ferers and is guaranteed
to fix you up or money
back on return of empty
package. Cystex costs
only 3c a dose. At all

drug stores.

Dr. W. R. George

I am of the opinion

LET'S GO PLACES
AND DO THINGS

Here's a chance to feel great
again and win back that
healthy Joy of living. Take
Rlco-Brasll Mate. It pick*
you right up. Makes you feel

like going placei and doing
things. Stimulates and helps

to keep your system free from
the poisons that slow you up.

Why feel tired and worn out wh«n yoo esn t«ke Rioo-Btj.a M«te, th.

neat South Ameriowi inTkotstot. ImproTemeiit noticed in Mbourt
Endoraed by Doeton »nd Seientirtt Month'! lapply 'o>_»100 by maU
jStjSd with loldep ot fMt*. (WiU end C. O. D. B preferred).

BRASIL UBORATORIES, 147 E. 47th St., N. Y. Cilir, DepL 41

END FRECKLES AND
BLAOLHEADS,

No matter how dull and dark your complexion; how
freckled and coarsened by sun and wind, tested and
trusted Nadinola Bleaching Cream will whiten, clear

and smooth your skin to new beauty the quickest,

easiest way. Just apply tonight; no massaging, no
rubbing; Nadinola begins its beautifying work while

you sleep. Then you see day-by-day improvement
until your complexion is all you long for: creamy
white, satin-smooth, lovely. No disappointment'!;
no long waiting; money back guarantee in every
package. At toilet counters, or by mail, postpaid,

only 50c. Nadinola, Box R-9. Paris, Tenn. Generous
10c sizes of Nadinola Beauty aids at many 6c and
lOr. xtores.
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FIND OUT how much
Old Line

Legal Reserve Life insurance

You may purchase for only

Ol PER MONTH

MAIL THIS COUPON
Mail coupon to see how much Life Insurance $1

per D'oath will buy at your age. Same premium for
all ages 18 to 50—men and women. Our moat pop-
ular policy. It is not Assessment or Term policy
but PERMANENT INSUBANCB on Legal Keserve
basis-—backed by 20 millions of assets of Postal
Life of New Yorfc and approval of State Itisurance
Department.

Policy contract guarantees cash values and standard
policy provisions as reouired by country's strictest
insurance laws for your protection. For 29 years
Postal Life has sold only by mail

—

we have no
agents—and Is known for prompt payment of claims.
More than $40,000,000 has been paid to policy-
holders and their families. SEND NO MONEY,
but mail the coupon today on this limited offer and
see how easy it Is to act as your own agent. No
obligation.

POSTAL LIFE INSURANCE COMPANY
511 Fifth Ave., Dept. 340, New York, N. Y.

Gentlemen: Please mail me full facts and Self-
Service Application Blank on Postal Dollar Policy.

E:cact year and date I was born.

Occupation __^^__^^_
Name .^^^^^^.^^^_^^..^__

Full address

ToAnySult!
Double the life of your
coat and vest with correctly
matched pants, 10O, 000 patterns;^^
Every pair hand tailored to your measure. ^
Our match sent FREE for your O. K. before
pants are made. Fit gaaraiiteed. Sand pi«e«

"' "H^oltiiA^'ihiTS COMPANY
209 So. State St. Dept. 56. Chicago

Start $1260 to $2100 a year

MEN — WOMEN 18 to
50. Common Education
sttally sufficient. Many
arly examinations ex-
pected. Write immediately

for free 32-page book,
with list of positions
and full particulars tell-

ing how to get them.
FRANKLIN INSTITinT

Dept. CI75
Rochester. N. Y.

SEND YOUR BOY TO BERNARR MAC-

FADDEN'S MAN-BUILDING SCHOOL" at

Lebanon, Tennessee. • Accepted by all educa-

tional institutions as a high-class preparatory

school and junior college. # Ages accepted from

nine years. • Prepare your boy for the battle

of professional or business life by making him a

square-shouldered, double-fisted fighting man.

• Write for information

earn 9ong^i^riting
For ProBt

No Experience
Necessary

New songs for radio, ^^
musical comedies, talkies, ^
etc., are always in demand . . .

big money is paid .,to the autbors
. . . one composer earned 850,000
for one song and rose from ob-
ecurity to popularity and success.

Get my short cut, easy method course of self-
instructions, *'How to write songs." The most fas-
cinating profession in the world. The author is the
famous Broadway and radio song arranger, Stan
Tucker. He tells all you should know . . . how to
think up a song . . . how to complete it step by step . . .

how to protect yourself eo no one else but you can
publish it and get the profits. You may be the popular
sonc writing idol of tomorrow.

SEND FOR FREE BOOKLET
Lmrn how to write songs nnd to make money . . . write today
for free comphic information ... get facta regavdinii this urent
eourf<e which w complete in every detail . . . written in AT~
TiinKuagc . . .there in no coit or ohligation . . . ACT NOW!
Un Writtn iRidlule. D(»I.HI, III Wadiwwik «•«.. N.

popular

today M
1 Krent M
ABC #
W! #
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gens'. And the little feller said to be
sure and bring him some Myrt and
Marge chewing gum.
"And you can give me a Phil Baker

Armour ham. And we'll have beer with
that for Sunday night's supper

—

Bernie's Blue Ribbon beer—we enjoy
him and the lads so much on the radio.

"Now, for the medicine chest we
need some of Helen Morgan's Bi-so-dol

for my indigestion; Bing Crosby's soap,

the Woodbury; Amos and Andy's Pep-
sodent tooth paste, or maybe I should

say the Goldberg's?"
"Same thing," responded the store-

keeper.

"Oh, yes, .and the little feller listens

to them Courtney Riley Cooper yarns,

that's how I get him to swallow that

Scott's Emulsion. Better give me some
of that. And the Orphan Annie Oval-
tine. I'm trying to get that child to

put on a coupla pounds—he's so ener-

getic, he wears himself down."

" yj^LL boys are like that. Mine looked
^^ like a beanpole till he was
eighteen," said the man behind the

counter.
"1 ain't waitin' that long to fatten

mine up," retorted Matilda.
With that off her mind, Matilda be-

gan to think of herself.

"Now I want some of them Enna
Jettick shoes, and Eddie Duchin's Junis

Cream. There's Littman's and Or-
bach's—guess I'll get me some ready
made dresses for church goin'. And if

we have a good crop, and can get

prices for 'em, maybe I'll be able to

get me some of them I. J. Fox furs this

Fall."

At this juncture, Silas came back to

his spouse's side, and broke in with:

"If we have good prices this Fall, I'm

fer buying a Ford that Fred Waring
and his gang plays for. And I just had
a look at some of them Firestone tires,

you know the ones Lawrence Tibbett
sings for, and that Harvey Firestone

talks about."

"Why a Ford, pray? I like B. A.
Rolfe's music better! Let's get a Ter-
raplane. They've got that new stream-

line, ain't they?"
As the storekeeper wrapped their

purchases and totaled the account, this

pair squabbled amiably about their

future purchases, "if" the crop prices

were right. Their purchases completed,

the couple departed, Matilda quoting

Phil Cook's familiar "I'll see you sub-
sequently," as she went through the
door.

The proprietor assured me this kind
of purchasing was a regular routine in

his store.

"Folks in these parts has got in the

habit of orderin' everything they kin

by the name of the radius artists," he
explained. "Everybody's got a radius
these days and everybody listens in,

especially these long Winter nights. I

dunno who started it, but it's become
the custom to buy things that-a-way.
Why, even the children get the craze.

Kids come in here and ask fer a bar
of Baby Rose Marie, instead of Tasty-
east. Ef folks want a Fleischmann
yeast cake, they ask fer a Rudy Vallee.

This seems kinda cute to me, seein' as

how "Rudy needs plenty to buck him up,

with so much trouble with wimmen.
Good grief, did yew ever see a man in

sich messes all the time as him? Now
ef I was Rudy, I'd

—

"

But I didn't wait to hear how he
would solve Rudy's domestic problems.
Instead, I interrupted to ask if the

farmers played this "radius" game as

well as their women folks and children.

"Well, you heard Silas Roe, didn't

yew?" he ejaculated- "Why, lady,

you'd be surprised how far-fetchin' and
what a influence the radius is playing

on folks' daily lives."

As I was making my departure, I

got another sample of that "radius in-

fluence."

[OW about a package of bird seed,

ma'am?" he asked me.
"Bird seed?" I repeated, puzzled. "I

have no use for bird seed— I don't own
a canary."

"You don't have to own a canary to

eat bird seed," he persisted. "It's best

fer humans."
"But I don't like bird seed," I re-

torted, by now really provoked.
"Sez yew," chuckled the grocer.

"But the bird seed pop'lar in these parts
is spelled B-Y-R-D and means Grape-
Nuts."
And then it dawned on me. Grape-

Nuts, of course, sponsor the Admiral
Byrd broadcasts and Byrd-Seeds for

Grape-Nuts wouldn't be snubbed by a
Broadway gag man, at that. No use
talking, travel is enlightening—espe-

cially if one goes gadding in the moun-
tainous regions of Jersey.

LIBERTY AmBrica's Best Read Weekly
Presents its Editor-in-Chief

FULTON OURSLER
NOVELIST. DRAMATIST. COMMENTATOR

10 P. M. Eastern Time
EVERY FRIDAY NIGHT

In 15 Sparkling Minutes of Glimpses Behind the Scenes in Politics,

Hollywood and Other Features of National Interest

There's a station within reach of your setl

WJZ—New York
WMAL—Woshington
WBZA—Springfield

WHAM—Rochester
WJR—Detroit

WENR—Chicago

KSO—Des Moines
KOIL—Omaha
CRCT—^Toronto

WBAL—Baltimore

WBZ—Boston

WSYR—^Syracuse

TUNE IN FRIDAY NIGHTI

KDKA—Pittsburgh

WKBF—Indianapolis

KWCR—Cedar Rapids
WREN—Kansas City

KWK—St. Louis

CFCF—Montreal
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When Lopez Plays

(Continued from page 13)

As a child, Lopez studied piano,

guitar and mandolin. He never played
much with the youngsters in the neigh-

borhood, and he knew little about the

games that kids enjoy. When he was
thirteen, his parents sent him to St.

IVlary's School in Dunkirk, N. Y., a
branch of the Monastery of the Pas-
sionist Fathers. It was here that Lopez
was to be educated and trained to be
a missionary. But he never had the

feeling of being at home amidst the

grim, grey walls of his surroundings
and, after three years, he finally sum-
moned the courage to walk into the

executive offices of the school and
state

:

"1 don't believe I can go on any
longer."

'W'HE Fathers made no efforts to dis-* suade him. He returned home to his

disap{X)inted parents. They decided he
should enter upon a business career
and, to that end, he enrolled at a busi-

ness college in Brooklyn.
"I studied shorthand and typing."

Lopez reminisced, adding: "I can still

type at a fast rate of speed."
"As fast as you play 'Kitten On the

Keys'?" 1 asked, referring to the piano
solo that Lopez has identified with him-
self.

He smiled. "Not quite."

After a year at business college,

Lopez found a job as secretary to an
executive in a milk firm in Brooklyn.
He disliked the grind of business rour
tine and puzzled how he could leave his

job and get a position with a band or
with a cafe as pianist that would pay
him enough to live on. But he didn t

know how this was done. He bided his
time, and opportunity soon came a-
knocking at his door. He heard it, too.
"At the milk company," Lopez said,

"I met a man named John O'Kane who
was a private detective and whose avo-

! cation was singing. John was in de-
mand at parties. As a rule, he asked
me to go along with him and I did.
One evening, we went to Clayton's
Cafe in Brooklyn. They had singing
waiters and a piano player there as
entertainment. I thought I might get
a job there, too."

He did—as assistant pianist.
"You must have been keeping long

hours," 1 figured.

"I was," he nodded. "I was at the
milk company from nine until five and
at the cafe from nine in the evening
until four in the morning."
When Lopez' parents learned he was

playing the piano in a cafe, they dis-
approved so vehemently that Lopez de-
parted the parental roof and went to
live with one of the singing waiters at
the cafe with whom he had become
friends. The following summer, Clay-
ton's closed and then began Lopez'
slow but sure rise to fame. He played

(
at McLoughlin's famous cafe in Sheeps-

l

head Bay. Later, he ventured into New
I

York as pianist for the orchestra at the
I once renowned Pekin Restaurant. Jazz

I;
was beginning to be the popular craze

and bands were coming into favor.

"I soon learned, however," Lopez
said, "that four things were required

to make an orchestra individualistic

—

rhythm, melody, orchestration, and in-

terpretation."

Being a thorough workman, Lopez
equipped himself for success by study-
ing orchestration under J. Bodewalt
Lampe and directing under Paul Eisler

of the IVletropolitan Opera Company.
It was in 1922 when radio was in

its infancy, that Lopez made his air

debut, the forerunner to his immense
popularity in this sphere of entertain-

ment. That debut was in a way due to

Paul Whiteman. Station WJZ—the

station that now resides in ultra lux-

ury in National Broadcasting's magnifi-

cent Rockefeller Center offices—^was

then located in Newark, New Jersey, a
goodly trek from New York City. This
station had asked Paul Whiteman to

bring his band out and broadcast but
Whiteman decided it was too much of

a trip. Lopez was invited to broadcast.

Lopez went. Not only did he make his

debut but he stumbled on the lines that

have since become his radio trademark.
"What," Lopez nervously asked the

announcer before he went on the air,

"shall I say into the microphone?"
"Say anything," the announcer

helped. "Say — 'Hello, everybody.
Lopez speaking.'

"

Lopez has been saying just that ever

since.

"But it wasn't always easy sailing

even after I became established as an

orchestra leader," Lopez remarked.
Success led to a dark moment in

Lopez' career. At the height of his

rise to popularity, he received an offer

to play at the Kit Kat Club in London.
He accepted it and while in London
also played at various motion picture

theatres and in a legitimate musical

show. Returning to New York from his

triumphs in England and on the Con-
tinent, Lopez discovered that his name
had waned in popularity since his ab-

sence.

"I had to begin practically all over

again," Lopez recollected.

[E succeeded, though there were
gloomy gaps when he wondered if

he was going to succeed. He had his own
club—the Casa Lopez on West 54th

Street. This was destroyed by fire. He
had another Casa Lopez club next to

the Winter Garden. This was not a

success. In 1929, Lopez opened at the

Woodmansten Inn in exclusive West-
chester. Liquor was served at this gay
rendezvous of society. Prohibition au-

thorities promptly snapped a padlock
on its door. He went to Pelham Heath.
Society followed him. So did the pro-

hibition authorities—with a padlock.

Life was becoming one padlock after

another.

In the midst of these troubles, how-
ever, Lopez' friends in society remem-
bered him when remembering would do
him a real service. The St. Regis Hotel
in New York was searching for an

^kl/t !'. says Poslam
If you are embarrassed by pimples, black-

heads, eczema, minor rashes or other skin

blemishes, you can depend on POSLAM
to relieve their discomfort quickly and

safely.

An unsightly skin need not mar your

happiness, for POSLAM is so concen-

trated it works wonders almost over-

night. Thousands who thought their

skin troubles hopeless are using this

famous ointment with wonderful results.

Your own druggist has recommended
and sold POSLAM for more than 25

years. Ask him! 50c everywhere.

A convincing \na\ senf hee. Wrife

POSLAM CO., D«pt. 7s

S54 Watt 54lh St., New York. N. Y.

flK>ieneSi"sslKiaitre
^ tOrBduatee; Lee Tracy, Peggy Shannon, Fred AeUire, Una Mer
kel. Zita Johann. Mary Pickford, etc- Drama, Dance. Speech, Mueica
Comedy. Opera. Pereonal Development, Culture-StockiTheatre Training ao
p^arancea while lesroiDS- Forcatalog,writeSec'yRAIVII,66 W.8SSt>iN>Y.

Strops Fatlling Hair|
Mr. D. Matlory, Geer, Va., writes:
"My hair came out in patches and I

was bald In spots. I used 2 bottles of
Japanese Oil. It not only stopped my
hair from falling, but grew new hair
on the bald areas.*'

JAPANESE OIL. the antiseptic counter-irritant, is

ueed by tbouaands for overcoming baidoeei!, where
the hair roots are not dead,* falling hair, loose dan-
druff and scalo itch. Price 60c. Economy site $1.

All druggists. NATIONAL REMEDY CO.,
56 W. 4Sth St., Desl< RM, New Yorii.

FREE/

,
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THE TRUTH
ABOUT THE

Go INTO BUSINESS
for YOURSELF MAKING

MNCICCA£ES£Cttl/>J

POPULAR PRIKD FOOD PRDDOn
An exceptional busineas wlilcli
may be started ona small scale
and biUlt up out of profits. De-
cidedly unusual! You can work
at home. Chips come to you al-
ready made. Simply drop Into
hot grease and they're ready
to eat—big, tasty, crispy, deli-
cious I No complicated work.
Experience tmnecessary. Stores
do your selling for you. You
don t Invest a cent until you've
sold yourself on the ixnsiblli-
ties. Then you can start with
S8.50 investment. Moneyback
guarantee goes with Initial
purchase. Send for actual
leopiea of orders from distribu-
tors showing how their busi-
ness grows. A btisiness for men
and women alike. No super salesmanship, no big
Investment. We furnish everything—display stands,
advertising, etc. Get the exclusive rights for your
locality. Write at once. Sample and particulai^ free.
FtUFF-O MFC. CO. Dept. tM6-E ST. LOUIS. MO.

NOHOUSE-TO-HOUSE

NO COSTLY
MACHINE TO BUy

EXPERIENCE
UNNECESSARY
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IF YOU WANT
• Money
• A Good Job
• Your Own Business

£**'«« ti.^^

Substantially bound—146 pages of price-
less information.

More than 3,000,000 people are now making their
living in various kinds of spare time activity,
according to W. R. Conkling, nationally known
business authority.
Most of these 3,000,000 people took to spare
time work because they lost their jobs in industry
and could find nothing else to do. From the
ranks of the unemployed have been recruited not
only factory workers but people from the pro-
fessions; lawyers, teachers, doctors, journalists,
etc. Earnings now often exceed what they were
when they were employed full time.

PRACTICAL—SUCCESSFUL— r

PROFITABLE
"1000 Spare Time Money Making Ideas" con-
tains 1000 true reports of what these people are
actually doing now to earn extra money at home.
The plans have been tried rei>eatedly. They have
proven practical, successful, and profitable. They
are recommended to all those who are interestedm augmenting their present incomes; also to all
victims of the recent economic depression—women
who want to bolster up the family budget—men
and women beyond middle age and dependent
"Pon others'—recent college graduates not yet
placed—and all who must earn money.

A BUSINESS OF YOUR OWN
"1000 Spare Time Money Making Ideas" also
contains several hundred practical plans on how
to start your own business at home with little or
no investment. Why not start your own business

u u
'"4^P^°<J^"'? When you work for your-

A J
*°^''^ '^ "o ''"I't to the money you can earn.

And you need not give up your job if employed,
btart your business in spare time at home eve-
nings. When you have built up a good business,
you can leave your job and enjoy the pleasure
and that carefree feeling that comes with being
your own boss.

FILLS AN IMMEDIATE NEED
,

Written to fill an immediate and pressing need,
1000 Spare Time Money Making Ideas" is now

available to everyone needing it. No matter what
your state or condition, age or sex, it will offer
you many suggestions which you may turn quickly
into money. It has been priced so as to bewithm the reach of all. $1.00 postpaid in the
United States and Canada. Order today before
the supply is exhausted.

ECONOMY EDUCATIONAL LEAGUE
19X6 Broadway, NewlTork, N. T.

Use the Coupon Today
Economy Educational Leaevexnh Broadway, New Torlt, N. T.
Oept. RM s

I enclose $1.00 for which please send me a
copy of 1000 Money Making Ideas. I understand
that my money will be refunded if the book does
not prove entirely satisfactory. (Enclose $1.25
from countries other than U. S. and Canada.)

Name

Street

Town State
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orchestra leader who would be a popu-
lar attraction to its newly decorated
roof high-spot.

"Why don't you engage Lopez?" a

society man suggested to the hotel

management.
The hotel management decided the

idea good. Lopez was engaged to open
the smart roof garden. He remained
for several years and then went to the

Congress Hotel in Chicago. Frequently,

he plays in motion picture theatres.

Over the air, his orchestra continues to

rank with the prime favorites.

Lopez is thirty-seven years old and
he has been in the musical profession

for twenty of these years. He has no

r the"tquarrel with life. It has been, for the

most part, very kind to him. He is

patient and he is a worker. On Broad-
way, they call him "the unsinkable

Lopez." He may have his moments of

rough sledding, but he has courage,

ability, and the individuality to end on
top. Millions of radio listeners testify

to their liking of Lopez by the thou-
sands and thousands of letters he re-

ceives.

Yes, Vincent Lopez dreamed true as

a boy. He has spread the musical gos-

pel in the United States. More even
than this, he has won a vast circle of

friends and a stellar position in the

"syncopated sun of fame."

Our Mother's Day Party

(Continued from page 43)

Menu

Grapefruit and Mint Cocktail

Baked Chicken
Mashed Potatoes

Asparagus
Creamed Spinach with Mushrooms

Lettuce with French Dressing
Angel Cake with Strawberry Ice Cream

Grapefruit and Mint Cocktail

Grapefruits are inexpensive this time
of the year, and with the mint leaves

make a very cool, and refreshing cock-

tail. Remove the skin from the fruit,

and cut into sections. Place about four

slices in each glass, pour over about
two tablespoons of ginger ale, and ar-

range sprays of mint attractively.

Baked Chicken

Buy a roasting chicken, and have the

butcher cut as for frying. Wash the

meat and dry with a fresh towel. Have
on your work table a bowl with flour,

and one with egg yolks mixed with a

tablespoonful of water. Dip each piece

of chicken in egg, and then in the flour.

Place these in a greased baking dish

and bake about fifty minutes, until a

golden brown color is procured, bast-

ing every fifteen minutes with butter

dissolved in a cup of hot water.

Mashed Potatoes

Peel potatoes, wash and cut in half,

or if large in quarter pieces. Put in

pan of water, and add to this one table-

spoon of salt. Boil for about twenty-
five to thirty-five minutes, or until soft

when tried with a folk. Drain oflF the

water, mash, add salt, pepper, butter,

and miile until of a creamy consistency.

Asparagus

Cut off' flower parts of stalks as far

as the stalks will snap. Remove scales,

wash, and then tie into three or four
bunches. Cook standing up in boiling

water, that has been salted until soft,

about twenty minutes, the first ten min-
utes the tips should be standing up-
right and then place the entire vege-

table in water. Remove from water,

untie by cutting string with scissors,

and pour over melted butter.

Creamed Spinach with Mushrooms

This is a dish that the person much
opposed to spinach will relish. Wash
the spinach well in two to four waters,

depending on the spinach. Before wash-
ing the spinach cut off all undesired

leaves and the ends. Cook in salted

water for about twenty minutes, have
the water boiling before adding vege-

table. While spinach is cooking, cut

up mushrooms and fry. Drain off spin-

ach and add a quart of milk, thickened

with flour and season. Then add mush-
rooms. Place mixture in baking dish,

top with grated cheese, and bake twenty

to forty minutes.

Lettuce with French Dressing

Arrange two or three leaves of

lettuce on each salad dish, and pour
over the French dressing just before

serving.

French Dressing

1 cup salad oil

J^ cup vinegar

few drops onion juice

2 teaspoons salt

1 teaspoon paprika
Place these in a covered jar, chill

well, and before serving shake vigor-

ously for a few minutes.

Angel Cake

This- recipe is for a medium size pan.

6 eggs

M cup sugar, sifted

Yz teaspooa cream, of tartar,

salt

I teaspoon vanilla

yi cup family or all purpose flour

Beat the egg whites, to which the salt

has been added until foamy, then after

the cream of tartar has been added beat

until egg whites are stiff. Sift the flour

and sugar three or four times, and
with the vanilla fold into the mixture.

For angel cake never butter the pan.

Bake in a slow oven for about one hour.

325° F.



Strawberry Ice Cream

Angel cake cut and served with fresh

strawberry ice cream is an old favorite

of many women.
1 quart strawberries

1 cup sugar

\y2 cups heavy cream
\y2 cups milk
4 egg whites

pinch salt

Pick over berries, and wash, sprinkle

RADIO MIRROR
with sugar and let stand several hours;

then squeeze through cheesecloth. Mix
the egg whites that are stiff with the

cream, milk, and salt. Freeze to a mush.
Using three parts ice to one part of salt.

Then add fruit juice and freeze until

of desired mixture. Save a few large,

attractive berries to cut in half to place

around ice cream. If the ice cream is

bought, buy a half pint of strawberries,

wash, and allow to stand in sugar, to

be soft to pour over the cream.

You Ask Her Another

{Continued from page 18)

think Mrs. Goldberg could be made
into a realistic movie character?

A. Yes.

Q. What do you do when you're not

Mrs. Goldberg?
A. Why then I'm writing about her.

Q. You have a family?
A. Yes, two, a boy and a girl.

Q. Do you carry your air problems
into your private life?

A. Yes, but I have no private life.

Q. What is your favorite recreation?

A. I like to read a book and eat an
apple when my day's work is done.

Q. What would you do if you didn't

have to broadcast for three months?
A. I think I'd go crazy.

Q. Who is your favorite radio per-

sonality?

A. Rudy Vallee.

Q. What kind of people do you think

are most interested in your radio

broadcasts?

A. All kinds, young people, old

people—people in all walks of life.

Q. If you could be somebody else

beside Gertrude Berg, who would you
like to be?
A. MoIly.Goldberg.

Q. What-^is your most valued pos-

session?

A. My children.

Q. How do you react to your un-
known audience?

A. The whole thing is so real to me
that I do not feel that I am playing
before an audience.

Q. Who do you think is the out-
standing figure in the world today?

A. President Roosevelt.

Q. Have you any message for your
public?

A. I just hope we never wear the

welcome off their dial.

You'd know Stoopnagle end Budd were up to something. This

time the popular air comedians are trying out a shower-bath without
any holes, but claim it's for people who prefer to take a tub, anyhow.

BLONDES
WANTED!
THOUSANDS of blondes—tobecome actresses,

movie stars, secretaries, sweethearts, wives!
All men prefer them, but only if their hair is

really blonde, with that shimmer of gold and
that fascinating sparkle. If your hair is faded,
muddy, darkening, stringy—don't give up. But
don't dye, either! Try BLONDEX, the special
shampoo designed for light hair, now used by
millions of blondes all overthe world. BLONDEX
is a fine rieh-lathering powder that naturally
brings new golden color, gleaming lustrousness
to the drabbest light hair. Try it and see. Get
BLONDEX today at any good drug or dept. store.
Two sizes — the economical $1.00 bottle and the
inexpensive 25c package. NEW: Have you tried
BlondexWave-Set?J)oean'tdarkenlighthair-35c.

IMPORTED IC^
To Introduce our blue- I %m
white rainbow flash stones, we
will send a 1 Kt. IMPORTED
Simulated Diamond, mounted In

nice ring as illustrated, (or this

ad. and 15c expense. Address
National Jewelry Co., Dept. Q,
Wheeling, W. Ta. (2 for ZSc.)

ANY PHOTO ENLARGED

47
Size8xlO inches
or smallM* iff desired.
Same tnice for faJI lenfcth
or bust form, eroups, land-
scapes, pet animals, etc.,
or enlarffementa of any
part of group pictare. Safe
return of oneinal photo
ffoaranteed.

SEND NO IVI0NEYJ?*!^p«!5!*1
(any efze) and within a week yoa will receive
foxu beautlfal life-like enlaraement, ffnaran-
teed fadeiesa. Pay postman 47c plus postagre-
or aend 49c with order and we pay postage.
BiK lGx20-lnch enlancement Bcnt C. O. D. 78c
ploa postase or aend 80c and we pay postaRo. ^

tbiB amazing offer now. Send your photos today. Specify aise wanted<
pay postaRo. Take advantage of

STANDARD ART STUDIOS
104 S. Jofferfton SU Oept.iS44-E CHICAGO, ILUNOIS



letter of appreciation from "Cantor. And
if Joe Miller, their inspiration and com-
mon source of material, were alive to-

day no doubt he too would be clamor-
ing for recognition.

SAYS THE CONTROL MAN

Is Jessica Dragonette married or

about to make the plunge are ques-

tions agitating some folks. Jessica says

no. An initial on her handbag started

the speculation. The lark explains it

is her own middle initial and doesn't

mean anything else. . . . Ethel Waters,
the negro songstress, has a prodigious

memory and can recall both tunes and
lyrics of songs done years ago. Thanks
to this faculty, she also sings in Rus-
sian, Hebrew and French, but can't

carry on a conversation in anything but

English. . . . Children certainly have
become Joe Penner conscious. "You
nawsty man" and other Pennerisms are

heard all over the land. He is the

most imitated radio entertainer since

Amos 'n' Andy swept the nation. . . .

Boake Carter, the son of English par-

ents, was born in Baku, Russia. . . .

Jack Smart was at one time a Holly-

wood extra. . . . Albert Spalding served

in the World War under the command
of Major Fiorello LaGuardia, now
mayor of New York City. . . . Tony
Wons is married to the daughter of a

sea captain. . . . Teddy Bergman and
Norman Brokenshire first met their

wives in radio studios. . . . She was
Countess Olga Albani when she was
singing on the NBC networks. Now,
on WOR, independent Newark sta-

tion, she is plain Olga Albani. . . .

Frank Luther has discovered that Ed
Wynn really has an uncle, and that the

uncle doesn't like Ed. . . . Peggy Healy
has convinced herself she is developing

a double chin but is provoked because
other people don't believe it.

Ray Perkins, engaging a new gag
writer, directed, "Put everything you've

got into the script." When Ray read

it, he found nothing but jokes about
athlete's feet, rheumatism, arthritis,

sinus and the like. "Great Scott," he

protested, "you seem to have everything
but mumps and the measles!"

When Margery, the seven-year-old

daughter of Peter Van Steeden, leader

of the orchestra on the Jack Pearl

,±)roadcast, told her father she wanted
a pair of guppies, he agreed to get

them for her. But with a lamentable
ignorance of natural history. After

a series of more or less blessed events

that couple of guppies has increased to

a couple of hundred. "How was 1 to

know that guppies are practically nau-
tical guinea pigs?" wails Van Steeden,

as he sadly surveys a dozen tanks clut-

tering up his drawing room.

STUDIO SIDELIGHTS

Gertrude Niesen, one of the new sen-
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Hot and Airy

(Continued from page 5)

sations of radio, is rapidly gaining a

reputation as being very temperamen-
tal. But true to the traditions of the

theatre, she has proved herself also a

real trouper. On more than one occa-

sion she has made broadcast and night

club appearances when almost too ill

to get out of bed. . . . Announcers
whose tongues have stumbled over it

are praying that the song "My Little

Grass Shack in Kealakekua, Hawaii"
will soon be murdered on the air. . . .

A model of the hands of Jimmy Kem-
per, the baritone, are preserved in a

museum at Milan, Italy. ... Of course

it had to come—now there's a cigar

named after George Jessel. . . . Law-
rence Tibbett, who scored several

triumphs this season at the Metropoli-

tan Opera House as well as electrify-

ing radio listeners by his concerts, has

named his new son, Michael Edward
Tibbett—the initials quite appropri-

ately spelling "Met." . . . James Mel-
ton, after a long career with NBC, is

now singing on the Columbia network.

. . . Because a New York radio editor

exposed Graham McNamee's plans to

marry Ann Lee Sims quietly in Jersey

City, the ace announcer fled to Elkton,

Md., to have the knot tied. The new
Mrs. McNamee is the daughter of a

Louisiana cotton planter. She was in

New York seeking a stage career when
McNamee first met her. . . . Jimmy
Durante, before he became famous, was
a photo-engraver and singer in a Coney
Island honky-tonk. . . . The alarm
clock which causes Will Rogers to quit

his broadcast in confusion in the middle

of a sentence isn't an alarm clock at

all. It is an electric bell which the

cowboy-humorist-philosopher rings
himself when he gets the signal his time

is up.

Jack Benny, profiting by his long

stage experience, comes forward with

an excellent suggestion, which, if

adopted, will insure better radio pro-

grams. Benny's idea is that air comics

should try out their material on the

smaller stations before projecting it on

the networks. It is an application of

the tryout policy in the legitimate the-

atre—taking shows to "dog" towns be-

fore producing them on Broadway.
Benny's thought is that transcriptions

be made of a comedian's act and played

on stations in the lesser communities.

"Then," says Benny, "a comedian will

be enabled to learn exactly where his

material is weak and where it needs

pruning and refurbishing."

John McCormack had a cold one

day. His voice was in such shape

he could scarcely talk, let alone sing.

His sponsors, in a panic, were seeking

a substitute for the broadcast that

night. "Don't worry," said the Irish

tenor, "I'll be all right by night." Four
hours later he returned to the studio

and sang without trace of hoarseness.

McCormack explained that his faith

had made him whole. He is deeply

religious.

IN A COUPLE OF NUTSHELLS

Most male singers remove their col-

lars and ties when they do their stuff

in the studios. The reason is their col-

lars are too high and interfere with

the knee action of their Adams apples.

Rudy Vallee wears a shirt with a spe-

cially constructed collar a little lower

in the front. . . . Andre Baruch, the

Columbia announcer, is a double for

Bing Crosby. . . . Roy Smeck, the

first musician starred in the talkies,

can't read a note. . . . Ben Bernie is

reported writing a sequel to "The Last

Round-Up," entitled "I Hope I've

Heard the Last of the Last Round-Up."
. . . Colonel Stoopnagle always ap-

pears with a gardenia in his coat lapel.

. . . His partner, Budd Hulick, never

wears an undershirt, winter or summer.
. . . Irene Taylor grew up with Ginger
Rogers at Fort Worth, Texas. . . . But
Irene, by the way, never really did

grow up. She is so small that when
she sits on a chair her legs swing in the

air. . . . Edwin C. Hill's radio talks

have been published in book form. . . .

Wayne King wouldn't think of ventur-

ing forth on a rainy day without his

galoshes. . . . Vera Van owns a fruit

orchard in California. . . . Ten-year-

old Florence Halop, juvenile radio

actress, impersonated Mae West on a

recent March of Time broadcast. Five

adult players tried for the role couldn't

make the grade. . . . Ozzie Nelson was
christened Oswald by his parents. . . .

The sisters of Phil Baker and Ben
Bernie operate a reducing farm at Har-
rison, N. Y. They won't allow a radio

at the resort; they claim it makes peo-

ple relax and that relaxing is no way
to lose weight.

Edsel Ford, in inaugurating the Ford
program on Columbia, proved himself

as great a showman as his dad. "I

don't intend to spoil the program by
intrusive advertising," he announced.

And wonder of all wonders, he didn't.

Charles Hackett, leaving radio flat

to return to the Metropolitan Opera
House, delivered himself of some im-

pressions of radio hardly flattering.

"Radio is doing a lot of harm to the

standards of good music," said the

Irish firebrand. "It has created a pub-

ic demand for a style of music that's

sappy and inconsequential."

STUDIO PICKUPS

Phil Cook, who married his boy-

hood sweetheart, is still so much in

love with his wife that every time he

writes her name he puts down an ex-

clamation mark after it like this— ! . . .

Because T. Daniel Frawley, the veteran

NBC player, used to roam around the

world at the head of his own theatrical

companies, he was introduced to a

radio audience the other night as "the

noblest Roman of them all." . . . Ted
Fiorito has the youngest drummer in

captivity. His name is Charlie Price
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and he's only 18. . . . Announcers have

more trouble pronouncing "statistics"

than any other word in frequent use.

. . . Abe Lyman drove the first yellow

taxi to appear on the streets of Chicago,

his home town. . . . Among recent ap-

plicants for an audition at NBC was
a wire walker. He became upset and
lost his balance when the audition chief

asked him what a wire walker could

do on Jhe wireless. . . . "No taffeta

dresses" is the order in the Columbia
studios to actresses. The rustle of taf-

feta comes through the microphones
like the sound of a violent sand storm.

. . . Nat Shilkret, the musical director,

is gifted with an amazing memory. He
can play a score over once and then

repeat it without consulting a lead

sheet. And, according to Mrs. Shilkret,

he always remembers to forget to post

the letters she gives him to mail. . . .

Most of the pages on the night staff

of NBC at Radio City are college stu-

dents by day. And many on the day
staff attend the RCA Radio Institute

by night.

A Columbia page dashed into the

studio just as Mark Warnow completed/
his broadcast.

"You're wanted on the phone, Mr.
Warnow," he announced.

"Can't come now—gotta conference,"

said Warnow. "Tell 'em to call back
later"

"You gotta come now—it's urgent,"

pleaded the page
"Sez who?" queried the director

"Sez the doctor," the exasperated
messenger explained, "your wife just

had a baby"
P.S.—Warnow broke all records get-

ting to the phone.

They were reminiscing about the

early days of broadcasting when things
weren't so well organized. Some one
told how nimble-witted Ray Knight
saved himself from an embarrassing
situation. Ray, as master of ceremonies,

introduced a soloist, only to be told

that a duet was next on the program.
He corrected himself to learn that he
was still wrong—it was a trio. Then
Knight announced a quartette as the

next number and a twenty-man chorus
marched up to the mike. But Ray
proved he was the dauntless Knight of
the air by getting to the microphone
first. "This is a rabbit quartette," he
announced, "it multiplies faster than
I can announce them."

TELLING IT TERSELY

Annette Hanshaw and Conrad Thi-
bault of the Show Boat program are
romancing. . . . Martha Mears, sen-
sational new vocalist on NBC, is a St.

Louis girl discovered by Gus Edwards,
•veteran developer of stage talent. . . .

Mildred Bailey, retired from the Co-
lumbia airwaves, is now in vaudeville
with her brother, Al Rinker, once of
Paul Whiteman's Rhythm Boys. . . .

Teddy Bergman, known only to radio
audiences as a comic and impersonator,
has a really fine baritone voice. . . .

Pontiac's new program with Raymond
Paige's orchestra and a negro choir of

BROADCASTING
offers you th

and more
e se

M' "^ Do you, too, want to get into
7 t^,-^ Broadcasting? Do you want to have

(^J your voice brought into thousands

^ -^ of homes all over the land ? If you
^^XTfc do, then here's your big opportunity.

The Floyd Gibbons School of
Broadcasting was foiunded to bring you the
training that will start you on the road to

Broadcasting success. This new easy Course
gives you a most complete and thorough train-
ing in Broadcasting technique. It shows you
how to solve every radio problem from the
standpoint of the Broadcast-Ogives you a complete
training in every phase of actual Broadcasting.
Through this remarkable Course you can train for
a big paying Broadcasting
position—right in your home
—in your spare time—en-
tirely without giving up your
present position—and acquire
the technique that makes
Radio Stars.

Send for Valuable FREE
Booklet

An interesting booklet en-
titled "How to Find Your
Place in Broadcasting" tells

you the whole fascinating

You can train for
a big paying
position in Broad-
easting as an:
Announcer
Singer
Actor
Musical Director
Program (Manager
Sales Manager
Advertising
Publicity
Musician
Reader
Writer
Director

story of the Floyd Gibbons School of Broad-
casting. No cost or obligation. Act now—send
coupon below today. Floyd Gibbons School of
Broadcasting, Dept. 4E72, U. S. Savings Bank
Building, 2000 14th Street, N. W., Washing-
ton, D. C.

Floyd Gibbons School of Broadcasting
2000 14th St.. N. W., Dept. 4E72, Washington, D. C.

Without oblieation send me your free booltlet "How
to Find Your Place in Broadcasting" and full particulars
of your home study Course.

Name Age.
Please Print or Write Name Plainly

Cits State.

^corlMl*—Cczema. Is it necessary to suffer from
these skin disorders? New wonderful ointment
now relieving many stubborn cases. Try it no
matter how long afflicted. Write EDWARD B.
KLOWDEN, S19 N. Central Park, Chicago, IH.

MAKE MONEY
^t 7/orne /

rr ARN steady income each week, working at home,
-'-' colorinB photos and miniatures in oil. Learu famous
"Kochne Method" in few weeks. Work done by this
mettiod in big demand. No experience nor art talent
needed. Many become independent this way. Send for
free irooklet. "Make Money at Home."

NATIONAL ART SCHOOL, Inc.
3t01 Michigan AveniM, Dapt. 171S, Chicago, lUlnols

Rudolph Valentino's—Gr^fl/ Book of Poems
Few people ever knew that Valentirio, the great hero of the screen—found the sincerest
expression of his emotions in writing romantic poems. Few people know that these

A Voice from the Dead poems are published in beautiful book
That Will Never Die

,

form. In fact, they were published more
for the great "sheik" to use as gifts to his

personal friends. Only a small number are
now in existence—and you may have one
at a very small price. For we want to dis-

tribute the small quantity now on hand—to

those Valentino fans who will cherish

these gems of the great screen lover. You
may have your copy for only $1.30 cash.

If ordered C. O. D. it will cost you a few
cents more for carrying charges. Send
your order at once to

—

Dept. RM-5, Macfadden Book Company

1926 Broadway, New York, N. Y.

IIIPROVEinTDayslCon
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ninety voices projected from Holly-

wood costs $17,300 per broadcast. It

is one of the most expensive on the

air. ... By watching her calories, or

something, Ramona has dieted away
twelve pounds. . . . The Revelers ex-

pect to sail for Europe June 1st. . . .

The dramatic interlude, "Riding to

Heaven on a Mule" which Al Jolson

did the other broadcast, was written

by Peter Dixon, one of radio's better

playwrights. . . . Stephen Fox is a

dandy linguist. He can order a drink

in any living language and several

dead ones. . . . Irwin Delmore, who
plays Mr. Pinkbaum in Fred Allen's

Revue, is a practicing attorney in New
York. . . . Morton Downey has an in-

ordinate craving for ice cream. . . .

Jacques Renard, the maestro, .toured

South America with Anna Pavlowa when
he was a high school lad wearing his

first pair of long trousers. . . . Dolores
Roach, Rudy Vallee's new vocalist, is

the wife of Sammy Cohen, film come-
dian. . . . Phil Spitalny has $100,000
insurance on his library of original

musical manuscripts. . . . Bing Cros-
by's most prized possession is a "fan"
letter from the late Ring Lardner. . . .

Fred Allen says that the period furni-

ture dealers are now showing antique ra-

dio sets to match the comedians' jokes.

Baked Bananas

6 bananas, cut in halves

3 tablespoons butter, melted

Vs cup sugar

3 tablespoons lemon juice

Place bananas in a baking dish, mix

butter, sugar, apd lemon juice, and

baste the bananas with just half the

mixture. Bake for about twenty min-

utes in 325° F. oven and during bak-

ing baste with the mixture.

Al Jolson, the mammy singer, gets

Ruby Keeler to write you her Deep

Apple Pie recipe.

In the Stars' Kitchens

(Continued from page 41)

Apple Pie

8 to 10 sour apples

}i cup sugar

% teaspoon grated nutmeg
% teaspoon salt

1 tablespoon butter

2 teaspoons lemon juice

Lemon rind gratings

For deep apple pie do not line bak-
ing dish with pie crust; but pare, core,

and cut apples in eighths. Put in bak-
ing dish, and sprinkle with mixed sugar,

nutmeg or cinnamon, salt, and lemon
juice and few gratings of lemon rind.

Dot with butter. Fill with more apples,

spread over this the flavoring mixture
and dot with more butter. Put on top
pie crust. Serve plain, with whipped
cream, or vanilla ice cream. Bake pie

in 330° F. oven for about fifty to sixty

minutes.

Vincent Lopez, who plays the piano
as you want it played, prefers this

Celery Stuffing for his bluefish.

Celery Stuffing

3>^ cups bread
1 cup boiling water
I tablespoon poultry dressing

2 teaspoons salt

Pepper
1 cup finely chopped celery

M cup melted butter

Pour the boiling water over the bread
and let stand fifteen to twenty-five

minutes; squeeze out all the water pos-

sible, add remaining ingredients and
mix thoroughly. Cut lemon in fifths

and place around the fish platter.

almost weird about it. I thank God for

the privilege of living in the age that

produced a miracle such as this.

However, there are some features

about the programs I would change:

Too many singers! Or shall I say

"would-be" singers? Jazz singers;

blues singers; harmony trios. Turn
from one station to another, all along

the dial—what do you hear? "Annie
Doesn't Live Here Anymore", or what-
ever the current song happens to be.

Too much repetition—the bugaboo of

the movies! Give us more programs
like last year's "Chandu"; Doctor Fu
Manchu; Sherlock Holmes! Some-
thing to carry over interest from day
to day or week to week.

More advertisers should follow the

tactics of Ben Bernie, Jack Benny,
Eddie Cantor.

Radio Mirror is to Radio what ham
is to eggs. I enjoy every bit of it. Why
not an interview with Clara, Lu and
Em, or Today's Children? Some of the

lovable characters we housewives adore.

Your question and answer depart-

ment is a fine idea. Hurrah for Radio
Mirror—the "best of the better" maga-
zines. "Youza!"

Mrs. J. E. Markham,
Saginaw, Michigan.

QUESTION BOX

Raymond Gardner, San Antonio

—

"Our Public" Broadcasting

(Continued from page 45)

Your friend is all wrong. Leah Ray is

not married to Phil Harris. There's a

Mrs. Phil Harris but the lovely-looking

Leah is still single.

M. A., Pittsburgh — Write Bing
Crosby for that information, address-

ing him at the Paramount Studios in

Hollywood.
Gertrude S., Philadelphia— Rudy

Vallee was born July 28, 1901, He's

five feet, ten and a half inches tall and
weighs 155 pounds. Has eighteen men
in his regular orchestra.

Mirror Reader, Baltimore— It was
neither of those men. Rudy Wiedoeft
was the first to feature the saxophone.

Edward W., Tulsa—So Ruth Etting

makes you feel so romantic! She's not

a Southerner, was born in Nebraska
and yes, she's married.

T. B., Los Angeles—You're an old

smoothie, we're afraid, giving us all

that praise, but thanks anyway. You
can get in touch with Jessica Drago-
nette through the NBC Studios, New
York.

H. v., Dallas— It's difficult to answer
questions about the radio stars auto-

graphing photos. Some do and some
don't. Some get so many requests they
just have their names stamped on the

pictures, but try your luck anyway.
Mrs. Fred O'Dell, Roseville, Calif.

—

The Showboat is not a real boat and
doesn't actually take those trips but
the whole thing sounds pretty realistic

doesn't it? Whatever made you think

Lanny Ross and Mary Lou were mar-
ried? Lanny's still single and says he's

heart free. Does that make you feel

better?

Fannie Pallardee, Baldwin, L. I.

—

We had two whole pages of "Easy
Aces" pictures in the December issue of

Radio Mirror.

Helen V.—Don't be apologetic if

there's something you want to know.
That's what this department is for.

Eddie Cantor lives with his family in

a New York apartment but he owns a

house in California; Jack Pearl is mar-
ried; Portland Hoffa is really Fred
Allen's wife. Any more?
Sandra Smith, Ramseur, N. C.—We

sent your letter to Eddie Duchin and
he was very much pleased. Keep up
your good work. Those artists like to

know they're appreciated and we're

glad, too, that you like Radio Mirror.
George Friendly, Chicago—You're

sure you mean all those kind words?
Ozzie Nelson didn't go to Yale. He's a

Rutgers graduate.

Sascha a., Albany—Your informa-

tion's wrong. Tamara was born in

Russia but has lived here since she was
a child. We think she sings beautifully,

too.

Bert Charles, Detroit—^We're glad

to settle your argument. Vincent Lo-
pez' was the first orchestra to broadcast
by remote control. So there you are.
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Excitingly, savagely, compellingly lovely . . . this freshly different lipstick whose alluring

shades and seductive smoothness bring to lips the sublime madness of a moon-kissed South

Sea night! Yes, Savage does exactly that, for it colors the lips without coating them with

charm-destroying paste. Apply like ordinary lipstick . . . rub it in . . . nothing will remain

on your lips but ravishing, transparent color. . .color that clings . . .sava,

SELECT YOUR PROPER SHADE BY ACTUAL TEST

You can't possibly obtain your most suitable shade of lip color without

actual trial on your own skin. Savage invites you to test all four shades on

your wrist ... at the Savage Shade Selector displayed

I
^V X ^^ wherever this thrilling new lip color is sold.

JO\
TANGERINE .

AT ALL
FLAME . . . NATURAL . . . BLUSH

LEADING FIVE A

LARGE
SIZE

SAVAGE
n exquisite sU-

$2

The SAVAGE SHADE SELECTOR
In addition to providing you with a practical

means of trying Savage before buying, tiie

Savage Shade Selector supplies the means of re-

moving the highly indelible Savage stains from
your wrist. A bottle of HX (lipstick stain re-

mover) and a dispenser of felt removal pads
are provided. savage . . . Chicago
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TEST the...
PERFOLASTIC GIRDLE
. . . For 10 Days at Our Expense!

REDUCE
YOUR WAIST AND HIPS

I'
NCHES

IN 10 DAYS
OR

...ft won't cost you one penny!

WE WANT YOU to try the

Perfolastic Girdle. Test it for

yourself for 10 days absolutely FREE.
Then, if without diet, drugs or exer-

cise, you have not reduced at least 3
inches around waist and hips, it will

cost you nothing!

Reduce Quickly, Easily, and Safely I

# The massage -like action of this

famous Perfolastic Reducing Girdle
takes the place of months of tiring

exercises. You do nothing, take
no drugs, eat all you wish, yet,

with every move the marvelous
Perfolastic Girdle gently massages
away the surplus fat, stimulating the
body once more into energetichealth.

Ventilated ... to Permit the

Skin to Breathe!

# And it is so comfortable ! The
ventilating perforations allow the
skin pores to breathe normally. The
inner surface of the Perfolastic Girdle
is a delightfully soft, satinized fabric,

especially designed to wear next to
the body. It does away with all irri-

tation, chafing and discomfort, keep-
ing your body cool and fresh at all

times. There is no sticky, unpleasant
feeling. A special adjustable back al-

lows for perfect fit as inches disappear.

Don't Wait Any Longer. ..Act Today!
# You can prove to yourself quickly and
definitely whether or not this very efficient
girdle will reduce you. You do not need
to risk one penny ... try it for 10 days . .

.

then send it back ifyou are not completely
astonished at the wonderful results.

"I read an 'ad' of the

PerFolastic Company . . .

and sent For FREE Folder".

"They actually allowed

me to wear the girdle For

10 days on trial".

"In 10 days, by actual

measurement, my hips

were 3 inches smaller".

'I really Felt better, my
back no longer ached,
and I had a new Feeling

of energy".

"The massage-like action

did the work . . . the fat

seemed to have melted

away".

"In a very short time I had
reduced my hips 9 inches

and my weight 20 pounds".

PERFOLASTIC, Inc.
41 EAST 42nd ST., Dept.195 New York, N. Y.

Without obligation on my part, please send
me FREE BOOKLET describing and illustrating
the new Perfolastic Reducing Girdle, also sample
of perforated Rubber and particulars of your
10-DAY FREE TRIAL OFFER

Use Couvon or Send Name and Address on PennyPost Card


